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Description

HOME ON SUNDAY MORNING

The Negro voices blended with each other and with my
dreams. I opened one eye and peeped at the little cream
colored radio on the bed side table, Strips of black tape
encompassed its exterior and tried vainly to hide the cracks
suifered during a boxing match between my little brothers,

It seemed odd that the same device which had brought us
disc~jockey jazz only a few hours before could now be issuing
forth Sunday morning spirituals,

The air in our bedroom was still thick with little bits of
home and college gossip that had been exchanged the night
before. My sister was still sleceping industriously and the sheet
was crumpled into a million little bends arcund her body, There
was a small sink-hole beside me where Daddy had sat when
he came in earlier in the morning to turn the radio on, I
couldn't remember whether I had talked to him or not but [
remembered how it had startled me to wake up and see Daddy
instead of the disappointing face of my roommate, The pillows
were plump and large; the bed was wide and firm; this was
home again on Sunday morning,

The fall sunlight, filtered into little streams by the closed
venetian blinds, struggled to brighten the room, and in the
almost magical light each object stood out and asked to be
noticed,

The gray wall paper with a wine border was cracked by
heat in several places over in the corner where the kitchen
e went up. In winter when it was cold we would get up close
to the warm jut-out in the wall and stay until we were warm
all the way through,

The yellow hob-nailed bed spread was the icy peak of a
mountain formed by a chair piled high with a week's collection
of clothes.

When I tusned and looked over the edge of the bed a handsome
man smiled up at me from an illustration in the Companion maga-
zine. He was pitifully disfigured by the tears I haa shed on him
the night before and he looked more than slightly ironic lying
there with his tuxedo on in the midst of stationery boxes, wrinkled
magazines, coke bottles, and midnight-sandwich scraps.
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Several sealed and stamped products of last nights letter-
writing spree werc propped up at the back of the dresser with
lip stick tubes standing guard beside them. The drawers in our
chest resembled an abstract study in disorder, Each drawer
stuck out in a different angle and mysgterious little corners of
things hung down over the edges,

The clatter of silverware reached my ears and the smell of
bacon and coffee enticed me from the bed, When I opened the
bathroom door warm steamy vapors floated out and [ smiled
to myself at the thought of Daddy "primping" so long in the
bathroom and then kidding us for doing the same thing, Green
tooth paste and shaving cream were spattered liberally over the
sink and the caps lay serencly beside the tubes as if that were
where they belonged,

When I dried my faca the reek of hair tonic and after~shave
lotion from the hand towel almost suffocated me but it was a
delicious smell after so long a time and [ was glad Daddy had
never learned to use his own towel,

On a plastic throne in the midst of a hopcless mess of
capless bottles and used razor blades sat the most sensitive
object in all the world, Daddy's razor, I never could understand
why this instrument was being so crucly mistreated when [ used
it to shave just one hair off my legs and yet could scrape ole tough
beard off day after day,

As ] drew my robe more elosely about me and started down |
stairs I could hear my little sister's voice trilling off some
populay song about love mixed in with a church hymn, Tommy,
four, was giving a long specch to no one¢ in particular on the
advantages of taking pennies from the collection plate at Sunday
School instead of putting more in, Bill, who just started in
school this year was being drilled on his multiplication tables by
Daddy, who kept thinking that fractions and decimals were
learned in the first grade,

I stood at the bottom of the stairs watching Mother turn the
bacon over expertly and at the same time butter the toast and
scramble the eggs and climb over Tommy who seemed to be
trying to mop the floor with his bathrobe while he gave his speech
to the germs. His red headed temper wasnit at all evident in his
big brown cow eyes now but I knew how quickly it could flare up and
I just pitied the little germs if Mother should have stepped on
his finger.

O



Linda's feet sticking out from her pink gown looked somewhat
like Daisy Duck's or Minnie Mouses in Mother's cast off high
heels which were just about threetimes as long as Linda's feet,
She was counting out three little stacks of pennles as she sang,
She always saved pennies and them gave them out for collections
on Sunday morning. The Sunday School collection was always
a great topic of concentration and discussion at our house on
Sunday mornings.

Bill was spelling out his girl friend's name from the cereal
box while he solved the problems Daddy kept throwing at him,
Daddy tried to act like he was peeved but he really thought it
was cute, There was Ro doubt as to the origin of the develish
"ladies! man'" gleam in Bill's eyes, and there was no use for
Daddy to try to deny the fact that he was proud of his elder son's
flirty attitude.

As I stood there behind Daddy I kept wondering if the gray
hairs around the edge of his hairline hadn't incrcased in number
since I had been away., After all, there were a lot more bills to
pay because of me--=-~-- then Daddy whirled around and flipped
me with a rubber band that seemed to appear from nowhere and
I made a mad dash for his coffec. Now I knew for sure that
I was really home.

The table had a covering of steam now that the gravy and
eggs were sitting in the middle of it, The sunlight that had
taken possession of the kitchen was young and crisp and the
room was a magic world of steam and sunlight,

As we sat down around the table Tommy announced that
he wanted to say the blessing. We bowed our heads while he
mumbled something inaudible about birds and trees and food,
When he raised his head his eyes were shining with pride but
he tried to pretend he didn't see the special smile I gave him---
and I knew he was growing up.

Breakfast, always hectic on Sunday morning was finished
by everyone dashing wildly upstairs at the same time to get
ready for Sunday School, The last time I had taken the kids
to Sunday School they had been wearing short pants and pinafores
but this morning the brisk wind called for something warmer.
The leaves were being whirled into small whirl-pools and the
life size painting behind our house was really the beautiful
autumn trees,

Shortly after our return from Sunday School our back yard
did its regular transformation into the peighborhood playground
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and to the music of cowboy yells and pistol shots Mother and
I began to get dinner.

While I cut up nuts and celery for the salad Mother had
finished getting the rest of the dinner, As the hot rolls were
coming from the oven and I was mashing ti.e potatoes the cow
hands and their Daddy ambled into the house to eat,

Dinner was slow and comfortable and plump with talk and
everyone seemed to have forgotten that I would soon be leaving.

