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Defmltciy, ull sisters are

“gimply erazy sbout one another,

The little fights they have nre

_signs of true affection. For ex-
-ample, elothing creates quite a

-

problem.: If one sister tries to
prevent nnather - from. wenring
certain -attire, (it has to be be-
cnuse the clothing does not com-
‘pliment the other sister, The rea-
son eould not possibly be thot she
wanted to wenr. the _outfit that
same doy.

However, sisters dun't fight
all the time, just most of it. A
sister is a swell thing to hove
if you need help on hemework or
something on that order. Advice
on love problems, predicoments,
and other erucinl situntmns pro-
veg very l:eipful :

Collaboration on "hnw to pet|

Mother to do thig,” v “Father {0
buy that" is a very eifpetive
jdea. If ecver sisters-pgree on
something they waonf, they argue

with their parents until the poor|
_people's resistanee s so Jow that [

they have to give in. Honestly
parents hoven't gob n chanee,

In most eases 3 certain amount
of jeslousy nnd seifishness ve-
igng between sisters, These troits

Introspection
I am and ‘have nlways been
what people have made me. I am

not known by .sll men, I am not
apprecinted by some men, and

“am not respected by many men.

'I‘o _many I }uwe never :mqted_

never thought for themselves and

‘have been influenced by these
“svho have np use for me. These

people to whom I am useless say

‘that T express weskness rather

than strength. They do not real-
jze that my strength develops
-itgelf in the thinking minds and
just hearts of peaple.

- Being fought over many

‘times, I have knewn the pur-

derstanding

pose for which I stand victorius-
ly triumphant and bitterly de-
fepted, I have been stepped on
and belittled. But the men who
wouid destroy me do not realize
that I can never be completely
destroyed. Men with power and
position can never influence the
“ittle people” who have known
and respected me to turn their
backs on me. _ S
‘Boldness and eourage are my
traity,. I shall forever hbe out-
spoken pgainst the things I hote:
slavery, oppression, snd form-
ality. For peece and mutun] un-
will my dfotlowers
I ecan not -be

always strive.

- bought; no price is high enough
“for my purchase, ¥y only value
© is in the hearts of brave men,

I am the Hnl) L‘ig‘]lt of  Froe-
tlom.: L

- --DI \NL‘ WEBSTER
M_raj. _.Agnes Yost
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Love

Love like hot water,

Runs through the pipes -

Wushing, scalding dirty peopie,

. That sit in filth.

And then the wuler turned lul\a-

warm

And draining off

Leaves a scum of black

Around the edge
—CAROL ILLIG
'Miss Helen Groenwood .

Slsterly Love

do not always show up, However,
an example is: instend of being

glad thot one's sister has od-

vantages, one feels that it is un-
fuir. The usual reply is, “Why
should she have something that
I don’t have?” '

Althouph sisters suffer through
many trials, they miss ench other
when separated. Sometimes they
feel thot they hote one unothur,
but this is proved wrong as they
go their separate ways, A sister
misses the petty fights and dif-
ferences, plus all the happiness.
You see, 1 know all of this be-
cnuse I am o sister, I've been’
through it all! '

T --—BYRDN WI]HNER
. B_l_rs._ L. 8. TFord

0.
0

':The | Sbe_n't_s of
An  Attic

_ ?crimps an old, eluttered nitic .

con  best  be deseribed by its
smells. 1t hes o mediey -of odors
ranging from vague scents of old
clothing draped in fnint misty of
moth  balis to sharp,

shelves. When first en-
countering the smell, one attri-
butes an nlmost dismal oder {o
it; however, this brightens like
un imaginary sunrise as the smell
of pleasant memories dawns in
1the itemz mow left te reminisce.

