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Dear Reader:
The Inkpot Staff wishes to thank the members of the

English Department and the freshmen English students for
their fine cooperation and help in getting out this issue
of the mazgazine.

The themes herein are indicative of the improvement
of the freshmen students in composing and expressing their
thoughts. We have a variety of types of writing: exposi-
tion, narration, and essay, including personal experiences,
earliest memories, creations of the imagination and fantasy.

We wish you all a happy holiday season.

The Ben

JOH“.“_“.A-(‘:-’.‘ CAMDEN LIBRARY
MOREHEAD STATE UNIVERSITY
MOREHEAD, KENTUCKY,
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4 breezy account of the athor's
travels with a windy companion,
Narration

MY JOURWZY WITH BORZAS

One evening as my room=mate, Thendecll Dobyns, and I re-
turned from chapel, where Helen 4. Greim had given a most ex~
cellent performance, I was somewhat surprised to see my old
friend Boreas, tho God of the North Wind, gently caressing
the nearby trees. Seeing me walking along with my room-mate
he immedintely quit his playing with the trees and ceme over
to inquire how I was getting along. He tossed the papers
which were lying on the sidewalk on to the grass, ds we
talkzed over our last experience together, which hnd taken
place South of Iwo Jima. 4s VWendell =nd I neared Meds Hall
Boress began insisting that I take a trip South with him.

He oven sz2id we would journey by the home of my girl friend,
Imogene Dobyns. 5o being very fond of Boreas and wanting to
sce "Gene®, I permitted him to cast a spell over me which would
release my mind for the trip and leave my physic2l body to go
on to l{en's Hnll.

While ny physical body went on to the room and began
revrtting n theme, Boreas and I got ready for the journeye
He seated me in his .uir Streamer and took the controlse. Then
we zoomed Southward, high above the hills to leep the speed
from consing disaster between here and Martha where "Gene'
lives, High above lher home Boreas put his JAir Strcemer into
s dive, decrensing the speod as we drew nenrer, so tlhiat the
noise would not awalten her when we came through the tops of
the large silver maples which were surrounding the house.
Boreas stopped his ship outside "Gene's" window and tock off
to play in the top of the trees surrounding the house. Ilican-
while I lenned baclt in my seat and watched "Gene" ~s she
smiled in her slcep, knowing that Boreas and I were paying
her a visit,

Boreas, finelly becoming tired of shnlking leaves for
Wendell to r=ke over the week-end, wanted to get going..:
So I bid "Gene" ~ silent good=by as he eased the iir Stresmer
back up into the slyy, which was lighted with stars like
Brondway in New York city is liglited with electricity.

Since Borens had fulfilled his promise to me I lay back
to enjoy his fun.

Xfter hours of gently weoving his woy through the
branches of trees and stirring up a pleasant breeze in the



cities we went through, Boreas suddenhly leaned forward and
leughed an unpleasant laugh s we came to the city of 4Ltlanta;
Georgiae

Remembering that Boreas had a century old grudge against
this city I lerned forward and watched intently as he ine-
creased the speed of his Jir Stresmer. TWhen he had gained
sufficient spoed to satisfy his grudge he turncd and started
through the center of the town at top speeds The tops of
houses secmed to collapse as we pessed by. VWhen we were in
the center of the city Boreas gained a little altitude and
began to knock moms hots off right and left with his gir
CANNONS.

Somciimas ~fter the sun came up Boreas decided to give
the peonla o wrest and turned Z-natsard ocut over the Atlsntie
fheran. Iorens dorod not go farther south since hics duel with
Apollo.

Afer sbout tso hours of doing nothing but mnking some
caps on the ocecan, le sighted a United States navy vessel
manned by cedets from dnnapolis. Being very fond of them he
decided to rssiat them in the gaining of tueir "Sea lcgsW¥.
Vhipping up = terrific brecze he then seized their ship ~nd
began to 1ift the bow high in the ~ir, shove the stern deep
into tiie ocean ~nd roclt the ship sideways 21l at the seme times

Since a2t that time it was nearing the hour of my English
class, I had to reoturn to Morehead. So Boreas brought me
back and went bacl: to sce about the cadets.

Wow it will be quite sometimc before I sec him again so
I cennot say vhnt became of the boys froz Ann-polige

Artlar Sparks



An ex-coach is the author

THE DISPUTED PLAY

"The hell with Sinclairel” The voice didn't seca to come
from nnyone in the room and apparently wasn't addressed to any-
one in particulnre. "The hell with Sinclaire," it came again.
Then a fizure began to stir over in the corner of tue room.

First, two number twelve feet dropped from a table onto the floor,
Then a body camc up from a reclining position in a big arxchair,
and a hand went up and pushed a slightly crumpled felt liat back
from a tlin bony face to reovesl Mr. Dunbach, coach of the Imdlow
Eigh Scliool football team.

There hadl becn an atldletic meeting, an annuel event of the
Kentuclyy Athlcetic Association, in this room of the Kentuclzy Hotel
about two hours earliers TFollowing the zecting, most of the
coaclies had stayed around for a little chat about games they had
played, waat was going to be their thoughest geme next year, and
in genor-l to malke 2 little impression on each otlier as to their
coaching ability.

Mr. Dunbach hzd apparently passed out from fatigue or other
reasons =nd was coming to life = or having a nightmared He stood
up, and took the floor. 4ll other conversations ccased and every-
one waited to sec just vhat would take places

TJust what would you think of a coa.ch,'l' lie began, M"that would
send s man off tihe bench to tackle your ball carrier when he's
headin' for a touchdown?®

"Wow Jim, I didn't do that," Mr. Sinclaire, a meel little
man who had been coaching at Dixie Heights, tried to explaine

"The score was six to two in favor of Dixie, only two minutes
left in the game, snd we cclled a touchdovm play," kr. Dunbach
went ons "ie had every Dixic player betweon us and the goal layin!
on the ground. Then here comes 2 man off the bench and nails my
ball carrier.”

"ow Jim, it didn't Lappen that way. One of my boys got
Iurt and just wallked off the field," lir, Sinclaire protested.
"I had a sub goin' in but Le just didn't get in before tle play
was called, that's alls™

lir. Dunback had bezun to settle himself back in lhis chair,.
He contimucd as if ke didn't hiesr a word idrs. Sinclaire had said,
"Imagine a coach of a good old Awerican Ligli scliool vhere boys
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are supposed to learn sportsmanskhip and fair play pullin! a
trick like that. Why, I practically hd the gome won."