As we were stacking the dishes the car to take me back to
s chool arrived and I pretended I had much rather go back to
school than wash the dishes. I had almost convinced myself
that this was the truth until I was in the car watching home get
farther and farther away,

The car went faster and faster, and the world sped by my
window and no one cared how long it would be until I could be

home on Sunday moruing again,

Marietta Crase
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Description

OUR ATTIC

It was a dark dismal day. A raw wind was driving the
cold wind against the house making the loose shutter on
the back of the house scream as it swung to and fro. I
had spent the past hour curled up with a good adventure
story. I had let Rupkins, the family cat, in by the fire to
keep me company while Mother was visiting a sick neighbor,
The white ball of fur was lying on a rug at my feet purring
contentedly,

After a while I grew tired of this bliss, Perhaps it
was the outside storm stirring me and giving me such a
restless feeling, I left the warmth of the fire and began to
wander about the big house where I had spent so many happv
days in my childhood., How good it was to be home again,
I eagerly feasted my eyes on all the things I had dreamed of
and yearned for in my moments of homesickness in the past
two years I had been away, In the two short weeks of my
vacation I was desperately trying to live again my entire
past,

I walked down the spacious, dimly lit, hall and past
the big grandfather clock of which my sisters and I had
grown so fond. We used to sit for hours on the floor in
front of it and sing little songs to its rythmic music, Or
maybe we would admire all the figures and carvirgs on it,

There was the closet near the end of the hall which
had provided an excellent hiding place for me during a game
of hide-and-seek, It had also become a refuge for me when
my cranky old aunt came to visit us for a few minutes or
my mother wanted me to take a bath,

Finally my footsteps led me to the rickety old green
stairway at the far end of the hall, I noticed that it was a
much lighter shade of green than it had been when I left. As
I started up, I found that I still remembered where the loose
step was and auomatically stepped over it.

After I had arrived at the top of the stairs and my eyes had
become accustomed to the semi-darkness of the room, I began
to feel the excitement and spirit of adventure I always experienced
upon entering this room, I was a little girl again exploring every
nook and corner of the room, There was the same warm coziness
of the room and the musty smell of old treasurec long forgottenby now,
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Stored away next to the wall.was a picture of my grcat
aunt. I did not linger on this for, as they always had, Aunt
Jenny's haunting eyes seemed to be following me all the time.
I liked the old fashioned dress she wore in the picture and
wished I had inherited the lovely necklace she wore.

My attention was then turned to the old fiddle my grand-
father had played at the hoe downs in his young days. He
used to sit for haws and describe these dances. A lantern
lit room, a bare wooden floor, but in these humble surround-
ings was lots of fun, dancing, and laughter., It seemecd that as
he talked his fingurs fairly ached for those fiddle strings.

I can still see the sparkle come to his dim blue eyecs as he
told of a pretty little girl in a calico gown who was always
there dancing to the old fiddle tunes and casting sly glances
at the fiddler,

I then re-discovered the two windows at one end of the
attic, From here one could sce the road which looked like
a white ribbon with the moon shining on it, In sunlight it
glistened but besides being pleasing to the eye it was very
necessary for the people of our community. It was their
one connection with the outside world, A winding little brook
was to the left of the road, It was lined with huge shady
trecs and flowers of all colors in the spring and summer.
Some of the flowers my sisters and I had planted but there
were the sweet blue viclets and other wild flowers growing
in profusion along the banks,

Many 2 day had my sisters and I waded in the cool
rippling water of this brook and imagined that we were going
with this water onward to the sea.

There was the big pine tree we had always thought the
animals used for = Christmas trece, Every time I saw its
branches laden with snow I wished I were an artist so I
would be able to capture the beauty of it,

My eyes wandered dreamily about these things until
my gaze fell on the large trunks at one side of the attic.
I climbed hastily over some old boxes in the middle of the
floor and, with the excitement of a child at his first birthday
party, threw open the lid of one of them, There on the top
were the dresses that had belonged to my mother when
she was young, They were quaint and old fashioned bu* \
very delicate being of Light blues and pinks with lcts ua
ruffles and lace. I cculd just see her as she made her grand




entrance into the room to beccme the belle of some exquisite
ball, I gently lifted the dresses out s¢ I could explore
further the treasures I knew the trunk contained.

There was a photograph of Dad, How young and handsome
he looked and how dear this picture must have been to mcther
in the early days of their courtship.

Next was a red heart-shaped box still bearing » faint
candy cder. Could Mom have felt the same thrill I had on
receiving a similar valentine? I'd never lwn this Mom
before, Young and gay and romantic weren't descriptions
I usually gave for my Mother., Instend words like kind,
loving, tender, and sweet were words I usuzlly connected
with her. I was eager to know more about this other person,
In another pretty box I fould some ribben which must have
once held the lovelicst flowers in tcwn., A worn dance program
filled with Dad's name was right next to the ribbon, I felt
as if I had found the key to her whole ycung life,

As I looked further I came upon some cld letters add-
ressed to Mom in Dad's familianr hand writing, Not being
able to cvercome the temptation, I took cne of the letters,
moved tc the window sc I could see better, and stealthily
began to read., When I had finished, I reverently took it
back over to the trunk and put it back to rest amont the others.
I gently replaced all the cther things., 1 almost dared not
touch them. Suddenly they had become more than just old
clothes and bits of paper, They were a sort of symbeol
of a wonderful past which had grown int> an even more wonderful
future, I shuddered to think how I could have been sc childish
as to dress up in the gowns and pretend that I was a fine lady
doing her marketing,. Or how at a later age I had laughed
at the odd styling cf the gcwns, Why, they were sumething
that was almost sacred.

I sat there in a comfortable ¢ld chiir my grand mother
had used and dreamed the hours away, I thought all about
my Mother's fascinating past, my past, and my future, I was
still sitting there when Ibeard the fomiliar call, "Dinner is ready,
dear." I knew my Mother was there and she would be looking for
me, Ileft my world of dreams and fantasies and started down
those same rickety green stairs intc a world of reality.

Leonora Williams



Exposition
WHY I CAME TO COLLEGE

The books Alice In Wonderland, Mother Goosc Nur sery Rhymes,
and Little Womenlay on the desk in front of me, A small
lady, dressed in a white dress and cap,entered and asked,
"Will you have your tea before you go to ccllege, Miss Helen?"
Puckering my mouth and chewing the end of my pencil I
replied, as if in deep study, "I'm afraid not, today, Anne,
I have to study for an exam.,"

This conversation took place under an old apple trece
many years ago. I was a college student and my sister
was the maid, Playing college was one of our favortie games.

Then I grew too old for play houses, so I turned to day-
dreaming. Here, again, I was a college student. I would
walk with my head thrown back and a atack of books under
my arms. The light would burn far into the night as I prepared
my lessons for the following day,

As my senior year approached in high school, I was
surprised that sc many of my old play mates had dropped
out. This gave me something new tc think about, sc I gave
up daydreaming.

I became an individual, I planned for college. I looked
forward to it far mcre than I had when playing college or
daydreaming about, I talked about it to my family, my
friends and some of my teachers. Their reactivns were
different.

My family thought I should go, but, since they were
unable to assist me in my expenses, they were uncertain
as to how I could manage it.

