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Editorial 
Rushlight is here again! Bigger and better and bursting with new 

ideas for a wonderful year. Thirty-two students are active on its staff and 
thirty other students submitted their literary contributions. These literary 
efforts included not only the usual short stories and poems, but also literary 
criticisms and translations of foreign poems. The last two categories have been 
added to Rushlight in an cff ort to present all phases of student literature to 

our readers. This year we have also increased the size of the format and appealed 
to artist" for drawings and paintings. One of our biggest departments is circu
lation. Over one hundred and eighty students subscribed to Rushlight this year, 
exactly double the subscription of previous years. Rushlight's staff wants to 
hear from this increac;ed number of readers about their magazine and new ideas. 
Letters to the Editor containing evaluationc; of both the contents and appearance 
of the magazine are welcome. Any letters that we feel arc particularly valuable 
will be published in the next issue. 

Anyone may send us material for our February Rushlight, which we 
hope will be even larger. The deaclline is January 6. The author's or artist's 

name is taken off the work submitted so that it may be judged anonymously. 
The Literary and Art Staffs meet every week in order that material turned in 
early can be judged as soon as possible. This means that if it is necessary to 
make any revisions, the authors or artists who turned in their work early will 

have time to do so before the deadline. Those students who wait until the last 
minute to submit their masterpieces take the risk of having their material re
jected only because there isn't time for any minor corrections. If your work 
is rejected it will be returned with a criticism. Holly Delavan compiles the 
staff's criticisms of the prose and :Mary Grew those of the poetry. Pat Lucke, 

assisted by Carla Nobili, handles the art criticisms. If at any time the author 
or artist wishes she is welcome to come to the meetings when her work is judged. 

Our greatest disappointment in this issue was the lack of art work. In 
order to allow all Wheaton artists a greater opportunity to have their work in 

Rushlight, we shall consider paintings and drawings of any size. Besides full 

page illustrations, we also hope some artists will be interested in doing border 
designs for poems. In order that the art editor may give you an idea of what 
will be needed in this category, please inform her of your interest in border 
designs at least two weeks before the deadline. We can alc;o use small pen and 
ink clrawings between stories. 

Send us your stories, poems, paintings, criticisms, and ideas. \Ve're all 
ready to start on the next issue, to be bigger and better and bursting with your 
work. 

c.w.w. 

l. 
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l{athie 

T HIS is a story about Kathie and her annual 
problem of finding a swnmer romance. Every 

June of the past three years, my sister has come 
home from a busy colJege year, rested two days, 
and then launched her subtle campaign against the 
most handsome and most desirable boy in town. 
Last summer, Michael was the chosen one, and July 
and August swept by in a blur of golf, tennis, and 
country club dances. The swnmer before was Toby 
Swnmer, and Kathie had squeezed herself into his 
Jaguar and roared to every sports car meet within 
a radius of 100 miles. And thus it has been since 
she was 15, every year adding more glorious reds 
and gay yellows to her whirling color wheel of 
swnmer romance. 

This June, however, she had a real problem. She 
was on her third day of rest with no immediate 
prospect of a date that night. Things didn't look 
too promising. Many of the boys were working 
away, Toby had moved to California and Michael 
was engaged. 

We were sitting on the porch that honey soft 
afternoon. In the garden below us, the irises were 
in full bloom. Down the hill from the garden lay 
the Jake, dotted with sailboats and droning motor
boats pulling waterskiers. The air was heavy with 
the humming of locusts and there was a far-olI 
sound of a buzzing lawn-mower. I was sitting on a 
chaise lounge reading The Return oC the Native. 
Kathie was sitting on the chaise lounge next to me, 
painting her toenails with Persian Melon. There 
was a Glamour magazine by her bronze legs, and 
under that were matches and a pack of Kents, hid
den from everyone's eyes but mine because she 
really didn't smoke-that much. Kathie was squint
ing as she applied the polish because her glasses 
were upstairs and someone had misplaced her con
tact lenses. She was wearing a light purple bathing 
suit and a white shirt which looked remarkably 
like mine. Her hair, which hung around her should
ers, was auburn underneath, and sun-bleached a 
questionable orange shade on top. The most striking 
features in her tan face were her great myopic 
blue eyes, her "bedroom eyes", and a sprinkle of 
freckles across her nose which had resisted all her 
efforts to fade them with lemon juice. 

Kathie finished her toenails. She slid a Kent out 
of the pack, lighted it, and leaned against the back 
of the chaise. 

"Anne," she said, "do you know Carl Banning?" 
"I've seen him around town a few times," I 

answered. "Good looking. Paul Newman with a 
fishpole and tackle box?" 

Kathie inhaled deeply on her cigarette, coughed, 
and asked, "Know anything about him?" 

"Not much," I replied. "He's a CornelJ senior, 
hard to get, harder to keep. He usually dates a 
girl once and drops her. I guess he doesn't want 
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to get serious. He's crazy about fishing." 
"So I hear," Kathie said. "He lives just up the 

lake, doesn't he?" 
"Yes." I looked at her. "He your next prospect?" 
Just then there was the sound of steps in the 

house. Kathie's cigarette went flying over the rail
ing, the Kents and matches were nestled in the 
white shirt, and when Harold the Handy Man came 
in, Kathie was engrossed in an article entitled "Do 
You have a Dry Skin Problem?" Harold, dressed 
in his usual bib overalls, shuffled over the doorstep, 
tripped over the dog, said, "Jenny, what you doing 
there?", and proceeded to the glass table. We said, 
"Hello, Harold." Harold said, "HelJo." Then with 
a groan and a sigh, he picked up the vase of col
lapsed carnations, shuffled toward the door, tripped 
over the dog, tripped over the step, and was gone 
with the whoosh of the aluminum door. But by 
now Kathie had decided that she really did have 
a dry skin problem, so we both read in silence. She 
finished the article, stretched, and ambled into the 
house. A few seconds later she was racing down 
the driveway in the station wagon. I decided that 
I'd better go up and make my bed, so I did, and I 
Jay down on it and read my book for an hour. 

Soon Kathie returned. I could tell it was she 
without looking out the window; the brakes 
screeched, the car door slammed, and within the 
count of 4, the front screen door crashed against its 
frame. Clump. Clump. She was coming up the 
stairs. I was glad. Eustacia had just committed 
suicide and I was depressed. My sister sauntered 
in and sat on the other bed. There was a shiny 
magazine in her hand. It was Field and Stream. 

She said, "Anne, do you know anything at all 
about fishing?" 

"First you get a worm," I said, "and then you get 
a pole and then you get a string and then-" 

"No, no, I mean really," she interrupted. 
I asked her if she was taking up fishing. 
"All right," she admitted, "so I do want to go out 

with him. I met him downtown this afternoon. 
Honestly, Anne, you've never seen anyone like him. 
He was just coming out of Spearing Supply. The 
gear shaft or something broke on his boat. We 
said hello and nice weather and when did your school 
let out, and then he left to fix his boat. Someone 
towed it down to the town dock for him. Then I 
bought this magazine. 

"How are you going to work it?" I asked. 
"I don't know yet." With that she flopped on 

her stomach on the bed and began to read the ar
ticle, "Fly Casting, The Real Sport of Fishing." I 
went back to Thomas Hardy. The room was soaked 
with the late afternoon sunshine, and the humming 
air was disturbed only by the rustling of pages. I 
was almost asleep. 

A thump. Kathie was up. Field and Stream lay 
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on my bed, and its owner was making her way 
through the hall to her room. Her head was bent 
down and she was muttering under her breath. I 
caught the words reel and cast anrl followccl her 
into her room. She had taken off my while shirt 
and was pulling on a loose purple jeri;ey which ex
actly matched her bathing suit. I sat down on her 
desk chair and watched as she combed her hair. 
The room looked like Hogan's Alley. Kathie pushed 
a white sailor hat over her eyes, decided against it, 
and tossed it on a chair. She put lipstick on, curled 
her eyelashes, ran in and brushed her teeth, came 
back and gave herself a squirt of "My Sin." 

"Where arc you going, Kath?" I asked. 
She picked up her sunglasses from the bed and 

said, "I um thought I'd go down t6 the boathouse 
and check on the gas so we can go skiing tomorrow." 
With that she was gone. From the hall window 
I saw her prance down the steps into the garden. 
Then, as she came into full view on the hill, she 
ambled leisurely down lo the boathouse. The gas 
tanks must have been empty. They usually were. 
Soon the motorboat and Kathie and gas tanks were 
roaring in the direction of the town dock, where 
there was a small gas station. 

I went back in my room, put my Songs or the 
Confecleracy on the phonograph, and soon was back 
on the desolate moors of Egdon Heath. I fell asleep. 

Then Kathie was shaking my arm. "Anne, Anne, 
guess what? He asked me! Ile asked me out for 
tonight!" 

I was awake no·.v. "Carl asked you? Well, good 
for you. But will he ask you out again? That's 
what matters." 

"I know," said Kathie slowly. "But this is the 
first step. I'll work on it." 

"You amaze me," I said. "How did you manage 
it?" Then I remembered. "Oh, yes. Ile was fixing 
his boat at the town dock. You went to the town 
dock to get gas." 