One of the other coaches who had become interested in the
play from the standpoint of the rules, asked, Mfell vhat did the
officials do sbout itt"

My, I got a five yard penalty for not having enough men
on the field vhen the play started," lr. Sinclaire explainecd.

Then another coach who spparently wanted to keep tle thing
geing o little longer, sn~id, "Hey, Jim, Sinclaire says you
couldn't have shool that man loose if Lis other player hnd Deen
out there."

Then out of tlie Lst that had scttled once again over the
face of the zen in the big armchair come the words, MTre Tell
with Sinclairel”

%illian Ce Conn




How &n operation appears to a
child,

I WaS YOUNG BUT I REMEMBER

I opened my eyes and looked around the room; what f saw
made me confused and worried., The high, white, painted and
narrow bed was not the same as the one I had been used to
sleceping in, Not only was the bed white but souwas all the
rest of the furniture in the room,

Right off I begen wondering what had happened, how I got
there, and wherc my mema, papa, ond my brothers were,

I wos mixed up, I was scared, and my neck was sore, That
explained it, that was why I was here, that was what had hap-
pened, my neck had becn sore for days., I couldn't eat,
couldn't slcep, and couldn't rclax, My mema, pape, and a man
with a 1little black bag said I had some kind of trouble called
tonsillitis,

. I remember the little men with the little black bag and
the bald head told my mame and papa that I must be taken, at
once, to a placc he called o hospital in the town not far away.

I remember my papa and mama putting me in a car, the
second or third one I had seen in 2ll my life, When the cer
stopped they took me into a large house I thought must be the
house the doctor had talked about, Inside this building we
were directed to a tiny room that had nothing in it, Then some=-
thing happened, I had the funny feeling of going up, almost the
same feceling I had ot home many times in a swing, The tiny room,
an elevator, came to a helt, the door opened, and the man direct-
ed us this time to a larger room that did have somcthing in
it and did not move,

Inside the room I had to pull off my clothes, put on
pajemas, end get into the high, white, painted and narrow bed,

I hed tcken everything up until then pretty easy, but not
long after that I sew something that scared me almost to death,
As I lay there in the bed 2ll mixed up in my mind and my neck
hurting at the same time, a door slowly opened and into the room
walked a big man that was colored black, had big lips eand big
eyes,



This looked like a man my moama cnd papa said would get me
if I was not a good boy, I thought I had been a good boy, but
the black man was going to get me just the same, I began cry-
ing, kicking, fighting and biting, but the black men picked
me up in his arms ond started walking out of the room, I kicked
harder, cried louder, but it did me no good; I was carried up
somc stairs, into the operating room, and leid down on & white
table,

My mema was with me ©l1l the time, but I was so secred I
soon forgot her,

On the table, I looked around the room cnd saw a lot
of people all dressed in white with white cloths over their
faces, You could see nothing but their eyes,

Some one's hand touched my forehead; I smelled an un-
familier odor, end then cverything became quiot and still, After
that I remembered nothing until I awoke,

Some few pcople remember things that heppened when they
were two, several remember things that happened when they were
three, and still more remember things that happened when they
were four or five; I can only remember those few hours and
nothing more until I was six, How could I forget them, so many
strange places, so many strange pcople dressed in such peculiar
weys; that terrible pain in my neck, end worst of all how could
I forget the big bleck man that I thought was toking me away?

Yes, I will always remember those hours, even though I wcs
only four when they passcd,

Herbert Smith




During the War the Joneses had to_
buy a farm to have a place to live
near their business. 4s kr. Jonew
had little time to spend on chores,
he wag forced to hire a man to do
theme« In this excerpt the "hired
man® is alone in thie house; the
Joneges are =way

From I'LL DRIZK THIS AND NO iORE

seeslne day while the Jonecses were awaye Jim was rushing
through the house vwhen he saw a key lying on the table. M"A
key," he whispereds "Wonder what it is doing there? Wiy, that's
the key to the cellar. I Xmow what it is to, it's to the beer
closet. I'1l just take that lkey and get me a bottle of becr.”

Jim wallzed toward tie toble, his eyes fixed on the key,
n1111 get me one bottle of Yeer, that's what I'1l doe Nosie
I don't know whether to or not, "e thought as he rubbed his
chin, still lookdng at the key.

¢’

"I sure would like a bottle of beer, but I'm afraid Mr.
Jones would not lilte it 4if I got to drinizin! and drunik up all
his beer. Hold probably run me off when he found out. No, I
won't drink any today. I'll go feed old Kate couse I might want
to go someviere this evening," and Jim started for the doore

He stoppeds Mhat keye It worries me. I wish it would
get out of my sigut," he muttered as lLie puszed on the screen
door. MYou lmow what, that might not even be the lkey to the
cellaf. They have tried to play a trick on me, that's vhat they
have done. I just won't botlier sbout it any morc.™

A ¥moclz sounded on the doore Jim was standing in the centor
of the room, still hypnotized by the key.

"Y-yes, come in."
"You sound scared,! said the newcomer. Mihat's wrong?"

MN-nothinte I was just thinking what I might do." Jim
was relieved to find that the newcomer was only a neigibor."

"I want to see lfr« Jones about that fence. TWhere is het"

"He and the womon went somewhere. I don't exactly know
where, " Jim replied, "but it is down near Lexington."



The versistent neighkbor wanted to lmow all the details.
Jim told him 211 he knew, snd that he didn't lmow when the
Jonegses would return but that he tlhiought it would be late.

"Itm certainly not going to wait for them," said the
neighbor at “~gy and was on tle point of leavings "So long,
Jim, and be gooi."

To himself Jim murmured, "I'1ll be good after a bottle of
beer."™ That turned the triclze Gaiting up from his roclker he
began to laugh. "They tried to fool me, or didn't tlhey? 1I'11
sees Il1ll try this keye I crn draw me a mar’ on the table and
put the key baclk right vwhere it was."

Jim drow a rather hurried marlz, picked up the zey and
wng on his way to the cellnr. He tricd tle &ey. "It openedl"
he exclaimed. MJust looikt ~t that beer. E-1f a c~se of it."
Jim appro-clied tlie cnse of beer with eyes sprrizling like
dinmondse

He picked up a bottle. M"I'1ll drink this on¢ and.ne more."
Time passed. A4gnin he said to himself, M'11 drink tl.is one and
no mores." The next thing he Imew, lr. Jones was pulling him out
of the potato boOXessssaessenas

Kathryn lcGlone
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A little late for Halloween,
but still quite entertaining.

Ghosts Are Human

The fire popped and cracked and the wind howled as everyone
settled down to listen to the dogs run. I might also add, to hear
Uncle John's spook story, which was the highlight of these fox-hunts.