It was natural that my high school teachers almost
insisted that I go, They were eager for me to enter college
as soon as possible, I believe they were afraid that if I
didn't go as socn as high school graduation that I would lose
interest =.nd never go. So they encouraged me to go on to
colleg :.

The reaction of my friends was different, especially of
the seniors in my class. They were all getting jobs. They
were grown up now and had an education. They were on
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their own, they wanted money and freedom., Why be tied
down to college and study? They begged me to go to different
cities with them to seek employment, Scmetimes I was almost
tempted to give up college and go with them, But there was
always the memory of my childhood days, playing college
under the old apple tree and day dreaming about college in
study hall, And when these memories came flooding over
me, I could easikyy say no to everything. I was determined

to go to college. I was willing to give up my friends, to work
my way, anything to get to gc to college. Let the others
make money and have a big time, but I'll be satisfied with
college!

The years, months, weeks and even days rolled by.
Then the morning of my high school graduation I went to
school with my pai1enis. I was proud and sure of myself;
but deep within was ithe burning desire to go to college. 1
entexzad the building with my head held high and my shoulders
thrown back., I knew it wasn't possible tc go to college
this summer but I still had hopes. No sooner had I entered
the building than the superintendent's secretary met me in
the hall and told me that I was wanted in the superintendent's
office.

I couldn't imagine what he wanted to see me about cn
the last day of school, As I went up the stairs to his office
all kinds of worries flashed through my mind, Had I flunkad
some course and not been informed until ncw? Had my
diploma been lost?

Nervously I knocked on the office door and was invited
in and given a seat. One look at the superintendent's face
and my worries were all over., For clear across his face
was a big grin as he said, "Helen, how would you like to go
tc college this summer? You can." He waited a full two
minutes for my answer, Yes, you guessed it. I was tongue
tied for the first time in my life, Tears burned my eye
lids but I knew this was no time for a young lady to give
away to tears. Finally I managed to get enough will power
to ask a few questions. I was told to be ready to leave in
three days.

I didn't have much time in three days to get ready to
go to college, but somehow I managed and here I am--
a college student!
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Why did I come to college? Well, that's a hard question
to answer, but ther are reasons, so I will try to tell you.
It wasn't because I made good grades, or liked to study, or
liked to be away from home; and it wasn't because I like to
work. I came to college to try to make something out of
myself. I want to teach, to give to people something that
has been given to me.

Every average American girl has a secret dream of having
a home and family of her own. I guess I must be an average
girl, because I want a home and a family of my own. But there
is plenty of time for that later. First I want the things that
make a happy home and family. I think I can find many of
them in college. I chose teaching as my part time career
because I like it and think it is nceded. I realize that
I won't be paid as much as those friends who went on and
got a job, but I don't care. I don't want money. I want
something to make me happy, something I can give to someone
else.

Helen Asher



Narrative (tall tale)
"Ingenious Jce"

“mid the claching neise of freshmen, co-eds, vinocchle,
and 2 moaning jukc bex, I happened to hear this tale of
‘merican youth, ingenuity, and fighting spirit. We, a
group of ¥ L 550 beys, (taxpayers dilemma, as we're known
in some circles) were drinking cur afterncon ccffecs in the
grill and conversation naturally turned to "Frosen Chosen. "

‘We had been discussing the coming drive for blood, and
the impertance of it in battle areis, There wns an ex-medic
among us, whom, for the sake of proper nosmenclature,
we'll call "Needles." Naturzliy he deminated this medical
conversation.

Neecdles wis enumernting on his cold, bony, cuc-stick-like
fingers (most medics have'em) hew many pints of bleced were
necessary for 2 day's fighting casualtics. He pointed cut
one instance of o guy named Jee, from Kakomo, Indiana,

e T N

Joe wos 2 combat enginecr., The platoon in which he was
a corpaeral was assigned to remove the anti-personnel mines
from 2n aren of about 00 yards Icnath and 1.C ynrds depth,
not n foct of waich was level, The terrain did follow a pattern,
though--rocks, 1ce--upuill ~nd down.

Through channels came the by-word., Hurry, hurry,
hurry. The plaztoon would prohably replace them next week,
but :hey hurricd then,

Joe knew that, using the proper procedure, one just
doesn't hurry when removing imines from good old clinging,
oft mis-judged, fro.en, rccky mnather earth, But, Joc wanted
to make the 3emant bad. Not that he needed the money so
much, but his ego could surc use 2 shot in the arm, 411
hig life peovole hnd been laughing 2t ais idens, He designed
an arcraft wing once. It was not cnly laughed 2t back home--
but he had to repair the scheool bus he flew it through., 2
week later the “ir Force released news that they had just
discovered 1 revolutionary wing., Thaat's right, just like
Joe's, And now this letter frem hic girl, Chloe, telling him
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that she'd been dating 2 master sergeant who had the most
fascin~ting office job. Pish!

However, back to the mines. He found a soluticn all
right--it must have jumped right cut of Cramic Comics nt
him, Wow! Kncwing that the mines take 1bout twe sccondsa
t> go off, 1nd alsc thnt they ran in 2 straight line, about five
yards ipart, he hit upon the anoswer, Or it hit him.

He left early one merning and didn't return until nbout
twe that 2fterncon. When the cther guys siw him leave,
their cemments were varied and just = little wary., Joe
wnsn't thought to be the sinest guy in the world,”  hmick;
scmecne should put 2 leash un him; what's wit him--hey;
why did he tzke thouse springs ?" sc the talk went,

On returning, Joc created juite a disturbance, Having
fashicned 2 uagc stick frem some surplus springs and stuff,
ne was gczinmm the line -f mines, leaping directly vn tup
- f them. s cne would go ff, he weould a2lready be on top
+f the next une in line., "5 long os his timing was good,
and he didn't stcp for 1 sm- ke 1long the way, he had it made.

Ne¢edles remarked that he had met Joe in the hospital and
heard the st ry therc,

We asked in unison, "Did tne of the mines get him?"
"N.," came the xnswer, "He cleared 211 the mines in
about 30 minutes, nd ~ or m ti_ n come tir-ugh in 2 ccuple
f days. When I saw him lust e was woerking on 2 method

~f laying barbed-wire fr m 2 Lelic_pter.”
.g2in in vnis n--""hy was he in the hospital 2"
“"Well," Needlzs snid, "his cutfit had been pulled back
te a2 rest arez, and an expl.ding can f fro.en beer had in-

jured him very seri usly." J ¢ needed scveral transfusi_ns,
J Yy Y

Robert Bach




Narrative (tall tale)

The Giant Yo-Yo

I happened to hear the story of the largest yo-yo
in the world one day while serving in the Armed Forces.
It was a cold, rainy, Sunday afternoon near the end of
the month. The men in my outfit were doing the samething
that thousands of other soldiers all over the world were
doing, or would have done if in a similiar situation. They
were writing letters, listening to the radio, playing Pay Day
Poker, telling their friends about the good-looking girl
they had seen last night, or telling each other some of the
amazing -things they had seen or done.