Kathie smiled her small boy smile and her 
freckles seemed to deepen. "He helped me with the 
gas tanks," she said. "I started him on fishing and 
he asked me if I liked fishing. I said yes that I 
was dying to try it. Wouldn't it be wonderful if 
I got him, Anne? Just think sitting in his boat 
all summer with him in the moonlight and having 
nothing but soft darkness around you and the waves 
rippling against the boat." 

"What are you going lo do about the fish?" I 
asked as I got up. "You hate fish. Especially live 
fish." 

"I never said that." Then she shuddered. "I 
guess I could get used lo it," she said in a small 
voice. She then picked up her Jneld and Stream 
and when I left to go downstairs, she was standing 
m the middle of the room, casting at the radiator. 

At dinner that night little was said about Carl. 
Dad asked if he was a nice boy. Kathie said, "Cor
nell." Dad said, "Well have fun, dear, with your 
fisherman." And everyone turned back to his tuna 
salad. After the dishes were done, I helped Kathie 
get ready. It was terrible. Three pimples had 
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broken out on her chin. Kathie moanccl that shC 
looked like Mount Vesuvius and why of all tirnC> 
clid these pimples have lo pick now. She coverC<l 
them up with muke-up. What to wear. What to 
wear. She tore through her closet of unirone<1 

blouses and bermudu shorts, decided that she hnrl 
nothing to wear, and borrowed mother's brown bcr· 
mudas. As she was putting on a yellow cardigan, 
I followed in the magazine as she recited the steps 
in fly casting. She wns tcal'fully trying to wheedle 
me into letting her borrow my new trench coal. 
when the doorbell rang. It was John. Ile wanted 
to know if I'd like to go to the Lyric Circus will1 
him that night. Delighted al such an cxpensi\C 
suggestion coming from John, I said, "Yes, I'~ 
love lo." I ran upstairs to dress, and soon was 
driving oIT with him to sec Ol<lahonm in the blur 
circus tent on the other side of town. 

I came back at one, got into bed, and picked uP 
my book. It hadn't been such a bad evening. J 
got over my embarrassment of having lo sit in 
John's car till the first act wns half over, t hC11 

sneaking in the side C'ntrancc of the tent. Ile didn't 
have a cent on him, and I had forgotten my pocket· 
book. We moved down to the first row after '1 

while. 
I started lo read the last few pages of my bOO~ 

I had just finished it and was leaning against thC 
headboard thinking about it when Kathie tiptoed 
in, (wearing my trench coat). Her face was c." 
prcssionlcss as she sat down to tell me about 11cr 
C'vcning. 

"Carl was a perfect gentleman all night," sh1 

began. "He showed me how to cast and I did vcr~ 
well. The moon was so pretty on the water. 
caught three minnows." She was smiling no11 

There was a glint in her eyes. 
"Diel he ask you out again?" I asked. 
She went on. ··r told him about some lures. Jll 

,,.,as so impressed." 
"Did he ask you out again?" 
"Anne, you have no idea how beautiful it ,,,: 

out there with the waves rippling against the l)Olli 
We talked about fishing and fish and-" 

"And?" 
She stood up majestically, "And he asked n1 

to go to the fish hatchery with him tomorrow!" 

A Shooting Star 
by Ethel Berman '61 

Blink on for me, star-flooded sky. 
A stream of light went shooting by ... 
But if great joy should ever stay 
Then surely joy would pass away. 
Light, linger once to look at me, 
A common star you then would be. 
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The Blarney and the Bureaucracy 

N O ONE knows exactly how it happened, even 
Paddy himself wasn't quite sure, but suddenly 

the senors and senoritas of Santiago del Estero 
found themselves paying homage to theit· newly 
proclaimed dictator, Patrick O'Reilly. 

It all started as a big joke while Paddy and his 
pal Casey Ryan were making a little tour through 
South America. General Del Rio was holding one 
of his "free elections" on the day that om· two 
Dubliners chanced lo hit upon this little South 
American dominion. Juan Del Rio wasn't very 
concerned about the outcome since not only was he 
the sole candidate on the ballot but he also had 
full responsibility of tallying the votes. Although 
he was basically :m honest fellow deep down inside, 
when it came to such official business as this, he 
wasn't taking any chances. As a matter of fact, 
the ballots usually got no further than his office 
fireplace, but this information is rather classified 
and General Del Rio would prefer not having it 
publicized. 

On the particular day in question, however, the 
voting procedure could not follow the regular pat
tern. Santiago de! Estero was entertaining a dis
tinguished visitor from the United States in the 
pe1·son of USIA representative Benjamin Clark 
King. Actually Benjy King was only an assistant 
clerk for the third undersecretary in one of Wash
ington's Foreign Service offices, but to Del Rio the 
mere fact that he was "un americano" was enough 
to strike reverence into his heart. Since elections 
a lways seemed to coincide with the ,·isit of a foreign 
dignitary and not with any special constitutional 
provision ( the government felt it their duty not to 
trouble the subjects with such complicated docu
ments), the people were not surprised at the sudden 
announcement that they were to cast their ballots 
that day. As the election announcements were 
posted that morning, Patrick O'Reilly sat in his 
solarium-type room in the Del Rio Rancho Hotel, 
totally unaware of his future position. 

Everything started out as usual that day_ United 
States Representative King was comfortably asleep 
in the "guest residence". This room was diplomatic
a lly arranged, the central point of interest being 
the Santiago del Estero and American flags flutter
ing together cozily on the wall opposite Benjy's 
bed. Although this gave the appearance of a per
manent a lliance, there was a young government offi
cial whose single responsibility it was to be sure 
that the appropriate guest flag was there at all 
times. And while Benjy was innocently dreaming 
of his future as Secretary of State, Del Rio ordered 
some young lieutenants in his service to post the 
election day posters, as if they had been there all 
the time. Later in the morning, as the General 
and Benjy were breakfasting on a terrace overlook
ing some:' of the community's more wcalthy homes, 
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Colonel Lopez (Del Rio's right-hand man) was dis
patched to the main Plaza with the ballots. The 
procedure was quite simple. Ile would leave them 
beneath the statue of the dominion's founding father, 
Juarez Filio Del Rio, and the people could either 
leave their ballot blank or write in a preference of 
their own. This latter provision was added for the 
benefit of such people as Benjy King ; however, t he 
go,·ernment was not concerned since their subjects 
were protected from unnecessary political worries 
even to the extent of not informing them of this 
right. But the United Slates representative was 
certainly informed of it and most satisfactorily im
pressed. 

Del Rio's dominion was very small in size and no 
outside visitors passed through unnoticed. The gov
ernment realized how important it was to have 
benevolent support on the outside for both financial 
security and power-preservation reasons. So as 
soon as Patrick and Casey descended to t he sump
tuous Del Rio Rancho dining room, they were met 
by Lieutenant Varcus, one of the rising young gov
ernment officials. During breakfast, t hey were 
thoroughly indoctrinated in the merits of "Del Rio's 
democratic dictatorship". When they were finally 
allowed to wander around on their own again, Paddy 
and Casey chanced to amble onto the Plaza. A 
government as sure of victory as Del Rio's regime 
can afford a liberal attitude of unsupervised elec
tions since one misplaced ballot more or less will 
have no special significance (except perhaps to make 
the office fire a little dimmer). As they reached the 
statue of old Juarez and saw all those unattended 
little white ballots, Paddy O'Reilly was seized with 
an idea that would really make good tellin' at Mike's 
Tavern when they got home. Young Lieutenant 
Varcus had dutifully impressed them with the write
in provision and Paddy thought it would be quite a 
prank to write his name on a few of the sheet,;. 
He figured that either they'd think it funny and 
just not count them (laboring under the miscon
ception that they actually followed such a proced
ure) or at the worst ask them to leave the country. 
So he grabbed a handful and Casey grabbed a hand
ful and, laughing merrily, they accomplished their 
little plan. Then they went for a stroll to see if 
this part of the ,, oriel could even half compare to 
the beauty of their homeland. 

Early in the afternoon, Colonel Lopez picked up 
all the ballots and brought them to Del Rio's office 
for the "official count". Representative King re
quested permission to be present at this tallying 
and, confident of the results, the General could see 
no harm in this. So he started counting and even 
requested King's assistance. This was the second 
mistake. The initial one had been in sending young 
Vnrcus to spread propaganda in the first place. All 
,,as going i-moothly at first and then, if Del Rio 
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were slightly surprised at the first few Patrick 
O'Reilly write-ins, you can imagine the state of 
shock he had gone into by the time that King had 
announced the resulting tally: O'Reilly had come 
out ahead by three votes!! While the official doc
tors were treating Del Rio, the rest of the staff was 
forced to enter into a chaotic search for the un
known O'Reilly. Under King's watchful eye, they 
couldn't quite ignore the results. Lopez was ready 
to commit suicide, although homicide would have 
been more in order had he discovered his protege 
Varcus' role in all this. 

