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tditorial---
Bombs may be bursti.ng all over Europe and Asia but here in 

America it is still Christmas. l low very fortunate we all are I 
~rom l\1aine to California brightly lighted trees are springing up 
like the proverbial toadstools. In F lorida they string lights gaily 
over the palm trees. We arc the only continent this year which 
Santa Claus will not be afraid to visit. 

Christmas at Wheaton is particularly gay. Phrases of "God 
save the king of merry England" echo back and forth across the 
great Christmas tree in front of the Chapel. The whole student 
body flocks toward the gym on the evening when a chosen few act 
out "The Nativity". Here indeed is the essence of Christmas. We 
come away with that "peace on earth, good will towards man" 
sentiment pounding in our brains, and for a few moments the bombs 
?Ver London don't really matter so much. They are submerged 
in all eternity. 

. Because it is Christmas, Rusl,/iglzt comes to you a gay, almost 
light-hearted magazine. She is looking forward to three weeks of 
vacation too. We have a Christmas story that we know none of 
~ou will ever forget. It's really Christmas. Minerva is back again 
111 her most appealingly ridiculous moments. She too feels the holi
day · · L spint. And we have a new character-Launcelot the noble pig. 

auncelot is really wonderful. We k.now that you'll love him as 
much as we do. He's spent the last month positively haunting the 
Rush/iglzt office so he's almost our mascot. 

And most important of all, we have an essay, "We Who Are 
A?out to Die", of which we are really proud. Whether you agree 
:tth the author or not, we're willing to bet all of o.ur new Christmas 

anclkerchiefs that you will feel very definitely one way or the other 
about it S k · · cl cl · I h d ' . · o ta e two asp1nns an rea 1t. n ot er wor s you re 
gomg to have to think a little. 

l\Icrry Christmas! 
Martha Sloan 
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An Unsung American Tradition 
For more than one hundred and fifty years spokesmen for the 

people of the United States have been talking about the American 
traditions of liberty, equality, and private property. Of late we 
have heard much about the glorious tradition of individualism in 
our history, but it is now time to recall that we have also a remark· 
able heritage of co-operative action. 

Voluntary co-operation began in earliest colonial times. English 
merchants pooled their resources in joLnt-stock companies to finance 
the settlements in Virginia and in Massachusetts. The settlers 
came in groups on ships, not singly in rowboats. 1n New England 
a system for expanding settlement by town groups was soon evolV'Cd• 
And Daniel Boone led a collection of families, not isolated individ· 
uals, along the Wilderness Road into the "Dark and Bloody Ground" 
of Kentucky. 

When Jefferson proclaimed the liberty and equality of men 
in 1776, he was making no plea for each citizen of the thirteen 
states to constitute himself an individual army. Only through 
teamwork was the United States enabled to win the Revolution 
and to fight its other wars. The Articles of Confederation were 
the joint product of the labors of many individuals, and the Con· 
stitution was drawn up by fifty-five men, not laid down by one 
master mind. 

Particularly during the past seventy-five years voluntary aSSo· 
ciation has become a traditional American method of procedure. 
Corporations, the pooling of individual savings for a collective action, 
have been created by the hundreds. Labor organizations have sprung 
up to meet the challenge of organized capital. In the field of social 
activity perhaps it is enough to point out that American scholars 
maintain scores of learned societies, that the people of the United 
States support several hundred lodges, and that the two great national 
pastimes, baseball and football, are pre-eminently team gamCS· 
Association with others to attain a common goal is llS 

old and as strong a.n American tradition as is individualism. 
Ralph W. Hidy 
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Christmas Is Wednesday·--
" Eddo and David were shoved out of doors by Emmy, with a 
h now go and play like good chi ldren." It made Eddo very mad
~ d.idn't want to go out and play in the snow, especially with 

avid. If l\luz had been home, she would have understood; she 
Would have let him stay indoors and lie in front of the fire maybe 
tracing the desig,n of the rug with his finger, maybe just looking 
at the flames curl around the logs. She and Da were both away, 
althou I · • h h d h' !P it was Saturday. Wl1y, oh why, did s e ave to esert 
~m, today of all days? Emmy couldn't be expected to ,understand; 

s e Was just the maid, and didn't know him very well. 
D ,Usually he liked to play in the snow, and usually he and 
h avid got along wonderfully well together, though David was 
~ rec Years older than he was, and was inclined to be a little bossy. 

ut today he had been awful. Eddo had a book which he simply 
adored, but as he was only four, he couldn't read it. And when he 
~voke up this morning he found David si tting up in bed reading his 

00.k ! The worst part of it was that David could really read it, 
W~ilc Eddo could only look at the pictures. And when he had 
said "c· b 11ve me my book" in the kind of tone that expected to be 
~, eyed, David just looked up for a minute and said "Say please, 
~ddo" Ed · ' do would not say please, so he jumped out of one bed 
~to. the other, and tried to take the book by brute force, whereat 

avid, the sissy, yelled, and Da came in. 

f "Da, he wouldn't say please," pouted David. "So I was per-
ectly right not to give him the book, wasn't I Da ?" And Da had 

comforted him, and said "Yes, yes," and then had turned to Eddo 
a~id asked-" JI ow many times have I told you, Edwin, that you 
s ould say please." 

"B . 
h

. lit it's my book," said Ed do, tr) ing to maintain his dignity 
w ile · · . . Mtt1ng 011 the floor, where David had pushed hnn. But Da 
Wasonh' ' h dh' · , , is way out by then, and hadn t even ear nn. 
h I hat was just the begi,nning. When he got down to breakfast 

e found l\luz all dressed up, and she leaned down to kiss him 
good-bye b t . f . . . ' . f e ween two sips o orange Ju1ce--1t wasn t very sat1s ac-
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tory. "Emmy, ~Ir. Becker and I won't be home till after dinneri 
you'll take good care of the children for us, won't you?" 

"Yes'm", said Emmy, knowing that now it would be perfectlY 
safe for her young man to come and visit her. 

After breakfast it seemed for awhile that maybe everything 
would be all right after all. Eddo was curled up on the windowseat, 
and looking outside with wonder-fi lled eyes. There had been a 
snow at night, the first of the year; and the window pane was all 
frosty. Ile drew a picture of Santa Claus, very delicate, just with 
his fingernail. And then David jumped up beside him, and rubbed 
Santa Claus away with one sweep of the palm of his hand so that 
he could see out the window. 

"Oh David," moaned Eddo; but David dicLn't even hear hirni 
all of him was concentrated on watching the snow. But he went 
away soon, and Eddo was left to his ruined canvas. I le wiped off 
the whole pane rather belligerently, and then turned his back to it, 
He tried to pretend to be interested only in the morning paper, and 
lay on his stomach on the floor. He missed Da-Da always read 
the funnies to him while he looked on and tried to guess what 
would be happening next. It wasn't very much fun just by himself, 
Sometimes when Da wasn't there he and David would look at the 
pictures and make up the stories themselves ; but not evc.n David 
was around now. So he gave it up as a bad job, and went to look 
out the window again. 

Oh, he should never have done it! Something should have 
warned him, told him to keep looking at the paper, even if it didn't 
mean a thing to him. For someone had tracked up all the snow·, 
and he had wanted to be the first out; wa.nted to feel as if he was 
somewhere where no one else had ever been before; that he was an 
explorer. Who could have done it? And then David had corne 
in sight, tr.udging up the path, his snow clothes hastily thrown on, 
He opened the front door and yelled: "Come on out Eddo, it's 
wonderful." ] Iis cheeks were pink, and his breath made little 
clouds i.n the air. 

"David," said Eddo condemningly. "You went out and you 
never even told me. You were the first person." He wanted to cry, 
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but he wouldn't let himself. 

k Da\id stood in the door.vay, looking bewildered. "I didn't 
now )ou'd mind," he said. "I wouldn't have minded if it'd been 

)ou that did it. ~ow if I'd taken your sled or somep'n I'd unner
sta.nd." Eddo couldn't explain he thought David knew. Muz 
Would have known. And he had said, "No, I don't want to come 
out now." Da\·id had stayed at the door a minute or two, trying 
to think of something to say; but Edclo just ignored him, and started 
to ~et out his paper and paints; so he finally turned and went outside 
again. 

Eddo swiggled the dripping paintbr,ush arow1d the little square 
?f black paint, and then drew a scowling face on the paper. "This 
is_ Da\id," he said. "This is David, and David will just get a 
riec~ of coal in his stocking. I will get a pony and an airplane and 

~viii know how to read." And then he forgot about David, and 
rainted the place beyond the North Pole where Santa Claus lives. 