Mickey Jim Crow, a tall slow-talking boy from Tennessee,
had been very quiet and attentive during the time the other
men were telling their stories. He was really guite a-
character, with a slow lazy grin; he continually was singing
or whistling the song, "Pretty Eyed Baby,'" very much
off key. He had that rare sense of humor of being able
to enjoy a joke at kis own expense as well as at the other
fellow's., Mickey Jim Crow could also tell a story as
no one else could tell it, He was in rare form that day
as he told us the story of how he built the largest yo-yo
in the world, '

Mickey Jim had been born and raised on a small
farm in Tennessee. Although his home was near the
highway, he had never had the opportunity to go to
very many places and to see very many things. He
worked on his family'a farm and attended a small one
room school; what few forms of amusement he had, he
created himself. The highlight of his life was his
yearly trip to the nearest town of Grecnhorn, It was
on one of these trips that he first saw a yo-yo. To
Mickey Jim this was very fascinating.

Upon his return home, Mickey Jim thought and
thought about the little yo-yo. He decided that he
would make himself one. He would make the largest
yo-yo in the world.

Deciding to build the giant yo-yo was a lot easier
than building it, Mickey Jim did not have anything with
which to build a giant yo-yo, He needed a thick long
rope for the string, a cylindrically shaped object for
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the two outer parts or wheels of the yo-yo.

Mickey Jim solved the problem of the string by
getting a large rope from the men who pulled barges
up the Cumberland River. The rope was one -hundred
feet long and two inches thick. He used a whiskey
keg for the center section on which to wind the rope,
and got his two large wheels by cutting down a large
oak tree, ten feet in diameter, and sawing two large
disks oui of the trunk, He then put thesc pieces of
the yo-yo together, making the largest yo-yo in the
world,

Now that Mickey Jim had his yo-yo built, he had

to have e~me way to make it work., There was a tall
irch tree in his front yard near the road, It was

very tall and straight. The tree was continually
being blown back and forth by the wind. Mickey Jim
cut all the limbs off the tree, and bent the top over
to which he connected the rope, used as the string
for his giant yo-yo. 8ince the tree was very limber,
it was continually moved by the wind; and, once
started, the yo-yo kept going up and down.

The people in cars passing by on the highway,
seeing the giant yo-yo, stopped to get a better look,
Some of the people watched it for hours and hours,
When they decided to leave, they found that it was
impossible, Cars coming in both directions had
stopped causing a traffic jam. Traffic in both directions
was lined up for miles, Everyone was trying to get
a look at the giant yo-yo., All the time the yo-yo
continued to go up and down, up and down. Mickey
was real proud of his yo-yo. He intended to let it
keep going up and down forever.

After three days and threc nights, the traffic
problem had become so serious that the State Folice
asked Mickey to take down his yo-yo, He refused,
sayi ng he would never take it down, All the while
the yo-yo kept going up and down, up and down.

Then on the morning of the eighth day Mickey took
his giant yo-yo down, Therc was only one reason in
the world strong enough to cause Mickey to take down
his giant yo-yo. Mickey's dear old Mother, being
fascinated by the giant yo-yo her son had built, had
sat on the porch in her rocking-chair, rocking and
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watching the yo-yo for seven days and seven nights.

Her head had become so used to moving up and down
from watching the yo-yo that she couldn't stop it.

She also refused to take time to eat. There was

nothing else for Mickey Jim Crow to do but cut down

his giant y-yoto keep his dear old Mother from starving
to death,

Ralph M. Cannoy
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Narraticn

A Day On The M« Rifle Range

It was a horwrible sound, that bugle blowing at five
<'cleek in the morning I awakened slowly, and I was sc
sieepy I cculdn't see. I eouldn't h.ld vy eyes cpen. 1
culled ¢n my fatigues and just stood there watcuing the
sther guys trying to wake up.

It wn: still dark when we fell in. They eailed the
names juick, and we answercd juick. The first .ergeant
yelled, "Fall cut!" 7/e did. Ve headed fcx chow, The
mess hall, with its continucus row of wooden tables and
benches, is 2 pretty dead locking place anyway, and we
didn't add anything, standing there in line with half-closed
eyes and no life for twenty minutes. The ldne moved slow,
and we were hungry. e felt better with two helnings of
breakfast in cur stumnachs,

Cm the way back to our tents, whieh were cight raan
wroden floor affairs, ocne of my buddies asked me if 1
had any idea where we'd go. No, 1didn't. He cursed s-me
and walked on 2head. 211 I knew was we were going to tae
range. 1didn't care where we went.

V"¢ eleangd sur tent, and then we cleaned the eompany
zrea, It's understsod thit we never get it clcan encugh,
It takes five ond six cleanings, t. the first sergeant's
nction, The first sergeant is the s ldicr you want to get
in g:od with 2nyway, He is resp.nsiblc fur assigning all
f the details and she Issuing of pzsses,

“"Fall in!" The guys eame running. I stuod there
stiff 15 2 drunk and waiged for him to eall my name, "Rep rt
t- the M- Range...'" He yelled 2g2in and the rigid lines
br-ke. 1Iheld thght to my rifle, tr tting 21.nz with the
puys. The pack that held tw blinkets, mess gexr, pup
tent, tont pess, sa.vel and bayonct was deavy on iy back,
and 1 wasn't in o much f 2 hurry inyway. 1laid the
rifle -n the bed f the br.wn truck which was 2 new six by
six with hydromatic drive 2nd pulled miysclf up xnd sat
d iwn besidc ancthey guy. F.r 2lm. ot ualf an h ur we
rode. N- one said much, 11it 2 cigarette and just sat
there 2nd sm. ked,



¥When the trucks st pped, we dro.pped ff t the ground
one it 2 time 2nd fell in ~utomaticnlly in c.lumns °f three.
This was kn wn 25 the taree firing crders, The first ~rder
goes up .n the firing line, nnd the sec.nd g es up to coach,
The third ‘rder stxys back in the rear 2nd gets instructed
on firing,

It was daylight now, and it was o little damp. I let
my budy fall flat -n the ground, held the rifle to my
sh-ulder, resting n my left arm. I sct my sight and windage
kn.obs--the sight kn.b is a knob on the side of the rifle
that is 2djusted 2cc.rding t the distance y.u are firing;
one click =f this kn b will raise the impact of 2 shell
cne inch for every hundred yards, The windage knob is
=n ther knob “n the ther side .f the gun which y u adjust
acecording t the amount of wind bl wing, Cne click right

r left will m ve the impact . f 2 shell cne inch f-r every
hundred yards., I inserted .ne round of amouniti n int .
the chamber. I held my brecth, nimed and the sh t rang
cut, It was 2 g d ne. The man in the pit behind my
tirpget marked it and ran it back up again, I inserted
an-ther round and fired., 75ix m . re times I fired and I
missed only nce., I relixed.