Uncle John was all primed as he took a big chew of home-made
tobacco. He looked around at the different faces. There were Dave
Fallon, George White and many others including myself. Uncle John's
gaze was fixed on me and the way those little beacy-blue eyes
penetrated was enough to give anyone the creeps and that's exactly
what I had. After every one of these hunts I wowed and declarzad
it was my last, but curiosity being greater thzn ry will-power,

I was always present the next Saturday night to hear Uncle John's
yarn.

He must have looked at me for two minutes, which seemed more
like hours before he spoke.

"You know," he says, "I remember when I was about Bob's age I
got the best scare of my life."

"How was that?" asked George Wnite.

Everyone settled down to hear the story and that was the key
for Uncle John to start.

"Well when I was a kid about fourteen years old, I was coming
home from a fox-hunt, when it started raining like '"water pouring
out of a boot." There was an old house a short distance away and
I made for it as fast as my legs would carry me. When I reached
the house I happened to remember all the stories I had heard about
the place being haunted and why no one would live there. The rain
pouring on my back soon drove all of these thoughts from my mind
and I started to go in.

"] very cautiously opened the door, which groaned and squeaked
like nothing I had ever heard before. The rain was driving at my
back as I stepped into a mass of spider-webs. Those things on my
face felt as though they had a million spiders in them and I began
clawing at my face furiously. I must have jumped twenty feet as the
wind caught the door behind me and slammed it with a terrific bang.
My nerves were in a deplorable condition now and my imagination was
working overtime.




"At this moment one of the dogs came up behind me and nudged
me. I must have given a pretty fair demonstration of Uncle John's
leap, for I practically jumped into the fire., Everyone had a good
laugh at my experse and I shamefully returned to my position and
Uncle John continued, after squirting huge quantities of tobacco
juice into the fire.

"I was stumbling around in the dark when I heard it, a mournful
sound coming from upstairs. I wanted to get out of there, but my
legs just wouldn't cooperate, and I stood there as if frozen in my
tracks. Then the door leading upstairs opened and so help me I
thought my heart would beat an opening through my ribs and escape.

. I just stood there and waited but nothing happened. I had visualized
some sort of a monster was going to come out. I began to regain
some of my nerve.

"The moaning sound became louder and it was at this instant
sometning hit me in the face. I keeled over backwards from the
shock more than the impact and lay there too scared to move, I
hadn't seen anything, but something definitely had hit me and the
moaning sound from upstairs was gaining in volume constantly,

"] collected all of my potential strength and started for the
outside door. I froze there in my tracks, my mouth dropped open,
and my eyes bulged, as there before me stood a huge monster wrapped
in white and apparently afire inside. I fainted,

"ihen I came to I heard my father's voice and believe me that
was the best his voice ever sounded to me in my life. He asked me
what was wrong and I told him about the events I had experienced
before I fainted. I have never heard him laugh so in all my life
and it made my pretty mad to think he should take it all so lightly.
He then told me what all of my ghosts had been, The moaning noise
was nothing more than a piece of paper tacked over a broken window,
the thing that had knocked me down was a bat, and the huge monster
was himself with a canvas over his head and a lantern. These were
all simple to me now, but to a fourteen-yeas.old boy they are mighty
different."

I could certainly agree with Uncle John for I was in a state
of nervous exhaustion. On the way home I must have jumped at least
a dozen times, for every little noise along the path excited me. I
made a solemn oath that night, I would never go on another fox-hunt.

Robert E, Wiarnock
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Fear is the impetus for meny
of our early mishaps,

A MINOR MINER

As time goes by and we grew older and iiore experienced in
life, we think back to our childhood and the wonderful times
we had with the other children in our neighborhood.

My mind wanders back to the autumn of 1935 when I was only
three years old, I lived in a small mining town in Kentucky.
At that time the people in this town were very uncivilized,
They didn't believe in Christianity and education, Most of the
children in this town used very vulgar language, Since my
parents were the only Christian people there, I had very little
choice in choosing my playmates,

One day a group of small boys gethered in front of my
house to play marbles, When one of them missed a shot he
"ripped out" a curse word, Since I had been unaccustomed to
such vile language, this word attracted my attention, Quite a
few times after that I would slip away to some dark corner and
whisper this word to myself,

One day while my brother and I were watching his dog chase
a rabbit around the hill, I became very excited and used this
word in reference to the dog, 1My brother heard me and threat-
ened to tell my father what I had said, I became very fright-
ened and wondered what to do,

Behind my house there was a small track, Several times
I had noticed a small car on this track and asked my father
about it and he seaid it was the tram road and the car I had
seen was a motor car,

As I stood and wondered what to do before my brother
returned with my father, I noticed that the motor car had
stopped directly behind our house, I ran up the hill as fast
as my short legs could carry me, climbed into the motor car
and lay down, After a while I became aware of the fact that
the car was moving, I sat up and then I saw thet I was ap-
proaching a dark spot on the hill which looked like a large
hole, As the motor car moved onward into the mine a vast
darkness surrounded me, I began to imagine that large hands
were reaching out of the dark to grab me, I became very
frightened and began to cry, After what seemetl ages a small
light appeared in the distance, When the car got up to the
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light it stopped. By this time I was screaming to the top of
my voice, Then I heard a strange voice and a man reached down:
and picked me up in his arms and began to comfort me, After

I had stopped crying end told him my story, he climbed back
into the car with me and we motored out of the mine,

When I climbed out of the car my father was standing there
waiting for me, He was so glad to see me that he never mention-
ed what 1y brother told him,

I learned from this little incident never to repeat words
thet I had heard unless I knew what they meant,

Nellie Rose Smith
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A twonty minute class theme in
which the author decides that
we'll usually come through=-
when we'lre put o the test

SCHOOL SPIRIT AT MOREEZAD

"Boy, what school spirit we have at liorchead." That is
vhat everyone was saying after our first home football gome.

Most people thin!:z that school spirit can be judged by the
way students conduct themselves at some sport!s event. But to
me school spirit means much mores.

Go with me on a short journey around the campus and I will
show you what I mean.

Ve get our first picture of tlhie school spirit when we see
someone drop a candy wonpper on the grasse One would most likely
say, "iell he doesn't care what the scliool is like."

Our next stop is tle swimring pool. Some one who has been
playing basikzetball and is hot and wet comes into the water, "He
doesn't care if, he infocts the entire sclicol."

We end our short journey in a freshmen English classe
The instructer gives an examination and then leaves the room.
e sit there waiting to see some one piciz up kis book or ask X
his friend the answer to some question. But here we are surprised.
Everyone starts working and continmues to do so until he finishes.