The . dust..dirt. lint,. and cobwehs |

#ll tomhiné to form o smell that
would he- nimost reviving i it
swere not for the rank odor of
stale nir. Whother the tempera-
ture is hot or cold, the sir in an
attie is thick, and one fecls as

though i could be pushed aport|

and -still not rush baelk m tn il
the vmd

1t hns, among iis sh_arper
seents, a stale smell of n place
unused for sv long that the
ovcupants hove become resigned
and hove assumed such a station-
ary position thnt nothing, not
even air, hos been stirred enough
to leave a solid smell. Instend, the
stronger  smells - or - ingredients
have seitled on the ceiling, defy-
ing the nw of gravity and leav-
ing the weaker smells to remain
on the floor. Bven thoughk an
attic lacks the fresh odor of
items used to depletion, it still
injects old memories in  their
smeil, '

'—CAROL HOWELL
“ Mrs. Mac Gates
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Like A Seed

Like n seed

I grow

Awny from you Co

And blossomed white and full
And drank in yellow sunshine

On my leafy petals

But you came back

Aml passing by my pateh of sun| -

You picked o pretty flower

And wore it for an hour
Against your hear.

Thon you taok my twisted stem
And tossed it down

And left my petals

Shivering without your warmth.

-|Then leoking down and !aughmg

vith the sun
You walked awuy,-
- —CAROL ILLIG

Miss Helen Greenwood

. distinet |
“temells of -musty corners and
$dusty

Life
The amacbn, the beginning of the
mess—
came from ooze so black, but
couldn't rest

until he'd made himself to
what was best,

The best of things he saw to
CY (e

to tear himseli thes and by

and by—

in two, o pair, ond at last

amoehae,

Well, this kept an and on
untile S
infinity, (which ean't be stopped
by will

or any other force nmoebn

ean. instill).

This beautifut motion of life
will be here

until the warg of men—
both blind and seere—

shall smother all Ged’s life
so great in fear.:

" GARY SITTON
Miss Louise Fuller
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Destmatwn

Destsnntmn,

What is o destination?

Should ruyone know?

Why ?

A destinntion should never he
rexched.

Life is just n road, an experi-
ment, & time fnr ohservation

_and thought
If o destination is “venched hcfurc

denth living is cnded.
Don't hope ihat death is your
" destination, hecause death is
only & step, & new road, un-
other chanee for experience,

for observation, for thought.

Senrch for a " destinntion, hut
den't find.

Live,

—I0B FOXWORTH
.~ Miss Helen Greenwood
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Circles

Circles haunt the world iike

Exquisite roses in s garden of
weeds,

Men's ambition drows squares,

Men's lusts creste trinngles,

Men's inhumanities sketeh ree-
tangles;

but the cireles remain.

Onee in o while,

somepne draws en ellipse

or an oval;

but man is usualiy happy with
his corners. '

No one wants to round them off

| for smooth round circles—
| Exquisite eireles.

—GENE CLEMENTS
Mise Helen Greenwood
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Happiness

A speck of dust
Blown by the wind,
A puif of cloud
Melted by the sun,
Fleeting.
And {utite {o try
To reeapture,
Happiness is a drenm
That's gone
Torever after. -
—JO FRAN KOVACH
Misg Louise Fuller

The End of My

finances skidded to an all time
low. No mare would I count the
hard enrned - pennies- in my
meager bank aeccount; no more
would I write n check for somse
smoll luxury; no more would I
have the confidence thot 1 could
cope with any gserious financial
matter thet might arise,
Though the Jong hot summer
of 1957 1 swesated, slaved, and
saved. 1 ate lightly on the job,
1 worked over time, and I work-
ed on my day off. Why did I put
myself through these tortures?
T had viszions of the day when at

Iast T would own my own car. I

would po where I plensed, when
1 pleased. With this thought “in
mind, I kept up my morale and
lasted through
days.

At last! Summer was over and |

I had more monéy thon I hed

'S_ladé

" He lpoked like n professional
gutmbler out of the Old West,
50 1 named him “Slade.” He was