"Keep that picce p_inted d.wn the range, s ldier!"
I jumped 2nd did as e.mmanded 2t the same time. They
beat that int. you fr m the time y.ou g .nto the range
until you leave. It's dzingcrous to point 2 gun 2ny-
where except away from peonle, nnd I knew that but you
foroet, Keep that picce pointed down the range, soldier,
I held the barrel of the gun down range and sat up, the
next nosition, leveling the pun between my spraddled legs,
I fired four rounds, ind missed just one. That's two,
It makes you mad when you miss. The guy behind my pit
marked the target and ran it back up, and I raised up to
the kneeling pozition.

The guy behind me kept hollering ot us, and the sergeants
and the range officers kept pacing back and forth with their
hands on their hips or knotted behind them nnd hollering
~t us, and the guns kept echoing, I rested my clbow on my
loft knee 2nd steadicd the rifle, I sighted the target
and shot fast. I watched the fellx moving df wa the range
ind the tarset poinp up without moving my head out of position,



The last position was the standing naosition, It is
hard because the only support you have is the sling arcund
y~ur arm, Usually you are told to fire fast from this
nosition without taking too much aim. It was all I could
do to keep the gun from wobbling, and I missed the first
one. Iturned around--I guess I was disgusted--and, just
as I did, a whallop hit me in the seat of the pants,

My eyes flew wide open, and I turned back around awfully
juick, but I didn't say anything. The first sergeant had
kicked me. '"Keep that niece pointed down the range," he
said,

I aimed the rifle 2nd fired. I fired tarce more times
as I stcod there. 1 was muttering all kinds of words to
myself,

At noon we sat down in the gracs and ate dinner. The
potatoes and beans and corn were piled high with big spoons,
and the coffee was Army coffee, thich and black, My hinds
were filthy dirty, and my ears rang from the firing., I
could hardly eat for slapping off the bugs and grasshoppers.
The only ccnsolation was 2 cigarette.

We marched back for record fire.

"First order on the firing line,' called the range officer.
His voice came blaring over the spcaker in 2 string cf orders.
We followed the commands without siying 2 word, ¢ worked
fast ind metal clicked all dewn the line,

"Cnraches draw 2mme, Fire four standing and four sitting,"

he chots rang out ind hit their targets. Itcok the stub
of a pencil and wrote my score in the bock. The coach
drew eight more riunds of ammunition, and we fired four
knceling nd four standing. I put the number in the score
book.

"Prepare for rapid fire."
Ve had fifty-two seconds to firc nine rounds, form
the standing positicn to the prone nogiticn. The targats

were drawn half way down,

"Ready rn the right?" The coaches' hands were up
uncvenly,
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"Ready on the left?" When 21l the hands went un, the
voice yelled, "Ready on the firing line?"

A red flig went up down the range.

"The flag is up, The flag is waving. The flag is
dewn,'" Five seconds passed, 2nd the targets cime up, 2nd
111 hell broke loose. The first shots were gone, I dropred
forward on the butt of my gun, down on my left xrm and
emptied my rifle of thc other four bullets. It was suddenly
juict compared tc the car-bursting crick of guns that didn't
stop. A non-com came by and checked my rifle to see if it
was cmpty,

e went through the same procedure from different
changes of positicns, I scribbled down the score and
handed my bock tu the cfficer.

Me were ready tc leave by the time the other two
orders had gone through this, but we had to clexn up all
the empty cartridges 2nd paper ar-ound the firing i ne, We
didn't waste much time beciuse we were tired,

I threw my pack on my back, storted toward the truck,
My gun 1lmost weighted me down, 2and I was stiff with dirt,

fie first thing I did when I go in that tent was
strip cff and stand for 1 h2lf 1n hour under the shower,
I stocd there 1nd let the water beat it my bick until the
skin waig tight, I didn't talk much, but the ctiier guys
hollered back and forth ibout what we'd been through,
They compzred sceres, 7Tne of them 2sked me what I did,
and I told him, Some of the talk wae goed and some of it
w16 just complaining, They cursed their bruises and their
scores 2nd things that had happened. Onc of the non-coms
told us how easy we had it, Everybcdy always has it harder
than the next guy. _—ome of the men just stood there silent,
enjoying the shower or thinking cf home.

It was great te hit the bed. It wis grect te know that
ycu could go to sleep 2nd the next merning y-u were going

to> spend xnother day on the M -1 Rifle Range.

--Robert Elder--
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Atribute to cur country,

America

The car sped through the warm Sunday afternoon air; and
I tried sleepily to think up'a good "angle" from which to write
my weekly English theme, The teacher had instructed us to
discuss from our own individual viewpoints our right to be American
citizens; and we understood that this discussion was to be based
upon the right to vote, since election time was so near, As the
car moved smoothly over the road, I grew more and more sleepy
and found it harder and harder to concentrate on serious thoughts,
My head drooped suddenly and my mom, who was sitting beside
me, said, "Why don't you give up and go to sleep?" I mémbled
something drowsily and was vaguely conscious of the family s
teasing laughter., Suddenly an idea struck me, and my drowsiness
disappeared as I sat bolt upright in my seat, It had suddenly
occurred to me that I had the makings of my theme in the car
with me if I could only get them down on paper,

Since Sunday afternoon, when my brainstorm hit me, I have
been mulling it over in my mind and I am now ready to try to
shape my ideas into a reasonably understandable theme. I won't
base my discussion on the right to vote because anyone can see
the advantages one gains from that right, and almost everyone
is properly appreciative of it. (This was proved by the tremendous
vote which was recorded in the election today.) I won't make a long
list of rights that are granted to Americans, either, because most
Americans are fully aware of their fortunate position as compared
to corresponding positions of people in other countries. My sole
aim in this discussion is to paint a picture of typical American
life and let it speak for itself in explaining why I am so glad to
be an American citizen,