Paddy and Casey were found by most of the 
Santiago del Estero army quietly having an after
noon whiskey under one of the Del Rio Rancho 
potted palms. Before they knew what had hit them, 
they were rushed to Del Rio's office and by that 
evening, Patrick Sean O'Reilly was proclaimed dic
tator of Santiago del Estero. About the only person 
In the dominion that was pleased with the whole 
affair was little Representative King, who was most 
impressed with how really free the free elections 
were and left as planned that night, with the full 
intention of giving a most favorable report when 
he returned home. Del Rio spent most of the day 
expounding on family honor and his humiliating 
plight. The army and Colonel Lopez remained in a 
state of panic over his jeopardized position. O'Reilly 
prayed to his patron saint and vowed that if he 
ever got out of this mess, he would never swerve 
from the straight and narrow path again. Casey 
considered that perhaps he could become assistant 

dictator but his travelling companion silenced him 
in most certain terms. And young Lieutenant 
Varcus hid in the officers' barracks. 

When the initial confusion had died down slightlY 
and Del Rio's sedatives had worn off sufficiently for 
him to think logically, it suddenly occurred to him 
that the cause of the whole problem had disappeared 
and with that there was no more problem. He had 
to accept the ballots because of the United States 
visitor but now there was no reason not to have a 
re-vote or at least a simulated one. So the armY, 
being more than a majority of the population, wa5 
asked to perform this duty, since the people were 
all probably asleep and it would be a shame to 
awaken them (the government thought of the sub
jects' welfare even at times of crisis). The armY 
voted (Varcus even voted twice when no one was 
looking) and happily for all concerned the unani· 
mous decision was for Del Rio to return to power. 
The army and Lopez were then back to normal, 
Varcus stopped contemplating his funeral, Dictator 
Del Rio returned to his official bedroom and the 
Dubliners were cordially invited to spend 'the night 
in the "guest residence" where they were able to 
watch the Santiago del Estero and Irish flags flut· 
tering together cozily on the wall opposite their 
bed (the young government official was very efli· 
cient). And United States representative BenjY 
King, his faith in universal democracy complete, 
slept on his Washington bound plane, innocentlY 
dreaming of his future as Secretary of State. 

The Silver Fish 
by Adrienne Hirsch '6S 

Above the pond I slowly part the reeds, 
And touch the water with a gentle hand. 
The fish are startled from suspended sleep, 
And streaks of silver slide across my face 
Which scowls in wrinkles on the shattered black. 
When spring had laced the sticky boughs with green, 
I often came to kneel beside these banks, 
And dip my hands into this weedy pond, 
Holding them stiJl and weightless underneath, 
Until I felt the feather-touch of fins 
Brush silently against my open palms. 
But, just as I would curl my fingers closed, 
The liquid silver always slipped away. 
The spring and summer afternoons were gone, 
And still I longed for one bright silver fish, 
Then finally within my frantic grasp, 
I clutched him to me in a wild delight. 
The beauty I had loved was in my hand, 
And to be sure that it was there at last, 
I opened my cruel fingers just to sec, 
And found the silver tarnished dull and grey. 
The bloody gills grinned wide between the scales, 
So cold, I felt the death seep through my skin. 
A shudder of revulsion shook my soul, 
And with a cry, I flung the thing away. 
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Beasts 

Beasts in their major freedom 
Slumber in peace tonight. The gull on his ledge 

Dreams in the guts of himself the moon-plucked waves below, 
And the sunfish leans on a stone, slept 

By the lyric water, 

In which the spolless feet 
Of deer make dulcet splashes, and to which 

The ripped mouse, safe in the owl's talon, cries 
Concordance. Herc there is no such harm 

And no such darkness 

As the selfsame moon observes 
Where, warped in window-glass, it sponsors now 

The werewolf's painful change. Turning his head away 
On the sweaty bolster, he tries to remember 

The mood of manhood, 

But lies at last, as always, 
Letting it happen, the fierce fur soft to his face, 

Hearing with sharper ears the wind's exciting minors, 
The leaves' panic, and the degradation 

Of the heavy streams. 

Meantime, at high windows 
Far from thicket and pad-fall, suitors of excellence 

Sigh and turn from their work to construe again the painful 
Beauty of heaven, the lucid moon 

And the risen hunter, 

Making such dreams for men 
As told will break their hearts as always, bringing 

Monsters into the city, crows on the public statues, 
Navies fed to the fish in the dark 

Unbridled waters. 

Richard Wilbur 

Beasts---An Interpretation 
by Anne Stifel '62 

IN HIS poem, "Beasts," Richard Wilbur has been 
successful in combining sound and sense to achieve 

a piece of work that is not only full of apt and 
explosive images, of a mood that would make one 
shudder, as he is also apt in the presence of a beast. 

In the first stanza, the author uses the word 
"beast" to mean simply animals in general-the 
beasts of the field, so to speak. Their freedom is a 
major one, for they are not confined in space or in 
the rules and regulations or even the dreams which, 
we are later told, break men's hearts. The mood is 
a sleepy one, all the images being soft and smooth, 
flowing with the motion of the sea itself. This is 
especially evident in the lines: "And the sunfish leans 
on a stone, slept/By the lyric water," in which the 
repetition of the "s" and "l" sounds have the effect 

of a lullaby-which in e!Tect, is part of what the 
lyric, or gentle and singing, sounds of the sea docs 
even to us human beings upon the reader. Espec
ially vivid arc those images of the sunfish leaning 
on the stone, for one can imagine the small, plump 
fish which may in the morning become food for the 
gull above who dreams of the food below him in the 
water now white-capped. The poet hints at the 
predatory practices of the gull, allowing the reader 
to retain his preconceived idea that a wild animal 
which preys on another is a beast; yet he shows the 
wild animals in a quiet moment, insisting that the 
reader keep in mind that wild animals sleep too 
and are not always at war with each other. ' ' 
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The second stanza carries on the idea of beasts, 
or wild animals preying upon each other, yet the 
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mood is changed to an active, present motion, with 
no implications or assumptions that the act of prey 
will happen in the future. The mouse IS in the 
owl's talons now. Yet, the mouse cries "concord
ance." Obviously, the poet wishes the reader to 
remember that it is in accordance with nature's 
laws that animals do prey on one another, for not 
only does the mouse cry, the deer to which the mouse 
cries, evidently pays no heed, but continues making 
his way through the water. Within these few lines 
one may see the paradox of life in which it is har
monious and even expected of one to kill while 
others remain oblivious to the victim's plight, ig
noring him, and going about his business as if noth
ing were happening outside the little world imme
niately surrounding one. One might wonder why 
"The ripped mouse" is "safe in the owl's talon .. . ". 
This paradox, an addition to the large paradox of 
the stanza itself, may be explained by saying that 
the mouse was safe because there was no chance of 
his escaping the owl, and thus was safe from the 
owl's point of view. There is not as much imagery 
of the descriptive, picture-painting type in this 
stanza as there was in the first, but the poet never
theless succeeds in creating a mood. The secret 
here lies in the connotations of the words them
selves, which seem rough and cruel, as indeed the 
scene portrayed here is. Yet, if one studies the 
stanza again more closely, one realizes that this 
statement may be incorrect, for the great majority 
of the words have no rough or crual connotation; 
it is primarily in the third line that these words
"ripped" and "talon'' specifically- appear. How
ever, the reader must note that the meter carries 
out the mood as welJ as the words, beginning simply, 
and ending climactically with a crescendo at this 
third line, and the rest continuing less actively and 
less specifically detailed, This is an instance in 
which a true artist is revealed, for the poet succeeds 
in having the climax of the verse be in both the 
sense of the stanza and the meter-the sound. 

But all this is expected of Nature's children, and 
there is no real harm in this. As a matter of fact, 
the poet tells the reader that the moon sees some
thing really strange a werewolf. To the moon, 
however, this phenomenon is only another of the 
activities that it has seen before, and which arc 
under its sponsorship. The poet's transition using 
the moon as a point of reference in each of the first 
three stanzas completed, he finishes the sentence 
and concentrates on the werewolf. Here, however, 
is a perfect transition from the wild beasts to man, 
for the werewolf is sometimes each one of them. 
I find here that the change in the point of view from 
that of the moon's overseeing the events of the 
world to the werewolf's struggle to remain a man 
a bit too abrupt, However, this fault which I fine! 
may be reconciled by concluding the sentence and 
beginning the next sentence with a stress on the 
first syllable. The reader is thus aware of the 
change. In the first half of the line the moon is 
still observing what goes on, whereas in the second 
half of the line, the werewolf himself is suffering. 
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Herc again, as in the previous stanza, the imagerY 
is not of the picture-painting type, with the excep· 
tion of the moon's image being warped in the win· 
dow-glass; even here, however, the fact is simplY 
stated, there is no specific simile or metaphor. T~C 
reader must let himself be told that this beast is 
sweating and trying in vain not to let this change 
come about. 

Since this beast has no control over what happens 
to him, an alliance forms between him and thC 
beasts described in the stanzas before who arc sub· 
ject to the laws of Nature alone. Again, the poet's 
choice of a transitional subject from wild beast to 
man is exccJlent. The werewolf can and must onlY 
resign himself to the fact that his !ate is inevitable, 
Let this thing happen, as it always happened. 

