
Awards, Luncheon 
For Creative Writers 

By SUSAN BENTLEY 

Paul Rudolph of New York, one 
of America's most famous archi- 
tects and designer of TCU's new 
science building, spoke at the 
Creative Writing Luncheon in the 
Student Center ballroom Thurs- 
day 

Following a pattern begun in the 
1930's to encourage aspiring au- 
thors, the creative writing pro- 
gram is a part of the second an- 
nual observance of TCU/Fort 
Worth Week. 

Winners in this year's writing 
contests were announced at the 
luncheon, which began at 12:30 
p.m., and prizes were presented 
to students and graduates entered 
in some 18 separate categories. 

Several of these awards were in 
the form of scholarships given the 
winners, and many of the cate- 
gories gave first, second and third 
place prizes, plus honorable men 
tioas 

One of tlie most prized awards 
was a $350 scholarship given to 
Richard M Johnson of Eldorado, 
\rk . winner of th" Hon. Dillon 
Anderson Creative Writing  Prize 

Two   Winners 

The Joan Elizabeth Stephens 
Memorial Award had two winners. 
I.inda Jean Newman of Arlington 
.mil David Sherman Larson from 
La Porte. 

I'he ICU Woman's Club's Cre- 
ative Writing Scholarship was 
given to Jay Kline of Arlington, 
and the Fort Worth Woman's Club 
gave its Special Award in English 
to Ann Gray  Lewelling of Tyler 

Peggy Tharp of San Angelo was 
recipient of both the Rebecca 
Smith Scholarship and the South- 
west Literature Award 

Randall Scroggans of Bridge 
port was n.vin the Amy Margaret 
Boyd Chamberlin Award 
Soroggins also took first place in 
the Freshman Narrative of Fact 
Contest and in the Freshman Re- 
search Paper or Article category 

Winner   of   th !   Margie   B     Bos 
will Poetry Contest, open to TCU 
graduate!    and   ex students,    was 

Ramona   Maher Weeks, of Phoe- 
nix, Ariz. 

Edward B. Ackert of Fort Worth 
won the Walter E. Bryson Con- 
test, also a poetry category. 

Drama   Contest 

Randy Clark took top honors in 
the Short Story Contest, and 
Karen   Ann  Cox   won  first  prize 

Forums 

Presents 

Julian Bond 
Jnl,an Bond, member of the 

Georgia House of Representa- 
tives and a "star'' of the 1968 
Democratic Convention, will 
sp.ak on "Southorn Politics: The 
New   Coalition''   at TCU   Friday. 

Scheduled for 2 p.m. in Ed 
Landreth Auditorium, the pro- 
gram is one of the activities of 
TCU, Fort Worth Week and is 
sponsored by the Forums Com- 
mittee. 

The Atlanta resident is on t h c 
board of directors of the 
Southorn Conference Education 
Kund and is on the advisory 
board of the proposed Martin 
Luther King, Jr. Memorial Li- 
brary. 

TCU/Fort Worth 

in the Non Fiction Prose cate- 
gory. Both students are from Fort 
Worth. 

Peter Fritz, of Fort Worth, won 
two top awards: one in the Drama 
C/Ontest and another in the Lena 
Agnes Johnson Literature for 
Children Contest 

Winner of the Alpha Lambda 
Delta-Phi Eta Sigma Non-Fiction 
Prose contest was Robert Largen, 
and Paul Miers took the C. S. 
Lewis Prize. Both students are 
from Fort Worth. 

Most of these winners arc from 
the sophomore, junior and senior 
classes. Freshman were invited 
to enter separate categories. 

Susan Anderson of Fort Worth 
took first place in the freshman 
essay contest, and top prize in 
fiction writing was given to 
Wendy Walls  from Arlington 

Poetry honors were given to 
Jay Kline, freshman from Arbng 
ton. 

Presiding at the luncheon was 
Dr. Neil Daniel of the English De- 
partment. Prof Lorraine Sherley 
is chairman of the Creative Writ 
ing Program 

I 
WHEN YOU'RE OUT OF SCHLITZ ... No, that's not exactly what 
these two students are thinking, but probably it's something as earth- 
shaking.  Maybe  it's the fountain. 
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Unity Now for Future Progress 
By   KIRK  WILLIAMS 

The     purpose    o f   TCI'  Fort 
Worth   Week   is  to  weigh the   im- 
pact  of  the  University  and  the 
community  upon one  another. 

Ndw   that the week is drawing 

to a close, one might ask. has 
TCU Fort Worth Week achieved 
this purpose'1 

Willard Barr. former mayor 
and president of tlie Fort Worth 
Downtown        Assoi ahoii,       said. 

Constitution Ready for Vote/ 

Non-Discrimination Restated 
By  SHIRLEY   FARRELL 

The House approved t h I 
changed Constitution by accla- 
mation Tuesday and will present 
it for a student vote May 21. 

Included is a strong assertion 
of  nondiscnmination   intent 

Changes made included a p- 
portiorung town students o n the 
same basis as dorm students, 
providing for a chain of com 
iii.iiul route for House bills and 
t h e statement in the Bill of 
Rights that the House in no way 
sanctions discrimination in or- 
ganizations. 

The phrase, 'Taxation without 
representation," was used to de- 
-c , l>< the plight of the town stu 
deatl Many representatives dis- 
i uaicd th" at large status of town 
student representatives, laying 
that this was the issue the reap 
portionment petition hail h I e I 
trying to avoid. 

Under the new constitu- 
tion, town students will have ap- 
proximately   13  representatives. 

Another article under debate, 
was Section VIII, dealing with 
the route of bills and amend 
ments after approval by the 
House. 

John Gabcl, chairman of the 
Student Affairs Committee, 
slated that it overlooked the Uni- 
versity Cabinet in asking fcr ad 
ministration approval or rejec 
tion of bills. 

Greg Odean said the proposed 
section would allow the House to 
go to the Cabinet, but give it the 
opportunity io use other bodies, 
such as the Senate, also. 

The section, which would estab- 
lish a University Court, was 
amended so that the number o( 
members would be set by the by 

SAAC Leader 

Denies Report 
Students for the Advancement 

of Afro-American Culture ISAAC) 
were reported at midweek by a 
local daily to be headed for a 
confrontation with Chancellor 
James M. Moudy over a list of 
requests. 

This intention, reported in the 
local paper, was emphatically de- 
nied by Eddie Miles, the group's 
president. 

Much ado about nothing . , . 

House,  Faculty 
the  Student  Life  Of 

laws of the 
Senate and 
fice. 

The amendment also provided 
for creat'on of the court after 
acceptance by the Faculty Senate 
and  the Student  Life Office 

The last major change is t h e 
inclusion of a section in the Bill 
of Rights similar to one which 
was previously stricken 

The paragraph reads "Stu 
dents shall have the right to or 
ganize: no constitution of an or- 
ganization shall include discrimi- 
natory clauses as to race or re 
ligion except where the stated 
DUipOM of the group is to bring 
together persons of a particular 
religion." 

Hob Craig, vice president. said 
the article "shows 1li.it the House 
of Representatives die- not in 
any way, shape or form, sane 
turn discrimination " 

After the ConstIttlUon had been 
approved by acclamation, Rusty 
Werme, House president. II Id 
the Constitution was the product 
of constructive work, and that 
he is "really proud to see that 
everyone got together and 
accomplished  something " 

The TCU. Fort Worth Week is a 
good time of the year to reassess 
the importance of each group to 
the other: the community to the 
school and the school to the com- 
munity." 

lie said the University adds a 
great deal to the community, and 
the week is a good time of year 
to recognize the importance each 
has for the other. 

Remarkable Thing 

"Monday's luncheon was an 
excellent time for the communi- 
ty leaders to have the chance to 
see the enthusiasm and progress 
of the student body. It's reassur- 
ing to know that students of this 
country are still a most con- 
structive influence. 

I've always said the most re- 
markable thing about TCU is not 
its faculty and staff but the stu- 
dents and their spirit," Barr 
said. 

Patrick Beekham, alumnus 
and vice president of the Bolte 
Advertising Co., said, "I feel the 
whole week can be summed up 
li> the way Dr James M. Moudy 
was received at the Rotary Club 
Tuesday." 

He said Dr Moudy was asked 
questions, most of a positive na- 
ture, but questions that were 
rather difficult to answer. "His 
responses to these questions 
caused many of the Rotarians to 
pick up the TCU is a Great Uni- 
versity' buttons and put them 
on We a r • fortunate to have an 
administrator like Dr. Moudy," 
he said 

Good Results 

Beekham said his clients were 
glad to donate poster space for 
advertising the week He said 
this is  a good  example of  the 

strong  support  of TCU  by   the 
community. 

Elizabeth Proffer, director ot 
student activities, said generally 
the results of TCU Fort Worth 
Week are good She said student 
groups went out to talk to civic- 
groups such as Rotary, Kiwani> 
and Lions Clubs. 

She said this was a good »p 
proach to create a good impres 
sion of students Mrs Proffer 
said people who are not closely 
associated with students get the 
wrong   impression   about  them 

"This gave people the oppor 
tun ty to see college students like 
they really are, not as they seem 
to be. with all the student vio^ 
lence Lnd unrest," she said 
good thing." 

Friday's events will he high- 
lighted by the Purple and Whit* 
football game, part of the Spring 
Homecoming. 

Brite Senior 
Flood Victim 

Bruce Hornell, a senior in 
Brite Divinity School, was 
drowned early Wednesday morn 
ing while trying to rescue a 
woman and child in flood watej-» 
near Cleburne. 

Hornell, a volunteer fireman 
in Rio Vista, was wading across 
a normally small stream swollen 
by the rainwaters of that evet, 
ing, when he lost his tootin, and 
was swept down stream. 

Hornell would have received 
his B.D. in June and was the pas 
tor in the Methodist Church in 
Rio Vista. 

He is survived by a wife and 
two preschool children 
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Principles of Court 
Behind Abe Decision 

By  JAMES GORDON 

The past 10 months have not 
been kind to Abe Fortas. 

Things started out badly for 
the Supreme Court justice when 
his old friend Lyndon Johnson 
nominated  him for Chief Justice 

That looked like a Rood break 
j| th? time, but it turned out not 
to be so good when the U.S. Sen- 
ate which no longer loved Lyn- 
don Johnson and was looking 
around for a good excuse to kick 
the departing monarch in the 
teeth, decided that Fortas 
was not as qualified as the Presi 
dent believed. 

Awful   Mistake 

It was the start of Fortas' 
troubles, because Senate Repub- 
licans were anxious that Richard 
Nixon should have the oppor- 
tunity to right the awful m i s- 
take they felt President Eisen 
hower had made in naming as 
Chief Justice the very un-Repub- 
lican Republican, Earl Warren. 

Busily delving into Fortas' 
past, they uncovered all sorts of 
skeletons in the judge's closet- 
minor conflicts of interest that 
individually were not enough to 
discredit him but, put together, 
did suggest that he did not have 
quite the moral backbone t o 
serve as the nation's highest ar- 
biter. 

Fortas went back to his less 
prestigious spot on the court. 
there to languish, one would 
have thought, for many years to 
come. 

Last week, however, it became 
evident that not everyone had 
stopped disliking Fortas just be- 
cause he had stumbled at the top. 

Life magazine, in a widely pub- 
licized story, came out with a 
lengthy "expose" charging that 
Fortas had once accepted, then 
returned 11 months later, a 
$20,000  check from    a    financier 

who was arrested and convicted 
on charges of violating federal 
securities laws. 

While Justice Fortas sputtered 
out an explanation that struck 
most people as unsatisfactory, 
his old enemies rose again to 
demand that he resign from the 
Court. 

While it is undeniable that 
many of the persons who advised 
Fortas to quit were genuinely re- 
pelled by the revelation of ques- 
tionable ethics on the most nee 
essarily ethical body in the coun 
try, a darker purpose for such 
outbursts was also apparent. 

If Justice Fortas does resign, 
i! will virtually insure the death 
of the liberal oriented Warren 
Court which has done so many 
things opprobrious to good Re- 
publicans. 

For the liberal majority in the 
Court is in mortal danger of de- 
mise. Chief Justice Warren has 
said he will definitely retire this 
year, and President Nixon can be 
relied upon to offer in his stead 
a conservative Chief Justice 

To Leave 

Almost certain also to leave 
the Court soon is Justice William 
O. Douglas, a steadfast liberal, 
who is  in his 70's. 

If Fortas resigns, Nixon will 
have the chance to replace three 
liberal justices with conserva 
tives—a change that will shift 
the Court's  balance  of power. 

Thus, Justice Fortas is faced 
with a dilemma: If honor were 
the only consideration, it woulu 
seem appropriate for him to 
resign 

But should the consideration of 
maintaining a Supreme Court 
dedicated to libertarian princi- 
ples outweigh the consideration 
of personal honor'' 

That is a difficult decision, and 
one as agon zing to defenders of 
the Court as to Fortas himself. 
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Pot Problem Faces Campus; 
Legislators Must Act Soon 

By  SHIRLEY   FARRELL 

Marijuana has caused much 
consternation on the parts of 
parents, students, and legisla- 
tors alike. 

The parents are worried about 
their children smoking it. The 
students are worried about who 
ther or not to try it And the le 
gislators are worried about pass 
ing laws against it. 

Now that most half-way intel- 
lectual and well-read persons are 
keenly aware of the existence, 
use, effects and illegality of ma- 
rijuana, it might be expected 
that a majority of the users may 
be influenced to abandon their 
use of the weed This is the as- 
sumption of some legislators. 

Perhaps the assumption is a 
valid one. Legislators are acting 
in their roles of protectors of the 
populace If a child reaches for 
floer wax with the idea of eating 
it. his mother warns him of the 
dangers. Legislators aiso cannot 
afford to stand by idlely. 

Revolutionary Idea 

What faces the legislators, pa- 
rents and students now is the 
task of changing a revolutionary 
idea—the idea that substitutions 
for reality through means of ar 
ti f i e i a 1 1 y induced "hap 
piness" are okay 

Even if the attempt to halt the 
pushers, stop the flow and use of 
marijuana is achieved, the ob- 
stacle imposed by this idea is 
still to he conquered. 

Substitutions for marijuana 
and its "highs" are already be 
ing made on many college cam 
puses. In his book, "The Poi- 
soned Ivy," William Surface dis 
raises the use of drugs and 
marijuana in the Ivy League 
schools Surface says, "At 
Yale I'niversity and Southern 
Connecticut State Teachers Col- 
lege students have ground and 
swallowed morning glory flower 
seeds. . . 

"At Columbia University, stu 
dents have smoked nutmeg, cat 
nip. pepper, chlorine soaked 
parsley leaves, oregano (an Ital 
lan seasoning i. and baked bana 
na peelings. 

"At the I'niversity of Calif or 
nia at Berkeley, students swal 
lowed STP a synthetic white 
drug identified as 'chemically 
i elated to mescaline...'" 

Students, without hesitan- 
cy, are grabbing almost a n y- 
thing consumable and determin- 
ing if it's able to induce "a 
high." 

Recognizing this tendency, how 
far can legislators go-1 America 
has already witnessed the r e- 
strictions and penalties placed 
on IJ5D and pot. And, of course, 
there are the laws prohibiting 
minors from buying air- 
plane glue, varnish and paint 
thinner. 

Fine These are all proven to 
be threatening to either mental, 
physical or spiritual health. To 
many unstable or particularly 
susceptible people, they are po- 
tential killers. 

However, despite the laws, use 
of the standard drugs is increas- 
ing, and experiments with com- 
mon items are skyrocketing 

Users  Vary 

Surface said, "Every student is 
not. of course, using drugs. But 
every type of student, the survey 
of Ivy Leage universities indi- 
cates, is at least using marijua 
na, mescaline, or ampheta 
mines. The drug users range in 
scholastic attainment from ex- 
cellent to failing; students who 
are f r a t rats,' 'jocks' (ath- 
letes), popular, lonely, plain, 
homely, handsome, beautiful, 
promiscuous, prudish, immacu 
lately   groomed   or  unkempt " 

Surface specified four groups 
using drugs, composed of the 
"average" students, the more 
active and  popular students,  the 

GIRLS! GIRLS! 
20-23 Yrs. Old 

Don't   Read 
This  Ad  Unless 

You are Attractive & have 

a Good Figure in a Bikini 

and can get along with 

Teenagers and can work 

with people teaching a new 

Water Sport. 

$100 per week 

plus Commission 

Call Ed Hill 
Casino Beach 

Amusement Park 

237-1541 

students alleviating "disatisfac 
tion over grades or person 
al life." and the final category, 
composed of no more than three 
per cent of a college's enroll 
m e n t, the "militant students, 
blatant potheads, bearded h i p- 
pies, and neat intellectuals " 

Just as no particular classifi- 
cation of users can be made, 
neither can a classification of the 
reasons behind use of the drugs 
The reasons most quoted by Sur 
face are "the increasing popular 
ity of civil disobedience, "or the 
seeking of "status, pleasure, ther 
apy or sexual exaltation." 