Ie painted it all in lovely blues and reds, with a bright yellow sun. 
And finally he put Santa Claus himself in. 

After lunch they had had their nap, which wasn't as long as 
usual, thank goodness. Then Emmy bundled them both up in their 
5
~?w suits and shoved them outside. "Go and play like good 

c ildren," she had said. David didn't seem to realize that Eddo 
;as mad at him, and that made it worse than ever. "Let's play 
Santa Claus," he said. "That tree's the North Pole, and I'm 

anta Claus, and your my helper. Now I tell you to deliver this 
~.~ that little girl living there- " he said, pointing to the garage. 

ow You do what I tell you." And he started to build the house 
;\;now that they both should live in. Eddo did what he'd been 

0 
' because what else could he do? But all the way that he 

;arr'.ed the basket to the little girl and back he was inwardly 
um1ng. 

S "That's just like him," he muttered under his breath. "He's 
:""ta, I'm his helper. If we play Jack the Giant Killer I'm the 

giant. It's not fair. l\laybe I'll run away, run up to the north 
Pole, beyond the north pole, maybe." 

\Vhen he got back David was still building the house, but he 
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seemed to have forgotten about the game they were playing. "I 
know where i\luz and Da have gone," he said importantly. Eddo 
was interested, but he didn't wa.nt to show it. 

"Where?" he asked, in as half-hearted a manner as was possible. 
"New York," said David. lie was so filled with his own 

importance he had stopped building the house. 
"But that doesn't take all day," said Eddo, really getting 

excited now. "I've driven to New York with l\tluz to meet Da, 
and it only takes a little while." 

"I know," said David. You could see that what he meant 
was that he knew a great deal more, but he wouldn't tell it until 
he'd been coaxed. [ddo hated to give in to him this way, but he 
just had to know. 

"Well then, why?" he asked, ashamed of his own weakness, 
David slowly got ,up from the sled he'd been sitting on, and started 
to work on the snow house again. 

"They've gone Christmas shopping," he said, slowly and im
pressively. 

"Christmas shopping," repeated Eddo, in a small, incredulous 
voice-just a breath, really. Now that David had gotten the effect 
he wanted, he got excited too, left their house forgotten once more. 

"Yes," he said, "Christmas is on \Vecinesclay. I heard ~Iuz 
talking to Da when I came clown to breakfast- they stopped as 
soon as I came in though." Ecldo couldn't speak-the world was 
too full right then to hold anything more, even words. Ile and 
David just looked at each other rapturously. 

"Christmas," said David triumphantly. 
"Christmas," said Ed<lo soft!), as if rven saying the word 

might break the spell. "Christmas. -Oh, let's go climb trees, David I'' 
They went over to their favorite climbing tree. A low stone 

wall separated their ) ard from the next, and the tree was right 
by it. Ecldo clambered to the wall, and watched David climb the 
tree, his face upturned. "l\ly brother can climb the tree better than 
I can. I le can climb the tree better than anyone. Not even Santa 
Claus can climb the tree better than my brother can," he chanted. 
And his eyes were stars in the heaven of his face. 

Alice Haines 
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Heritage---
From the memoirs of an E119lish 11obleman 

You may have heard of me, or, which is more likely, you have 
not heard of me. 1 lowever, you may be interested in the story of 
rny . . 

rniss1on; then again you may not give a hoot. Uncle Reginald 
s?s he wouldn't give a ha'penny for my whole being 011 a silver 
p atter studded with rubies. That's silly, even if I weren't such 
a Wonderful person he cou ld always hock the platter. 

I was born of nobility, who were knighted during the middle 
ages for having raised the best pig in all England. It w as a 

~nderful pig and my Great, G reat, Great, Great Grandfather, 
. };otus, valued and loved it above all else i.n the world. He fed 
~~ t le finest food , and in the castle it had a private room filled with 
the choicest mud from London. Each morning Launcclot, for 

at Was the pig's name was presented with a fine blue satin ribbon. 

G This happy family however was soon to be set asunder, for 
randfather Loyolus was summoned to go to Jerusalem on a 

crusade · , k : h against the Infidel. Grandfather was a loyal and heroic 

h
n.1g. t and so 011 the appointed morning he dressed himself in 

s ining a . d h rmour and to the accompa111ment of trumpets and rums 
e rode over the moat astride L auncelot. 

13 
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Alas, though, he was never to return. \Vord came to his 
gracious wife sometime later that he had been killed in combat, 
when a fellow Englishman, not having seen him (Launcclot's leg> 
were very i.hort as is right for a well-bred pig) rode over him and 
crushed him. Ilis wife wept bitterly and summoning the famil)' 
and the court she carried in her infant son. "This child," she 
solemnly declared, '\hall be the first," and the baby midst gurgles 
and goos vowed that when he came of age, he would depart for 
Jerusalem to retreive Launcclot and so uphold the family honor. 

And so started my heritage. The first born son of every gc.n· 
cration hence journeyed to Jerusalem, none successful, and the voW 
was passed on. La.uncelot's bones still remain in a battlefield in 
the I Ioly Land. 

"'1ow having sketched my background I shall continue with rny 
life story, or case history, as you choose. l\Iy father, dear ma,n, 
although with best intentions, was a procrastinator. Ile meant 
to fulfill his vow but each year something happened. One year 
it was the stock market and the next a whist tournament and so 
the years passed. They passed through his courtship of my mother 
and his first few years of married life until the day of my birth, 
Father waited breathlessly for my baby wail, pacing the floor and 
kicking a rugby ball about. Finally he was permitted to enter. Ile 
dashed in, took one look at me, his first born son, kissrd my mother 
and said, "l 'm leaving for Jerusalem." 

\Ve have not seen him since, but seven years ago we heard in 
a round-about way that he had been arrested for taking bets on 
Camel Races in the Sahara. 

I spent my childhood in the castle learning the etiquette of 
the young English nobleman, and rach morning paying tribute to 
Launcelot's room. :\I) t·arliest remembrance of this ritual was 
when one morning, :\!other, dressed in mourning, carried me on 
Loyolm.' shield to the room hung in black. l was deeply moved 
and then and there made the traditional vow. 

fo my youth, ancl a tall skndcr lad 1 was too, I went to 
study at Oxford. I majored in Pig raising and spl'nt days in 
the laboratory studying the anatomy of the pig. It was in a little 

14 
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twn just outside of the University that I met my first and only 
dove. I remember it distinctly. There had been a county fair that 

ay and I had cut my Shakespeare class to act as judge of the live
stock show. I was standing there in my cap and gow.n, looking 
vty dignified, I am sure, when she passed by. "How dainty," I 
t ought and immediately inquired about her. A spot of information 
c~mc mr way that made me very sure of my great love for her
s e Was the Champion Hog Caller of the county. 

Having completed my courses at the University, and received 
my pig-skin I searched for my loved one and after hours of balancing 
on one knee and stuttering and stammering, finally persuaded her 
; '.11arry me. This, of course, I considered a masterful stroke. 

hink of it. I could take her to Jerusalem with me and together 
~ve could roam the deserts, hog calling and searching. Naturally 
b ecausc of her common birth there was conster.nation in the family, t when I explained the marriage as part of my duty to Launcelot, 
a 1 Was well and she was welcomed with open arms. 

Our honeymoon was spent in the Holy Land. By day we 
~vandered about the desert and cities of ancient lore, calling at 
intervals for Launcelot and by .night pitched our tent beneath the 
stars and the moon. On rainy nights we always managed to find t hotel. It was here that we both became expert Camel riders, 
earning to straddle the hump. We were extremely happy. 

For seventeen years we journeyed over the endless seas of sand, 
searching· h' 0 d 'd ' 'd b 'd c1· . , ever scare 111g. Jle ay we were n mg s1 e y s1 e, 

iscuss111g the possibilities of a bridge between the United States 
and Bombay, when I noticed a dark object loping across the white 
stretch "Wh " · at a waddly creature, I observed, and we rode on 
towards ·t A · I d I d' · · h d b b · 1 · s 1t approac 1e 1stingu1s e a anner, yes, a 
anner w'tl h b ·1 · di I "C · b. )" 1 l w at ut our famt y crest wav111g prou y. an 1t 

l
e· I cried and my wife and I spurred our camels on. "Hurry," I 

s louted "I l " , urry. 
'I'h 

S. e figure waddled closer. At last we met. "Launcelot the 
IXth,, I . 

h. ' whispered reverently and d rapped to my knees beside 
11
~· The clear animal smiled at me- I would swear to it, or 

Per laps it only appeared that way to me through the vei l of happy 

15 
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tears. llis sons too had been searching for centuries. At last we 
were united. 