“|a tall horse, about sixteen hands,

ond the handsomest nnimnb you
ever saw, Slade eouidn’t stand
being behind other horses wheo
might at any moment earclessiy
kick dirt onto his rieh, cocoa-
colored cent. Eaeh mincing,

mudtiy step wes a b'!ow tn'tim'

wlnle legfrlns und ]qng, “dorie
brown iail, which he carried a5 &
well-traveled gentlemnn  of the
West with his shiny boots ond
swinging cane, His mane, the
same golor ns his tanil, was his
hat — not just any cowboy's
hat, but the finest Stetson you
could™ buy. A red, white, and
black saddle blanket was his era-
vat, a hand-toaled leather snddle
hiz fashionuble coat all 1he way
from 5t. Louis.. The white blaze
that sauntered down n perleetly
chizseled hend between deep,
erackling eves was Siade's ruf-
flad shirt, Those wild eyes and
the restless, finely-poinfed ears
that were his rerr guard seem-
ed to furn on movements os
quick as a shuffle and n smooth
and subtle as a denl from the
botfom of the deck, Whenever
things got slow, he'd just eross
his right forcleg over the leff,
sigh from the farthest corner of
his big heart, and po about his
business of solving the problems
of the world. Slade didn't mind
being n horse — he was hetter
than people,

—BARBARA JACKSON

Miss Helen Greenwood

The Soldier

He put on his helmet and picked
up his gun,

And marched to the front with
o stendy pace.

At his vigh and bhis left men
died, one by one.

But he was undaunted; there wos
strength in his face.

Suddenly, from behind the bush,
the enemy sprang, .

But just ns be was about to route
the horde in disgroce

—Johnny, ecome ie¢ supper-you
see, his time had not yet

tome,
—SIGMAN BYRD

Miss Louise Fuller

those gruelling.

\Financial Career

The day I bought my car, my

ever believed possible. I bought
n ear, o shining benuty; I was so
proud of it that T told everyone
it cast more than it actunlly did.

But, 1a, I had beught & gas con-

suming monster! The thing coubd

get mo fill, It drank fuel as o
desert gulps a cloud burst, It
seemed that no matter how many
times I stopped to refuel, in o
matter of minutes the necdle
registered empty, and my bank
nccount dwindled secardingly.

The monster soon struek an-
other blow at my finaneos, It was
nearly a coup de grace, The foul
cregture threw out one of its
piston rods. Without this rod it
would surely die, so I dug deep
inte my pockets to Iinance its
regovery, The monster recovered
but my {inoncinl plight grew
worse, . '
After months of bpttle trying
to keen my ear running #s cheap-
Iy ns possible, I gave in; sur-
render was inevitshle, The con-
stant flats, blow outs, gas bills,
and motor repairs were too much
for my poacket book. My lnst ecent
wos peid out, my credit was
worthless, and my grand bank
gecount gone, My finaneinl eareer
was finished.

Now, I am a pouper., Some-
times, my parents give me hpcnd-
ing money but it gees quickly.
I have no money for the small
luxuries that are essentinl o

happmeqs. 1 sit and dream of the P
Jdays when it scemed thot T was .° - -
The -monster sits-in the -
driveway with o wise smile upon-

rich.

its metallic face, 1t knows alt too
_\mll Jow and why my fingneinl
career tnded,
«~BRUCE LANGSTON
Mrs. Mary K, Sims
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You've kicked them . and. t:uffed
them,

But look again clean cut conform-
ists;

Who were those gents in 767

They ealled them radieals and
shook their fists.

What was Abse when he dared {o
stand

Apningt those who seid “that edd
country hick";

They sceff at life and all, that's
true

And if we start to crumble they
won't turn the triek.

But they dare to be different and
that is the thing

That saved our ncclxs again nnd
agnin; )

You had better be careful when
you step this thing

And find some rebels to tanke
their place,

~-FRED BRAASTAD

Dr, Helen Botlrell
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Love

Love like a silver river,
TFlows incessantly heneath

moon.
And night in enrthly travail
Heals the bleeding wound,
0f time and space and moon
And works benenth the moon,
And reptured, bleeds
Of needs
Black as soil bencath the moon.

