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Chancellor Passes 
2 Cabinet Proposals 

The drinking and off campus 
housing proposals passed by the 
University Cabinet as recommenda- 
tions to the administration for pol- 
icy changes reached final comple- 
tion just in time for the last Cabi- 
net meeting. 

Dr. Howard Wible, dean of stu- 
dents, said yesterday that the rec- 
ommendations had been approved 
by Chancellor J. M. Moudy and 
would go into effect in the fall se- 
mester 

Dr. Wible had received the pro- 
posals in written form from the 
Cabinet the previous day, and had 
in turn presented them to the chan- 
cellor. 

Prior to this there had been some 
delay in getting the proposals from 
the Cabinet to Dr. Wible, in order 
that he could present them to the 
chancellor. 

An editorial concerning this de- 
lay appears on the editorial page 
in this issue of The Skiff, which 
went to press before Dr. Wible re- 
ceived  the  recommendations. 

New Faculty Members 

The newly-elected faculty mem- 
bers of the Cabinet were presented. 
They arc Dr. James Colder, Eng 
lish; Dr. Bobby Sanders, mathe- 
matics; Dr. Ralph Guenther, mu- 
sic; Dr. George Tade, speech, and 
Dr.   Porter  Crow,  education. 

At the suggestion of Dr. Jo Ann 
James, dean of women, the Cab 
inct voted to recommend that next 
year's Cabinet meet twice each 
month rather than once. 

Dr. Richard Douthit commented, 
"1 am personally delighted. I 
think this recommendation will do 
the job." 

This proposal followed a discus- 
sion of the members about their 
concern over the need for more dis- 
cussion. 

The Cabinet was in agreement 
that more frequent meetings were 
needed to promote discussion and 
provide ample time to accomplish 
its goals. 

The goals of the Cabinet, in terms 
of the University as a whole, were 
discussed. 

Coals of Cabinet 

Dr. James W. Newcomer, vice 
chancellor for academic affairs, 
strongly stressed that the Cabinet, 
as well as all other areas of the Un- 
iversity, should concern itself with 
the highest goals for the continua 
tion of education. 

The capacity of the University to 
increase intellectual vitality is a 
goal and a responsibility that con- 
cerns Cabinet members, he said. 

Dr. Floyd Leggett commented 
that the Univcrstiy was both cap- 
able of, and expected to be, con- 
cerned with the positive. 

Mike Stewart, House representa- 
tive to the Cabinet, added that he 
considered the proposals presented 
to the Cabinet from the House 
working attempts at improving the 
University. 

The meeting closed with appropri- 
ate praise from Dr. Newcomer to 
the  Cabinet's  chairman,  Dr.   Jeff 
L.  Horn, of the School of Educa 
tion. 

"You have been good to us all— 
the nay-saycrs as well as the yea- 
sayers—and I won't say to which 
I belong." 

Next year's first Cabinet meeting 
was tentatively set for Sept. 27. 

House Allots $9000 
For Meeting Rooms 

By ALLANA TALIAFERRO 

Student Center renovations are 
going to cost the House of Rep- 
resentatives   $9000—perhaps   more. 

Included in the Student Center 
•adoWms curmitiy b,eing built 
are new offices and a new meet- 
ing room for the House. 

The newly-elected House mem- 
bers, holding their first meeting 
Tuesday, voted to provide the 
funds necessary to completely fur- 
nish   the   new   meeting   room. 

This decision followed a report 
made to the House by Mrs. Eliz- 
abeth   Proffer,   activities   adviser. 

Limited Budget 

Reporting that the University 
has only a limited budget avail- 
able for special furnishings, Mrs. 
Proffer stated that the House had 
regular rooms being provided for 
student organization meetings or, 
if the House chose, a large room 
vaould be designated for House 
use, if the House would pay for 
the furnishings. 

"We thought it would be nice," 
said Mrs. Proffer, "if there were 
a specific chamber designated for 
the House." 

It was necessary that the House 
make a prompt decision, since a 
slight change of building plans 
would become necessary if 'die rep- 
resentatives chose the new meet- 
ing room. 

House president Drew Sawyer 
said that the Permanent Improve- 
ments Committee's funds had 
"stacked up four or five thou- 
sand dollars," with more coming 
next year. He estimated the House 
would have approximately $9000 
of its own. 

Other   Commitments 

That, in addition to a loan 
from the school, which Mrs. Prof- 
fer said would be readily avail- 
able, should be enough, Sawyer 
concluded. 

"Is this taking into considera- 
tion the other commitments o f 
the Permanent Improvements Com- 
mittee—such as benches?" asked 
Jerry Kirkpatrick. 

Answered Sawyer, "If we go 
ahead with the benches (nothing 
definite h.is been done yet) we 
will have to take some money 
out for them." 

The cost of the benches has been 
previously   estimated   at  $1000. 

"I think," said Kirkpatrick, 
"that it would be better politics 
to go ahead with the benches. We 
will have a lot of static from the 
student body--a lot of people know 
about the benches — if we take 
money to furnish a room that, 
even if other people use it, will 
be   called  the  House's   room." 

Well  Furnished 

Mrs. Proffer pointed out that 
the only reason for providing a 
new and larger room would be to 
allow the House to furnish it well, 
and as they chose. 

The University, she added, does 
not plan to carpet the regular 
meeting room and will not car- 
pet one for the House unless they 
provide   adequate   furnishings. 

Kirkpatrick then moved that the 

House vote to furnish the funds 
needed to decorate the room, but 
retain enough to complete the Per- 
manent Improvement Committee's 
previous   commitments. 

Before calling for a vote Sawyer 
said he thought it would be a good 
idea for the House to provide the 
money. 

"The Student Center additions 
are going to have to last a long 
time, and the House must plan 
on furnishing the "win adequate- 
ly." 

One representative who bad 
spoken with a local interior dec- 
orating   firm   said   the   firm   had 

made   a   conservative   estimate   ol 
$15,000 

The   House,   said   Mrs    Proffei 
need   not   worry   about  getting   an 
interest free loan from the school 

The House then voted on and 
passed the proposal authorizinp, 
the expenditure of funds 

Ralph Reavis was appoin'ed 
Elections Committee chairman, 
Jim (Tarter. Howrij Week chair- 
r-*n. and BTa\f I (.Jthne, Home 
coming   committee   chairman. 

Cabinet members will be Rea 
vis and Candy I>einweber. Two 
more appointments will be made 
next fall 

Winners Announced 
For Writing Contest 

Joyce Hegman of Lake Jac» 
son and L. Moffitt Cecil III of 
Fort Worth were named winners 
of the Honorable DiUon Anderson 
Creative Writing Prize in Creative 
Writing  Day  activities. 

A winner in last year's events, 
Miss Hegman also placed third 
in the short story category. 

Moffitt was announced as re- 
cipient of the first-place award 
in the short story competition and 
was named to honorable men- 
tion for his non-fiction prose en- 
try. 

Woman's Club 

The Creative Writing Scholar- 
ship, given by the Dallas TCU 
Woman's Club, was presented to 
Robert Potts of Austin for the 
second consecutive year. 

Marvin Lynn Witherspoon, jun- 
ior English major from Weather- 
ford, received the special merit 
award of the Fort Worth Woman's 
Wednesday Club. 

The Rebecca W. Smith Scholar 
ship was given to Linda Tikker, 
a junior English major from Wa\ 
ahachie. 

The Dr. and Mrs Frank Boyd 
Award for the freshman who shows 
most promise in writing was pre- 
sented to Peggy Tharp of San An- 
gelo. 

Mrs. Ed Wright Jr. and James 
R. Bennett were first-place win- 
ners in the Margie B. Bos- 
well Poetry contest. Second and 
third places were won by Bill 
Barney and Tony Clark, respec- 
tively. 

First-prize winner of the Walter 
E. Bryson Poetry Contest was 
Tobin Qucreau. Second place went 
to Chris Willerton and third to 
John Yoakum. 

Honorable mention went to Lan- 
ette Browder, Norman Lowrey and 
Ron Eddins. 

Moffitt won trst^ilace in the 
short story contest. Second-place 
winner was Robert Garrison. Hon- 
orable mention winners were Gud- 
brander Gislason and Carol Shu- 
mate. 

Ricki   Hemphil   took   first-place 

honors  in  the  Southwest compeu 
tion. 

Southwest Contest 

Sharing second place were James 
T. Wilson and Robert Garrison, and 
third-place winner was Mary Lee 
Tenison. 

Jack Yoakum received honor 
able mention. 

Mrs. Guinevera Nance won first 
prize in the drama contest. Paul 
Miers won second 

Awards in the non- fiction prose 
category went to Jan Mitchell Hunt 
er, first; Jean Cooper, second; Da 
vid Montgomery, third, and Mof 
fitt and Judy I>unsford, honorable 
mention. 

Annette Trittipo,  won first prize 
in the literature for children com 
petition.   Deborah  Smith  won   sec- 
ond and honorable mention went to 
Norman  Ix)wrey and  Gislason. 

Narrative of Fact 

In the narrative of fact contest. 
Diane Griffin won first prize 
Second place went to Sharon Sue 
Justice and third to Monza Neff 

Another freshman contest, es 
say writing, was won by Peggy 
Tharp, first; Donna Compton, sec 
and; Julian Williams, third, and 
Robert   Blitz,   honorable   mention 

In addition to the first-place 
award in the freshman fiction con 
test, won by Miss Tharp, other 
winners were J. Gregory Stansky. 
second; Pam Ritter. third, and 
James Gordon and Ed Ackert, hon 
orable mention. 

First and second prizes in the 
research papers or articles cate 
gory went to Donna Compton and 
Larry   Ivy,  respectively. 

Third place went to Scott Sar 
gent and Cindy Inghs; Ed Acker 
received   honorable   mention. 

Ackert's entry in the poetry con 
test won first place. Richard John 
son won second and Kim Kowal 
chyk, third. 

Honorable mention went to IV r 
esa Gundy. 

Gislason and Miss Trittipo, 
winners in other categories, tied 
for second in the Dillon Anderson 
contest, and Douglas Bell and Rob- 
ert Garrison received honoi*abk! 
mention. 
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Caroline Vetters •ill 

Sociologist Starts Study 
By CAMILLE KEITH 

Many students have the prob- 
lem of getting back in the spirit 
of school after even a three-month 
vacation. 

Consider, then, the problem of 
Caroline Vetters who after 13 
year's absence from college has 
returned to get her master's de- 
gree. 

Miss Vetters received her BA 
in 1953 from Texas Woman's Un- 
versity in Denton. Her major 
then, as it is now, was sociology. 

The Corpus Christi native be- 
gan on her master's degree last 

September and hopes to receive 
the degree in August. 

Last semester she was carrying 
15 hours of graduate courses. This 
semester she is carrying 12 hours 
and working on her thesis. 

Thesis research is centered in 
Richland Hills. 

Community  Problem* 

Miss Vetters is working on the 
problem of the outlying communi- 
ty, and why citizens are moving 
outside the central city. 

Her research includes talking 
to local officials and the city man- 
ager of Richland Hills. Also she 
la    sending    random    question- 

Activities Council Visits 

SMU for Idea Exchange 
By WHIT CANNING 

The Activities Council journey 
ed to Dallas recently for a meet- 
ing that may affect future events 
here. 

Fifteen delegates mei with SMU 
Activities Board for an "exchange 
of ideas." The end result may be 
a cementing of relations between 
the two schools and perhaps ev- 
en joint activities. 

Outgoing AC Director Bill Shel- 
ton said it all began last Decem- 
ber at the Region 12 convention 
when TCU supported SMU's can- 
didate for Regional Chairman. 
Gary Johnson. 

Johnson lost but the two groups 
established a friendly relationship 
and Johnson later contacted Shel- 
ton to set up the meeting. 

Region 12 

Region 12 is the part of the As- 
sociation of College Unions t o 
which TCU belongs and it takes 
in schools in Arkansas and Louisi- 
ana as well as Texas. 

The meeting began in the morn- 
ing with a short group get-togeth- 
er to explain the functions of the 
various committees of the two 
groups. 

Except that the SMU Activities 
Board is in no way connected with 
the student government, the two 
groups are about the same. 

"We wanted just to talk about 
ideas," said Shelton, adding that 
in such meetings there is some- 
times too much talk about struc- 
ture. 

That seldom leads to anything 
since neither side is going to con- 
vince the other that it has a bet- 
ter structure, he added. 

Cafeteria  Lunch 

After lunch in the cafeteria the 
committee chairmen discussed mu- 
tual problems. 

One major topic was Region 12. 
Both schools feel it is now an in- 
effective   organization. 

"The two groups are really con- 
cerned about getting the region on 
its toes," said Shelton. He said he 
doesn't feel that it's really doing 
its job. 

PIZZA MT M. Mi MdJHku 
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Italian ftocfa 
2702 West Berry WA 7-9960 

One problem seems to be that 
the region is split into big schools, 
small ones, and those in between 
and there is a problem coordinat- 
ing interests. 

Another problem, discussed was 
what Shelton termed "group dynam- 
ics versus getting the job done." 
Basically this means that too much 
time is devoted to trying to find 
out why a group is ineffective 
rather than going ahead and get- 
ting something done despite hand 
icaps. 

SMU, added Shelton, does not go 
along with group dynamics 

Joint Dance 

Shelton was pleased with the 
general result of the meeting and 
felt a lot of possibilities grew out 
of it. 

One such is a joint school dance 
next year. The two schools might 
even wind up selling each other's 
tickets. 

"I think the important thin? 
about it," said Shelton, "is some 
of the ideas we got from them 
and advances in cooperation and 
coordination. 

"It was only a beginning," he 
added, "but I think it was a good 
beginning and everyone got some- 
thing out of it." 

naires   to  citizens   of  the  outl> 
ing town. 

Miss Vetters is approaching ap 
proximately every tenth home, 
hoping to obtain a cross section 
of the  population. 

Out of the 300 to 400 homes 
to be contacted, the graduate stu- 
dent hopes to find out why people 
are moving to this area in ad- 
dition to questions pertaining to 
recreational facilities, community 
opportunities and lower taxes. 

Miss Vetters has already faced 
hours of intensive study to dis- 
cover other writings in this area 
and to decide upon questions for 
use   in  formulating  her  thesis 

Girl Scouts 

Sociology and group work are 
not new to Miss Vetters. Since 
graduation from college she has 
worked both with the Girl Scouts 
and the YWCA. 

While working as executive di- 
rector of the Girl Scouts in Har- 
lingen, her responsibilities includ- 
ed working with the committees 
connected with the area Scouts in 
addition to planning camp ses- 
sions, training local leaders and 
coordinating the various activi- 
ties. 

Miss Vetters explained that 
these experiences have helped her 
with her group work since most 
of the members were drawn from 
grounds throughout the city 

Group Organization* 

After working for many group 
organizations, the former YWCA 
worker decided to return to col- 
lege after some suggestions from 
her organizations. 

Miss Vetters decided on TCU 
because it offered a good pro- 
gram and many courses that she 
hadn't already taken. 

While working in Houston be- 
tween her college years Miss Vet- 
ters was associated with the Har 
ris  County   Easter Seal  Council 

She taught recreation there to 
persons from six to 75. These 400 
plus   persons   were  handicapped 

This was Miss Vetters' first ex- 
perience   with   the   handicapped, 

but  she  feels  that it was  good 
experiece  in  group  work. 
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University Classes in Architectural & Art History: 
Rome. Pompeii, Alexandria, 

Cairo, Luior. Baalbek. Ephesus. 
Istanbul, Athens. Assissi, 

Crete. Sicily and others 

From March 20th to May 19  1968. learn from 

shipboard lectures      then visit the great 
historical sites tor maximum appreciation 

190 students will study undei piulefc^ors from 
Amencan Universities on a newly commissioned, 
fully air conditioned study cruise ship 

Write for complete details and an application 
today  Space limited  Sponsored by Foreign 
Language League Schools, a non profit, tax 
eiempl organization   Puces vary from $1349 to 
$1489, depending on stateroom  Clip coupon 
below and mail today 
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On Campus with 
MwShuIman 

(By tin- author of "/{ally Round tilt l-'larj, Hoys': 
••Debit dillis." ate.) 

HOW TO C;KT A'S 
IN ALL YOUR FINAL EXAMS 

In today'a column, the last of the school year, I don't 
intend to be funny. (I have achieved this objective many 
times throughout the year, but this time it's on purpose.) 
The hour is wrong for levity. Final exams are looming. 

Have you got a chance? 1 say yes! I say America did 
not become the world's foremost producer of stove bolts 
and cotter pins bv running away from a fight! 

You will pass your finals! How? By studying. How? By 
learning mnemonics. 

Mnemonics, the science of memory aids, was, as we all 
know, invented by the great Greek philosopher Mnemon 
in 526 B.C. (This, incidentally, was only one of the inven- 
tions of this fertile Athenian. He also invented the house 
cat. the opposing thumb, and, most important, the stair- 
case. Before the staircase people were forced willy-nilly 
to live out their lives on the ground floor, and many grew 
cross as bears. Especially Demosthenes who was elected 
Consul of Athens six times but never served because he 
was unable to get up to the office of the Commissioner of 
Oaths on the third floor to be sworn in. But after Mnemon's 
staircase, Demosthenes got to the third floor easy as pie 
—to Athens' sorrow, as it turned out. Demosthenes, his 
temper shortened by years of confinement to the ground 
floor, soon embroiled his countrymen in a series of sense- 
less wars with the Medes, the Persians, and the Los 
Angeles Rams. This later became known as the Missouri 
Compromise.) 

But I digress. We were discussing mnemonics, which 
are nothing more than aids to memory — little jingles to 
help you remember names, dates, and places. For example: 

Columbus tailed the ocean MM 
In fourteen hundred ninety two. 
See how simple? Make up your own jingles. What, for 

instance, came after Columbus's discovery of America? 
The Boston Tea Party, of course. Try this: 

Sanuit'l Adams flanu the tea 
Into the briny Zuyder Zee. 
(NOTE : The Zuyder Zee was located in Boston Harbor 

until 1801 when Salmon P. Chase traded it to Holland for 
Alaska and two line backers. I 

But I digress. Let's get back to mnemonics. Like this: 
In nineteen hundred sixty sen n 
Personna [Hades make shaving heaven. 
1 mention Personna because the makers of Personna 

Super Stainless Steel Blades are the sponsors of this 
column. If 1 may get a little misty in this, the final column 
of the school year, may I say it's been a pleasure working 
for Personna? May I say further that it's been an even 
greater pleasure working for you, the undergrads of 
America? You've been a most satisfactory audience, and 
I'm going to miss you this summer. In fact, I'd ask you 
all to come visit me except there is no access to my room. 
The makers of Personna, after I missed several deadlines, 
walled me in. I have no doors or windows-only a mail slot. 
I slip the columns ont:' they slip in Personnas and such 
food as can go through a mail slot. (For the past six 
months I've been living on after dinner mints.) 

I am only having my little joke. The makers of Personna 
have not walled me in, for they are good and true and 
gleaming and constant -«g good and true and gleaming 
and constant as the blades they make-and I wish to state 
publicly that I will always hold there ill the highest esteem, 
no matter how my suit for back wages comes out. 

And so, to close the year, I give you one last mnemonic: 
St mlii hunt and poet with honors, 
And always share with good 1'erstinnars! 

*       *        * •   ,,  M„, Shiilm,,,. 

I'ersonna and I'ersonna's partner in luxury sharing. 
Hurma-Shave, regular i>r menthol, haw enjoyed bring- 
ing you another year of .Max's uncensored and uninhib- 
ited column, fte thank you for supporting our products; 
we wish you luck in your exams and in all your other 
enterprises. 

CHECK THE SKIFF ADVERTISING 
BEFORE DECIDING TO BUY 

A 
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CampUS NeWS in Brief ... Ceremony Set for Nurses 
The Harris College of Nursing 

Club will honor graduating seniors 
and new sophomore nursing stu- 
dents Saturday evening at 7 in 
Robert Carr Chapel. 

At the ceremony the seniors will 
replace the blue bands on their 
caps with black ones. The new 
sophomores will receive their caps. 

As part of the ceremony the stu- 
dents will recite the Florence 
Nightingale Creed and the seniors 
will light the sophomore's Florence 
Nightingale lanterns. 

The outgoing president of the 
Harris College of Nursing Club, 
Susan Selby, planned the dedica- 
tion which will have as speaker 
Dr. Howard Wible, dean of stu- 
dents. 

Following the dedication, a re- 
ception will be held in the Student 
Center ballroom. 

'Perspective' Doubles 
Opinions about the University — 

its administrators, its faculty, its 
students and its regulations—go to 
make the last issue of "Perspec- 
tive"—twice its usual size. 

"Perspective" — a magazine of 
student opinion published by the 
Forums Committee— will be on 
sale Monday through Wednesday af- 
ternoons for 25 cents. 

Copies may be purchased from 
tables in the Student Center and 
other buildings on campus, in the 
Book Store and from members of 
the Forums Committee. 

Faculty Elections Held 
Students are not the only ones 

who have recently completed elec- 
tions for next year. 

The faculty held elections of 
their own for representatives to 
the University Cabinet. 

Elected were Dr. James Corder, 
English; Dr Bobby Sanders, 
Mathematics; Dr. Ralph Guen- 
ther, Music; Dr. George Tade, 
Speech, and Dr. Porter Crow, Ed- 
ucation. 

These five were selected from 
a slate of nominees prepared by 
the Nominating Committee, head- 
ed by Dr. Corder. 

No more than two from any one 
college  or  school  were eligible. 

No Books a Bottleneck 
They   need books  in Viotnam. 
Vietnamese civilians working on 

civil reconstruction are drastical- 
ly short cf engineers, engineering 
technicians and qualified construc- 
tion tradesmen. 

This is the considered opinion 
of Maj. J. L. Critchfield, senior 
adviser to the RVNAF Engineer 
School in   Binh-Duong,  Vietnam. 

He says, "Since the Vietnamese 
have no engineering college per 
se, the task of training these peo- 
ple will fall to our Engineer School 
 a  major   bottleneck  is  lack  of 
reference  material." 

Critchfield requests texts or re- 
ference books in engineering, ma- 
thematics and the related scien- 
ces. 

If you have books in these fields 
and would like to donate them to 
this cause, bring or send them to 
the library. A box is located near 
the hallway to the reference room. 

Students Due Awards 
Local radio and television ma- 

nagement and personalities, stu- 
dents and teachers will gather at 
Cross Keys Friday for the annual 
Awards Banquet. 

Poolside reception begins at 
6:30  p.m.   and  dinner  follows. 

Among the awards to be pre- 
sented are the naming of the de- 
partment's outstanding male and 
female graduates and the outstan- 
ding  announcer at  KTCU FM. 

Society Slates Luncheon 
Phi Sigma Alpha, government 

society, will initiate new members 
Friday. 

The ceremony will take place 
at a luncheon at Cross Keys res- 
taurant. Guest speaker for the 
affair will be Ddst. Atty. Frank 
Coffey. 

Coffey will speak on "Current 
Problems in Law Enforcement." 

Sorority Honors Scholars 
The annual scholarship tea of 

Delta Delta Delta sorority took 
place in the chapter room of the 
sorority house May 7. 

Honorees were Sallye Coleman, 
Abilene, and Lola Beth Johnson. 
Fort Worth. These two girls were 
this year's winners of the Tri Delt 
scholarships. 

The purpose of the annual tea 
is to give the scholarship winners 
a chance to meet the group who 
sponsored the scholarships and to 
give sorority members a chance to 
meet the winners. 

Members of the sorority sold 
football programs at the fall games 
to raise money for the two $500 
scholarships. 

Janie  James,  Tri   Delt  Service 

Projects chairman, was in charge 
of the tea. 

The sorority honored their sen- 
iors on the same day with a break 
fast  at   Ridglea  Country  Club. 

The Tri Delt annual breakfast 
was planned by Kay Barnett, so- 
cial chairman of the sorority, and 
included a program and farewell 
address to the graduates. 

Vigilettes Elect Officers 
Carol Duff, Dallas junior, is the 

newly elected president of the TCU 
Vigilettes. 

Other officers are Suzi Harrol, 
vice president; Susan Guidy, pledge 
trainer; Janene Council, parlia- 
mentarian; Beth Robertson, secre 
tary; Linda Anderson, treasurer; 
Cindy Farley, rush chairman; 
Karen Linhardt, spirit chairman, 
and Linda Graham, social chair- 
man. 

The Vigilette chapter was origi- 
nally founded as a part of the Vigi- 
lantes but now the chapter has its 
own constitution. The organization 
has 35 members. 

Miss Duff was one of the three 
charter members of the Vigilettes, 
organized in 19S5. 

Members of the organization meet 
every Tuesday and plan their activ- 
ities at that time. They promote 
spirit at the TCU football games, 
help during Campus Chest Week 
and Charter Day. 

Next fall the girls will be in 
charge of registration They also 
plan to sponsor a city tour of Fort 
Worth. 

French Banquet Planned 
The end-of-the-year banquet of 

the French Club will be Wednes- 
day at 7 p.m. at the Old Swiss 
House. 

Cost is $2.50 for members of the 
club, and $3.50 for guests. 

Club Plans Park Picnic 
A picnic at Forest Park will be 

the final program for the Interna 
tional Friendship Club. 

The event will be Saturday at 4 
p.m. All members are invited to 
enjoy free barbecued chicken and 
hamburgers. 

SAE To Hold Tourney 
Sigma Alpha Epsilon fraternity 

will hold its first annual Greek So- 
rority volleyball tournament Sat 
urday in the practice gym behind 
Pete Wright dormitory. 

Single   competition   is   schsduled 

I've Got My Eye On The Man. 
in a 

VAN   HEUSEN' 
"417' VANOPRESS SHIRT 
And what an eyeful he is! A physique as 
well-built and manner as smooth as his 
permanently pressed . . . VANOPRESS 
shirt. A swingy style that matches the 
"417" authentic tailoring of his button 
down collar and V-Tapered tit. Switchedon 
stripes or colorful solids in dress or sport, 
Van Heusen has them all. Will I keep him 
in sight7 You'd better believe it! 

Build up your following with Passport 360, 
the influential line of men's toiletries by Van Heusen 

for 10 and LI am. and 1 p.m. with 
final matches at 3 p.m. 

Trophies will be awarded in first 
and second places. A spirit trophy 
will also be presented to the group 
with the  best participation. 

Ten sororitios will compete in 
the tournament. 

Urban Ccnf^r?nc? Dus 
Applying mind to matter—and 

higher education's role in the pro- 
cess—form the theme for the May 
11-12 urban conference. 

The sessions, of the Metropolitan 
Fort Worth Urban Policy Confer- 
ences, will examine the use of in- 
telligence in industry, through re- 
search and development. 

The May 11 session will begin at 
10 a.m. in the junior ballroom of 
Hotel Texas. The on-campus ses- 
sion the following day will begin 
at 11 a.m. in Weatherly Hall. 

Sponsoring the conference is TCU 
in cooperation with the Brookings 
Institute of Washington, D.C. 

Poverty Due Discussion 
"Poverty in Fort Worth and Tex- 

as" will be the topic for discussion 
at the Honors Fireside, Friday at 
7:30 p.m., in the home of Dr. Floyd 
Durham, 2600 West Cantey. 

Dr. Durham, associate professor 
of economics, says about one-third 
of the population of Texas is pover- 
ty stricken. 

"These three and a half million 
people, or 700,000 families, receive 
an annual income of $3000 or less," 
he added. 

"While Texas is not a poor state, 
it ranks thirty-fourth in the U.S. 
in per capita income," continued 
Dr. Durham. 

Pre-Honors and Honors students 
may sign up for the fireside in the 
Honors Box by Jv information desk 
in the Student Center lobby. 