The three of us sailed for England and arrived home in time 
for my dear Mater to glimpse Launcelot the Sixth and die a happY 
death. Now I am an old old ma.n, and my wife has long since 
gone from me, but each morning I totter through the castle to 
La.uncelot's room to present him with a fine blue satin ribbon and 
to be sure his room is filled with fine fresh, clean mud. 

-

Nancy l\lurdock 

HER ONLY LOVE 

She told her friends about him then 
And nearly told them right; 

Told when he came one day, and when 
J le left that very night. 

She never married-he was all 
The romance that she knew. 

When she was forty, thin and tall, 
The truth was not so true. 

Her nieces and her nephews three, 
They heard the tale this way: 

"He was the only love for me-
But Death called him away." 

16 
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ttWe Who Are About To Die" 
In the good old days of the Roman Empire one of the chief 

amusements was the gladiatorial combat. This was real entertain
ment-good, clean fun. They were given shields and swords and 
t~ld to fight one another. Before the show started they went before 
t e emperor and said, "We who are about to die, salute you". For 
What they didn't know. All they knew was that they must fight. 

Well, that was a long long time ago and today it's a different 
st~ry, or is it? We don't go running around clothed in little tin 
skirts and big iron sweaters, brandishing swords in order to puncture 
or~c another-but, amazed, befuddled, and pathetically dumb, we 
still say-"We who are abo,ut to die, salute you". 

Yes, we salute you, the faculty, as we leave our schools and 
colleges to go into the arena of a world torn by battles worse than 
~y ever faced by the gladiators of Roman times. If we 
di~,-if we lose in our fight for American liberties and principles, 
Will You remember that you sent us into a fight unprepared? Will 
You remember that you sent us into the world to fight for a 
~emocracy without ever having taught us what a democracy is? 

11 speaking of his history course, one boy made the following 
comment, "Well, we did a lot of outside reading and we had our 
~egular lectures. It was critical though, not a bit complimentary. 
t pushed my ideals around a bit. It made me sort of sore". He 

got sore. Chalk one up for our side. But unfortunately he is 
only o . . d d h ne 111 every fifty. You push the other forty-mnc own an 
t ey Utter three feeb le "glubs" and quietly succumb for the winter 
season . 

. A short while ago I was completely captivated by an article 
rnttcn by President Seymour of Yale University entitled "\ Vars 

~
1Pact On The Campus". It was a thrilling little bit concerning 

t e trials and tribulations of the college student in relation to the 
Prcse t · f p · _11 international emergency. Ln the second paragraph o 
h resident Seymour's article there were quoted three questions which 
ad been asked by various alumni. They were as follows: "Have 

college boys become completely pacifist?" "11 ave they lost faith in 

17 
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American ideals"? "Do the} under,,tand Amc1 ican ideals?" To 
be sure l am not a college president but rather a college student 
and in that capacit} would like to answer these questions. 

To the first question-" Have college boys become completely 
pacifist"?, I would say "110". They arc confused, utterly and com· 
pletcly confused. But who has taken a large part in confusing the 
student? The reader, if he has a knowledge of college conditions 
and a willingness to recognize fact, will agree with me when I saY 
that our faculties are mainly responsible. 

To the second question- have they lost faith in American 
ideals---! would again say "no". Ideals arc based on a clear 
conception and understanding of a problem, and on conviction. To 
a race brought up to believe that strong convictions arc a mark 
of ignorance, how can there be ideals? vVe have neither lost them 
nor kept them ... we've just never had them. 

And to the third question- do they understand American ideals 
-I would say absolutely, definitely, no. 

The student in most instances has been sent down a rather 
peculiar path. I le has heard complimentary lectures on Communism 
and various other "isms", which, coming from an authoritative 
source, sound pleasing and re liable. In I listory and Political Science 
he has listened to criticism concerning Democracy. But nowhere 
along the line has he been given a thorough, comprehensive teaching 
of the merits of Democracy. In a system which takes Americanism 
entirely for granted, and dwells on other forms of government, the 
result is obviously one-sided. The easiest, most logical road to folio,,· 
is the left one. 

Now, however, there seems to be a movement afoot called 
patriotism and it is a movement for which we are sadly unprepared, 
Fight for your country, they tell us i stand up for your flag I And 
we, because we have been taught to criticise and to be sceptical, 
gaze in wonder at all this fervor. Is this the symbol of all that 
we have been criticising? 

Colleges should have been aware of this attitude which they 
were fostering years ago. I know only too well that the basis of 
advancement is criticism, but the criticism we have been subjected 
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to _is only destructive. lf all systems must be given voice, then give 
voice to the American system as well. Unless we arc taught not 

~o take our heritage for granted, we shall develop into a race of 

alf-hcanccl Americans. 
President Seymour of Yale says "at the start of a new college 

Year the undergraduate ~eems confused but loyal"- and how true 
~his is! There was a time when the boy or girl at college more or 
css had something over the non-college clement, but now this order 

seems to be reversed. Which shall it be: stay at home and know 
what you're doing, or go to college and come out in a daze? If 
the college student is confused, it is because those who are in charge 
of his education have been broadening his mind to such an extent 

that he's practically wall-eyed. 
It has been the fashion within recent years to de-bunk the old 

established forms, no matter what they were, in favor of something 
new, something different. The 'parlor pink' was the up-to-date 

Professor, and was considered smart if he enlivened his lectures with 
a bit of restrained fun-poking at stolid theories. But please- we 
don't , f I · 1· 1 · 1· I vant as 110 11 now- we want rl'fl ti','. t 1s rea 1ty t 1at we 
~~iall have to face during the next few years ... and we should 
ike to be able to face it not with a snee r but with confidence. 
f \Vhat is the matter with our faculties? Suppose the coach of a 
b~otball team gathered the student body togethe r the night before th~ 
b'.g game of the year and said, "\,Veil fellas, tomorrow is the 
/ g game · of the season. \\Te want you to go and cheer 
or both teams. Yes, I know our team is good, and 

~c have a lot of smart plays, but don' t forget that the other team 
1~ good too. \ Ve want you to be sure and give them a rousing 
cheer. Be impartial. For heaven's sake, don' t let anybody get 
t C • I I f ll ca t l at you are so narrow minded that you can only cheer 
or )our own team ." That's a lovely attitude, just as nice as it 

can he; hut I 'm afraid that it is not going to win the game. We're 
.n?t going to win any game either; not according to our notes. Why 
~lVe America such an inferiority complex? What has she ever done 

to You or should I say, what has she ever done for you? 
Lately there has been the most astounding rumpus made over the 
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workings of the fifth column. The fifth column is a very funnY 
thing. You find it doing the most harm with the least amount of 
noise where you least expect to find it. Nobody of any account 
listens to the poor little red who mounts his soap box daily except on 
Sundays, and bellows through his beard. He's fun. He's enter· 
taining. He's positively cute. The individual who has had an 
overdose of education and who can politely jam something down 
your throat and make you swallow it is the one who spells danger 
with a capital "D". He knows how to argue and is convinci.ng, 
It's an amusing thought but actually there are quite a few of these 
little demon-diggers, turned loose in our educational system. I 
wonder why nobody has ever questioned their divine right. Where 
is the clean up committee? I don' t mean to have all the commun· 
istically inclined professors bound a.nd gagged. They have some 
very excellent ideas but then we have some pretty good ones too. 

I think maybe the whole trouble is that the older generation 
have too much confidence in us. We're really not half so smart as 
they think we are. ~lany of us, rat-like in nature, memorize our 
way through college. We're gullible: we don't like to admit it 
but we arc. \Ve believe what you tell us. You have a Phi Bete 
key and you ought to know all the answers. U.nfortunately, we 
only think when we are forced to think. If you give us two con· 
flicting points of view and make us select one, we think. We have 
to. I lowcvcr if you simply give us one angle we swallow it. It is 
so much easier. 

lf this were a Utopia, a dreamer's paradise, pure impractical 
theory would be wonderful. It would be nice and cozy and nobody 
would bother anybody else. Everyone would just theorize and be 
happy. But this is no U topia--or have you noticed? It looks 
awfully rea l to us, awfully practical, awfully untheoretical. 