Whoever the real users are, 
whatever the real reasons are, 
life's just too sweet to louse it up 
with dope—legally or illegally. 
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MARGIE B. BORWELL 
POETRY   CONTEST 

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

Offered by the family of Mar- 
gie B. Boswell. 
First Prize: "For the First Wife 

of a Friend," Ramona Maher 
Weeks, Phoenix, Arizona. 

Second Prize: "Album," Sherley 
linger, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

Third Place: "Fantastic Esca- 
pade," Benjamin Carroll, Fort 
Worth, Texas. 

Honorable Mention: "Prince of 
Surprises," Norman Lowery, 
Rochester, New York. 

Judges: Professor Lawrence Per- 
rine, Southern Methodist Uni- 
versity; Professor Richard 
Sale, North Texas State Uni- 
versity. 

THE  WALTER   E  BRYSON 
POETRY CONTEST 

Open   to  Sophomores,   Juniors, 
Seniors. 

Offered  by  Artemisia   B.   Bry- 
son  and the Bryson Club. 
First Prize: "The Gulf at Ruby's 

Inn," Edward B. Ackert, Fort 
Worth, Texas. 

Second Place: "Of Mighty Ar- 
mies," Peter Fritz, Fort Worth, 
Texas. 

Third 1'lare: "I Dreamed I Saw 
W. B. Yeats," Paul Miers, Fort 
Worth, Texas. 

Honorable Mention: "Setting 
Table," Janice Hocker, Colora- 
do   Springs,  Colorado. 

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

SHORT STORY CONTEST 

Open  to  Sophomores,   Juniors, 
Seniors. 

Offered by Rebecca Smith Lee 
and  Marion Day Mullins. 
First Prize: "The Hunting Trip," 

Randy Clark, Fort Worth, Tex- 
as. 

Second Place: "The Lover's La- 
ment of His Lost and Ludi- 
crous Life (and how to shape 
it)," Clark Peterson, Wilmette, 
Illinois. 

Third Place: 'Tick, Tock, The 
Game is Locked and No One 
Else Can Enter," Karen Ann 
Cox, Fort Worth, Texas. 

Honorable Mention: "Blackie," 
Charles Varner, Overland Park, 
Kansas. 

Judge: Mrs. Kenneth R. Long, 
Palo  Alto,  California. 

SOUTHWEST   LITERATURE 

Open to all T.c.u. UndergTad- "The Hunting Trip" 
uates. 
Offered by A. L. Crouch. "The   Greaser" 

First Prize: "The Greaser," Peg- 
gy Tharp, San Angelo, Texas. "Latchow  Street and    Other Sorrows" 

Second   Place:    "Boozer   Fuqua," 
Emily Lott, Navasota, Texas. Growing    Up" 

Third    Place:    "J.   T.   ABRAMS, 
INC.:   HEAVY   HAULING,"    Closet Philosophy" 
Chris Willerton, Borger, Texas. 

Honorable   Mention:   "In    South     The   Immortal   Square" 
Texas,"   Michael   Millsap,   Fort   ,,_,       _ 
Worth,   Texas;   "Skywater    The Gulf at  Ruby s  Inn" 
Again," Nancy Jones,  San An-   ,,-,-,        r _    „. 
tonio, Texas. ' he Feather Bed 

Judge:   Mrs.   B.   G.   Reed,   Fort   ,,_ 
Worth, Texas. Chesapeake Mantra 

DRAMA CONTEST "Oedipus and Becket:  the Paradox of Action and    Suffering" 
Open to all T.C.U. Undergrad- 

uates. 
Offered by Mabel Major. 

First Prize: "The Snow Queen," "For the First Wife of a Friend" 
Peter Fritz, Fort Worth, Texas. 

Second   Place:   "Conscience's    The Return of the Native: a Novel of Atmosphere" 

Pawn,"   Robert    Largen,   Fort 
Worth, Texas. 

Third Place: "The Conversation," 
Karen   Ann   Cox,   Fort   Worth, 
Texas. 

Judge:    William     Garber,     Fort 
Worth, Texas. 
Because of its length, "The 

Snow Queen" is not printed in 
this   supplement. 

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: "Latchow Street and 

Other   Sorrows,"    Karen    Ann 
Cox, Fort   Worth, Texas. 

Second Place: "Reflections on At- 
tic Tragedy and Roman Epic," 
David    Sherman    Larson,    La 
Porte, Texas. 

Third    Place:    "Summer    in    the 
City," Jack   Yoakam,   Houston, 
Texas. 

Honorable     Mention:     "Bimby," 
Pamela   Jackson,   Fort   Worth, 
Texas. 

Judge:  Cora  Schweitzer.  Tarrant 
County   Junior   College,   South 
Campus. 

LENA   A:\ES JOHNSON 
LITERATURE   FOR   CHILDREN 

CONTEST 
Open to all T.C.U. Undergrad- 

uates. 
Offered by Siddie Joe Johnson. 

First     Prize:      "The     Immortal 
Square,"     Peter     Fritz,     Fort 
Worth, Texas. 

Second Place: "The Leaky Roof," 
Jack Yoakam, Houston, Texas. 

Third Place: "The Magic Spear," 
William Allen Stalsworth, Dal- 
las, Texas. 

Honorable Mention: "Night Run," 
Robert G. Largen, Fort Worth, 
Texas. 

Judge: Arthur Pritchard, Tarrant 
County   Junior   College,   South' 
Campus. 
THE  C   S.   LEWIS   PRIZE 

FOR   LITERATURE 
Open to all T.C.U. Undergrad- 

uates. 
Offered by Anonymous Donors. 

First Prize:  "Oedipus  and  Beck- 
et: The Paradox of Action and 
Suffering,"    Paul   Miers,   Fort 
Worth, Texas. 

Second Place: "Reverence," Emi- 
ly W. Shepherd, Houston, Tex- 
as. 

Third Place: "King Lear, the 
Tragic Vision, and the Chris- 
tian Faith," Monza Naff, Fort 
Worth, Texas. 

Honorable Mentions: "Dust," 
Judith Anne Good, Dallas, Tex- 
as; "Dialogues for the Laity," 
Chris Willerton, Borger, Texas, 
"The Great Fish in The Old 
Man and the Sea," Charles 
Preston Goforth, Jr., Lake 
Charles,  Louisiana. 

Judge: Dr. Glenn C. Routt, Brite 
Divinity School, Texas Chris- 
tian University. 

ALPHA LAMBDA DELTA/PHI 

ETA   SIGMA   NON-FICTION 

PROSE 

Open to all T.C.U. Undergrad- 
uates of Alpha Lambda Delta and 
Phi Eta Sigma. 

Offered by the T.C.U. Chapters 
of Alpha Lambda Delta and  Phi 
Eta Sigma. 
First Prize: "Storm Scene," Rob- 

ert G. Largen, Fort Worth, 
Texas. 

Second Place: "Trackings of a 
Meandering Mind," Richard M. 
Johnson,  El   Dorado, Arkansas. 

Third Place: "Hamlet of the 
'Noble Mind,' " Chris Willerton, 
Borger, Texas. 

Honorable Mention: "Mistress 
Quickly: Her Character and 
Role in Henry IV, Part I," Pa- 
tricia R. Douglas, Austin, Tex- 
as. 

Judge: Dr. James W. Newomer, 
Vice-Chancellor for Academic 
Affairs, T.C.U. 

FRESHMAN CONTEST: 

NARRATIVE OF   FACT 

Offered   by   the   Dallas   T.C.U. 
Woman's Club. 
First  Prize:  "The Feather Bed," 

Randall     Wayne    Scroggins, 
Bridgeport, Texas. 

Second     Place:    "She,"     Michael 
Forsythe,   Winona,   Minnesota. 

Third   Place:    "Revelation   on   a 
Metronome,"     Wendy     Walls, 
Arlington, Texas. 

Judge:    William    Knox,   Tarrant 
County   Junior   College,   South 
Campus. 

FRESHMAN   CONTEST: 

Offered   by   the   Dallas   T.C.U. 
Woman's  Club. 

First Prize: "Growing Up," Su- 

san Anderson, Fort Worth, 

Texas. 

Second Place: "How College Has 

Affected Me," Coral Nuckols, 

Fort Worth, Texas. 

Third Place: "Quality in Socie- 

ty," Charles Preston Goforth, 

Jr., Lake Charles, Louisiana. 

Judge: William Knox, Tarrant 

County Junior College, South 

Campus. 

FRESHMAN  CONTEST: 

Offered    by    the    Fort    Worth 
Woman's Wednesday Club. 

First  Prize: "Closet  Philosophy," 
Wendy  Walls,  Arlington,  Tex- 
as. 

Second Place: "Almost Morning," 
Charles Preston Goforth, Jr., 
Lake   Charles,   Louisiana. 

Third Place: "The Greatest of 
These Is Charity," Carol Nu- 
ckols, Fort Worth, Texas. 

Honorable Mentions: "The Game," 
Randall Wayne Scroggins, 
Bridgeport, Texas; "Extra Ci- 
garettes," William G. Laucher, 
Ogden, Utah. 

Judges: Mrs. Glenn Ouzts, Fort 
Worth, and Arthur Pritchard, 
Tarrant County June College, 
South Campus. 

FRESHMAN   CONTEST: 

RESEARCH   PAPER 

OR ARTICLE 

Offered by the Fort Worth Wo- 
man's Wednesday Club. 

First  Prize:  'The  Return of  the 
Native:   A    Novel    of   Atmos- 
phere,"  Randall  Wayne  Scrog- 
gins,  Bridgeport, Texas. 

Second   Place:   "A.   E.   Housman, 
Thomas Hardy: Two Pieces of 
'Angry Dust,' " Jay Kline, Arl- 
ington, Texas. 

Third      Place:     "When     Majesty 
Falls to Folly," David H. Pratt, 
Dallas, Texas. 

Ju.ige:   Jean   Ann   Johnson,   Fort 
Worth. 

FRESHMAN  CONTEST: 
Offered  by  Mrs. Cecil  B.  Wil- 
liams. 

First   Prize:   "Chesapeake   Man- 
tra," Jay Kline, Arlington, Tex- 
as. 

Second Place: "A Prayer for His 
Youth," James Cornelius,  Fort 
Worth, Texas. 

Third Place: "He Gambled and He 
Lost—a   Modern Farce,"  Shar- 
on Cogdffl,  Fort Worth, Texas. 

Judge:     Mrs.    Ty    Petty,     Fort 
Worth, Texas. 
THE   HONORABLE   DILLON 

ANDERSON CREATIVE 
WRITING PRIZE 

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

Offered  by the Honorable  Dil- 
lon  Anderson. 
Winner:   Richard M. Johnson,   El 

Dorado, Arkansas. 

THE   JOAN   ELISABETH 
STEPHENS   MEMORIAL 

AWARD 
Open to Sophomores. 

Winners:    Linda   Jean    Newman, 
Arlington,   Texas;   David   Lar- 
son, La  Porte, Texas. 

DR. & MRS. FRANK DOUGLAS 
BOYD FRESHMAN MERIT 

AWARD 
Offered by Amy Margaret Boyd 

Chamberlin. 
Winner:   Randall   Wayne   Scrog- 

gins, Bridgeport, Texas. 

SPECIAL   SCHOLARSHIP 
OFFERED   IN   ENGLISH 

The Creative Writing  Scholar- 
ship offered by the Dallas T.C.U. 
Woman's Club. 
Winner:    Jay   Kline,    Arlington, 

Texas. 

SPECIAL  AWARD 
OFFERED   IN   ENGLISH 

Offered by the Fort Worth Wo- 
man's Club. A Merit Award given 
in   the   Spring   semester   to   an 
upperclauman. 
Winner: Ann Gray Lewelling, Ty- 

ler, Texas. 

ENDOWS)   SCHOLARSHIP 
OFFERED  IN  ENGLISH 

The Rebecca Smith Scholarship. 
Established by Miss Marion Day 
Mullins honoring the former 
chairman of the Department of 
English; T. C. U. 
Winner: Peggy Tharp, San An- 

gelo, Texas. 
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The Hunting Trip Randy Clark 

"Shouldn't we go now, Pa? It's 
getting awfully late. Ma will be 
worried." 

"Not yet, Jim. I'm gonna shoot 
your Ma a deer like I promised." 

"Still, she'll be pretty mad if we 
aren't home for supper. I bet she's 
started  it already." 

"We brung our horses, didn't 
we1 We'll get home in plenty of 
time." 

"But it's snowin,' an' it's pet- 
tin' dark. You know what happen.- 
when it gets dark, don't ya, Pa? 

"I know it's snowin', an' I 
know it's gettin' dark. An' it's 
gonna keep on snowin' an' gettin' 
dark; an' I'm gonna keep on 
huntin' till I get your Ma that 
deer. So just lie <|uiet. Ya wanna 

■   away all  the animals?" 
"What    about    the    w o i 

They're down from the mountains 
now.   They   probably   HMnd   all 
the  deer   away.   An'   bi    ■:■■ 
awful   late  in  the   winter  to  find 
many deer,  Pa." 

"lie   quiet!   There'll   be 
.Just be quid 

"Yes, Pa." 
But Jim didn't want to be 

quiet. This was the worst winter 
he had seen in the valley. The 
wolves and even the bears were 
coming down from the mountains 
earching for food. It w-as bad to 

be out after dark; especially this 
high up. Pa knew that. He was 
the one that told Jim. Everything 
Jim knew Pa had taught him. 
Then why didn't Pa want to go 
home, if he knew it was this 
dangerous? Maybe it was because 
of the food. During a winter like 
this, food was scarce. And what 
isn't gotten by the farmers early 
in hunting season, the wolves got. 
The wolves were the worst enemy 
of the farmer. They had already 
killed   two   of   Pa's   best   cow.. 

"Don't worry, Jim. Everything 
■ma be fine. I have a feeling 

we're gonna get the biggest dag- 
gumed deer you ever saw. We 
aren't going hungry this winter. 
Iiut if things get too bad, I'll 
send your Ma to live with her 

in   Richmond." 
"O.K., Pa. But I still think we 

should   leave when  it gets dark." 
"All right, all right! If nothin's 

happened by the time it's too dark 
to see, we'll head for home; that's 
a promise." 

Jim knew they would leave if 
nothing happened. Pa never broke 
his promise. He was a good man, 
a strong man. He built and work- 
ed the farm in the valley himself. 
Not the drought, the winters, nor 
the insects could stop him like 
they stopped the other farmers 
He had fought nature with all the 
patience and will power he had. 
And he won. 

The sun had moved behind the 
mountain now, but the valley 
below was still lit up. I'nder the 
cool shadow of the mountain the 
sr.ow and the forest took on a 
dull grey color, but it was light 
enough to see. It would be an- 
other hour before complete dark- 
ness came. The snow was piling 
up on the stump they had cleared 
to sit on. Jim lifted his collar. He 
conld feel the cold evening breeze 
now.   Pa   sat   quiet,  listening. 

"la?" 
"What?" 
"Are   the  horses  all   right?" 

"Sure. Why?" 
"I don't know. They just sound 

kinda funny, that's all." 
"Now   that   you   mentioned   it 

they   do   sound   a   little   re-- • 
Maybe it's wolves." 

"Wol. 
' Y*-p, hear 'em now. Sounds 

like a big pack." 
"Shouldn't   we   leave,   Pa^" 
"Whadda ya mean leave" If 

that's wolves, then they're chasm' 
somethin'. Probably a deer! Well 
stay put for a while." 

"If you say so, Pa." 
Jin red   the  cows   he 

had  Meg fall prey to the hungry- 
wolf    packs.    Those   growling, 
fiendish   animals,   maddened   by 
hunger, were the element of nat- 

■ had fought hardest   Every 
winter   I'a   slept   in   front  of   the 

•i the living room with 
his  gun  next to him, half awake 
and   half asleep,  waiting  for the 

and.    Many   a   night 
I ad   hid   under   the   - 

praying, as his father chased the 
back into the hills. 

And  always  I'a  returned without 
a  tenrtfh. 

"Listen. Pa! They're comin' 
closer. Are you sure we shouldn't 

B°-" 
"I hear 'em. Just don't worry, 

Jim. The way they're growling 
they must be chasin' somethin'." 

"It sure is dark, Pa. I don't 
think I could even see a deer if 
it did come this way." 

"The   way    I    figure    it,   Jim, 
whatever they're chasin' will come 
right into that clearing yonder in 
just   a  minute,  and  for  a   split- 
second it will  stop to figure out 
which way to leave the clearing. 
And when it stops for that 
second, that's when we make our 

Think you're ready!  We'll 
•    That way we  have a 

chance." 
i.   But   what   are   we 

:-..•■ ! How 
are we u T.na scare them away""' 

\\ • ■   that  after 
we   p. a.  i * K "   Right 
now,   . 

I.      - • -.   ■     ■ 

^nch of drunken 

Indian 
Jim got off the stump and knelt 

down   in  the   snow. Th 
•     ■ ■ 

cold out of him. He just  sat and 
ten< d   • L  toned   to   the 

snarls and growls grow-in*.- 
intense, coming closer and i 
There must be fifty. Jim  ■ranted 
to  hide  in  a  tree. 