—PUFF
Miss Helen Greenwood
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‘Across transcendent mountmns_ o
Beneath the prairie streams :
Tip—ahove the raindrops, the silva, and the moon

Deeper than voleanie -pits, older than the tule_

- Fresher than the flower’s dew
Sodder than the long echo uf empty blnnk-ful:ed

~: walls

’M:ght:cr then the mry oi all the tempnsts strung
Bending even grcut, broud oanks :

Of heritage so proud

Chonging in o moment the course nf 5tnhle life
Inside us, around us still :

Ag biting as the wind

Pointless ns the stars which g!eam

And rudiate u light, awniting t:old imnl:ty noth-

1ng more to show

Seerﬁmg as an endless, nme 6;’1ﬁ651ng"u1] )
Breathing ecach veturn to dust, stepping en the.

right

Traveling from each. open spnce tu anoter yut

heyond

Gromng ever dimmer ., ...

Yet strong as it goes on,

A young boy takes the: uges thought,

Condenses it ns one R

Plunks it doawn hctween the small red chnmbcrﬁ
" of his henrt, .

Coughs a bit, then skips awny

Hummlng like o bre

Happy without knowing that he alone cnntmns

The mystie word of -

All that is . . ..

and was . ...
and . ever will . .. .
—DOUG SHAPIRO

- Mrs. Mabel Scott .
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Solitude

A hill tep . . . a sunset . . . devkness; .
An empty room suffused with soi't light;
The woods . . . & quiet pond . ., the wmd

A crowd, no one you know .. :
A glowing fireplace . .. a good book | ., wnrmth, .

. noise; . T

A ‘ramhling {ield sprm]ded wrth f]om.ra' '

The tuwermg, ‘endioss sky ... “birds;
Just yoir and ke togtt}mr -
A peuceful Lhurdl <. . an altar “a prayer' _- .
AII thl::.';e . hnlltude. AN :

--;v.i*QlTx BERSON

‘prosparity s

- phuntasmal

Advers1ty, Too Has Worth

" Franeis Baecon in *0f Adver-

- sity™ says that even as prosperity

is not completely white, adver-
sity is not completely black, for
‘adversity doth best diseover vir-
tue,” Furthermore, “the virtue of
temperance; ihe
virtud- pf adversity is fortitude,
which in morgls is the more hero-
jeal value,” Fortitude can either
take the form of stoicism and

. sceeptance of the limitations that

misfortune has brought, as ex-
emplificd by the calmness with
which the Greek philosopher So-

©.  crates met death, or it can re-
'. _sult

in an inspiration which
aflows accomplishments not pos-

‘sible hefore the onsct adversity.

This Intter type of fortitude may
dr_lcc in a rare while result even
in such » transcendental achieve-

“ment as John Milton's Paradise
i Lbst. Milton's couragenus refusal
" to be subdued by his hlindness

also illustrates another of Ba-

can's -thoughts: “Virtue is like

precipus  adors, weost frogrant

when they are 1nLenscd or erush-

ed.”
The vulue in adverslty of whlch

- -Bacon writes is independent of
~ any prosperity which may arise

from the adversity. Thus Milton's

* defiant spirit and his inspiration
~were truly virtues of adversity,
‘but the fame resulting from his

U poom -was
" subjected to great misforiunes
- g Clym Yeobright of Thomnas
.. Hardy's The Return of the Na-

tive.

irrelevant, Another

That Clym’s misfortunes
lend to freedom from the wild,
Egstacin Vye and

therefore to the chanee o ful-

Iill his ambition is similariy not
releted to Bacon's essay, which

" -is applicable only to chungus deep

. within the man.
. fide. Jhy. ;miq, e

vnduda Hardws Satary. pvogmsss.s.» :
..__.__on_sens uf these misfortunes one-
. cumulate, ez, Bustnein’s view of

terness, This bitierness fs ever
directed townrd himself, never

- toward his mother, whom he pic-
tures a5 0 woman terribly wrong-

ed. by her son. When Clym stabs
himself with punps of guilt, he
does not condemn the most culp-
able party to the tragedy —
thapce, Chance in the form of the
concurrence of many unrelated
ineidents is the ngent responsible
for the death of Clym’s mother.
Chanee rules ihe world of Clym
Yeobright with o hand that heeds
not the longings of nny indivi-

dunl. The humble submission of

Soerates rather than the courage-
ous definnce of Milton is some-
what the snfer vourse. .Clym's
mother dies only when she re-
bels against her plight and geeks

“her son. On the other hand sub-

mission is by no menns a guoron-
tec of seeurity, for even before
her aet of defiance chance deals
hnrshly with the woman by creat-

ing the enormous breach hetween

mother and son.