\Ve are the ones who are going to run this country before long. 
JJ ow clo you really want us to do it ?-or would you rather we 

would just go on dreaming? 
I lelcn S. Kingsley 
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WHEN 1AM OLD 

When 1 am old, 
I shall choose 
To laugh at the bright sun 
And not to lose 
When I run 
In my stilted shoes. 

When I am old, 
I shall go 
Where the robin sings 
And the tulips blow 
And I shall know 
All lovely things. 

When I am old, 
I shall not cry, 
Remembering . 
I shall not die. 
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How It Was---
The only thing I remember about the night I came to America 

Was the fascinating horniness of the uncurtained lighted windows of 
the houses along the boulevard as we went out of the suburbs. 
Frank and I had landed in New York at dusk and were on our 
Way to Connecticut to make our home near his, so far from Dresden 
where I had been born and brought up. There was something 
about the unfenced yards and warm lights and occasional moving 
fi~urcs inside that suddenly made me want to steal up to the 
Windows and watch this strange American life going on in its 
casual way which I had heard so much about. That was the way 
I Wanted to sec it, but inside of me there was a queer foreboding 
that this desire would never be realized. I was afraid that my 
foreign background would always influence my contact with these 
People, a.nd it wouldn't then be the tr.ue American way of life that 
I Was seeing. 

Frank's friends were awfully nice to us. They took us in 
Until we could get a house of our own. It wasn't long until we 
found what we wanted and we were glad to get off by ourselves 
and have a home of our own. 

Frank wasn't there much after the first year. He kept having 
; go off for weeks at a time on business, and I was left alone. 
h he first week he was gone I just stayed at home, living in our 

ouse. I missed him terribly, especially at night. There really 
Wasn't much to do around the house, and what little there was 
~n settled in a routine. I liked people, but I hadn't mixed with 

rank's friends, I was too much in love with him to care about 
any one else, and they resented my lack of i.nterest in them. If 
they had only realized that I did want to see them, then. But no 
one came to sec me to relieve the growing monotony of the routine 
and my loneliness. 

. One night when Frank was away as I was washing the supper 
dishes I discovered there were no oranges for breakfast. It was 
; lovely fall evening after Indian summer. There was a store 
our blocks away that stayed open evenings, and so I put on my 
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hat and coat and went out, leaving the lights burning brightly. I 
stood outside for a moment. Through the window I co.uld see 
Frank's chair with the light by the arm. The hall was onlv 
partly lit, and the upstairs windows were dark. 

Before I got home I must have walked miles. First I went 
to the store and got the oranges, a dozen of them and they were 
heavy. As I walked back looking in at the windows I found 
myself going slower and slower until I suddenly discovered I had 
been standing by a tree staring in at a window. Four people were 
sitting around a table playing bridge. There was something fas· 
cinating watching the shuffiing, the dealing, the bid going around 
the table by lip movement and the playing of the hand as the cards 
glided out and were gleaned back in front of one of them. I don't 
lcnow, they may have played te.n hands before I moved on. I 
remember the next house was dark. That should have snapped 
me out of it, but it didn't, for I stopped and looked in the windows 
of the next house and the next, and so on down the street. 

It was something I'd never been able to do before. All the 
houses in Dresden had been high-fenced. I had never bee.n abh: 
to look in freely like this and sec people living. It was like a play, 
watching a part of life going on. There was nothing make-believe 
about this, it was the real thing. These were Americans, and there 
was something about them that was completely different from 
anything I had ever know.n. 

The homes were different too. The lighted rooms were like 
sets for a play. Some of them were cold and formal, some of them 
were large, many of them were full of bric-a-brac. They all 
expressed some quality of life, some kind of life, some personality. 
Why, here was one, a small cozy one, just like our house ... and 
then I realized what I was doing. I was out in the other end of 
town by then, walking from yard to yard in a daze, staring in at 
other people's windows and talking to myself, I guess. It was a 
wonder I wasn't seen and picked up by the police. I walked home 
slowly. I forced my eyes to follow the sidewalk, but most of the 
houses were dark by then, anyway. 

The next night I stayed at home. I wanted to go out and 
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walk again, but l wouldn't let myself. I roamed the house until 
at last I lost myself in a mystery story. The next night it was 
~oo 1nuch for me, and just after dark l went out. The next night 
it was the same way, and the next, all that week. It was exciting. 
Some nights the same rooms would be lighted night after night. 
I got to know them well, and the people who lived in them, and 
then as a surprise, a different room would he lighted too, a room 
that would be completely alien to the personality built up by the 
room I a lready knew and the people who lived in it. 

And then Frank came home. I was so glad to see him. We 
were together all the time, and there were no more of these noc
tur.nal wanderings. 

During the next two years Frank was away from home more 
than before. I le had been promoted. He was the head salesman 
now, and tended to most of the business himself. When he was 
at home, ever) thing was as it ~hould have been, and I lost all the 
restlessness that possessed me and drove me out to wander when 
he was away. I don't know what it was : it might have been that 
our love was cooli.ng from its honeymoon heights, or it might have 
been this strange growing desire of mine just to look at things, 
at any rate, he no longer satisfied me completely. Even when he 
Was with me I began to think of standing outside windows, being 
~ascinated by the life inside, a.nd to long to just look on passively 
Lnstead of making the effort to bridge the growing gaps and become 
a Part of this life. Their life which I was trying to lead didn't 
seem genuine enough for that. 

. 'Vhen Frank asked me what I did while he was away, I told 
him I read. I didn't dare tell him about this ; he wouldn't have 
understood. I le didn't quite understand the reading excuse. He 
Was the kind of person who must always have other people for 
entertainment, who would spend his eveni.ngs playing bridge, being 
gay, going to the movies, being the center of things. When he was 
at home, it was that way, and we did see his friends. It was he 
they wanted, not I. I didn' t mind; I had found more interesting 
things than their dull eve.nings when Frank wasn' t there. 

I knew them from the inside of their houses, being forced to 
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take polite and painful part in their gaiety, and I knew them from 
the outside, from looking in their windows where I could watch, 
unobserved, and enjoy all of it. I could stare, and no one was 
embarrassed. 

The night after Frank put through a wonderf.ul deal we were 
invited to his boss's house for dinner. It was on the road that 
wound from the end of our street out into the country, about a 
mile from where we lived. I'd been there before, though not 
officially, of course. I'd been out there and I knew several rooms 
of the hnuse. None of the others were ever lighted. He was a 
forbidding man, and she, the social, silver fox, "why my Dear" 
type. I had seen them through their windows, a.nd I didn't want 
to go, but we went anyway. 

I was surprised ; we had a lovely evening. I guess it was 
just with themselves they were reserved and silent; with us they 
were charming and gay. She had traveled much, and had often 
been to Dresden. After dinner, somehow, we started talking about 
houses, different kinds and so on. Their's was fairly .new, and 
they asked if we would like to see it. I said I 'd love to, but Frank 
stayed talking business. She loved her house and showed me every 
corner of it, even the attic, and I saw all the rooms that had been 
dark before and I had never seen; how one led on to the next and 
how the halls curved and rambled, where there were hidden stairs 
in the passageway and how the whole thing had been planned. It 
was a wonderful house, and from what I had already seen of it 
I was thrilled to see the rest. 

That night I couldn't sleep. I was so excited to have seen 
at last all those rooms I'd thought about so long: the fascinating 
turning of the hall, length after length winding backward through 
the dark, door after door, opening into rooms I'd never seen before, 
and she followed me as I we.nt first and found my way through 
the house. One door led into an empty room, another to a flight 
of stairs that went up curving round the chimney to a room that 
someday was to be a studio, she said, if she could find the time 
to paint. This was only one of them and there were so many I 
wanted to see the rest of. I never realized how much before. I 
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could ask those I knew to show me their houses, but they would 
think me only strange. It really is amazing how many people 
aren't interested in their houses, how they adapt themselves to 
them, how they arrange their furniture, how they hang their pic
tures, how they really live there. 

Frank left soon after that on another business trip, and I 
Went out again each night to wander and look. Ofte.n in those 
days I went past the house I'd seen all of and looked long in at 
the few regularly lighted windows. Until then that had been 
enough, and that had satisfied me. But now I wanted to see all 
of these houses I had seen only fragments of. I didn't want to 
see the people, I wanted to sec just the houses, just to visit them. 
There is much that you can learn from them, there is much that 
they have to say, sometimes far more than the people who live in 
them. 

