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Gilbert and Sullivan's Angi•lina, "the broken flower," stands 

wilting in the courtroom, clothed in her wedding dress and her 
outraged innocence-as only a Victorian satirist could paint her. 

The modern Angelina, however, would probably have pleaded 
her own case, ( and won it, too,) saving the playwright from the 
trouble of marrying her off to the judge. For everyone recognizes 
that Ibsen was right fifty years ago in prophesying that the people 
to watch out for were the working classes and the womrn. 

That the modern girl is serious and curious as well as capable 

is probably clearer on the college campus t han anywhere else. But, 
in a sense, today it is Angelina, not Edwin the defendant, who is 
being tried by a jury of her peers. She's read and heard over and 
over again that this is an age of pessimism, doubt, and the possible, 
(if not probable,) annihilation of mankind. Now it is up to that 
competent, educated, curious new Angelina, represented by the 
seniors who are rushing out into this "grave, blue world" to prove 
that she is worthy of the place and pace which Ibsen set for her. 

As Romain Rolland says, "The way to fight evi l is not with 
evil, but with light." Therefore one of the small but constant 

lights on the \Vheaton campus, the Rusl,/ight, dedicates this final 
issue of the year to the seniors, with this slightly changed version 
of their college motto as our wish for them; 

"That they may have light and have it abundantly." 

-A. B. F. 



The Most Popular 
1 l e walked down the hall with her after the exam. They 

went past the chem room, and Dorrie looked up and sa\v them. 
Dorrie was The Most Popular, and would be Prom Queen, but 
she noticed Roz with Paul. 

"All O\er but the shouting," he said to Roz. 
"And one more Record-and a scoop coming 011 the Prom 

King," Roz said. 
"\Ve've had fun on the old rag, haven't we?" 
"Oh, )e~, so much. It's all fun from now on-class picnic, 

and the prom ... " She scuffed loudly on the brown linoleum, 
staring at the dazed rows of tin lockers, beaten, weary with years 
of school. 

"The prom l" 
much of a dancer-" 

Paul exclaimed. "Ah, you know, l 'm not 
H e smiled, doubtfully. " In fact, I don't like 

dances. I mean, none of your friends seem to know you anymore; 
all in tuxes and they forget about the times you've played basket
ball together. And the girls are different-white dresses and neck
laces, like they were going to break all of a sudden." 

I l e was scared, RO'L thought. That's why he hadn't asked her. 
They came out, and the hot sun was beating on red brick and the 
treeless faded field. It seemed caressing, it filled you like a balloon 
of warm air, and lifted you softly and gently away. He had 
apologized for not asking her. 

"See you soon, Roz. So long." 
"Good-by . . . " Paul went off to the bus-stop, and Roz 

turned toward home, up the summer street into the arch of leaves, 
trees whispering secrets over the roadway. She would see him at the 
picnic, and she was 011 the cooking committee. The boys would be 
all around her, holding out dry rolls for hot do~rs, and he would 
see her there surrounded, glowing over the fire. Dorrie was just 
on clean-up. 

:.\lother met her at the door, holding the screen open for a 
minute. "Well, dear, it's over! H ow did it go?" 

"You know algebra, Mother. I cou ldn 't do too much-I 
even got out early. So did Paul." Mother glanced fondly. Had 
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she said more than his name? H ad she spoken of love which was 
the only real thing, and the rest, this living room and the fat flowers 
bursting red on the curtains, only a smoky haze? She hurried on. 

"Ile isn't going to the dance, l'vlother. IIe would have asked 
me, but he isn't going . So you see, I don't mind l" 

"Perhaps your cousin-no one knows him here-a grand boy 
... " :\!other murmured. 

"No, no! I'd rather no t go, really." li e r cousin was so 
suave, brightly interested, keeping up conversation , the perfectly 
tai lored young man. lie was not "shy or afraid, like her. Like 
P aul. lie was brave and heartless. 

"All right, dear. We'll enj oy ourselves here, if that's what 
you want." :\lather turned toward the kitchen. " I'm going to 
make a berry pie for tonight. \Ve' ll have purple smiles!" She smiled 
now, teeth not purple but the right color. M other was right ; she 
understood. Roz would stay here, and June air would float visions 
around flowered curtains. Squat footstools where she knelt would 
become faintly golden pillows. She would be an exiled queen, near 
death but sure of the love of the great king. He could not save 
her, because she could not tell him she was condemned. She must 
let him lead in battle with glo ry. 

A while later, Roz was reading, and she was just at the part 
about the white rabbit hair coats in Our 1/enrts Wae Young and 
Gnr when the phone rang. The carefree girls were left, about to 
go to dinner, and Roz answered the phone. 

"Roz? It's Dorrie." 
"Why, hello ! How was your chem?" D id this sound like 

too close a friend? No, D orrie was used to having everybody know 
her business, The !\lost Popular. Then she surprised Roz, because 
she knew about her exam, too. 