School spirit is sbout the same at iMorelisad as at any other
small college. Everyone scens to forget that there is a sclwol
spirit until he is put to a test, then he hordly ever fails to
coxme throughs :

Cherles Brewer
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Is it Dale who walks down College Boulevard
vibrating his vocal chords after bedtime
these nights?

MISCHIEF IN MEN'S HALL

A cold shiver ran its course down my svine as I watched
an angry group of men turn the icy cold shower on the sguirm-
ing, kicking curley hecaded victim, whom I have since known -
as Dale Bentley. He had become thoerovghly soaked and chilled
enough to cause his teeth to chatter as if he had the ague.

"Boys, pleasc turn me loose and I won't do another mean
trick while I am in college," ‘Dale said,

His tormentors released their hold and Yale walked out
of the shower with one of the few smiles I have seen on his
face, and exposed his gold front tooth. "Boys," I said to
myself, "you had better keep your doors locked from now on,
Dale doesn't smile like that for nothing."

The rough treatment was the result of an aecumulation
of small grievances. Some of the men had been short shested;
one of them had crawled into his bed before he discovered
that sugar had been spread over his sheets and sprinkled down
with water; another triec. his door one morning only to find
it would not open and was forced to go over the transom;
while the leader of the shower episode had just spent a full
evening in his small clothes closet.

Sincc that day I have becn awakened quite a few times
while trying to take aftcrnoon naps by having cold water
poured in my ear, and of course Dale was always nearby.

He couldn't seem to reform, it made no differ=nce how many
times he was put under the cold shower.

I think Mark Twain should have discovered him instead
of Tom Sawyer. Dale would never have lowercd the scratching
cat from the hole in the ceiling to 1lift the preacher's wig
from his head; he would have figured out some means to burn
the wig off., I can'‘ even imagine him betting someone else
would work all day just to get to splash some whitewash on
a well dressed pcdestrian,

Dale moved up to a front row seat one day to watch his
tecacher sit down on somz strategically located tacks., I was
morc interested in Dale's reactions tham in the teacher's that
dsy. He sat relaxed in his sest with his face looking as
innocent and guiltless as a two year old baby's.
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When Dale starts toward home I am sure his arrival will
be suspected long before he gets there, if there arc any dogs
or cats to carry cans on their tails. I saw Dale a few days
ago. He is back in college. Y"Coleman," hae said, "you necdn't
worry about having water poured in your ears anymora. I am
going to watch over you this term.,!

I know he will!

Coleman C, White
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Jingle bells, jingle bells
and childhood memories,

MEMORIES OF MY FIRST SLED

When I was about three years old, one of my cousins geve me
a wooden sled which he had made, I can remember how thrilled I
was when he told me that he would give it to me and that I could
take it home with me, I don't remember who put it in our car,
but I do remember it was in the car when we started home, It
was only & short distance from my cousin's home to my home, but
I don't remember when we reached home with my sled, It must
have been either summer or fall when my cousin gave me the sled,
for the weather was still warm,

As far as I know, I never saw my sled again until cold weath-
er, I can remember one morning I begged my mother to let me go
outside where my father was, so I could ride in the wagon with
him, She told me I could go after I put on my coat, cap, and
mittens, It was a cold day, and to the best of my knowledge it
was snowing, I crossed the road with my sled and went down to
the field near the creek where I thought my father was, After
I got there, I couldn't see him anywhere, I started back to the
house, but I left my sled, es I was probably tired pulling it,

I don't remember any more about my sled for about three or
four years, Then I happened to remember that day when I left
my sled in the field near the creek, When I went to get it, I
wasn't able to find it, I decided that sometime during those
three or four years it had been washed away by high waters from
the creek,
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This theme apoeals to the senses
and the emotions

Al BARLY ZXPZRIZIICE

It was a cold, windy, Jamary night. BSnow covered the
ground and icicles hunz from the houses. The wind made a
hovling noise as it whizzed by our home. TWe were thankful
for our warm fire and comfortable home.

Since I was only five years old, I was put to bed at
eight o'clock. Iy father had come in from the barbershop
and we had eaten our evening meal. Iliy parents had played
with me until my bedtime.

At midnight the telephone rang very loudly. Liy mother
was the first one to reach the telephone. §She babbled into
he mouthpiece. Vie couldn't understand what had happened
to arouse her so, until we heard something about & fire. uy
father's barbershop was on fired

Iy mother beceme hysterical and frightened. iy father
had put on some warm closhes and was leaving before I could
understand the situation. However, I was old enocugh to come
prehend what had happenede

Mother and I steyed at home. In & fow minutes the shrill
sound of the fire siren wee heard. The whistle blew until
nesrly everyone was awakened. Some people looked out the
windows to see if the fire could be seen, while others went
to towm dressed in pajamas and overcoatss

hen our neighbor returned from the fire, he told us
that the fire had started bacause of electrical viring under
the floor. There vas no damsage but the firemen were still
watchings. Several people discussed what a terrible fire
it could have been becouse of the frosty, windy night. The
barbershop was in the main section of tovm and there were
apartments over the shops The fire could have spread rapidly.

At last my father came home. He was tired and cold,
but happy that there wee no danage to the building or equip-
ment.

We quieted down for a few hours of sleeps I was so
excited with 211 the happeninge that it was very hard for me
to go back to sleop. Suddenly, after everyone was aeleep,
the phone rang again. This time the ring was long and per-
sistont. liy father jumped out of bed end shouted into the
telephone. Ho wes told that the whole building was ablazel
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Again my father lurried into his clothes and started
out the door. Idy motlher and I looked out the window. The
flemes were going high into the sky and the whole tovm soemed
1it up. The fire siren rang again and again. This time the
poople could sue the firee. Cars and trucks went whizzing
through tome

My nother realized that the barbershop was our main
source of incoms. She tricd to be calm and not show her
feelings, but 1 could tell that she was worried and fright-
éneds I cried for my father to come home as I realized the
dangor that he was in.

We could hear shouts of warning as the fire spread. Uy
father took out a few of his tools and some furniture was
teken from the spartmentse.

The firemen did all that they were able to, but tle
building soon caved in. This time tho damage smounted to
very much. Some of the men stayed to see if the fire was
going to start agein.

My fatlier ceme home at five o'clock. He was disgusted
and weary. The water had frozen on his back and had turned
into icicles, as this heppened in zero weather. Daddy said
he didn't understond how the fire had started the second timo.
He did know that fifteon years of hard work to establish a
good business had gone up in smokes His skill was all that
remgined. ‘

The next morning the fire was the tallt of the tovme.
We went dowm to see the remains of the building. Icicles
mng from the chairs and black ashes wore still burning.
The pavement was slippery with ice.