I walked back toward our house earlier that night than usual. 
Just as I turned the corner a car drew away from the curb in front 
of a house in which a single light was burning on either floor, the 
Way people leave their house when they go out for the evening. 
It was the usual thing, it was just another lighted window and I 
Went over to it. I meant only to look in as I had so often done 
before, but I found myself going to each of the lighted windows, 
my hand stealing up against the sash. None of them gave, they were 
all locked. There was a feeling of relief; I couldn't get in, and 
then I was sure I hadn't wanted to anyway. But as I turned to 
go, having seen enough, I saw a dark window halfway open. There 
Was to be no turning back. 

I pushed the window up and climbed in. It was the pantry. 
A roast from dinner was cooling under the window, and there was 
the smell of cinnamon and spice in the dark air. There was no 
light, no sound, and I dared make neither. 

I felt my way along the wall into a big room. It must have 
been the kitchen for I could hear water dripping and see the blue 
glow of a pilot light, and under the door at the other side of the 
room there was a creak of yellow light. There was no noise but 
the drip of water as I felt my way to the door. The draft from 
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the window held it open just a little, and I could sec through the 
unlit dining room to the empty living room I just looked in at. 

No one was at home, I had seen them go, but I was too fright
ened to stay longer than to look once around the room and to 
wonder about a door in the other wall, and then I had to get out. 
Ln panic I turned, knocking over a chair with a crash. I don't 
know how I got out of the place. 

The next thing I knew, I was crouching ,under a bush and rnY 
heart was going like a trip hammer. As soon as my knees stopped 
shaking enough I sat up and walked straight home as fast as I 
could go. 

It was 9 :30 when I collapsed into Frank's chair, and then the 
door bell rang. I jumped up in terror. The police; I'd been seen. 
They had probably ~een me and knew who I was; nothing could 
help me. The bell rang again and more insistently. I hadn't taken 
anything, they couldn't prove anything. I went to the door. It 
seemed to stick more tha.n usual. It took my last bit of strength to 
open it. I hung on to it as it sw,ung wide and in stepped Frank's 
boss's wife completely overwhelming me. 

"Oh my Dear, how good it is to see you again. Where have 
you been keeping yourself, child? We were just driving by, coming 
back from town, and we saw you coming in and decided to stop 
a moment. ~o, we can't stay but just a minute. You look awfully 
pale, child, have you bee.n sick? We haven't seen you in months. 
I was just saying to my husband I've been wanting to sec you. 
Oh dear, did you bring the package in from the car? Here you 
are, my dear; it's just a little something I picked up in Dresden. 
You know we just got back from abroad last week. I always like 
to take something home to remind me of the places where I've been. 
I have one just like it. Child your hands are cold and trembling, 
are you sure you aren't sick? You'll go right to bed, won't you, 
my dear? Come dear, we must be going. Goodnight; I hope you 

feel better soon." 
I hadn't said a word, I hadn't even said, thank you. TheY 

were gone. I stared down at the little china tea cup in my hand. 
She must have taken it out of the box for me, the box was there 
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on the table. Dresden china. I put my hand into my pocket. 
!here was something there, something cold and smooth. I took 
it out. It was a tiny china figure. Where had I gotten it? I'd 
~ever seen it before. Where? Then suddenly the words I had 
Just heard began to take on a new meaning ... "it's just a little 
something I picked up ... I always like to take something home 
to remind me of the places I've been." I had stolen it from the 
house I had been in. 

I couldn't take it back. There was no way to get rid of it. 
I ran upstairs, pulled down the ladder, climbed up into the attic, 
and hid it behind a box in the corner. Thank God no one ever 
came up here but me. 

In spite of everything I could do, that pile behind the box in 
the attic began to grow, and I can't understand why I was never 
caught. It must have been because I never broke into a place or 
ransacked it. I just took some little thing to remind me of the 
place, and we moved from town to town as Frank's general district 
Was changed. 

h The things I took were strange, and I have come to love 
t ern all. In that pile there is a tiny porcelain basket with fade.:! 
rose buds from the mid-Victorian house of an old lady. There is 
a smooth, shapeless, colorless onyx turtle from a modernistic house 
and b . I 
1
, a nc-a-brac wood carving from a shadowy stone bunga ow . 

. hey are all thini.,"S like ornaments that would hardly be missed, 
Just little things to remind me of the places I have been. 
d .There is a strange attachment I have for them. Often in the 

a~tirne when Frank is gone and I can't go out, I go up into the 

~:~c to .loo~ at them. ,\Vhen. I lar them ~ut on the Ooo~ each ~ne 
a ccnau1 place. 1 here 1s some mr~t1c pattern of Imes which 

foverns their la) ing out, it's like the houses in the town. For weeks 
have set them out on the lloor the same way the streets ran, 

h
adding new things as the) belonged, but for all these weeks there 

a.s been · · I · I f I I a l!;row111g mcomp etene~s m t 1e pattern o my 1ouses 
. haven't bct•n in the big house near the center of the towJ1. There 
IS 110th. f . ' 1 h ' . h . mg rom It, theres onl) an empt) p ace t at s growmg t ere 
,11 111)· I , I' b . . iou ,t•, on the lloor. l•or weeb ve cen trymg to get 1t, 
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but the house has been locked ... but that empty place in the town 
on the attic floor, I 'vc got to get it. l 've got to get that thing, 
I\ c got to get ~omething. 

The thing I took tonight was that thing. It was an old 
beautifully carved ivor) from the house in the center of the town, 
It was on the mantle piece, and the people who live there will rniss 
it when the) come home. When l reached my hand toward it I 
knew if l touched it I would take it, l would be through with those 
thing~ 1) ing 011 the attic floor. There would be nothing more to 
add to them. It was a priceless piece. This house was full of 
such things, but this was what I wanted, I had to have. I had 
read about it in the papers, and how it had been placed there on the 
mantle as the central theme. The room had been specially deco
rated for it, and, and, I had come to sec it-all. 

It wasn't the ivory I wanted. It was only the room I wanted 
to sec. It was the room I wanted to sec. It was ... I stood 
there and reached mr hand out to touch it. It was so pretty, so 
strong ... I wish I knew where it is. If I only could tell someone, 
if I onl) knew. I could tell someone if I could only talk to someone, 
It was on a mantel piece, I remember. I think I must have dropped 
it in the river. I was walking along by these docks along here, 
right hr these stairs. It must be somewhere along here, just at 
the edge of these stairs, in the water. What's that? There's 
something white down there. That's it and I've got to get it, 

I've got to-

Sally Peck 
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Invisible Minerva---
PART II 

After a most distres,i11g morning of many classes I staggered 
~ack to my room and entered with a sigh and a crash of falli.ng 
o0ks. As I moved to pick them up, a row of small orange squares 

of cheese marching across the bureau met my dazed eyes. I turned 
to find crackers arranged in a careless pattern across the top of 

my desk. A polished red apple dangled from a string attached to the 
corner of the bookcase. Cookies were tucked in odd corners evcry

:herc. Curled up in a chair by the window with a book open on 
I er ~ap, was Minerva. She did not look up as I stood there stari.ng. 

tried to discover the usual self-satisfied quirk at the corners of her 
l11Quth which appears when she has been naughty, but she looked 

;ven meeker and more studious than ever. When I had recovered 
rom my surprise, I demanded in my ste rnest voice, 

"l\ J inerva, what is the meaning of all this?" 
"Shhhhh !" frowned l\linerva waving her arms wildly at me. 
"l) ' 011 t shhh me," I snapped . "What have you been doing 

and why? I suppose those arc my good cookies which you've used 
as deco · f J k " ration or the floor. A lso my app c, my crac ers ... 

"W ell, I bought the cheese," she whispered loudly, and pushed 
~c out of the room, and shut the door. Sitting down on the floor 
0 

the bare corridor she motioned hospitably for me to sit beside her. 
"O O nc, two, three, four," l counted tapping my foot on the 

oOr. "If you don't confess before I reach ten-I" 
"W ell, it's for Roderick," she began hasti ly. 
"Y 

R 
es, that's fine," I smiled with feeble sarcasm, "Who is 

oderick?" 

R "\Veil , I haven't met him yet but I thought I'd name him 

h
o?erick," she explai.ned. "You sec other people have mice in 

t e1r 
rooms so why can't we?" 

"Y . es, indeed," I murmured. 
"S b O I thought it would be nice to have some and I thought I'd 

h
e original and have a rat. What I mean is, where there are mice 

t ere 
are probably rats, aren't there?" 
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"No." 