In this next stanza the imagery is not sharp and 
precise itself; rather, it is full of words with conno· 
tations which give an alert reader a clear and 
precise image. First of all, as the werewolf corn· 
plctes the change to wild beast, he acquil'es thC 
characteristics of an animal his hearing becomes 
more acute. He hears sounds which a human cannot 
hear, sounds which arc not a lways good sounds, sucll 
as the panic of the leaves, the exciting minor sounds 
of the wind and the degradation of the strearns, 
Herc again is another instance of the poet's artistrY, 
this time not so much in his correlation of metre to 
the climax, but in his choice of words which connote 
and incite images to the reader's mind. One hears 
the wind threshing in a minor chord, suggesting 8 

soberness and sadness that such music always instiJlS 
the listene1· with; one hears the leaves being blo,,·P 
about with the wind, at the same time picturing thC 
leaves wildly trying to get away from the branchC,; 
on \\hich they seem forever rooted; one imagines t.hC 
sound of rushing streams pulling earth, at the san1c 
time seeing the banks of the river being almost ill' 
haled by the waves. 

One might wonder if the poet meant the werewolf 
to represent a specific type of man in our societY. 
I think not. As I have already suggested, I thin~ 
he is merely a mythical, transitional figure, filJillb 
the gap between wild beasts and man. Perhaps tlJC 
werewolf is only a mythological creature. However, 
for some people he does exist, and since he seems to 
be both man and beast, he may successfully be e!l'l' 
ployed here. Moreover, he does show that Nature i5 

in complete control of its creatures and that it i5 

impossible to resist her laws. Once having co!l'l' 
pletcd the change to beast, the poet shows us by hi' 
description of the animal characteristics that thC 
werewolf assumes that Nature's rule is concordant, 
for the werewolf becomes completely animal, not 
retaining any of his manly characteristics. 

Again the poet succeeds in making a successflll 
transition, for he moves the reader in the first ]inc 
of the next stanza to a high window, which he teJI' 
us, is far from the last scene in the woods and tJ1C 
pad-fall of the werewolf and other beasts. Herc v;C 

find "suitors of excellence" unhappily and unsuc· 
cessfully attempting to interpret the universe. These 
"suitors of excellence'' may be artists who, strivill~ 
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for perfection in their metaphors and likenesses 
realize the uselessness of ever depicting the beauty 
around him, painful because he realizes his inability, 
nevertheless turns again to try once more; or per
haps the suitors are simply anyone who idolizes 
excellence, be they patriots, poets, or even architects 
or rulers of nations. Whoever they are, they sec that 
they can produce nothing comparable to the har
mony of the heavens, the clearness and brightness 
of the moon- perhaps even the sanity of the moon 
for always being present when it is supposed to and 
showing only one face to the world, and the regu
larity with which one may predict the whereabouts 
of the constellations. It is certainly a propos that 
the poet should have chosen as his constellation the 
hunter, for throughout the first of the poem, he has 
been talking about beasts of prey stalking one 
another. 

These idealists dream of things that, if they arc 
told to other men, would only make them all un-

happy. They must realize that these are dreams 
that cannot be realized to all practical purposes. 
Still, they attempt to realize their ideals, yet the 
"suitors of excellence" succeed only in bringing cor
ruption lo the city, vulgar and ugly birds to appre
ciate the statues to perhaps the fathers of ideals 
which the city once held, and destruction to the 
defenders of the ideals. Yet, Nature is present here, 
too, for the sta tues do serve as useful to the crows 
or starlings, if only the function of "rest-stop"; and 
man's navies arc subject to the waters, and once 
destroyed, serve to feed the fish that live there. 
The gull swoops down to ea t the fish that ate the 
navy of men with ideals which could not understand 
Nature. 

Perhaps one might then conclude that man him
self even as an idealist is a beast, for had he not his 
ideals, there would be no corruption in the city, no 
statues for the crows to degrade by their attention, 
and no slaying of navies to feed to the fish. 

Nature has no Sound she Saves 
by Holly Dela.van '62 

Nature has no sound she saves 
For one geography; 
She gives the parched November field 
The sound of the rushing sea. 

The songs of the robin and jungle bird 
Arc not so far estranged; 
The notes, mankind has always heard, 
And only the tune is changed. 

A Lesson Of Value From 

The "City of Seven Rivers" 

MY TOWN huddles in a niche along the jagged 
coast of a faraway land. It stands guard over 

the Inland Sea in Southern Japan. My town is 
Hiroshima-shi. • Placed delicately in the bottom of 
a bowl whose sides are mountains all around, my 
town peeps out through one small crack between 
them at the glistening and azure sea sparkling in 
the exhuberant sun. 

Hiroshima-shi is not unlike your town with its 
tall and magnificent buildings racing each other to 
the clouds, or with its thousands of people rushing 
amid the din of impatient automobile horns, per
suasive policemen's whistles, and the clickety-clack 
of the zorit on the paved streets. 

But I do not know my town. I get lost in a maze 
of little streets in the big city. I am confronted at 
every turn with a difTerent face, yet each having the 
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same expression. Why are you here? The eyes 
probe into my innermost thoughts for an answer. 
Haven't you had enough of me? The noses sneer at 
me and the eyelashes turn slowly, guiding away the 
search of the eyes. Why don't you go home, back 
to your giant who stuffs himself with hot dogs, 
lives in apartments bigger and better than the best 
of our hovels, goes to baseball games in the summer, 
and carries an atom bomb in one hand, and a pro
gram-fot·-peacc-plan in the other? The minds think 
these questions, wanting the lips to speak them, yet 
afraid, and finally making the heads turn away. 
If you won't leave, then I will, and you will be at 
the end of another street, lost. The feet mock me 
as they hurriedly scurry away, moving slower than 
the minds want them to. I am often at the end of 
streets. 
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After I get to know Hiroshima-shi, I will venture 
out on the avenue. I know what I will find before 
I get there because the heralds of smell have sounded 
their trumpets and the odors that engulf me pre
view the picture that lies ahead. The smell of 
steaming rice comes to me, starchy and wet. The 
smell of hard working people, salty and dirty, hangs 
over the avenue like a canopy. The smell of souring 
urine, reeking from hidden alleys and untended 
doorways, is stringent and sharp, cutting my throat 
with every breath. The picture I see of the avenue 
is a hasty conglomeration of shanty huts and slanted 
eyes, of colored candy and noiseless neon lights, of 
silk and cheesecloth. The gaudy lights shine high 
over my head, and beckon me to come see the much
advertised movies in the hot, stuffy theaters, or to 
try my luck in the pachinkol houses, where I hear 
the coins trickle into the painted aluminum bodies in 
a never-ending diet of money. All are covered with 
the ever present dust, making the entire avenue 
appear to be a trail of grit and grime with bits of 
coloring hastily tossed in. 

When I tire of choking with the dirt clogging my 
throat, I will go out in the suburbs, and up on a 
mountainside, to look down on my town. Below I 
see the city, and the seven rivers that cut through it. 
The rivers flow down from the mountains. I follow 
one of them up to its source. It is above a large 
rock, and the water trickles slowly, yet constantly, 
over it, and has cleansed it white after years of 
flowing down. Just beyond the rock, there is a 
Buddhist temple. It is the color of a ripe pome
granate, and contrasts harshly with the calm, fleecy 
clouds which float in the still sky. Below the tem
ple are rice fields, the crop almost ready to be har
vested, but now waving their yellow plumes to the 
sun as they toss and turn in the breeze. 

From the mountain side I look again to the tem
ple, to the field, and down lo the town, and I think: 
why can't men worship and eat and work together 
in peace? My eyes rest on a small, bleak spot in 
the city near one of the rivers. It was there that 
I learned my lesson from Hiroshima-shi, and I can 
answer my question by remembering what I found 
at that place. 

The spot is a park, which is named Peace Memo
rial Park. It does not have trees and grass and 
flowers that refresh the visitor. There are no 
benches or restaurants or concession stands available 
to the traveler. The ground is desert-like in itS 
bleakness and bareness; the1·e is no grass. The 
trees arc distorted and disfigured with deformed 
limbs and trunks. The buildings are cold, gray and 
grotesque. Very modern in geometrical shapes, the>' 
arc monuments to the Jiving and dead men, women, 
and children who were in Hiroshima-shi on August 
6, 1945 when the energy of 20,000 suns was hurled 
at Hiroshima-shi, leaving it scarred and naked, 
bleeding and afraid, dead and half-alive. The harness 
of the first atom bomb was unloosened on my town, 
and all of the hatred of mankind was tossed on thC 
land and the people around the seven rivers. 

I learned the true meaning of sorrow in my town, 
Despair was constant companion with the citizens 
there. Agony and frustration walked hand in hand 
with them. Death was their shadow and moved 
noiselessly in radioactive clouds Men and womell 
cannot worship, eat, and work togethe1· in depressioll 
and fear and in death and poverty. When I real· 
ized the sufl'ering that the people of my town had 
undergone, I understood the questions I saw in the 
eyes, the sneers that I received from the noses, and 
the scurrying feet. 

Hiroshima-shi showed me pain and horror. r,1)' 
town became lo me the pinnacle of terror-natioll 
against nation, man against man, in a struggle for 
supremacy. Each time I remember my town I re
member the suITering. Each time I remember the 
suffering, I revive the hope that is engraved in rro 
heart as it is on one of the peace monuments: "Thll1 

those who have died shall not have died in vaifl· 
and that the plague of death and destruction wil1 

never come again". 