The experiences of these two

persons show that prosperity and
adversity aore dependent upon
chanes. However, chanee has anly
external influences; the virtue to
be found in adversity is heyond
its buffetings. Hardy, then, con-
firms the views of Bacon, who
is concerned omly with the inner
virtue of adversity, not with the
prosperity  that chance may
bring, Truly Clym suffers; truly
he is not left with nought for his
suffering. Clym Yeobright is an
Oedipus who gains infiniteness
of character by being dragged
through the pits of adversity.

-—3TEYE MceCLEARY

- Mrs. Mabe] Scott
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A Remembl ance

Home

Not ane of us woeuld sacrifice his hoeme for per- -
. sonul desires;

Yet there are those who pretend to do so.
The vagubond snd tramp pretend,

As do many explorers and eampers.

Yet, when night comes, :

Euch finds o ploce of menger comfort and rest.
Even though it be a dilapidated hut, tent, or .

musty cave,

it is still home.

Ne, none of us saerifices home for his ewn de-

sirog,

—BYRON WEINER

Mrs. L. 8, Ford

0
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I Am Living

I am living.

Why I do not know. T am just o part of this
world, a useless part; much like o spare
tire, one that will somedoy be put to

use.

I-am the fnture.

Am I to he famous? Am I to better the world?
Am I to raise children? Will I Jeave

anything bebind me when I go?

I do not know.
I work; Yery; I Inugh; 1 sweat; I fech
I am living.

I am living, hut I ereate nothing; 1 give nnthmg,

uccamplmh nuthmg.

I am not ready.

The time will come ‘when I will see my way. Ill

find my part and pley it.

Then, truly I will be Jiving.

I will have but n s}wrt tlme to do my an nnd

I'l} live no more,

leave.

Mrs. L. 5, Ford
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Imaginary Snow

The wind swept over
Over the whiteness of the surface lLielow.
Invisible pusts—gusts of cold

_ Then the snow came .
-t Making . visiblo.- the .

LR

Whisking the surface, the whiteness below

Up into the blizznrd, the whiteness nbove,

Everywhere whiteness . . ...

~ Jove ns an ephemersl ereature I lay there in the snow Rneing
_ "Mrs. Mary I\.‘ Sims and Ciym's breoding thereon; - Cold .. . loncly . Gli’ding :
.0 : these omens pértend disaster for - Shadows upon its grief Dri'fting,
' Clym. From Ciym's vantage Stricken Tossing
point, however, his life runs n S]{i;nming.

A Babl

A baby must be handled with care and ense, for
he is fragile and helpless.

His only commend is o pltlful ery when his stam-
m:i: is empty or he is uncomfortable.

A boby is so carefree, released from the worry
and anxiety of everyday problems that
- eonfront man,

A beby’s coos and laughter are soft und sweet.

When he drops off into slumber at the close of
the doey, Mother “utches over and pro-
tects him.

What will he become “}mn }m grmu, into 1 mun-

smoath course until suddenly his

yision is seriously impoired and

he is cansequently forced to dis-
continue the studies which nre of
utmost importance to him. In-
stend of ipdulging in seif-pity he
undertakes un  ovcupation net

prohibited by his faulty vision
- and is contentedly eheerful, He

exhibits fortitude in the form of
patience and stoicism in the fare
of that about which he can do
nothing. This type of fortitude,
15 oppesed to the inspirntional

Blood trickling from its wound
Dark ., . vital

Colouring jce-packed grmmd
Glistening

Its lust breath is nenr
Panting ., , gasping
Life is lost forever
Denth, )
—PEGGY WESTHEIMER
D, Helen Botleell

o

Nothing alive—everything moving.