Linda Cordell is in charge of 
arrangements for the fireside. 

Concert To Be Sunday 
The University Chorus and Sym- 

phony, under the direction of B. 
R Henson, will combine in a con- 
cert Sunday at 8 15 p.m. 

Soloists will be Linda Nash, so- 
prano, and Sharon Gorman, con- 
tralto, both seniors, and faculty 
members Ira Schantz and Desire 
Ligeti, tenor and bass, respective 
ly 

The concert will be in Ed I.an 
dreth  Auditorium. 

Fritz Berens will conduct the or 
chestra. 

CHICKEN 

DELIGHT 

FREE DELIVERY 
WA 6-4649 

FOX BARBER SHOP 
3028 Sandoge at Berry St. 

• R.ior Haircuts •Man*' KiiratyHna 
•Flatopt •Regular Haircuts 

ACROSS FROM COX'S BERRY STORE 

120 Features Changeable 
Type: Accents, Math, Science 
or Medical Symbols or Greek 
Letters. Perfect for languag- 
es, professional or technical 
manuscripts. 

ELECTRA   120 
By SMITH-CORONA 

A   Complete   Electric   Portable 
With  a   King-Siie  Carriage 

TYPEWRITE 
I I   SUPPLY CO.s'\ 

S"    i   tMtOCKMOttON 

Sales  Service  Rentals 
ED 6-0591 

A HAPPENING 
ON CAMPUS 

VAN   HEUSEN 

"417" Button-Down VANOPRCSS 
Permanently Pressed Shirts 

Very big on any scene, these super smooth "417" 
Vanopress shirts were permanently pressed the 
day they were made and will never need pressing 
again. These white, solid and patterned button- 
down dress and sport shirts are authentic all the 

way from softly rolled collar to V Taper fit and 
built-in quality. 

Experience a Vanopress today! 

IVIOIXINIIO'S 
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News Views 

Wheel-Spinning in House, Cabinet 
By JAMS MOULTON 

The schedule most students keep 
uit~e days is aivVSys hectic, otieTi 

lows little time 
for students to 
spend "spinning 
their wheels." 
Capable and 

sincerily - m o t i - 
vated students — 
up to their elbows 
in student govern- 

t        .A ment and the ac- 
tivity program at TCU — simply 
can't afford to waste time and en- 
ergy on plans that somehow never 
materialize. 

First case in point: the Univer- 
sity Cabinet, composed of six stu 
dents (appointed by the president 
of the House of Representatives) 
as well as four administrators and 
five faculty members. 

Speaking as one of the adminis- 
trative members of the Cabinet, 
and as Dean of Students, Dr. How- 
ard Wible commented on the func 
tion and operating procedures of 
the Cabinet in an interview with 
The Skiff last week. 

He explained that the Cabinet 
was set up less than a year ago 
to consider the problems the House 
faces and to help implement Ihe 
programs of the House. 

Then  the job  of the  Cabinet is 

Who's Responsible? 
What is a college newspaper? If it's like The Skiff it's 

a student effort, put together lay students who work on it as 
a part of their class requiremertts or for pay at the same 
time that they carry a regular academic load. 

Especially in recent days, in light of discussions over 
certain campus controversy, people have asked exactly how 
much influence the administration has over what The Skiff 
prints. 

Contrary to popular opinion, administrative officials do 
not examine The Skiff before it comes out. No one on the 
third floor of Sadler Hall sees The Skiff before it is printed; 
indeed we sometimes wonder if they even see it afterwards 

Skiff reporters come from among those students, usually 
journalism majors or minors, enrolled in reporting classes 
These reporters are assigned certain areas of campus activi- 
ties or academic concerns to "cover" as their "beat." 

The stories they write are read by The Skiff faculty ad 
viser for such things as newspaper style, correctness of gram- 
mar, spelling and punctuation, so he may warn against bad 
taste or libel. 

The stories go to the top four editors who are all stu- 
dents, usually upperclassmen. The final decision of what 
stories are used and how they are handled belongs to the 
editor, who must live with the responsibility of her decisions 
and the campus criticism that will inevitably follow, no mat- 
ter what she decides. 

In the event that the editor of The Skiff decides to use 
material that the faculty adviser considers obscene, libelous 
or in poor taste the adviser can have it withheld from pub- 
lication for one issue only. 

During this two-day production period, the disagreement 
is taken before the Student Publications Committee, a group • 
of half faculty and half student members with half in the 
Journalism Department and half in other fields, for their ul- 
timate decision. 

The current adviser has been on campus four years; 
in this length of time no dispute has come up that has had 
to be taken before the Publications Committee. 

Some students may not always agree with stands The 
Skiff takes, but they cannot with honesty charge the paper 
with being so controlled by the administration that student 
'news are not printed. 

The Skiff is put out by students, just like you, who often 
cut classes and sit up late at night to do it. 

The Skiff 
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 $3.50. 

Editor  Kay Crosby 
Managing Editor Judy Gay &&, 
News Editor     Janis Moulton ■y£sk 
Sports Editor John Jadrosich        J^MLS^, 
Chief Photographer John Miller      fA4il$.1&* 
Advertising Manager      Robert Largen PRCSS 
Circulation Manager   John Jadrosich 
Faculty Adviser  Lewis C. Fay 

"to recommend specific actions or 
policies to the appropriate Univer- 
sity committees or officials." Dr 
w'ibie continued. 

Not Law 

He stressed that no policy or ac- 
tion becomes law simply by pass- 
ing the Cabinet. 

Nor does the Cabinet have any- 
thing to say about when a regula- 
tion will  become effective. 

Dr. Wiblc made it clear that the 
official or committee that .makes 
the final policy decision must also 
decide when such a policy is to 
take effect 

So it is that besides acting as 
a forum and as a channel of com- 
munication between students, fac- 
ulty and administration, the Cabi- 
net has another critical responsi 
bility—that of submitting a  formal 

report of Cabinet recommendations 
to the administrators or committees 
with the authority to turn a state 
nienl, inty /law." 

This yrar the Cabinet has passed 
two statements of policy—one, al- 
lowing seniors who have reached 
age 21 to live off campus, and an- 
other clarifying the position of the 
University with regard to drinking. 

But the voice of the Cabinet def 
initely is not the final word on 
these essentially liberalized poli- 
cies. 

Formal written recommendations 
from the Cabinet must be handed to 
the administration if these policies 
on drinking and off campus living 
ever arc to become official. 

Dr. Wible said that the constitu- 
tion of the Cabinet does provide for 
an appeal to the Chancellor by the 
Cabinet should action not be taken 
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Fan Mail 

Socially Acceptable 
Goals Unaccepted 

Editor: 
I first met William Haney in 

1985, shortly before he began his 
instructorship in art at TCU. I 
remember he was eager to begin 
his teaching and pumped me with 
questions about the school and 
its students. I told him that, af 
ter two years of full time teach- 
ing in the English Department, 
I could best describe the school 
as an institution concerned solely 
with collecting its tuition, main 
taining a placid corporate image 
and handing out socially accept- 
able degrees to socially accept- 
able people. If he ventured be- 
yond these goals, he was in trou- 
ble. 

I suppose he has now discov- 
ered this for himself and I, for 
one, am sorry to see him leave. 
He is one of few people in this 
area who is not only aware of, 
but actively practicing and teach 
ing, contemporary concepts in art. 
He joins an ever-growing body of 
talented teachers who (though per- 
haps more quietly than Haney) 
have left TCU. 

It seems relevant here to point 
out that any teacher can insure 
his position at a school by simple 
compromise. It takes no great 
skill to keep your mouth shut. 
But my impression of Bill Haney 
is that of a man who would con- 

sider such a course a betrayal to 
the students in his charge. He 
was lured to teach art, not lie 
about it in a manner acceptable 
to local  "genteel" tastes. 

His remarks about the school 
administration, faculty and stu- 
dents, are an obvious truth to any- 
one hon?st enough to admit them. 
Despite a few welcome exceptions, 
student apathy on campus is al- 
most total; yet it is too easy to 
blame the student body for what 
the administration and faculty 
might be expected to altor. Be 
hind a great facade of activity, 
significant issuos are continually 
swept under the carpet and stu 
dents are encouraged (not that 
much encouragement seems need- 
ed ) to concern themselves with 
the trivia! and meaningless. 
While the world burns, TCU seri- 
ously debates the nature of a 
11 sued Frog to be placed in a 
fountain. 

Though Bill Haney's departure 
cannot be remedied, The Skiff de- 
serves praise for bringing the sit- 
uation to light. Perhaps it is time 
the rest of us asked ourselves why 
we, too, have not been asked to 
resign. 

Joseph  Nicholson 
Instructor   of   Creative 
Writing 
Evening College 

or poUcies not effected after a for- 
mal recommendation has been sub 
mitted to the appropriate commit 
tee or official. 

Yet this seems somehow precon 
ceived, considering that as of a 
week ago the Cabinet had not once 
followed through with the formal 
recommendation procedure to an 
administrator or group. 

Another point at which students 
could easily be "spinning their 
wheels" has to do with the rela- 
Uonship between the House of Rep 
resentatives and the Cabinet. 

Dr. Wible quoted the Cabinet 
constitution, saying "The Cabinet 
must consider and act upon any 
matter referred to it by the 
House." 

Yet the House, according to Dr 
Wible, usually fails to do sufficient 
"homework" on issues. 

He said that students on the 
House should do the necessary re- 
search on matters such as a change 
in the academic calendar and then 
turn to the Cabinet with the facts, 
seeking the "weight" of a Cabinet 
decision. 

Dr. Wible also made the point 
that the Cabinet meets regularly 
for only one hour a month. 

"We meet monthly and on call, 
but the level of the issues we wres- 
Ue with can't be resolved in an 
hour," the Dean of Students ex- 
plained. 

With basic research material 
handed its 15 members, at least 
the Cabinet could make more val 
uable use of its limited meeting 
time 

Another case involving students 
who could end up sorely disappoint 
ed has to do with the proposed 
"frog fountain" or "frog statue' 
for the TCU campus. 

It seems that students have 
widely-differing, loudly-voiced opin 
ions concerning such an addition 
to the campus 

Committee   Dismayed 

Costs have been estimated and 
largely exaggerated by some; oth 
ers are campaigning for a "futur 
istic frog." And a heated battle 
of sorts has been raging through 
the "Letters to the Editor" column 
of The Skiff for weeks. 

Meanwhile, the Spirit Committee 
which first conceived the idea of a 
bronze "rallying point" for Uv 
campus—is standing back dismay 
ed. 

And Dr. Wible is standing back 
aghast. He made it clear that neith 
er the Building and Grounds Com- 
mittee Of the Board of Trustees, 
nor the Chancellor, nor the Student 
Life division of the University had 
ben approached officially about 
a fountain or statue. 

He stressed that any addition to 
the campus must be approved by 
the people rjCspoasible for the over 
all architc'ctdr^l plan for the 
grounds 

Which means that the) Spirit 
Committee has as its most preu- 
ing job that of approaching the 
Building and Grounds Committee 
for tentative approval of a foim 
tain or statue. Then may the h;it 
tie rage. 

Much of the business nf Uk" 
school year is left for students to 
handle in their varies leadership 
roles on campus. 

So that their work does not be 
come mere "busyness" and a 
source of disapixjintment to every 
one involved, may we re-state a 
time-worn rule. 

Let first things come first—whe 
ther they be formal reports, re- 
search, or that critical request for 
a "go ahead " 
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Creative Writing Contests: May 1967 
Published   by Hie  Department   of  English,   Tex»   Christian   University   in 

cooperation  with  the  Department of  Journalism  and  The  Skiff 

MARGIE B.   BOSWELL Judge:   Mrs. 
POETRY CONTEST 

Open to T.C.U.  Graduates and 
Ex-Students . 

Offered by the family of Mar- 
gie B. Boswell. 
First   Prize:   "Arcana   Urbana" 

James    R.    Bennett,    Chicago, 
Illinois.  "Psalms  for '67" Ona 
Roberts    Wright,    Gainesville, 
Texas. 

Second   Prize:   "Gossiple   Ace  to 
Mac" William D. Barney, Fort 
Worth. 

Third Place: "Diver Out of Sea- 
son" Tony Clark, Fort Worth. 

Judges:    Albert   Howard   Carter, 
Chairman,    Humanities     Divi- 
sion, Florida Presbyterian Col- 
lege. 
Luther Mansfield, Professor of 
American  History and   Litera- 
ture, Williams College. 
J. Edgar Simmons, Department 
of English, The  University of 
Texas at El Paso. 

THE   WALTER   E.   BRYSON 
POETRY CONTEST 

Open   to  Sophomores,  Juniors, 
Seniors. 
Offered   by  Artemisia  B.   Bryson 
and the  Bryson  Club. 
First Prize: "Twin Mantled Lan- 

terns" Tobin Quereau, San An- 
tonio,   Texas. 

Second    Place:    "For   My    Son" 
Chris Willerton, Borger, Texas 

Third Place: "October Eve" Jack 
Yoakam, Houston, Texas. 

Honorable Mentions: "The Ant" 
Lanette Browder, Dallas, 
Texas. "Sever Reason from the 
Rock" Norman Lowrey, Titus- 
ville, Florida. "The Seasons of 
Youth" Ron E d d i n s, Fort 
Worth. 

Judges: Ruth Priddy and Don 
Vann, Department of English, 
North Texas State University. 
Mrs. Walter E. Bryson, Den- 
ton, Texas. 

SHORT STORY  CONTEST 
Open   to  Sophomores,   Juniors, 

Seniors. 
Offered by Rebecca Smith Lee 

and Marion Day Mullins. 
First     Prize:     "Hired"     Moffitt 

Cecil, III, Fort Worth. 
Second   Place:   "A   Cruel   Night" 

Robert    B.    Garrison,    Cortez, 
Colorado. 

Third   Place:   "The   Mac"   Joyce 
Hegman, Lake Jackson, Texas. 

Honorable   Mentions:    "Between 
Friends" Gudbrandur Gislason, 
Reykjavik,      Iceland.      "Angel 
Voices"  Carol   Shumate,  Stan- 
ford, Connecticut. 

Judge:   Mrs.   Dean   Hiatt,   Albu- 
querque, New  Mexico. 

SOUTHWEST    LITERATURE 
Open   to  all   T.   C.  U.   Under- 

graduates. 
Offered by A.  L. Crouch. 

First Prize: "The Battle of Dove 
Creek"   Ricki   Lynn   Hemphill, 
Odessa, Texas 

Second    Places:    "Tales    of   the 
Dirt   Tramps"   James   T.   Wil- 
son,   Austin,   Texas.   "The   In- 
dian"  Robert  B. Garrison, Cor- 
tez,  Colorado. 

Third  Place: "Gone but  not For- 
gotten"    Mary     Lee     Tenison, 
Dallas,  Texas. 

Honorable  Mention:  "The  M.  K. 
&    T.    Depot"    Jack    Yoakum, 
Houston, Texas. 

B.   G.   Reed,   Fort 
Worth. 

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

graduates. 
Offered  by Mabel  Major. 

First Prize: "The Vultures" Guin 
Nance,  Fort Worth. 

Second      Place:     "Arnie"     Paul 
Miers,   Fort  Worth. 

Judge:      H.     Howard     Hughes, 
Chairman, Department of Eng- 
lish, Texas Wesleyan College. 

NON-FICTION   PROSE 
Open   to   Sophomores,  Juniors, 

Seniors. 
Offered   by  the   Thursday   and 

Saturday   Chapters   of  the   Wo- 
man's Branch of the Fort Worth 
Ex-Students  Association. 
First  Prize: "A  Summer  in  the 

Round"   Jan   Michell   Hunter, 
Fort Worth. 

Second  Place: "The Heracles Re- 
vised"    Jean    Cooper,    Fort 
Worth. 

Third    Place:    "The    World    of 
Hamlet"    David    Montgomery, 
Fort Worth. 

Honorable Mentions: "Metaphysi- 
cal   Conceit  in   the   Poetry  of 
John Donne" Moffitt Cecil, III, 
Fort Worth. 
"The G. I. Boswell" Judy Luns- 
ford, Mount Pleasant, Texas. 

Judge:      Martha     Gooch,     Fort 
Worth. 

LENA   AGNES  JOHNSON 
LITERATURE FOR 

CHILDREN  CONTEST 
Open   to  all  T.   C.   U.  Under- 

graduates. 
Offered by Siddie Joe Johnson. 

First Prize: "The Mixed-Up Ma- 
gician" Annette Trittipo, Meri- 
dian, Mississippi. 

Second Place: "Birthday Poems" 
Deborah Smith, Philadelphia, 
Pennsylvania. 

Third Place: "Crackers?" Peggy 
Tharp, San Angelo, Texas. 

Honorable Mentions: "Fruit 
Songs" Norman Lowrey, Titus- 
ville,   Florida. 
"When the Bee Came to Visit 
the Flower" Gudbrandur Gis- 
lason,   Reykjavik,   Iceland. 

Judge: Mrs. F. H. McMaster, Mc- 
Master   Private   School,   Fort 
Worth. 

FRESHMAN  CONTESTS 
NARRATIVE  OF   FACT 

Offered by the Dallas T. C. U. 
Woman'? Club. 
First Prize: "A Summer Storm" 

B. Diane Griffin, Tulsa, Okla- 
homa. 

Second Place: "When the Credi- 
tor Turns Debitor" Sharon Sue 
Justice, Paris, Texas, 

Third Place: "A Den of An- 
tiquity" Monza Neff, Fort 
Worth. 

Judge: Walter Mosley, Fort 
Worth. 

ESSAY 
Offered by the Dallas T. C. U. 

Woman's   Club. 
First Prize: "Solo for Saturday- 

Night Guitar" Peggy Tharp, 
San Angelo. 

Second Place: "The Lowly Crum- 
horn" Donna Day Compton, 
Fort Worth. 

Third Place: "An August Re- 
union" Julian F. Williams, III, 
Dallas, Texas. 

Honorable Mention: "The Pass- 
ing of a Culture" Robert Blitz, 
Grants, New Mexico. 

Judge: James Giles, Department 
of English, North Texas State 
University. 

FICTION 
Offered   by   the   Fort   Worth 
Woman's Wednesday Club. 

First Prize: "A Mirror with 
Lights" Peggy Tharp, San An- 

gelo. 
Second Place: "Asylum" J. Greg 

Stansky, Longview, Texas. 
Third Place: "God ami His Wife" 

Pamela Ritter, Arlington, Vir- 
ginia. 

Honorable .Mentions: "The Spar- 
rows" James Gordon, Fort 
Worth. 
"Prospect"     Edward     Ackert, 
Fort Worth. 

Judge: Mary E. Whitten, Depart- 
ment of  English,  North  Texas 
State  University. 

RESEARCH   PAPER   OR 
ARTICLE 

Offered   by   the    Fort   Worth 
Woman's   Wednesday  Club. 
First Prize: "Augustinian Influ- 

ence in Twelfth Century Mon- 
astic Historiography" Donna 
Compton, Fort Worth. 

Second Place: "Symbolism of the 
Characters in Lord of the 
Flies" LarrjT Don Ivy, Fort 
Worth. 

Third Place: "Thalidomide: Its 
Spread, Its Damage, and Its 
Problem" Scott Sargent, Lam- 
pasas,   Texas. 

Honorable Mentions: "The Man 
of the Times?" Cindy Inglis. 
Phoenix, Arizona. 
"Life as Art: Yeats' Golden 
Bird and Chestnut Tree" Ed- 
wartl  Ackert,  Fort Worth. 

Judge: Mrs. Mary Buckalew, De- 
partment of English, North 
Texas State University. 

POETRY CONTEST 
Offered  by  Mrs.  Cecil  B.  Wil- 

liams. 
First Prize: "Tapestry" Edward 

Ackert,  Fort   Worth. 
Second Place: "Tetralogy on Re- 

quitals" Richard M. Johnson, 
Eldorado, Arkansas. 

Third Place: "Quest Ended" Kim 
Kowalchyk, Burlingame, Cali- 
fornia. 

Honorable Mention: "The Meet- 
ing"   Teresa   Gundy,   Garland, 

CONTENTS 

Poetry from the Bryson, Boswell, Anderson Contests 

"Hired" 

"Psalms for '67" 

"A Summer  in the  Round" 

"The Battle of Dove Creek" 

"A Very Bad Short Story" 

"The Vultures" 

"The  Mixed-Up  Magician" 

"A Summer Storm" 

"Solo for Saturday Night Guitar" 

"A  Mirror with  Lights" 

"Tapestry" 

"Monastic   Historiography" 

"A Woman's Guide to Happy Traveling" 

Texas, 
■fudge:  1'i-uitt Davis.  Department 

of English, North Texas State 
University. 

THE   HONORABLE   DILLON 
ANDERSON   CREATIVE 

WRITING   PRIZE 
Open   to   all  T.   C.   U.   Under- 

graduates. 
Offered   by the  Honorable   Dil- 

lon   Anderson. 
First   Prizes:   Moffitt   Cecil,   HI, 

Fort    Worth.   Joyce    Hegman, 
Lake  Jackson,  Texas. 

Second   Prizes:   Gudbrandur  Gis- 
laton,   Reykjavik.   Ireland.   An- 
nette   Trittipo.   Meridian,   Mis- 
sissippi. 

Honorable       Mentions:      Douglas 
Bell,    Fort    Worth     Robert    H 
Garrison,   Cortes,   Colorado. 

SPECIAL SCHOLARSHIP 
OFFERED  IN   ENGLISH 

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

Austin, Texas. 
ENDOWED SCHOLARSHIP 

OFFERED IN ENGLISH 
The Rebecca W. Smith Scholar- 

ship. Established by Miss Marion 
Day Mullins honoring the former 
chairman of the Department of 
English, T. C. U. 
Winner:    Linda    Tucker,    Waxa- 

harhie,  Texas. 
SPECIAL   AWARD   OFFERED 

IN ENGLISH 
Offered    by   the    Fort    Worth 

Woman's   Club.   A   merit   award 
conferred  in the Spring semester 
of the recipient's junior year. 
Winner:    Marvin    Lynn    Wither- 

spoon,  Weatherford. Texas. 
DR.   AND   MRS.   FRANK 

DOUGLAS   BOYD   FRESHMAN 
MERIT  AWARD 

Offered     by     Amy     Margaret 
Bnyil   Chnmberlin. 
Winner:   Peggy  Tharp.  San   An- 

gelo,  Texas. 
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Bryson, Boswell, Anderson Contests 
TWIN   MANTLED   LANTERNS 

By  Tobin Quereau 
they bring their twin mantled 

lanterns 
and their layers of clothing and 
their tents with built-in floors 

that 
take shape in eight and one-half 

minutes 
but still they are cold 
and the rocks are not softened 
and the darkness crouches in the 

midst of the light 
behind   rocks  and  limbs  and 
beneath the table. 

they  bring  three-burner  stoves 
and aluminum pots 

with unbreakable cups and 
utensils to match 

and liquid fire to be used for 
light and heat 

and for cooking, 
but  the land  is dry  and the 

mountains   are bare 
and  they  must bring  their own 

food 
if they want to eat. 

they bring cards and games and 
radios 

and entertain each other with the 
coming  of  night 

filling  the  air.with   familiar 
sounds, 

but  their words are  lost to  a 
wandering wind 

and the coyote speaks  from 
another ridge 

heard by the sand and sagebrush 
people 

across a moonfilled desert. 

they cluster together in canvas 
camps 

to guard against fear and the 
elements 

constructing with care their 
portable worlds 

while the ageless peaks 
watch and listen 
in   silence. 

ARCANA  IRBANA 
By James R.  Bennett 

Initial  Moment:  History 

The age of flight is 
The age of might is 
The age of fright. 

Hide, I shall hide 
Inside   their   customs 
Within the glance of their eyes 
I  shall  dance 
The ineffable prize 
The  penetration of their trance. 

Ever moving, perspectival, 
On the road  to survival, 
History my only guide 
And I've put all that aside. 
Lost amid a net of actions, 
Crowds   of   people—all   transac- 

tions, 
Odors, colors, shades and forms, 
Never focusing on norms. 
Still propelled by some dim quest 
To  honor gotten  in   the  test. 

Oh Lord! Where shall I flee? 
Ask the local travel  agency, 
Take a trip with LSD, 
Spray your troubles 
Away with   DDT. 

Cops and queers play the game, 
They cruise the street, 
The ones the others to meet, 
The others to peruse the same. 

Nuns and sailors in all weather 
Go  in  pairs, 
The ones to avoid the deadly 

snares, 

The  others to find them better. 

In  proportion as disproportion 
Careens from great to small 
From  small  to great, 
Are lives ruined or ended, 
Are lives joyful orvextended, 
And tragedy and comedy are one. 

If  headlines  made history, 
There  would  be no  memory. 
If these fragments were found, 
What deals  would be  bound, 
What history would  resound, 
What mystery from these ruins? 
The murmuring women across 

the room 
Arrange the tokens of our doom. 

Can you hear the cry 
From the suburbs, 
The cry of the slaughtered pig, 
Or do you hear only the 
Ecstasy of the addict 
As the needle enters? 
Stand here and 
Listen. 

Transitional  Moment:  Art 
Here lie the victims of battles 

past, 

Their   cenotaphs   spaced   flat 
against the wall, 

These authors having ceased to 
enthrall, 

The  dishevelled   images  need  to 
be  recast. 

In my image and likeness 
I  shall   mold  a  new  die, 
I shall  take what I give, 
I  shall die while I live 
To live when I die. 
The grand old themes in destruc- 

tion, 
I shall create out of nothing, 
I shall build up to nothing, 
Adding nothing to nothing, 
Ending in  construction; 
Making the end and the way, 
Only making without end 
And our contemplations 
Fall  about ourselves 
In action  or decay. 

You  can   say  that   again! 

Lusty Luke Hankers After 
Sensuous Sue, 

Luke's The Scourge Of The City. 
Harassing Harry Comes Out Of 

The Blue. 
Says "Imma Gonna Take That 

City." 
Sensuous Sue Slinks Around A 

Lot, 

Gets Both Men Araren Hot, 

They Shoot It Out And Fall To 
The Ground, 

Now Old Sensuous Sue's Just 
Shrinking Around. 

We move out beneath the exit 
signs, 

Unbewildered   and   refreshed, 
Bewildered and afraid of 
The real men and women 
Who stalk the streets; 
In this most silent night, 
When the fight of commerce is 

still 
And the exchanges of the night 
Stir  about us 
On the concrete walks 
Only the madman talks 
Of states unborn 
And  we must keep 

^)hort   S^torti   L^ontest 

Tired 
SL 

Mo/Wt Cecil III 

I was awake early, even before 
the garbage men started banging 
the cans down in the street. I 
had heard the truck coming for 
at least two blocks. The engine 
would whine the whole musical 
scale until it reached about an 
octave above where it had started 
and then it would stop, the man 
would shift gears, and the whine 
would start again at the bottom. 
After the third modulation it 
stopped and the men started 
emptying cans and putting them 
back with an unbelievable racket. 
This was New York's alarm 
clock, but it did me no good that 
morning because I was already 
awake. 

I lay on my back looking at 
the dusty ceiling over me. All 
around me the city was moving. 
If there is a time when the city 
is completely quite, I never heard 
it. No matter how late I stayed 
up or how early I woke up there 
was always a smooth roar which 
was so constant that, unless I 
made an effort to hear it, it 
soon became silence. It reminded 
me of the ocean when I used to 
lie awake at night on the porch 
of our rented cabin and listen to 
it. All was still around me. I 
could see no movement anywhere, 
but I could hear the tops of the 
waves curl over, fall into the 
trough, and come sliding up onto 
the beach. It sounded as though 
half the world was turning over 
but I could see no movement. 
That's how it was in my apart- 
ment. All around me all of the 
movements of eight million peo- 
ple made up the voice of the 
city, and I lay in my bed and 
listened. 