This is an experience that I will never forget because
of the shrill sound of the siren that rang out into the
night and bgcause of the anxiety that my mother showed.
Bven now I can remember that terrible experience that
happoned on a frosty, windy, January night.

Betty Campbell
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This might have been quite disasterous

TH0 BIRDS WITH CNE STONE

When I was three years old, into our family was born a
little sister. OShe was the thing I had longed for ever since
I had been big enough to talk., Although she was the joy of
my life, it was hard for me to realize I was no longer the
baby. I soon began to feel that I was a "big gir." and could
take care of my little sister.

Mother didn't have a new mcdern baby bed for her, She
had an cld-fashioned, antigue cradle. The cradle had been
handed down from one generation tc the other. It was very
large =nd crude. It was so tall, that I being short, couldn't
see my little sister when she was in it. Mother would 1=zt me
roclk her in the cradle., I would rock the cradle and try to
sing "Rock A-bye Baby'". I had the habit of climbing up and
standing on the rocker of the cradls so I could ses my little
sister. I would stand on the rocker snd try to rock the cradle
all at the same time., ZEvery time mother saw me doing this
she would tell me not to do it anymore. She would always
sar, "Alleen, some day you are going to turn the cradle over
doing that, and then you may kill your little sistere¥ I
would remember this for awhile. Then I would think, Oh, I
have just zot to see her and climb up and stand on the rocler
again,

One day in the fall when my sister was almost a year old,
I was taking care of her for mother, while she was getting
dinner. Il{other decided that she had to go the the potato
patch and diz some potatoes for dinner, Mother said, "Alleen,
you rock her while I am gone so she won't cry, but be sure
you don't stand on the rocker because you might turn her over.
I promise’ her that I wouldn't,

I rocked her for & long time. She was lying there cooing
and talking baby talk. I thought, Oh, I have just got toc see
her, I have just about forgotten how cute she is. With these
thoughts I climbed up. I was standing there singing "Rock
A-bye Baby". When I came to the part "down will come baby,
cradle and all", Mother's vredictions came true. I turned
the cradle over, The cradle, little sister and all came over
on top of me. The big cradle, mattress and slats were all
on top of my little sister and me. I could not move,



As mother came through the yard gate she heard the loud
noise. She knew at the moment what I had done. She was so
frightened she could hardly get into the house to rescue us.
When she finally got to us, all she could see of us was one
of my feet sticking out from under the cradle. When she un-
covered us we were both about smothered to death.

When I realized what I had done, I was so ashamed of my-
self I went into a room and shut my self up. I shall never
forget how I felt.

I was 2lmost like the little boy who killed two birds with
one stone. I almost killed two little girls at once.

Alleen Margaret Myers




"] Was a Male War Bride"
or something like it any-
way.

IF YOU ARE HAVING PRE~MARITAL HEADACHES, READ THIS

Marriage is almost a universal requirement~- or law, be-
fore two persons of the opposite sex may live together. This
ordinance is supported and carried out in many different ways,
each country having its own rules. Some are the same while
others are different. Even various sections of a country may
have minor variationse.

In the United States, it is necessary to obtain a marriage
license. To do this the couple must be of age or have their
parents' consent. Then the couple must each undergo a physical
examination, including a blood tests Upon presentation of the
physical examination, records and their parents' consent, or
conclusive evidence that both applicants are of age, the marriage
license will be issued., The next steps are up to the couple con-
cerneds They may have any type of ceremony they wish, and any
one of a number of different people officiate, There are a lot
to pick from and perhaps it is confusing to those who haven't
taken this "fatal" step. However, the procedure in this country
is compratively simple compared to that of others.

The author of this theme has undergone the painful operation
of being married while on duty with the Army of Occupation in
Germany. That was an experience never to be forgotten.

I was under the false impression that it was a simple matter
to be married. It didn't take me long to learn how mistaken I was.,
My fiancee and I were each required to submit a formal written re-
quest, an original and seven copies. That was only a small beginning. |
I had to have certified copies of my birth certificate, affidavits |
saying I was not married and that I was not related to my wife-to-be.
As if it were possible for me, an American-born Norwegian, to be:
related to a German in the "old country". Could people be so dumb? |
Then there was the physical examination. It seems that everytime |
you turn around in the Army you are subject to one of these ordeals. i
I was examined from the top of my flat head to the bottom of my- |
equally flat feet - inside and out. If anything had been wrong with
me, they would have found it. My future bride was also required
to submit to the brainstorm of the Army Medical Department. She
also had to have certified copies of her birth certificate, an
affidavit from the Police Department near her home stating that
she had no police record, and a letter from her minister concerning |
her morals and family background. |
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When all these necessary items had been completed, to
their pleasure, we had an interview with the Army chaplain of
my unite. This, contrary to popular belief, was a pleasant ex-
pe r iences His only bit of advice was that we shouldn't live
with our parents for an extended period of time.

After ow interview with the chaplain our papers were for—
warded through military channels to the Commanding General. Iy
girl friend then had to make application for an "Exit Permit".
This was a simple matter requiring only three days of continual
running around to get all the necessary forms in order. Then
an endless period of waiting began.

Week after week passed by and no word was receiveds I
began to think uncomplimentary thoughts about Army channels,.
Ve set a tentative date, 12 October 1948, for our weddings On
the first of October; I received formal permission to be
marrieds It read something like this, "Permission is hereby
granted for you to marry Miss s @ German
national, effective 1 October 1948 and not later than 5 October
1948." We had only two working days to make our final
arrangementses "

Our first step was to get an order from the Legal Branch
of Military Government directing the Chief of the German Marriage
Eureau to perform the ceremony. Wwe had little choice in the
manner in which we wanted to be married. A marriage is not
legal in Germany unless it is performed by the Marriage bureau.

The ceremony performed by an American Justice of the Peace
is "superb" compared .‘to that of the German Marriage Office,
The ceremony began with a short history of each of our lives.
By history I mean birthdate, place of birth, occupation, preseht
address, and parents' names, Then we were each asked if we
wished to marry the other, That was a silly question in my
minds What did he think we were there for? All this took place
while we were seated around a table. My girl and I were on
one side, the official on the other, and a witness on each end.
Then we were directed to stand, and the gentlemen in charge pro-
nounced us man and wife, A cold ceremony indeed, but we were
legally married, Ve were married again that afterncon, by the
chaplain, in a simple but impressive ceremony at my wife's home
to satisfy our own desires.

Harold W. Meland, Jr,
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This theme has good description
and is developed in natural
settings.