Ahead of the howls a big deer 
raced into the moonlit clearing. 
Just like Pa had said, it stopped 

and looked both ways, but before 
it moved again two shots rang 
out, Jim knew he'd missed. He was 
too scared, but Pa's didn't. The 
deer took one step and then nosed 
into the ground. Before Jim could 
move or say anything, Pa was on 
his horse and riding toward the 
clearing. 

"You stay there, Jim." 
"But Pa ... be careful! Them 

animals   are   dangerous." 
Pa didn't hear. He was too 

busy. He reached the clearing 
about the time the wolves did, 
but they reached the deer first be- 
cause Pa's horse wouldr. 
spond to any orders. The 

• I the deer and rli 
around his horse, snarling and 
growling. Jim ran for his horse. 
He reached the clearing just in 
time to see Pa get thrown from 
his horse into the snow. Jim fired 
into the ma-«s of animals around 
Pa. The wolves retreated. Jim 
commanded his horse- toward his 
wounded I'a, firing more shots 
at  the howling  animals. 

Jim lifted his bitten and 
scratched Pa onto his horse, fired 
three more shots, and rode away. 
He was scared, mad, sick! What 
had they done to Pa? Jim cried. 
His   horse   sped   down   the  trail 

toward the house. What was that 
he heard behind him? Was it the 
wolves? Oh, the awful howling 
of those wolves! He kicked his 
horse. The mountain and the hills 
slipped behind him, and only the 
valley and the farm lay ahead. 
But the wolves moved in now. 
Jim's horse was getting tired. 
Jim was getting tired. He could 
see the house! The front door 
was open. Ma was standing at 
the door. 

"Got  inside,   Ma!   Get   inside!" 

"What's     the    matter,     Jim ? 
What's   happened?" 

Jim got off his horse and half- 
carried, half-dragged Pa inside 
and slammed the door. Outside the 
house he could still hear the howl- 
ing   WOlveS. 

"It's Pa. He's . . ., he's . . .," 
Jim examined Pa's body. "He's 
(lend! Those damn wolves out 

killed Pa! They killed I'a." 
Jim grabbed his gun and ran out- 
side, lb- fired. Kired until the gun 
was too hot to hold on to. Then 
he got onto bis horse, firing and 
screaming, and chased them back 
into the mountains. 

The next morning Jim returned 

to the farm with Pa's horse . . . 

carrying the  dead deer. 

^>outhwesl   ^Literature 

The Greaser . . . . 
"Well, he's a drunk and that's 

why she's leaving him. But they 
say she —" 

It was 10:30. I stared at the 
blue plastic rose and the cracked 
mirror, stirring my cold coffee 
and watching the little streaks 
of oil form on the top. The pinch- 
ed voices lowered themselves. The 
pinched faces leaned together, and 
I was given to understand that 
the private problems of "He and 
She" were not for the consump- 
tion of an outsider. And my sta- 
tus as a substitute secretary put 
me as far outside acceptance as 
one could be while still gaining 
admittance to the ladies' lounge 
and   coffee   room. 

It had been the ladies' witness 
room, but a dearth of lady wit- 
nesses had killed its official func- 
tion. Law books, court records, 
and dust stood waist deep around 
the walls, shadows settled in the 
comers, and mouse noises caused 
an occasional panic among its 
human denizens. The gray studio 
couch, chic in the 1930's, was 
covered with an almost solid dark- 
brown stain. And the atmosphere 
we breathed was not air, but the 
smell of stale coffee, stale smoke, 
and stale gossip. Something 
about the room felt oily and 
heavy; it was a physical mani- 
festation of a slightly dirty joke, 
and it made me detest coffee 
breaks. 

When I left the lounge, I found 
him sitting in the hall, almost in- 
visible in a corner of the dark 
wooden bench. He was one of the 
smallest men I'd ever seen; his 
legs seemed lost in the fading 
khaki pants, except where his 
kneecaps pressed against the 
shiny spots that marked them. 
His skin was browned even dark- 
er than most Mexican men of his 
age, smooth and shiny over the 
cheek bones, crinkled at the cor- 

ners of th» mouth and eyes. He 
sat with eyes closed, his head 
against the yellowing cream wall, 
so still that he seemed not a real 
person, but a recollection of some 
unknown   portrait  artist. 

"Were you waiting to see Mr. 
Carr, sir?" I asked him, feeling 
like someone who publicly ad- 
dresses a statue. 

The statue moved. The brown 
leather hands twitched. The feet 
in worn work boots with frayed 
laces shifted. "No, Miss, I come 
to see the judge." 

So I showed him the door of 
Judge Lee's office and went back 
to my official position as sub- 
stitute secretary to the county at. 
torney. It wasn't that I felt so 
terribly official: one week in a 
lawyer's office was enough to 
thoroughly confuse me—and one 
mistake can stop the wheels of 
justice for months. I was typing 
complaints against an unsuspect- 
ing "defendant herein named" 
when the telephone rang 

"Peggy, this is Judge Lee. See 
if you ran find a file on a Lupe 
Hernandez. I'm sending him over 
to see Frank Carr." 

Lupe Hernandez was standing 
across the desk from me. He did 
not move, and his face was in- 
voluntarily contorted with fear 
and pride. He look at the floor 
and responded only to the cues 
I  offered   in  a  shaky   voice. 

"Please sit down." 
He sat. 
"Mr. Carr will be with you in 

a moment." He smoothed the 
wrinkles in his face with a dry 
brown hand and put on a look of 
cherubic   patience. 

We sat in silence for half an 
hour — the patient old man with 
downcast eyes and the nervous 
novice secretary. Neither of us 
spoke, and each of us merely 
felt   the   presence   of   the   other. 

•        ••••• 
We only waited, listening to the 
water trickling in the air con- 
ditioner, until Mr. Carr bustled 
into the room. 

"Come on  in here, Hernandez." 
Lupe rose. He was no longer a 

statue but a man, and as he 
turned to leave the room his eyes 
met mine  and  saw  behind them. 

"I am too old to work, Miss. 
My wife is pick. We—" Holding 
his bark straight and proud, he 
disappeared into the inner office. 

The quiet exploded into a 
flurry of action in a matter of 
minutes when the attorney bustl- 
ed out again. There was a waiver 
to  type,  and   a  confession. 

"I, Lupe Hernandez, in this suit 
named defendant, do solemnly 
swear that I did with prior know- 
ledge pass a worthless check in 
the amount of $3.75 to rUMart 
Grocery, a corporation." 

The long green docket sheet 
was sent up from downstairs, and 
Lupe Hernandez disappeared into 
the judge's chambers. Kobert, the 
deputy sheriff, came in while I 
waited. 

"Came up to get that one. Hot 
checks, ain't it? Them greasers 
can't  understand  money." 

"But he's old. He must have 
used it to buy food." 

"Now, Missy, they all say that, 
and they all use it to buy te- 
quila. Ain't one greaser in this 
town worth two bits." 

Lupe Hernandez was standing 
in the doorway with Mr. Carr 
behind him. His back was straight 
and his eyes unclouded. He sub- 
mitted gently to Robert's hand- 
ruffs, and his soft voice was 
meant only for his own hearing. 

"I have done a wrong thing. 
I  must pay." 

Then he was gone and Robert 
with him. 

"Sixty dollars or sixty days," 
said   Mr.   Carr   matter-of-factly. 

Peggy   lharp 
"He couldn't pay it. Take this 
down to the clerk's office, and 
then take your lunch break if 
you want." 

"My check will be sixty dollars. 
Can I pay it f" 

"Don't be ridiculous." He went 
into his office and closed the 
door. 

In the lounge the air was two 
hours thicker, and the same faces, 
the same voices filled it. I open- 
ed my lunch bag to the same 
droning   gossip. 

"Can you imagine after fif- 
teen years! And she filed for the 
divorce this morning. You'd think 
she'd have learned to live with 
him by now." 

Two hours had made little dif- 
ference in the lounge, but the 
haze of smoke and scandal was 
thicker. Cigarettes were crushed 
in the ash trays or abandoned 
half-finished and sending wreaths 
of smoke to the ceiling. The 
ladies nibbled at diet-bread sand- 
wiches or mixed Carnation In- 
stant in their thermoses, feeding 
on  the  events  of  the   morning. 

Judge Lee's secretary', w-hose 
diet allowed her no lunch at all, 
leaned against the table which 
held the plastic flowers. Talking 
around a rigaretto, letting it 
waggle as she talked, she com- 
plained   of  the   slow   morning. 

"Not that I mind not being 
busy. God knows I make up for 
it in court session days. But it's 
so boring! Nothing hut a will 
to witness  and that   Mexican." 

"Listen to her complain. Less 
work, more coffee," one of them 
giggled  back. 

"What's the matter, honey?" 
They had noticed me and their 
voices softened with artificial 
concern. 

"Nothing." 
"Now what is it?" One of the 

fares leaned   into  mine. 
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Latchow St., Other Sorrows 
Karen   Ann   (ox 

I was only a" little pirl at the 
time we visited Mrs. Farr, and 
I didn't understand why my 
mother was so insistent that we 
even approach the frightening 
looking house where the old wo- 
man  lived. 

"Because it's the charitable 
thing to do," my mother told me 
as she pulled me along by my 
perspiring hand. "The neighbor- 
hood has decided that everyone 
should take turns seeing about 
Mrs. Farr, poor thing. She's just 
an old sick woman, and it will 
be good for you to see how lucky 
our   family   is   in   comparison." 

I still didn't understand. "Wtoy 
can't Mr. Farr take care of her?" 
I asked, vaguely remembering a 
gaunt, bent figure stepping slow, 
ly and carefully out of the Farr 
house every week or so at dusk, 
down our street, past our house, 
and I supposed, on to the corner 
grocery store three blocks away, 
for he always came back with a 
small brown sack that matched 
the large drab hat that usually 
covered his milky eyes. I had only 
seen his eyes onre, when I ca- 
reened past him on my bicycle, 
but I hadn't seen him lately at all. 

"Mr. Farr died, honey, way last 
fall. He was terribly old. Mrs. 
Farr is alone now and can't drive 
a car or do any of the things 
like we can." 

"Oh." We were halfway there 
now, in front of Old Maid Jones' 
place, and we walked in the mid- 
dle of the gravelly street, for it 
was in the poorer section of 
town, and since it led! to nothing 
important, cars were infrequent. 
Most of the houses on Latchow 
Street were like ours — small, 
wooden, and painted haphazardly 
by young parent.) like mine, who 
planned on moving away as soon 
as they had enough money. The 
Farr house was different, though. 
It stood, a giant brick monstrosi- 
ty, leering from its thick curtain 
of grayish looking oak trees and 
choked by an enveloping dust- 
brown yard. The neighborhood 
children did not dare to go even 
as far as its rusted gates; even 
on sunny days it had a grotesque, 
shut-eyed appearance that we al- 
ways associated with the horror 
movies we watched on black and 
white television sets. 

That day, however, my mother's 
hand propelled me onward past 
the sagging fence and across the 
dirt yard to the rotting front 
porch steps, which I noticed were 
not gray, after all, but a peeling, 
faintly greenish color. 

"Be careful, and don't stick 
your foot through any of those 
rotted places," my mother whis- 
pered as she pressed the bell. 
We heard it tinkle from some- 
where deep inside. "You know," 
she continued, for we didn't hear 
a reply, "you weren't here to re- 
member, of course, but fifteen 
years ago, when we first moved 
into our house, this old place was 
still really something. I guess 
it was a showplace in its day. 
They kept all the weeds cut down, 
or somebody did, and every Sun- 
day Mrs. Farr would get out 
and water her plants, I remember 
she always wore a yellow dress 
with violets or roses in the lapel." 
It seemed like hours since we had 
rung the bell, and I twitched with 
childish impatience, and my mo- 
ther, to  win my  attention  again 

continued, "And they had the most 
beautiful dogs then, big brown 
ones with long ears and tails. 
Mr. Farr once won a three y> ar 
supply of dogfood for them, and 
the man that delivered it said 
they were the prettiest dogs be 
had ever seen." I perked up; like 
most other children, I had an 
intense liking and curiosity about 
animals. "What happened to 'em? 
Are they still ..." I didn't finish 
for suddenly, out of the deep re- 
cesses of the house, slow and 
tedious-sounding footsteps came 
into our hearing, approached the 
door and stopped. The lock moved 
a little before my expectant, half- 
terrified eyes, then the doorknob, 
but the door stuck and someone 
on the other side of it gave a 
weak yank. It sprang open then 
a few inches, revealing nothing 
but darkness behind it. 

"Hello, Mrs. Farr? This is Jane 
Carey. I've brought you some 
canned fruit I thought you might 
enjoy for supper," Mother called 
into the opening. I shivered in 
the gloom on the chilly porch and 
wishfully rolled my eyes back to 
the brighter street. 

The door opened still wider, 
and I could see a small shapeless 
outline through the screen door, 
and then a gnarled, grayish hand 
poked itself outside to receive 
the cans. Only after it clutched 
the top of the paper sack, did 
a scratchy, tremulous voice say, 
"C'mon in. I thought you was 
prob'ly  the tax man  again." 

I tried to pull violently on 
Mother's band, but she gave me 
a sharp look and jerked me in- 
side. At first 1 couldn't see any- 
thing, for the hallway was even 
darker than the porch, but grad- 
ually I could see Mrs. Farr better 
and discovered that she really 
didn't look much different from 
my own grandmother, except that 
she didn't seem to have any teeth 
and her gray-brown hair, instead 
of being neatly tied into a bun, 
as I was accustomed to seeing, 
hung long and tangled about her 
terrared face. She wore a very 
faded dress over which she had 
slung a buttonless floor-length 
cotton duster, and on her knotted 
feet were the dirtiest slippers I 
had ever seen. They held my at- 
tention and I began to wonder 
how often she took a bath, for 
her toes, poking themselves out 
of the holes at the end of the 
slippers were creased with gray- 
ness which, in the dim light, I 
imagined to be dirt. 

". . . And this is my daughter, 
Rose Ann. I don't think you've 
seen each other since she was a 
baby," Mother said, digging her 
fingernails into my shoulder, an 
indication, I knew, to stop star- 
ing at Mrs. Farr's feet. However, 
the old lady did not even acknow. 
ledge my presence, but instead 
motioned us into the next room. 

"You can come into my kit- 
chen, I 'spect — it's the brightest 
place I have — while I put this 
up. You and that little girl there." 

We followed her, shortening our 
stride to keep from running into 
the bent figure. The kitchen was 
directly "ff the hallway, which 
was hung with what looked to be 
dark blue or green velvet curtains 
that blocked out the light from 
the porch. The kitchen was bright- 
er, but barely, for it had only 
one window above the sink and 
it was covered by a dusty, opa- 
que shade. The room was fairly 
large, but it smelled strange and 
stale like a rloset we had at home. 
There was a flimsy table but no 
chairs, I remember, and a few- 
painted cabinets and nothing else. 
She opened one of the cabinets 
and quickly thrust the sack in- 
side and closed it again, but not 
before I had time to see that it 
was empty. When I didn't even 
see an icebox, I started to men- 
tion it to my mother, but my 
gaze caught instead something 
in the window. Mrs. Farr moved 
in front of it, though, and we all 
stood there awkwardly for a long 
moment until my mother said, 
"Well, now, if you need some- 
thing, let us know. I'll come back 
and check on you pretty soon and 
if you get sick or something, 
just call us." 

"Don't have a phone, but I'll 
be all right — haven't left the 
house for five years 'cept when 

Billy died — don't see reason to 

now." She crept stiffly in front 

of us to the door, and then I re- 

membered the dogs. 

"Mrs. Farr, do ynu still have 
your 'I'".- "" I a iked loudly, She 
hadn't looked directly at me be- 
fore, hut she did then and I 
noticed that her gray eyes had 
the same milky look that Mr. 
I;iu's  had  had. 

"No, they've been dead for 
quite a while now," she answered 
vaguely. "They're all gone. Old 
Hutch and Tucker and all of 
'em." Then she did a strange 
thing. She wiped one hand across 
her left eye and then the other, 
as if she were brushing away 
tears, only there weren't any. 

We said goodbye then and left. 
I broke away with relief and 
■kipped out through the gate 
across the dust yard until I re- 
membered something and waited 
for my mother to catch up to me. 

"Mama, did you see what she 
had sittin' on her window sill in 
the kitchen? Dogfood. Three cans 
of it. And one of them was open, 
too, because there was a fork or 
something sticking  out  the top." 

I never saw Mrs. Farr again. 
Old Maid Jones found her dead 
when it was her turn to visit, but 
I didn't know until my mother 
told me when I asked her what 
her yard was being cleaned up 
for. It bothered me for a long 
time because I had meant to find 
her a puppy and take it there to 
keep her from being lonesome, 
but I had never done it. I don't 
even know if she would have 
wanted it. I don't think about it 
much anymore. 