After the garbage can banging 
started, I sat up and looked at 
the clock on the table beside my 
bed. It was seven thirty. Even 
though I had time enough to stay 
in bed thirty more minutes before 
getting dressed and going down 
town, I threw back the sheet and 
started to get up. The bed first 

squeaked disapproval at being 
waked up so early and then tried 
for revenge by shifting its weight 
suddenly in an attempt to hurl 
me to the floor. But after having 
lived there for two weeks, I was 
used to its surly disopsition; so 
I neatly landed on both feet on 
the floor and headed for the 
bathroom. This was going to be 
my first day on the job, and I 
would be in much better shape 
mentally if I didn't have to rush. 
Being a messenger is not a job 
which takes much mental alert- 
ness, but since it was the only 
job I had found after two weeks 
of almost constant looking, I de- 
cided that a little at first would 
not hurt. 

Two weeks 1 had been in New 
York. Two weeks looking for a 
job. I had started out with high 
hopes and much enthusiasm, cer- 
tain that in a city of over eight 
million people there would be 
just the job for me. All I had to 
do was go and find it. The want 
ads in the Times seemed to agree, 
so with it under my arm I had 
set out to find my job and begin 
work. I soon found out that to 
get anywhere at all in this world 
one must have connections, and 
I had none. My job hunting en- 
thusiasm was drained from me 
and my money was running low; 
so I ended up a messenger. I had 
not chosen the job from the first 
because I had been told that its 
hours were long and the pay bad. 
That was all I knew of the job 
even after I had gotten it. "It 
can't be a very good job if they 
will give it to someone whether 
he knows the city or not," I 
thought as I shaved. But I had 
no choice. I was running out of 
money. 

I was not eager to start work. 
Starting a new experience among 
new people always makes me 
nervous, and I was nervous. I 
dressed very slowly and deliber- 
ately that morning. Getting 
dressed can be a very pleasurable 
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thing for me if I take the time to 
realize what I am doing instead 
of turning my mind off and just 
following habit. And after I have 
finished, if I have dressed care- 
fully, the fit of my clothes, the 
texture of them, the smoothness 
of my freshly shaved face give 
me a strange kind of strength. 
They make me a fortress within 
myself. By the time I closed the 
door of my apartment behind 
me, my green slacks and green 
plaid shirt made me feel warm 
and aloof. I locked the door and 
headed down the five flights of 
stairs. It was cool and dark in 
the stair well and on the first 
floor. All was quiet. Through the 
glass in the front door I could 
see the street half in sunlight 
and  half in shadow. 

Outside, the morning was still 
quiet and cool. Soon the children 
would be out sitting on the cars 
and steps and playing stick ball 
in the streets, but now I was 
alone. Walking between the 
parked cars, I crossed the street 
and started down toward the 
corner where the stairs of the 
Eighth Avenue subway were. 
Looking ahead of me I could see 
Central Park with its trees 
standing in the early morning 
sun. The tops of the trees were 
a pale sunsplashed green but un- 
derneath was the deep, cool 
green of shadow. I was walking 
on the side that was in shadow 
toward the flood of sunlight 
which ran down Central Park 
West. At the corner I would 
turn out of the shadow into the 
sunlight, but now I was in one 
world watching another. 

When I reached the corner, I 
stepped into the current of New 
York. On Central Park West the 
cars and trucks rushed by honk- 
ing their hoi-ns. The cabbies, 
driving their fares to work, wove 
in and out of traffic, yelling out 
the windows and honking at pe- 
destrians who got in their way. 

Continued on Page 3 

Silent. 

Final Moment: Love 
In this most quiet night 
How high the moon is, 
Partly out of sight, 
How soon will we discover 
The secrets of this most constant 

lover, 
Revolving and reflecting in an 
Astronomical embrace. 
The   parts   hurrying   from the 

whole, 
Greater than  the parts, 
Scurrying  from  the  earth, 
Our center, 
Shifting in their insane flight, 
Far from the celestial light, 
Contesting our calculations, 
Converting our cosmological 

plans. 

Whence  and   whither?   Oh  dear 
Phaedrus. 

Beauty,  extraordinary  beauty, 
Beauty fleeing down  vast 

esplanades, 
Attached only to beauty, 
ending  in  ugliness. 
Compelled by chance and fate 
To  a dialogue of abjection and 

indifference, 
Abjection  and   impotence, 
Abjection and omnipotence, 
Un   fait   accomplisant. 

Je t'aime 
Jet t'adore 
Que dtaires-tu encore? 

I love you:  I want you to be. 

In  the deodorant darkness, 
Speak to me of love, 
The use of contraceptives, 
The aim of intervention, 
The end of controversy, 
The final orgasm 
Speak. 
The  mushrooming cataclysm: 

GHOST TOWN 
By Annette Trittipo 

"Economic  activity  is  at an all- 
time high." 

People on the sidewalk, crowding, 
Sweating,   shoving; 
People with  strange  faces, 

speaking 
A  language familiar yet 

somehow 
Different.   Faces  asking  a 

question, 
Searching  for something 
They lost  by  finding. 
Streets like green tunnels, 
Old white houses set far back and 

cricket-quiet 
Through the long night. 
The  football  games,  cheering 

each player by name. 
Familiar  maze  of  small  streets, 

unplanned, 
Patterning  the crazy  quil^ of 

slow   growth. 
All   gone   now,  like   a  snowflake 

melting in the 

Too-eager  breath of  an 
inquisitive   child. 

How pleased people were when 
they brought in 

The  highway 

(But  prosperity  is   relative.) 

They have  ripped  off the ivy, 
and the 

Scaling handmade  shingles have 
been   replaced   by 

Aluminum  siding. Bright alien 
child-faces .... 

Where the rose-garden was, they 
run 

Dump-trucks on the pavement. 
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A tide of people iwept along the 
sidewalk and down the stairs to 
the subway. A few people walked 
the Other way or passed the en- 
trance liy, but most need along 
down the steps and out of sight. 
Without bothering to get wet, 
slowly I jumped into the middle 
of the stream and was immedi- 
ately carried along. 

The world of sunlight and ac- 
tion into which I had broken, be- 
gan to eat away my secure for- 
tress of clothes and leisure by 
making me forget them. I was 
beginning to feel my nervousness 
again as I hurried along toward 
the subway entrance. I had 
learned the cold, impersonal side 
of the city in my two weeks of 
job-hunting, but it had not really 
affected me because I was inde- 
pendent. I could come or go as I 
pleased. If the people depressed 
me, I could always return to my 
apartment and escape into the 
book I was reading or listen to 
a record. Now I was asking to 
be part of their world and to 
compete with them on their own 
terms. I had come to New York 
to try myself out, but maybe the 
people on the sidewalk were 
pushing me into it a little too 
quickly. 

All was dark down in the sub- 
way, and the coolness of shadows 
came back to me, but without 
the quietness. After walking 
quickly down the steps into the 
world under the streets we all 
headed for the token window. 
While waiting in line, I looked 
around me, trying to forget my- 
self by becoming interested in 
my surroundings. The scene was 
one of great confusion. People 
hurried around in the dim light 
trying to get up to the street or 
trying to get on the trains. There 
was no order so they wove 
around one another. Business- 
men, secretaries, laborers .... 
they all hurried. Across the 
orange turnstiles I could see the 
uptown tracks lined with people 
waiting for their trains. The peo- 
ple would bend over the edge of 
the platform and look down the 
tracks. Then, not seeing the 
train, they would walk around in 
a little circle on the platform be- 
fore going back to the edge to 
look again. Soon the rumble of 
the train was heard above the 
noise of the people. The noise 
got louder, and then the pierc- 
ing screech of the brakes drowned 
even that out. When the train 
stopped at the edge of the plat- 
form, the sliding doors opened, 
the waiting people jammed their 
way into already packed cars, the 
doors closed, and the train roared 
again. 

While taking all this in, I had 
been slowly half-stepping my 
way to the token window. Behind 
the bars in the window sat the 
token man, facing the impatient 
line. He sat like an island of 
calm in an ocean of rushed move- 
ment, stoically sliding the money 
out of the cup in the counter and 
easing the small coppar token 
and the correct change back 
down in the smooth depression 
of the wood. He was like a ma- 
chine, never making a mistake, 
never changing rhythm, never 
changing his facial expression, 
and looking like every other 
token man in every other token 
window on every other subway in 
New York. My turn at the win- 
dow came. I paid my money, and 
after scooping up my token and 

the    correct    change,    I    headed 
through    the    crowd   toward   the 
turnstile and stain down to the 
downtown trains. 

Downstairs there was a larger 
crowd than upstairs because 
most of New York's business dis- 
trict is below 8(lth Street. I 
stood in the crowd waiting for 
the HI! train. "It may not be a 
had lob," I said to myself, "and 
anyway. I don't have to keep it 
any longer than I want. And 
when it's done, I will feel very 
good about having done it." I felt 
the air begin to move a little 
around me. It started to draw 
toward the oncoming train. Soon 
I heard the mild rumble of the 
wheels; then I saw the headlight. 

I moved toward the edge of the 
platform. So did everyone else. 
The rumble grew, and then as 
the train got nearer and louder 
still, the screech of brakes took 

over and it ran past us slowing. 

After it stopped with a bang, 

the sliding doors opened and we 

all crowded in. The doors shut 

again. 

Inside   there   was   a   moment's 
pause after the doors slid  shut 
while the people scrambled into 
seats, grabbed hold of the poles 
and hand hooks, and unfolded 
their copies of the Times or the 
Daily News I caught on to one 
of the poles which went from the 
edge of the aisle to the ceiling. 
It was covered from floor to ceil- 
ing with hands. After this mo- 
ment's pause, the train started 
with a series of sharp jerks 
which sent all of us sprawling 
toward the rear. Then, it picked 
up speed slowly and the car 
started to rock sideways on its 
springs until it seemed to be 
going  at   a   tremendous  rate. 

The people were all crammed 
together back to back and shoul- 
der to shoulder, the men in their 
suits and.hats and the women in 
their suits and hats. Their hands 
touched each other's hands on the 

poles and on the hand hooks 

which lined both sides of the 

ceiling of the car. They leaned 

on each other and stepped on 

each other's feet, but they never 

saw  •.nil  other.  Each  person was 
Completely      alol,. I'.o H      pel son 

either looked ahead, never seeing 
past   the  inside  of his  eyeballs, 
or else read the ads on the top 
of the windows for the millionth 
time, or stared out the window- 
looking for nothing in the end 
less blackness of the subway 
tunnel walls outside the car. No 
one talked. All that could be 
heard were the wheels and the 
car as it swayed f r 0 m side 
to side and pushed the passen- 
gers against one another. When 
the train stopped, the blank-faced 
people on the inside would elbow 
their way out and would be re- 
placed by more blank-fared peo- 
ple from the outside. I fell to 
trying to decide whether the peo- 
ple were bored or whether long 
years of living very close to- 
gether had made them wary of 
the people around them. It 
seemed to me that it was both 
of these reasons and one more. 
If they could never escape from 
all the people around, the peo- 
ple of New York would probably 
go insane. 

Psalms for '67 Ona Roberts Wright 

I. YOUTH 

Mad gyrations in wild discotheques 
Kaleidoscopes in flashing gleams or barely lightened with a candle 

flame. 
Beat beat of drum, high tortured twanged electric wire, 
Plaint, plight, a sotto wail, a moan, a jerk, a mingled mob. 
Daytime and night the garish garb, high boots, low belts and 

patterned hose, 
Long hair undipped, unpushed from eyes — 
Sad  eyes, wide  eyes, sharp  piercing slits, 
Or staring vacant orbs pre-empted quite, 
Huge tomes and  facile paperbacks in cloistered halls or chanting 

crowds, 
Long sits, slow marches, placards pushed, protests and pleas, 
Swift supercar on superstreet, jet blast-off, rocket to the moon, 
Sad eyes, wide eyes, sharp piercing slits, 
Or staring vacant orbs pre-empted quite. 
Go, move, seek, search, 
And who are you? 
And what am I ? 
And shall I ever really know you — encompassing  your soul  — 
Or do you even care ? 

II.  PERSPECTIVE 

The light through shuttered windows 
Casts a shadow on the man. 
From where I watch he seems to walk, gesticulate, to talk and 

teach, 
Imperfectly, a  partial  being, 
Poor half-existence minus head. 
Idly I practice, 
Cover up this half a page 
Or blur the focus of one eye, 
Squint, hold object out too far, 
Or painfully so close that it envelops all . . . 
Perspective lost, our life's fragmented, 
We walk about, amiss a mind or soul. 

III. SONG 

How shall we sing the songs of Zion  in a  strange  land? 
Gas pellets hiss, the song dies at the start. 
Captivity iron-curtained claws the throat 
Till freedom's notes lie shredded. 
A   bamboo-jungle   bayonet   thrust  has  silenced  every   sound 
Or cries of hatred drowned the plaintive trill. 
Sweat, poverty, and grimy toil 
Erode the vocal chords 
Till  even yearning's gullied, gone, 
And hope all blown away. 
How shall we form the notes or murmur meanings lost? 
For what — for teasing, taunting, tempting, 
For festivals and fun ? 
For courage, heartened labor, challenge, 
Cure for captor and for captive both? 
How shall we sing? 
As we have sung, 
And Zion shall be here. 
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\- set  and 6tB   Avenue 
I     joined     tile     people     who     Wore 

pushing their way toward the 
exit .in,I go1 off the train. I 
walked with them up the two 
flight! ot Stairs and out onto 
60th   Street     As    I    stood   in   the 
morning shadow trying to gat 
my bearings, the flow of people 
coming out ot the entrance rushed 
around   me  and  harried  on  down 
tile     sidewalk 

My last couple of blocks to 
the building where 1 had been 
told to report, I walked very very 
slowly. My self-confidence was 
beginning to wane at an alarm- 
ing rate. I began to feel uneasy 
in the stomach. I tried to escape 
into the sights around me, into 
the people rushing by, the tall 
buildings, the cool morning wind, 
but it did not work, My mind 
knew what 1 was trying to do 
and would not leave me alone. 
I decided to think as little as 
possible. 

After a few minutes, I reached 
the address which the man at the 
job-interview had given me and 
walked    into   the    lobby.    It   was 
small   by  New  York  standards, 
finished in white marble on the 
walls and floor. At the far wall 
there were two elevators and a 
stainless steel door. I had been 
told that the door led to the 
office where I was to be sta- 
tioned so I walked to it thinking 
of nothing. On opening the door 
and stepping inside, I found my- 
self in a long dark hall which 
smelled of dust and stale air. 
The walls and floor were grey 
concrete; the ceiling was out of 
sight above me. At the far end 
of the hall was a lighted door- 
way and the sound of movement. 
As the steel door slammed be- 
hind me, I started walking the 
twenty feet of darkness toward 
the light. 

From the doorway I looked into 
a small shabby office. Along two 
concrete walls were rows of about 
seven chairs. Three old men and 
four high school aged boys sat 
slouched there reading news- 
papers and looking very bored. 
As I stepped into the office, each 
looked up from his reading in his 
own time, watched for a moment 
without curiosity, and went back 
to his reading. I walked toward 
the far end where a man sat 
writing at a desk which faced the 
wall. "Is this Quick Messenger 
Service?" I asked him, my voice 
sounding a little further away 
than it should. He turned around 
on his swivel stool, rested his 
arms on his lap, and looked at 
me through gray-rimmed glasses. 
He was a short fat man of about 
forty with sandy hair and bright 
gray eyes. His teeth were twisted 
until they overlapped each other. 
For a long moment he sat there 
staring. 

"Yeah," he said finally, "Wha 
duyu  want?" 

"The man at 42nd street sent 
me down here to work. My name 
is Henry Campbell." The phone 
on his desk  rang as I   finished. 

"Oh yeah. Siddown and I'll talk 
tuyu in a minute," he said as he 
swirled around on his stool and 
answered it. I started to sit in a 
yellow chair beside his desk. "Not 
there! Over there with the oth- 
ers," he growled motioning with 
his head toward the other mes- 
sengers, who looked up with 
mild interest. I found a seat be- 
tween a high school aged boy 
and an old man and waited sul- 
lenly for my instructions. 
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A Summer in the Round 
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Ian Hkhell Hunter 

I suppose there is always one 
special something in everyone's 
life that creates many memories. 
My special something was work- 
ing at a summer theatre for two 
seasons. Through an odd quirk 
of fate I was assigned to start as 
head usherette. (Marian's assist- 
ant was the official title.) Being 
chief hahy-sitter of forty good- 
looking, costumed Manolitas (our 
name) confronted me with some 
interesting situations. A few of 
the more intriguing episodes will 
always remain in my fond- 
memory  book. 

The first week was murder. 
Can you say your alphabet back- 
wards, starting with R, and leav- 
ing out Q and I ? Don't forget 
that Sections 10, 1, and 2 have 
no rows A or B, and Section 1 
has no Row R. Of course, only 
two of twenty-one gills working 
were "old-timers." The rest of 
us lost lambs were stumbling 

around in the dark, wide-eyed, 

and as helpless as could be. By- 

Saturday night we were all more 

secure. 

Badly fatigued from the regu- 

lar matinee, we bravely repaired 

the cosmetic camouflage and pre- 

pared for the evening barrage. 

Curtain time meant more than 

just  starting   the   show.   Around 

the theatre (it was theatre-in- 
the-round) were nine background 
panels craftily disguised behind 
bleak green-gray curtains. As the 
overture began, the Manolitas 
were to pull the curtains and 
reveal the wondrous works of 
art. I was blithely tugging mine 
open when the rod fell. The 
whole curtain began to billow 
down. I grabbed the rod as it 
tumbled onto the customers. 
There I stood, holding up the 
remaining cover, and the bright 
turquoise spotlight was shining 
on my confused face. Several ap- 
prentices (stage-hands) and fel- 
low Manolitas stood and looked, 
and looked, and looked. Nobody 
offered to help, not even the 
obviously distressed man who 
was sitting beneath the object 
of my struggling hold. Finally, 
Mr. Dacus (the general man- 
ager) came to the rescue. He 
grabbed the curtain and sent me 
on my merry way to find the 
stage manager. After the re- 
pairs had been made, I found a 
chair in a quiet corner and sat, 
and laughed, and shed one tear. 

One of my favorite little tasks 

was to obtain a small child to 

participate in the intermission 

drawing. My aisle partner and I 

had made a game of the search. 

Donna and  I had found an espe- 

cially beautiful little girl for 
that Saturday matinee. (You 
would think I would be wary of 
Saturdays, wouldn't you?) At 
intermission, the three-year-old 
angel and I headed for the lobby 
to begin our vigil until Mr. D. 
appeared. The 1; !e cherub look- 
ed unhappy; I assumed she was 
a bit frightened by all the ac- 
tivity. Suddenly she squeezed my 
hand, and I heard a gentle 
splashing sound. A huge puddle 
formed in front of the card bask- 
et. Two huge blue eyes looked 
up at me pleadingly as they filled 
with tears. I gave her to Brinson 
to return to her mother while I 
hurriedly searched for another 
child, an older one this time. The 
new helper aided me in moving 
the drum to a drier spot. Murphy 
the cop just stood by the door 
and grinned. The box-office gang 
was rolling on the floor in hys- 
teria. Mr. D. entered, gave a 
slight glance at the tiny pool, 
knitted his eyebrows slightly, 
and inquired "accident?". From 
then on I always asked if the 
selected child needed to make an 
important stop before we went 

to the lobby. 

Another of my Saturday ad- 

ventures occurred on a smother- 

ingly *humid day. None of us 

were looking forward to seating 

the matinee customers. A hot 
and sticky sell-out crowd oozed 
into the delightful iciness of the 
circular aluminum icebox. A 1 1 
was going smoothly when five 
minutes before curtain — I knew 
it — a minor crisis struck Sec- 
tion 7. A tiny mite of a woman 
was holding off two Manolitas 
at umbrella point. She insisted 
she possessed four seats but had 
only two tickets when she was 
seated. Four very nice ladies 
were waiting, tickets in hand, to 
occupy their seats, one of which 
was claimed by our delightful 
hag. The enemy couldn't find 
her vanished tickets. "That 
stupid girl kept them!" she 
glared at the intimidated usher- 
ette. Act I was ten minutes old. 
Backed by several of my com- 
rades, I inquired who would oc- 
cupy the other three seats. "My 
husband," (an embarrassed quiet 
little man) "will sit with me, 
and the extra seats are for two 
guests who may come today." 
There were still only three seats, 
no tickets, her yelling comments 
on my utter lack of intelligence, 
and Act I was thirty-five min- 
utes old. Out of sheer despair 
I took her to Marian, my super- 
visor. 

Marian appears to be the kind 
of quiet soul that reminds you 
of   a   frightened   church   mouse. 

Southwest   oLiterat eralure 

The Battle of Dove Creek ftdfi Lynn Hemphill 

One of the most controversial 
conflicts concerning Texas Indian 
warfare is the Battle of Dove 
Creek, which took place just 
south of what is now San Angelo, 
Texas, in Tom Green County. In 
this battle, fought on January 
8, 1865. a force of about five 
hundred militiamen and Confed- 
erates were defeated by a large 
number of Kickapoo and Potta- 
watomie  Indians.1 

The Battle of Dove Creek 
has had no influence on either 
the history of Texas or on the 
history of the United States.2 Al- 
though it is an almost unheard 
of battle, it clearly shows that 
militia and regular army units 
had little respect for each other. 
This can be seen in the fact that 
the men were not always briefed 
before a battle, and the lines of 
communications and supplies 
were    poor. 

The Battle of Dove Creek 
should stand as a monument to 
the misfortunes of Indians of 
the American frontier. The In- 
dians involved in the episode 
were the Kickapoos, who were 
peacefully passing through this 
country on the way to Mexico. 
Just why they were attacked by 
the Texans has never been satis- 
factorily determined, but from 
information gathered on the sub- 
ject, it is evident that someone 
blundered — and the blunder 
seems to rest upon the man in 
command—Captain Totton.5 

In the winter of 1864, the band 
of Kickapoo and Pottawatomie 
Indians left their reservation on 
the Kaw River in Kansas with 
their   women,   children,   and   all 

their worldly possessions and 
started for Old Mexico. They left 
Kansas because they had been 
called on to aid in the Civil War. 
Since they were equipped with 
government guns and knew how 
to use them, as the sequel will 
show, it is thought that some 
of them had enlisted and done 
some service for the cause of the 
Union.4 They passed through the 
uninhabited districts of Kansas 
and Oklahoma without mishap. 
However, when they reached 
Texas, the large number in their 
band caused uneasiness among 
the frontiersmen. Runners were 
sent to notify the settlers of their 
approach, and groups of men 
were organized to dispute the 
Indians'  passage. 

On December 7, Captain N. M. 
Gillintine and twenty-three men 
set out from Erath County in 
Texas on a routine scouting mis- 
sion in search for Indians in the 
area. They found the camp of the 
migrating Kickapoos. The follow- 
ing letter, written from Gillin- 
tine to Colonel James Buckner 
Barry, accurately describes the 
location and the size of the new- 
ly  discovered   camp: 

Dec. 9, 1864 
COL JB  Barry 
Sir; 

I am out on a Scout and I 
struck the clear fork at phantom. 
Hill, I, advanced up it about 30, 
miles, and there found, a Con- 
siderable horse sigh (sic). On 
Examining I found a Camp of 
a large part of Indians, 92 wig- 
wams. & the poles of ten tents 
Caried of. I, sopose them to be 
500, five hundred or more In- 
dians,   I   sopose   they  had  40 or 

48 hours, they moved of scowley 
up the Clear fork, the trail was 
about, 100 yeds wide On exami- 
ning we found, a grave and in 
the grave a body which was a 
female Just Buried, which I will 
send you One of her mocacin I 
don't think they had Discovered 
me. I wish you to come, and fetch 
a sufficient number of men with 
you, I will wait on paint Creek 
for you, I will Refer you to Mr. 
Haley for further information 
Coppy 
signed 

N. W. Gillintine Capt, Com 
Of Erath County 2nd 
Frontier District* 

Through Gillintine, the word was 
spread that a large body of hos- 
tile Indians had invaded central 
Texas. 

Why did these men, educated 
in the ways of the frontier, not 
remember that a war party of 
Indians seldom took along wom- 
en since they slowed the advance 
and retreat of the raiding par- 
ties ? The mere fact that the 
camp consisted of "92 wigwams" 
should have shown them that 
the Indians were not the war- 
like Comanches or other plains 
tribes but a tribe from farther 
away.6 However, the scouting 
party did not identify the In- 
dians by the characteristics of 
their campim, ~rounos>, as good 
scouts  should 

Sin-e Gtllii 'ine had only 
twen; v .•   m- I   at   the   time 
-■ nia ui.^o'f'iy, he returned to 
Erath CoUilty, and at this time 
his superior, S. S. Totton, Cap- 
tain of the Bosque County Mili- 
tia, began his campaign against 
the Indians. Without delay, 
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Totton assembled his troops, 
who came from Comanche, 
Coryell, Bosque, Johnson, and 
Palo Pinto counties,7 and began a 
trip to Waco to buy supplies. 
The Bosque County militia then 
proceeded on either December 
25 or 26, to Camp Salmon, where 
they met the militia from neigh- 
boring counties. The assembled 
force was organized into a bat- 
talion under the command of 
Totton, who found "it to consist 
of 325 men rank and file."* 

At this time, the militia forces 
split into five companies. The 
leaders of these were S. S. 
Totton and R. S. Barnes of 
Bosque County, W. A. Cathey of 
Johnson, James Cunningham of 
Comanche County, and N. M. 
Gillintine and William H. Culver 
of Erath County.9 Before leaving 
camp, the militia learned that the 
Confederate troops under the 
command of Captain Henry Fos- 
sett were to meet them at Fort 
Chadbourne, which is located in 
what is now northeastern Coke 
County. 

After a consultation with his 
officers, Totton and his troops 
derided to follow the Indians' 
trail instead. This is the first in- 
stance of refusal on the part 
of either one or two of the 
branches of service to cooperate 
with the other in this battle.10 It 
is in this and other examples 
that one can see just why the 
Battle of Dove Creek was a mili- 
tary  disaster. 

Much of the information con- 
cerning this battle has been 
passed down to Mrs. Leta Craw- 
ford of Mertzon by her father, 

Continued on Page 5 

The battling barge overran me 
as soon as we reached the lobby. 
Eyes wide with rage, she headed 
straight toward Marian. After 
calmly listening to this mad in- 
dividual and receiving my ex- 
planation of the situation 
Marian asked where the woman 
had purchased her tickets and 
turned to get the day's ticket re- 
ceipts. With careful and precise 
aim, the "darling of Section 7" 
raised her umbrella (a truly 
vicious weapon) and stabbed 
Marian's derriere with "and let's 
be quick about it, stupid." In- 
furiated, Marian swirled, grab- 
bing the umbrella. The two 
grown women wrestled center 
lobby. I was bigger than both of 
them;   I   intervened. 

Meanwhile, back at Section 7, 
Dee had conned a friend into 
moving. With some juggling we 
now had four seats for the ter- 
ror. Escorted by our fearless 
policeman, the woman was re- 
turned to her seats. The marvel- 
ous people of the section and the 
staff sighed in unison. I walked 
away in search of some sanc- 
tuary for my nervous collapse. 