Picture in your mind an average American family on a Sundayy
afternoon drive, Dad and mom and the oldest daughter ride in
the front seat and the three boys and little sister ride in the bacgk,
Dad whistles as he drives, happy in the smooth motion of the ¢ar
under him and the sure control of his hands on the wheel. He
knows that tomorrow he must fa ce his job again~-the crops must
be taken in and the farm prepared for winter--but today he is free
of duties and he whistles happily. Mom smiles contentedly as she
surveys her little brood, Tomorrow she, too, must go back to
work, teaching school to a bunch of dirty--faced angels who fail
to appreciate her efforts, and keeping house for a large family
which likewise often fails to appreciate her efforts. Today,
though, she has all her family together, and she, too, is happy.
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The children busy themselves with their own thoughts; and the older
ones emjoying the faimly's "togetherness' as much as mom aad dad,
and the younger ones reveling in the speed of the car and the wind
whistling past the windows , They, too, are free from cares for
the moment , even though tomorrow means school again,

Where else but America could people throw off their cares 80
lightly? Where else is family closeness as strongly in evidence?
Where else is that indescribable spirit that makes ""the American
scene" so vividly human? Where else can you find a place quite
like America? I know of no greater tribute to America than the
teen-ager's favorite expression--"It's swelll ™

-«Jdella Walters--



--Narration--

YOU'VE JUST STARTED

A loud shriek and the screeching of tires is all you
hear, You see nothing but trees and houses flying
in front of you. You find that your mind is suddenly
oblivious of anything that is going on around you, and
is gradually becoming concerned with the life of
someone very far away, someone whom you find
very strange and whose life seems unallied and
disconnected from your own,
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A spoiled little boy, the boy who held the reputation
of being the best mannered child in the neighborhood,
walked between the two people closest to his heart

down a crowded street during the last few minutes of
1937.

"My Philip! My boy! He is the best child in the
world." The words were uttered with a sigh of joy
by a pretty, young girl, probably in her early twenties.
With her gentle, pride-filled eyes and a certain sense
of ownership, she looked at the princely-clad three
year old boy whose right hand she was holding,

Walking on the other side of the boy was a decidedly
smaller and slightly older woman, Through the corner of
her eye, the smaller woman peered at her son's nurse-
maid, wondering whether she was serious in her pro-
clamation of ownership of the child, However, the
words about to be spoken by the older woman were left
unspoken as both women suddenly lifted the child as
high as they could, and joined the tumult of people
gathered in the main square of Brno, Czechoslovakia,
in screaming and yelling ""Happy New Year"; "Welcome
1938."

In the fourth month of the gladly hailed year of 1938,
the nursemaid, who had with so much pride taken care
of the boy since the day of his birth, lost him, never
to see him again, The boy was taken to the hospital
with a bad case of scarlet fever.

-ll=
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"He's dead, he's dead."

You open your eyes slightly and find that youare
sprawled in the middle of a road. Surrounding you,
you vaguely make out the silhouettes of a mad, shriek-
ing multitude of people. It is a pitch datk, freezing
night, and you dare not stir for fear of becoming
colder, The crowd surrounding you means absolutely
nothing to you as you camly return to your slumber.
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"Extranjero!"
""Judio!"
"Forastero 'V

A skinny, seven year old boy ran as fast as his
long, weak feet could carry him from five or six
pursuers of approximately the same age yelling to
him ugly words of welcome on his first day of school,
The boy was unfamiliar with the words thrown at him
by his pursuers, but instinct told him that the words
weren't meant to flatter him, When a stone found
a stoppirg place in the middle of his back, he was sure
that his pursuers meant to play no friendly game. The
boys following Philip were, after a time that seemed
to Philip like years, chased away by the tall American
who that same morning had enrolled Philip in the first
grade of the American Institute in Cochaba mba Beolivia.,
The American who had saved Philip from the oncoming
plight walked the lost, confused, disillusioned boy
home.

The skinny, weak seven year old boy walking down
the filthy, deserted street of Cochabamba beside the
tall American teacher seemed to bear no apparent
resemblance to the child who had ¥ved the life of a
prince in Czechoslovakia, He remembered very
little about the long trip that his family had been forced
to take, and learned very little from his parents about
the long sickness, the after effects from which he was
still suffering, and the ugly war that destroyed the
work on which his father had spent many years.

On returning to school the following day, Philip
found himself none too popular, for he had caused the
expulsion of five boys from the school. Every eye in
the classroom secemed to be focussed on Phillip's



every action. The boy thought he was hated by
everyone in the classroom, and that day he

set his mind on showing them that he was every
bit as good and as strong as they were.

His first chance to demonstrate his strength
came in the second grade, when he and another
boy in his class found occasion to fight. For
over a year Philip had looked forward to the
day when he would get a chance to show his
fighting ability in this fashion. He had held
secret rehearsals in front of a mirror, teaching
himself the arts of boxing, kicking, and scratching.
When the fight started, however, Philip was
very disappointed to find that, after exerting
every last ounce of his power in his first two
blows, the blows merely glanced off his o pponent's
chest and face as though they hadn't even been
felt, whereupon Philip attempted a kick, The
kiick was even less effective than the blows had
been, for it completely missed the opponent's
thigh, and Philip went hurtling to the ground.

Ae the boy fell, he was suddenly aware of the
audience surrounding the two fighters, an
audience that was roaring, laughing at him,
mocking him for his fali. Hc¢ also found that his
freshly cut fingernails were of no avail in scratching,
and his cars guickly filled.filled with the crics

and shouts cheering the inevitable vict ory of

hiec opponent, whose full weight he now bere on

nis stomach and chest. Finally, after having

for an endless period of time been an the
receiving end of n fierce beating, he agoin found
reason to be thankful tc the tail American who was

in chirge of enrolling students to the American Institute.

Phillip's big chance came, at last, when he
was in the third grade, The principnl of the school
a1sked him to carry the school flag at the big
mnarching demonstration in which the American
Institute was to thke part.

When the day finally arrived, Philip, holding
the Bolivian flag, marched in front of the whole
school, including even the teachers, with a2 slight
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sense of pride. For the first time in his life he
felt that he was no different from other people.
‘tanding ~t attention holding a flag for several
hours is an exhausting task for a ten year old boy,
but to Philip it was sheer paradise. The boy,
though his feet shook with weariness, stcod at
attention all the time tnat the demonstration went
on; for he was proclaiming his equality., In the
third grade Philip 2lso made his first friends in
the American Institute. He was no longer
different from anyone else.

In the fourth grade, however, he did not fare
so well. The boy entered 1 condition probably worse
than the one from which he had so recently found
exit, the cause being an earthjuake, the first
earthjuake that the boy experienced.

Philip had just gotten home from schod
one afternoon, when he felt a2 sensation that the
ground was moving from under his feet. He
screamed. When he locked arcund he saw that
the walls were moving; he heard the glasses, the
furniture sliding back and forth, Everything around
him was moving, The whole world was moving
back and forth, back and forth.

Back and forth back and forth., Everything is
moving. You suddenly come upon the realization
that you are being carried, you know not where
or by whom, but you neither care. The voices
around you are loud, 2lmost screaming, all
hurtling juestions back and forth. It's cold,
very cold. You don't even bother to open your
eyes and acknowledge your carriers. You are
much too cold toc know, or care, who it is that
is carrying you.