3r.sU an C*6dau 

Growing Up Susan   Anderson 

"Growing up is a difficult pro- 

cess." I'd heard about it for 
years, and, in spite of the omi- 
nous things I'd heard, I still ad- 
amantly looked forward to it; 
being a mere child was no fun 
after a while. Being a teenager 
was my life's ambition, a time 
of dates or at least offers every 
night. I wondered anxiously whe- 
ther Mother would allow me to 
date before I was sixteen, and 
how on earth I would be able to 
choose between numerous offers 
to the prom without breaking the 
poor boys' hearts. At last I was 
thirteen. At last I could legally 
become indignant over disparag- 
ing remarks about teenagers by 
the "older generation." Frustra- 
tions and angers could be called 
"growing pains" instead of tan- 
trums. I had made it; I waited 
for the magic to settle brilliantly 
around me. I watched expectant- 
ly. Fourteen came. Then came 
fifteen. Uneasiness gnawed ever 
so gently deep inside me. Six- 
teen crept in; no one could argue 
about my dating now. So come 
on, World! But the magic didn't 

come; it chose to bless others. 

Before my eyes the childish faces 

drew together at last into the 

promise of mature heauty. Bodies 

became slender in the right 

places, grew rounder also in the 

right places. I remained round 

everywhere. I looked into the 

mirror, hoping to suddenly see 

rising to the surface that beauty 

I was sure was merely hiding. 

What was that story about the 

ugly duckling that became a 

beautiful swan ? How about those 

corny teenage love stories the li- 

brarian forced me to read, ones 

in which the plain girl triumphs 

over all and becomes a shocking 

beauty overnight? Did I really 
believe all that? Only a dumbo 
believes that stuff, right? So 
what?   Who   cares   anyway.   It's 
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better to be elected; that takes 
brains. Who wants to be beauti- 
ful and dumb ? Who cares what 
it is you're elected to, just be 
elected. 

Seventeen arrived. I was a good 
citizen. I was tied up hand and 
foot with activities. Busy little 

bee was I. Wanting an office 

until I had it, then wondering 

where the thrill had gone, won- 

dering why I felt an emptiness 

instead. Never having time to be 

sick or tired because it didn't fit 

the schedule, never permitted to 

be discouraged because I was the 

captain of the ship — onward, 

Christian soldier. Along came 

eighteen, weary of the pace, 

weary of the facade of impor- 

tance, weary of the pettiness, 

frustration, disappointments and 

secret tears, yet obligated be- 

yond escape. New goals arose, 

new hope blossomed, all wrapped 

up  in one little word — college. 

College. The place where stu- 

dents went around discussing 

world problems for the pleasure 

and involvement of it, where 

one's insides rated more than his 

outsides. I had suffered long 

enough; emancipation was near. 

Hallelujah! Praise the Lord! I 

thought 1 had to go six hundred 

miles to break the ties thorough- 

ly,  but  what  1   sought  to  escape 

traveled with me. As I approach 

the end of my freshman year, 1 

look back with wonder at what 

has passed. I look forward with 

wonder at what has yet to come. 

I am impatient. I was impatient. 

I wanted others to change for 

me, to fit my ideals, and when 

they didn't co-operate, I was an- 

gry and confused. I found out 

that people are basically the 

same at home or six hundred 

miles away. It has been hard for 

me to be tolerant of others some- 

times, but I have found that even 

the vehement bigot often has an 

endearing quality also that can- 

not be ignored. I realized that 

others had hopes and dreams, 

maybe not like mine, but impor- 

tant of course to them. Most of 

all, I know that dreams are not 

silly, that they sometimes make 

life bearable, and that they are 

worth fighting for, regardless of 

the obstacles ahead. I am having 

a hard time getting to know this 

person that came more clearly 

into focus and am getting a little 

better at facing the fact that 

even I might have a little bending 

to do. There is still a lot of 

growing up I have to do, and it 

has been painful. Hut at last 1 

am beginning to feel it was all 

worth it. 
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Closet Philosophy Wendy Wall: 
Susan knocked on the closet 

door. There was no answer. She 
kicked it and scowled. 

"Damn it, come out of there!" 
"I'm thinking. Leave me alone." 
"Come   on,   now.   you'll   suffo- 

cate.  Open  up!" 
"I can't; it's locked from the 

outside." Melissa leaned up 
against the hutton. "But that's 
okay; I don't want to come out 
for a long time." 

"Where's the key?" 
"I've got  it." 
"Come on, Phyllis. I don't like 

it when you do this. All of the 
time you're sitting in there. 
['lease come out. Gimme the key; 
I'll open it, and you can just sit 
in there with the door open. Just 
so that you don't suffocate." 

A tired sigh came from the 
closet. 

"Please, Phyllis. I'm getting; 
upset." 

"You're upset!" 
"What's the matter?" 
"It's HIM again. Brian. This is 

really it this time, Susan. I have 
HAD it. I can put up with every- 
thing hut what he did.  There is 
no   excuse   for   lying.   It   is  the 
cardinal sin  in  my hook, and he 
committed  it. I'm not even  mad, 
just   hurt.   I   don't   wanna   talk. 
Please leave  me alone." 

"What did he lie ahout?" 
"It's  not   really a lie  that  he 

said. It's what he didn't say, or 
what I understood, sort  of.  Hey, 
could  you  slide my poetry note- 
book   under   the  door?   It's   the 
yellow   one   with   the   ripped   up 
cover." 

"Not unless you slide the key- 
under so that I can talk face to 
face with you. Anyway, there's 
not enough light in there to see 
what you write. Listen, could ya 
answer one crummy question ? 
Why do you sit in there in the 
first place? You're in there ALL 
of the TIME." 

"I like it. Because I like it, for 
God's sake. Did you ever think 
of that? It just so happens that 
until a very short time ago, when 
you walked into the room, it was 
the one place that I could be 
guaranteed peace and quiet. Now, 
are you going to make me find 
another place? If you're going 
to give me the third degree any- 
time I want to sit in here, may- 
be I should go look for another 
place right now." 

"Okay. All right, so I'll leave. 
Thanks loads." 

"Ohhh, Susan, come on. I'm 
sorry. Please don't go; I'm just 
in a bad mood and I'm taking it 
out on everyone. Please stay in 
here and talk to me." 

"All right." She found the yel- 
low notebook and tried to slide 
it under the door. "It won't go 
under,"   she   said. 

"What?" Phyllis asked. 
"The notebook, the yellow note 

book won't go under; it's too fat. 
If you slide the key under, I'll 
slip it in to you through the crack 
and I won't make you come out. 
I  promise." 

"Okay." The brass key emerged 
from the crack under the door. 
Susan unlocked it and pushed it 
open all of the way. 

"Hey, you creep, you prom- 
ised." Phyllis squinted against 

the light. 

"Look, Phyllis, I know that 
you're upset, but what good doM 

.it do to hide in there?" 
"Maybe it doesn't solve any 

problems, but it certainly makes 
me feel better. I have to have 
■OHM way of forgetting my wor- 
ries. Some people drink beer, 
some are TV addicts, others go 
to movies, but I sit in the dark 
of my closet. What's wrong with 
that ? Everyone has his idiosyn- 
cracies." Phyllis shifted her posi- 
tion and hugged her knees. 
"Would a psychiatrist analyze 
closet-dwelling as an inability to 
face the  reality of life?" 

"Probably," Susan shrugged 
her shoulders. 

"It figures. That's Brian's an- 
alysis of me, too. He's the num- 
ber one junior psychologist, 
y'know. He knows so much be- 
cause his mother has a degree 
in psychology and spouts it off 
to him. Rats, his mother. That's 
another thing. He's so dependent 
on her. He complains ahout her 
sometimes, hut I know that it's 
a big put-on because he quotes 
ner all of the time. 'Mother did 
this,' and 'Mommy says that,' are 
the bridges of transition in our 
conversations. Ha! He takes such 
delight in uncovering each little 
quirk in MY personality. A psy- 
chiatrist would have a field day 
with him. Lately, he has really 
gotten on my nerves with this 
psychology. Our differences are 
really coming out now. I used to 
like him, but I see now that we 
were just  incompatible." 

Susan concentrated on picking 
lint balls off of her sweater. 
"Whaddya mean, incompatible.' 
All of these months together, you 
two were okay. So why just 
now?" 

"It's my fault, I guess," Phyl- 
lis said. "It's sort of a continua- 
tion of the closet philosophy, 
withdrawing to my own little 
cosmos to think when something 
disturbs me, y'know?" 

"Yeah, well, I can see how 
that would bother him a little. 
Hi's very friendly and likes peo- 
ple a lot, doesn't he?" 

"Yes, but that's not the point. 
A little while ago, I left a 

book in his car for him to read. 
I left a note with it, telling him 
how I had really loved it and 
thought that he should have it. 
But I also said that he should 
be careful with the book, because 
it was dangerous. It could be 
called subversive in a way, but 
not like fanatic peasants waving 
guns or Communists attacking 
Washington. It's subversive to the 
mind because it impresses you so 
much. It just makes you feel . . . 
gentle." Phyllis' eyes rambled out 
into the distance. 

"Oh, puke, Phyllis, Come on. 
Don't feed me any of this broth- 
erly love crap all of a sudden. 
You act just the same as before. 
When anyone calls early Satur- 
day morning when you're asleep, 
you still swear at them when you 
answer the phone." 

"Yuk, yuk, Susan. I didn't mean 
a gentleness like love. I meant 
contentedness, sinking into my- 
self. I've gotten suddenly religi- 
ous, but a religion of man, not 
God, It has to do with repeating 
this phrase that's in the book. The 
phrase itself doesn't make any 
difference: I just need something 
to concentrate on for a long time 
to sort of detach my mind. Get 
it?" 

"Yeah, I think so. But it's 
scary." 

Phyllis crawled out of the clos- 
et and turned the radio on, then 
returned to the closet and shut 
the door. 

"Brian thought the whole bit 
was scary, too. He even called 
it 'abnormal.' I only did it be- 
cause I liked the book so much 
that it became real to me. The 
characters   were   my   friends;    I 

talked about them. Once, Brian 
and I were walking through the 
zoo and talking about the ani- 
mals, and I compared our conver- 
sation to one in the book. He ex- 
ploded, dragged me out of the 
zoo, and sat mr down on a park 
bench. He yelled for a solid fif- 
teen minutes about how ridicu- 
lous it was for me to get so ab- 
sorbed in a book that it became 
reality. He was so upset he was 
pleading. Ever since that lecture, 
he watches me like a hawk. 1 
don't know what in hell he's look- 
ing for, other signs of insanity, 
maybe. He's taking it so serious- 
'y that he's asked me not to read 
any more books. Naturally, the 
way he's acting only makes me 
talk about the book more. If he 
would only use some of that 
damned psychology that he's such 
an expert in, he would ignore 
this phase until it's over. Susan, 
the only thing that compares 
with him is a parent. He walks 
about acting like a very bad 
mother. Ohhh, I don't want to 
talk about it anymore. I feel like 
I'm going to puke." 

"Phyllis, don't you know that 
he just does all of this because 
he likes you? He nags because 
you aren't acting normal; he 
wants the old Phyllis back." 

"Oh, gimme a break, Susan. 
He's an utter fake. He doesn't 
give a damn about me. All of 
these months, he's token me out 
every weekend, given me pre- 
sents, and even said that he 
loves me, when the truth is, he 
doesn't mean any of it." 

"That's the dumbest thing I've 
ever heard. He does all of those 
things because he hat.'S you, I 
suppose?" 

"No, no. I don't mean that he 
hates me; he's indifferent. He 
goes around treating me like I'm 
his one and only. I found out last 
week that he has a girlfriend  in 
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THE IMMORTAL SQUARE 

Peter Fritz 

A   pencil   and   paper  carefully 
created   the   Immortal   Square, 

Four  lines  here  and  there, 
Joined  at each end, 
With no need to bend them  in 

place. 
"A disgrace!" sniffed  the  Cir- 

cle 
And   laughed  at  her friend; 
She   had   no   beginning,   much 

less an  end. 
Just  one continuous  bend. 
"A    bad    trend!"    huffed    the 

Square. 
With added dimension he pick- 

ed up eight lines 
And squared his  intention  into 

a cube. 
"What   a   boob!"   poohed    the 

Circle; 
A cube is so mere, 
And bowing politely spun  into 

a sphere. 
"I'm quite round all over with 

nary a corner much less an edge," 
She   smirked   smartly   flashing 

her form, 
And carelessly rolled right  off 

of the  edge. 
How smashing! 
The  Immortal   Square 
Looked down from where he sat 

flat 
And chortled; 
That's why he's immortal! 
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The Gulf at Ruby's Inn 
Edward It. Arkert 

Salt  mother 
If  I   knew 
Today  I would stand  here 
in   the   moon, 
In   sandy   mansions   bleached   as 
Dogs' bony teeth, I'm not so sure 
The  old man doesn't see himself 
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curling  aged. 

Wanting the doorway open where 
he can 

Sit and   not think,  ocean  salt  to 
cover 

The   unseeing   seeing   eye. 

Breaking   the   stony    wave 
to hide 
the windyblown mind, 
Kneeling,  waiting 
In the room so small that I have 

nothing 
to look at. 
Presses the face to plaster walls, 

Where the paleness 
His silvered head 
Is leaning 

Today  the  bubbled  window  over 
Baby waters 

Is    magic   changer   of   the 
world 

I can  sit here with my face 
up close 

And  me  turned to  face the sun 
To watch the babbled colors 
Reappear, stretch out breaking 
The fingers of his one bony still 

living hand had 
Wanded all to be, 
He   knows   the   mirror's   wall   is 

still 
The only magic left. 

his home town. And he didn't 
even tell me; it was one of MY 
friend* that I heard it from. He 
lied by not telling me something. 
He's a big fake. I want to get 
the situation out in the open 
and discuss it, so one night when 
we were walking around, I came 
right out and told him that 1 
knew about this other girl. He 
acted very surprised and muttered 
something about not remember- 
ing any agreement we had made 
about not dating other people. 
Then he said that he was sorry 
if he had ever given me the im- 
pression that I was the only girl. 
SORRY! God, he was SORRY. 
What did he think we were do- 
ing all of this time, being 'just 
good friends,' or something? I 
liked him so much, Susan. I even 
told him that I loved him. A lot 
of good 'sorry' does me now. I 
suppose he expects me to shake 
off the hurt with a shrug and go 
on as usual. It's easy for him to 
do; he didn't lose anything but a 
little time and money. He's just 
a big, fat liar." 

Phyllis slumped into the corner 
of   the   closet   in   silence.    Susan 
could   only   stare   at  her   loafers. 
There   was  a   spew   from   inside 
the  closet.   Susan   looked   up. 

"What was that noise"" 
"Me.  I opened a can of soda." 
"Oh,   but,   Phyllis,   what   hap- 

pened  after that ?   After he  said 
that he was sorry?" 

"I performed beautifully. A 
real Sarah Bernhardt. I didn't 
get mad or yell or cry. I played 
the Brave, Proud I.ady straight 
through. I said, 'No, we didn't 
have any agreement.' And I told 
him that he didn't hurt me and 
that I would be upset if he would 
go away thinking that I was hurt. 
I ended up the first part of the 
speech by telhng him not to wor- 
ry about m. , that when he left, 
I wouldn't sulk in my closet and 
read hooks. He thinks that I'll 
be a social butterfly, flitting 
around, being friendly and learn 
ing all about people What he 
doesn't know is that not every- 
one can leam about people from 
real life. Some of us aren't made 
that way." 

Phyllis opened the closet door 
and   took  a  drink   of  soda. 

"But I just couldn't let him go 
away  thinking that he had  won 
He   had   to   suffer   too.   I    said: 
'Brian. I'm sorry, too, making you 
think  that  I  went  cut with   only 
you all of the time. I have MOM 
one back home, too. We're going 
to be married in July.' Man, Su- 
san, you should  have see his old 
face drop. I told him that I had 
no right acting angry for his hav 
ing another girl  when I had an 
other Itoy. He was flabbergasted 
He had never susfM-cted, ever!" 

Susan looked puzzled. "But 
Phyllis," she protested, "You 
don't have . . ." 

"Susan, I'm so sick of men, I 
don't know what to do. I don't 
wanna look at another man as 
long as I live! I just wanna sit 
in my closet and drink soda. AND 
I'LL RECITE MY MKDITATION 
AS MUCH AS I WANT TO, 
YOU CREEP!" she shouted at 
the ceiling. "I really can't talk 
anymore, Susan. I'm sorry, but I 
just can't. I HATE LIARS!" And 
she slammed the closet door shut 
again. 
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The Feather Bed 
When I was a small boy, I 

rather fearfully anticipated trips 

to my great-grandparents' home. 

Their house held two victims of 

an end to he dreaded — old ape 

and the perpetual reminiscence 

which accompanies it. If my 

brothers and I had been left (rat 

to explore the old house, we 

might not have dreaded the 

trips; the usual result, however, 

was a boring night of forced si 

lence conquering restrained cu- 

riosity. 