"I hear algebra was rough." It didn't sound rough the way 
she said it, though, like Arabic fountains flowing smoothly. 

"Y es, we-I finished early." 
"I know. I saw you and Paul go by. That 's what I called 

about-Paul." 
Roz held tighter onto the phone. It was funny how X Y and 

Z were all crowded into one white circle, and only two letters in 
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the others. Didn't X Y and Z ever get used-didn't they have 
any character? 

Dorrie went on, "You know, the scoop. You arc doing the 
Prom story, aren't you?" 

"Of course. A senior reporter always-" Oh, gods of heaven! 
What was Dorrie snying? Only words-not swords through her, 
like Japan where they run and leap onto the point, and that i~ 
honorable death. 

"It probably isn't really a scoop. Everybody knew I'd choose 
Paul! H e's one terrible dancer-these basketball players !-but 
won't he be grand? Poor thing-he's so worried about it. Says 
he ju~t hates dances!" Dorrie tinkled with laughter. Iler laughter 
dropped into the air like little pieces of a soul, if a soul were an 
empty cry~tal box. People would step on the broken fragments, 
but they'd be so small ther wouldn't hurt their feet. 

--Shirley lllarslzal/ 

:\ ly soul goes out across the miles 
And I talk of little thingi;. 
:\ly heart is laid outside these walls-

" Do you like double-rings?" 

And when my heart envelopes yours 
\Vith each tomorrow tied, 
We ~till may talk of little things 
But minds be groom and bride. 

Still later, one of us may feel 
Home-lonely loss of life; 
But though we talk of little things, 
Our souls be man and wife. 

-Polly Fuller 
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Phoebe 
The children are deeply interested 

They arc action and Heetinl! motion. 
still. The small girl watche , mouth 
comprehending. 

"Come on, Skip, hit the ball!" 

111 their close baseball game. 
One figure stands outside, 
open, her empt}' mind un-

The pug-nosed hoy sizes up the situation. The bases are 
loaded. Then he takes command literally. The ball sai ls beyond 
the stretching fingers of the small right fielder. 

" Keep running! Jle won't get that ball in for a week." 
Skip's side lets loose with a loud cheer. It's a homer! Tie 

score now-seven all. It is the last inning and another run will 
win the game. 

The lonely observer catches their mood and shouts, too. I !er 
joyful mood sweeps over her and she begins to dance, forgetting 
her dim reason for happiness. The dance comes over her and she 
waves wildly. She becomes a rowdy windmill. Arms and legs 
are mismatched pitifully and she whirls gleefull y around and around. 
Awkward sounds tumble out. The children stop their games and 
watch her for a second, hut she can't see them any more. She is 
lost in her world of excitement. 

" It's just Phoebe again. She's off." 
No one notices or cares and she whirls on top-like. Their 

game goes on until Skip's side wins, eight-seven. 
She stops now, breathless. She peers hopefully in their direction 

hut catches no one looking at her. Her exertion has made her less 
languid. She overcomes her usual timidity and moves toward the 
resting group. 

Their past play is over, and they seek a present sport. Phoebe 
tries to sit among her heroes quietly and hopefully, but they see 
her from the corner of their eyes and frown. She is too slow to 
see that. 

"Phoebe, hey, here's Phoebe." 
"'Veil, hello Phoebe." 
She smiles and gurgles her hello. 
"What a pretty noise! How about your name? Tell us 
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your name." 
She twists and remembers it. "F-F-Fee-b-bee." 
"Nice." 
"Say it again." 
She is happy to have known it and willing to say it once 

more, "F-F-Fec-b-b-bee." 
They laugh at an old joke. 
"Funnr girl. Your name is just Phoebe and not the way you 

say it." 
"Yes, Phoebe, not F-F-F-Feee-b-b-beeec." 
"Phoebe!" 
"Phoebe!" 
"Phoebe!" 
The child is startled. The friendliness has changed and the 

atmosphere is charged. She knows it instinctivelr. She can't sit 
quietly in the group and be a warm part of it. She is the center 
of attraction and she feels closed in. 

The children surround her, shouting her name again and 
again. The child looks frightened. She knows vaguely that this 
has happened before. She turns around, but taunting faces and 
wagging fingers arc everywhere. The noise and her terror grow 
together. The circle around her draws in. She turns her head 
rapidly, seeking the escape of a trapped mouse. Sudden!} her 
fear gives her courage. She bursts through them and runs away. 
But they arc not willing to give up their prey so easily. 

H uc and cry! 
Home! Get home I 
1 ler legs pound and her heels are tagged by the followers. 
Fast and faster. 
Up the stairs. 
The bell, the bell! 
She feels for it all over the door. Then she turns around. 
They aren't there. No one. 
She slips down, and the tears come. 