Another jewel in my treasure 
of memories resulted from my 
innocent attempt at public re- 
lations. A convention of Ohio 
Shriners hud i n v a d e d Fort 
Worth. Among them was a trio 
of clowns that jested their way 
around downtown. I was cornered 
by the painted threesome in 
front of a department store. Try- 
ing to talk my way out, I kept 
"pushing" the musical at Casa 
Mariana. I was hoping to attract 
some business while diverting 
their attention. I escaped and 
thought  no more of the incident. 

All was quiet on the aisles 
that evening. I looked up. Head- 
ing across the lobby was the 
triumvirate in full force. They 
were complete with balloons 
(with which to make animals), 
phony money, a three foot liquor 
bottle, and a flashing red heart. 
Barging past the ticket boy, the 
group headed straight for me. 
(Do you know how hard it is 
to keep a straight fare when 
you are in complete panic?) A 
gigantic furor arose amid the 
passing out of balloon figures 
and phony dollars and the ex- 
plosions of flashbulbs. The whole 
administration, from the janitor 
to Mr. D., assembled at my aisle 
to supervise. Minutes, or was it 
hours, passed until the white- 
faced group retreated. I swore 
I would never play public re- 
lations again. A few weeks later, 
I was surprised and pleased to 
receive a letter from Youngs- 
town, Ohio. Andy the Clown had 
sent me color prints of the pic- 
tures, a phony dollar, and an 
apologetic note of thanks. I still 
enjoy   those   pictures. 

I will always remember many 
people and many events; Casa 
contributed much to my person- 
ality and life. From lasting 
friendships to passing crushes; 
from painting the floor of Pio- 
neer Palace purple to dancers 
falling into the pit; from a 
catered dinner between conven- 
tion shows to a Casa Amigos 
party; I've run short miles and 
taken a brief side trip on my 
long  journey  of  life. 
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Fayette Tankersley,11 and her 
grandfather, R. F. Tankersley. 
The elder Tankersley was one 
of the first settlers on the Tex- 
as frontier while Fayette, his 
son, was only a boy of nine at 
the time of the Dove Creek 
battle.12 

According to Mrs. Crawford, 
on January 7, 1865, an Indian 
came to her grandfather's ranch 
near Mertzon, and asked per- 
mission for his tribe and their 
horses to camp on his land a 
few days since they needed a 
break from the long journey. 
Tankersley had no objections. He 
did, however, ask the Indian if 
he knew anything about the 
horses which had been stolen 
from his ranch. The Kickapoo 
knew nothing except that the In- 
dians were also missing horses. 
Later the Indian returned Tank- 
ersley's horses and, without an 
explanation, left again. Tanker- 
sley later heard that some Jay- 
hawkers were traveling with the 
Kickapoos and assumed this was 
where his horses had gone. One 
can surmise from this incident 
that more than likely the In- 
dians were minding their man- 
ners and trying to stay out of 
trouble. They also traveled away 
from the settlements on the 
edges of the frontier in order to 
avoid   trouble. 

Nevertheless, the militia under 
the command of T o 11 o n and 
Fossett's Confederate troops 
met about 9:00 on the morning 
of January 8, only three miles 
from the Indian camp. This 
meeting of the two commands is 
another example showing that 
they were to have little harmony, 
and therefore, little success, in 
the coming battle. One of the 
greatest detriments was Fos- 
sett's refusal to command the 
assault, even though he properly 
outranked   Totton. 

A summary of the meeting 
comes from a letter sent to Col. 
John Burkf by J. D. McAdoo on 
January  20,  1865: 

The two commanders halted 
but a few minutes, during which 
a brief conversation was held be- 
tween the two commanders, af- 
ter which, without any council 
of war, without any distribution 
of orders, without any formation 
of a line of battle, without any 
preparation, without any inspec- 
tion of the camp, without any 
communication with the Indians 
or inquiry as to what tribe or 
party they belonged to, without 
any knowledge of their strength 
and position, the command 'for- 
ward'  was given." 

The officers in command failed 
to recognize several more factors 
involved, which  if noticed, might 
have   prevented   the   battle.   For 
instance,  an   adequate   inspection 
nf the  Kickapoo's camp  grounds 
would have shown them that the 
Indians  had  taken great  precau- 
tions    in    choosing    their    camp 
site.   In   the   actual   battle   it   is 
evident    why   this   location   was 
'i—ififial    to    the   Indians.   The 
:md  its mouth.  They also said  it 
would    be   difficult   to   overtake 
the    Indians   considering   their 
position,   and   they   believed   that 
they \\fi-o friendly Indians. How- 
ever,   it  has   been   said   that   the 

entire battle could have been a 
result of an officer trying to 
make a name for himself since 
this was also the time when of- 
ficers like Grant, I.ee, Sherman. 
and others, were making names.14 

Whatever the mistake, on Jan- 
uary 8, at 10:00, only one hour 
after the commanders' confer- 
ence, the whites moved forward 
to attack. Some may have thought 
it was a good omen since it was 
the anniversary of General Jack- 
son's victory at New Orleans.15 

It had been decided that Cap- 
tain Fossett was to attack the 
right while Captain Totton at- 
tacked the left and center. Cap- 
tain Fossett and his group suc- 
cessfully cut off the Indian horses 
and killed all the guards. In the 
meantime, Totton's militia had 
dismounted and marched into the 
camp where they were sur- 
rounded by the defenders. Ac- 
cording to Totton, the enemy was 
concealed in the brush where 
they could "pick off our men 
with but little risk to them- 
selves."1" In other words, the 
Texans were ambushed. The mi- 
litia was panic-stricken and stam- 
peded, but not without "the loss 
of many valuable officers and 
men,"17 which included Captain 
W. N. Culver, Captain R. S. 
Barnes, and Captain N. M. Gillin- 
tine.1" Totton then ordered the 
wounded men and most of the 
others to retire about three miles 
to the north He felt it was hope- 
less to attempt another attack 
before  the  next  day. 

Another group of Indians had 
turned Captain Fossett and his 
force and had driven them out, 
killing a few and shooting twelve 
of the horses into one pile. This 
phase of the battle lasted until 
about two o'clock when the In- 
dians removed their forces for a 
brief recess. Shortly thereafter, 
they made a strong attack 
against the Confederates under 
the command of J. A. Brooks. At 
this time, Fossett and J. R. Gid- 
dens quickly shifted to assist 
Brooks, but only after a great 
deal of trouble were they able 
to  drive  the  Indians back. 

When the attack on Brooks's 
front was being driven hack, an 
Indian boy was captured by the 
whites. He identified the Indians 
mainly as Kickapoos and a few 
tribes of Pottawatomies. An- 
other incident, which has several 
versions, is that of a brave and 
two young boys who were cap- 
tured with a flag of truce in 
their possession. J. D. McAdoo's 
report on the battle states that 
the brave approached Captain 
Fossett and "unarmed, with his 
hands raised"19 and informed the 
captain that "they were friendly 
Indians."20 To this Fossett told 
the Indian that he recognized no 
friendly Indians in Texas and 
had him shot. A hunting pass 
was found on this brave, as well 
as on several other Indians, 
signed by W. M. Ross, the agent 
of the Pottawatomies. These 
passes were good until February 
4, 1905. This again questions the 

then B>Ttlf jltrHHM"BHfflS&Sg 
of I. D. Ferguson can be used 
to describe the Confederates' re- 
treat: "We began to withdraw 
when the sun was half an hour in 
the   evening.   The   herd   and   the 

wounded under Cureton moved 
first east to cross Dove Creek."21 

The question arises as to why 
Fossett derided to cross the creek 
just as the Indians wore in the 
midst of heavy fire, instead of 
advancing up the creek for sev- 
eral hundred vanls where he 
could cross in safety. As the 
Confederates retreated, the 
mounted Indians moved parallel 
to the command toward the point 
of crossing. Catching the retreat- 
ing forces in the open, the In- 
dians began a heavy and destruc- 
tive fire which threw the entile 
command into "confusion and 
disorder."22 This enemy work was 
so effective that the captured 
horses had to be abandoned and 
were recaptured by the Indians. 

After successfully crossing 
Dove Creek, they "fell back in 
great disorder to a long branch"23 

where they began to move the 
wounded men forward and out 
of danger. However, the Indians 
soon drove them from this spot 
and once again there was "a wild 
panic like the herd of stampeded 
cattle."24 On the night of Jan- 
uary 8, the firing stopped and the 
Confederates, having spotted the 
militia's campfircs, joined them 
for the first time since early 
morning. The combined force of 
Confederates and state militia 
had suffered a humiliating defeat 
from the "dofendent," the Kick- 
apoos. 

That night the combined forces 
camped on the south bank of 
Spring Creek. The troops had to 
stay at this location for two 
days due to the twelve to four- 
teen inches of snow which began 
falling early the first night. Ad- 
ding to the men's misery was the 
lack of food and covering. It 
seems that each soldier had only 
one blanket, and the food was so 
scarce that horses were killed to 
prevent   starvation. 

When the snow had ended, Tot- 
ton and some of his men returned 
to the battlefield. The dead had 
been left unhuried on the battle- 
field due to the bitter weather 
conditions and the fact that pro- 
visions had been lacking. Criti- 
cism of Totton was brought out 
in General J. D. McAdoo's letter 
to Colonel Burke concerning Tot- 
ton's observation on the field.25 

Totton did not consider the rea- 
son why he found both Confed- 
erate and militiamen lying as 
they had fallen, with not one 
having been scalped. Also why 
had the Indians not buried their 
dead so they would enter the 
"happy hunting grounds."26 

Losses of the troops and mi- 
litia have been in much contro- 
versy since the battle. The fact 
that the courthouse monument at 
Mertzon says there were a total 
of twenty-two killed, while the 
marker at the site mentions four 
officers and twenty-two men 
killed, is no surprise.27 However, 
in the casualty list made out by 
Totton, there were four Confed- 
erates killed and five wounded 
and eighteen killed and fourteen 
wounded for the militia. This 
would   be  a  total  of  twenty-two 

—    • I    .y,,;,to(.ii    wounded.28 

front      and      Nearly    every   day 

some    of   the    severely   wounded 
died" and that he "could hear the 
boom   of  guns  being   fired   over 
their   graves."29 
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Information regarding the In- 
dian losses also varies with source 
and author, and is probably unre- 
liable. Totton wrote to F.rath "the 
enemy lest over one hundred 
killed."30 A story of an inter- 
view with members of the Kicka- 
poo Indian tribe, which was re- 
leased later In the Austin Week- 
ly State Gazette, reported the 
Indian losses at twelve killed 
and eight wounded.31 This is an- 
other question which will prob- 
ably remain unsolved. 

When weather conditions per- 
mitted, the Confederate troops 
and the militia began their march 
back to Fort Bel knap. However, 
the battle was not to end here 
for the Kickapoos. After the bat- 
tle of Dove Creek, the Kickapoos 
swore revenge on Texas. Histor- 
ians have found that it was these 
same Indians who raided Texas 
from their secure retreat in the 
Santa Rosa mountains in Mexico 
and caused considerable suffer- 
ing along the border for many 
years." 

The exact cause of the Battle 
of Dove Creek still puzzles most 
historians We can see the faults 
and mistakes of commanding of- 
ficers which made it a complete 
failure on the part of the Texas 
forces, but we still cannot find a 
reason  for it. 

Today I fence, a gate, and a 
lock keep Totton ami Fossett 
from gaining more fame than 
history has accorded them. The 
old battlefield, now on valuable 
ranch land, is kept out of reach 
from sight-seers. Only a sign at 
the entrance of the land can be 
^evn now, and it appropriately 
notes: "Winterbotham Estate, 
Dove Creek Ranch, No Hunt- 
ing."^ 
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Juillon   ^fnclerAon   Entries hrom 

A Very Bad Short Story 
by Gudbrandur Gislason 

The old man sat on the rock- 
ing chair on the porch in front 
of his house after dark and lis- 
tened to the rain falling on the 
iron-plated roof above his head 
and onto the pavement, where 
it glittered in the cold light from 
the streetlamps. His granddaugh" 
ter was in the kitchen, preparing 
a late supper: baked codfish, 
small potatoes boiled in salt- 

i ou-ii-1 .ticp nudding. The old 
she called from the kitchen. He 
frowned. His eyebrows were grey 
and large and twisted at the 
corners. 

"A small fishing boat was 
drifting ashore. In a few minutes 
the gigantic waves would throw 
it flat against the huge rocks 
and crush it like a box of match- 
es,"  said  the  radio. 

"We are out of raisins," the 
girl said in the kitchen. The old 
man clasped his hands together. 
He had lost his right index finger 
years ago on a powerblock of a 
trawler. His fingernails were 
dirty. 

the   lifeline' 'aith'-iifld .IXUfl in the 
on  their shoulder*  and  the  line- 
gun   between   them  and   a   flask 

Continued on Pag« 7 
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oDrama   C^ontedt 

The Vultures Quin Nonce 

INTRODUCTION 
This play is, I am sure, a 

dirhotomous creature, having, on 
the one hand, some connection 
with the Greek legend on which 
it is based and the Philoctetes of 
Sophocles, and exhibiting, on the 
the hand, undeniable traces of 
contemporary thought. Some at- 
tempt has been made to conform 
to the stylistic principles of 
Greek drama, but the language 
employed and the thoughts ex- 
pressed are products of a Twen- 
tieth Century mind. Perhaps, a 
measure of synthesis has been 
achieved. It is difficult to know, 
for the tools with which we at- 
tempt expression are always so 
variable. 

This venture is, then, as Eliot 
said   it: 

A new beginning, a raid on 
the  inarticulate 

With shabby equipment always 
deteriorating 

And  what there is to conquer 
Ry strength and submission, 

has already been discovered 
Once or twice, or several 

times, by men  whom  one 
cannot hope 

To emulate. 
CHARACTERS   IN  THE   PLAY 

Philoctetes, son  of Poeas 
Neoptolemus, son of Achilles 
Chorus,   composed   of   vulture- 

like  creatures 
SCENE: The island of Lem- 

nos, isolated and quiet. Its topog- 
raphy is rugged, with steep cliffs 
overlooking the sea. Philoctetes, 
a tattered and depreciated man, 
enters. His facial expression 
spells out despair. 

He stands, looking intently at 
a large, smoothly worn boulder, 
then addresses it as if some re- 
sponse were possible. 

PHILOCTETES 
Matrix,  stony  and  unyielding, 

'tis the time for weary watching. 
(Seats himself  with effort on 

the   boulder) 
Once more am I received into thy 

worn and hollow lap, 
Adamant friend, milky and rain- 

bleached   mistress   of   a 
Thousand desperate days — in- 

vited   to   perch    this    wormy, 
Unloved carcass away  from  the 

blighted  soil  of  a 
Barbarous   isle   and   away   from 

sinister creatures. 
Moving   quietly   to   avail   them- 

selves of this already 
Putrefied   form—moving   eager- 

ly, but caring nothing for the 
Unquiet  anguish   with   which  it 

has   been   slowly  shaped, 
(a  fly lights on his knee; he 

moves to kill it.) 
Away   with   thee,   Child   of   the 

Erinyes, damnable torturer! 
Hast   thou   not  other  sinners  to 

plague and  flesh of a 
Softer texture upon which to ex- 

pend  thy vengeance ?  See to 
Crimes   less   heinous   than   those 

for which some may name me. 
Rather, search out him who with 

inscrutable determination 

I.XV/o?.'* ing. Must I, too, 
play ri«.st . ♦by malevolence? 
(To  himself if in  reverie) 

Shall   thou,   W '«y   "•»*"">* 
self    '..- '••   n    '" 

To play host to phantoms of lone- 
liness and spirits of 

Haunting   isolation ?     How   long 
this  wearing away in 

Solitude of hated imposition, vic- 
tim of that most wretched 

Odysseus   of   the   tender   senses 
and implacable heart. 
(Turns to face the sea, stand- 

ing   painfully) 
Misty and  hope-robbed eyes, see 

unfailingly   beyond 
Dim   and   obscure   horizons   and 

conjure   faithful   visions  of 
Golden,   peaceful   ships,   manned 

by lusty Greeks whose 
Hearts  hear  me   and   are  molli- 

fied.  Wasted ears, catching 
Only whispers of loneliness and 

the hoarse taunts of damnable 
Visitants,   I   implore   thy   ready 

response to the resonant 
Strains of welcomed  greetings— 

curses and laughter of 
Boisterous  toilers  over this,  Po- 

seidon's domain: 
Blessed speech of a man to man. 

(Enter a chorus of vulture-like 
creatures, having human voices.) 

CHORUS 
Mourn   not   the   impenetrable   si- 

lence of  Lemnos' secluded and 
Death-dreamt   slopes,   Man,   for 

together we draw near thy 
Craggy   perch   and   would   croak 

in measured time to 
Thy recurrent lamentations. 

PHILOCTETES 
Oh,   Gods,   how   long  to   be   en- 

dured, these empty songs and 
Wasted   imprecations,  issuing 

from creatures whose forms 
Are  now  to  me  not clearly dis- 

tinguishable? 
CHORUS 

Son    of    Poeas,    thy    gratitude 
seems but a momentary breath 

Which   wafts   quickly   over   arid 
spaces  and then  is gone. 

PHILOCTETES 
And   thy   dessicated   speech   has 

become to me scorching 
Winds  which   only  consume   and 

bring  no  life. 
CHORUS 

We  pity  thee,  Man.  Have  other 
words  but ours come to  thee 

In the icy winters of thy despair? 
And  whose presence save 

Ours brought thee some measure 
of companionship in the 

Stretch of years since thy brother 
Greeks,   on   undelayable 

Missions   of   war,   did   cast   thee 
off as burdensome baggage ? 

PHILOCTETES 
While  winters  pass  to  summers 

and back again as I made 
To   hear   thy   impotent   compas- 

sions and to see thy feathery 
Form—alien  and   not  of  man.  I 

feel  no  tug of kindred with 
Thee;   and   yet,  curse   these   im- 

perceptive  eyes  and  this 
Impaired   reasoning,   how   I   now 

wonder what  thy  genesis  may 
Have  been.  It  does  seem  to  me 

at times that thou becomest 
Man. only deceptively clothed as 

vulture. Dost thou 
Play   man   or   mask   thyself   as 

devouring  bird? 

.■./rjFTfcOs, do I dream dreams? 
rrate   phantasies? 

Shall I draw swords or stand in 
awe-stricken amazement to see 

Twofold ereatnres who appear as 
beasts and speak  as  men? 

PHILOCTETES 
(Fearful,    hesitant    to    extend 

greetings;   not   sure   now  of  the 
credibility of his own senses) 
And   am   I   not   bid   welcome   to 

man or beast ? Come not closer 
Until I have made some sense of 

thee.   After  so   long  an 
Exile  my  dulled   mind  would  be 

inclined  to count thee as 
Another of these chattering Har- 

pies  whose  beaks  move  some- 
how 

With  murmurings of compassion, 
and yet whose strength  is not 

Such   as   to   move   this   diseased 
body one faltering step 

Beyond water's edge and toward 
my land—perhaps toward 

Healing   and    revenge,   accomp- 
lished    together    in    one   sure 
blow. 

NEOPTOLEMUS 
I can appear to thee only as thou 

conceivest  me;   and   yet 
Am come as Greek to Greek and, 

if thou should receive 
Kindly my coming, as brother to 

brother. 
PHILOCTETES 

These powers of conception have 
too  long been  blunted by the 

Endless vacuums of hollow days, 
etched   out   in   a 

Not-too-quiet    suffering,    and    I 
fear, a double-edged seething. 

Tell me clearly how thou comest 
to this forsaken isle. 

NEOPTOLEMUS 
I  am  here  of  my  own  choosing 

and    at    the    urgence   of    my 
comrades 

To seek one Philoctetes, whom, if 
I  have previously heard 

Well, I take thee to be. 
PHILOCTETES 

Thou   know'st   me,   so   long   re- 
moved   from   the   sweet   wines 
and 

Soft  women  of my home?   How 
can this be? 

In  my lost  Greece  is the  name 
of Philoctetes still fresh? 

NEOPTOLEMUS 
The Gods do still remember thee 

and with sharp, pricking 
Thorns, ever insistent, force thy 

once-loved   comrades 
To  wish   for  thy  hasty  appear- 

ance. 
PHILOCTETES 

And   what   is  thy  part  in  these 
strange affairs ? 

NEOPTOLEMUS 
I  am called  Neoptolemus, son of 

Achilles.    I   come   to   thee 
From   the   blackened   and   gutted 

days   of   a   struggle   which 
Goes   ill   for  valiant  Greeks—as 

an  envoy  of one  whose 
Deeds have earned  for him  gar- 

lands from every hand and 
Even    the    prized    armor   which 

once did shield my father. 
CHORUS 

How   strange   it   is   that   among 
rational and contemplative 

Man,   praises   are    reserved    for 
war; and bloody hands reap 

The   fruit   of   destruction.   How 
strange!   Do   they   not  call 

U» vuM-'-^V' "u""-   vultures, 
are we? 

Who     but     philosophizing     man 
leaps  to  battle, slaughtering 

Gleefully soft babes and weeping 
women, ravishing his 

Victims    violently   before   altars 
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reserved for Gods? 
Blood drips freely; excited hands 

reach   with  eagerness 
To   rip   the   still-beating   heart; 

streams  of  entrails  are 
Allowed to gush  forth  in heavy 

profusion and are strewn 
Thickly    over    dusty    and    God- 

blessed lands. Only then do we 
Appear, following, stone by stone, 

and track by track, 
To   dispose  of   their  brainy  re- 

mains. 
PHILOCTETES 

Thy  taunts seem only a steady 
rasping in my ear. I do not 

Choose   to   hear   or   understand 
thee; rather would I leam from 

This   Neoptolemus   the   name  of 
such a mighty warrior whose 

Exploits  move  his  lips  to  enun- 
ciations of praise and his 

Young frame to brave the trail of 
Neptune's pleasure in coming 

Here. Speak quickly, that I may 
hear of this extraordinary man. 

NEOPTOLEMUS 
I  think.  Sir,  that thou  hast al- 

ready    an    acquaintance    with 
him. 

PHILOCTETES 
Indeed?   If  it  be,  young   son  of 

my old friend, that thou art 
Disposed  to   name  valiant  Ajax, 

whose  beauty  and  stature of 
All the Danaans is second only to 

that of thy father, then 
Will my ears receive thy message 

and be most glad. But my 
Mind seems fearful that such is 

not  the  name  which  thy 
Lips  are already tuned  to form. 

CHORUS 
Ajax,   son   of   Telamon,   seed   of 

Zeus, 
There,  indeed,  a butcher  worthy 

of an  allegiance with  us— 
Swift   swordsman   against  fierce 

cattle and  warrior-like sheep. 
NEOPTOLEMUS 

Thou hast rightly feared, Philoc- 
tetes.  I  came  as spokesman 

For the  wondrous Odysseus and 
beg from thee on behalf of 

Each  Greek  soldier who  labours 
against the heavy battlements 

Of  Troy,  both   a  hearing  and  a 
forgiving. 

CHORUS 
Words   of   petition   come   easily 

from  thy brothers, Philoctetes, 
When  there  is  some  gain  to be 

made. Consider carefully the 
Entreaties of this downy-cheeked 

young innocent. 
PHILOCTETES 

Thou   would   speak   to   me   that 
Odious  Odysseus  name  with 

No  hint  of  rosy  tint   upon  thy 
maidenish    face.    Wrejtched 
child! 

Still the heart in me swells up in 
anger  to  remember  the 

Disgrace brought upon me, as if 
I were some dishonorable vag- 
abond. 

K no west    thou    not   the    crimes 
which   I   number   against  that 
vile 

And  devious dog   cursed  traitor 

Without   a   prayrr   to   the   Gods 
for  his  welfare. 

NEOPTOLEMUS 

How am  I  to  know of  thy mis- 
fortunes?   Only  lately   havo   I 

learned to hope for finding thee 
alive on this displaced  isle. 

PHILOCTETES 
Ah, Fates, how can it be that 

one  man's  life   is  perpetuated 
With the glory of quick and 

flashing blades and the re- 
wards   of 

Soft clinging arms in guarded 
tents,  while another lives 

Kin-gotten and alone, with only 
the  rocks  and   the  tumultuous 

Sea to weep with his poor song? 
CHORUS 

We weep with thee, pitiable Phil- 
octetes;  but the cause of 

Our swelling tears lies not in thy 
exclusion  from   the 

Red and dusty battles of men. 
NEOPTOLEMUS 

Tis true that I arrive at the 
bidding of Odysseus and 

Diomedes, but I now know noth- 
ing of thy life, nor of that 
which 

Seems to lie as an impenetrable 
wall between thee and Odys- 
seus. 

PHILOCTETES 
Listen, then, and know of the be- 

ginning of these webs of 
Adversity which the daughters of 

Night have so silently 
Spun out to ensnare me. 
Out crept the venomous serpent 

and  softly slid  round Chrysa's 
Shrine, bringing to me a two- 

edged hurt. With never a back- 
ward 

I>ook the Atreidae and their 
faithful henchman, Odysseus, 
sailed, 

Leaving roe to rot slowly or die 
quickly—they cared not which. 

With hoarse and hopeless cries I 
called   to   them—cries   echoing 

Distantly on he white-capped 
tide.  Finally, all was quiet. 

And I alone. Then, one dark and 
wind-swept night, these 

Strange phantoms appeared, 
speaking; and a damned-up 
hunger 

For meaningful sound gushed 
from me forth, overcoming my 

Fear of their startling form. 
What to name them, I know 
not. 

Indeed, they have been to me for 
time  end upon  end the only 

Source of man-like sound; yet 
often do I see from a black and 

Secretive eye some glimmer of a 
dark  malice. 

I fear they wait for me to die. 
CHORUS 

Philoctetes, thou bearest still no 
trust   for us ?   Have  we 

Not mourned with thee and 
watched eagerly with thee for 
a 

Deliverance from thy life-long 
pain? 

PHIIX)CTETES 
(Exhibiting the bow of Heracles) 
I fear to see clearly the shades of 

thy   meaning,   but think 
Perhaps that only this Heraclean 

bow   and   death-inducing 
Arrows have prevented thee from 

hastening easily the 

'Vim"  has   not   been   along   the 

Cool  and  serene  morning  paths; 
rather have  we  followed him 

Into lusty and  gut-spilling days 
of broad battle—days when 

Even old Helios himself regretted 
the intrusion of Themis' 

Continued on Page 7 
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Dark,  cessation-calling  shadows. 
NEOITOLEMUS 

Be not concerned  with these un- 
named  ones  now,   Philoctetes, 

Whether    breath-snatching    Har- 
pies or  carcass-devouring  vul- 
tures, 

The threads of their future shall 
not  cross  those   which  are 

Woven   for  thee—if,   indeed,   my 
mission   be   well   accomplished. 

PHILOCTETES 
Ah, yes! Thy fruitless mission. 

NEOPTOLEMUS 
Sir, thou art by birth noble Creek, 

and surely in thy most 
Dark moments of misfortune did 

the Gods  favor thee;  for even 
Now,   thou    livest,    though    ten 

armed   men   and   brutal   years 
did cut 

Away at thy very breath. Has it 
been solely by thy own 

Strength ?  Men more skilled than 
I  at  reading  mysterious   signs 

And discerning  wills divine,  see 
thee  now   fitted   precisely  into 

The   Gods'   hands   as  an   instru- 
ment of trumph;   for prophets 
have 

Declared  that it  is only through 
thy coming to the field of battle 

And bringing with thee the well- 
known   Heraclean bow 

That    we    who    labour    against 
Troy's defenses are to be suc- 
cessful. 

Without    thy   aid,   we   are   lost. 
Hast thou some strange and 

Unnatural desire to see Trojan 
Warriors overrun our strongest 

Army, toss to dogs our finest 
men, and trample justice to 
ashes ? 