Then the snow went |

P

The wind wns invisible
The wind swept over
Uver the \\Iuti.nm:_as of the surface beluw

—TFUNI RYLANDER
Miss Helen Greenwood

e}
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My Catalogue of Lovely

Things

—VICKIE CALDWELL

wind—swirling - in.; frenzy,

Every year when spring is slowly emerging,
winter quictly fading into the past vears, nsture
begins to unfold to her audience her majestic und
dnzzling beacty, The beruiy of the countryside
with her laaghing streams happily offering them- -
selves to the gny corefree children, the flowers in
full blossom merrily decorating the peaceful
earth to the endless-reaching shkyscrapers of the
ruling cities with their sparkling l:ght'-—nll these
things ure loveiy.

‘hood? :
With t!ua right guu]um.r. ant enre he wiil no deubt
‘attain the stnt.u- of culture and distine-
tlun. )

‘type of dilton, daes not result
in dramatic nchievements, but
ruther in an indomitable determi.
' nation to walk with unbowed
. “klc:flﬁnlef‘E:(I}OLs _imml. Clym’s "uﬁ'l{ictian tloes not

SR S B - master his spirit.,” Here indeed
iy - : . -~ . is "adversity discovering virtue”

- .- - R ._ : A far greater trogedy, how-
The Boy I Remember

ever, is Clym's loss of his mother,
_especially. s these two have
nuarcled and ure unreconciled.
Oh, hnw well T do remember him, his Llustmg Clym mourns sincerely, his mour-
-smile, his soft hand. . : ; s
nin suffu.-;ed wit} tmumatt hit-
Huw_pruutl was I to walk with him, to talk with £ ' ¢ :
him and to introduce him to my friends.
And whenew.r he was away from home, how im- --JUDY MERRY

"patiently I waited for him to coll or to LOOSB ClOds Of Dr. Helen Boltrell -

. bring home with him his signed bonseball o
from one of many Lions, Cubs, Cardi- Ru]npled E(ﬂ'th
Rain

nals, and the Giants.
Well, he's gone now, not by nature, by man, but
not all is lost for 1 still have & memory :
&and mony balls—one of which 1 cherish The rain comes down tfo earth
: and drop by drop
It soaks the land; it fills the
ponds. It scems

A Lad’s Prayer

Ah, onee I was p tiny lad,

A-whistling alt the day,

Bat when the evening came,

I'd bend my knees to pray. :

I'd hope that all was well with
God,

And with his kingdom, teo,

I'd ask for courage for myself,

And my compnnions true,

Then when the erock of dawn
would come,

T’d start again to romp and play,

For God hnd sent another dny.

Then night comes; here is true loveliness.
The stars twinkling shove keep us wondering,
the spotted elouds and the wide-fueed moon give
us everlosting beauty, The forceful, raging waves
of the sen Jeave us in awe—how powerful this:
unlimited force of nature is! The ships journey
inlo unknown renlms; I lave to watch them fade
nwuy into the mystic palnce of the deep-sen rul-
€rs,

Loose clods of rumpled earth
Upturned
Where the men have dug
- Steel grey ot noon
Hnrd and crumbling in the heat,
.. 'The men digging.

But far beyond these things, one power stands
ebove all, symbolized in the colm little church on
the hill, That power is Gad—the crentor of all
lovely things, He has given us our loved ones—
the most valunble things in our catalogues, who

most of all—"To my gal Naney,” signed
Mel Ot . -
S —LOUISE NICHOLS

0
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The annr Lnncer annualis puts oit & literary

supplement made up of creative writing of the_

Bludcnts of Lamar High School. The Spring 1959
edition way cdited by Anita Jones.

Mrs, L. 8, Ford =
L - . Where the men have dug

Desp holes

Piles of wpturned earth
Brown at dusk

‘Lined in loose elumps .

Soft and yielding.
—CAROL ILLIG
Miss Helen Greenwood

To wnsh nll Nature fresh and
groen., The sky
Turns blue; the storm is gone;
o rainbow plows
Above; and men find peace w:th—
"~ in their henrts.
—SUZANNE 'VAUGHAN
" Mrs. L. 8. Fard

make our greatness of living complete.

All these things moke our lovely earth amnz-
ing to know, benutiful to care for, and everlast-
ing to love. All of these things are my CATA-

LOGUE OF LOVELY THINGS.