-Carol l'f/,eymuller 
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The springtime in her step, the pavement caught; 
Its monotone of lines assumed new pride. 
In cubicles of glass the sunlight wrought 
Bright magic with the mannequins inside. 
She saw the perfect lines that Vogue demands, 
For Sunday breakfast or theater night, 
Created there by Fashion's rig'rous hands 
That scorned plump proof of hearty appetite. 
One gleaming window stared, svelte Style's ally; 
Polite repression was its sole crusade. 
I ts stern and righteous armor held her eye, 
And sought confession of how much she weighed . 
Stark horror then, but laughter healed the sting, 
As lovingly, she touched her wedding ring. 

-Se! mn Rosen 

The Rebel 
The warm sun shone between the leaves of the twin oak 

trees and cast faint streaks of light upon the young girl lying in the 
hammock. As the breeze rustled the leaves, the streaks seemed to 

struggle and dance ; when a cloud covered the sun, they vanished 
as if free at last. 

The girl st retched her arms above her head and breathed 
deeply of the fresh air. Summer was such a wonderful time
especially a day l ike this one. 

"Evelyn, come in and practice your lesson." 
The sound of her mother's voice interrupted Evelyn's reverie, 

and she sat up. Practice l She kicked the grass at her feet and 
stood up reluctantly. As she walked toward the house, a voice 
hailed her from the street. 

"Hey, Evie, would you like to go to the carnival this evening?" 
"Gee, I'd love to." 
"Well, Bill has the car, and he's taking Betty. He thought 
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we might like to come too." 
"I 'II work on :\lother. 
Evie ran up the steps 

looked up from her ironing. 

I have to practice now." 
and opened the door. 1 ler mother 

"Evelyn, why do I have to hound you all the time? I should 
think you 'cl be happy to practice. After all, not everyone has a 
chance to take lessons." 

"Ye:;, .vlother." Evie pouted as she entered the living room 
and slid onto the piano bench. She opened her exercise book and 
began to play. She must practice well, so that she could go to the 
carnival. She forced her fingers over the keys, and the sound of 
scales filled the room. After what seemed to her like an eternity, 
Evie closed the book and tiptoed to the kitchen door. Her mother 
was still ironing; Evie searched her expression for some sign of 
her mood, but none was revealed. 

"l\ lother ?" 
"What is it?" 
":\lay I go to the carnival with Bob this evening?" 

"11 ow would you be going?" 
"Bill Dodge is taking Betty, and we could go with them." 

As Evie said this, she knew what her motllCr's answer would be. 
"That Bill is a wild driver, and you're too young to be running 

all over the country." 
"But, :\lother all the girls go out. Everyone is going to the 

carnival." 

"That doesn't 
when you're older. 

matter. 
You're 

"I'm fifteen, and most 
they're thirteen." 

You'll have enough time to go out 
not ready to go with boys yet." 
of the girls start having dates when 

"Please don't argue with me. I know your father would 

agree with me." 
Evie knew that to argue would be futile, but this was vital. 

Iler mother opened her mouth as if to say something, but changed 
her mind. 

"Were you going to say something, :\Iother ?" Evie asked. 
"I wi,h that rou would try to understand-I'm doing this 

for your own good. You haven't had any experience with boys, 
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and you don't know anything about them." 
"You could tell me." 
"Oh, for heaven's sake. You have enough time for that. Now, 

will you please get the potatoes ready for dinner." 
The hot noon sun beat through the kitchen window as Evie 

peeled the Potatoes. She went about her task carefully remembering 
her mother 's admonitions about peeling the whole potato away. 

"You're as slow as cold molasses. I could peel those in half 
the time it takes you.'' her mother said. 

"Well, why don't you then?" asked Evie under her breath. 
"What was that?" 
"Nothing." 

"I've had just about enough from you lately. Hurry up with 
those. Your father will be home soon." 

"Yes, ~!other." Evie's blond hair shone in the su nlight, and 
her eyes glistened with unshed tears as she dug the knife into the 
potato in her hand. 

• • • • 
The cool September breeze blew the leaves in big I caps upon 

the sidewalk. Evie scuffed through the colorful piles on her way 
home from school. 

"Ev, wait for me." 
Evie turned and saw Betty running towards her. She shouted. 

"Take your time. I'm waiting." 

"I have something exciting to tell you.'' Betty said breath
lessly as she joinc:d Evie. "I've been looking all over for you." 

"Really, what is it?" 

"You know J im Hagen- that guy who si ts in front of Jean 
Beals in ancient history." 

" Yes, I know him but not to speak to." 
"Well, after school today he stopped by my locker, and he 

asked me to the basketball dance. I never knew that he noticed me. 
"That's wonderful , Bet." 
"But that isn't all. This is the exciting part." Her eyes 

twinkled with excitement. "The guy who pals around with him 
m,ked me if my cute girl friend had a date for the dance-that's 
you, Ev." 
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E,ic could hardl) believe her cars. Someone wanted to go 
out with her. She asked quickly, " \Vhat did you say?" 

"I told him I did11't think so a11d that he could always call 
) ou and see, and thrn he asked me your phone number!" 

" I l onestl) ?" 