.. "Shi" is the Japanese word for city . 
t Zori arc Japanese sandals which are elevated b} 

two pegs, and make a clicking sound as each ~ 
hits the street. 

i Pachinko machines are similar to the Americi!l1 
pinball games. 

A Mood Translation : Wanderers Nachtlied 
by Holly Delavan '62 

Uber allen Gipfeln 
!st Ruh, 
In allen Wipfeln 
Spurest du 
Ka urn einen Hauch; 
Die Vogelein schweigen im Walde. 
Warte nur, balde 
Ruhest du auch. 

Johann Wolfgang Goethe 
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High on the hillsides
Peace; 
Winds in the deep pines
Cease; 
A bird flies hushed 
In the dusky forest. 
Wait, Listen, Come 
And be one 
With the night. 

J 
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Inversion 
by Anne Stifel '62 

The sea, an army, rolls across the sand, 
Covers it a moment and recedes, 
Leaves a corpse to dry which no one heeds. 
The corpse, its soul deserted, cannot stand 
And wave its tiny crest as it had done. 
Instead, it lies alone upon the beach 
In lethal sun and shrinking out of reach 
Of just one wave, avoiding being spun 
Back into power and service, and a mass. 
The corpse remains a puddle shimmering
Refracted light, a shield of polished brass 
Without a mind to guide its conquering. 
Without the sea the corpse is powerless; 
Without the sea all power is meaningless. 

Jennifer 

"I THINK Jennifer must've gone to visit her 
Gran'ma. She always tells me that she likes 

to go there. Jennifer tells me a Jot of things 'cause 
we're friends and someday we're gonna get married. 
Yes we arc--we promised each other the day before 
yesterday when we were playing with my new base
ball and bat that Daddy gave me for my birthday. 
I'm five years old now and Daddy says I'm a real 
big boy. I'm a good baseball player and Jennifer is 
too, for a girl. We like to play baseball together, 
only Jennifer can't play too much because when she 
runs she gets all out of breath and then she has 
to lie down and rest for a long time. 

J ennifer and me have been friends since I was a 
very lit tle boy. My Mommy says we're almost like 
brothers and sisters. My Mommy is friends wiU1 
Jennifer's Mommy, Ruthie. Her real name is Mrs. 
Simmons, but I cal) her Ruthie 'cause I'm Jennifer's 
friend. She's very pretty almost as pretty as my 
Mommy. I saw her yesterday when I went over 
to her house to call for Jennifer, only she didn't 
look too pretty then cause her eyes were all red like 
mine are when Daddy spanks me and I cry, When 
I asked her whet·e Jennifer was she just sort of 
~ooked at me, like she was gonna cry, and then ran 
mto her house. She sure acted strange for a mother. 

After that I went home and played with my new 
model airplane kit that I also got for my birthday. 
You should see it. All the pieces are made of plastic 

13 

by Ger trude J\lason '63 

and when you put them together they make a great 
big jet plane. There's a picture of it on the box 
that the kit comes in. Daddy told me that he would 
show me the right way to put the plane together, 
but I'm gonna wait till Jennifer comes home so 
Daddy can show both of us and we can do it to
gether. 

It's a shame Jennifer wasn't here yesterday. A 
car all filled up with flowers stopped right in front 
of her house and then her mother and her father and 
her big brother Tommy (he's in the eighth grade) 
all got in and they rode away. I told Mommy that 
I bet Jennifer would be sorry she didn't get to ride 
in the car with all the pretty flowers because she 
likes them so much. Then Mommy said something 
very silly- she said that she was sure Jennifer knew 
about the car with the flowers. I said I didn't see 
how she could, since if she went to visit her Gran'ma 
she was all the way in New Jersey. Then Mommy 
said that when I was older I would understand. I 
don't know why she said that. Mothers sure are 
funny sometimes. 

I think I'll go over to Jennifer's house tomorrow 
and ask her mother when Jennifer is coming home. 
Only I hope her mother doesn't look at me funny 
like she did last time when she ran into her house. 
I wish Jennifer would get back from her Gran'ma's 
house, or wherever she went. You know I really 
miss her ... even if she is a girl." 



Jester 
by Holly Delaven '62 

Oh, Jester, tis 
A poesy crime, 
That you be not 
Creating rhyme. 

The Jester skipped 
His fool's cavort, 
And tossed a lime 
And answered short: 

"I've not the time 
To be courting the muse; 
I'm much too busy 
Amusing the court." 

RUSHLIGHT 

November 
by Holly Del!i.ven '62 

Grey wind on jaundiced grass, 
Empty trees; 
Leaves scratch across the ground 
In two's and three's. 

The clouds' massive faces
Darken, fall; 
A day is gone, and the sun 
Neve1· rose at all. 

Fire 
by Holly Delavan '02 

The night is wind and creaking trees 
Along a November road; 
The blown leaves crackle--the sound of fire, 
But are thread-bare gray, and cold. 

The wind is spinning the luminous clouds, 
Which whirl and part, a star! 
A swirl of fire! empty warmth, 
Too far away, too far. 

A farmhouse window guards its hearth, 
And glowers as I pass; 
And all I have is the shadow of fire 
Wavering on the glass. 

I walk. The wind cries, "Hollow. Hollow." 
And swoops behind; beside me; 
I fight its icy pressure awhile, 
Then- let it rush-inside me. 
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Crisis 

" D ING," the white bell-shaped knob tapped 
lightly against the gray metal rim of the 

venetian blind, then slid down the rough drawstring 
that I held firmly in my small hand. I laughed 
softly to myself as it reached the knot at the base 
of the cord, then flicked my middle finger against 
my thumb, sending the little white bell up to the 
top again, waiting for it to reach the wide metal 
brim, quickly resound in a clear, sharp tone, and 
then race down its long bumpy path. 

There was always so much to do before going 
to bed; I hoped my sister would take an extra 
long time washing up. I glanced longingly at my 
new found toy, flicked the bell once more, then 
scrambled back into bed as I heard the click of 
mother's high heels approach my bedroom door. 
I wiggled my cold toes against each other and 
sunk my head into the foam rubber pillow, keeping 
my body warm under the protection of a cream 
colored puff, which looked exactly like the topping 
of a lemon-meringue pie. 

Through squinted eyes I watched Mother's slender 
form enter the room, move quickly toward the 
near window, and stop by the drawstring. In my 
great haste to get back into bed, I had neglected 
to check if everything was in order. I now noticed 
that the bell, peeking out in cowardly defiance like 
a little boy hiding in a pantry full of cookies, had 
lodged In between the top two slats of the blind. 
Mother hesitated for just a moment, tugged at the 
drawstring returning the little white object to its 
proper home, and closed the slats of the blind cov
ering the half opened window which admitted the 
brisk November air. She gathered the thin belt 
of her woolen housecoat around her small waist, 
tied it in a bow allowing the tassels to hang below 
the fringe of her dress, and muttered something 
about taking the girls' coats out of storage. She 
came over to my bed, bent down to tuck my blanket 
securely under the mattress, then pressed her soft 
lips to my forehead. She smelled of turkey, apple 
cider, and baby powder, all mixed together. 

"I hope you didn't forget to brush your teeth, 
dear," she said, in her usual patient tone, while 
whisking a few strands of prematurely gray hair 
off her high forehead. 

I replied, "Of course I didn't," adding in the same 
breath, "Please don't turn out the light until Arleen 
gets finished washing up." 

Just then, my older sister, freshly scrubbed and 
polished, came into the room, her red flannel pa
jamas matching the color of her glowing nose and 
cheeks. She reminded me of a delicious taffy apple, 
too sticky to eat, but wonderful to look at. 

"Arleen," Mother reprimanded, "How many times 
do I have to remind you not to go barefoot in the 
house, at least until we get the rugs down? Now 
be a good girl and get into bed quickly, I have a 
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lot of work to do, and I don't want you girls keep
ing such late hours. What would your teachers 
say if they knew the time you girls went to bed?" 
As I glanced knowingly at Arleen mother got up 
from my bed and walked hurriedly to the other 
side of the room. We winked at each other, having 
decided long ago that our teachers need never know 
the dreadful hours we kept, since we'd never tell 
them. 

Arleen slid under her covers so as not to disturb 
the bottom sheet and the snug blankets, then said, 
"Okay, Mom, I'm all ready. Please kiss me good 
night-right here," and she pointed to a spot still 
pink from scrubbing, right in the middle of her 
cheek. 

Mother bent over and briefly kissed the desig
nated spot, but Arleen promptly threw back her 
head in a fit of giggles, saying, "Too bad, you missed. 
I guess you'll have to try again or pay a forfeit." 

"No time for games tonight, darling," Mother 
said, "I want to finish up in the kitchen. You girls 
just don't know how lucky you are, snuggled up, 
warm as toast, without a care in the world." 

"Wait Mom," Arleen said, waving her arms from 
under her blanket and putting them around mother's 
neck, "here's a good night kiss for you, and one 
for Daddy." 