PHIIX)CTETES 
After so long a time, it is I who 

should   be  troubled  about  jus- 
tice? 

NEOITOLEMUS 
If  thou   chooscst   not   to   return 

with  me, victory  will  soon 
Be  sweet   as  nectar on   the  lips 

of bloody Trojans, and the 
Mouths of brave Greeks made to 

lie  open   and   dusty  before 
Scavengers   —   without   prayers, 

without burial, and without 
Tears   spilled   on   their   bruised 

and  deserted   bodies. 
PHIIXXTETES 

Thou   doest  expect   to   find   me, 
whose heart has so long been 

Turned adamantly away from the 
Atreidae's  vengeful cause. 

To  gr«-»t   with   delight   the   late 
and   faraway   call  which 

Thou sayest Vas been issued for 
my return? 

CHORUfl 
Did not we urge thee, „non fjrgt 

appeared this pleasant 
Young emissary, to guard thyself 

as if from some lamb-like 
Foe with fatal bite, knowing well 

that men often are moved 
To talk  of palliation when some 

hope of reward exists? 
Thy brothers become  thy  broth- 

ers at moments of their 
Own choosing and extend to thee 

friendship  with   an   open 
Kgiht hand and destruction with 

- i-f« iajjd^ronccaled. 
Hn»od1ff}rV-~ Z   ~ W*n   until 

thy  hateful  words, sprung 

Full-grown from dark and caver- 
nous   mouths  of subtile evil. 

Now I am weary. I begin to be 
mollified by the earnest and 

Innocent persuasion of this son 
of  one  whom   I  so dearly 

I^oved. He speaks to me of things 
long   displaced    from   this 

Forlorn  shore;  and even if  I  go 
to die,  it will not be a 

Solitary death. The  somber con- 
solations of such strange 

Creatures    as    these,    to    which 
time and  loneliness  have 

Accustomed   me,  are  small   com- 
fort   by   which   to  die;   rather, 

Would   I  encounter  the darkness 
among those of my own kind. 

NEOPTOLEMUS 
Thou   hast   nothing   to  shed   but 

thy  broodings;   for the 
Seers   foretell   for   thee   healing 

ami  honor 
If thy return be swiftly made. 

PHILOCTETES 
I  have dark and  deadly wounds, 

Neoptolemus,   for   which 

I    fear   no   curative   herbs   will 
suffice. 

NEOITOLEMUS 
Thy return shall bring to fruition 

the will of Olympians 
And   leave   thee  only   with   scars 

of  former  wounds. 
PHILOCTETES 

I am persuaded, Neoptolemus, p.ot 
by thy soft words. 

But  rather  by some  strange  in- 
ward  inclination    the  work 

Of  some   Cod,   perhaps — to   see 
again the face of- men, to hear 

Their speech, and to know myself 
as one of them. 

NEOPTOLEMUS 
If our journey  is  to   be success- 

ful, then   it is with 
Haste   that   our  departure   must 

be made, praying quickly to 

Faithful Poseidon for fair winds 
ami smooth  seas. 

PHILOCTETES 
I doubt not that we shall have 

them. Hut, first, and 
Finally, one question to these 

Hemps    companion! 0>{ many a 
Curious discourse amid immeas- 

urable hours of nocturnal 
gloom: 

What art thou? Man? Vulture? 
And if Cods, disposed  toward 

Good or ill ? 
CHORUS 

Perhaps, Philoctetes, we are as 
much man as thou thyself are; 

And perhaps we are as much de- 
vouring vulture as thou thyself 

May be; and as for Cods, this 
will  we say,  in words  with 

Meaning   ■aflat'   There   once,   in 

the morning of time, went 
Out  a   fierce  and   lusty  creature, 

called   Man;   and   it  was 
Its    great    delight    to   taste    the 

blood   of   others   of  its 
Kind,   such   destruction   bringing 

to  its  eyes   great   misty 
Tears   of   joy   and   to  its   throat 

strong  cries of exultation. 
And  this   Man  creature heard  no 

SMnd  in the  sky  around 

Him, nor saw other movement as 
he pursued his prey. 

Bo   he   believed   himself  alone   in 
his   death-dealing  revelry; 

Hut stalking behind him, appear- 
ing as a lean vulture, 

God raised his scraggy head with 
delight, 

Hungry, too, for carcasses. 

L^nitdren A   c-JLiteruL eraiure 

The Mixed-up Magician Annette Irittipo 

"Oh dear, oh dear!" 
Bobo, the apprentice, heard his 

wail, and came hurrying down 
the hall. "Master, what's gone 
wrong   this   time." 

"Oh, Bobo!" Marmadukc the 
magician picked himself up from 
the floor and looked sadly at the 
big cauldron. It lay on its side, 
with a sort of green goo spilling 
into the smashed glass of several 
broken jars. 

"I forgot again, Bobo! I mixed 
wolf bane with the hemlock, in- 
stead of mummy dust! And just 
as it was starting to bubble—it 
blew up! And there I was on the 
floor. 

"That wasted wolfbane is so 
expensive too! It's so hard to 
get the proper ingredients in the 
twentieth century." Rubbing a 
sore spot the magician shook his 
head. "Oh, just look at my new 
gown!" 

"I'm a failure as a magician! 
I never really wanted to be one 
anyway. Do you know, Bobo, 
when I was your age I wanted 
to be a circus clown." His face 
grew brighter, and his big soft 
eyes began to glow as he thought 
of the big tents and bright lights 
and the crowds of happy people. 
Then the light in his eyes went 
out, and his long face grew 
longer. "But my father was a 
magician, so I had to be one 
too. How disappointed he'd be if 
he could see me now!" 

Bobo wrinkled up his chubby, 
freckled face. When Marmadukc 
was sad, he was sad too. Norm- 
ally he was a cheerful, active 
little lad, but now that his be- 
,N*'ed master was so discouraged 
all >. time -he tried not to cry, 
hut one -,-,t|e smf fle escaped. 

"Bobo, it»,„ riKnt™ the m>_ 
gieian said kino.. Hp fMm^ the 
curly brown head. <The„..g w 

reason for you to get K,.t Just 

because I was feeling sort., ^ 
myself. I'll just have to keep o. 

tryingr   mt 

SS Wearily h„    ,    desk   ■ d<*- 
b«W    ..r"* h" closed11* Kri 
and  magical  ingredients.   rY..«,.J 
he   walked   to   the   door. 

"Bobo!" he called down the 
dim hall. "Come here a moment, 
please. I need  to talk to  you." 

Bobo   arrived   with   a   rag   in 

one hand and a feather duster 
in the other. "Sit down, my boy." 
Marmadukc said, and swept sev- 
eral dried bats and shriveled-up 
roots off a chair. 

Looking and feeling a little 
scared, Bobo sat down and stared 
up at Marmaduke. His master 
looked so tired and serious lately. 

"My boy," Marmaduke began, 
"for three years now you have 
been my apprentice. And you've 
been the best one I ever had." 

At that, Holm's face glowed. 
Marmaduke hurried on. 

"But now I must send you back 
to   your   father    "   Here   he 
was interrupted by a wail, and 
Bobo flung himself at Marma- 
duke's feet, muffling his sobs in 
the long black robe. 

"Bobo, my dear boy!" Marma- 
duke's eyes grew moist. He 
reached down and lifted the lad 
to his feet. "It's nothing you've 
done, it's just that I have no 
more money. I can't even afford 
to feed myself, let alone feeding 
you. So it would be best if you 
want home." 

He lifted the drooping head 
with a hand under Hobo's chin. 
"Please dont cry." 

Bobo looked up. "0U, please 
don't make me go! I want to stay 
with you—I don't cat much— 
and I'll even sell my new base- 
ball glove," he ended bravely, 
holding   back  a  sob. 

"I didn't realize it meant that 
much to you. Of course you can 
stay," Marmaduke said gruffly. 
"And you don't have to give up 
your baseball glove. Well find 
some  other way." 

The next two hours seemed 
like the longest they had ever 
spent. Marmaduke sold some of 
his ingredients to an old apothe- 
cary shop, so they had enough 
money to buy food. But if they 
didn't pay their bills soon, the 
gas company would turn off their 
heat. 
„2Jarmaduke   was   sitting   star- 
-,„    . "'v at the calendar on the "iornin» 

<>.„ °* the  third day,  when 

The magician "seizeoTfhe p'a'p'er 
and eagerly scanned where Bobo 

pointed. 
WANTED: A magician to do 
a short act on "THK UNCLE 
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BUDDY   SHOW."   Apply  in 
person at C&MS Studio, 14th 
Street, 3 p.m. Mar. 3. 
Marmaduke gasped. T.V.I Oh, 

Bobo, I couldn't! Not in front of 
all those people!" 

"Oh yes you can! And we've 
got to do something! Please, 
Master,   give   it  a  try!" 

"Well . . . yes! I will try it! 
Oh, Bobo, if I only can!" And 
Marmaduke suddenly realized, 
"Three p. m.! It's eleven now, 
and i must be prepared! Quickly, 
get out my best robe!" 

Bobo flew to obey. For the 
next few hours they worked 
feverishly. 

At two o'clock the magician 
emerged from his small house, 
looking like a large, slightly 
dusty bat in his ancient black 
cloak. Bobo hurried before him, 
sticking two fingers in his mouth 
to whistle loudly for a taxi. 

When they arrived, a har- 
rassed looking little man in a 
brown suit ushered them into a 
waiting room with four other 
magicians. They sat down and 
waited, fidgeting nervously, while 
each magician was called in turn. 

Finally, they called for Marma- 
duke. The man in the brown suit 
led him into a small bare room, 
strewn with a jumble of wires 
and equipment. In one wall was 
a big glass window with four 
men sitting behind it. The little 
man left and shut the door care- 
fully behind him. After a few 
preliminary noises, Marmaduke 
heard, "And now, ladies and 
gentlemen, Marmaduke the ma- 
gician!" 

Although he knew it was only 
an audition, Marmaduke's heart 
began to thump like an active 
rabbit. But he smiled, bowed and 
began   his   act. 

It was a disaster! Everything 
went wrong—he dropped eggs, 
produced wads of newspaper in- 
stead of handkerchiefs, and got 
more and more flustered. At last 
he successfully made a pigeon 
appear.   He   planned   to  make   it 
mem!  ■ 

But then the door opened, and 
the little brown-suited man came 
in. He was holding his middle 
with  both  hands and  tears were 

running down his cheeks. "Mar- 
maduke!" he wheezed, "You were 
great!" 

Marmaduke    stood    astounded. 
"Yes, yes, Mr. McGruder says 

you're the funniest thing he's 
ever seen! You've got the spot, 
and you'll probably top Uncle 
Buddy! Ha! Ha! Ha! Come and 
sign!" 

So, as Bobo capered with joy, 
Marmaduke signed. He was still 
bewildered. But when all the chil- 
dren in Uncle Buddy's audience 
laughed at his blunders until 
they were helpless in their seats, 
he suddenly understood. 

"Why, I'm a clown!" he 
thought. "At last, I'm a clown, 
like I always wanted to be!" 

And before long, there was a 
new television star, and Bobo and 
Marmaduke spent every Tuesday 
evening watching the "MARMA- 
DUKE SHOW" in comfort, on 
their  new color  TV! 

A "Bad" 
Short Story 

Continued from Page S 
of brandy in rase they could save 
the   boatsmen." 

"You'll have to eat your pud- 
ding without raisins," said the 
girl. She came out on the porch 
and stood beside the old man and 
looked out on the street. It was 
still raining. A chilling breeze 
swept   by. 

"The rescuers could now see 
the men aboard the boat. There 
were five of them." said the 
radio. 

"Oh," said the girl and giggled, 
"did you know that the Dave 
Clark Five are coming here to- 
morrow ? They are going to 
play in Haskolabioi tomorrow 
night and I am going with .lean 
nie." 

The old man did not hear her. 
He sat erect in the chair and 
gazed with his eyes half-closed 

tops out to the boat. The res- 
cuers could see the men on the 
boat fighting their way to the 

Continued on Page 8 
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A Summer Storm B. Diane Griffin 

The weather seemed almost hu- 
man that day. The rain streamed 
down the leaded panes of the 
dormitory, flooding the sidewalks 
and patios below. A cold wind 
mocked the August sunshine on 
the calendar picture; the green 
summer leaves were shredded by 
the wintry onslaught. But the 
tumult without was a weak rs- 
flection of the stormy tears 
within. 

Inside the lobby, suitcases were 
piled high, looking cold and im- 
personal in the lonely manner of 
all suitcases. Small groups were 
standing about—talking, crying. 
A general air of gloomy expect- 
ancy hung over the girls. It was 
their last day together; at inter- 
vals parents would arrive and 
fresh tears would flow as another 
member of the group was irre 
trievably removed. 

I was the last to leave. Earlier 
that morning I had walked with 
John to his cab, our tears min- 
gling with the rain on our faces. 
We pledged a reunion at Christ- 
mas, knowing that reunion was 
impossible. We clung close to 
each other and kissed the beauti- 
ful summer goodbye, knowing 
that fall would come. I walked 
back to the dorm and watched 
as my friends slowly dwindled 
away. Finally only my suitcases 
cluttered   the   echoing   room. 

I checked my purse again for 
my train ticket to Topeka. With 
the ticket was the telegram from 
Mother, informing me of Dad's 
accident. The train left in only 
a few hours, the train back home. 

I was growing impatient. 
Where was Robert? Robert lives 
two houses up the street from 
me. We have been friends for-> 
many years and were exhilarated 
when we both were accepted for 
special summer study at North* 
western University. We had come 
to Evanston alone, two s' '"e-.- 
year-olds   on  our   first  1 ad- 
venture. 

At  last   the  *t*?v w 
n.obert strode in, ace— 

-all young Negri. 
"Hi! You two know each other, 

don't  you?  Good.  Jeff, let's  ~e+ 
her    things    out    to    the 
Robert and his roommate ■« 
actually cheerful about leaving. 

I looked around the rooms—at 
the worn furniture of the lounge, 
the sickly green walls of the lob- 
by, the dripping windows. This 
had been my world for five de- 
lirious weeks, five weeks of 
meeting others, laughing, work- 
ing, playing, discussing, until we 
were one. But it was over now. 
I tried to impress it all on my 
heart as I walked out the door 
for the last time. 

The two boys heaved the lug- 
gage onto their shoulders and 
we went to the waiting car. 

"My ticket is gone!" Robert's 
cry stunned us all. 

Jeff suggested they search 
their abandoned  room. 

"No, I didn't . . . wait, maybe 
I did leave it there." 

When   Robert   had   finally   lo- 

cated his ticket and everyone 
was settled, I was still disturbed. 
My father's accident the day be- 
fore had been serious, and Moth- 
er's telegram insisted that I get 
home as soon as possible. We 
drove through the black jungle 
of Chicago until we reached 
Union Station in the dark con- 
crete heart of the  city. 

"It seems different. This does 
not look like the station we ar- 
rived at!" I eyed the dingy struc- 
ture apprehensively. Even the 
neighborhood w a s unfamliiar. 
"Robert, are you sure this is the 
right  place?" 

"It says Union Station, so this 
must be  it." 

Robert and Jeff stacked the 
luggage on the sidewalk and 
shook hands as I thanked the 
Olivers. The gray car disappeared 
into the rain, and Robert and I 
were alone in the strange city. 

"Let's get this stuff inside and 
get something to eat." 

I was searching for the Santa 
Fe booth. "Why don't we pick 
up the reservations now, so we 
won't have to worry about it 
later. We only have two hours." 

Robert groped in his pocket 
for his wallet and looked for his 
ticket. It was gone! A shadow 
passed over his thin face. Fran- 
tically he searched his pockets, 
but the precious envelope was 
nowhere. He tore open his suit- 
cases, turning the clothes topsy- 
turvy in the slushy rain. 

"It's not here. I must have left 
it in the car. We have to get hold 
of the Olivers!" 

We   dragged   the   heavy   bags 
int''    .he   forbidding   station   and 

,l   the   telephone   booths. 
thumbed  hastily through 

• .        iiick volume.  M,N,0 — Oli- 
t. He quietly closed the  book. 

i'here were four pages of Olivers 
n  the  directory. 

"Oh Robert, what are we go- 
ing to do ? I have to get home 
on this train. My father may 
even die before I get home!" I 
was near tears. 

"I don't know. Why don't you 
find an information booth and 
ask while I stay with our things." 

I surveyed the vast room. I 
was sure now we were at the 
wrong station, but what could I 
do ? I wandered through the 
cavernous station until I found 
the information  booth. 

"Where can I get another tick- 
et for the Santa Fe to Topeka?" 
I showed my ticket to the bored 
woman behind the grill. 

"Lady, you can't get no Santa 
Fe tickets at this terminal. You 
have to go to the Santa Fe sta- 
tion over on Dearborn Street." 

I looked at the clock. One- 
fifteen. We had to get our bags 
and get to the right station be- 
t'ttftt    tln'uu'     Pauu>     urul     tniai-tu- 

"Robert, get us a cab. We're 
at the wrong station." 

"Sure. Gee, I'm sorry. It's all 
my  fault." 

"Don't worry about that now. 
Just get us over to the right 
station so we can try to get an- 
other  ticket." 

The cab fare took four dollars 
out of our already depleted 
funds, and ten minutes later we 
stood in front of the Dearborn 
Street station, checking through 
the biggest pieces of luggage. 
Entering the building, we were 
instantly aware of the familiari- 
ty of the huge, grimy room. 

Robert poured out the whole 
ludicrous tale to the attentive 
information clerk. The man look- 
ed amused but checked his mirth 
when he saw the look of conster- 
nation on my face. 

"What can we do, sir?" 
"Well, son, a ticket will cost 

you nineteen eighty-five." We 
must have looked panicked — we 
only had ten dollars and twenty- 
three cents between us — for the 
clerk  offered   a  suggestion. 

"If you don't have enough, why 
don't you call your folks and 
have them wire you the money? 
It will only take about forty-five 
minutes to get the money, and 
you have over an hour before 
the  train   leaves." 

"Where is the telegraph of- 
fice?" 

"Just up three blocks and to 
your right. Look for the El 
tracks and turn when you get 
right under them. Good luck, son, 
and 1 hope you catch your train." 

I  was close to hysteria. What 

#/ A "Bad 
Short Story 

Concluded from Page 7 
stern as the claws of the hook 
dug into the wooden sideboard. 
They had hit the boat on their 
first try!" 

The man on the radio coughed. 
The girl looked at the old man 
for a moment, then returned to 
the kitchen. The old man re- 
mained in the chair, impassive, 
perfectly still. The rescuers were 
hauling the boatsmen in now. He 
could see them out there, pulling 
the lifeline in as the boat drifted 
nearer to the rocks, and winding 
the rope reel madly to pull in 
the chair with the boatsmen 
clinging to it, sometimes im- 
mersed in the waves, sometimes 
barely above them. He knew that 
one second down in the icy sea 
was an eternity when one didn't 
care about the cold or the salt 
or the wet but thought only of 
holding on to the iron bars of 
the chair so the waves wouldn't 
tear him away and break his 
back before they drowned him.. . 
"Your dinner is ready," called 

the girl from the kitchen. 
"And so they were all saved," 

said the radio. The old man out 
on  the  porch   smiled. 

"That   was    good   brandy   we 
had after  we  came  ashore,"  fe .ve 
ing room and turned off the 
radio. It had stopped raining. 
The night air was getting cold- 
er. The old man thought he had 
better eat the potatoes and the 
baked cod while it was still hot. 
As. for the rice pudding, he did 
not like it without raisins. 
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if we missed the train? I envis- 
ioned my father lying in a hos- 
pital bed dying, while I slept on 
a scruffy bench in this horrible 
place. If only John were here! 
He was so confident, so capable 
. . . but he was on a plane for 
California and I would never see 
him again. The dismal morning 
was distant, only the rain was 
the same. 

Robert placed a call to his 
parents; through they promised 
to wire the money immediately, 
time was running out. 

"I'll go to Western Union 
while you stay here and try to 
pick up the reservations with 
your ticket. They're in my name, 
but you'll have to try to con- 
vince them to give them to you. 
We only have forty-five min- 
utes." Robert too was beginning 
to sound  desperate. 

"Okay, Robert, but please 
hurry." I was defeated. We were 
going to miss the train and have 
to spend the night here while my 
father died. Why had it all hap- 
pened ? The morning and John 
seemed part of another, infinitely 
brighter world. I sat on a suit- 
case and watched Robert wind 
through the wet, crowded street. 
Chicago was large and dirty and 
frightening. Cheap printing 
shops, delicatessens, and shoddy 
hotels lined the sidewalks. Some 
ragged children were playing a 
game of tag in the drizzling 
rain. Gloomy clouds shrouded the 
streets, a permanent part of the 
drab scenery. The city was a 
giant tangle of filthy concrete, 
raucous with a million shrill 
voices, smothered in the stench 
of poverty, interlarded with gau- 
dy neon signs, overwhelming in 
its amazing complexity. I felt 
tiny, insignificant, a mere drop 
in the ebb and flow of the city. 

I wended my way back to the 
information desk and was direct- 
ed to the reservations office, a 
grilled window with a long line 
before it. The clock chimed two- 
thirty; only thirty minutes to go. 
As I stood impatiently in line, 
I watched two nuns, in the flow- 
ing white habits of their order, 
as they waited before me. Calm 
and serene, they transcended the 
bustle of the station, an island 
of tranquility in the pervading 
hurly-burly. My shattered nerves 
relaxed as I heard the two sis- 
ters  quietly  conversiing. 

"May I help you?" The little 
man behind the counter surveyed 
me through thick glasses. 

"I'd like to pick up two "er" 
vations in the name ' Robert 
Walker." 

"I'm sorry, ' J* we can't 'et 
anyone b-' Mr' Walker "«ve 
them." 

-y throat tightened. He was 
not going to let me have the 
reservations in time.  But he had 
for   help,    me   „u„   v,  
doubtful, then smiled. 

"Okay, miss, I'll let you have 
them. That will be one dollar, 
please." 

I released my impounded 
breath. One of the obstacles was 
gone.   Now   if only   Robert  would 

hurry with the money! Just then 
I was startled by the crackling 
voice over the loudspeaker. "Will 
Mr. Robert Walker please come 
to the information desk immedi- 
ately." I started running toward 
the desk, wondering what could 
be wrong now. Suddenly I col- 
lided with a tall boy, lost my 
balance and fell. As he helped 
me to my feet, he cried, "Sheri, 
where's Robert?" It was Jeff 
Oliver! 

"Jeff, what are . . . have you 
got the ticket?" I stared at him, 
unable to realize what had 
happened. 

"Yes, I've got it. We got home 
and discovered the ticket on the 
back seat. We went to Union, 
but you weren't there so we 
came as fast as we could. Here's 
the ticket. Gotta go. Tell that 
son-of-a-gun to hang on to it 
this time. I don't think you guys 
would want to stay here until 
your folks could drive up. Bye, 
and good luck." He disappeared 
into the milling crowd. 

I rushed up to the phone booth 
and leafed through the tremen- 
dous volume of yellow pages 
until I located the Western 
Union office. I had twenty min- 
utes to locate Robert and get 
on the train. I fumbled in my 
purse for a dime and dialed the 
number. An irritatingly cheerful 
voice rang out, "Western Union." 

"I need to speak to a customer 
in the Dearborn office. His name 
is Robert Walker and it's ur- 
gent!" 

"One moment, please." The 
woman hung up. I glanced ner- 
vously at the clock on the wall. 
Only fifteen minutes to go. 

"Hello."   A   man's  voice   now. 
"Could I please speak to 

Robert Walker. He's a customer." 
My voice broke as I tried to 
maintain   control. 

"Just a minute, lady." His 
next words were muffled, but 
discernable. "Hey, Joe. Gotta 
guy named Robert Walker out 
there? . . . Well, some gal wants 
to  talk  to  him." 

"Hello, Sheri? I^ook, the money 
hasn't  come   yet  so   .  .  ." 

"Get back here quickb- Jeff 
just brought your ticket and . . ." 

"Okay, I'll be rislt there." 

«    '    * 
"Come or. girl. We've got ten 

minutes * 1W our car and get 
this Junk on the train." I looked 
,-,1  to  see  his  grin. 

Robert heaved the last suit- 
case and together we walked out 
the gate. Arming ourselves with 
baggage, we entered the dingy 
train tunnel. The giant steel 
train loomed over us, like a co- 
lossal snake waiting to devour all 
the tiny humans scurrying about 
its subterranean burrow. Just as 
we swung aboard, the train his- 
sed, cleared its iron throat, and 
■'"'"'" Kl"""i to slither back out 
(lows at the grimy, crowded city 
as it whirled by in a kaleido- 
scope of dirty grays, vivid reds, 
drab greens and dusty yellows. 
The greedy city had almost im- 
prisoned us, but we were safe 
now.   We    saw   the   slums    and 
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"SOLO FOR 

SATURDAY NIGHT GUITAR" 
By   PIGGY  THARP 

The People, Yes by Carl Sand- 
burg li more than a poem; it is 
the shared experience of creative 
thought. The words, even when 
read silently, are not words hut 
sounds — the thundering and the 
whispering of the People on the 
march. The reader feels close as 
breath, close as thought to the 
author. One can almost see him 
sitting on a cabin porch, chair 
tilted back against the wall, gui- 
tar on his lap. Absently strum- 
ming a chord or two, he sighs 
and mutters to himself, "The 
people, yes, the people."* Sud- 
denly the thought breaks like a 
flood. The guitar and the poet 
sing the saga of the  People. 

The beginning is a spiritual, 
a new Genesis in which the Peo- 
ple come together for a great 
"llowdeehow Powpow." They 
come   from   everywhere. 

From   the   four   corners   of   the 

earth, 
from   corners   lashed   in   wind 

and   bitten  with   rain  and   fire, 
from   places   where   the   winds 

begin 
and fogs are born with mist 

children. 
Their purpose is to acknowledge 
that all are one. The People 
"wanted to put up something 
proud to look at," so they gather 
ed on a great plain to assert 
their authority. At a given sig- 
nal they were to give a great 
shout, "one great hosannah, 
something worth listening to." 
The sign was given and they all 
listened - "And the silence was 
beyond words." All that was 
heard was a long slow wail from 
an old woman who was stone 
deaf and thought she was miss- 
ing it all. Such is the tragedy of 
the People. Their "grand hosan- 
nahs" end in long slow wails 
that hang across the sky and 
chart the history of the down- 
trodden. 

The delegates to the Powpow 
come from everywhere; places 
have no meaning for the People. 
Alabaman, Texan, Yankee, Chi- 
nese - nationality and color 
mean nothing to the common 
men, for the People have a great 
common denominator. They are 
all poor with a poverty that 
goes beyond money, hungry with 
the hunger of those who have 
never tasted bread. The common 
man eats with his left hand what 
his right hand has earned; his 
stomach fills, but his mind and 
his heart are still hungry, crav- 
ing the freedom that he has in 
name only. Life for him con- 
sists of 

The day's work  in the factory, 
mill,  mine — 

the    whistle,    the    beil,   the 
alarm   clock, 

the timekeeper and the pay- 
check, 

your   number on the assembly 
line, 

what   the   night   shift   says 
when 

the day shift comes. 
And always there are the liars, 
the, panderers, ready to coax 
from the workman all that he 
can give. Blinded by the "hey- 
you-listen-to-this billboard" and 
the "hey - you - can't - get - 
away - from - this electric sign," 
he    spends   what   he    has,   gets 

caught by the easy-payment liar, 
and crawls back to his factory 
0? his field. He is treaded upon 
by rich men, who have inherited 

the port speaks the wisdom of 

fortunes simply  by  outliving  an- 

other. The People ale in never- 
ending bondage to the Persons 
who look down at them and 
sniff, "Your people is a great 
beast." 