"Yes, but I don't know if you'll want to gu out with him. 
1 lc got·s out with girls like Dia11c King and An11e West, who :ire 

out for what they can get." 
"Really?" 

"Do you think your mother will let you go?" 
"Oh, l 'm goi11g if he asks me." 
"You are?" asked Betty astonished. 
"Y cs, I am," said Evie . 

• • • • 

The brisk October wind blew across Evie's face as she walked 
swift!} down the street. 1 le r heart was pounding, and her knees 
felt weak; she knew that there was no turning back now. The 
ewning would probabl) be fun, but still a little voice in the back 
of her mind kept telling her that this was wrong-very wrong. 
She was always punished so1m•how for disobeying, and she \\'Oulcl 
undoubtedly pay dearly for this escapade. 1 low would her mother 
ever find out though? Of course, she would never know. She 
smiled as she thought of Dave, and she shivered with excitement. 
She started to run as she neared Betty's house; she ran up the steps 
and pushed the doorbell. Betty opened the door. " II i, the guys 
aren't here )Ct," she said. "Come 011 in. Arc you excited?" 

"Oh, a little hit." 
"Go,h, I'm glad I 'm not goi11g out with Dave." 
" \Vh) ?" Evie tried to sou11d nonchalant. 
"You know his reputation," replied Betty knowingly. 
"Oh well." Evie sat on the piano bench, and Betty sat down 

beside her. They played "Chopsticks" a11d then broke into "1 
Love Coffee." 

"11 e's supposed to be very fast though, Ev. Do you think 

you can handle him?" 
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"Sure." 
"Well, if you're not worried, I guess I shouldn't be." 

(l 

Evie's hands felt cold and darnmy; she rubbed them together 
to warm them. What did she know about boys? Nothing. How 
did one handle them? That was a good question. "What time 
did they say that they'd be here?" she asked. 

"Oh, around eight. Don't panic. I don't like to iit around 
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waiting either, but if I'm not ready on time my date always comes 
early-it never fails." 

"Bet, you don't suppose that Mother will find out about this, 
do you?" 

"Not if your story sounded convincing enough." 
"It was convincing, I guess. She gave me money for the show." 
Betty laughed. "That's a good one," she said. 
The doorbell rang. The two girls jumped up, and Betty 

went to the door. Evie glanced at her reflection in the mirror over 
the fireplace; her face was flushed, and her eyes were bright. She 
had a sudden desire to run home, but she repressed the urge and 
went to meet Dave. 

As the two couples walked to the street, Evie realized that 
there were two cars. She had thought that she would at least be 
with Betty during the evening, but apparently Dave and she would 
be alone. Dave held the car door for her, and she slid onto the 
cold seat. As Dave took his place behind the wheel and started 
the car, he said, "Well, I guess we're going to have a nice time 
this evening, aren't we Evie?" 

" I imagine so," replied Evie nervously. She felt his hand 
grasp hers, and somehow she wanted to pull her hand away but 
couldn't. 

Her conscience gave her no peace during the dance, and she 
felt almost relieved when Dave helped her into the car for the 
ride home. She glanced at her watch and saw that it was just time 
for the movies to be out; she smiled as she thought of her useless 
worrying. As the car took a sharp turn, she asked, "Is this the 
right road?" 

"Sure." 
"It just doesn't look familiar to me. That's the only reason 

I asked." 
"This is a short cut," he said. 
As the car pulled to the side of the road, the wind was blow

ing in great blasts which forewarned a storm . 

• • • • 
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The ra111 was pelting furiously upon the pavement as the car 
screeched to a stop in front of £vie's house. Evie opened the car 
door and ran up the front walk without saying a word to Dave. 
SI:· paused on the steps and took a deep breath before entering the 
house. The living room light was on, and Evie saw her parents 
sitting on the couch; she wa lked s lowly into the room and stood 
before them. Iler mother spoke. 

" VVel I, where have ) ou been ?" 

Evie glanced at the clock upon the mantel. The black h ands 
showed clearly that it was 12 :(X) ; as if incited by her glance the 
clock began to chime. 

" I was out with a boy." 
"Evelyn!" Il er mother and father spoke simultaneously. 
"I had a terrib le time, and I'm sorry I went," Evie continued . 
"Sorry-I should think you would be sor ry. Your father 

and I cou ldn' t imagine what had happened to you when you didn't 
come in a fter the movies were out. Evelyn, you lied to me." 

" I know." 
"Well, ,vhat have you to say." 
" I said I was sorry." 

"You know that you must be punished." 
"Yes, ..\ fo ther." 

"You may not leave this house except for business for one 
month. Do you understand that?" 

"Yes." 

" I hope this will be a lesson to you. Now go to bed immedi
ately. We'll hear the details of this li ttle escapade in the morning." 

"Yes, ..\Iother." Evie took off her coat and hung it in the closet. 
She climbed the sta irs to her bedroom; not turning on the light, 
she opened the window. The rain had stopped, and the air was 
sti ll , but it would ra in again. 