She continued with increasing enthusiasm. "So I thought rats 
eat what mice do so 1 put out our-er-your food to attract some 
and I've been sitting and waiting for one to come. I was going to 
call it Roderick and tell everyone how cute it was. Then you came 
slamming in with your books and spoiled everything by scaring it 
away." 

I thought she was going to cry. A plan began to grow in rnY 
head. I placed one arm soothingly around her invisible shoulders 
and apologized, 

"I'm awfully sorry. Really I am, but you can see how I might 
be just a tiny bit annoyed, can't you?" She sniffed agreement. "l 
think it's a wonderful idea," I continued. "I simply adore mice
er-rats and Roderick is such a cute name." At this the last trace 
of suspicion on her face vanished and she beamed at me. 

"It reminds me," I mused, "of a girl I knew who lived in an 
apartment with a pet rat. Now she had an aW1t who spoiled her 
by giving her just everything. One day the aunt gave the girl 
some beautiful satin underwear. It even had lace. Well, the rat 
saw it all folded neatly in a box and decided it was just what the 
wife wanted for curtains or something. So bit by bit he shredded 
it up and carried it home to his wife. She lined all their tunnels 
and made a delightful nest i.n it so when the poor girl looked for it, 
there it was-all in the rathole. Of course, she was terribly mad at 
Rudolph, that was his name, and she never-" 

~Iinerva interrupted me with a little shriek. In about one 
second she was industriously cleaning the room. 

"Funny how she treasures that pink satin slip she bought in 
Boston the other day," I thought to myself. 

• • • 
l ler name was Doris a.nd she had reel hair and a chilcli,h face, 

She hailed me on campus to beg, "Cou ld }OU explain this philosoph}' 
to me?" 

"Xo," I answered cheerfully, "but my roommate could ." 
She stopped in the middle of a sigh and said almost in one breath, 

"Could she real I)? Is she in her room now? l s that where 
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You are going? ~lay l come too?" 
"Uh huh." I said. 
"You know, it's funny," she remarked as we walked toward the 

dorm, "I didn't know you had a roommate." 
This required careful explanation. I answered, "I suppose 

that's because l live in a single room ;~nd you can't sec my roommate. 

tots of people have the impre~\ion that I'm alone, but I'm not. 
Vhy, l couldn't get along without l\Iincrva. She docs all my 

Work for me." The rest of the way Doris was busy thinking, 
and when we reached the room she greeted l\lincrva like an old 
friend. l\lincrva had been sitting ( with very correct posture} at 
the de:.k and she rose to greet us with her most charming invisible 
srnile. 

. "Explai.n philosophy? I'd be delighted." She beamed at Doris 
In a maternal manner. Adjusting her glasses, she began to read 
aloud with careful enunciation, a passage which Doris indicated. 

"The problem of the moving arrow may be stated as follows: 
A body must either b<! moving in a place where it is or where it is 
~ot. lt cannot be moving in a place where it is or it would not 
e there. It cannot be movi.ng in a place where it is not, for it is 

not there. Therefore the flying arrow cannot be moving." 
"Y h" au ~ce it's perfectly simple," ~lincrva soothed her. "Just 

tbtnk about it a few minutes and it will be completcl}' understand
a le." 

1 
Doris studied the pattern of the rugs and arranged her face to 

;ok thoughtful. l found my knitting and measured it hopefully. 
here were two more inches to go before I could decrease and I 

Was disappointed. I knitted vigorously. Minerva watched a fly 
strolling across her left shoe. At last Doris said brightly, "I know 
~nother one of those things. Can you prove that you have eleven 
ingers? You see, you count backwards on this hand-" 

"N 1 o, no," l\tlinerva objected, "Concentrate on the moving 
arrow." 

"Did you ever get a valentine with cupids and arrows and 
thin.... . ~" D . . . d d ·1 »~ on 1t r ons inquire reamt y. 

Minerva looked startled and I choked and dropped a stitch. 
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"There was a boy who sent me one when I was only eight, 
I was quite sophisticated for my age. He had the longest eyelashes,'' 
she continued. "l met a man this summer who had them too, 
Don't you adore men with long eyelashes?" 

1\1 inerva said "res" uncertainly. Then she tried again. "Let's 
assume that the arrow-" 

"Oh yes, the arrow," Doris apologized. "You see I just 
happened to remember this man." 

The telephone buzzed and I left reluctantly. Of course, it 
was not for me, but by the time I had searched the dorm for the 
girl and written a note, it might just as well have been. When I 
returned to the room, l\linerva had abandoned her formal teaching 
manner and was listening eagerly to Doris, who was saying in a 
superior tone, "And the third thing to remember about men is how 
dumb they are, or maybe that's the first, I'm not sure yet. But 
if you remember everything I've told you, you'll get on all right 
with anyone." 

I tried to sl ip quietly back to my place without interrupting the 
conversatiM but I forgot how the door always slams when you let 
go of it. It slammed with unusual energy. Teacher and pupil 
glared at me. 

l\linerva stormed, "You're deliberately trying to disturb us, 
alwars jumping up a.nd slamming doors. How can I ever leam 
anything?" 

"Oh, you're learning something?" I asked as innocently as I 
could. 

1\linerva turned her back on me. 

"Please go on," she urged Doris. "l met a Yale man this 
summer and he said he'd never met anyone like me, so I thought, 
if I only knew the right technique, I might get a date. 

J Joris had the matemal manner now. 
''I'll do what I can for you," she murmured. 

Suddenly I was jealous. Green fire was spinning before rne 
in the room, I slashed through it to the red that was Doris' hair. 

" ' Vho arc you to come around and tell my roommate what 
and how to do things? You're the one who came to learn. ,ve11, 
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either start stud) ing or get out. I can't have l\linerva thinking 

;~out dates .and t~ings. \Vhy she .might even u~e a "late per". s~me 
aturday night 111stead of studying. I won t stand for 1t, I 

screamed. "Get out I" 

Doris' red hair stood on end and she left, bristling with angry 
~vords. l\linerva sat down at the desk and picked up a fat blue 
~ok. It had very small print and she looked at it intently. I knew 

s e Was very angry. 

"But after all," I argued to myself, "she is my roommate. And 
~ve can't get along without each other. I couldn't let a red haired 
1tnch of fluff come between us, could I?" 

"N . • o, indeed," I :uiswered myself politely, but without convic· 
t1on. 

;\Iinerva still sat with very correct posture. She turned pag~ 
occasionally and in the silence they rustled loudly. 

":\ l' • 111crva ?" I questioned at last. 
She moved her left shoulder blade slightly but said nothing. 
"I' m sorry," I muttered. 
She said nothing. I was annoyed. "I'm sorry," I almost 

~clled at her. She turned quickly and said with equal strength, "I 
d card ) ou." Then she added in her .normal tone. "She was rather 

umb, Wasn't she? I'm glad you sent her away." 
She came and sat beside me on the bed and put one invisible 

arm around me afTectionatcly. Presently she sighed wistfully. 
h , "But I did want to know if it was a good sign when he said 

c d never met anyone like me." 

]) _Then I trembled for her interest in higher education. I fear 
ons has left her mark 011 l\linerva forever. 

• • • 
l The radio sang "Thanks for Ever) thing" and l relaxed happily. 

l
wa~ lyi_n~ 011 my bed in the most comfortable position possible 

W1rn ~ I . . 1 · l . · u ri oum eel b) toy an11nals. A la rgc dog rested l11S c 1111 a most 
; Illy e) c hut I ignored him and gazed absent mindedly at the door. 
d't a.ny moment :\lincrva might enter. l\linutes passed but she 

tdi~'t appt'ar. I admired the effect of a black and white panda 
agamst a 11 I · 'l ' l 1· ·1 d "S · · · h · • ) lll' c11s 11011. 1e rac 10 wa1 c , pn11gt1mc 111 t c 
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Rockies" in hill-billr accents. No i\linerva yet. 

"Y QU 're looking unusually well today," l told a green-eyed 
bear. Ile modestly said nothing. 

I looked up and there stood Minerva with her arms full of 
notebooks. 

"You have two more days before your first exam," she said. 
"Yes," I sighed. 
"Why aren't you studying?" 

"You mustn't talk to me," I said faintly, "speak to my better 
half. I left it in the librar} three weeks ago and it hasn't been 
seen or heard from since." 

"I know perfectly well you're all lazy," :Minerva sniffed. 
"Here I slave away taking notes and you won't even look at them.'' 