There is one night which 

stands out in my memory. This 

night was in the dead of winter, 

and the temperature was below 

freezing. My grandmother lived a 

block away from my great-grand- 

parents, and my younger brothers 

and I ran across the neighbors' 

back yards to get to their house, 
where we were to spend the 
night. The wind was blowing, and 
the distance, short as it was, was 
sufficient to enable us to be- 
come chilled to the bone. As we 
ran up the great stone steps, I 
remembered the many times I 
had jumped off that porch or 
had swung on the lawn chair. 
After a perfunctory knock, we 
crowded through the door into 
the living room, which provided 
a welcome haven from the cold 
of winter and those perils of night 
known only to children under 
twelve. As the oldest, I was the 
last one in; I imagined myself 
barely escaping the hungry 
clasp of a six-legged dragon, 
who loved to eat boys on the way 
to their great - grandparents' 
house. The escape, however, was 
to no avail: the illusion of the 
monster wa.s quickly replaced by 
the real and unpleasant embraces 
which are forced on children with 
every visit to a female relative. 
Much to my amazement, I man- 
aged to survive this second ordeal 
also. I usually did, but I never 
failed to  wonder how. 

My great-grandmother's aged 
squeals of delight over how we 
had grown and how handsome 
we were getting to be provoked 
the usual shuffling of feet and 
lowering of heads. Since we were 

not yet old enough to have some 

clever answers which would only 

increase the intensity of the ex- 

clamations, I merely remember 

thinking that my great-grand- 

mother seemed to have grown 

smaller and uglier. My innocent 

mind meant no disrespect by this 

seemingly blasphemous thought— 

it was one of those completely 

objective observations made by 

children. 

In about half an hour, my 

brothers and I were released by 

the arrival of our parents and 

our grandmother. Since our bed- 

time was still an hour away, post- 

poned for this special occasion, 

we had time to explore the old 

house. A simple five-room frame 

building, the place contained 

many quaint relics and old-fash- 

ioned devices which were particu- 
larly interesting to young boys. 
Among these were the linoleum 
floor, which creaked where it had 
warped; the curved bathtub, 
which sat on legs and resembled 
a piece of furniture; and a model 
of a covered wagon, which was 
a clock and was authentic down 
to a handbrake and a set of 
tools on its side. After busily 
inspecting these items, we fo- 
cused our attention on the three 
beds, evaluating their respective 
merits as well as their draw- 
backs. I immediately laid my 
claim on the master bedroom be- 
cause it was the most modern 
room in the house: I had no fear 
that the inanimate objects in 
the room would come to life, be- 
cause they were familiar to me. 

I should have passed a content- 
ed night in that room but for 
the unweloomed intervention of 
my parents. My father came into 
the bedroom where my brothers 
and I were arguing over who 
would sleep in what bed and told 
us which bed to sleep in. Much 
to my dismay, he assigned me to 
the back bedroom: it was the 
farthest from help in case of 
emergency, such as monsters or 
witches; it was the closest to 
the back porch, which differed 
little from a cemetery in my 
mind; and it was the oldest room 

in the house. I protested im- 

mediately, spurred by the thought 

of a ghoul rising from its grave 

on the porch, proceeding by the 

nocturnal illumination of the 

moon into my bedroom, rousing a 

werewolf from his age-old sleep 

in the large, ancient trunk against 

the wall, and, together, carrying 

me off into the foggy night. My 

protests were overruled in the 

usual autocratic way — with my 

father smiling through clenched 

teeth. 

Even so, I might have mastered 

my fear had it not been for the 

next turn of events. My parents 

planned to return to my grand- 

mother's house to sleep. Like a 

lead weight in water, my heart 

sank to my toes; a whole night 

in that room with no one hut my 
younger brothers and my eighty- 
year-old great - grandparents to 
protect me? A wave of fear 
passed through me like an elec- 
tric shock. I couldn t do it. I 
wouldn't do it. Mentally summing 
up my case, I realized, however, 
that my reasons were rather in- 
sufficient: monsters, wind, dark- 
ness, antique trunks, the cemetery 
on the porch. No, th'ey would 
never  understand. 

Half-numbed with horror, 1 ven- 
tured back into the protective il- 
lumination of lights — several 
of them. There was the morbid 
black trunk, caked with dust and 
concealing, I was quite sure, a 
vampire or a mummy, waiting to 
transfer me to its half-dead 
world. There was also an old 
black sewing machine, the kind 
W'th the foot treadle. Some se- 
cret device to transform me into 
their kind, no doubt. Then, fear 
that I never dreamed existed 
chilled my blood as my gaze 
happened upon the bed itself. A 
black bedspread gave it the ap- 
pearance of a coffin in a morgue, 
silently anticipating its newest 
victim. Agonizing thoughts ran 
through my head; I pictured my- 
self vanishing forever into the 
depths  of that  bed. 

Cold-bloodedly, my mother pro- 
ceeded to turn down the covers 
and  hand  me  my  pajamas.  The 
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fact that there was a mattress 

and sheets rather than a velvet 

cavern under the bedspread did 

little to calm my desperate mind, 

and since I could not see a way 

out, I did the next best thing. 

Hastily donning my pajamas, I 

jumped into the bed while every- 

one was there and while lights 

were still burning. 

Instantly, I was in a:.other 

world. 

The bed was an old-fashioned 

feather bed, and sleeping in it 

was to be an unprecedented ex- 

perience for me. As I sank into 

the luxurious confines of the mat- 

tre is, my mother placed the cov- 

ers around me: this act, how- 

ever, did not represent the lower- 

ing of the lid of a casket, but 
rather the closing of the gates of 
heaven after me as I entered. I 
aged ten years in a moment, 
leaving behind me the fears of 
childhood and embracing the lei- 
surely enjoyment afforded me by 
this wonderful  bed. 

I did not lie on the bed — I 
lay in the bed. The mattress ca- 
ressed me as if it had living 
limbs and a will to protect me 
from my previously imagined 
perils. Had my mind not been so 
completely swayed by the bed, I 
might have envisioned it as at- 
tempting to suffocate me by 
drawing me slowly inside the 
mattress; as it was, my only 
thoughts were of the warmth and 
protection which I had discover- 
ed. So entire was my mental 
transformation from fear to 
pleasure that I was actually glad 
to see the adults turn out the 
lights and leave the room. 

While my eyes were becoming 
accustomed to the darkness, I 
pulled the covers over my head. 
I felt no sensation of being 
smothered: the act only enhanced 
the sheltering atmosphere which 
the bed afforded me. Then, as the 
bed warmed, I peeked from the 
covers at the darkened room. 
Shapes were now distinguishable; 
I hesitantly glanced at the trunk 
and the sewing machine. To my 
surprise, black, inanimate sha- 
dows marked the spot where, only 
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Chesapeake Mantra Jay  Kline 
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Vespers 

(Solis   Occaau) 

II 

Matins 

In  chorus   with   gentle  breakers, 

sloshing shore pebbles 

Higher  .  .  .  then  higher  around 

bare ankles. 

(Variation on a theme by Keats) 
I  have  seen   the  pale,   red  glow      out   where   the   cloud - shrouded 

stain the sky; fisher Dawn   blossoms    with    a    sweet 

.  .  . heard  dying day's  funereal      nips  nets'  wet  silvered   glitter, sme]| 

■*" Faded day-colors hang along the 
Whispered   in   relief   at   death. M 

0f  *",rtpn  hair   snillinK  thr"u«h 

Feel on your cheek the day's last      Swirling  reflections   in  wavelets' anxious hands, 

1,ri'ath Brppn- Of silken fish  mouthing  yellowed 
Wafting ruffled hair, then drown- Though no songs for day's death , 

ing. ure  sung, 

Soon night-breezes rush from the A  thousand candles light, one by And th'' musty roar of abandoned 

waves, chanting one. shell; 

Then    she    ripens    in    passioned 

swell, 

Till   golden   glows   the   yellowed 

sand. 

And sea-foamed sting  of sobbing 

wind 

Outroars the song of empty shell. 

(Ireywood   bones  on   lonely  tree, 

Kntangled   in   the  seaweed  green, 

Pipe softly,  sweetly,  yet  unheard 

Reneath  the   song  of louder bird. 

minutes before, fierce, threaten- 
ing horrors had stood. Growing 
bolder, I raised myself on my 
elbows and gazed out the window 
at the back porch. The moon fil- 
tered through' the screen, but no 
gravestones o r sleepwalking 
ipeetrei appeared; instead, I saw 
my great-grandmother's washing 
machine, several rows of jars for 
preserving fruit, and a wire for 
hanging clothes to dry. 

Now satisfied as to my safety, 
I lay back and closed my eyes. 
Fragments of the adults' con- 
versation drifted back to my ears, 
first barely intelligible and then 
quite audible. A few minutes pass- 
ed before I was able to compre- 
hend the topic of discussion, and 
when I finally discerned that they 
were reminiscing, I began to 
listen intently. My mother was 
speaking of an incident in her 
childhood when she had run away 
from home. Startled, I could not 
grasp the fact that my mother 
had ever done anything so stu- 
pid. I then heard my grand- 
mother relating a similar inci- 
dent from her childhood, and I 
was shocked. Disbelief colored 
what I heard, but I had barely 
realized what she had said before 
my great-grandmother said that 
she had done the same thing as 
a girl. My confused mind strug- 
gled to assimilate this informa- 
tion: something prevented me 
from being able to picture these 
women indulging in the very in- 
anities for which we were con- 
tinually being  punished. 

Then, as if a cloud had passed 
in front of the sun and had just 
been blown away, the realization 
came to me. I had never before 
accepted the fact that adults were 
once children: I had always as- 
signed a certain perpetual adult- 
hood to these women. In fact, I 
could not even visualize my great- 
grandmother as a grandmother, 
or my grandmother as a young 
wife. Rut by overhearing their 
conversation, by hearing all three 
women describe a similar inci- 
dent, I could now regard adults 
as ex-children. 

This may seem an insignificant 
observation, but it affected my 
habitude toward my parents in 
several ways. Their infallibility 
was now questionable, since they 
had once done the same things 
I had been doing. They also be- 
came symbols of guidance rather 
than absolute authority. In the 
opposite direction, the protection 
of my parents, which had once 
seemed invulnerable, now as- 
sumed more limited and realistic 
proportions. And, most important, 
I began to see them as friends 
rather than enemies. This view 
would be subject to change dur- 

ing the succeeding years, but it 

would  never  be  erased. 

Struggle as I might, these per- 

plexing revelations, combined with 

the secure comforts of the feath- 

er bed, were too much for my 

ten-year-old brain. I drifted off 

into the soundest sleep of my 

entire life, and awoke the next 

morning feeling very rested, very 

enlightened, and very wise. I 

smiled knuwlingly and replied, 

"Very well, thank you. From 

■ w on, I want to sleep in the 

feather bed." 
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Oedipus and Becket 
Pa«e 6 

Paul Miers 

It seems that there is a re- 
markalilt' three-way relationship 
between certain aspects of exis- 
tential theology, the story of 
Oedipus as told by Sophocles in 
the Tyrannus and the Colonus, 
and T. S. Eliot's Murder in the 
Cathedral. However, since existen- 
tialism has become a popularized 
movement which does not really 
point to any one system that all 
philosphers who call themselves 
existentialists (and many who 
abhor the term) will accept, one 
risk? a jrreat deal of ridicule by 
using the term at all. It is 
obviously beyond the scope of this 
paper to define existentialism in 
any strict sense, but some type 
of working definition is needed to 
accomplish the stated comparison. 
Therefore, the conception of the 
term will be a very general one 
taken from Paul Tillich: "Exis- 
tentialism gives an ;inalysis of 
what it means to exist. It shows 
the contrast between an essentia- 
list description and an existen- 
tialist analysis . . . existentia- 
lism is an analysis of the human 
predicament. And the answer to 
the questions implied in man's 
predicament are religious whether 
open or hidden."1 Now, with a 
great deal of stress placed upon 
the religious interpretation of 
the human situation, perhaps 
there will be a common ground 
for comparison of Oedipus and 
Thomas  a  Becket. 

The main aspect which unites 
Oedipus with Becket is the para- 
dox implied in the lines spoken 
by the fourth tempter to Becket. 
The irony of these lihes lies in 
the fact that Thomas had al 
ready used them in addressing 
the  women  of Canterbury': 

You   know   and   do  not   know, 
what  it  is  to  act  or suffer. 

You   know   and   do   not   know, 
that   action   is   suffering, 

And  suffering  action. 

And which all must suffer that 
they may will   it, 

That   the  pattern   may subsist, 
that the wheel may turn and 
still 

Be forever still. 
The    fourth   tempter    has   made 
Thomas  realize that  the  idea  of 
submitting  to  God's   Will  is  ac- 
tually making his  individual  life 
stand   out   even   more   than   he 
could   by  following   the   sugges- 
tions    of    the    other    tempters. 
Therefore,  Thomas   b   guilty   of 
the   very   crime   which   he   Tas 
attempting   to   avoid. 

Can sinful pride be driven out 
Only   by   more   sinful ?   Can   I 

neither act nor suffer 
Without perdition? 

This idea forms the basic drama- 
tic conflict of the first half of the 
play. In Oedipus Tyrannus, the 
basic dramatic movement is also 
furnished by the ironic twist of 
a man finding himself guilty of 
the very' crime which he has at 
tempted to avoid. The scene be- 
tween Oedipus and Teiresias re- 
sembles the one between Thomas 
and the fourth tempter. Oedipus 
has mocked Teiresias for his phy- 
sical blindness, and then sudden- 
ly Teiresias with a great ironic 
twist that only the audience can 
grasp tells Oedipus that he is 
the one who  is  blind. 

Listen   to   me.   You   mock   my 
blindness, do you? 

But I say that you,  with both 
your  eyes,   are   blind; 

You can  not see the wretched- 
ness   of   your   life, 

Nor   in   whose   house   you   live, 
no nor with whom.2 

Just as Thomas  was,  Oedipus   is 
suddenly    accused    of    the    very 
same thing of which he had earlier 
accused   someone   else.   Only   at 
the end of the play does Oedipus 
come to  the shocking  realization 
of   what   it   really   means   to   be 
blind, and only after the tempta- 
tion does Thomas  realize that  he 
can not  turn the wheel alone. 

There   is  also   a   structural   re- 
semblance   between  the Tyrannus 
and the Colonus taken as a whole, 
and Murder in the Cathedral. The 
first half of Murder in the Cathe- 
dral compares to Oedipus Tyran- 
nus. Here both Becket and Oedi- 
pus   are   making   an   existential 
search   for the  meaning of their 
predicament The action builds to 
a climax when each suddenly re- 
alizes the  irony of their actions. 
The second half of Murder in the 
Cathedral    is   like   the   Colonus. 
Here both men move toward final 
reconciliation.  In  this  sense  nei- 
ther is actually tragic but rather 
convey  an  atmosphere of mystic 
beauty. 

Thus the events  in  Murder   in 
the Cathedral are presented  as 
neither   tragic   nor  comic,   but 
Christian,  for Thomas goes  to 
glory     although     he     suffers 
martyrdom.   In   Eliot's  concep- 
tion of drama, neither laughter 
nor   tears   is   the   desired    re- 
sponse, but rather peace which 
passeth all understanding.3 

This   same   statement   could   be 
made  about Oedipus at  Colonus. 
In fact,  it is interesting to  note 
Sophocles, even though he wrote 
outside    the    Christian   heritage 
which  Eliot had,  makes Oedipus' 
final return to greatness resemble 
the Christian  pattern of sin  and 
redemption through faith.4 

Oedipus Tyrannus opens with a 
scene which resembles the open- 
ing of Eliot's "The Waste Land." 
Oedipus as the fisher king has 
been asked by his subjects to 
deliver the land from plague and 
sterility. Of course, this resemb- 
lance could be attributed to the 
ancient beginnings of Greek trag- 
edy in the ritual of the seasonal 
god. However, the source of Greek 
tragedy is not of concern here, 
and one must assume that by the 
time of Sophocles the ancient pat- 
tern was used (almost as Eliot 
used it in his poem) as a base 
for a deeper meaning.5 The 
plight of the city can be taken as 
the realization by man of his 
estrangement in the world. As 
Paul Tillich says, "The state of 
existence is the state of estrange- 
ment. Man is estranged from his 
ground of being, from other be- 
ings, and from himself. The tran- 
sition from essence to existence 
results in personal guilt and uni- 
versal tragedy."6 Oedipus joins 
the people of the city in search of 
a scapegoat on which to blame 
the whole situation. It is impor- 
tant to note here that Oedipus 
himself has yet to feel guilt or 
anguish with the people of The- 
bes. Although he does say: 

Poor children! You may be sure 
I know 

All that you longed for in your 
coming here 

I   know  that   you   are  deathly 
sick; and yet, 

Sick  as you are, not one is as 
sick as I. 

Any sincerity which this state- 
ment could carry is destroyed be- 
cause once again the audience 
realizes that Oedipus is really 
sicker than any one there, but in 
a sense far different from what 
he means at this point. The only 
emotion that Oedipus has now is 
his smug assurance that his 
superior mental abilities will be 
able once again to solve the riddle. 
To borrow from the speeches of 
the four knights after they have 
killed Becket, one might say that 
Oedipus takes delight in playing 
his game of "Who killed the 
King?" 