-ill e,wa Colpitts 
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Swirl :tnd mo\'e in monotonou, motion 
And nourish the squawking gulls that dip 

And soar and swoop and glide away to 
Black clots, over cerulean blue. 

Yawn and gape and swallow the foreign intruders that 
Struggle, and slip clown, 
Dow11 to futilit). 
Beguile tho,c plt'asure-fat invaders Parading their glitter 
\Vith your dazzli11g coat that sparkles brilliantly 
And gives the glib ones conversation 
For their expe11sivc, jabbering tongues. 

Shake the crown from their heads and the stars from their eye:;. 
Bring tautness and tighte11i11g to their breath, 
And saturate their beings till they 
Drop from the burden of their bodies. 
Then, laugh, laugh till the foam flows from your mouth 
And stains the sanely-whiteness of the shore. 
Laugh till the last rumble in your throat dies 

On that last, long roll toward the shore. 

-Jl/ nrin11 rr /10/eml 

17 



Stephen 
He was walking along the crown of the narrow and dead 

street when he heard the cry. His hands had been curved in 
front of him, and his body had been wary, even if the enemy was 
not in the town. 

The cry was an animal's, driven past pain. He turned and 
broke into the heavy-ai red alley on the left. The animal screamed 
again. The cobbles betrayed his boots. The alley twisted, and 
there was a widening before him, a square. 

People in the square, four men and a young girl. He had 
known it wasn't an animal's cry. He slipped as he changed direc
tion and shouted them off their prey. The big man looked up 
over his shoulder and said something to the others. The three 
came towards him. He fought, but one hit him behind the ear 
soon enough. 

When he started to make objects out again, he was on his 
knees, and someone was twisting his left arm. Things had lost all 
color, light and darkness. They were dusky translucencies drained 
of life. H e thought: I hope to God that doesn't open again. Took 
the devil of a while to heal last time. 

They took turns holding him. He looked at nothing but 
the curved pieces of a pitcher, a few holding small wells of water. 
She had been to the fountain. That piece belonged to that, and the 
handle was nearest him. It could be mended well enough. Well 
enough. Well enough. 

And they were gone. When he could stand, he got over to 
her and knelt beside her. She was lying there, and her eyes were 
bright and uncomprehending. He said, " It's all right now. They're 
gone. You won't be hurt any more. It's all right." She didn't 
move, and her eyes were inhumanly shiny. He took a rag that 
had been part of her dress, went over to the fountain, soaked it and 
wrung it. He came back, and put her head on his thigh, brushed 
back her long black hair, and wiped her face. She was so young 
her body was a straight line from shoulder to hip. He thought 
about that, and kept on wiping her face and talking softly. He 
did not think to wipe the blood from her legs. 
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Something was pressing in on him. He looked up from her, 
and saw townpeople tightening about him. .More flowed in from 
the allers as he watched. 

A woman clawed her way out of the encircling crowd, and 
screamed at him, tossing her long black hair about her head. He 
Put the child's head carefully on the ground and stood up. He 
did not know the language. 

A stick of a man stood forth from the crowd and translated 
what she said in official and uninterested tones. 

"Why do you come here? We do not want you. Why do 
you light in our land? Why do you spoil everything? You hurt 
our land and our children. You are not good. See this girl. This 
girl, what use will she be? You eat our food and our women. 
We need them." 

The woman said more, but that was all from the man. A 
whine came from the crowd, and a few individual yelps. There 
was a long trembling yowl from somewhere in the middle, and 
a stone went by him. 

"Damn it," he said irritatedly, "you'll be hurting the child. 
Take her away before you do more to her." The man looked 
surprised, and said something, and two women came and carried her 
away. 

They aimed for the body, not the head. And there weren't 
many stones thrown at once except when he tried to rush the circle 
and break through. His right arm was broken early, that way. 

The ring swayed back and forth with him. He wondered 
where they were getting the stones. Did they have a heap in each 
house, did ther tear up the street, did they snatch them from the 
hands of angels? He snickered faintly. He stopped trying to 
rush them after a while, and fought towards the wall. 

He reached the wall, and there was no more to do and he leant 
against it quietly enough as the stones hit. He tried to figure out 
what was bruised, and what was broken, but he couldn' t. He 
never touched his weapons. 

A stone threw him to one side, and another hit the back of 
his neck. l lis joints let go, and he slid gently down the wall. As 
he lay on the ground, he could just mana~e to get his arms about 
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his head, nothing more. He had no pain, he could not see, :ind 
he could but just hear. The crowd was quiet and breathing hard, 
and pressing in around him. Ile wondered if, in the end, they 
"ere going to trample him to death. 

And the pressure lifted, and the air was free, and they were 
silently not there any more. He did not even wonder. I l e lay 
and waited. 

After a long time, there were clear and unsclf-conscious foot
steps of several people. I le lay and waited. 

Someone made a noise in his throat like a chair being pushed 
back suddenly. 