"I don 't feel very well," I moaned peering around the dog's 
ear to see how this affected Minerva. It didn't. She sat i.n the 
straight chair by the desk and sorted many papers. 

"Are you sure you know what rococo is in art?" she asked 
doubtfully. 

"Rococo? You drink it-" 

:\Iincrva was not amused. She inquired a trifle impatiently, 
"Will you get up and look these notes over now or do I have to 
make you?" 

Ferdinand looked exceptionally wistful and I decided I couldn't 
disturb him. 

"Not now-" I begged. 

Silently l\li.nerva stood up. If I hadn't been brushing a speck 
of dust off the cat's snub nose, I might have noticed her. Instead, 
I felt without warning, cold air r,ushing into the room. The window 
was wide open. I sat up so quickly that my hair fell in my face. 
Retrieving my hair ribbon from under the heap of animals, I 
jumped up. :\Iincrva was just tossing the last notebook out the 
window. I leaned out a.nd heard it plop on the soft ground. A 
few loose pages were tumbling down Howard Street; the rest were 
soaking up the mud. 

'"That was uncalled for," I reproached Minerva. She smiled, 
so I shook her. 
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"You'd better let go of me and go get your notebooks," she sug
ghe~ted calmly. I gave her an extra hard shake and stamped out of 
t C tOOlll. 

"Ever} thing happens to me," I said loudly, hoping a head 
~vould pop out of a door and ask me what the trouble was, but the 
onn Was apparently empty. 

I walked gingerly across the gra,s to the spot where the note
~ooks lay. Tucking them under my arm I felt very pleased that 
;ad on :\ I i.nerva\ sweater and that the mud couldn't help rubbing 

0 011 it. The pages on H oward Street had fallen in one of the 
nunierous mud puddles so I let them stay. 

"Revenge, I must have revenge," I growled as I tramped up 
the J t lree flights of stairs. 

h 
"Do }Ou like mr hair this new way?" l\linerva turned from t . . 

1 
e mirror as 1 entered. I laid the muddy notebooks carefully on 

ler coat and looked at her. 

. "Oh ) es," I said sweetly, wondering what was different about 
1
\ .:\ly mind was sti ll occupied with the problem of revenge; a 
pan \\'as forming. I walked slowly over to the desk and sat down. I 
Sread all ITI} notes around me, took a book or tWO Ollt and opened 
~ em, seizrcl a pen with one hand and a pencil with the other. I 
ad \hut off the radio so five minutes passed in silence. 1'I inerva 

turned f h . 1 b h rom t e mirror and eyed me thoughtfully. ent over ~t notes and frowned slightly as if I were stud}1ing very hard, so 
I tn~rva sat down on the edge of the bed and watched me. First 
A twirled the pencil, then l tapped with it, next I nibbled it slightly. 

s I looked out of the corner of my eye, I could sec i\Iinerva gazing 
approvingly. Encouraged, I redoubled my efforts. I sucked the 
encl of ti I · · h S .

1 
ie pen, tapped the encl of my nose with 1t, then my teet . 

ti I stud) ing the notes, 1 put the pen and pencil down :i.nd clasped 

:
1
~

0
!1ands t~gethe~ .. Af_ter holding that pose a mom_cnt, I pt'.lled 

k of hair, tw1st111g 1t around my fingers and straightened 1t. 
s . :\ 1 incrva was completely convinced that I was absorbed in my 
tudics. She began to look a little loneh . She tried sittiJ1g here 

and th . 1 . • 
en t 1ere, but she had nothmg to do. 1 had all the books and 

notes d h · an s e found herself without her beloved work. 
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"Do you need any help?" she asked sweetly. 
"Nope." 

"Ask me about anything that's bothering you, won't you ? I'll 
be glad to explain." 

"Yup." 

I turned over a page and went on with my daydreaming, trying 
not to forget that I must act like a student. 

"It certainly is a change to sec you really working," Minerva 
announced. 

"l\lmmm," I said . 

"Say, do you need that book right now?" she asked hesitantly. 
"Oh yes," I reached for it, "I need all of them." 
"Oh." 

For an hour this went on. Minerva was restless; idleness 
always bothers her. I was bored; review always bores me. Just 
as I was beginning to think I was torturing myself more than 
l\Iinerva, she jumped up and swept all the books and papers to the 
floor. 

"You give me some!" She sobbed and stamped her foot. I 
shoved her into a chair and piled a lot of English notes in her fop. 
As I went out she was still sitting there sobbing and hugging an 
armful of notes. 

I decided to go to the movies for a change. 

Eleanor Traver 



- ---

The Eye That Never Blinked 

1'he 

"Nobody knows de trouble ah've seen 
Nobody knows but Jesus" 

melodious voices of the darkies drifted into the twilight 
acrdoss misty fields, over the dark hills stenciled against the gray 
an · 
bl violet of the sky. A star pricked its way through the deepening 

k 
ue that had lost the sunset's tint. Sleepy birds twittered, and the 

at d' 
y •ds chirped a response. 

"Nobody knows de trouble ah've seen 
Nobody knows but J esus" 

b k ~ncle Joe strummed the accompaniment on his banjo tipping 
/ck' 111 his chair and tapping the rhythm with his foot. The other 

ar •es d cl . . f h 
b

. crow e around him, some loungmg on the steps o t e 
ca Ln otl . . . I c . ' 1ers S1tt111g on the old bench. The children ha anced pre-
anously on the porch railing, listening to their elders, the older 

~nes foining in occasionally. Mammy Esther, only distinguishable 
(

1 
the white of her voluminous apron, stood in the doorway, little 

1 
Y Peering timidly from behind her skirts. A figure slipped from 
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behind the water barrel and drifted across the rough stubble of the 
yard. Uncle Joe's dog lifted his head pricking his ears, but onl)' 
stretched a.nd, after a routine of circles, seemed to find a more 
comfortable po~ition with his head on his master's knee. A startled 
chicken napped from under the hedge cackling her indignation, 
little \Vashin'ton having taken refuge there. Jle cussed her silentlY 
with the whites of his eyes shining in the comforting darkness. Jle 
just couldn't go to bed. It was nice here with his toe.,; wriggling 
in the damp earth and there wasn't any eye. Dat eye couldn't see 
him here; couldn't watch him. He'd fool dat eye. Ile wouldn't 
be dere so it could stare down at him. Mammy wouldn't find 
him and then he could sleep right dere .under de hedge. And he 
pushed his black toes defiantly into the soil. Dat great black eye 
<lat never blinked. Dat relentless eye dat stared at him whCJJ he 
lay in bed. \Vashin'ton could hear them singing; 

"Go down Moses 
\Vay down in Egypt's land." 

I le wondered if clat eye was de eye of l\loses and if it was in 
Egypt too. Dat horrible eye! But it wouldn't see him tonight. 

"\Va.,hin'ton! \Vhere is yo', black boy?" Ilis mother's voice 
interrupted his thought. I le sat Vl'ry still, only his eyes movi.ng, 
"It's time all yo' chilluns was in bed. \Vhere is clat chile? Lil)', 
has yo' seen ) o' brodder ?" 

"Ah seen him crawl under dat dere hedge 'bout five minute, 
ago." 

"\Vhat's dat chilc com in' to? \ Vashin'ton where yo' keepin' 
yo'self? Come o.ut here dis minute!" \Vashin'ton cringed. Dat 
Lily, she never missed nothin' ! \Vhat did she have to go see 
him for? "\.Vashin'to.n !" ~lamm} 's voice had a determined ring, 
It meant busine~s and business meant :\Iammy's shingle. It weren't 
no good to try and keep hid. l\lammy wielded the shingle with a 
hea\'y hand. 

"Ah's commin', ~Iammy." The little darky scrambled frol11 
under the grasping twigs, from out of that comfortable darkness 
smelling of clank earth. The old hen squawked with renewed in
dignation as Wa.~hin'ton padded reluctantly toward the cabin. NoW 
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he Would have to face dat eye again; dat eye dat saw everythin' 
and mocked everythin'. 

"What was yo' doin' under dat privet, boy?" Uncle Joe de-

b
lllanded curiously. Washin'ton made circles in the sand with his 
are toes. 

"Ah was just settin'." How could he go to bed again with 
dat eye dere? It would still be dere; it was always dere open and 
staring. 