The guitar sings blues now and 

the People. The humor, the loV( 
the collected sorrow whines soft- 
ly in the words of the People 
themselves. "Love, a cough, 

smoke, money or poverty an 

hard to hide," and "Three things 

A Mirror with Lights Peggy 7/iorp 

"And   he   died   so   his   brothers 
could be free!" 

The hist note struck warm and 
hard on the air and hovered, 
mellowing, condensing into a 
silvery trickle. The girl sat 
transfixed, feeling and last vi- 
brations of the guitar against 
her stomach; she was submerged, 
swimming in the moist unreality 
of love  and  brotherhood. 

"Curry — Curry!" a whine 
broke the surface tension. A 
Face   insisted. 

"Can't you —" she tried to 
extend the warmth to include 
the Face, but words eluded her. 
The Fad remained a thing apart, 
peering down, distorted and 
wavering. 

The  Pace was called Ellen. 

"Did I put on too much 
blush?" Ellen asked and, with- 
out waiting for an answer, "I 
can hardly see to do my make-up. 
Sometimes I get on so much that 
I  look  like an  Indian." 

All the time busy hands me- 
ticulously applied mascara to al- 
ready blackened eye rings. The 
painting process was a ritual — 
"Morning Worship" Curry called 
it. There were precise rules and 
orders of service, and each step 
was carried out in an aura of 
reverence. Slowly and with in- 
finite care the Face was brushed, 
creamed, and painted over the 
blankness that was Ellen at bed- 
time. There was only one imple- 
ment lacking for the service . . . 
". . . . A make-up mirror. I can't 
get along without it much long- 
er. This lighting is so poor; it's 
impossible to live in this barn of 
a dorm! I've got to have a mirror 
with lights!" If love and brother- 
hood were Curry's fixations, the 
hallowed mirror was Ellen's. 

Hoping her roommate might 
share its presence, Curry found 
herself straining forward to 
catch the shimmering note in 
glass and silver in the glass be- 
side Ellen. Hut "silver glass and" 
silver note defied each other. For 
an instant Curry, too, doubted its 
existence, groped to catch mutual 
solidity in its shining promise. 

"Ellen  —" 

"Zip  me,  huh?" 

The note shivered and fell, 
courting down in a rivulet that 
dried  and left  no trace. 

II. 

It was a fat morning, heavy, 
broad shouldered, ominous. The 
sallow rays of light were like 
sodden clotheslines, sagging, but 
not quite full to the point of 
rain. It was Friday and Curry- 
had only one class; she had de- 
cided to cut it even before the' 
incident with Ellen. All the faces 
that filled the room, the Face 
that was paid to lecture — the- 
atrical masks were more than 
the   day  could   stand. 

The early bus was crowded 
with cramped, jostling bodies 
whose faces were mercifully hid- 
den by layers of newsprint or 
wreaths of cigarette smoke. 
Shoved close by the crowd, the 
young man next to Curry carried 
a stack of books, one of which he 
perused with eyes that were 
alive. He w;fs' re;uiirtg Eliot — 
"J. Alfred PrutroajTl-Bnd mak- 
ing little noises to himself. Grad- 
ually Curry felt the warmth and 
moisture stealing back, falling 
like a soft net of understanding. 
Only a little effort  and — 

" 'Do I dare disturb the Uni- 
verse ?' " her voice sounded 
queer and shaky. The net dis- 
solved with terrible swiftness. 

The young man looked up, 
startled. Dryness cracked out of 
him, "Were you speaking to 
me?" 

"No," she said and contented 
herself with looking at the ad- 
vertisements, posters that prom- 
ised spectacular jobs to anyone 
who "can rd th," or generously 
offered to remove fifty pounds of 
ugly fat. They were phoney, too. 

III. 

The air in the stores was so 
dry that it constricted the throat 
and wilted the potted plants in 
the garden departments. Bodies 
pushed against each other; faces 
showed signs of life in glitter- 
ing   bargain-hunting   eyes,   a n i- 

mated by the urge to save a 
dollar. They were a swaying 
herd, communicating in the jingle 
of coins. Curry felt herself above 
them. 

She saw him in the basement 
of a department store, a face 
like the others, but tired and ■ 
wobbly, the old Mexican man 
confronted the Coke machine like 
a doubtful but brave matador. 
He advanced on it, armed with 
an invincible dime and a look 
of desperate thirst. But he was 
not at home in the arena. He 
could not read the English di- 
rections; the selector baffled 
him; time and again his coin 
clattered back into the return 
slot. He treated the machine with 
ironic respect, as though it were 
a human being of a class above 
his. Again and again he heard 
the dime clatter through the 
machine and failed to receive 
the cool rewarding bottle. Sud- 
denly resignation smoothed his 
old face, and he became the 
harrassed bull. Shrugging h i s 
shoulders and licking his dry 
lips, the little man turned to 
go. 

The moisture returned like 
sudden rain. Curry caught up 
with the old man and led him 
back to the machine. Patiently, 
silently she showed him how to 
select his drink, insert the coin, 
turn the dial. He performed 
beautifully; the bottle slid into 
the chute with a whoosh and 
he opened it without a slip. 
Gratefully he raised the bottle 
to his lips and drank. Then slow- 
ly the lines in his old face began 
to rearrange themselves. The 
face was smiling. The warmth 
and moisture was multiplied by 
two in a silent communication of 
the   eyes. 

IV. 

Curry was lying on the bed 
when Ellen came in carrying a 
huge  box. 

"You'll never guess what I got 
today," she bubbled. "A mirror 
with   lights!" 

"Cool!" said Curry, loving 

her. 

Tapestry 
Below    the    whistling,    cheering, 

drunken 

Mass of men comes the long and 

Moody rumbling of seas—of wind 

Unbroken, weary, monotonous; 

Voices   sighing   through   sweaty 

beards, 

Talking,  hoarse  and   secret. 

breath 

Of man and sea in unison. 

Ears  to  the  ground,  counting 

hoofbeats, 

Arguing, spitting, cursing, 

giving 

tdward Ackerl 

Facts, asserting skill and hav:ng 
none — 

Who's the  Guide?  What's the 
Enemy? 

A   thousand   answers,   worthless, 
empty . . . 

Merely legends, pieced from tales 

By ancient hunters, facts 
contorted, 

Of bears  and  leopards  seen  and 
lost. 

Saloon   and   city,   filled   with 
critics, 

Standing on the windy sand. 
The sounds, confused and mixed, 
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are  heard 

Kemotely by  a  milky  stallion, 

Unknown, unseen, imprisoned by 

A  ring of brambles, forced by 
men 

Of ages past to graze forgotten. 

The (pirated  hoin upon his head 

Thrusts   vainly   upward   as  to 
pierce 

This   nightni ire   of   rejection   — 
the 

II foh'age hangs down damp 

.And   murky,   sealing,   hiding 
whiteness. 

From the forest of the Dead. 

dear to have: fresh eggs, hickory 
smoked    ham.   and   old   women's 
praise."   Sometimes  the   blues 
change to a rollicking accompani- 
ment for Paul Bunyan and Pe- 
nis Hill and the man who put 
green glasses on his cow and 
fed her sawdust. But always it 
is there — the soft sigh, the tiny 
shiver, "The People's Blues." 

Bass notes, symbolic of a 
latent power, are strong in the 
song of the People. The people 
is a strong beast, a great beast. 
If the beast stirs in his sleep, 
the world will fell it. The Peo- 
ple are fed on democratic prom- 
ises, stuffed with the empty 
words of equality that cover 
centuries of injustice. The People 
have a common wound; the cut 
is closed but the scar still aches, 
and promises are poor antidotes 
for pain. Society is like a monu- 
mental   building   project. 

Then the arch stands strong as 
all   the 

massed   pressing   parts   of   the 
arch 

and loose as any sag or spread 

So long as each piece does its 
work 

the   arch   is   alive,   singing,   a 
restless choral. 

When   the  People  move  the  arch 
will   crumble. 

The People, Yes is a private 
thought that came somehow to 
be put into words and scrawled 
• ■li paper. It is not the planned 
and measured regularity of con- 
ventional poetry, but the freest 
of free verse. The result is a 
feeling of free-and-easy random- 
ness. Sentences range from long 
B n d complex, trailing ragged 
ends of unfinished thought, to 
cryptic fragments. The old folk- 
tales, the stories of origin, the 
musing and philosophizing are 
recorded in flowing long lines; 
hut the bits of wisdom, the cruel 
indictments are spit out in nar- 
row, hard bites. The forms of the 
poem are the forms of expres- 
sion used by its subject — the 
long easy phrases of love and 
the quick cutting fragments of 
fear  anil   hate. 

Sandburg's language is the 
language of the People, not the 
flowery imagery associated with 
poetry. Thought, not language, 
is his focal point; so, he avoids 
the use of unusual words. His 
only indulgences are the use of 
odd hyphenated compounds and 
the occasional use of nouns as 
adjjectives. The predominant 
figurative methods are metaphor, 
not those of a poet seeking beau- 
ty, but those of a man seeking 
to be  understood. 

The guitar is silent now. The 

song has ended but the story 

goes on. The final chord is a 

seventh, one that denies finality 

and leads to resolution. But The 

People, Yes offers no resolution. 

The March of the People will 

endure forever and the song dies 

on a note of motion: 

In the night, and overhead a 

shovel of stars for keeps, the 

people  march: 

"Where to?   What  next?" 

•All quotations are from the 193G 

edition of The  People. Yes,  pub- 

lished   by   Harcourt,   Brace   and 

Company. 
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Augustinian Influence in Monastic Historiography     D°»™ c°m<*°" 
Medieval monks loved history. 

One reason for this is that they 
found in it a source of religious 
inspiration.1 Obviously, they 
would not find all kinds of his- 
tory equally inspiring, hut the 
kind which they knew could be, 
and it was. It was a specifically 
monastic historiography, a Chris- 
tian "divine epic." * It was 
grounded in patristic thought 
and never broke with it; there- 
fore, the source of this special 
historiography must be sought in 
the Church fathers. After the 
Bible, the most important in- 
fluence on Christian thought was 
probably St. Augustine's De 
Civitate Dei3 which was the 
"first definitive formulation of 
the medieval mind,"4 and which 
did much to shape the medieval 
conception of history. This paper 
is to examine certain of those 
elements which link this great 
patristic work to the monastic 
historiography of the twelfth 
century. However since this per- 
iod produced such a vast amount 
of historical writing, The Eccles- 
iastical History of England and 
Normandy by Ordericus Vitalis 
wil be taken as a representative 
chronicle, for it includes the 
three major forms of medieval 
historiography: ecclesiastical his- 
tory, secular history, and hagio- 
graphy. 

Before men write they must 
have a reason for writing. To 
the patristic and medieval writ- 
ers the chief purpose was to 
glorify God. Augustine wrote: 
". . . what I write, I write for 
the glory of the city of God, that 
... it may shine with a brighter 
lustre."5 He, as other patrisic 
writers, had another purpose; 
history became an apology for 
the doctrine they held.' Similarly, 
all medieval history was "edify- 
ing"; the purpose was practical.7 

The major concern was that it il- 
lustrate a moral lesson by which 
men might be instructed. "It is 
everyman's duty to be daily 
learning how he ought to live, by 
having the examples of the an- 
cient worthies ever before his 
eyes . . . [some] therefore in- 
quire into history . . . and set a 
high value on whatever can profit 
a  well disposed mind."* 

One of the most significant and 
apparent themes linking De Civi- 
tate Dei and monastic historiog- 
raphy is that of providence. His- 
tory is seen as a play in which 
the "script is written before the 
play is played";' it is written and 
directed  by  God,  "preordaining" 
and    guiding   the    course    of 
events.1*   Every  life   and   action, 
however    insignificant,    assumes 
an importance in that it plays a 
greater   or   lesser   part   in   the 
providence of God.11 Neither good 
nor    evil    can    impede    it,    and 
neither angels nor men, by their 
efforts, can alter it11 Augustine 
believed    that    not    only    good 
things    but   also    bad    come 
from God, all forming a part of 
His   providence.1*   The   medieval 
writings  are  full  of affirmation 
of  this.  For example,  Ordericus 
on  one occasion states: "Calam- 
ity involved both the victors and 
their  victims  in  the  same  toils, 
prostrating  them   alternately  by 
the sword, pestilence, and famine, 
according to the dispensations of 
the     Almighty     Disposer    of 

events."14 However there is dis- 
agreement between Augustine 
and medieval historians concern- 
ing man's knowledge of God's 
providence and His purposes be- 
hind it. Augustine viewed history 
only as the unfolding of uni- 
versal principles and the divine 
plan, but "discovers" nothing 
from it.15 He believed that the 
historian should recognize events 
only as part of the overall plan, 
not presume to know God's rea- 
sons,16 except "in so far as it has 
seemed good to Hirn to explain 
[them]," because His hidden 
purposes are beyond the sphere 
of human knowledge.17 But the 
monastic historians did this very 
thing which Augustine censured 
as "foolish and dangerous"; they 
tried to discover God's reason for 
every occurrence,18 and, of course, 
to derive a moral from it to "in- 
struct the docile minds of the in- 
habitants of earth."1* 

"The glorious city of God is 
my theme . . . [and] the earthly 
city . . . ruled by its lust of 
rule."20 So began De Civitate Dei, 
and with it began dualism in his- 
torical thought with the distinc- 
tion of the two cities.21 The two 
cities are "spontaneous" socie- 
ties,21 "mystical entities" that 
cannot be "actually realized in 
time and place."23 They are de- 
scribed by Augustine as: Two 
cities (that) have been formed 
by two loves: the earthly for the 
love of self even to the contempt 
of God: the heavenly by the love 
of God even to the contempt of 
self.24 . . . both alike enjoy tem- 
poral good things, or are afflict- 
ed with diverse faith, diverse 
hope, and diverse love until they 
must be separated at the last 
judgment, and each receive her 
own end, of which there is no 
end.25 

The creation of the angels was 
the beginning of the heavenly 
city ** and the fall of the rebel- 
lious angels began the earthly 
city. Therefore there' are two 
communities of angels based 
upon their wills which are either 
good or voluntarily depraved.*7 

Not only angels, but men are di- 
vided by wills and loves into two 
cities. Men and angels together 
form the cities; the fallen angels 
and evil men unite to form the 
earthly city, the faithful angels 
and good men to form the city 
of God.28 Augustine never per- 
emptorily condemns the earthly 
city for it has a purpose.2* It 
provides examples to the mem- 
bers of the city of God; for ex- 
ample, the good should observe 
how the earthly city is loved by 
its members for its temporal 
glory and love the city of God 
all the more for its more perfect 
glory.10 Moreover, the members 
of the city of God must live in 
the earthly city while on earth, 
and become part of it physically, 
Secause being human, they too 
nust use the material goods for 

which the earthly city exists.21 

Therefore the earthly city can- 
jhot be all bad. It is useful and 
has its own order; it must be "re- 
spected, defended and main- 
tained," especially as the mem- 
bers of the city of God are part 
of it physically and benefit from 
it.22 But Augustine stressed that 
while the cities are mingled 
physically,   "spiritually   and 

morally" they are separate and 
cannot mix.53 Thus cvtas 
terrena does not mean simply 
"the city of this world," but 
rather the low, "the fallen city" 
as corresponds to the fallen 
angels, its founders.34 For Aug- 
ustine, history had indeed become 
a divine epic, a conflict between 
"Good" and "Kvil" with the 
former the assured victor in the 
end.35 

The Middle Ages retained this 
ideal of the two cities, this dual- 
ism of thought, as the foundation 
of its historical outlook, and De 
Civitate Dei became the ideal of 
the medieval world36 and its 
guiding principle. However, a 
difficulty in interpretation arose. 
Augustine never intended either 
city to represent any earthly in- 
stitution which actually exist- 
ed;37 they were mystical cities. 
But as such, De Civitate Dei was 
too subtle, too metaphysical, 
even too "meta-historical" for 
most medieval historians to deal 
with in its pure form.36 There 
fore, this concept of the mystical 
cities became somewhat debased 
and materialized; the city of 
God was identified with the 
Church and the earthly city 
with the state, or with secular 
life  in  general.59 

Once given this concession, the 
Church pressed the logic of De 
Civitate Dei and arrived at the 
ideal of a theocratic state.40 The 
state was viewed as something 
of a necessary evil, which was, 
however, limited in power and 
which had but limited and tem- 
poral ends. The state always had 
to be subordinate to that "more 
universal society," that is, to the 
Church is the representative of 
God on earth.41 Who governed 
the state did not really matter; it 
was immaterial under whose rule 
"a dying man lives" as long as 
the ruler did not compel his sub- 
jects to do things contrary to 
the laws of God.42 In the death- 
bed speech of William the Con- 
queror, as reported by Ordericus, 
William says that one of his 
greatest merits as a ruler was 
that, "I have never injured the 
Church of God, which is our 
mother, but have always paid 
her . . . due honor."43 Ordericus 
spent pages and pages praising 
rulers who submitted to the 
Church and condemning those 
who would not. The medieval 
world believed that this was the 
normal order of things, and that 
this was so because states were 
divinely instituted and thus 
should be subject to the Church 
as God's representative. Augus- 
tine supports the belief that God 
alone is the Dispenser of King- 
doms and power,44 and that these 
kingdoms are guided by His 
providence.45 

In the same speech mentioned 
above, William I emphasized 
that what he received in Eng- 
land, he did so by "the grace of 
God" alone,4* and then continued 
later, "I appoint no one my heir 
to the crown of England, but 
leave it to the disposal of the 
Eternal Creator . . . who order- 
eth all things . . ." because hav- 
ing received it all from God, he 

'did not "dare . . . leave it to 
any but God alone."47 But al- 
though the state was ideally to 
be subordinate to the Church, be- 
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cause of this theological aspect 
of even secular history, it as- 
sumed a special "dignity and 
significance"48 from its part in 
the   great   epic  of  God. 

Another link between De Civ- 
itate Dei and the monastic his- 
tories is the theme of divine 
justice in human affairs. From 
Jewish tradition the Christian 
writers adopted the idea of God 
rewarding the good and punish- 
ing the unjust. This greatly in- 
f 1 u e n c e d medieval histories.49 

Augustine saw this justice as an 
integral part of God's design:" 
. . . from that man (Adam) all 
men were to be derived —■ some 
of them to be associated with 
the good angels in their reward, 
others with the wicked in punish- 
ment; all being ordered by the 
secret yet just judgment of 
God."50 The idea of this ultimate 
separation and judgment was, of 
course, also found in the mon- 
astic chroniclers:" . . . tares . . . 
among the wheat ... so sons of 
Belial are mingled in the com- 
pany of the faithful, until at the 
time predestined . . . (they will 
be) strictly subjected to the 
punishment they deserve."51 The 
temporal city is also rewarded 
for its virtues with temporal re- 
wards; the glory of the Roman 
Empire was such a reward.52 

The disasters which befall peo- 
ple in this world are traceable 
to their sins.53 Ordericus, like 
most chroniclers of the period, 
was very sensitive to the faults 
and moral decay of the people 
and the Church, and he did not 
scruple about pointing them 
out:54 The divine law was every- 
where violated . . . ecclesiastical 
discipline . . . became relaxed . . . 
Murders were wretchedly fre- 
quent, men's hearts were stimu- 
lated to evil by . . . passion, and 
they were hurried off in crowds 
to   hell.55 

On another occasion: ". . . (in- 
fidel nations) by God's permis- 
sion, devastated . . . Christian 
countries . . . for the sins of the 
faithful . . ."** The thousands 
slain at the Battle of Hastings 
were written off as "the numer- 
ous sinners in both armies" who 
were "punished in various ways" 
by "Almighty God."*7 There were 
temporal rewards for the faith- 
ful; for example, God gave the 
victory at Durrazo to the "small, 
but faithful and resolute, band 
of pilgrims from the West . . ."** 
However, not all instances of di- 
vine justice in the chronicles are 
of such major proportions as 
Hastings and "people hurried off 
in crowds to hell."** Ordericus 
relates the story of a crow which 
nested near the monastery and 
stole eggs from the m o n k s' 
kitchen. They prayed that God 
might "avenge" them of their 
"enemy" and the crow was 
"forthwith found dead under the 
tree . . ."•* Augustine's lofty 
concepts had perhaps suffered 
a bit by this point, but it is an 
eloquent testimony to the simple 
faith of the people, and if they 
found it edifying, that was the 
point of the history anyway. 

God's vengeance on impious 
crows brings us to the next 
theme common to De Civitate 
Dei and the monastic histor- 
iography: the diabolical and the 
miraculous.   Although   Augustine 

did not, of course, originate the 
idea of the supernatural, it is a 
predominant factor in his work, 
and his wholehearted acceptance 
of the tradition handed to him 
certainly did nothing to check 
the great enthusiasm of the 
Middle Ages for diabolical and 
miraculous occurrences. Demons 
were very real to Augustine; 
they were believed to be the 
false gods of the Romans, and 
Ordericus wrote of those who 
worshipped "Thor and Frea . . . 
false gods, or rather demons."61 

It was believed that demons 
could disguise themselves as 
good angels and deceive men 
even in "their noblest mo- 
ments."62 Augustine lame n t e d 
the fact that we cannot mingle 
as freely with the good angels 
as with the bad and considered 
this "a great misery of human 
life."63 The medieval historians 
assigned all sorts of mischief to 
Satan and the demons from caus- 
ing "violent hostilities (to break 
out) between the French and the 
Normans,"*4 to tempting St. 
Guthlac to fast "like ... the 
Egyptian fathers."65 They were 
also useful for giving curious 
churchmen something to think 
about in the form of cryptic 
oracles; for example, the one 
delivered to Gerbert (later Pope 
Silvester II): "Transit ab R. 
Gerbertus ad R. post papa 
vigens  R."*6 

But all was not diabolical. The 
medieval historians showed an 
"amiable credulity' and all "dealt 
in miracles,"*7 saintly visitations, 
angelic interventions, and visions. 
To Augustine, the angels simply 
"were"—their existence was at- 
tested by scripture and that set- 
tled the matter.** Similarly, to 
the medieval monks "the saints 
whose cult they celebrate, are . . . 
intimate friends . . . [and] think- 
ing about the angels comes natu- 
rally ..."•* Ordericus relates 
that Theoderic, who frequently 
exposed himself to the cold, found 
a "cloak of dazzling whiteness" 
lying on the altar as he was pre- 
paring for Mass; he put it on 
"Not doubting that it was placed 
there by no human hands but by 
the ministry of angels . . . "7* 
Angels and saints were kept very 
busy in the Middle Ages leading 
hermits to choice hermitages, 
pointing out relics that were hid- 
den, helping to steal those that 
were not,71 appearing in visions 
either to reprimand or to encour- 
age, healing people, and doing 
various odd jobs as the need 
arose, such as replacing the 
heads of newly martyred saints 
and keeping the toads out of the 
town of Evreaux.72 Again, all of 
this is no doubt something less 
than Augustine's great intellec- 
tual concept of the two cities and 
struggle between good and evil, 
but it remains true enough in 
its basic assumptions, especially 
in the activities of demons, to 
claim the authority of St. Augus- 
tine for support. 

The predominantly religious 
approach which medieval histori- 
ography inherited from De Civi- 
tate Dei tended to distort and 
limit it;73 it was marked by an 
extreme preoccupation with 
morals and was non-rationalis- 
tic.74 Augustine's view of secular 

Continued on Pago 11 
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history, "where the dead are suc- 
ceeded by the dying,"75 was de- 
tached. Secular history was less 
important than the history of 
the two cities which can never 
be fully known by man. If it had 
any importance, it was because 
certain aspects of the earthly 
city could be more or less traced 
through it,76 and, more important, 
because     it     demonstrated     the     hut it nnU LTZZt! 

t   r*   . 77   »•                           n woul(1 be unjust to require 
e   of   God.77   Moreover.     that   ti,„„„ u_    a , 

annahstic. It was universal; it 
included both ecclesiastical and 
secular history and was full of 
lively sketches, describing every 
class of people. Yet for all its 
originality,    it    is    inconceivable 

Cod, (Chicago, 1952), I. 35. 
■Henry Taylor, The Medieval 

Mind (London, 1938), vol. 1, p. 
80. Taylor goes on to say: "The 
Civitete Dei is the crowning ex- 
ample of the drastic power with 

without the tradition of Augus- which the Church Fathers con- 
t.ne^ behind it. Some of Augus- formed the data of human un- 
tine s concepts have  indeed been     derstanding into a substantiation 
somewhat   modified    and   mater 
ialized in the medieval histories 

province ox uo«." Moreover, that these monks, though very 
Augustine was unconcerned about fine scholars, should measure up 
secular h.story because he saw to the genius of Augustine. Their 
■ n it no progress. "It was the writings, even where not ex- 
spectacle of mankind perpetually p,icjtiv, implicity foIlow his ,ea<1 

chasing ,ts own tail."7" Actually, and are groun(lp(i ,„ his th      M 

Augustine's historical theory was 
beyond the scope of history; it 
was meta-historical.79 The monks 
also   tended   to   neglect   history, 

The two cities seem to have been 
ever in the minds of the monks 
as they wrote. No doubt this ideal 
of the struggle between good and 

not  only  for  these   reasons,  but     evil  had been so thoroughly  in- 
again, because they sought moral     culcated by  their entire way  of 

lite   that   it   was  simply an  un- isons,0" and other forms of 
history, especially hagiography, 
were better suited to this, al 
though as handled by them, secu- 
lar history, too, was rife with 
moral lessons. They included 
countless church dedications, pro- 
cessions, transferal of relics, cor- 
onations, and such "as if they 
had universal historical reper- 
cussions or . . . deserved to be 
remembered    for   ever."81 

One of the weaknesses of De 
Civitate Dei is the long allegor- 
izing    passages.    Medieval    his- 

conscious response and an auto- 
matic classification of the facts 
presented to them, yet still the 
credit must go to Augustine. The 
other themes, such as divine jus- 
tice, though not originated by 
Augustine, are prominent themes 
throughout De Civitate Dei, and 
ideas so amplified by Augustine 
and backed by his immense 
authority would certainly occupy 
a comparable place in the 
thought, and consequently, in the 
writings,   of   the   monks.     They 

torians, looking  back  to the  pa- have inherited from  his a philo- 
tristic   tradition,   were   very   in- sophy, or  perhaps  rather a the- 
clined to find allegories, figures, ology, of history which fills and 
symbols, and prophecies in every- animates  their work. 
thing ,and they carried this ten- 
dency to great excesses.82 This 
however was partially the result 
of the problem of how to handle 
"inspired" documents; to treat 
them  critically  would  have  been 

It is sometimes objected that 
their histories are unreliable, be- 
ing based as much on fiction as 
on fact, which is, of course, true 
to a degree. But anyone who 
makes this assertion, and rejects 

impious,   so   elaborate   allegories     the histories on this  ground, un- 
were devised to explain them.85 

Historical criticism as a whole 
faced two difficulties. The first 
of these was with sources. Both 
patristic and medieval writers 
had to rely chiefly on oral re- 
ports and witnesses because writ- 
ten records were difficult to ac- 
quire and, especially with the 
chroniclers, often the history be- 
ing written was contemporary 
and there simply would not be 
many written sources.84 The 
second problem was credulity. 
The traditions of the past were 
simply accepted, though the writ- 
ers tended to be more critical 
of their own age. The chroniclers 
tried to be as scientific in spirit 
as possible, warning against be- 
lieving in dubious miracles, and 
using original documents when- 
ever they could.89 The weakness 
was also due to a lack of interest 
in being critical.8* The aim, not 
only of the monastic historians, 
but also of Augustine was a 
moral interpretation of the facts 
presented by history; the aim 
was not that of a modern his- 
torian.87 "To expect from Augus- 
tine] a historical criticism of em- 
pirical facts would be as much 
"Ut of place as to expect from a 
modern   historian   an   interest   in 

derstands neither the Middle 
Ages nor the spirit in which 
these histories were written. 
Their pious fictions were not de- 
liberate or malicious falsifica- 
tion of fact; in fart, to the monks 
and their audiences they were 
not fiction. As the purpose of 
these histories was admittedly 
edification, they, no doubt, ac- 
complished their aim, and quite 
admirably. This being the case, 
does it really matter if they cre- 
ated a few pious stories in which 
the devil received a sound drub- 
bing and the saints showed an 
interest in man with all his prob- 
lems? Rather than criticizing 
them for this, it would seem 
more reasonable to thank them 
for the vast amount of informa- 
tion they have preserved. For 
after all, they were not written 
to please us. It is not modern 
history. Yet it is history none- 
theless, history in their own 
terms as they saw it. And it 
seems hardly better or worse 
than modern history; it is only 
very different. Let us not blame 
the twelfth century for not being 
the   twentieth. 
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son's arguments to prove that 
this earthly city-state and city 
of God ■ Church parallel could 
not possibly hold true is that, 
according to Augustine, the two 
cities will finally be completely 
separated at the judgment, and 
"what is to remain will obviously 
not be the Church, on the one 
hand, and the State, on the other 
. . .'! (pp. 180-181). He is no 
doubt right, but the fact re- 
mains that the Middle Ages did 
interpret  it   this  way. 