I DIDN'T DO IT

Every individual always experiences some unforgettable
incident during his childhood. There are always such things
as running away, getting lost, or "cropning" of one's hair,
What happened to me when I was a child is somewhat different
from eny of these. This inc ildent happened when I was
three years old,

One day my mother was washing her hair and as I stood
near her, my head barely reaching the top of the sink, my
eyes rested upon a very small article that lay beside a bottle
of shampoo. Standing on my toes, I nlunged my plump, little
hand forwerd and seized the obstacle, bumping my chin against
the handle of one of the sink drawers in the effort., 4is my
mother had her eyes closed, she did not see that T had taken
the top from the shampoo bottle,

‘fother continued to wash her hair, and I continued to
play about hen.feet. Presently, I began coughing. I became
strangled and gagged so hard that mother thought I would vomit.
She cculd not figure out what could have happened. Mother
hurriedly putc away the things she was using; however, when she
put the shampoo away, the lid was missing. She turned to me
and asked if I had seen it. The culy reply I cculd give was
a dry, gagsing ccugh. Mother immediately knew what was wrong
with me, I had swallowed the shampoo cap. She became excited,
and, not knowing what to do, called to her neighbor. rs. Sturg-
ill knew that mother was desperate by the scared, stiff tone
of her voice. She ran into our house with her apron on,
carrying one shoe, and having the other only half on her foot,
When she learned what had hapnened she became so excited that
mother became more flustered than ever. Since neither of them
Inew any first-aid, they decided to call daddy from work and
get a doctor, Poor deddy came rushing home wearing his
mining clothes, expecting to find his c¢hild dead or very near
death., "I became frightened because of the coal dust on his
face and began to scream in panic,

You can imagine what an uproar our house must have been in
when the doctor arrived. As mother explained te him what had
happened, T sneaked off my chair and crept over to the doctor's
"pill tag," which he had left in the corner, Vhen the doctor
turned to examine me, uh-oh! .here do you think he found me?
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I hed mamaged to open the little, black bag, and had one foot
already inside and the other extended over the bag when mother
caught me. The doctor didn't think there could be anything
seriously wrong, but he asked me if I had swallowed the shampoo
cap. At this, I.walked directly to the stove, lay flat on my
stomach, and reaching to the corner of one leg of the stove,

I came up with the tiny, black article that had drawn my
ettention about an hour ago. At this point everyone gasned,
and then gave a sigh of relief. They finally came to the
conclusion that I had got shampoo in my mouth and it made me
sick for a few moments.

I have known of many peculiar things that happened to
children when they were too young to realize how funny the
inc ident was, Now that I am much older, I laugh every time
my mother tells me that after the doctor left, I looked up at
her with seriousness in my baby blue eyes and said, "I didn't
do it."

Jo Nell Breeding




What will the airplane of
tomorrow be like and what
additional functions will
it have?

The Miracle of the Airplane

December 17, 1903 was a great day in the Air Age. It was on
this day in Kitty Hawk, North Caroclina that the Wright Brothers
launched their new invention. The first airplane traveled one-
hundred and twenty feet in just twelve seconds! I wonder if the
inventors or spectators witnessing this event had the slightest
idea of the important future that lay before this new flying
machine,

ie are so accustomed to the airplane today that we hardly pay
any attention to it as it soars through *the air. We find osurselves
speaking in terms of airways in the same mannsr as we speak of high-
ways and railways. The saying wiat the airplane has made the world
smaller can be verified by the chort lime it takes the modern
passenger plane to reach ite desvinetion. Today many people prefer
to travel ty plane rather thar by bus or train beceuse planes are
much faster and the journey is iess tiresome. Thues the airplane
has become a rival of other methods of transportation.

The significant role that the airplane played in World Wwar II
can hardly be expressed in words. It was by airplane that food
and supplies were *‘ransported to the soldiers overscas., The air-
plane acted as an ambulance in caring for the wcundsd. Doctors,
nurses; and Red Cross workers, along with medicine, wers rushed
to the battle areas by the plane. Without the airplane bombs
would have been worthless as weapons of warfare. Even the atomic
bomb would be valueless if it were not for the airplane.

The airplane plays an equally significant role in peacetime,
The exploration of unknown regions would have been almost impos-
sible without the aid of the airplane., By plane explorers are
able to bring back animals, plants and other things from an un-
known country, In cases of emergency such as hurricanes, floods,
and explosions,airplanes are sent to the scene of the disaster
carrying doclors, nurses, medicine and other needed supplies,
Imagine what the appearance of an airplane would mean to someone
lost in a jurgle or a survivor of a shipwreck floating on a raft
at sea. Rescuing people from such disasters is one of the many
services rendered by the airplane., The airplane is an important
asset in world trade. The transportation of air mail is another
important service performed by the airplane,
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What will the airplane of tomorrow be like? Will they be as
different from the airplane of today as it is different from the
Kitty Hawk? The airplane of today and what it will be in the
Tuture owes its success to its ancestor, the little Kitty Hawk.

Ruth Phillips

This excerpt is a fine example of the
good, old fashioned, reliable "unfolding"
of a scenes Key words are written in
capitals. In this case, the unfolding

is from the general (Chicago) to the
specific (a street scene)

From A WIGHT I CHICAGO

The day was drawing to a close as the twilight faded and the
shadow of darlmess crept through the tall buildings of dowmtown
CHICAGQ. The air seemed fresh and snappy with the wind whistling
in the tops of the tall buildings as it blew in from the LAKE.
Trees snapped and popped with the increasing intensity of the
temperature. The STREETS were becoming slowly covered with a
film of frost, composed of tiny white crystals that sparkled under
the dim rays of light from a new moon. The air was light and
every footstep on the SIDEVWALK resounded down the street with a
faint echo that sounded as if someone were coming in the opposite
directione

With NO ONE WALKING ON THE STRESTS but me the aweful surrounde
ings goose-pimpled my flesh as the shadow of darkness tightened its
grip to cut off the last bit of natural lightese

Ova Boggs
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Did you ever wander away from
home when just a youngsterl
What happened?

COUNTRY CAPERS

Nineteen hundred and thirty-four was the year; it was a hot,

sultry July morning that my little experience occurred, The
little neighbor boy and I were great buddies, Edward, my buddy,
was two-and-a-half years old, and I was three-and-a-half, His
father, Tandy Henry, drove a truck for my grandfather, Tandy was
hauling garbage on this beautiful morning., Mother, believing that
all the gates and fences were securely fastened, resumed her house-
work, Being a deviated person (at that time), I found an opening
somevhere for Edward and me,

Edward kept saying, "Help, Dadde," We were going to help
him unload the garbage, sc we thought, He was just at the toddling
age then, Those fields were much larger than I had realized,
When Mother found us, I was leading Edward and carrying his shoes,
Both of us were screaming and crying at the tops of our voices
as darkness ceame creeping upon us, As well as I remember we both
got what they termed as "tan your hide",

Norma Sue Reid

Were you cver lost when a child?
It!'s a frightening exporicnce.