"God, look at that." 
Someone else said, "They said it was an unfriend ly town, but 

I didn't ... " 
A young voice said "ls he alive?" 
"No, son," the first voice said, "he couldn't very well be." 

-A1111 l/ydc 
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Book: Review 
Hangaaman. By Shirley Jackaon. New York: Farrar, 
Straua and Young . 28 0 page,. $3. 

Slack your rope, I l a119sama11, 
0 sine/: it /,or a while, 
I think I see TIIJ' true lovt' comi119, 
Comi119 ma11y a mile. 

It i~ rather disconcerting for a reviewer who likes to have 
adjectives that do not conflict at first glance to be unable t,o apply 
one general adjective to a book. In con nection with I fll119sam1111, 
however, it is a measure of Shirley Jackson's achievement. On one 
hand, the dia logue is light and witt) and charming, but the overall 
picture is deep and somewhat unhappy. For I la119sam1m is the 
story of the extraordinary and outspoken Natalie Waite and the 
way in which her fami ly background fai ls her emotional need during 
her Ii rst few weeks of college. 

For this background, :\1 iss J ackson draws a fine-line sketch 
of the \ Vaite household: Natalie herself and her daydreams; her 
father, Arnold, the undisputed master of the house and the writer 
who is determined Natalie will succeed him; her silent, lonely, 
drinking mother; her typically impish, antagonizing brother. Al
most as much a part of the household as these four arc their Sunday 

literary cocktail parties and the guests-a reflection of the great 
Arnold. 

Natalie's first impressions of the college and her new friends 
form what is perhaps the realest part of an exceptionally rea l book. 
I n the following passage she has just entered her room. 

For the firs t time, standing in this doorway of this 
precise room on the day she first saw the college, Natalie 
knew a certain pride of ownership. This was, after all, the 
only room she had ever known where she would be, pri
vately, working out her own salvation. Briefly, she thought 
of long nights alone in this room ( no one to notice her light, 
110 one to tap on her door and ask was she all right, dear) 



RUSH LIGHT 

and long afternoons spent at the narrow desk in the corner, 
writing whatever she pleased and perhaps making only silly 
pictures on paper if she chose. If she liked, she might lock 

her door ... 
This hopeful concern for her room, her shyness with the 

other girls, and her own searching questions and answers about 
herself; these are portrayed both with subtle overtones and with 
such vividness that everyone will recognize· in Natalie's feelings 

his own at some time or other. 
College life is for Natalie a disarranged continuation of home. 

Arthur Langdon, the romantic English professor, is her father's 
counterpart, and Natali~s opinion of him parallels the respect and 
admiration she has for her father. It is up to the reader to interpret 
for himself the extent of her emotional attachment for Arthur. 

His wife, Elizabeth, is as weak, though not as resigned, as 
:\lrs. Waite. Each in her own way depends on Natalie for friend
ship and support. Therefore, Natalie, with her acute sensitivity, is 

always in the center of the conflict. As the tension mounts, her 
inner self, living another Natalie's life, begins to intrude more and 
more upon reality, until, at last, it takes the form of action and 
is no longer confined to a dream world. The jolt back to reality 
comes only after a long, long journey in the other direction. 

I la11gsnma11 more than fulfills the promise of 1\1 iss J ackson's 
The Lo/lery, a collection of short stories published last year. The 
power, originality and the "dark magic" which William :;\laner, Jr. 
applied to The Lottery are even more apparent in Natalie's story. 
Natalie herself is such a real person throughout the book that one 
almost believes that there is a certain degree of insanity, poetry and 

magic in everyone. 

-D. A. S. 

22 



---
'---------- - -----

Once I loved you in another land, 
Beneath another sky of brilliant light, 
\Vhere the opaque whiteness of a floating bird 
Brought out the glitter in the world about; 

\Vhere everything on land was hard and hot 
Ai1d beautiful, and dazzled us. The granite 
Rocks reflecting light from every crystal 
Lent a brilliance to the emerald grass. 

And everywhere the sea was bright and blue 
And tinted turquoise at the '\.v:iter's edge; 
Aild fish wove shimmering patterns in the kelp 
And darted off, while silver bubbles rose. 

Ah, that was paradise--and so we lost it, 
And found instead a palette done in grey. 
And I have but the beauty of my memories 
Of having loved you, once, so long ago. 

-Patricia ,llort}' 
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Why, Mommie? 
"Mommie, why does Fritz have a tail?" Johnny looked up 

at his mother quizzically. "Mommie, why does he? I don't." 
Mrs. Williams carefully pulled the thread through the eye 

of her sewing needle and turned to Johnny who sat on the floor at 
her feet. "Well, dear, that's one of the things God gave to little 
dogs," she said. 

"But why didn't He give me one, too?" 
"Because only animals have tails. People don't need them." 
"If I had a tail I could bite the end of it like Fritz," Johnny 

grumbled. He thought about the injustice of the world for a 
while and then said, "Mommie, where does Superman live? Does 
he live inside the radio?" 