♦"Durant, p.  73. 
■"Dawson,  p.  76. 
"Augustine, V. 17. 

♦'Ordericus, vol. 2, p. 411. 
However, this is not quite true. 
Despite what he says, he had 
been known to devastate 
churches, as for example, Order- 
icus notices one such incident 
only a few pages before (p. 401). 

■St.   Augustine,   The   City    of     However  the   footnote   there  as- 
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sures us that it "weigh (ed) on 
his conscience in his last hours"; 
at least his words professed the 
medieval ideal. But he did do 
much positive good, such as hav- 
ing such capable prelates as Lan- 
franc of Canterbury and Anselm, 
abbot of Bee, elected. 

♦•Augustine,  IV. 33. 
♦Mbid., V. II. 
♦■Ordericus, vol.  2, p. 410. 
"Ibid., vol. 2, p. 413. Again, 

William I didn't mean exactly 
what he said, though again ex- 
pressing a medieval ideal. For 
he later adds how nice it would 
be were it God's will that his 
son William Rufus succeed to 
the throne, and shortly after 
just flatly says that he shall, pp. 
413-414. 

♦■Alan Richardson, History 
Sacred and Profane (London, c. 
1964),  p.  64. 

49Benoit M. Lacroix, "The No- 
tion of History of Early Medieval 
Historians" Medieval Studies, X, 
(1948), p. 220. 

■•Augustine, XII. 27. 
"Ordericus, vol. 1, p. 402. 
^Augustine,  V.   15. 
"Ibid.,   1.   8-9. 
MHe was especially disturbed 

by pointed-toe shoes. They are 
"shaped like scorpions' tails . . . 
a fashion almost all . . . are won- 
derfully taken with ... in former 
times, shoes with rounded toes, 
fitted . . were in common use . . . 
now men . . . sought in their 
pride fashions . . . which ac- 
corded with their perverse habits 
... a debauched fellow . . . in- 
troduced . . . filling the points 
of the shoes with tow and turn- 
ing them up like a ram's horn 
..." This goes on and on. He 
was also scandalized by men 
wearing beards, "tokens of their 
filthy lust." Vol. 1, pp. 477-478. 

■■Ordericus, vol. 2, p. 27. 
"Ibid., vol. 2, p. 385. This was 

c.  1087. 
■Hbid., vol.   1,  p.  486. 
MIbid., vol. 2, p. 359. At the 

Battle of Durazzo the Normans 
under Robert Guiscard defeated 
the emperor Alexius of the 
Byzantine Empire, Oct. 15, 1081. 

■•Ibid.,  v.  note  no.   55. 
■"Ibid., vol.  2,  pp.  281-282. 
■'Ibid., vol. 2, p. 24. 
62Roy Wesley Battenhouse, ed., 

Companion to the Study of St. 
Augustine (New York, 1955), p. 
272. 

"Augustine, XIX.  9. 
■♦Ordericus, vol. 1, p. 425. 

■■Ibid., vol. 2, p. 89. The out- 
come of this curious incident is 
rather amusing: St. Guthlac "to 
show his contempt of them (i.e. 
the demons) proceeded to eat a 
piece of barley-bread." Even the 
saints had a sense of humor, 
though actually facting "like the 
Egyptian fathers" does not sound 
just too "tempting" to begin 
with. 

■■Ibid., vol. 1, p. 145. "Trans- 
lated from R you will still be R 
and as pope shall be R." Order- 
icus goes on to explain: "This 
oracle was too obscure to be 
then understood, but we clearly 
see that after a while it was 
fulfilled, for Gerbert passed from 
the see of Rheims to that of 
Ravenna, and was afterward 
elected pope at Rome." The foot- 
note to this passage indicates 
that the Latin version given by 
Ordericus differs slightly from 
the one usually given. 

67Durant, p. 1019. 
"Versfeld, p.  18. 
■9I^clerq,   p.   159. 

"Ordericus, vol. 1, p. 387. The- 
oderic was the first abbot of St. 
Evroult, the monastery of Order- 
icus. 

"Ibid., vol. 2, p. 392. However, 
in instances of such magnitude 
as the theft of really important 
relics, God himself might take 
matters in hand. In the example 
cited, St. Nicholas of Myra ac- 
tually only helped out on the 
journey homeward after his rel- 
ics had been stolen; it was God 
who saw to the thieves' success. 
The sailors who planned to steal 
the relics decided that perhaps 
they should not do so after all 
and started to turn back, but 
God would not have them falter 
in the pious desire to have the 
relics of so great a saint as St. 
Nicholas of Myra. So He aent 
contrary winds which drove the 
vessel from its course and forced 
it to Myra. The sailors then de- 
cided that it was so obviously 
God's will that they steal the 
relics that they had better go 
through with it, which they ac- 
cordingly did with a proper dis- 
play of zeal — and deceit. This 
at least is the version or Orderi- 
cus. The entire story is in vol. 2, 
pp. 384-395. 

"Ibid, vol. 2, p. 136. 
"Barnes, p.  57. 
74I^croix, p. 223. 
"Augustine,   V.   14. 
"Henry Taylor, The Classical 

Heritage of the Middle Ages 
(New York,  1958), p. 218. 

"Cantor,  p.  98. 
"Dawson, p. 71. But this is 

not the cycle theory of the 
Greeks which Augustine em- 
phatically rejected on theological 
grounds;   v.  Augustine, Xll.   13. 

79Cantor,  pp. 98-99. 
■°I>eclerq,   p.   160. 
■'Ibid. 
wMaitin Cyril D'Arcy, The 

Sense of History (I,ondon, 1959), 
p. 246. 

■'Barnes,  p. 43. 
MLacroix, p. 222. 
■■Leclerq, pp. 160-161. Leclerq 

admits with regret that some 
documents were forged and sto- 
ries fabricated but believes that 
the number has teen greatly ex- 
aggerated. He explains that one 
reason for this practice may have 
been one of protection, for even 
the plundering, pillaging feudal 
lord would be hesitant about pro- 
faning a place hallowed by mir- 
acles or saintly visitation." p. 
162. 

■■Collingwood,  p.  56. 
■'Frederick Copleston, A His- 

tory of Philosophy (New York, 
1962),   p.   101. 

MKarl Lowith, Meaning in 
History   (Chicago,  1949), p. 71. 

NVersfeld,  p.  21. 
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A Woman's Guide to Happy 
By   Joyce   Htgmin 

In the "olden" days, when cars 
had high  roofs, each had a wide 
shelf  stretching   from   the   back 
seat  to  the  rear  window   which 
was  just   the   right   length   and 
width for a child about five years 
old.   I   remember   traveling   for 
miles in a prone position on such 
a shelf, counting telephone poles 
in  the  daytime,   stars  at  night, 
while  strings  of  those   words   I 
wasn't  supposed  to  hear drifted 
from  the  driver's  seat  to  warm 
my young ears.  For my  father, 
who   is   quite   excitable,   would 
loudly berate every other driver 
who   was   on   the   road   at   the 
time,   my   mother   who   was   us- 
ually   scanning   the   wrong   side 
of the  map  anxiously  trying to 
pin   point   our  current   mis-loca- 
tion,   and   the   member   of   the 
family who had suggested we go 
wherever we were presently try- 
ing  to  go.   And,   I   recall,   when 
we ran out of gas or something 
went   wrong   with   the   car,   my 
mother would whisk us across the 
highway   out   of  my   father's 
voice   range   to    look    for   blue 
bonnets  —  even   in   the   winter. 
Maybe    such    happenings    began 
to    strain    family    relationships, 
or perhaps  my  mother  one  day 
overheard   me  utter  one   of  the 
expletives   I -had   picked   up   on 
such an excursion, but for some 
reason,    family   trips   began   to 
consist   only   of   places   we   had 
been to before with fair success 
— which  severely  limited  us to 
places within an eighty-mile ra- 
dius  consisting  of  Houston   and 
Galveston to the north and east, 
some  inconsequential  hamlets to 
the west, and a lot of Gulf water 
to the south of our home in Lake 
Jackson,  Texas. 

As I began to travel with my 
girl   friends   and   observe   their 
fathers'  driving  or  as   I   sat   in 
the  front   seats  of  school  buses 
and   listened   to   the   mutterings 
ot the bus drivers, and later, as 
I   went   out   on   dates,   and   still 
later,   as   I   began   making   the 
three-hundred-mile    trip    from 
Lake  Jackson   to   TCU   in   Fort 
Worth,  I   noticed   that   many  of 
the  nicest   men,  like  my  father, 
became short-tempered ogres and 
map-reading   maniacs   the   mo- 
ment they were confronted with 
the   problem   of   traveling   from 
one   point   to   another.   It   seems 
to  me  that  most  men  have  not 
yet developed the art of leisurely, 
pleasant traveling that is an in- 
herent   characteristic   of   numer- 
ous members of the opposite sex. 

As an  example  of the  art of 
gracious   traveling,   I   recall   the 
afternoon   that  I  and  two  other 
female members of the editorial 
board   of   our   college   magazine 
set  out  for  a  printing company 
on  West Vickery Street.  I knew 
of a Vickery Street but I didn't 
know whether it was West Vick- 
ery Street or not and the one I 
knew had  only a  few  saloons, a 
Mexican   fruit   stand,   a   railroad 
switching   station,   and   a   truck- 
stop-type   cafe   where   railroad 
workers eat,  making  it,  I  guess, 
a train stop. A printing company 
wouldn't   be   in   such  a   neighbor- 
hood,   we   logically   reasoned,   so 
we   took   off  in   the   opposite  di- 
rection.   Half  an   hour   later   we 
were   still    searching    for    West 
Vickery. Though it went against 
my grain,  I eventually suggested 
that   we   look   up   West   Vickery 
on a map. hut the driver answer- 

ed that she never carried the 
things, and, besides, it was such 
a lovely day for driving, and 
everyone knows that it's much 
more fun to chance upon a place 
by accident — sort of serendip- 
ity, you know. The other rider 
also pointed out that by driving 
through the sleazy sections of 
town, as we had been, we were 
getting a first-hand idea of the 
poverty in Fort Worth that had 
been hidden from us all these 
years by the affluent neighbor- 
hoods surrounding TCU. We all 
agreed that it had been a valu- 
able experience, indeed, as we 
pulled up only forty-five minutes 
latee at the printer's shop which 
was nestled between the Mexican 
fruit stand and the truck-stop/ 
train-stop on West Vickery 
Street. 

Contrast this pleasant excur- 
sion with the one I ventured 
upon shortly afterwards. I was 
in Dallas visiting Rebecca, one 
of my high-school friends who 
was newly married and had re- 
cently moved to the city. After 
an enjoyable weekend I merrily 
repacked my bag in preparation 
for the equally nice ride they 
had offered me back to Fort 
Worth. However, when I walked 
into their living room with my 
luggage in hand, I discovered, to 
my horror, Becky's husband sit- 
ting on the floor with maps 
spread around h i m, carefully 
plotting our trip. I was wounded 
that he did not think me capa- 
ble of directing him the short 
distance from Dallas to Fort 
Worth. It is a simple enough 
route, to be sure. All one needs 
to do is get in his car and drive 
around until he finds one of 
those little red and blue shield- 
shaped signs that point to the 
turnpike, then follow the arrow 
on it, get on the turnpike, and 
Voila! twenty minutes later he 
will be in Fort Worth. If he does 
not find any turnpike signs after 
fifteen minutes of random driv- 
ing, however, he should ask di- 
rections from the man beside him 
at the next light. Nothing could 
be easier. But Becky's husband 
had a different idea; he didn't 
want to take the turnpike. By 
his route there would be no toll 
charges and actually it was a 
shorter distance from the apart- 
ment that way, he said, pointing 

all this out on a map. I nodded 
and said, "I see," though I really 
didn't because maps are just a 
mess of spaghetti to me, and 
then we began our journey. Forty 
minutes and two wrong turns 
later, Wayne was making cutting 
statements to me like, after all, 
I should know something about 
where we were since I'd lived 
in the area for three years and 
if I'd open my eyes once in a 
while . . . and so forth. Rebecca 
made the mistake of defending 
me and Wayne began making 
nasty little remarks about her, 
too, which resulted in the first 
serious quarrel they had had 
since the wedding. 

I know another man, a million- 
aire, who got angry at the 
stewardess while boarding a 
plane oncp and ordered his beau- 
tiful, dignified wife to stand 
in front of the plane and prevent 
it from taking off until he got 
the kind of service he demanded. 

Women, on the other hand, take 
traveling much more good- 
naturedly. 

*    *    * 
Girls are superior travel- 

ing companions'. Witness the 
time that it was my turn to 
drive and I was entering the 
Pennsylvania turnpike. To- get 
on it, you first drive on a wind- 
ing, innocuous-looking driveway- 
type thing. Its looks are decep- 
tive. I was merrily winding my 
way toward the turnpike when I 
realized that I was curving 
though the road had suddenly 
gone straight, and Terry Temp- 
est was presently speeding to- 
ward the right shoulder of the 
road and some roadmarkers. I 
pulled the wheel hard to the left 
and immediately found myself 
speeding toward the left shoul- 
der of the road and some road 
markers. Pulling the wheel 
sharply to the right I noticed 
myself speeding toward — well 
you guess. This went on for 
hours — it must have been hours. 
The whole time the tires were 
squealing and books, cameras, 
and fresh fruit were flying about 
the car, thudding against the 
heads of my swaying fellow trav- 
elers. Finally I saw on open 
space where there were no road 
markers and where the shoulder 
didn't dip steeply off from the 
road.   I   headed   Terry   toward   it 

and brought him to stop in a 
quiet little pasture. Did my 
friends castigate me, call me a 
"Woman Oliver," curse and exile 
me to the back seat forever? No, 
they just sat there in stunned 
silence. Finally I asked, "What 
did   I   do  wrong?" 

"You took the curve too fast." 
Surilda  said  quietly. 

"Oh." 

We remained there awhile — 
staring straight ahead — until 
a big truck lumbered by bearing 
in Old English script the name 
"Setegast Coffin Company" and 
a low black-humorous laugh 
spread through the car. Then we 
charged   onward. 

Now please don't misunder- 
stand me. I think men are just 
dandy when they aren't right in 
the car with me. There are plenty 
of times that I couldn't have 
gone any plare without them. 
I'm thinking specifically of the 
time my roommate Barbara and 
I and our friend Jayne decided 
to take the weekend off from 
our studies and go camping in 
Arkansas. We borrowed Jayne's 
boyfriend's rickety old Chevrolet 
and synchronized our watches to 
leave Friday at 4:30 p.m. on the 
dot. And by 6:00 Friday evening 
we finally had the trunk loaded 

with sleeping bags, air mattress- 

es, cooking utensils, food, clothes, 

and guitars. Jayne had just 

slammed the trunk lid shut when 

I noticed it—the lumpy-pancake- 

looking thing where our left rear 

tire  should  have  been. 

Up came the trunk lid; out 

came the guitars, clothes, food, 

cooking utensils, air mattresses, 

sleeping bags, and finally, the 

spare tire — which we didn't 

know how to put on. There was 

only one thing to do: walk 

around with woe-is-us expres- 

sions on our faces. This we did 

and soon someone's father who 

was waiting to pick his daughter 

up at our dorm came to our res- 

cue. He managed to get the car 

jacked up; then a boy came from 

the back of the school cafeteria 

and  changed   the   tire  with   such 
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artistry that he didn't even 
wrinkle or smudge his starchy 
white   bus-boy  jacket. 

Off we drove again, even more 
ecstatic about men. Then our 
third encounter with the opposite 
sex occurred. This time we were 
being pursued by them, but their 
attention wasn't particularly 
flattering since they were police- 
men and we had been going fif- 
teen miles an hour over the 
speed limit. Surely they won't 
give nice, wholesome, all-Ameri- 
can girls on their way camping, 
a ticket, we said as we pulled 
to the side of the road. So Bar- 
bara and I got out of the car 
and hunted wild flowers by the 
flashing red light of the police 
car, while Jayne got the lecture. 
When we returned to the scene 
bearing flowers, we joked with 
the policemen, discussed our 
hometowns, the past college foot- 
ball season, and were feeling 
quite forgiven when one of the 
policemen handed Jayne the tick- 
et and told us he would have 
given us another one for pick- 
ing wild flowers, a state offense, 
but since we were such nice 
girls,  he  wouldn't.  Gee  thanks. 

We were disgruntled after this 
experience, but were magnani- 
mous enough to admit that it 
was good that the policemen 
were doing their duty and that 
maybe they had saved us from 
some kind of bloody accident. Fin- 
ally we arrived at the state park 
in Arkansas where we camped 
next to twenty delightful college 
men and a big fat one blew my 
giant air mattress up in just five 
minutes all by himself. All this 
shows that though men aren't 
as adept as women at traveling, 
they are nice — and necessary— 
to  have around. 

A friend of mine, noticing the 
dichotomy in the nature of men 
traveling and man stable, asked 
her boyfriend to drive his car 
back to school after a vacation 
and let her follow him in her 
car. In this way he would be 
near enough for assistance but 
not enough for annoyance. This 
seemed the ideal solution to the 
problem until my friend was dis- 
tracted by a window display in 

a dress shop: he stopped; she 

didn't; and their bumpers be- 

came romantically and expen- 

sively entwined. 

There is another possible so- 

lution to this problem which I 

haven't yet explored but which 

sounds feasible. When I travel 

by bus, which is an odious way 

to make a long trip, I make it 

bearable by reading one of those 

books I can't put down once I've 

begun (Thomas Hardy novels 

are tremendous bus books) and 

when I've finished it, I simply 

take an adequate dose of sleep- 

ing pills and sleep the remainder 

of the journey. And it works — 

the trip passes like a pleasant 

dream. Thus it seems that if 

you have a man that you want 

to take with you on trips hut 

he isn't travel-broken, you could 

jjust give him an enthralling 

book, some sleeping pills (or an 

antithetic, perhaps,) and do the 

driving   yourself. 
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LINGUISTS IN REVIEW-Spanish students Polly Cox and Tom 
Parker pose for the camera after performing in the Fiesta Gaucha 
Argentina, a program of folk songs and a play, all done in Spanish, 
which was presented Tuesday night. 

Installation Honors 
Sigma Xi Members 

Installation formalities marked 
the induction of the TCU Chapter 
of Sigma Xi into national chapter 
status Monday, with Dr. Arthur 
Ehlmann, president of TCU's 
chapter,   presiding. 

Fifty-one scientists donned cap 
and gown, for formal processional 
and recessional These men are 
charter members of Fort Worth's 
Sigma Xi Club, and are scienti- 
fic or industrial leaders in Fort 
Worth. 

TCU professors who were hon- 
ored were biologists Dr. Russell 
C. Faulkner, Dr. John W. Forsyth, 
Dr. Earl W. Gardner, Dr. Will- 
is G. Hewatt, Dr. Neil C. Hulings, 
Dr. Clifford E. Murphy and Dr. 
Robert H.  Parker. 

Chemists   Dr.   Thomas   W.   Al- 

AF Sergeant 
Reassigned 
To Taiwan 

The Air Force ROTC Depart 
ment is busy making farewells and 
welcomes. 

Farewell is being said to M/Sgt. 
I.ynwod J. Brock who was reas- 
signed to MAAG Headquarters, 
Taipei, Taiwan. He wilJ report for 
duty in June. 

He is being replaced by T/Sgt. 
Robert J. Weldon, who comes to 
TCU after a tour in Alaska. 

Sgt. Brock has been with the 8th 
Air Force AFROTC Detachment 
since November, 1965. Among his 
many duties at TCU were NCOTC 
supply, which is the managing of 
fiscal affairs, and Detachment 
1'hotographer. 

He also coordinated the supply 
activities with the support base and 
was responsible for the acquisition 
of uniforms for the Angel Flight 
and Cadets. 

brecht, Dr. John G. Albright, Dr. 
Henry Hardt, Dr. Joe E. Hodgkins, 
Dr. Henry C. Kelly. Dr. Manfred 
G. Reinecke, Dr. Mark S. Shuman, 
Dr. William B. Smith and Dr. 
William H. Watson were also 
recognized   as   charter   members. 

Also recognized were physicists 
Dr. Leo L. Baggerly, Dr. Charles 
E. Blount, Dr. Palmer L. Edwards, 
Dr. Prem P. Mahendroo, Dr. Jo- 
seph Morgan, Dr. Harrison M. 
Moseley, Dr. Richard F. Raeuchle 
and  Dr.  E.  Leigh Secrest. 

Geologists Dr. Ehlmann, Dr. 
Leo Hendricks, Dr. Edward Heu- 
er and Dr. Jack Walper also were 
honored. 

Those from the Mathematics 
Department honored were D r . 
Landon A. Colquitt, Dr. Charles 
R. Cornbrink, Dr. Charles R. Dee- 
ter, Dr. William M. Faucett, Dr. 
Ben T. Goldbeck, Dr. Olan H. 
Hamilton and Dr. Bobby L. San- 
ders. 

Dr. Malcolm D. Arnoult, Dr. 
James A. Dyal, Dr. Harold W. 
Ludvigson and Dr. Saul B. Sells 
are psychologists who were also 
recognized as charter members of 
Sigma Xi. 

Descant' Known Off Campus 
By CAROL SHUMATE 

The University publication least 
known on campus is well known 
outside. 

Not as available as The Skiff 
or as outspoken as "Perspective," 
the literary journal "Descant" 
Roes relatively Unnoticed. 

One reason may be, paradoxi 
calJy, its professional quality. Few 
students, if any, submit pieces 
suitable   for   publication. 

The mass of contributors arc, 
rather, professional writers—many 
free-lance writers and several writ 
ing or literature teachers. 

The scope of the magazine Ls 
wide, with a circulation of about 
700, and contributors from a 1 1 
over the U.S. as well as many 
foreign countries. 

Winter  Issue 

Contributors to the winter issue 
included a postman in St. Louis, 
a high school teacher in Wisconsin 
and a Chilean college student. 

Descant's editor, Mrs. Betsy Col- 
quitt, is not worried about the 
magazine's relative anonymity, as 
•here is never a dearth of ma- 
terial. 

The assistant professor of Eng- 
lish says she receives approxi- 
mately 30 pieces a week, far more 
than  she could  include. 

Obviously, correspondence is a 
tremendous job. 

Often, two or three rounds of 
letters pass between editor and 
writer before a piece is in a form 
acceptable for inclusion in the 
magazine. 

"The purpose of Descant," says 
Mrs. Colquitt, "is to provide pub- 
lication for works of merit, which 
are non-commercial in nature." 

Its title, as indicated on the 
back cover, is taken from two 
lines of a poem by William But- 
ler Yeats: "it is right... That 
we descant and yet again descant 
Upon the supreme theme of Art 
and Song..." 

Literary Journal 

The literary journal has put it- 
self among the quality literary 
journals in the  country. 

The editor of the Paris Review, 
George Plimpton, sent a letter to 
Mrs. Colquitt this spring request- 
ing some of the magazines' works 
for possible inclusion in an anthol- 
ogy. 

The anthology, sponsored by the 
National Council on Endowment 
for the Arts, will include con- 
temporary   literary   materials. 

Descant is publishing the third 
issue of its  eleventh  (yearly)  vol- 

NEED MONEY? 
Can you sell?  We need college 

representatives. 
QUALITY SPORTSWEAR 

Box  1345 
Lincoln Nebraska 68S01 

Don't take it home, use Hill's... 

FREE 
STORAGE 

That's right, store all your school 
clothes free at Hill's for the 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, it's Hills for all your 
dry cleaning  and laundry   needs. 

Hill's Dry Cleaners 
and BACHELOR LAUNDRY 

2956 W. Berry Next Door to Fire Hall 

ume this week in a special me- 
morial issue dedicated to Dr. Ce- 
cil Brown Williams, chairman of 
the English Department from 1960 
until his death last September. 

The commemorative issue is eo- 
,.,i;t„.i   ndfli   %M.m    Ailnuiftf   *.-•   ~_ 
-•"«■«    *i'u    mil.    L;)ii(iuu   ity    Lira 
Jim Corder and L Moffitt Cecil 
of the  English  Department. 

It is composed of contributions 
from colleagues of Dr Williams 
who knew him through his work 
here and elsewhere. 

One Article 

One of the articles is the essay 
presented by Luther Stearns Man- 
sfield here on Creative Writing 
Day last week, titled, "What is 
American About American Liter- 
ature?" 

Other contributors are Dr. Jam- 
es W. Newcomer, vice chancellor 
for academic affairs, whosi' ar- 
ticle is titled "The College and 
the Retreat from Morality," and 
Dr. Cecil, "This Side of 'Paradise 
Prairie.' " 

A statement of Dr. Williams' 
work in the development of the 
graduate program written by Dr. 
Karl Snyder, and a bibliography 
of Dr. Williams' work prepared 
by Dr Keith Odom are two spec- 
ial  inclusions  in  the  spring  issue. 

Descant appears to be expan 
ing quantity as well as in stature. 
The number ci issues per volume 
has been increased (a summer 
issue has been added), thereby 
increasing the price per issue to 
75 cents,  $2 for the volume. 

Only Editor 

Mrs. Colquitt, who has been the 
magazine's sole editor since 1960, 
is also a wife, mother, teacher 
and writer. 

Her published works include a 
recent article on obscenity and 
censorship in "Vision," three po- 
ems in the "Christian Century 
Reader," and a tetralogy of po- 
ems in the magazine "Crucible" 
pui out by Atlantic Christian Col- 
lege. 

She is one of four faculty mem 
bers on the Honors Program teach- 
ing a sophomore study of world 
literature and a seminar entitled 
"The Nature of Values," desmb 

ed as "a discussion of contempor- 
ary axiology through examination 
of a certain intrinsic values in 
modern literature, art, philosophy 
and religion." 

Besides all this, she edits the 
creative writing publication issued 
each May 03 a supplement to The 
Skiff, which contains the winning 
entries in the Creative Writing 
Contest. 

Journal Publishes 
Reading Article 

The current i.ssue of the "Journ- 
al of Reading" published an art 
icle by Earl Rankin, director of 
TCU's Reading Laboratory, and 
graduate  student   Robert   Tracy. 