A¥ TJCIDENT IN MY EARLY LIFE

I can't remember too much ebout my early life, but one in-
cldent is clearly in mind. I don't kmnow if I really remember it,
or if I have been remindcd of it until I thinkk I remember it.

The incident about which I am going to write occurred when
I was about four yoars old. &ne day my family and I were visit-
ing my eunt. My cousin and my two sisters, all of whom were older
than I, went visiting noxt door. This housc was next door, but it
was out of sights A little path went from the main road to this

housc.

I finally talked my mother into letting me go where my older
gister was, but she thought someone vas going to talze me. I start-
od welking and I didn't see tho path that turned off, so I kept
walkings After I had walked a long time I bogan crying for my
gister. Finally I cane to a store. Tle merchant knew me and gawve
me candy to got me to stop crying. Deddy finelly found me and took

me homee I had walked a mile and a half.
Buby L. Arnett



A

The aithor can drean but cats
mst eat.
==larration——

XY FET CROW

One fall afternoon while I was out walking about the fields
and meadows I heard a strange cry. It was loud and persistent
sounding marvelously like a lmman child but mingled witl it I
heard tlie vigorous cries of crowse

I looked over into the meadow and there I first saw the
crow baby sitting on an o0ld rail fonce. He was nearly as dbig
and blaclz 2s his mother but Le Liad no tail to spealz of. A4s he
stood on the rail fence bawling at the top of lLis hoarse baby voice
I bogan to feel sorry for him.

I sat domn in some nearby buslies and decided to wateh the
crows for a while. My interest began to incrczase with leaps afid
bounds when the mamma started to feed the baby crows

As he saw food aprroaching his voice ran up several tones
higher, in lsughable imitation of a lmunan baby's cry. He followed
his mother's movements with his eyes, turning his licad to and fro,
shovwing an eager pathetic interest.

But sometimes mamma did not lLieed her baby's cry and sailed
calmly by, alighting a few rails beyond lier Imngry infant, tlough
he lield out his fluttering wings in a begging way. Then the little
fellow would start up on unsteady legs, to walic the rail to reach
her, balancing limself with outspread wingse When he reached
her side and put his beaz to hers in a coaxing way, I don't see
how any mother could have resisteds 3But this vise "dome" had
evidently hardened her heart for she dropped to the ground and
wont wading about in the wet grass and amd that was on the zeadow.
After a short time shie flew off without giving him a morsel. Then
the disappointed youngster lifted hils head toward the sy and
voiced his protest to the cold cruel worlds

4s I sat looking at Lim running up and domn the rail fence I
decided that ke would malze a good pete So I slipped softly up
beiind him and kad him under my arc before he knew whnt it was
ell about. He didn't put up mach of a fight, evidently he had not
learned yet to fear man.

As I walked slowly home with the crow tucked tightly under
my arm I was feeling supcrior to any Xkinge




When I arrived home I was very tired so I sat down on the
front porch, but first I turned the baby crow loose on the lawn
and lot him travel around at his owm free will.

As the crow began hopping back and forth over tihe lawm, I
noticed the intelligent lift of Lis head, the alertness of his
eyes and the riythm of his every movement.

I was just on the point of deciding to train tlis intell-
igent bird to such an extent tiat I could sell him to a circus
owner for an enormous price viien Tom, the housecat, dasi.ed out
from no where and was gone with my pet before I could say "jack
rabbite ®

Stephen Frazier
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Have you ever searched your memory for
the details of an early incident?

THE STORM

In a small, cnclosed yard in Ashland, Kentucky, I sat
playing with my little dog, Bobby. He was chained to the
wooden steps that led far u» into the air to a tiny norch.
This was the entrance to our upstairs apartment. I was only
twenty-six months old so everything ap-eared larger to me than
it would to an adult. The steps seemed endless and I always
dreaded going back up them once I had reached the ground.

Suddenly the sky grew dark and the wind began'to blow,
It whipped around the corner and scemed to try to push me
away from my dog.

My mother called to me to hurry upstairs, but I stayed
there trying to loosen the chain that held my puppy to the steps.
The more I worked the tightcr the chain seemed to get. Finally
I became frightened and started crying. I was afraid my dog
would get hurt if I left him out in the storm: Bobby must have
thought we were playing a game because he kept hopping about
and the jerking on the chain made it impossible for me to
loosen it,

I did not fully realize the danger a storm can hold but I
knew something was going to happen from the sound of my mother's
voice. So when she called again I knew I had better obey her.
Slowly I half climbed, half crawled up the steep steps into
my mother's waiting arms,

What happened after I was safe behind closed doors, I do
not remember, nor do I know how long the storm lasted.

The next thing I remember was my mother standing by the
window talking to a woman in the street below, They exchanged
words about the bad storm and my mother told the lady that our
window screens had blown away.

I have often gone back through my memories, searching for
more information about the storm. But, my search has been in
vain., I don't suppose I shall ever know what the woman looked
like or if my dog came¢ safely through the storm,

Billie Jo Miller
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A familiar picture.

MY EARLITST RECOLLECTION

As I let my mind drift through years past, I find that I
can recall no event occurring earlier than 1934, when I was
about four years old.

It was in the winter, and the ground was completely covered
by snow. I can rememier how pnretty I thought eVerythlng locked
for I was always extremely fond of snow, and received great
pleasure from being allowed to play in it.

My uncle, who always entertained me, built a sled and took
me for a ride in the snow. I can remember clearly, as if it
were yesterday, the streets we journeyed over,

Mother had bundled me in sweaters, coats, and blankets,
until I felt like a huge ball of yarn. Iy plump little face
looked as if it were set proudly on top of this conglomeratlon
and everyone we met remarked, with a little laugh, that my
body apoeared to be twice the size of my headl Of course, I
laughed, too, for I knew nothing else to doe

As 1 rode along, I insisted on dragging my hand in the
snow., For some reason, which I never understood, but knew not
to question, my uncle insisted that I keep my arms under the
blanket if I wanted to continue my ride. There is no need to
say that I was quick to obey his command.

I now no reason why this particular incident should stick
in my mind for so long; but, never-the-less, it has always been
there, and on numerous occasions I find my self laughing silently
because of my ride over town in the snow!