Mother's face clouded for just a second, then she 
put a finger to her lips. "Shhh, I want you girls 
to be as quiet as possible. Daddy isn't feeling well 
tonight, but he wants me to give you a good night 
kiss for him." She placed the finger against her 
lips, then threw each of us a kiss. 

"Tell Daddy we hope he feels better," Arleen said, 
"and don't forget to shut off the light." 

"Good night, darlings, and pleasant dreams." 
Mother flicked the wall switch down, then walked 
quietly out of the room. 

II 
A heavy thud came from my parent's bedroom, 

waking me with a start. "Arleen," I whispered 
loudly, "are you awake?" 

There was no answer. Her uneven breathing and 
the loud ticking of the alarm clock on the bureau 
next to our radio echoed my words. 

I tried to pierce the unfriendly shield of night 
with my eyes, distinguishing several familiar ob
jects, which, though stationary in the daytime, now 
seemed to take on grotesque forms. Suddenly I 
heard my mother's frantic voice call my father's 
name over and over again, and I could no longer 
restrain my terror. I screamed, then called for my 
mother. Arleen flung back her covers and sat up 
in bed. 

"Help Mommy," I cried, "I don't know what's 
the matter." 

She crawled over my bed and raced out of the 
room, while I hid my face under the pilJow, burying 
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any trace of noise and reality. I wanted to get 
out of bed, but I couldn't move. It was as if some
one were holding me down against my will. I 
heard Arleen come back into the room, flick on the 
light switch, and race to the closet. I opened my 
eyes and watched her grab our slippers from the 
rack, and take our bathrobes off their hooks. 

"What's the matter? Are Daddy and Mommy 
all right?" I asked, impatient with my sister's brisk 
manner, secure now with the light on and Arleen 
in the room. 

"We've got to go across the street and get Dr. 
Sax. Daddy's lying on the floor and Mommy is try
ing to call the emergency doctor." She started to 
cry. We put on our flowery quilted robes and soft 
furry slippers, and then ran down the stairs, catch
ing snatches of mother's frantic conversation. "Hello, 
operator? Please operator, send an emergency doc
tor to-" 

We opened the glass door at the front of the 
house and raced down another flight of stairs which 
led to the sidewalk, dimly lit by a few electric 
lamps. Neither Arleen nor I said a single word. 
We just grabbed each other's hand, holding on 
tightly as we crossed the street, and ran toward 
the white wooden house only a few doors away. 

We slowed down as we approached the front door. 
Arleen knocked loudly and Mrs. Sax, her hair set 
in bobby pins, answered immediately; she was ap
parently awake and expecting us. 

"Your mother just called. The doctor will be 

right with you. Please children, come in out of the 
cold." We were both shaking, more from fright 
than from the chilly air. 

Dr. Sax, his trousers thrown loosely over hiS 
striped flannel pajamas, entered the room, grabbed 
for his black leather case on the beige carpeted 
floor, and ran out the door without bothering to put 
on the wat·m coat Mrs. Sax held in her outstretched 
hands. Aching all over from the pain of running 
and the fear of death, we followed closely behind 
his long hurried steps. 

When we got back to our house, most of the up· 
stairs lights were on and the baby was crying. The 
doctor took the stairs two at a time, and then 
entered the big bedroom where my mother's trail 
body lay huddled over my father. We stared at the 
sobbing figure on the floor, murmuring almost in· 
coherently, "What could I do? What could I do? 
If only I knew what to do." She was not aware of 
anyone else in the room. 

As she walked slowly toward the baby's roo!11, 
Arleen started to cry, but I just stood there bewild· 
ered, looking at my mother. I turned toward the 
nursery, walked to the threshold, and watched rnY 
sister stare, motionless, out the window into thC 
eyes of the lamp in front of our house. Then 1 
walked over to her and whispered, "Mommy is still 
crying." 

She took my hand in hers and said very slowlY, 
"We'll have to take care of her now, you know.'' 

"Yes," I answered, "I know." 

Death Comes to the Miner 
by Holly D elaven '62 

He worked in the lime rock 
For quite some time; 
There was a cave-in 
And now he's sub-lime. 
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Lonesome Traveler 

I am a lonely and a lonesome traveler 
I am a lonely and a lonesome traveler 
I am a loneley and a lonesome traveler 
I been a-travelin' on. 

- Lee Hays of the Weavers 

I 

"ALL RIGHT, now, you just kiss your daughter 
goodbye, and leave. Visilin' hours are from 

seven to eight at night, and from ten to twelve in 
the mornin'; you can see her then." 

"But we can't just leave her. She'll be here for 
a while, and . . . " 

"Mrs. Novotny, you just go along home, now. We 
have lots of tests to make this afternoon, and there's 
nothin' you can do. Marina will be well cared for. 
Go 'long now." 

"Nurse," spoke Marina's father, "with that drawl, 
you wouldn't be from Alabama, by any chance, 
would you?" 

"Are you from Alabama?" countered Nurse. 
"We love the South." 
"As a matter of fact, I'm from Charleston." 
"Oh." 
"Shoo along now." Nurse swept the Novotny's 

out the door. "Now, young lady, we'll get someone 
to help me lift you from that wheelchair and we'll 
get you into bed." 

"Do I have to go in right away? They won't 
begin the tests for a while, the doctor said, and I'd 
love to stay up for a bit. - After all, it's only one 
in the afternoon." 

"We don't have any time to fool around. We 
want you all ready for Dr. Bent when he comes." 
Nurse stuck her head out the door as a young aide 
padded by. "Miss Cheng, will you help me get Miss 
Novotny into bed, please?" 

With a "one-two-three" the two women lifted the 
girl from the chair. 

"Are you really from Alabama?" Nurse asked 
eagerly as she undressed Marina, then wrapped her 
in the white hospital "johnny." 

"No, we're from around Boston," the girl answered 
with a grin. 

"Humph. Yow· parents should know better than 
to try to get around me with that bit of nonsense." 
Nurse huffed out of the room. 

Gosh, but that nurse soured everything she said. 
She would have to tell Bill that business about 
Alabama. What a queer duck. Why on earth didn't 
Marina ask vinegar-voice to turn on the radio by 
her bed? WQXR had such wonderful folk music on 
at this time of day. The stupid paralysis prevented 
her from even quirking her little finger. Thank 
goodness it was only temporary; the doctor said she 
would need at least a year of steady X-ray treat
ment and therapy, but she would be all right event
ually. How horrible it would be never to be able 
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by Linda Gordon '61 

to play the guitar again. It was great that Mom 
and Dad brought her guitar to the hospital; it 
would be a good incentive to work hard at her 
therapy, and the kids could play for her when they 
came to visit. Boy! Would they set this sterilized 
place on its ear. Between Dave's guitar and Bill's 
banjo, the gang could really have some fun. At 
least she could still sing, even if she couldn't play. 

"Hello." A tiny girl with floating black hair 
bubbled into the room, carrying a fuzzy white bear 
that was almost as large as she. 

"Hello. My, that's a beautiful bear you have 
there. What's his name?" 

"Hagadoishish." Two black pansies looked up at 
Marina, awaiting a stock reaction which she had 
come to expect on mention of her bear. She was 
not disappointed. 

''Haga-who?" 
"Hagadoishish." Black eyes bounced up and down 

in rabbit-fur slippers. 
"Oh. Hagadoishish." Marina tilted her head 

sideways. "How, my little pipsqueak, did you ever 
pick up that name?" 

"I don't know. It just happened." 
"Hmmm. What's your name-or have you given 

yours to the bear?" 
"I'm not Hagadoishish, silly; I'm Sara." 
"Sara, did you know you look like the Snowflake 

Queen, dressed in that white robe and bunny fur 
slippers?" 

"Do I really?" Miss Snowflake preened herself 
just a bit. 

"Uh-huh. And Hagadoishish is your white knight." 
"Then, if he's my knight, will you be my lady-in

waiting?" 
"Delighted, my lady." Marina bobbed her head 

toward the girl. 
"What's your name? I can't have you as a lady

in-waiting if I don't know your name." 
"My name is Marina, Your Majesty." 
"Lady Marina. Lady Marina!" The young queen 

jumped up and down several times, laughed for sev
eral minutes up and down the musical scale, then 
turned and scampered out of the room so fast her 
feet were almost a blur. "Nurse, nurse, I'm a snow
flake queen, and Hagadoishish is my knight! I'm 
a real queen!" Marina could hear her voice calling 
as she faded down the corridor. 

Marina threw back her head and laughed deep 
from inside herself, as she had not done for days. 
What a delightful child. The tears carved rivulets 
down her cheeks but she was unable to stop them. 
If only she and Bill could have a little daughter like 
that. Snowflake Queen; how adorable she would 
look on a little pair of skis. This girl was about 
seven; she could put her daughter on her first pair 
of skis at age three. They certainly did start them 
that early nowadays. A couple of years ago at 
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Bear Mountain, she and Bill had seen this little 
padded boy sliding clown the bottom or the hill near 
the ski school on a pair of miniature skis. When 
her children got old enough, the whole family could 
t1·avcl to various ski lodges all over New England. 
How wonderful it would be; she and Bill would sit 
on the floor before a blazing fireplace, a German 
stein of black coffee steaming beside them, and a 
boy and girl in their laps, each child holding his 
own mug of marshmallowy hot chocolate. Marina 
could feel the wood smoke tickle her nos trils, and 
she became sleepy under the influence of the warmth 
wrapping her in a cocoon made of clouds and music. 
The sound of the gui tars drifted in to her from far 
away ... 