The article is titled "Methods 
of Computing and Evaluating Re- 
sidual Gain Scores in the Read- 
ing program." 

PASTEL PORTRAITS 
by 

Barbara goldstein 

FOR MOTHER'S DAY 
WA 3.6772 WA 7 6644 

C3ARSHON** 
DELICATESSEN 

HOT KOSHER CORNBEEF or 
PASTRAMI   SANDWICHES 

We  Also  Carry  a   Full   Line  of  Other   Type   Food 

CARSHON'S CAFE 
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I 
I 
I 
I 
* 

I 
I 

I 
I 
I 
I 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 2700 W. Berry 

WA 3-1018 



THE     SKIFF Friday, May 12, 1947 

'Plain Clothes Heroines7 Applauded 
By SUZY BARBEE 

Sophomore sponsors, those "big 
sisters" to freshman women who 
live in dormitories, were saluted 
recently at a banquet. 

Calling the sponsors the "plain 
clothes heroines of TCU," Dr. 
John W. Smith, professor of Eng- 
lish, addressed the group and 
praised them for adhering to their 
responsibilities. 

He explained that, although they 
expect nothing in return, they are 
rewarded with many friendships. 

Both the current sponsors and 
those selected for the 1967-1968 
year were introduced and given 
keepsake charms. 

New Sponsor* 

New sponsors are LaDonna 
Burk, Cathy Cockrell, Sandra Cox, 
Suzanne Curran, Kitty Sue Dam- 
ron, Dorothy Dohler, Kathy Fal- 

Panhellenic 
Plans Rush 

Activities 
Plans for sorority rush in Sep- 

tember are underway according to 
Anne Manning, Panhellenic pres- 
ident. 

The Panhellenic Council met 
last week to talk about the coming 
rush. Two more meetings have 
been planned before the close of 
school. 

Patty Moore, Panhellenic vice 
president, will be in charge of the 
1967 fall rush. 

Rush will begin a week later 
than previous years, Sept. 11-16. 
The rushees will check into their 
dorms Sept. 10 and will attend 
the open houses the following day. 

Sketches may be performed at 
second and third period parties. So- 
rority preferentials will take place 
Friday night. 

Each rushee must have main- 
tained a "C" average in high 
school and must register for at 
least 12 hours. 

Rush blanks may be picked up 
from the office of the dean of wo- 
men. Deadline for returning these 
blanks is August 15. 

Huge discounts 
with the 
International 
Student ID Card 
Air travel throughout Europe, Israel 
at 60% less. Same huge savings an 
accommodations, admissions, etc. 
The ID Card is a must tor every 
traveling student. 

The Official Student Guide 
to Europe 
Lists student hotels, restaurants. 
discounts, local tours, and complete 
routes, schedules, prices of student 
fights, trains, etc. An essential com- 
panion to the ID Card. $1 95 

Also 
4-Day $31 Expo '67 Tour 

Includes 4 nights' accommodation, 4 
breakfasts, 3 Fipo passes, a French 
dinner, and sightseeing tour of 
Montreal 

U S. National Student Assn . Dept CP 
1355 Westwood Blvd , 
Los Angeles. Calif. 90074 
Please send info on ID Card C The 
Official Guide (payment enclosed! LJ 
Details on E«po '67. C 

Name  

Address  

City    Stltt  
USNSA is non profit for students 

oon and Vield Lynn Forsythe; 
Also Linda Oaines, Diane Golly, 

Susan Guidi, Martha Harrali, Iris 
Holcome, Mary Sue Ivy, Elizabeth 
Lee; 

Jana Long, Kathy McAulay, 
Jan Morris, Cherry Overton, Ann 
Shearer, Gail Shiner, Ann Shirley, 
Laurel Squires, Kristin Steven- 
MMI, Jann Swallow, Marina Gain- 
es and Donna Kay Shearer. 

Alternates are Jeanne Copeland, 
Brenda Hsupt, Martha Hopson 
and Kittie Pike. 

Marilyn Howard, current Juni- 
or Ckxxrdinator for the program, 
and Katliif Barthel, incoming Jun- 
ior Coordinator, were recognized. 

Faculty Adviser 

Miss Deborah Slade, assistant 
dean of women, who will continue 
to serve as faculty adviser, was 
also introduced. 

Suzanne Allen, president of the 
Association of Women Students, 
was given honorary membership 
in the sophomore sponsor pro- 
gram. 

The program, which was organ- 
ized by AWS in the fall of 1964, 
has become an integral part of 
dormitory living—for freshman 
women,  at  least. 

Freshman women's dormitories 
were established in 1963 and the 
following spring, freshman wo- 
men realized the need for older 
girls to live in their dormitories 

Fburteen sophomore sponsors 
were selected to live in Colby D. 
Hall Dormitory the following fall; 
the program has now grown to in- 

clude sponsors living in Waits and 
sections   of   Foster   dormitories. 

Program Objective 

The objective of the program, 
as stated in the application forms 
for sophomore sponsor, is "to help 
the freshman students become ad- 

justed to University life both in 
academic areas and in those ar- 
eas outside the classroom." 

Marilyn Howard explained oth- 
er activities of the sponsor: help- 
ing the house mother maintain or- 
der, helping set up self-govern- 
ment in each dorm and upholding 

Children To Dance 
To Tunes Of Piper 

"The Pied Piper," based o n 
Robert Browning's story and adap- 
ted for children's ballet by the 
TCU Ballet Division, will be pre- 
sented by the Preparatory Bal- 
let Friday at 8 p.m. and Satur- 
day at  10  a.m. 

TCU ballet students will also 
present "Ballet Class" choreogra- 
phed by Fernando Shoffenburg 
division head, at the two perform- 
ances. 

"The Pied Piper" is choreogra- 
phed by Nancy Shaffenburg, di- 
rector of the Preparatory Bal- 
let, which is composed of about 
80 children. 

She is assisted by Barbara Mack- 
lem, junior ballet  major. 

Kay Ledbetter, graduate stu- 
dent, is stage manager of the pro- 
duction. 

Several University students will 
appear in   "The  Pied  Piper." 

The parts of the mayor and his 

wife will be danced by Bud Franks 
and   Linda   Anderson. 

Mary Lynn Lewis and Billy 
Wright will dance the roles of 
mice. 

David Castellanos, an Arlington 
high school student who was award- 
ed a Ford Foundation Scholarship 
in 1983 to study with Shaffenburg, 
will dance the part of the Pied 
Piper. 

In "Ballet Class," Jo Ann Oldt, 
sanior baljst major, will dance 
the role of "La Sylphide." 

Zach Ward will be the ballet 
master and Marilyn Dye will be 
the cleaning woman. 

Other TCU students appear- 
ing in "Ballet Class" will be 
Claire Dishongh, Carol Bloom, 
Billie Wright, Mary Lynn Lewis 
and Dixie  Locklin. 

Also dancing will be Gail 
Dorfhnger, Elizabeth Culwell, Ter- 
ry Haraczka and Kathy Birming- 
ham. 

the standards of TCU without be 
coming a "goody-goody." 

Sponsors must be available for 
counseling and guidance, but of- 
ten their ability to help lies in 
directing questions to other peo- 
ple on campus who could help, 
she explained. 

Sponsors set standards for dress, 
housekeeping and the art of get- 
ting along with one's roommate. 
Often they assume another posi- 
tion.that of a "Jack of all trades," 
Miss  Howard  explained. 

Fix  Fauceti 

Besides being able to fix leaky 
faucets, install light bulbs, apply 
bandages, do emergency mop jobs 
when someone lets the bathtub 
overflow, the sponsor must main- 
tain order during panty  raids. 

Acting as a "go-between" for 
AWS, the administration and 
freshman women, the sponsor al- 
so encourages participation in 
campus activities. 

During the summer, sponsors) 
write each incoming freshman wo- 
man individually to welcome ber 
to TCU and acquaint her with the 
sophomore sponsor pfogram. 

Sponsors are selected on the ba- 
sis of their grades, personality 
and  responsibility. 

Orientation sessions are held 
following the selection of sponsors. 

The coeds learn dormitory and 
University rules, discuss problems 
they, may encounter and possi 
ble solutions, besides learning 
about the facilities of TCU. 

Try Camaro-" The Hugger" 

Camaro hugs a road closer, straightens a curve easier because it's the 
widest stance sportster at its price. It's lower, heavier, too...big-car solid and steady. 

You get a better ride, more precise handling for your money. 

Ask any Camaro owner, he'll tell you. 

Now, during the Camaro Pacesetter Sale, 

you also get special savings on specially equipped sport coupes and convertibles. 
Save on all this: the 250-cu.-in. Six, 

whitewalls, wheel covers, bumper guards, wheel opening moldings, body striping, 

deluxe steering wheel, extra brightworlc inside. 

And, at no extra cost during the Sale, 
get a floor shift for the 3-speed transmission and the sporty hood stripe! 

Compare Camaro. See your Chevrolet dealer now. 

(Sale savings, too, on specially equipped Fleetside pickups, Model CS10934.) 

CHEVROLET 

CAMARO 
by Chevrolet 
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Dr. William R. Baird 
To Join Brite Staff 

COED PREPARES FOR SUMMER  JOB OF TEACHING YOUNG GIRLS TO COOK 
Lynda   Bowers will also join the 4-H   Rebort-To-The-Nation team 

—Skiff photo by John Miller 

Coed Picked at 4-H Congress 
To Serve on Reporting Team 

Lynda Bowers is "ready to go 
anywhere and talk about any- 
thing.'' 

This is the first requirement in 
her new position as a reporter on 
the 19S7 4-H Report-To-The-Na- 
tion Team, which will visit vari- 
ous collep.e>s and universities 
throughout! the year. 

Shi is MM of only 10 4-H mem- 
bers named to the national re- 
porting team. 

Chosen from 1600 delegates at 
the National 4-H Club Congress 
in Chicago, MJM Bowers was 
nominated for the honor by Tex- 
•I 

In reporting the team will ap- 
ptU in |>erson before national or- 
ganizations, leaders in govern- 
ment, business, industry, agricul- 
ture and education. 

They will reach the general pub. 
He through the press, radio and 

television. Their task is to tell 
the modern 4-H story and to rep- 
resent the nation's Ms million 
4-H members. 

First Assignment 

Her first assignment takes hj-r 
to St. Louis, Mo.; Quincy, 111., and 
Indianapolis, Ind., May 14-17. In 
October she will go to New York 
City, Washington, Richmond and 
other points in Virginia. 

An active 4-H member for the 
past! 10 years in her hometown 
of Edcouch, Miss BfMBM has 
completed projects in leadership, 
public speaking, foods, clothing 
and citizenship. 

She has served as president of 
her local club, chairman of the 
county 4-H council, vice chairman 
of the district council and dele- 
gate to the Texas Council. 

As    a    student    employee    of 

Student, Faculty Studies 

Accepted for Publication 
A number of theses by Univer- 

sity faculty and students have 
heen accepted for publication by 
the  Mexican  government 

Gene A. Rister, University grad- 
mate, has written a thesis con- 
corning the life and works of Al- 
ejandro Quljano, president of the 
leading literary  society. 

Written   in  Spanish,  it   will ap- 
pear   in   "Bolatin   Bibliografico," 
official   publication  of  the   Mexi 

Treasury   Department. 
Rister, who is working toward 

his PhD degree at the Univer- 
sity of Wisconsin had the coop 
eratioa of Quijano'f widow in his 
compilation and writing 

She furnished I large collection 
■ >( hei husbands works and a 
complete list, of the positions and 
honors he had rrreived during his 
, ireei 

Dr. Malcolm D. Mcl/can, Span, 
tsh professor and associate dean 
of AddRan Collegl of Arts and 
Sciences, received notification of 
acceptance concerning his biblio 
graphy  of Uuillermo I'rieto. 

The editor of "Bolatin Hiblio 
franco" said Dr. McLean's study 
was published In Installment*: be- 
ginning April 15. 

The study will again be reprint 
ed in book form in 1968 to relo 

brate the 150th anniversary o f 
Prieto's birth. 

Prieto served four times as sec- 
retary of the Mexican Treasury 
Department, in addition to being 
awarded a crown of silver laurel 
leaves as Mexico's most popular 
poet. 

Among other studies accepted 
for publication by the Mexican 
government was a study of dra- 
matic works of Francisco Mon 
tarde, current president of the 
Academia Mexicans A scholarly 
edition of a series of articles des 
rnbing a trip up the Mexican sid< 
of tihe Rio Grande in 1839 was 
another. 

KRGV-TV in Weslaco, Miss Bow- 
ers did modeling, advertising and 
commentary work This is the 
field of work she hopes to pursue 
as a career so she is majoring 
in home economics and minoring 
in radio-TV. public relations and 
advertising. 

Recent Transfer 

A recent transfer to TCU, the 
sophomore says she is "impress- 
ed with the school and especially 
the Home Economics Depart 
ment" and she "loves Fori 
Worth." 

This summer she will partici- 
pate in a pilot program "Food 
Fun for Juniors" in which she 
will teach young girls how to 
cook. A first for the nation, the 
program is sponsored by the Tex 
as  Electric  Cooperatives, Inc 

It is planned to stimulate in- 
terest in good nutrition and to 
promote the role electricity can 
play in it. 

One of four girls in the Texas 
program, Miss Bowers will be 
employed by the Magic Valley 
Cooperative   at  Mercedes. 

In the local high schools she 
will be working with 8-12-year- 
olds, teaching them food prepara 
tion and etiquette. 

Miss Bowers, who is quite en 
thusiastic about her summer job, 
has already begun planning les- 
sons and has been trained by a 
home economist from the national 
electric cooperative office. 

I)r William R Baird Jr. will 
join the faculty of Brite Divinity 
School   in   September. 

Dr. Band, protestor of the New 
Theological Seminary, has' been 
appointed tn the same position at 
TCU. He will be working with Dr 
II. Jack Sugcs. who has been 
teaching   in   Brite   since    1962 

The newly appointed protestor 
is well known for his writings in 
several religious and Biblical publi- 
cations. The first (if his books 
was "Paul's Message and Mis- 
sion" published in 1960 by Abing- 
ton Press. 

A second book. "The Corinthian 
Church, A Biblical Approach to 
Urban Culture" was published 
four years later. 

He has contributed to a book 
which will be released next year 
by Abington. The book is "The 
Interpreter's Otne Volume Com- 
mentary  on the   Bible." 

The author-educator has lectur- 
ed for the past 10 years. He has 
lectured at the Ecumenical Insti- 
tute in North Carolina, the Uni- 
versity of Chicago, Northwestern 
Christian College and Cotner School 
ot Religion in Lincoln, Neb. 

Dr. Baird holds a Bachelor ol 
Theology from Northwest Christian 
College and a BA from the Univer- 
s i t y of Oregon. He earned his 
BD, MA and Ph.D. degrees at 
Yale. 

He conducted post-doctoral stud- 
ies at the University of Marburg, 
Germany 

Dr. Baird is listed in the "Dic- 
tionary of American Scholars," 
"Who's Who in American Educa- 
tion" and "Who's Who in the 
Protestant Clergy." 

The professor ia a member ot 
the   American    Academy   of   Reli- 

gion, Society of Biblical Literature 
and the Commission on Restrur 
ture of the Disciples of Christ 

Dr Baird is active in Phi Beta 
Kappa, 1 *ln Mu Sinfniua and the 
Association of Disciples fir Then 
logical Discussion. 

In his spare time. Dr Baird 
plays the violin 

Evening College 

Elects Officers 
The Evening College Student 

Council elected new officers Ap 
ril 28 

Elected were Sam Craig. pres 
ident, Glen Coe, first vice presi 
dent, Roberl Liming, second vice 
president; Cissie Owen, secretary 
and Joe Kent, treasurer. 

DENNY   MATTOON 

ENCO SERVICE STATION 
2858 W   Berry 

Three  blocks  east of  campus 
"We appreciate your business" 
Road  Service      Ph.  WA 3-2225 

DO VCU THINK FOR YOURSELF 
OR AS YOU ARE TOLD TO THINK' 

Moke this simple test 
1. Send tor o FREE lomple copy of the 

Fort Worth SENTRY. 
2. Read "Do You Wont A New Airport'' 
3. You may be surprised. 

FORT 
WORTH rnTni 

Send To Co-Publisher LIDFIN LABEL 
COMPANY P 0. Boi 133. Fort Wont., 
Tenos 76101  

'Pie^eMdly at 

RECORD TOWN 
3025      University      Dr. 

FORT     WORTH'S     No.     1     RECORD     STORE 
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Tackle Holds Line 

MIKE RPATTHER  DISPLAYING HIS SPEED AND POWER 
Bratcher was converted from  a quarterback to a  lineman 

Sigma Chi On Top 
After Tank Victory 

By CHUCK COLE 

Sigma Chi stroked its way to 
first place in the team standings 
of the fraternity division of men's 
intramurals last Saturday with 28 
points. 

Delta Tau Delta was second with 
2ZV2, Phi Kappa Sigma third wth 
IS and Phi Delta Theta fourth 
with UVi. 

In the diving competition, Butch 
Reese of Sigma Chi was first 
with 33.73 points. Second went to 
Kenny Dryden of Delta Tau Del- 
ta and third to Dale Martin of 
Phi Kappa Sigma. 

Edged Out 

The Delt team of Pete Van Be- 
ver, Chip Oswalt, Rusty Werme 
and Mike Fox edged out the Sig- 
ma Chi team for first place in the 
100-yard medley relay. The Phi 
Kaps were third. 

Troy King of Phi Delta Theta 
and Duke Williams of Phi Kappa 
Sigma tied for first in the 25-yard 
free style with a time of 12.1 sec- 
onds. Van Bever was third at 12.2. 

The Phi Kaps' Danny Pyka took 
first in the 25-yard breast stroke. 
Oswalt was second and Terry He- 

DallasCoach 

Slates Talk 
Tom I^andry, head coach for the 

Dallas Cowboys, will be the guest 
speaker at the annual spring ban- 
quet of the Fellowship of Christ- 
ian Athletes. 

The banquet, open to the pub- 
lic, has been scheduled for 6:30 
p.m. on May 12 in the ballroom of 
Brown-tiuptan Student Center. 
Reservations can be made by cal- 
ling E. A. Gresham at WA 3-7880 
or P. D. Shabay at WA 7-5034. 
The cost of the dinner will be 
$2. 

About 200 persons are expected 
to attend, according to Mike Ad- 
ams, president of the FCA at the 
University. 

man of Sifima Chi  was third. 
Vince Keaton of Sigma Chi won 

the 25-yard back stroke in 13.9. 
The Phi Delts' Bill Hubble was 
second and  Van Bever was third. 

The 25-yard butterfly was won 
by Heman in a time of 12.9. Werme 
was second at 13.0 and Pyka 
third at 13.3. 

The Phi Delts' King came in 
first in the 50-yard free style with 
a time of 26.1. Cap Betty of Sig- 
ma Chi was second and Williams 
of Phi Kappa Sigma was third. 

Heman grabbed another first for 
Sigma Chi in the 50-year breast 
stroke. He was followed by Oswalt 
in second and Pat Doyle of Phi 
Kappa Sigma third. 

Another  First 

Sigma Chi scored still another 
first with Keaton winning the 50- 
yard back stroke. Hubble was sec- 
ond. 

Phi Delta Tbeta's King took 
first in the 100-yard free style sev- 
en seconds ahead of second place 
Betty. Pat Gough of the Phi Kaps 
was third and Werme tied for 
fourth. 

Phi Kappa Sigma won the 100 
yard free style relay in 48.9.  ' 

In the independent division of 
the meet Guy Hall won the 100- 
yard free style with a time of 
1.01:7. Cannon Bratten won the 
50-yard  breast stroke  in 35.3. 

Tied For First 

Lon Giberson and Jim Grabau 
tied for first in the 50-yard free- 
style with times of 27.3. Hall won 
two other events, the 25-yard but 
terfly and the 25-yard backstroke, 
in 12.8 and 14.6. 

Grabau's 12.0 flat was good for 
first in the 25 yard free style. The 
team of Hal) Grabau, Carson and 
Reynolds won both the 100-yard 
medley relay  and  freestyle  relay. 

The championship game of the 
fraternity softball league will be 
played today at 3:15 p.m on the 
TOU  baseball  diamond. 

The game is a replay of a ten 
inning tie between the Phi Delts 
and SAE's. Phi Delta Sigma is 
undefeated. 

By BOB CRAIG 

One of the luckiest of Frog 
breaks was Mike lira teller's 
flop as a quarterback. 

Bratcher, who also claimed 
proficiency as a fullback when 
he first appeared on campus three 
years ago, added a few pounds to 
his muscular physique and moved 
to defense. 

Now a stalwart in the Frog's 
defensive line, he looks to be one 
of the mightiest tackles in the 
Southwest  Conference next year. 

The switch didn't seem to both- 
er Bratcher who has only one 
desire—to play. 

"tt was okay with me," Bratch- 
er confessed, "I figured I wasn't 
going to cut it at quarterback, 
so I was ready to try anything." 

First Break 

(Bratcher's first break came in 
his sophomore season when the 
•Frogs were facing a very strong 
Nebraska team. Ronnie Nixon was 
injured and Bratcher was sent in 
to replace him. 

"I was really scared. I weighed 
about 205 and those ol' boys ac- 
ross the line looked about 250. Af- 
ter a couple of plays I found I 
could get to them quicker than 
they could get to me. H really 
helped my confidence." 

Bratcher started in each of 
TCU's ten games last fall and is 
confident that the Frogs are ready 
to reverse their 2-8 record of last 
year. 

"The pressure's on and every- 
body seems to be bearing down," 
he said. "I think we're pressing 
more because of what happened 
last year." 

The Frogs' new head coach 
Fred Taytor has employed a new 
staff of assistants. But only the 
faces have changed for Bratcher, 
not the script. 

Wind Sprints 

"Except for wind sprints," he 
admitted , "not much had 
changed. We've never ran wind 
sprints in the spring before. 

"Oh, we were using about the 
same defenses and really football's 
basically the same—just hsttin' 
hard and going for the ball car 
rier." 

Hittint: hard and going for the 
ball carrier has become Bratch- 
er's specialty in the past two sea- 
sons, and next fall his ptay could 
be one of the most exciting as- 
pects of the Frogs' season. 

He and the Frogs' other defen- 
sive tackle, Danny Cross, have 
already proved in the spring drills 
they will be tough to run against 
next fall 

Bratcher's final goal in college 
football is to play in the Cotton 
Bowl  next  New  Year's  Day. 

"You know I've never been on 
a championship team—anywhere,' 
he conceded, "and I'm looking 
forward to trying to make it 

"I think I'm a better player 
than I was last year, and I be- 
lieve everybody on the team feels 
he has improved too." 

"I have a feeling we'll be 
ready." 

Baseballers Win SWC Honors 
Even though the Purple base- 

ballers did not receive a bid to 
participate in the post-season play- 
offs after tying for the conference 
crown, other playing honors have 
been  awarded. 

The most notable was the se- 
lection of three of the Frog dia- 
mond men for All-Southwest con 
ferencc team honors. They are 
pitcher Mickey McCarty, shortstop 
Parke Davidson and right fielder 
Mickey  Yaus. 

Pitchers Selected 

All three of the pitchers select- 
ed for the team were unanimous 
choices. Besides McCarty, they 
are Tommy Moore of Texas and 
Mike Livingston of SMU. Moore 
was also the unanimous pick for 
pitcher of the year. 

Other team members who were 
given the maximum vote are Bob 
Snoddy,    Texas,    first    baseman; 
Donnie  Denbow, SMU thud  base 
man,  and   Pat Brown,  Texas   left 

fielder.   Denbow   was   selected   as 
SWC player of the year. 

The vote for catcher was tied 
between Joe Staples of Texas 
A&M and James Scheschuk of 
Texas 

Picked For Second 

Don Johnson of Texas was pick- 
ed for second base, Ricky Head of 
Baylor for utility infielder, Bill 
Ranier of SMU for center field 
and Rusty Clark of Baylor for util- 
ity outfielder. 

The All-SWC team has seven 
juniors and two sophomores indi 
eating that next season shows 
great promise for exciting play. 
Of the 14 players selected for the 
team  only   five  are   seniors. 

AM-SWC Team 

Eight players actually got the 
full vote of the coaches although 
two of them, Rainer and Yates, 
were picked at more than one 
position. Ranier got four votes for 

center field and two for right field. 
Yates got five for right field and 
one   for   utility   outfielder. 

The  all-conference  team: 
Catchers- Joe Staples, A&M. 

junior; James Scheschuk, Texas, 
semnx. 

Pitchers- Mickey McCarty, TCU 
junior. Tommy Moore, Texas, sen 
Kir,   Mike Livingston, SMU,junior 

First Baseman- Bob Snoddy, Tex 
as, junior. 

Second Baseman- Don Johnson 
Texas, senior. 

Third Baseman — Donnie Den 
brow, SMU,  junior. 

Shortstop—Parke Davidson, TCI 
senior. 

Utility Infielder — Ricky Head 
Baylor, junior. 

Left Fielder—Pat Brown, Texas 
sophomore. 

Center Fielder — Bill Ramer 
SMU, junior. 

Right Fielder - Mickey Yates 
TOU, senior. 

Utility Outfielder- Rusty Clark 
Baylor, sophomore. 

Women's Intramurals 
End For This Year 

By CARMEN  KEITH 

The women's intramural pro- 
gram is very much in the spot- 
light as this year's program 
draws to a dose, but what has 
gone on behind the  scenes'' 

Of course, the girls who have 
participated in the program this 
year have made it possible, but 
the intramural student assistants 
are the intramural program, ac- 
cording to BiUie Sue Anderson, 
intramural sponsor. 

Miss Anderson explained that 
without the help of her assistants 
who set up the courts, handle the 
correspondence, keep scores, of- 
ficiate and run the various tourna- 
ments, the intramural program 
wouldn't be possibie. 

The assistants are hired by 
Moss Anderson on the basis of 
their familiarity with the sport, 
whether or not they are able to 
take command, and their know- 
ledge of officiating. 

The girls, it was pointed out, 
must have plenty of patience as 
they often deal with participants 

who have never played the sport 
before, but have been sent to rep- 
resent their  organizations. 

The assistants usually undergo 
an apprenticeship as umpires for 
the first year and then become 
referees the second year. 

The girls devote each afternoon 
to the program, as they spend 
four or five hours a day carrying 
out their duties. 

They are paid by the Intramural 
Department for their efforts and 
are hired for one year at a time. 

Ttiere are seven assistants this 
year, as the program has expan- 
ded. Among them are Iiz Parker, 
Cynthia Mezger, Lix Reed and 
Arm Coble, physical education ma- 
jors. 

Aaso in the program art- Glory 
Hicks, Loma Crouch and Jana 
Long who umpire and keep score. 

The intramural program is set 
up with each participating organ- 
ization selecting a representative 
who is responsible to the intramu- 
ral director. 

The  assistants  make   sure  the 

representatives receive correspon 
deuce as to standings and sched- 
ules for their organizations in 
time to present the information 
to their groups. 

This year's women's intramural 
program was composed of 10 
Greek teams and six independent 
teams. 

Miss Anderson said she believed 
this is an invaluable experience 
for girls who are assistants as h 
gives them the opportunity to run 
an intramural program before 
they are in charge of an intra 
mural program of their own. 

The assistants are given the op- 
portunity to take charge of ?. 
whole tournament from the en- 
tries to the results. 

Miss Anderson said the intramu 
ral program provides an organ 
ized form of recreation and com- 
petition on campus for the par 
ticipating girls. 

She continued by saying,"We 
merely direct the program for 
their benefit and hand out the 
rules  and  regulations." 