Elizabeth Anne Moss
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A suggestion: Try putting some-—
body else's story in your own words
and locality, This one is based

on Hamlin barland's "Getting the
Doctor," from A Son of the Middle
Border

GETTING THE DOCTOR

One night I was awakened by a knock on my door. I
could not get awake at once, and I was not accustomed to
being disturbed at this hour of the night, Then I heard my
father's voice, "Get up, Tom, and go for the Doctor at
once,"

I jumped out of bed and opened the door. "%hat is the
matter, Dad?" I asked,

"It is the old pain in my stomach," he said,

I stopped in the hall and put on my heavy riding coat.
Then I opened the door and looked out upon the night, "What
a dreadful time to be out ™ I thought to myself as I made for
the stable, The snow was coming down in sheets, blown by a
strong east wind.

On reaching the stable the question arose in my mind which
horse to ride, Black Bird was the best in a way, He was
faster a nd he rode smoother. Spot was not a saddle horse, but
he was more sure—footed, 1 chose Spot., I never used a saddle
on Spot. He was fat and round like a log. It was almost
impossible to tighten a saddle on him enough to keep it from
turning.

Down the lane we went at a lope, Then we came to the
paved road. It was frozen over, a solid sheet of ice. There
was no traffic, nor were any people out at 2386 a.m, Jie kept
on the shoulder of the road and Spot showed his speed. The
first mile was behind us. <Then we had to leave the highway
and take a county road, that was mot so slippery. I felt
that my hands were almost frozen since L had forgotten my
gloves, I dropped the rein.s. on Spot's neck and buried my
hands in his mane, Yhis left him free to choose his own road,
which was just as well since he cruld see better in the dark
than I could.

About aneother mile farther along Spot came to a sudden
stoue I saw in front of us a silver ribbon of light, about
fifteen f:zet across. I knew what it was., The rain yesterday
had raised the stream and the blizzard had frozen it over,

I did not know what to do. "iWe will have totry" I said to
Spot. "ie have come too far now to turn back..." As I spoke
Spot edged onto the ice., His footsteps were like beating
drums on the ice, Then he was down on his knees, but not all
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the way. The thought occurfed to me that he might be asking
the Lord for help. Possibly I was the one to pray.

With renewed erergy Spot was on his feet. Soon we were
ir the village. It looked like a ghost town. ¥ot a soul
was to be seen and & dog howled suffering from the cold.

There was the Doctor's house, with a dim light in the
hall. I dismounted, threw down the reirs, and ran up the
steps. I krocked several times before the door was opened
by the Doctor's wife. I told my story and asked if she
thought the Docter would make the call. "Of course he'll
go," she said. "He wouldn't be outdore by a brat like you.
Too, his horses are roughshod and they will go anywhere.."

The Doctor csme down rubbing his eyes, "Tom," he said,
"You go to bed. I'1ll be back soon. When I get back you will
¥now how your father is."

It was no trouble to go to sleep. It is no trouble fer
a man to go to sleep when his mind is at ease, I knew I had
don2 all I coulds The Men of Science was on his way.

My father always said, "Spot saved my life."

George Bradley
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Have you ever experienced the
injustice of being blamed for
another's guilt?

WHO DID IT?

As the lightning flashes and the thunder rolls, I'm sitting
here with my thoughts drifting back to my childhood,

It was on a day like this when I was four years old that
I wanted to go play with the little girl who lived down the
street, Mother wouldn't let me go at first, but finally she
consented on the condition that I would dress warmly, for it
was cold outside and was raining, She said I was to wecar my
galoushes and take my little umbrella,

After I was dressed, I started down the street to Erma
Jean's house, stepping in every water puddle I could find,

When I reached her house, I went up on the porch and
knocked on the door; Her mother answered my knock and asked
me to come in and to take off my wet coat and galoushes, She
knew I hed come to stay a while, While I was removing my
galoushes, I asked her where Erma Jean was, and she said that
she and Billy, the little boy who lived next door to me, were
in the basement skating,

I threw my wet coat on the living room couch and headed
for the besement,

Erma Jean and Billy were glad to sce me, but the thing
that bothered me wes thet there weren't anymore skates, We
began searching for another pair of skates and finally found
a pair of Erma Jean's big brother's, I had to adjust them to
fit me before I could skate,

The basement was small, and there wusn't much space for
us to skates In fect, we had to skate in a circle,

Shelves lined each wall and on them were fruit jars,

We had been going around in the circle for about five
minutes, and Erma Jean started to fall and grasped for a shelf,
knocking off a jar and breaking it, Her mother came downstairs
to sece what had happened., She asked us who broke it, and Erma
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Jean and Billy both said I did, I told her the truth, but she
believed them, asked us again and this time received a different
answer, Billy blamed BErma Jean and made her mad, She blamed
him then,

That kind of answer was given to Erma Jean's mother for
what seemed to me an hour,

Things never were straightened outy and I believe that until
this day her mothotr thinks I broke that jary

Jewel MsKenzie

Yy is it that the old-time
grendfrther clocks seemed so humen
and were so endeared?

A GRANDF.THER'S CLOCX

As I e~m thinking about the events end surroundings of my
1life, my e~rliest recollection comes in the form of an old,
slightly dusty cloclke. his clock, you see, vizs no ordinary
clocks It wns a M"grandfather's clock", snd it wnos aged nt
least ninety~five years. 4is long as I con remember it has
occupied the some little shelf in my grondfather's living room,
never leaving the shelf except vwhen it was being oiled =t the
jeweler's or vhen the house was being decorated. .Jlvays,  the
house revéiboxated witlh the clock's solemn ticl-toclkz through-
out the day -nd night.

Soon after my birth, I vos tsken to my grendfather's to
live until I was about three years of oges 48 nesrly as I con
recall, that clocl: vas the sole memory I have of those first
yeors.

Vhen I returned from Detroit, where I spent my next two
years, only the clock was familiar to me. It geems &8 though
I remembered ihe deteils of it perfectly, even to the manner
in vhich it ticlzed.

There were o few days vhen, for some reason other than
mechanicai failure, the clock was stoppeds Those were the days
when the entire house felt something lacking. The effect which
the silcnt clock brought upon the house was unbelieveble. The
house wns never the some until the clock resumed its familinr
ticlkking once ogain,

My mother bought my grendfther's fnrm ofter hls desth, and
2lthough practically everything has been chenged, the old grond-
father's clocl: stends on its familier shelf on the vell, ticking
avoy through the yesrse. liey it continue to rin forovers.

Fred Bland