I travel here and then I travel yonder 
I travel here and then I travel yonder 
I travel here and then I travel yonder 
I been a-travelin' on. 

"Hello!" 
"What? Oh; hello." 
"I've been knocking for at least two minutes, but 

you didn't hear me. You are Miss Novotny, aren't 
you?" 

"Oh, yes. Come in. I'm sorry I didn't hear you 
sooner, but I was drcamjng," 

"We all do that, now and then. I'm Dr. Michael
son." 

"Please take a seat, Doctor." 
"Thank you." The young man pulled a chair 

close beside Marina's bed. "I'm the resident as
sistant to Dr. Bent. I just want to ask you a few 
questions about your medical history. It's all part 
of the routine; we have to have the chart filled out 
before we can start full treatment." As he spoke, 
he flipped open the first page or a metal-encased 
chart. 

"But, I thought Dr. Bent has a ll that." 
"Ile does, but we have to have our own copy for 

the hospital records." 
"Oh." 
"There's no need to fight it ; I'm not going to pry 

into your personal life, I assure you," twinkled the 
doctor. 

"I hope not." Marina raised her eyebrows slight-
ly. "My Clance wouldn't like that at all." 

"You're engaged? Aren't you a bit young?" 
"I'm nineteen and a sophomore in college." 
"Is that so? I never would have believed it." 

Michaelson shook his head. 
"Why don't we return to the chart? I'm sure 

you have a lot to ask me." 
"But, or course; or course." Dr. Michaelson 

pulled himself together into his most paternal bed
side manner, frO\\ncd his eyebrows, and in his most 
professorial tone demanded: "Please state your full 
name, address, age, sex, and marital status." 

Marina 'cracked up.' She laughed so hard that 
the doctor had to give her a glass of water to stop 
a series or violent hiccups, 

"You arc positively too much," she gasped when 
she had quieted down. "Where on earth did the 
hospital ever get a crackerjack like you?" 
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"I'm not too sure myself. I guess they decided 
Dr. Bent needed a guy like me to help him around 
the hospital so he wouldn't remain serious twentY· 
four hours a day.'' 

"They certainly picked the right man." 
"I hope so." Michaelson set the chart on his JnP 

and began writing. "Let's sec : you're MarinD 
Novotny, 138 Wilbur Rd., Quincy, Mass. right ?" 

"Right." 
"Let's get the obvious out of the way first. Iln\'r 

you ever had measles (nod from Marina), mumP.
(nod), chickenpox (nod), pneumonia (shake of thf 
head) ... 

"Pretty normal so far, Marina." 
"I've never t·eally had any serious diseases until 

this came along." 
"When did 'this' start sticking its lovely head up?" 
"About the middle of my senior year in high 

school. I suddenly started to get very tired at thC 
end of the day, and my muscles ached. I have al: 
ways been fairly active in swimming, skiing, an,: 
so forth, as well as in organizations in school, F" 

I didn't really pay much attention to it, mcrcll 
assuming that I had been doing too much." 

"Did you slow down?" 
"No, I didn't. I figured that I would rest o\'cr 

the summer. I had planned on laking a job, bUt 
Mom told me to rest up and have a real vacatiotl
so when June came, that's what I did." 

"You were all right over the summer?" 
"I wasn't as tired as when I was in school, but J 

was still knocked out enough for Mom to take J11f 

to Dr. Bent. IIc gave me a thorou~h cxaminatiO~ 
took a pile of tests, then gave me some pills all' 
told me to take it easy." 

"You entered your freshman year of college?'' 
"Yes. I went back to practically my old routi!l~ 

but when I began to get exhausted after only 11111• 
of my former amount of exercise, Dr. Bent told J11f 
to cut all strenuous activities. Since this gave J11'' 
t imc to learn how to play the guitar properly, i' 
wasn't too much of a strnin at the time." 

"How long did this go on?" 
"Till the encl of last yea!'. Things got so b-1 

then that I nccclcd crutches and regular visits 1; 
the physical therapy department here. Dr. Bell 
finally told me \\ hat was wrong, I imagine yo< 
know all the details better than I do, though.'' . 

"I do; but we want them for the record in yo111 

words, so why don't you go on?" 
"All right. Dr. Bent explained that I have · 

disease (I can't pronounce it nt all) that cripplC' 
the muscles, something like Musculat' Dystroph>. 
But, unlike MD, this disease cripples certain of tll', 
muscles in the body and then stops. Ile said th·· 
he had put me on a progrnm of therapy, but 11' 

wouldn't be able to take any really clTcctivc stc( 
until the disease s topped its work. That's whY ' 
came here now and not a year ago, - I guess thtlt · 
as good an explanation ns any I can make.'' , 

"That's pretty thorough, So you have been gr· 
ting more and more paralyzed and have rcache<I 1~ 
point where you can't even use your flnge1-s?" 
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"Yes; I am unable to make any physical contact 
with the world. I can't move to touch anything, 
nor do I feel anything when it touches me." 

"But you can sec and hear," interposed the doctor 
quickly, "that's contact." 

"Yes, I can. Thank God for that." Marina 
laughed nervously. "How horrible it would be to 
have no contact with the world at all." Another 
quick laugh came from her throat. 

"Hmmm. Yes. Well. - That's all, Marina. I 
guess I have everything. By the way," the doctor 
had noticed something as he had stood up, "- is 
that your guitar over there against the wall?" 

"Yes." Marina's face lit up. "I made my parents 
bring it. Bill, my fiancc, is an excellent guitarist, 
and when my friends come to visit me tonight, we'll 
probably sing folk songs for the entire hour.'' 

"Maybe I'll stick my head in for a few moments. 
I'm sort of an amateur guitarist myself." 

"Oh, do you play?" Marina asked delightedly. 
"Play something for me now, please." 

"I should get on with my work.'' 
"Please do. I always feel so wonderful when I 

hear music, and I haven't had any today.'' 
"All right. I ncve1· could resist a pretty face." 

Dr. Michaelson took the guitar out of its case and 
began to strum. "This is a beautiful instrument." 

"My parents gave it to me two years ago for my 
birthday. I treasure it." 

"You should. What song would you like to hear?" 
"Do you know 'Lonesome Traveler' by the \Veav-

ers?" 
I travel cold; I travel hungry 
I travel cold; I travel hungry 
I travel cold; I travel hungry 
I been a-t.ravelin' on. 

"Yay! You really do play well; you'JJ have to 
come back and play for me sometime." 

"I'll try, Marina; I'll try." The young man put 
the guitar back in its case, picked up his chart, and 
left the room. 

What a dear he was; she would reaJJy need him 
later. What a thought. Why would she need any
one except Bill later? Just because he was a doctor 
and could understand- understand what? She was 
going to be all right. But what was this nameless 
something nagging at the back of her mind; what 
was it she was afraid of? It was as if her brain 
were frozen; incapable of communication with the 
world outside itself. God, how morbid she was 
getting. She could live with herself if she had to, 
certainly. 

"Hello!" A young woman bounced into the room. 
"Miss Rilo! I thought you only worked in the 

out-patient department?" 
"I do, normally, but Dr. Bent felt that he wanted 

the same physical therapist to continue with your 
case, so I'm assigned to you for as long as you still 
need treatment.'' 

"I'm so glad. You know, everyone's been so nice 
to me today, but I still feel glad at seeing a familiar 
face." 

"I imagine you do." Miss Rilo lowered the hos-
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pita) bed so Marina was lying flat, and took the 
pillow from under her head. "Let's sec if we can 
get some reaction from your legs." 

"Must we, today? I've been pulled and punched 
and shot full of needles . . . " 

"Young lady, don't you dare talk to me in that 
tone of voice. You should know better. - How is 
that boy of yours?" The therapist put hot cloths on 
Marina's legs, then began exercising them. 

"Bill's fine. Did you know that we plan to get 
married sometime next year? Dr. Bent said I 
should be fairly well by then, and Bill insists that 
he can only keep a proper eye on me when we're 
married." 

"Oh?" Miss Rilo's back was turned to Marina, 
as she dipped more cloths into a hot water solution. 

"Yes. I can finish college in a wheelchair if I 
have to; that's the way I started, and I had become 
pretty adept at getting around before my arms were 
paralyzed, too. As soon as I get the use of them 
back, I can really start studying again." 

"We have some visual aids here you can use to 
study with, so your mind won't have a chance to 
get flabby." 

"Thanks. At least my mind is o.k." 
"Yes. Do you feel this, Marina?" The therapist 

pricked the girl's skin with a hypodermic. 
"No, not at all. It's as if my skin were encased in 

a cellophane bag; people can touch the cellophane, 
but they can't touch me." 

"I sec. Well, anyway, that needle went under 
your skin, and will put you to sleep for a while. 
You'll wake up in time for supper. Get your rest, 
and I'll sec you tomorrow." Miss Rilo picked up her 
things and left quietly. 