~—EUGENE WALTON
Mra. Agnes Yost
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On The Salt

Twoe years ago I decided to
play  “cowboy” and ride the
fnmed Salt Grass Trail. We went
over cornficlds and dirt roads,
tiirough rivers, nnd anything eles
imaginable. It wang the worst
thing that I have over done.

We started at 4:;16 AN, but
our wegon boss had us up at 3:16
te eat brenkfast, We had & hor-
rible breakfast and I was shiver-
ing do, I spilled n cup of hot coi-
fee all over myself.

TFinally we started moving and
it wng so dork ond rainy that
I eouldn’t see ever my horse's
hend, The sun come up in a few
hours and by lunch I was almost
thawed out, We stopped for an
lousr at Junch where we sonk our
teeth into o bologna sandwich,
but T was zo. hungry it tasted
like a stealk. .

Qur horses plodded on through
the mud until 4:30 that after-
noon, when we made camp. I ate
dinner and got intoc my dry,
warm eleeping beg before you
could say “Jack Babbit.” It start-
ed raining agsin harder, horder
until T wos sleeping in one of
the best-water -holes in Texns. All
my clothes were wet, my sleeping
bng was soaked, and I was freez-
ing. 1 thawed out agnin at noon
the next dany, but my sleeping
bag wos just as wet ans before

“and maybe even a little wetter,

After luneh we went for our
horses ngain, but mine was gona,
‘Well, I chased him down =snd
raced him onward to cntch up
with the wapgon, whiech was by
thiz time well ahend of me.

That night T found a barn and
slept in the hay. T even had a
caller who left me his eard. It
was n skunk, but luekily he didn't
get my clothes. We rode through
Ahe next dny. and. finnlly.arrived
in Houston, where we were greet-

Gone
There he goes
You've lost him
And your broken heart
Will secream
But wait,
You never had him
For how can one loge
A dream?
—=JO FRAN KOVACH
Miss Lounise Fuller

One Hou“r To Live

Joe examined the small piece
of broken glass, and then glanced
at his wrists, In just one hour
he wns to be led down that mile
leng corridor, never to return.

He was bitter. No one believed
he was innocent of maurder.

“What chanee deoes gn ex-com |-

have?" he asked himself. Joe
was senienced on circumstantial
evidence; o miscarriage of jus-
tice, Only thirty minutes left. He
Imew what he had to do. He
would cheat the chair.

As the glass tore through the
skin and severed the veins, Joe

“was poaralyzed with poin, The
bload rushed down his hands, and
onto the floor, The cell seemed to
revolve around him; he was
tosing nlt strenpgtis. Then all was
black, He erumpled in & heap,
the bload still flowing from his
wrists,

A moment — a shattred piece
of glass — p thought — o twist
of Fate - these things — stem-
ingly minate thingg — the dif-
Terenee in Life and Death —
though apparently no matter —
inconsequentinl. Guilty or innoc~
ent, these things, beginning with
Fate led Joe along that rond
which ended in his ultimate doom.

-=-JAY FARR
Miss Lonise Fuller

Grass Trail

ed by none other than Roy Rog-
ers.

We made camp in Memorial
Park “under the spreading live
onle tree”! That night we didn't
even go to bed., First there was
a bip square dance snd after
that & bull session unti] time for
the parnde the next morning.

I was never in my life so glad
to get off a hirse and load it into
o trailer. Then and there 1 vow-
ed never to ride the trnil again,
but last year found me in the
saddle and believe me, it wos
EVEn’ WOorse. - '

—TOMMY SORIERO
Mrs. Mary K. Sims

To The Gossip

Do you helipve s0?

Are you really certain of #t?

Ig it an infrllibility ?

Can you rely on it inevitsblenesa?

Would you consider it an ahsolute
Inct, without question?

Sny you that it is an indisputsble,
conclusive, irrefutable, de-
finite law?

Oh, 1 ges’

You aure positive of its certitude,

From that is what they say

Someone told you.