Tigats, pecople, cars, buildings, and more
lights - ~this was New York, Philip had dreamed
about it, heard 2bcut it, and read about it.
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In the spring of 1946 he was in the midst of it. He
found the city even more beautiful and faecdms¥ing . than
he h~d imaginéd = He was in the back seat of a taxi
leaving Grand Central Station the first time he saw the
composition of lights, towers, 2nd honking horns with
which he was later to fall in love.

In the back seat of that cab again sat a.thin, lost,
confused boy, this time twelve years cold. All of the
boy's ide~s of inferiority had returned, and with their
return 2 new element had been 2added, the element of
fear. Philip feared everything and anything, whether
it be man, beast, ur neither.

Heavy over Philip's head hung the memory of
his ungloricus departure from Bolivia. He fiercely
remembered all the doctors his parents had sent for
to ' calm him down.' Those doctors had been nothing
but stury-tellers, each _f them giving Philip a different
explanation of earthjuakes, each of them trying to
convince the boy that earthjuakes were a natural thing,
ncthing to be alarmed from. Philip knew better though.
He knew that there was good reascn to be alirmed of
earthjuakes for they shovk and destroyed things. Philip
knew that there was gocd reason to be afraid of anything,
and he was. The memory of the moving walls, rattling
dishes, nnd sliding furniture, remained with him for
a long time.

The boy's first day in 2 New York public schoul
was nu mo re pleasant than a similar event se veral
years earlier. Upo:n entering the classruom in which
the sixth grade was in session, Philip was 1gain
grected by the sight «f staring eyes, tryimg t. sce
thr ugh him. As sccn 2s he opened his mouth to
answer the teacher's first question, the une thing
he had m st feared came in its fullest impact. The
roum was rcaring with laughter, Philip was being
mimicked by various artists throughout the classroom.
The bewildered boy, dressed in his finest Bolivian
clothes which included 2 p2ir of short pants and 2
short sleeved shirt, again stood alone, different,

New York was no longer the city «f Philip's dreams.
It had bec: me a city f unfriendly strangers, all of whom
spoke 2 language which Philip ¢ uld not understand, He
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wanted to understand the strangers around him, but he was
afraid. In his classroom, the boy sat in dread fear that
the tencher would ask him a questiun. When he was
called on, the boy refused t. speak fur fear that the children
would start laughing agnin, they would make fun of him
and mock him,

Philip wished mure and mure that he c.uld be the
same as the American buys and girls, Many days he
would sit by the window of his r.cm and would 1ock
at the gay, carefree Americans as they played ball
games in the street. He saw that they were happy,
for they constantly laughed and yelled.

Philip 1-.ked with respect ond even envy at the buys
and girls in class that constantly raised their hands and
answered the texcher's jucsticns, He marveled at
their gift f speech, the gift which he s. badly wanted.
He envied the pupils who recited stcries and poems
in front of the whole class, and even more he envied
the -nes who were good erough to act in plays in front
of the whole school.

In the seventh grade of the New York public school,
Philip got his big chance, the chance that made it
possible for him to finally find himself. In the seventh
grade Philip was given a role in 2 play. It wasn't
2 big part but it involved acting nnd speaking.

Philip was recoived, once and for all that he would
show that he could do anything s well 15 ~nyone else.
He was out to prove that he wnsn't different. He
practiced his few lines in the play day and night, making
sure that he eliminated every trace of an accent. He
rehearsed in front of 2 mirror countless tirnes. Oh yes,
this time he was making sure that he wouldn't be laughed
agi

Every time Philip rehearsed he found that the lines
and actions came easier. Eventuzlly he even felt
the part, No, Philip was no longer different. He knew
then that he could do ~nything he set his mind to do. He
was no longer lost. He had found the path to his goal, and
no one and nothing was ever again going to stand in his way.
The path he found was strzight and simple, with no short
cuts or unnccessnry variations.

---Fredy Perlman---
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--Criticism--

FOR WHOM THE BELL TOLLS
A critical Review

In For Whom the Bell Tolls, Ernest Hemingway tells
a very enjoyable story centered around the Spanish €ivil
War, To complete the fullness of his story, he inserts
many characters, each an individual in h's own right,
yet sharing common traits with others.

This is not, however, the story of an individual as
so many novels are, but rather is concerned with many
people. It is not as concerned with plot as with characterizat-
ion and description. Although Robe# Jordan is the primary
figure, the characters, personality traits, habits, and react-
ions of the others must be understood to grasp the full
meaning of the narrative. The entire story is intricately
interwoven, and it is therefore difficult to establish
definite boundaries by which to limit the extent of an in-
dividual character or his influence on the other characters,

The complete story takes place in less than a week's
time. This seems rather unusual for such a long story,
but Hemingway makes use of many flash-backs. By
this method, he brings the most remote occurrences
to the present time without the reader's being aware that he
has left the present, The natural flow of conversation
takes one back to the time an event is happening, while
he still realizes that the characters are merely talking
to each other,

As stated in the San Francisco Chronicle, For Whom
the Bell Tolls is a story "packed with real people." The
central character, of course, is Robert Jordan, Jordan
is an American teacher of Spanish at a mid-western
university who has spent several months in Spain for
the purpose of studyi'ng the language and various
dialects more thoroughly, While in Spain, the revolution
kreaks out. Like so many Americans of that time, .
he sympathized with the supporte rs of the Republic,
which was opposed to fascism, He became acquainted
with the military tacticians supplied by the communist
party, and became engaged in guerilla warfare, as
well as out-and-out war against the fascists,
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Not only are Jordan's inner-most thoughts exposed
by Hemingway, but that of the other characters are
as well, Also, traits are discovered in one character by
the deductions of another, An example of such a case is
in the instance in which Pilar decides that Jordan is not
going to be troublesome, as she previously feared.

In relation to the flat and round categorization, Jordan
is certainly a round character. He changes from an
outsider to a trusted comrade of the mountain dwellers,
When he first comes from the office of General Golz,
he thinks of this mission as "just another job,' but from
that point on, it is a changing picture in his mind, From
this point on, it tmrns to mean his oncoming death,

Jordan's love for Maria, however, leaves some doubt.
Was his love genuine, or did he lead her on to gain her
favors at night? Would the two have reacted the same -
under different circumstances? Theseare two of the
most frequently asked questions., Actually, I believe
that Jordan was earnestly devoted to Maria, but was
torn between love and duty, He was constantly think-
ing of his mission., His true love is shown by his
musings of the two of them in Montana, in Madrid,
and in other places, However, this romance was a
matter of occasion. Realizing that life could not last
much longer, Jordan wanted to live his last few days in
full happiness, if possible, Physical attraction between
Jordan and Maria was not necessarily to give a sex
element to the story, but to exemplif; human emotions
and thus make the story more realistic, Whether or not
their love would have lasted, or even have been, under
different circumstances is debatable. However, I shall
be boid enough to state that it would have lasted , had
they escaped to some part of refuge and become legally
joined.