"Bye." That needle was wonderful. Marina felt 
herself getting so sleepy . .. 

One corner of the staff lounge was filled with 
people on the Novotny case. 

"She was so full of plans when I left her," Miss 
Rilo was saying. "Did you know, Dr. Bent, that she 
plans to get married in a year?" 

"Yes; everytime I hear those bubbling plans I 
want to throw something at someone, but I'm not 
quite sure what I want to throw or at whom." 

"There's no hope whatever?" Dr. Michaelson 
asked. 

"No, I've checked with the best neurologists in the 
country. Marina has a brain damage, evidently 
hidden since birth, but with manifestations delayed 
until two years ago. Once it began to act, however, 
nothing we know of today could have stopped it. 
The bitterness of it all is that there was no way for 
us to know of its existence until it revealed itself.'' 

"It will destroy everything?" 
"Everything except her brain. It will eat away 

at the motor cord until Marina loses any sense of 
feeling in her body. Within a year, she will also lose 
her eyesight and her hearing." 

"She will be a vegetable; her mind isolated en
tirely from its own body and the outside world?" 

uYes." 
"Do her parents know?" 
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"Yes; so does her fiance." 
"There will come a time when Marina will realize 

things will not get better. Wouldn't it be kinder to 
prepare her in advance? Maybe she could make 
some kind of adjustment." 

"Adjustment to what? I'll tell her when I see 
that she is beginning to Jose her eyesight, not before. 
There wm be plenty of time for her to "adjust" to 
the horror of the incomprehensible. I want her to 
have all the happiness she can before she goes 
msane." 

"Why must she lose her mind, too? Isn't there 
some way for her to hang on to het· sanity?" 

"When there is nothing left for her mind to feed 
upon forever but her own thoughts constantly de
volving upon themselves? There wilJ be no way 
for her to learn anything new; she must constantly 
dwell upon the past. Wouldn't you go insane in 
such a case? Actually, it will be a blessing if she 
does; it is her only possible salvation." 

"We speak so often of man being basically alone," 
Miss Rilo mused, "but it is not until something as 
horrifying as this happens that we realize how fully 
we depend upon contact with others to retain our 
essence as human beings." 

"A mind is a blotter," answered Dr. Bent, "it ab
sorbs the 'ink' of all human experience. But what 
happens when it is not used for a long time: does 
it stiffen, and its material flake away, or does some 
essence remain?" 

"I'm afraid we're going to be able to see just what 
happens." 

"What is that song she likes so much?" Dr. Mi-
chaelson asked. "It's by the Weavers: 

I travel in the mountain, travel in the valley 
I travel in the mountain, travel in the valley 
I travel in the mountain, travel in the valley 
I been a-travelin' on . 

. . . Marina was propped up in bed after supper. 
Her parents were sitting in chairs near her, and 
Bill and two of their friends were with him. 

"Hey, gal of mine," Bill was saying, "you really 
have the music bug. You've had us singing for 
nearly an hour." 

"I just can't get enough music into me fast enough, 
It's as though I'll never hear another note again. 
Isn't that silly?" 

"It certainly is, Nut." 
"Play another song for me, BilJ." 
"0.k., hon, if that's what you want." 
"What about 'Lonesome Traveler?'" 
One of these days I'm going to stop all my travelin' 
One of these days I'm going to stop all my travelin' 
One of these days I'm going to stop all my travelin'. 

II 

... I been a-travelin' on. 
Oh, Bill, Bill, where are you? Why aren't you 

with me? Bill, I'm petrified wood, but I'm not iJ1 
a forest, I'm all alone, whirling round and round, 
I'm ice; hard and cold; so hard nothing can touch 
me; I can't feel any attempt to touch me. I can't 
even hear the music in my head anymore. ThC 
words stand out in my mind like bas-relief on ° 
block of wood, but they don't connect with anything. 

Why did this have to happen to me? It's not 
fair. It's been centuries since I saw, since I spoke, 
since I heard. I can't exist alone; I need you, BiJI· 
I need somebody- please. Somebody must hear me: 
I'm shouting as loud as I can. 

I forgot. I can't shout. I can't even speak. 
I'm going to keep right on a-travelin' on the 

road to freedom . . . 
Am I going crazy? What freedom? What road? 

Nothing exists, nothing at all. 
I am alone. 

Alone. 
Ill. 

What am I? I am a diamond in the black uni· 
verse. What universe? How do I know a universe 
exists, if I'm the only thing I know? 

What is "am?" Is there existence? I have 
nothing to compare with myself; I don't even kn0\1· 

if I exist, because I am a hard brightness that orilY 
knows itself. 

This is insanity, I am insane. But I can't bC 
insane, if the only judge of sanity is myself. Even 
God cannot exist, if the only thing in the universe 
is myself. 

What am I trying to do, become a philosopher? 
I must keep my mind cold in this Arizona fire filled 
with cactus that pricks my body as I walk throug~ 
it. 

I wonder if Bill is in my room with me. I wonder 
if I'm still in my room. Maybe they moved me to 
a storage room until what is left of me stops breath· 
ing. Why should they use up a good hospital raoto 
with a "thing" that can't even tell them it kn011,s 
it's alive? 

That's all I am: a "thing," a mind. There iS 
nothing else. 

How beautiful is the snow as it falls. See, Bil1· 
how it puffs out the earth. My ski is loose, pleaSc 
help me with it. 

Bill, where are you? 
Oh, touch me. 
Please touch me. 

I am a lonely and a lonesome traveler ... 

J 
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Footlights 

1. Ethel Berman, a freshman, is interested in 
dancing and writing. She is a possible biology 
major. 

2. Holly Delavan is a junior English major. She 
gets her inspiration only in times of confusion. 

3. Lee Feld, a senior, is a government major. As 
her story suggests, she is interested in commenting 
on government. 

4. Allee Glouster is a freshman with a back
ground of national writing contests and awards. 
Her story in this issue comes from first hand ex
perience as she lived in Japan for several years. 

5. Linda Gordon is a veteran Rushllght contribu
tor. She is interested in people, words, and ideas. 
She is also active in the Dramatic Association. 

6. Adrienne Hirsch is a sophomore and a possible 
English major. Writing is her first love. She finds 
it excellent mental therapy to go along with dancing, 
her physical therapy. 

7. Dianne Leshefsky will combine a biology ma
jor and a music minor to become a musical therapist 
with emotionally disturbed children. She writes 
articles and editorials for the Wheaton News. 

8. Trudy Mason, a sophomore, is a possible music 
and English major. One of the staff members of the 
Wheaton News, her writing interests first began to 
develop in high school. 

9. Anne Stlfel is another frequent contributor to 
Rushlight. Vice-president of the Dramatic Associa
tion, she may make a profession out of drama. Her 
plan is to work with a Children's theatre. 

The deadline for submitting manuscripts and art work 

for the winter issue of Rushlight will be January 6, 1961. Please 

bring all contributions to Stanton 355. 

Please write name and campus address on a separate 

sheet, which may be easily detached, so that all contributions 

may be judged anonymously. 

Rushlight will consider short stories, poems, literary criti

cisms, translations into English of foreign poems, and drawings, 
paintings or prints of any size. 
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Visit Rose Bowl Pottery 
West Main Street, Norton, Mass. 

Allsop' s Jenney Service Station 
Complete Automotive Service 

NOW OPEN 
S2 Taunton Avenue ATias 5-4000 Norton, Mass. 

Marty's 

Coffee 

Shop 
"Come have a coffee break" 

Compliments of the 

Wheaton 

College 

Book:store 
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Greetings from 

The 

Campus 

Shop 

Le Prix est Raison 

Go 
Bill's 

Cab 
Anytime - Anyplace 

EDgewood 9-8811 

Chick.en Coop Restaurant 

,, 

"The Home of Tasty Food" 

Attleboro-Norton Road Rt. 12S T el. ATias 5-4SS1 

Betty Jean Shops 
Family Outfitters 

North Easton 
Main Street 
OEdn.r 8-3411 

Norton, Mass. 
Fernandes Building 

ATias 5-4662 



Compliments of 

Pharmacy 

Compliments of 

Garden Restaurant Inn 
59 Main St., Ta.unton, Mass. 

Quality and Service 

Compliments of 

Enterprise Dept. Store 
Taunton-on-the-Green 

Campus Fashions 
St. Pierre's Shoes 

77 Main St., Taunton, Mass. 

Compliments of 

The Wheaton Inn 

Coughlin's 
Fine Shoes since 1915 

Attleboro, Mass. 

-
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Compliments 

of 

Old Colony Inn Gift Shop 
"Unusual Gifts Especially for You" 

5 Taunton Ave., Norton, Mass. 
Across from the Post Office 

Norton Shell 
WJteel Alignment Service 

Tires, Batteries, and Accessories 
West l\lain St., Norton, Mass. ATias 5-7773 

Compliments of ihe 

Andover Shop 

New 

Joy Hing 

Restaurant 
490 Pleasant Street 

Attleboro, Mass. 

The Polo Diner Restaurant 
annex 

Norton Launderette 

wash 20 cents dry 10 cents 
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