Eliot, in the opening of Murder 
in the Cathedral, draws even 
more plainly the resemblance be- 
tween his play and "The Waste 
Land." The women of Canterbury 
could be taken as typical inhabi- 
tants of the land. They are sat- 
isfied with their plight, willing 
to accept life as it comes, re- 
peating itself over and over in 
never ending rhythm.7 

We do not wish anything to 
happen 

Seven years we have lived 
quietly, 

Succeeded in avoiding notice, 
Living and partly living. 
The chorus is suddenly affected 

with a great and irrational fear 
over the return of Becket. They 
are afraid that in some way 
Becket by his death will disturb 
the cycle and force them to take 
action. 

But now a great fear is upon 
us, a fear not of one but 
of many, 

A  fear like birth and death, 
when we see birth and 
death alone 

In  a  void  apart. We 
Are afraid  in a fear which 

we cannot know, which we 
cannot face, which none 
understand. 

The women have a sense of im- 
pending doom which cannot be 
exactly expressed. Their fear 
arises from some strange animal 
heritage within man, because la- 
ter in the play the chorus goes 
through a speech about the bes- 
tial nature of the world. This, of 
course, leads to the idea of the 
knights as beasts who come to 
kill the innocent and thus lower 
the world to an animal state.8 
Therefore, the women of Canter- 
bury must also go through the 
realization that only by action 
and suffering can life rise to a 
higher state. To do this they 
must accept Becket's martydom 
as a gift and example to them 
just as the people of Athens and 
Thebes must accept Oedipus' pol- 
lution and rise to mystic hero. 

Throughout the first part of 
Murder in the Cathedral, the 
chorus, tempters, and Becket all 
accept the fact that Becket will 
be slain; there is no search for a 
scapegoat as in the Tyrannus. 
However, it is this very certainty 
which causes Becket to adopt his 
attitude of pride. The events 
which will happen are no longer 
in doubt He will go to the ca- 
thedral, allow the knights to kill 
him, and then reach his reward 
as a martyr in Heaven. This is 
exactly the attitude which Oedi- 
pus has taken. He feels that his 
riddle-solving ability will allow 
him to very quickly solve the 
crime and rid the city of its 
trials. Because of this the first 
three   tempters   could   hardly   be 

called tempters; what they offer 
to Thomas is no temptation. 
Becket gives the feeling of hav- 
ing expected them and prepared 
an answer for each beforehand. 
He shows this by his surprise at 
the arrival of the fourth temp- 
ter; 

Who are you?  I expected 
Three visitors, not four 
Thomas'   organized   world   has 

suddenly    been     interrupted     by 
something which he did not fore- 
see, and cannot cope with. 

It is at this point where the 
unexpected suddenly comes into 
the lives of the two protagonists 
that existentialism becomes valu- 
able to analysis of plays. Oedi- 
pus' search for meaning in his 
life takes the form of questions 
during the play, and all these 
questions ultimately implay the 
final one; What is man? It sud- 
denly becomes apparent that Oe- 
dipus' answer is no longer ade- 
quate. 

With his eye so uninterrup- 
tedly fixed on the inner 
workings o f himself, the 
existentialist i s naturally 
brought face to face with the 
question that Oedipus wished 
that to put to the Ceophic 0- 
racle, "Who am I?," with the 
question implied in the riddle 
that the Sphinx put to Oedi- 
pus, "What is man?", and 
with the question that the 
people of Thebes brought for 
solution to their King, "Who 
is the guilty one?" And act- 
ing as he does in the double 
role of investigator and in- 
vestigated, he becomes acute- 
ly aware that the questions 
are not problems, but mys- 
teries, which the solver can- 
not solve without solving 
himself.9 

Oedipus   and   Becket   have   at- 
tempted to set up a world around 
their   own   selevs.   Each   one   had 
fooled himself into thinking that 
he  was  following the  voice of a 
higher   power,   and   it   is   ironic 
that each  is, as  Becket   says, at- 
tempting  'To  do  the   right   deed 
for  the  wrong   reason."   Because 
this supreme and falsely ground- 
ed confidence  in their own abili- 
ty each man is guilty of the clas- 
sical    sin   of   hubris.    However, 
when seen from an existential as- 
pect,   hubris   takes   on   an   even 
more damning meaning than sim- 
ple pride. As Paul Tillich says: 

In estrangement, man is out- 
side   the   divine   center   to 
which his own center essen- 
tially belongs. He is the cen- 
ter   of   himself   and   of   his 
world   .   .   .   man   does   not 
acknowledge  this  situation— 
the  fact  that  he  is  excluded 
from the infinity of the gods 
—  he  falls   into  hubris.   He 
elevates   himself  beyond  the 
limits of his finite being and 
provokes    the   divine    wrath 
which  destroys  him.  This  JB 

the   main   subject   of   Greek 
tragedy.10 

Oedipus and Becket both at- 
tempt to turn the wheel and 
make themselves the center. By 
refusing to learn the meaning of 
action and suffering they have 
attempted to hold themselves 
back from the world and its f;n 
itude and raise to the perfection 
of the gods. 

Since the whole of Oedipus Ty- 
rannus is concerned with the 
movement of Oedipus  from  king 

to blind wanderer, the problem 
of his flaw or hubris becomes the 
most important aspect of the 
play. The sin of hubris when 
seen from the existential view- 
point is not a sin of any parti- 
cular act or personality trait; it 
is rather the inevitable result of 
man's existence. Oedipus must be 
smug at the first of the play and 
live only by faith in his own 
ability because he is a symbol of 
unredeemed man as a whole. If 
action is to be suffering, then 
Oedipus and Becket must have a 
point at which they can start. If 
some one had simply gone to Oe- 
dipus and told him the past facts 
of his existence, it could have had 
hardly the impact which the 
knowledge gives when Oedipus 
makes his step by step agonizing 
search. In the same manner. 
Thomas is finally shocked from 
his pride by the fourth tempter 
who offers to give him exactly 
what he has wanted. Thomas' 
pride is necessary because only 
by having the experience of act 
ing as his own center can he fi- 
nally see the ultimate center of 
the wheel. 

Therefore, the ultimate para- 
dox of these two plays, which are 
filled with so many ironies and 
paradoxes, is the one of action 
and suffering Thomas has come 
the losest in his sermon inter 
lude when he says: "For who in 
the world will both mourn and 
rejoice at once for the same rea- 
son?" Christ's death was the ul 
timate tragedy and yet it was 
also the ultimate victory. It was 
a victory in that it finally gave 
divine meaning to the ancient 
pattern of action and suffering 
which Oedipus comes to know. 

Whenever a tragic broken fig- 
ure such as Oedipus is Been, a 
person is always tempted to say, 
"How beautiful and noble he is 
because of his suffering." How- 
ever, this nobility can be seen 
only from a third point, because 
to Oedipus the tragic suffering 
is a personal thing which almost 
overwhelms him. Yet, the mystic 
beauty of the final scene in the 
Colonus cannot be denied; there- 
fore, Oedipus suffers tragedy 
which eventually leads to victory 
and true peace. Oedipus, himself 
is the one who initiates all the 
action of the play and he is the 
one who causes his blindness. It 
is rather strange that at the end 
of the Tyrannus Oedipus says in 
the same speech that Apollo was 
the one who caused the tragedy 
and that he is the one who blind- 
ed himself. Oedipus repeats this 
strange combination when he 
says that he should have never 
been born, and yet he never talks 
of suicide as the logical reaction. 
These two contradictions show 
that even at this point Oedipus 
has still not come to find com- 
pletely the true meaning of the 
tragic pattern. He is still torn by 
a desire perhaps to blame some- 
thing else and the hideous reali- 
zation that he alone stands in ex- 
istential estrangement from all 
values and meaning which he has 
made. However, it seems that if 
Oedipus did not feel that there 
were some purpose in his fall 
then he would have simply killed 
himself immediately rather than 
keep alive a remembrance of the 
tragedy. Therefore, the tragic ac- 
tion of the Tyrannus must have 

Continued on Page 7 
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Storm Scene . • • 
Robert G. Largen 
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For The 
First Wife 
Of A Friend 

iUmom   M slier   Weeks 

When    the   civil   war   camp   she 
grew   standoffish, 

sulking  in  squares   of  gold  light, 
dyeing 

her hair a queen-of-Hpades black: 
a flimsy disguise. 

The   firing  squad   was   civil.   She 
wore   black 

to die in. The bees were sweet and 
stinging; 

the  silk   magician's   handkerchief 
hid bees. 

And   the  hive,  its  pollen   swollen 
to impossible 

yellows,   was   the   hums   of   the 
suns 

falling across the world she stood 
off from, 

over the shivery fountains. Be- 
hind the silk she bore 

the lacquered shock as light burst; 
and she though 

of thorns, bee sting's, and dis- 
arming persuasions. 

That    was  how   standoffish   she 
was,  how 

sulkily   she lifted  off  the bright 
stamens, 

going   about her  affairs,  rinsing 
her  hair gold 

after the stinking tarbrush of the 
guns. 

Galveston is an extremely flat 
island, and, when a hurricane 
hits, the streets and many of the 
houses are flooded with bay and 
rain water. Hecau.se the sea wall 
and the boulevard which runs 
along it are the highest points on 
the island, the safest place to be 
during a storm is in a beach-front, 
hotel. 

From the lobby window of such 
a hotel, the view is magnificent 
as nature hurls every force which 
she possesses against the Works 
of man. Shingles torn from the 
roofs of houses pinwheel through 
the air on lashing gusts of wind 
which at times moans low and 
sonorously like a basso and at 
times rises to the high pitched 
ihriek of an off-key tenor. The 
shingles appear as innocent H 
p»' plates toaaad by the hand of 
■ small boy, but  their guillotine- 

sharpness makes them ai deadly 
as a razor in the hands of a 
maniac. 

Beyond the sea wall, the gulf, 
normally a light blue, is now a 
dark, ugly brown. Line after line 
of swells arise. Each swell sports 
a white crown which tumbles in 
front of the watery mountain only 
to regain its position on top as 
the wave dashes madly for the 
land. As each wave batters 
against the sea wall, a huge gush 
of spume erupts over the top of 
the barrier and arches across the 
boulevard like the white hand of 
some gigantic sea god reaching 
to grasp and crush and pull back 
into the water whatever it en- 
counters. 

A telephone pole gives way be- 
neath the onslaught of wind and 
wave. It bends and strains against 
the    confining    telephone    wires. 

With a sharp jerk, it breaks the 
wires and, with a crash imagined 
but unheard through the wind, 
falls across the boulevard. Wires 
snap about the next pole in line 
like whips seemingly trying to 
lash the storm to an even greater 
fury. 

A billboard across from the ho. 
ti'l is torn apart. The driving wind 
throws shards of paper-covered 
board through the already crowd- 
oil air. One large corner's flight 
is quickly ended by the largo 
glass window which is an annex 
of the hotel. It sticks like a 
triangular dagger in the front of 
the building. On the extended por 
tion can bo dimly seen through 
the pounding: rain the words "The 
I'auso   That    Refreshes." 

The      "Fisherman'.-      Wharf" 

which  extends  over the  water  is 

slowly collapsing. A railroad tie 
apparentl) washed from the rail 
yards on the other side of the 
island acts as a battering ram 
for the surging waves. It strikes 
the piling of the pier time after 
time. As each piling falls, it be- 
comes another destructive tool of 
the sea. On by one, the supports 
tumble, and, as the number of 
rams increase, the life of the pier 
grows   shorter. 

As far as the eye ran MM, 
structures are being torn and 
broken. Very few objects can 
stand the brunt of the storm's 
wrath for long. My grandmother 
once said that God intended Gal- 
veston for the sea lion- and that 
ever since man had chased them 
from their island home, storms 
had been sent to drive man 
away. 

I'erhaps she  was   right. 

(_-.   *3.   rJLewis   f-^rize 

Oedipus and Becket Continued 

RANDY   CLARK 
Short   Story   Winner 

Continued from l*age 6 
some higher meaning or it be- 
comes only a grisly horror tale of 
an unfortuate man, and the Colo- 
nus becomes a relieved riddance 
of a pitiful creature. 

It is now interesting to note, 
in connection with the preceding, 
that even though the movement 
of Oedipus from pollution to fi- 
nal greatness was previously 
compared to the Christian pat- 
tern of sin and movement to 
grace, it is actually Becket who 
achieves the most perfect knowl- 
edge of grace. Obviously this is 
true because Becket exists with- 
in Christian tradition and Sopho- 
cles had only the pattern based 
upon ancient superstitions. This 
proves what Tillich means when 
he says that the Christ is the 
"New Being" who brings about 
reconciliation in a new order of 
existence.il Fven though Oedi- 
pus is brought back to greatness 
by the gods, there is very little 
feeling of personal relation be- 
tween Oedipus and the spirits 
who save him. However, with the 
advent of Christ, Becket is able 
to move to a much more personal 
realization of the ultimate pur- 
pose of the action-suffering pat- 
tern. 

Indeed, if drama is supposed 
to be imitation of action, then it 
is interesting to make a compar- 
ison of the action which Oedipus 
and Becket imitate. Oedipus, as 
has been stated before, comes 
from the tradition of the fisher 
king, who makes the quest for 
the salvation of his kingdom; 
however, this legend can remain 
nothing more than myth and ri- 
tual until the action of Christ 
makes it an actual reality. The 
appearance of Christ fulfills the 
old ritual and yet transcends it 
to a higher meaning and this 
paradox justifies the comparison 
of the two plays. By viewing 
them in relation to one another, 
one is able to grasp the effect on 
history of the Christ in the form 
of man. One could make an end- 
less list of literature which has 
perhaps risen to greater heights 
because of Christian heritage. AE 

Tillich says, "The appearance of 
the New Being under the condi- 
tions   of   existence,   yet   judging 

and conquering them, is the par- 
adox of the Christian mes- 
sage."^ Therefore. Becket is 
acting in imitation of the ancient 
legend, but even more in imita- 
tion of the life of Christ as both 
fulfillment and transcendence of 
the old order. 

The element in Murder in the 
Cathedral which best shows this 
transition from the old ritual 
myth to the New Being is the 
chorus of the women of Canter- 
bury. As has been stated before, 
the chorus at first can not rise 
above man's original animal heri- 
tage. Their concern is limited 
strictly to the physical world, 
just as the fisher king legend 
started perhaps with actual be- 
lief in the need for physical sa- 
crifice of a man to insure the 
crops each year. However, the 
chorus begins to realize that ori- 
ginal pattern has come to lose its 
meaning because of its personal- 
ity. They begin to fear the void 
of separation from God in eternal 
nothingness and cry out for re- 
demption just before Thomas is 
slain: 

Dead upon the tree, my 
Saviour, 

Let not be in vain Thy 
labour; 

Help me, Lord, in my last 
fear. 

And then, to the chorus, the 
death of Thomas comes as the 
final blow which is like Oedipus' 
final realization of his fate. The 
chorus is even blinded like Oedi- 
pus by a rain of blood and sep- 
arated from physical world by 
the immensity of the tragedy. 
Finally, they come to accept God 
as the center of the wheel who 
turns and yet is still: 

For all things exist only as 
seen by Thee, only as 
known by Thee, all things 
exist 

Only in Thy light, and Thy 
glory is declared even in 
which denies Thee; the 
darkness declares the 
glory of light. 

Of course, once again the par- 
adox enters into the picture 
through the darkness which 
praised the light. The darkness 
must be suffered in order to see 
the   light;   one  must   move to   be 

still. 
And so, it can now be seen 

that there are several paradoxical 
relations between the Oedipus 
story and Murder in the Ca- 
thedral when viewed in the light 
of certain aspects of existential- 
ism, the most important of which 
is the one of action and suffer- 
ing. The wheel must turn and al- 
low the actors to move and suf- 
fer so that they may escape suf- 
fering and the wheel become still. 
Man must rise above the old pat- 
tern of the bestial by first of all 
acting out that very pattern. 

However, there is a relation 
between the plays which is even 
more important than the common 
internal paradoxes. The differ- 
ence between the final reconcili- 
ation o f Oedipus and Becket 
points out very dramatically the 
importance of the appearance of 
Christ to the western world. Oe- 
dipus must imitate the old pat- 
tern based upon past supersti- 
tions, while Becket is able to imi- 
tate a pattern based upon a new 
order of awareness of the ulti- 
mate meaning of the universe. 
The old pattern of fear of an un- 
known god is replaced by knowl- 
edge and accepance of a God of 
love. 