Mrs. Williams began to answer but her son went on, "Would 
God give Superman a tail if he asked Him? I bet Superman could 
have just about anything he wanted." 

"Perhaps if God thought Superman really needed a tail, He 
might give it to him. Why don't you build a ship with your blocks, 
Johnny?" 

"I don't like building ships. I did that yesterday. Mommie, 
why don't ships sink? Would I sink in the ocean? If I fell to 
the bottom would Superman get me out? Would he, Mommie ?" 

Mrs. Williams hardly stopped hemming her dish towel to reply. 
"l suppose he would, dear. Wouldn't you like to draw in the new 
picture book which Uncle Bob sent?" 

"No, I hate drawing. That's sissy stuff. l\llommie, why are 
girls sissies? I'm not a sissy. If I were a girl I wouldn't be a 
sissy. I'd hit everybody. I'd punch 'em in the nose, and then 
they'd bleed and run home crying. I like to hit people. I hit 
Fritz but he doesn't cry. Why doesn't Fritz cry, i\lommie ?" 

"You'd better be careful about hitting Fritz. One of these 
days he'll bite you." 

Johnny rolled a big fat marble over the carpet and scampered 
after it. Then he sat across from his mother and eyed her. "Mom
mie, why do you have grey hair? I don't have grey hair, and 
Superman doesn't have grey hair. Mommie, Daddy doesn't have 
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:i:,y hair, hardly. Will you not have any, too, soon? l\Iommie, 
where did Daddy's hair go? Can Superman get him some more?" 

"I suppose so, if you ask him." Mrs. Williams folded the 
dish towel, gathered her sewing box, and said, "I think it's time for 
you to wash your hands, dear. Daddy will be home soon, and 
dinner's almost ready." 

'':\lommie, l don't like to wash my hands. They get dirty 
all over again. 1 bet Superman's mother doesn't make him wash 
his hands all the time. When 1 grow up I'm never going to wash 
my hands. They'll get all dirty and fall off and then 1 won't 
have to bother about them, ever. 

"Mommie, what would happen if my hands fell off? Who 
would pet Fritz? Would you pet Fritz for me .\lommie? Would 
you? 

".\lommie, where are you g-0ing? Are you going into the 
kitchen? .\lommie, can 1 have some bread and jam? Mammie, 
why don't you listen r,o me? .\,lommie, why don't you wait for 
me? ~lommieeeeeee l !" 

-Barbara Ir o!pnw 

There is the moment just before 
When the world seems holding its breath 

In a stiAcd and old dessication, 
In one final defiance of death. 

Then twelve deep strokes of midnight 
Gleam out of the hidden well, 
Summing in strange tones of blackness 
All the sadness our hearts cannot tell. 

The life of another day ended, 
Not murdered but full of God's grace; 
The midnight performs the last unction 
The released soul to take in embrace. 

--Shirl~y ,llarsl1all 



Visions Lost 
So many times I've tried to write you of my thoughts. 

The floor is strewn with crumpled papers ... visions lost. 
Life should have a purpose. 

But how sweet to spend a day upon a hill in reverie, 
To see the dawn approach, 
· fo watch the sky turn blue, 
To feel the wind and see the tall grass ripple in its wake, 
To watch the birds on wing and have no purpose held in mind. 
Oh to spend my life upon that hill! 
Yet, life must have a purpose. 

Life should have religion. 
But how fine to just believe in God, 
No name to call your faith or hate to harbor in your heart, 
To just believe that He is here and everywhere, 
1 'o have the pillars of your church two oaks . 
Its ceiling just the air, 
To live each hour well and then to die. 
But life must have religion. 

Life should have a formal education. 
How wonderful to let the strains of music fill your ears, 
To study art and literature . . . to read. 
And yet, how superficial-written words-
"A bloodless substi tute for life" 
When strange worlds stand uncovered. 
There is so much for you to see. 
There is so little time I 
Oh to spend this time in travel, 
To learn new ways of life and speak new tongues I 
But life must have a formal education. 

They tell me I must wait for love. 
Yet if I've found it now 
:\1 ust needs I pass it by? 
They will ask me of his wealth 
And ask me of his faith and I will answer. 
"He believes in me 
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And he is generous with his love," 
And that is all. ~lay 1 not love for love alone? 

They tell me one must keep a yearning hidden. 
But when I hear the plaintive whistle of a train 
Its mournful wail provokes an anxious longing 
Driving me to seek its urgent cry. 
\Vhen nature's colors turn I too must have a change, 
To wander as the leaves 
Drift haphazardly upon the ground, not caring where they drift. 
I have stood and watched 
An autumn tree with sunlight in its leaves 
And husy people have walked by and thought me strange. 
They do not see about them, 
But walk with noses to the ground, 
That guileless nature might not stir their hidden dreams. 

Someday when I am through with forma l learning 
And feel that I must try Ill) hand at life; 
Perhaps I'll know then which is right, 
Society, heart or mind. 
Or maybe I shall never kno,,, ... 