Pilar, who seemed to be the least realistic of the
characters, was second to none in the art of handling
men, It seems practically impossible for a woman
who had been mistress to so many men to be entangled
in such a piot. It is hard to visualize how she cculd
have becn a favorite to so many, yet not have a better
home than a cave on a mountain top. Her softness
toward the girnl appeared motherly in nature, but her
pushing Maria into Jordan's sleeping bag certainly did
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not verify this unless she foresaw their attraction for each other,
Pilar's devotion to the revolutionary cause seems only to reveal
the intensity of the strict idealistic nature of those fighting for
the republic. It does not appear natural that @& woman could
experience so many adventures in her life's span,

Pablo seems real enough for the reader'to daedunally believe
he lived. His reluctance to destroy the bridge is only natural to
a man who does not want to lose his material possessions, Yet,
he is smart, He knows to join the rest of the expedition or lose
his life, The law of self-preservation is the first law of nature,
Pablo is the picture of a once~-important man fading into oblivion,
Remembering the days when he and his comrades captured their
first city, he is quite naturally angered at Pilar's taking command
of his band, Evaen though he is rugged and severe in nature, he is
still human as seen by the fact that his conscience hurts him and
he refuses to talk of the execution of the fascists. He gives the
impression of a peasant who wants to rise in the world, yet does
not like the after-effects of attaining his position.

Anselmo, actually a flat character, plays a far more important
part in the story than is immediately realized, He is every way a
Christian, whether he means to be one or not, He is truthful,
trustworthy, and loyal to the republic, He hates the thought of
killing and violence, His presence in the story indicates that
even in the most desolate and hopeless localities, there is always
one who has faith,

The girl, Maria, is one of the more rounded and realistic
characters., At the beginning of the book, she was shy, timid,
and frightened, Later, after she had become attracted to Jordan,
she gradually became bolder, chiefly due to Pilar's urging.

This is not to say that she was immoral, but that she realizes

that life is very complicated and that one must adjust himself

to the conditions and customs about him, Even though Maria seems
rather rough-natured and brazen at the first few casual glances,
she ls really the symbol of purity and femininity, She cannot

be pure in the actual sense of the word, because of the barbarious
effects of a nation in turmoil,

The gypsy was definitely a flat character, He was hard, 1 .
ruthless, and evil to the core, Rafael's thoughts were continually
of killing the enemy as contrasted with Anselmo's hopes of doing
the job at the bridge without violence,

The book is filled with flat characters who give desired effects
at the proper moments., Karkov is a confirmed communist who
talks Jordan into joining the movement, Kashkin was also a
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communist, but he was fearful of a painful death, That is why .e
had Jordan shoot him after he was wounded severely. Golz

was a stern, efficient general; El Sordo was an equally determined
man, but with much less equipment, men and authority.

Augustin, Primitivo, Andris, and Eladio are unimportant
to the stroy itself, but give it a more natural atmosphere,

Hemingway's descriptions are among the best I have ever
encountered., The falling snow, the rocky slopes, and the swaying
pinetrees seem to be in front of the reader's very eyes. Pilar's
conversations in which she tells Jordan of the execution of
the fascists is enough to make a man's blood turn cold, The swing-
ing flails, the jagged scythes, screaming victims, and a drunken
man setting fire to another human being are portions of one of
the most gruesome passages I have ever read., One can hear
the anguished voices, the clamoring crowd, and breaking liquor
bottles, When Pilar describes the smell cf death, one can almost
smell the sickening odor rising from the pages.

The change of setting is sometimes irritating, but its evident
purpose of giving additional information about other sections of war-
torn Spain is relatively successful, It diverts from the main story
to have the scene of acti on changed, but the broken pieces soon
fit together to give the story a much greater scope.

Hemingway uses sentencefragments occasionally, too, They
are hardly noticed , and give much greater emphasis at desired
points,

I should say that Hemingway has done a wonderful job of
presenting the problems and toils of a land of unrest, He has
efficiently presented both inner and outer conflicts of a small
group of people who were fighting for a lost cause, They had to
live the rest of their lives in a matter of hours, and knew it,
Hemingway reveals the ruthless brutality of war, which changes
the personality and method of living for those aifected, This story
illustrates war--frank and unglorified«-and the versatility of
the human mind,

~=-=Jack Carey-=--
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CONTRIBUTORS

HELEN ROSE ASHER graduated from Stewart
Robinson High School in Letcher county in
1952, and is majoring at Morehead in home
economics. In high school, she was president

of the senior class and belonged to the glee
club,

ROBERT BACH is a Korean veteran who has spent
four years in the army. Active in journalism
and dramatics, he will play the role <f Mr. Page
in the forthcoming Morehead Player's production
of The Merry Wives of Windsor, Mr. Bach was
graduated from Breckinridge Training School in
1949,

RALPH M, CANNOY is a 1948 graduate of Frenchburg
High School. He was on the basketball squad and
a member of the debate team while in high school.

JACK CAREY, a junior, transferred to Morehead
from Centre College in Danville, Ky., after
his freshman year. He was vice president of
his sophomore class, and plays on the football
squad. He also plays intramural basketball and
softball, Mr, Carey is carrying a double major
of biology and chemistry.

MARIETTA CRASE, a 1952 graduate of Jenkins High
School, is interested in creative writing and
recently had a poem published in a national poetry
magazine. An English major, her activities include
membership in the Student Council, the Trail Blazer
staff and the Morehead Players. Recently she was
cast in the role of Mrs, Quickly for the production
of The Merry Wives of Windsor.

RCBETY ELDER was graduated from Jefferson High
School, Jefferson, Indiana, in 1950, Some of his
own experiences are recorded in his essay in this
issue, "A Day on the M-1 Rifle Range."
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ANN FELIX, an art major at Morehead from Ashland,
contributed the cover to this issue.

FREDY PERLMAN, another member of the cast of
The Merry Wives of Windsor, comes from Covingtion

where he was graduated from Dixie Heights High
School in 1952,

IDELLA WALTERS is a freshman at Morehead.

LEONORA WILLIAMS3, whose home is Red Brush, was
graduated from Flat Gap High 3chool in 1952, At
Morehead, she is a nursing major, a member of

the initial group to study in that field here. GShe
is a member of Beta Chi Gamma.