NOTES 
1. Paul Tillich, Systematic The- 

ology, University of Chicago 
Press, Chicago, 1967, Vol. II, pp. 
25-26. 
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cles: an English Version, by Dud- 
ley Fitts and Robert Fitzgerald, 
Harcourt,   Brace   &   World,   Inc., 

1949. 
3. Carol H. Smith, T. S. Eliot's 

Dramatic Theory and Practice, 
Princeton University I' i e s s. 
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4. S. M. Adams, Sophocles the 
Playwright, University of Toron- 
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5. Richard Y. Hawthorn, Tra- 
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The Return of the Native 

Page 8 

A  Novel  of Atmosphere 

How many books are there in 
which the author spends many 
unnecessary words and chapters 
attempting to create a setting 
which seems rather irrelevant to 
the plot ? Or how many readers 
have ever closed the cover of a 
book after reading two chapters 
of unimaginative nouns smother- 
ed with juxtaposed adjectives 
which are supposed to accomplish 
the very necessary task of set- 
ting the scene for the story ? 
Just as horrible food makes a 
person more appreciative of good 
food, a poor job by an author can 
help a reader to be more receptive 
to a work that is well done; thus, 
if one has had the misfortune to 
be repulsed by a mistake which 
has been printed, he might be 
more appreciative of Thomas 
Hardy's excellent artistry in The 
Return of the Native. In this 
novel, Hardy uses his master- 
fully-created setting as a frame- 
work for the story: he relates 
events to the setting, he develops 
his major characters with the 
help of the setting, and he relates 
the message to the setting. 

The first chapter is devoted en- 
tirely to the setting, and Hardy 
indelibly burns Egdon Heath in- 
to the reader's mind with the 
use of three devices: he estab- 
lishes the mysterious uncertainty 
of the heath, he uses personifica- 
tion to compare the heath to a 
man, and he employs his force- 
fully descriptive power to full 
advantage. 

Hardy establishes the myster- 
ious quality of the heath when he 
says that this quality "could best 
be felt when it (the heath) could 
not clearly be seen . . ." and 
that "nobody could be said to 
understand the heath who had not 
been there at such a time."l He 
then compares the heath to a 
man, and in so doing he gives the 
first hint of tragedy: 

It was  at present  a  place 
perfectly     accordant     with 
man's nature—neither ghast- 
ly, hateful, nor ugly; neither 
commonplace, unmeaning, nor 
tame; but, like man, slighted 
and   enduring:   and   withal 
singularly   colossal   and  my- 
sterious   in   its  swarthy  mo- 
notony.   As   with   some   per- 
sons   who   have   long   lived 
apart,    solitude    seemed    to 
look out  of its countenance. 
It had   a   lonely  face,   sug- 
gesting     tragical     possibili- 
ties (pp. 13-14). 
Throughout   the   chapter,   evi- 

dence of Hardy's descriptive gen- 
ius   is   apparent   He   uses   such 
phrases   as  "...   a   thing   (the 
heath)  majestic without severity, 
impressive     without     showiness, 
emphatic     in     its     admonitions, 
grand in  its simplicity . . ."  (p. 
12)   to   illustrate  his   impression 
of   the   heath.   This    descriptive 
power  might   be  thought   of   as 
economically   appropriate—Hardy 
never wastes words, but those he 
chooses serve their purpose well. 
But even if he garnishes a word 
with  several  adjectives,  they  do 
not appear superfluous. Each ad- 
jective suggests a separate idea; 
each idea combines with the other 
ideas  to   suggest  an   impression 
which   the   reader  finds   himself 
accepting   without   question.   For 
example,    Hardy   refers   to    the 
heath   as   an   "obscure,   obsolete, 
superseded country . . ." (p. 14). 
Obscure  suggests a  country   not 
well   known;   obsolete   implies   a 

primitive nature; and superseded 
infers a land which has been left 
behind by civilization. But if one 
combines the three into one idea, 
he forms an impression of a 
backward country concealing stub- 
born oldJtimers. By creating an 
atmosphere and relating events 
to it, Hardy uses his descriptive 
genius to help the reader become 
more responsive to the desired 
tone of his writing. 

One such event which Hardy 
relates to the setting is the meet- 
ing of Clym Yeobright and Eu- 
stacia Vye by Rainbarrow, a 
burial mound on the heath. Hardy 
first links nature with Clym as 
he waits for Eustacia, saying 
that the moon is reflected in 
each of his eyes (p. 198). Next, 
Hardy comments on the eclipse 
which was occurring on that night 
by saying that "the remote celes- 
tial phenomenon had been pressed 
into sublunary service as a lover's 
signal" (p. 199). The couple uses 
the eclipse as a clock which 
measures their fleeting time; 
thus, the entire rendezvous re- 
volves around a happening often 
regarded as an unfavorable 
omen. By employing this omen, 
Hardy hints at the forces which 
are  against  the  pair. 

Hardy enlists the aid of the 
setting in several ways to cause 
Mrs. Yeobright's fateful journey 
to Gym's house and her subse- 
quent death. After Clym vows to 
leave his home, he wanders to 
meet Eustacia. The weather is 
beautiful; the setting is the 
"moist hollows of the heath 
(which) had passed ... to their 
green stage" (p. 208). In a rush 
of passion, Clym asks Eustacia 
to marry' him at once. Agreeing, 
she vanishes into the heath; and 
as Clym watches her go, the 
same scenery which aroused his 
emotions and led him to hurry 
the marriage now fixes in his 
mind a picture of life and erases 
the sentimental glow which bath- 
ed his  hasty  proposal. 

His image of Eustacia changes 
quickly: "Eustacia was now no 
longer the goddess but the wo- 
man to him, a being to fight for, 
support, help, be maligned for" 
(p. 211). Hardy further evinces 
the idea of a predestined fate for 
Gym's and Eustacia's love by 
showing how easily Gym's mind 
is swayed from one extreme to 
the other, thus making the read- 
er wonder just how much they 
really love. 

Clym follows through with his 
resolution to leave his mother's 
house; again, Hardy fits the set- 
ting to the occasion. The day is 
rainy and cold, echoing Gym's 
frame of mind. It almost seems 
that Clym is manipulated by the 
weather. His actions are in ac- 
cordance with the state of the 
sky, and this day is no exception. 
He carries out his plans and 
leaves, but not before his mother 
has declined his invitation to 
visit him. Even after such a 
bitter parting, the breach might 
still be spanned but for a twist 
of fate with which the heath has 
something to do. Mrs. Yeobright's 
intentions of presenting Clym 
with fifty guineas as a wedding 
present are complicated by the 
lack of communication on the 
heath. Unable to contact Clym 
easily and thereby avoid any 
chance of misunderstanding, Mrs. 
Yeobright entrusts the mission of 
carrying the money to a peasant 
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who loses it. If the setting had 
been another place, such as a 
city, she could have taken the 
money herself without much 
trouble. Lack of communication 
ironically widens the gap between 
Mrs. Yeobright and Clym, for 
Clym does not know of the in- 
tended gift and thinks his mother 
is ignoring him while his mother 
thinks Clym is still resentful 
because she would not accept 
Eustacia. Finally, Mrs. Yeobright 
resolves to visit Clym, and the 
setting  is again  involved. 

Speaking of the hot weather, 
Hardy says that "the present 
torrid attack made the journey 
a heavy undertaking for a woman 
past middle age . . ." (p. 277). 
Mrs. Yeobright makes the jour- 
ney, but through a misundor- 
standing is not received. Her re 
turn journey is worsened by her 
poor physical state, but the 
weather has an obvious hand in 
it. Hardy writes that the "sun 
. . . stood directly in her face, 
like some merciless incendian. 
brand in hand, waiting to con- 
sume her" (p. 289). As a result 
of the lonely isolation of the 
heath, night falls before Gym 
discovers her l;,ing in a state of 
semi - unconsciousness, bitten by 
an adder. The h^ath,. although 
not the sole factor in Mrs. Yeo- 
bright's journey and resulting 
death, plays a large role insofar 
as it lends credibility to the 
occurrence. 

In another scene of note- 
worthy importance, Hardy again 
employs the weather to set the 
mood. Eustacia prepares to flee 
with Wildeve on a night which 
Hardy describes as "a night which 
led the traveller's (sic) thoughts 
instinctively to dwell on noctur- 
nal scenes of disaster in the 
chronicles of the world, on all 
that is terrible and dark in his- 
tory and legend . . ." (p. 353). 
Nature and Eustacia's state are 
in perfect harmony as she strug- 
gles with the decision to flee 
with Wildeve. All Hardy's fore- 
shadowings of doubt are brought 
to mind by the evil climate, and 
a great tragedy, the deaths of 
Eustacia and Wildeve, occurs. 
Nature seems to mourn the oc- 
casion with her blackest night and 
her  most   undesirable   aspects. 

Hardy's descriptive powers also 
aid in his characterizations, for 
the characters of Clym and Eu- 
stacia are developed with the help 
of the setting. In fact, Hardy 
uses the heath as a common mea 

suring device for the two. Of 
Gym, Hardy says that if "any- 
one knew the heath well it was 
Clym. He was permeated with 
its odours. He might be said 
to be its product" (p. 177). And 
in yet another forewarning, Har- 
dy says that "Yeobright might 
have been called an unfortunate. 
The rural world was not ripe for 
him. A man should !>,■ only par- 
tially before his time — to be 
completely to the vanward in 
aspirations is fatal to fame" (p. 
176). The author uses the heath 
in a contrast to show that al- 
though Gym is a typical resi- 
dent of Egdon Hea^h, he is far 
too superior to the other in- 
habitants to find a happy exis- 
tence there. 

Eustacia is portrayed as a com- 
plete opposite. "The subtle beau- 
ties of the heath were lost to 
Eustacia; she only caught its 
vapours. An environment 
which would have made a con- 
tented woman a poet, a suffer 
ing woman a devotee . . . made 
a rebellious woman saturnine" 
(p. 7fi). Hardy also uses the eter- 
nal permanence of the heath to 
minimize Eustacia's beauty; her 
knowledge "of this limitation had 

at (sic) her development" 
(p. 73). And in yet another skill- 
ful contrast, Hardy says that the 
night on the heath surrounding 
Eustacia represents "a venial be- 
side a mortal sin" (p. 58). Thus, 
Hardy has employed the setting 
to help describe both Gym and 
Eustacia. These chanictenzations 
are compared when Hardy says: 
"Take all the varying hates felt 
by Eustacia towards the heath, 
and translate them into lum, 
and you have the heart of Clym" 
(p. 178). Here, Hardy uses the 
heath to compare and contrast 
bis two major characters; this 
is but one more way of utilizing 
the setting in the novel. 

It is perhaps an understate- 
ment to say that the setting is 
related to the message, for it has 
been shown that the setting is 
related to several major events 
and to the characterizations of 
Clym and Eustacia Speaking of 
setting in a broader sense, one 
critic says that the "England 
that Hardy knew was super- 
charged with a consciousness of 
right and wrong; and Hardy . . . 
was supercharged with that con- 
sciousness too."2 This preoccupa- 
tion with right and wrong could 
not help having an effect on 
Hardy's work, and it is not en- 
tirely impossible that Hardy in- 
corporated a sort of moral judg- 
ment on Eustacia and Wildeve by 
having them die. 

That the heath is related to the 
message is unquestionable. 'Tie 
effect of the return of Clym upon 
his mother, Eustacia, Thomasin, 
Wildeve, Venn, and, to a degree, 
every character in the story is 
made possible by the setting. 

The setting is even related to 
time: "The emphasis in the novel 
upon the contrast between the 
profound permanence of Egdon 
Heath and the transitory impor- 
tance of its human inhabitants 
points to an analogous correla- 
tion between nature's and man's 
notions of time.".'! The profound 
effect of the setting upon every 
facet of the novel only emphasizes 
its   relation   to   the   message. 

The success of The Return of 
the Native with a reader depends 
largely upon whether or not that 
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reader grasps Hardy's image of 
Egdon Heath and is able to keep 
this image in mind. It has been 
said of Hardy that the "heath 
. . . means more to him . . . than 
even the spectacle of man and 
woman . . ."4 The heath can 
conveivably be some arbitrary 
force in the reader's mind if he 
so desires. I say that the heath's 
permanence and unyielding re 
sistance to change are contrasted 
with the temporary, ever-chang- 
ing lives of its inhabitants. Even 
man's most eternal possession ■— 
love — exists but a short time 
in the story while the shadows 
of the heath rise at dusk and 
recede at dawn each day from 
beginning to end. 
FOOTNOTES 

1 Thomas Hardy, The Return of 
the Native (New York, 1959), 
p. 12. Hereafter, page references 
to this source will  appear in my 
text. 

2 Ruth Temple and Martin 
Tucker, eds. A Library of Liter- 
ary Criticism — Modern British 
Literature (New York, 1966), II, 
p.   7. 

I Dale Kramer, "Unity of Time 
in The Return of the Native," 
Notes and Queries, XII (August, 
1965), 304-305. 

4 "Hardy, Thomas," Encyclo- 
paedia Britannica, 1966, XI, 98-99. 
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Students Contribute to Community 
By SUSAN BENTLEY 

TCU/Fort Worth Week acti- 
vities are designed to honor 
those persons and organizations 
in the city and University who 
have worked together to make 
this a better community. 

There are many such contribu- 
tors within our own school, how- 
ever, whose hours of work often 
go unrecognized  and  unlauded. 

Mrs. Elizabeth Proffer, direc- 
tor of student activities ex- 
plained that virtually all stu- 
dent organizations work for the 
school itself, but that certain 
groups center their work in and 
around the community. 

Community   Dedication 

"The most visible and consis- 
tent of those," she said, "is prob- 
ably CESCO, whose membership 
totals around 250 in the fall. 
Their contirbutions to   the   com 
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muruty are greatly varied, and 
include such activities as tutor 
ing of underpriveleged children. 

Members of CESCO generally 
spend one morning, afternoon, or 
evening a week; they have to be 
very dedicated in their service to 
the community." 

Another of the chief contribu 
tors, she explained, is not a sin 
gle organization, but a pooling of 
campus effort in Campus. Chest 
Week. 

"A large part of the funds from 
this go to a contribution to Tar 
rant County Suicide Prevention, 
which is not yet supported by the 
United Fund. About one-fifth of 
this community service's money 
comes from the TCU contribu 
tion," she said. 

"Another $1000 from the week 
go to day tare centers around 
the  community," she added 

One of the service groups of 
the campus, the Alpha Phi Ome 
ga   men's service fraternity, and 

its sister group, the Gamma Sig- 
ma Sigma Colony, help n o t 
through   monetary   contributions, 

Motivation 
Main Topic 

Dr. Mortimer R. Fcinberg, presi- 
dent of the BKS Psychological As- 
sociates, Inc., will be the featured 
speaker at TCU's "Management 
in Action "69" program. 

The session will be held May 9 
and is a program offered by the 
Evening College, Division of Spe- 
cial Courses as part of the special 
offerings of the TCU/Fort Worth 
Week 

"Face to Face Motivation" will 
be the main topic to be discussed 
by Dr Feinhorg at the all day 
session which begins at 8:30 a.m. 
and adjourns at 4 p.m. 

Button-Pinning Time Here 
By    RANDY    PRITCHETT 

The Student Public Relations 
Committee headed by Charles 
Varner.   has   worked  on   promot- 

Calendar 

Of Events 
—Friday, May 9— 

TCU/Fort Worth Week 
International Science Fair 

luncheon and tour—!2;30 p.m.— 
Student Center ballroom 

TCU Forums Committee pre- 
sents Julian Bond, member of 
Georgia House of Representa- 
tives, will speak on "Southern 
Politics: The New Coalition"— 
3 p m..—Ed Landreth Auditorium 

Management in Action '69— 
sixth in a series of seven pro- 
grams—Dr Mortimer Feinberg 
of New York City will speak on 
"Face to Face Motivation"—co- 
ordinated by Division of Special 
Courses, TCU Evening College— 
8:30 am—Green Oaks Inn 

Spring Homecoming — Charter 
Day with Purple-White Football 
Game— presentation of Frog o' 
Fame and Royal Purple awards— 
7:30 p.m —Amon G. Carter Sta- 
dium—tickets at TCU Athletic 
Office 

Fine Film: "Marat-Sade"— 
7:30 p.m.—50 cents 

"Issues '69" - KTCU-FM-7 
p.m 

Derby Day—Soccer Field — 2 
p.m. 

—Saturday, May 10— 

TCU/Fort  Worth  Week 
Children's  preparatory  ballet— 

2:30  p.m.—Ed.  Landreth Audito- 
rium 

-Sunday,  May  11— 

Youth Lift Pops —Youth Or- 
chestra of Greater Fort Worth, 
cosponsored by TCU School of 
Fine Arts and Junior Chamber 
of Commerce—2:30 p.m. -Dan- 
iel-Meyer Coliseum—general ad- 
mission SI and $2. 

—Monday, May  12— 

Counseling for summer, fall 
begins 

TCUScott Theatre: "The 
Drunkard"—$2 general ad- 
mission 

"Issues '69"—KTCU-FM-3 p.m. 

GET YOUR ACTIVITY LISTED! 

Call Ext. 289 or 311 

ing TCU/Fort Worth Week for 
the past year. 

"The committee put together 
two ideas to create better rela- 
tionships between Fort Worth 
and TCU," Varner said. 