So many times I've tried to write you of my thoughts 
The floor is strewn with crumpled papers ... visions lost. 

-Roberta Green 
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Express to Paradise? 
Another lost weekend. One more train to meet. Not the 

poignant coal dust and steam version, rather a disinfected Diesel 
slightly tarnished. Travel-excitement become travel-drudgery. 

Gotta snap out of it. Forget reality-the mess the world and 
you are 111. No time to think. Live. Live now and live fast . 
.:\rlake it move, make it grow. 

Right up there in the first car. Smart gal, smooth dresser, 
sleek luggage. Nothing slow about her. A real party girl. Good 
mixer, free and easy. Not always hanging on you. 

A casual kiss, a slight pat to set the mood. Wheels at the 
curb-hard fast wheels under a luxurious body. Cocktails await. 
No time to waste. 

Party, party, party. Have another drink. Lots of people, lots 
of friends-the new meaning as much as the old. Say, you must 
know Jim. Celebrated New Year's eve with Jim. Good boy; good 
drinker. No ashtrays. So much planning and no ashtrays. Drop 
it on the floor. What a character, that old prof. Always one of 
the boys-blubbering over Pete's date like a fifteen-year-old newly 
aware of the potentialities of manhood. Ludicrous blend of dignity 
and over-indulgence. Sure, Dick, I'll send Eve up to see if Sue 
is all right. A knock-out, you say? Truer words were never 
spoken, Boy! (Laughter-forced.) 

Destination unknown; objective food. Open the windows. A 
scream, a dog. There's a place. No drinks, move on. l'vlove fast. 
A good square meal and we'll be all set for tonight. Brakes. This 
will do. l\lay I take your coat? Roast beef. A cocktail first
can't stop now. Mastication and partial digestion. Coffee, and a 
gradual clearing. Hurry, back to the party. 

Pink, blue, white, red, but mostly black. Strapless and swirling. 
Dance, drink. Drink, dance. The music fast and hot, yet clinging, 
.(cloying? Time for refreshment.) Let's go downstairs. Talking, 
singing-can't stop. Losing my voice, let's dance. Where have 
you been all my li£ie? Just the two of us inseparable, on and on. 
"Goodnight, Sweetheart, 'ti! we meet tomorrow ... , " and the 
leader folds his music. Your shoes are in the other room. 
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The power of the accelerator under your foot and of the 
wheel in your hand-the power to direct your destiny. And then 
you stop. Two cheeseburgers and coffee. That truck driver looks 
tired. \ Ve never get tired. Let's ride out to the lake. 

Break out a case of beer. l\Joonlight and roses. Passion 
and release. No strings attached. Change the station. We want 
music. l\lore beer. Lots of talk, in spurts. And silences. 1\I ussed 
dresses and smeared faces. No more music. Time to leave. Send 
the sun in for the moon. 

Drop the girls and back to the house. Snores and growls 
intermingled. The boys. Nothing like the brothers. Sharp oblivion. 
Another day. Cold shower, clean shirt. H alf an hour later than 
we planned to meet the girls. Then wait twenty minutes. 

Grapefruit juice-sour, life-renewing. Bacon and eg1-,TS sunny 
side up. Coffee. Buy a S11nday paper and read it in the park. We 
took the track meet yesterday; Eber is a good man. The swimming 
team's not so good this year. That's the way it goes. Yankees 
promise a neat club. Did you see "Penny"? Reminds me of the 
kid sister. A big murder case, knifing-no known witnesses, sexual 
motive probable. Truman, Eisenhower, Taft. Usual speeches, 
usual blunders, usual casualties. Redemption for around the corner. 

A walk around the park. Look at the kids racing their boats. 
Little Curly-head with the black dog is fighting tears of despair and 
futi lity. Just a minute to help him get the craft upright and with 
the wind. All set. Beautiful day, beautiful place. \Valk, watch, 
wonder. 

11 ave to get Eve on the 5 :25. Time to pack, and a smooth 
leisurely ride to the station. A tender farewell, and then it glides 
out of sight. A great gal, a great weekend. 

Supper with the boys. Occasional murmured observations and 
raucous laughter. One by one, the meal is finished. Can't study 
tonight, how about the nicks? Come out into the rain. 

The inevitable b111l session with its gals, its gore and its great 
philosophy. Into the sack-wakeful restlessness followed by deep 
slumber. Gotta get in shape for the )larines on \Vednesday. 

-Jo11ice A1 illiken 
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Upon a lighted stage, the curtain lifts, 
And from the wings a white-clad dancer drifts 
Whose every move is free from excess grace, 
As reaching up, her limbs brush Nature's face. 

The curtain veils a misty shape from sight, 
Who waits anticipating dark delight. 
And then he leaps, the moving urge to meet, 
And soaring, shakes the gravel from his feet. 

Then high above the freckle of the earth, 
A neuter form of vital joy in birth. 

--Selma Rosm 
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