"WI I c I, yo' just come to bed right dis minute I" His mother 
;ked at him disapprovingly as she turned with Lily into the cabin. 
k' ashin'ton followed lingering on the door sill. J essy, the black 
itten, arching her back, rubbed comfortingly against his leg. He 

ruldn't go into de room 'cause it would be right dere lookin' at 
. irn. It was God's eye, and it saw every bad thing he done and 
it never stopped lookin'. Never I He'd close his eyes and den 
Pop 'em open and dere it was a-lookin'. 

"W h' I I b as m ton I What yo doin'? Didn't Ah tell yo to get to 
d cd ?" Mammy appeared, hands resting on ample hips. The little 
arky cowered whimpering. 

"Ah • can t go, Mammy. Not tonight, Mammy.'' 
"Wh ' at yo mean yo' can't?" 
"D d , at eye, Mammy I It keeps a-lookin' and a-lookin'. It 

on t ever stop, Mammy, and it's so big and black I" 
"Wh at yo' talkin' about?" 
"I t sees all de wicked things ah ever done I" 
"Wh at does?" 
"D at eye." 
"D . ere ain't no eye. Now come along." She led him firmly 

into the room lit by a candle that threw grotesque shadows on the 
Walls of pine boards. Maybe it wouldn't be dere now. Maybe 
now Mammy knew about it it would go away. He rolled his eyes 
unwillingly upward to the ceiling, then shivered. 

"D ere it is, Mammy," he pointed with a grubby finger. 
"D at I Why, chile, dat's only an ole woodpecker's hole!" 

h "Only a woodpecker's hole I Are yo' sure dat's all it 1s, 
•vJ.ammy?" 
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"Of course Ah is, chile. An ole woodpecker must have lived 
in dat tree befo' it was cut down and made into lumber." 

"Only a woodpecker's hole I Dat eye a hole I" 
"Now git into bed." 1\lammy gave him a shove, picked up 

the candle and went o.ut on to the porch, the floor boards shaking 
under her tread. Washin'ton lay very still in his bed. He could 
still feel that eye peering at him through the darkness, but it was 
only a hole. Mammy had said so. He wriggled and pulled the 
sheet over his head. Only a woodpecker's hole, and he was awfully 
sleepy. The old folks were singin' again. Only a hole. 

"Hebben I Hebben I 
All o' God's chillun go to Hebben" 

Catherine F. Selle\\' 
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DISILLUSIONED QUATRAIN 

If I have ever known before 
That truth was in a vow, 
That honesty and love were one 
I have forgotten now. 

Alice Haines and Priscilla Hall 

REILLUSIONED QUATRAIN 

Having been loveless for too long a time, 
You must be patient if at first I seem 
A little wary of you, half afraid 
That this will prove to be another dream. 

Alice Haines 
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Accidents Will l-lappen---
She slammed the door with a finality that shook the four walls, 

Stalking over to the bed she threw her hat and purse on the ugly 
iron object. "So this is New York I" she stormed. 

Lights blinked and horns blared outside her third story window I· 

and a rush of people jogged up the street. A sleeting wind bleW 
magnificently, seemingly pushing the noise and people ahead of it. 
A few more horns blared sickly and a fresh gust of wind and s.noW 
temporarily blinded the view from the window. 

"A helluva place to be on New Year's Eve," she grieved, sink· 
ing down on the bed, "Maybe it has its charms for some, but per· 
sonally I think tonight I'd rather be almost any other place. Irn· 
agine having a glass of ice water, saying "Happy New Year" to 
yourself and then going to bed at .nine o'clock." She rose and 
stalked across the room again. "So this is what I left home and 
college for," she muttered, "to spend the holidays in a Y. W. C. A, 
Hello holiday I" 

A noisy rap on the door interrupted her complaints. "Come,'' 
she called shortly. 

"A fella downstairs to see you," a chubby-faced bell boy an· 
nounced in his adolescent shrill. "Party, huh," he grinned, winking 
one of his pop eyes at her in a knowing way. "Happy New Year, 
sister I" He closed the door as she stood there with her mouth 
forming a literal question mark. 

"What in the world-" she puzzled aloud. "Probably • 
salesman, oh, well, we'll see." 

"Miss Draper?" a voice came to her as she stepped into the 
reception parlor. 

"Yes," she murmured with a confused stammer as she looked 
.up at a tall, rather attractive stranger who stood before her in full 
evening dress with a corsage box in his hand, and extending a free 
hand toward her. 

"I'm Bob Davis," he explained quickly. "Don't turn around 
a.nd leave me standing here, please, or I'll be awfully embarrassed, 
I know you don't know me and I don't know you so we both have 
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the other at a disadvantage." He spoke with the rapidity of one 
:"ho is afraid of laughter and perhaps of scorn. "I saw you coming 
in here this afternoon and found out who you were. I don't know 
a soul in New York and it's New Year's eve. Perhaps you have 
other plans a.nd if you do I'll leave right away, but if you don't, 
please, come out and bring the new year in with me." 

She stood and looked at him for a moment, not knowing just 
,flvhat to do. Her first impulse was the proverbial "turn around and 

" b / ut on second thought she was almost positive that she could 
etect sincerity and "a good fellow" in this complete stranger. 
h Her eyes twinkled for a moment as a spirit of adventure and 

t e answer to a supposedly dull evening both loomed up in front 
?f her. "Mr. Davis," she said with a calm that surprised herself, 
'd ' on t think me forward or anything in that line, but yQur idea 
appeals to me. I'd love to go." 

"Good night, do you mean it? Gee, that's wonderful. I was 
Preparing to try to persuade you, but as it is,-lady, get your hat I" 

"H d at, my foot, with you in tails, nothing but the best. I'll be 
f own as soon as I can glamorize myself." She ran up the stairs as 
ast as her dignity would permit her to in a Y. W. C. A. 

h While she dressed her mind was almost numbed. Everything had 
appened so quickly that she had no time to really think the thing 

out. "He's awfully smooth-looking," she told herself as she pulled 
~ red chiffon dress over her head and walked over to the mirror, 
Aand I don't see any reason why I shouldn't go out and enjoy myself. 
S fter all, this 'evils of the big city' stuff is overdone an awful lot." 
She Paused as she realized she had no evening gloves with her. 
I he ran across the hall and knocked on the door and a motherly
<>oking woman opened it in a moment. She explained her predica

;cnt and the woman immediately opened a b.ureau drawer and pro
fi uced a pair. "I don't le.now him very well," our Miss Draper con
idcd suddenly to the older woman. "I think that I'm just a little 

scared ." 

"D ' fi . on t you worry, my dear, you can always put your nger 
1
'.
1 his eye," the woman said with a smile. "Have a wonderful 

t1111e d l l ' an appy New Year I" 
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Down to the reception parlor again, with butterflies in her 
stomach and gay ideas in her head. Yes, he was real, he was still 
there and received her with an almost boyish enthusiasm, as he 
presented her with a corsage of gardenias, and gaily led her outside 
where he hailed a taxi. 

The evening went almost too quickly to be true. They made 
the rounds like two venerable New Yorkers, going to all T !te Places, 
How they got into all these places on a night like this was a question 
in her mind but he did it with a finesse that amazed even a college 
girl. "A perfect escort," as she often thought to herself later. 

But it was all too good to be true. 

The taxi carrying them to Stork Club skidded wildly. There 
was a grind ing of wheels, a screech of brakes, several shouts and 
screams, a horrible crash, and then silence for an awful moment. 
"Is she dead?" a voice asked. 

"Is she dead?" 

"Don't be silly, of course not, just slightly stunned," said Mrs, 
Draper calmly. "It's all right, J eannie, dear, you just had a little 
collision in the hall with :.\lary. Pick up the tray, Mary, and do ,, 
change your uniform, people will be arriving in just about a minute, 

"Where is he, Mother?" she asked dazedly, rising slowly from 
the floor helped by her mother. 

"Who, dear?" 

"0, never mind, nothing, this is New Year's Eve, isn't it ?" 

Wilma Martin 
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FINAL INDICTMENT 

The fall of Autumn's witness to the ground, 
The dead, dry scrappings of my favorite day, 
Confirms the silence superseding sound, 
And sends the richer season to decay. 
Lamentably the snow comes now, my friend
A threnody too great for mortal woe-
What I have lost means nothing in the end, 
Though straying late, the nightingale sings low. 
The wine is in the cup that mocks all pain, 
Perpetual rose, invoke another year, 
And in the whisperings of future rain 
Seek out a braver, self-substantial tear. 

To have had love from you disarms rebuff; 
To have k.nown excellence like yours, enough. 

Jane Dickie 
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