One of those ideas was to de- 
velop a button which could be 
worn throughout TCU/Fort Worth 
Week. 

"The buttons were designed to 
be worn not only by students but 
also by Fort Worthers," Varner 
said. 

The buttons, which say "TCU 
is a GREAT University," were 
also given to various Fort Worth 
organizations by student speak- 
ers. 

Sacond Idaa 

The second idea of the com- 
mittee to create better relation- 
ships was to have students talk 
to different organizations 
throughout Fort Worth. 

Jim Lehman, head of TCU 
public relations, helped the com- 
mittee send out lists to organiza- 
tions such as Lions, Rotary, and 
Kiwanis, which might want a 
student speaker at one of their 
meetings. 

The result, Varner said, "was 
a great deal of response." 

Ten talks were given through- 
out the week. 

"The topics that the students 
spoke on were left strictly up to 
the individual," Varner said 

a coordinator for Howdy Week 
by handling brochures and some 
of the mailing," Varner said. 
The Student Public Relations 

Committee also works on pro 
moting an image for the Activi- 
ties Council and the House of 
Representatives. 

Another project the committee 
has been working on is a Student 
Center brochure for incoming 
students. 

This brochure will have a floor 
plan of the center plus the dif- 
ferent type of recreation offered 
there. 

Only Ona 

Promoting TCU/Fort Worth 
week has been only one of t h e 
student public relations commit- 
tee jobs. 

The committee is also prepar- 
ing slides which will b e 
available for Howdy Week next 
fall. 

"The committee also works as 

Senate   Approves 
Review  Week 

In its final meeting of the 
year, the Faculty Senate passed 
May 1 the House initiated pro- 
posal to establish Review Week 
and elected Dr. Comer Clay presi- 
dent  for next year. 

The Review Week proposal 
provides for a one-week period 
before final exams during which 
no tests can be given and no pa- 
pers required, 

^association 

TOMORROW 
STATE   FAIR   MUSIC   HALL 

With Special Guests Start 

MERCY 
Singing Their Big  Hit . . . 

"LOVE" 
Emceed  By   KLIF'S 

DEAN  O DAY  «  JIM  TABER 

A SPECIAL {10,000. SOUND 
SYSTEM FROM SAN 
FRANCISCO WILL BE 
USED    FOR   THIS   SHOW! 

but through clean-up work in the 
area. These groups have worked 
at the day care centers cleaning 
and painting, and have worked 
with the Bethlehem Center, get- 
ting its camp ready for the sum- 
mer. 

"The fraternities and sororities 
have been of great aid to the 
community," said Mrs. Proffer 
"While not offering consistent 
programs as does CESCO, they 
have contributed through such 
activities as orphanage parties 
and work throughout Campus 
Chest Week. 

Documentary Series 

"They have offered cultural as 
sistance through ushering at the 
Fort Worth Symphony and the 
Ballet Also, the fraternities have 
pledged 101) men to help with 
Fort Worth's cleanup campaign. 

Several of the campus organi- 
zations have contributed cultur- 
ally to the community. "The Fo- 
rums Committee spends 
$10-12,000 a year bringing speak- 
ers to the campus, free to th e 
public," said Mrs. Proffer. 

"Similarly, the Films Commit- 
tee brings 12 to 18 fine films a 
year to the campus, and only 
charges 50 cents admission 
Around a third of the audience at 
these presentations comes from 
off campus 

"There is also a documentary 
series offered by Student Activi 
ties, which shows six to eight 
free films a year. And the Select 
Series, made up of both students 
and faculty, spends $10-15,000 
per year bringing entertainment 
to the campus." 

These are only   a   few   of   the 

Tickettl    Lower   Floor— $4.50, 
$5 SO    Balcony$3 50 M SO $S SO 
• Preston Record Canter 
• Exchange    Park     Ticket 

Service 
• Coghill-Simmons (Both 

Locations) 
• Neiman Marcus (Downtown) 
• SMU Ticket Office 
• Amusement Ticket  Service 
• (Ft. Worth) 
• Preston Ticket Agency 
Or  At  Box Office  Tomorrow 

AN  IRVING  GRANZ 

PRODUCTION 

many contributions TCU group* 
make to the community. Others, 
such as Delta Sigma Pi, business 
fraternity, promote good rela- 
tions between TCU and the com- 
munity 

Do these groups just give and 
not take'1 "Not by any means," 
said Mrs Proffer "These ex- 
periences are as much, if not 
more helpful and educational to 
the students as to the persons 
they help " 

DENNY   MATTOOH 
ENCO SERVICE STATION 

2858   W.  Berry 
Three blocks east of camene 
"We appreciate your busineae" 
Road  Service      Ph.  WA MH» 

Merle Norman Conesiies 
FREE  MAKE-UP  LESSONS 

Ridglaa TCU 
PE 7 386! WA 6-415* 

581* Camp Bowie TtW W   Bear* 

PIZZ 
• SPAGHETTI 

• SEAFOOD 
• STEAKS 

GIUSEPPE'S 

ItalianfaHtA 
2702 West Berry       WA 7-9M0 

ACADEMY AWARD 
WINNER! 

BEST FOREIGN  FILM! 
SPECIAL    LIMITED   ENGAGEMENT! 

2 WEEKS ONLY! 
"THE   BEST   FOREIGN   FILM  OF   THE   YEAR!" 
—New York Film Critics     —Nat'l  Board of  Review 

DAYS! 

,N COLOR! 
IHI TWO PART PHOCHJCIM ot  LEO TOLSTOY S 

WARtWPEACE 
'WE SO'ED B<   THE  tVAl TER «(*Dt  OSKjANI/ATH 'N AND W'RA • IN CH ■    "•!. I »S[!     »' N.....L. 

PART I  £$£&tt38S&i     TONIGHT 8 P.M.! 

rue imu PRODUCTION or -WAR ANO MACI- 
WIU. •■  SHOW* IN TWO   PARTS. IACM   PA«T W1U. 

■ ■  SHOWN  PC*  ONI WIIKI 
Part I: Wei. Mar » H»* T«aa.. Mar » ~*l< 
Pan III Wai. Mm M *ar» T«i   Mar ■ aaarl 

tifcaaMi a* prkaa ana)  raaaf.aa1 aartarmamaa: 
M Shaw.  Waaktr 

Mattaaaa:  Waa.. Sat. a Sm-1  <■ » 
■ varr Sasaeaa. at I P.M.I 

AR  aaatt   —   All   PaHarmancaa  — Mat. ar  lv«.  — I!  M 
Spatial alvaW acka . . . IIJ* anr aaat at aN  Hauat 

aier tttaatra taeacKr MMI 
Tkfcata  mar  *a awrehaaaal  aaearatalr far  aach part 

PART II ' NATASHA MD PIERRE.     CTADTC VAIprl      Mnu    14 
i« BURNING 01 Moscow  o l MR I o » » ea., may  14 

Part I—Tonight 8 P.M.—All Seats $2.50 Trans-Texai 
Student Price— $1.00 All Seats! 
Box Office open 6 to 10 P.M. Evenings! 
For Ticket Information Call WA 69766 
30S5 So. University Dr. • WA 6-9266 Theatre 

TCU 
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Rice Favored in SWC Meet 
By   (>AUL   RIDINGS 

It should be a real "hoss race" 
for the Southwest Conference 
track and field championship this 
weekend  in Waco. 

The Rice Owls are the favorite 
for the team championship but 
they'll be pressed hard by the 
University of Texas, Texas A&M 
and   Baylor. 

Based strictly on top perform- 
ances to date, UT-Austin would 
figure to defend successfully the 
crown the Longhorns won last 
year in  Fart  Worth 

Close up   Look 

But, considering the consistency 
of performance on recent com pet i- 
ion, Rice and the Aggies may 
hold a slight edge. Baylor, in- 
spired by a home audience, could 
also  figure   in  the  title   chase. 

An event by event look at this 
year's entrees shows just how 
close the meet could be. 

In the 440-yard relay. Rice holds 
the best time with their 40.3 at 
the Texas Relays But just a 
tenth of a second behind the Owls 
is last year's 440-champ, Baylor. 
TCU could have a good shot at 
this event. The Frogs own the 
fourth best 440 time of 41.3 which 

they sot at l.ubbock. TCU's 440- 
>ard relay team is composed of 
Carl Mills, Donnie Waugh, Charlie 
Cannon and Bubba Thornton 

In the one-mile run last year's 
winner Fred Cooper of Texas 
.looks like he'll repeat this year. 
Ilis 4:088 at the Kansas Relays 
is a full second bettor than any- 
one else's in the league. 

Four thinly dads have a good 
shot at the 130-yard high hurdles 
crown. Greg C-illiland of Rice 
and Rockie Woods of Texas A&M 
are tied for best time with 14.1. 
Both times were wind assisted. 
Just a tenth of a second behind 
the pair are two more Farmers, 
Reward Strong and Jack Abbott. 

In the 440yard hurdles Larry 
Bubankj of SMU has a good lead 
on the rest of the field with his 
522 in the Texas Relays. Skip 
Archer of Texas had a 52.8 at 
Austin in March. 

The 100-yard dash should see 
some of the fastest times ever in 
in SWC meet history. The meet 
mark is 93 by John Roderick of 
SKI n 19fi4 and Ronnie Allen of 
Baylor equaled that mark in 
Dallas in early April Three oth- 
er SWC stars have come within 
;i tenth of a second of the mark— 
Rockie   Woods   of   A&M   at   Lub- 

OPPONENTS TONIGHT are Steve Judy and Busty Underwood, TCU's 
number one ari two quarterbacks. The pair call signals for their 
respective  teams the   Purples  and the Whites tonight  at 7:30 p.m. 

Girl's Rifle Team 
Downs West Texas 

Imagine putting together a 
collegiate football team of people 
who have never played in an of- 
ficial game before and then in 
your first contest beating the 
University of Texas by a touch- 
down or two. 

Such an accomplish 
ment would be comparable to 
what the TCU Girls' Rifle Team 
did la s t weekend when they 
whipped the West Texas State 
girls' team 1904-1870. 

The match was the first com- 
petitive match the Frog girls' 
team has ever fired in. Only 
one member of the team, Linda 
Robinson, had ever fired 
in competition before It was the 
first time for the other three 
members of the team. Mary 
Maxson, Susie Schmidt and Lin- 
da Pittard. 

Yet this group downed the best 
girls' rifle team in this part 
of the country and one of the top 
teams in the nation. 

This same West Texas team 
won the championship of the 
biggest girls' rifle competition in 
this part of the country, the St. 
Mary's Invitational Tournament, 
last year. 

Miss Robinson was the high 
scorer in the match. She fired a 
545 out of a possible 600. As this 
was the last meet of the year for 
the rifle team, her performance 
ranks her as the highest shooter 
for TCU. She ranks even higher 
than the boys on the varsity ri 
He team. Her average is 265 out 

buck. Merline Kck of SMU in 
Dallas and Clyde Peach of Bay- 
lor in Dallas. 

Two Strong  Frogs 

TCU has two strong entries in 
the 100. Bubba Thornton and 
Carl Mills. Thornton's best time 
was a 9.5 in l.ubbock, Mills' top 
time was a 96 in Fort Worth. 

Another defending champion 
with a good chance to repeat is 
David Matina of Texas in the 
880 yard run Matina's 1:48.8 at 
Waco last week was a second and 
a half better than Ronnie Garner 
of Baylor's run. 

In the three-mile run, fresh- 
man Pete Morales of Baylor 
holds a 16 second advantage over 
the other entries His best time 
was a 14:08.9 in the Texas Re 
lays. 

Texas A&M's Curtis Mills, who 
won the same event at the Drake 
Relays, is the favorite in the 
440-van! run He won at D e s 
Monies with a 46 2. His closest 
competitor is Dave Morton of 
Texas who set a meet record m 
winning this event last year 
with a 4.5. Morton's best time 
this season has been a 46 7. 

Ronnie Allen of Baylor could 
come close to another record in 
the 220 yard dash. His best time 

this year, a 20 8 at Dallas, is 
just a tenth of a second off the 
SWC meet mark. TCU's Thorn- 
ton could also do well in this 
event His best 220 dash this 
year was 21.5 at Lubbock 

In the field events it looks like 
another toss up Freshman Sam 
Walker of SMU owns the best 
shot put mark with a 59.0 3'4. 
Ronny Lightfoot of Texas A&M 
has the discus throw with a 171-5 
at   College   Station.    Louis 

TCU Barber s**fi 
3015 Univertlty Or. 

Raior Cut*—Our Specialty 

of 300. Mike P a rk e r owns the 
highest boy's average, 262. 

"I'm extremely proud of these 
girls," said their coach 1st Sgt. 
George Beck. "The Rifle Team 
program here at TCU is definite- 
ly on the way up. Several other 
schools have indicated they are 
interested in scheduling more 
matches with both our varsity 
team  and the girls' team." 

This past season backs up 
what Beck says. Not in a decade 
has a TCU rifle team experi- 
enced the success the team this 
year has And next year should 
be even better with a season's 
experience behind the team 
members. 

West Texas' loss to the 
Frogs was the first for those 
girls. Perhaps one could say 
West Texas State was the best 
girls'  team until they met TCU. 

YOUNG MAN 

WANTED... 

to  give Water Skiing 

lessons and towing of 

water ski is . . . 

with or without boat. 

Contact: 

ED  HILL 

Casino Beach 

Amusement Park 

237-1541 

GO-KART FUN 

FOREST  PARK 
• Weekdays:   2-11 
• Weekends:   Ml 

FOREST PARK 
GO-KARTS 

14*5 S. Unlverstly EDS-SMI 
(Across   from   Carlson's) 

(ardonas of Rice owns the best 
javelin throw with a 226-2'/.!. De- 
fendang champion Stan Curry of 
Baylor is the top high jumper 
with a 6-11. Dickie Phillips of 
Rice is favored in the pole vault 
with his 16-0 at the Texas Re- 
lays. 

Mills vs.  Clifton 

And then there's the long 
jump. This is the event TCU 
fans will be the most interested 
in. There should be quite a bat- 
tle between Texas' Charles Clif- 
ton and TCU's Mills for first in 
this event Mills set a new 
TCU school record with his leap 
of 24-5 at Lubbock on March 22 

For a month it was the top 
mark in the conference. Then 
Clifton leaped 25-2W at the Kan 
sas Relays. 

Mills and Clifton will be getting 
stiff competition from Jerry 
Martin of Rice and Bill Elliott of 
Texas too. 

The final event of the re 
liyi could decide the whole meet 
and Rice looks to have a slight 
edge in that event—the one mile 
relay. 

The Owls ran a 3:07 0 at the 
Kansas Relays three weeks ago 
The best mark of their closest 
competition. Texas, is a 3:07.7 
at Austin Texas won the event 
last year, setting a new confer 
ence record with that same 
time. 

Track prelims are to be 
held Friday afternoon at the 
Baylor track. Discus finals will 
be held at 1 p.m. Friday in Bay 
lor's track stadium Javelin fi- 
nals will begin at 12 noon Satin- 
day 

Tennis Entries 
Marcelo de la Serna and Tom- 

my Hill, TCU's two top scorers 
on the tennis team, will partici 
pate in the Southwest Conference 
tennis meet this weekend in Wa- 
co. 

The Frogs finished sixth in the 
Southwest Conference tennis race 
this year Rice won the champ- 
ionship. 

Claudette's 
Alterations 

Last year I altered your 
clothes at the Oxford Shop, 
but now I've opened my own 
shop. 

STUDENT   DISCOUNT 
WORK   GUARANTEED 

1520    E     MULKEY 
7SS0  |.   RIVERSIDE 

JE 6 3376 

YOUNG MAN 

Do you want to make 
the world better? Be- 
g.n with a child. Be 
a YMCA Day Camp 
counselor. June 5- 
August 8th. Counsel- 
ors: $30-$40 a week. 
Counselors & bus 
driver $60-70 a week. 

WA 6-5338 

SHOWCO  PRESENTS 
THE 

STEVE 
MILLER 
BAND 

With   Special   Cues!   Stars 
ROTARY  CONNECTION 
SAT.,  MAY  17,  8  P.M. 

WILL ROGERS AUDITORIUM 
TICKETS—SS-S4-S3 

ON SALE NOW AT: CENTRAL TICKET OFFICE. MAIL 
ORDERS TO: CENTRAL TICKET OFFICE, HOTEL TEXAS 
(LOBBY). 76107 Please Enclose Stamped, Self-Addressed 
Ervelope  with  Cashiers  Check   or  Money  Order. 

m 
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FREE 
ZENITH   PORTABLE 

COLOR    TV 
Drawing May  15th, 

Register Daily 

3050 S.  University  Dr. 

PENNYRICH  BRA 

featured at 

FASHIONS BY 

Elaine 
Dress  making  and  designing. 

The  Pennyrich  Bra  lifts and sup- 
ports the  heavy  bust. 
The   small   bust   will   enlarge   in 
this   mircle   bra   or   your   money 
back.    Its    been    proven    and 
guarantee  it, 

COME  AND BE  FITTED AT NO 
OBLIGATION 