—NANCY YOUNG
Miss Helen Greenwood

The Mountain

Looking through the windows

ot sunset, I gaze longingly at the

towering mountain penks, secm-
ingly a few miles distant, There
seems to be some  unknown
mystery sbout them which pulls
ot my henrt to go see what it is,
but I know I must remain where

I .am. As the minutes go by, the

sun slowly slips behind the hori-
zon, like a tired old ship which
is quictly sinking. The sun go-
ing down easts purple shadows on
the mountain sides, and suddenly
a quietness folls upon the sur-
rounding territory. As it grows
darker, in the distance, lights

-{from raneh houses begin to flick-

er on; and to break the stillness,
¢ mountnin lion secrenms his
warning to other animals that

he is lord and master of all, The

moon rises steclthily above the
peaks, which offer up their out-
stretched nrms in praise to God
for the coming on of night and
peace. Once agoin there is o
calmness, and I return to my
work, knowing that tomorrow
evening I mey again look out up-
on the eternat and mnjestic moun-
tains.
—SUNNY WILKENS
Mrs. Agnes Yost

Sand Clouds

As T pglaneed foward the
heavens it seemed ns though an
ocean lny in the sky. A disapper-
ing sun touched the clouds with
a rosy-tan hue, just the eolor
of the beach at twilight. These
clouds awere not ordinary ones,
but rather like fine sand gently
rippled by n soft.breeze. They
stopped suddenly, and gave way
to nn expanse of turquoise sky
trimmed in lacy white wisps, like
the whitecaps on a gentle tropic
sea, I closed my eyes and ceould
almost feel the warm spray of
salt water, and henr the strum-
ming of native guitars in the
shndows—

My island with its Denutiful
waters had  vonished when I
openod - my  eyes, hut perhaps
someday T shall go there, and
have to drenm no more!

—ELIZABETH LAMEKIN
Mrs. Alpha Baker

I live on Lanke Lane, attend La-
mar High, and have twp Aunt
Leonas ond a Cousin Larry. Un-
fortunately, I eannot pronounce-
15" very well. I puess it is heredit-
ary, like the crooked tecth and
weak eyes that I glso inherited.
Since I ennnot proncunce 1's very
wel), I compensate for my speech
diffielty by using words spelled
with Iots of I's in everything I
write, Tor instance, I always sign
my letters, “Sincerely, love.”
During my carefrce pre-school
dnys, when I was too young to
find relense -in wrsttng I's, my
parents never gove me the
slightest hint that I was mis.
pronouncing 1's. Maybe they
thought it was “eute” — then,
In the first grade at Lewis and
Clark Elementary School nobody
ever told me I “talked funny.”
That is because everyene wos do-
ing it Unfortunately, my not be-
ing able to . pronounce s very
wt:ll lmgnred The second, third,
fourth, {ifth, and sixth grade
thirsters ofter knowledge were,
I t}unk nfrmd to criticize me be-
caune 1 was permtment ieader of
the select Silvur A:rplsne Read-
ing group.

Thanks to the tnctfulness and/
or ignorance of my parenta and
my fellow 5tudent5. I could hav
hnd a reasenably happy child-
hood, free from l-worries, How-
e#_er, { have a brother, o brutally
clever hrother. Onege, while he
wos listening to me read a “Dick
and Jane"” story, {If he listened
to me read “Dick and Jane"
gtories, I helped him cateh in-
sents for hig carbon fetra-chloride
Hkilting inr™) it happened,

“Laok Dick! Laok :Jene! Lool!
Look! Look! rend I, o six yenr
old Helen Hayes who eould pro
nounee 1's very well- but:did nob:
yeb renlize ik

"Rook! Rook! Rook!"” taunted
my brother, laughing * cruelly.
*You can’t say ‘look’!”

I tried apgain and apain to say
“lagk,” not wishing to sound like
a Jap during this sensitive post-
wnr peried. He kept laughing.

The Swamp

The swamp, ot dusk, was al-
ready  becoming  quite dark.
Brownish green mud, covered
thickly with dark, lush, ferns
and moss, was toking on a black-
ish ecast. The murky water,
gnrlier o mirror for the glaring
sun, now reflected the pgrey
shodows of moss hung trees with
trunks worn smooth by the wa-
ter. Turtles plopped heavily into
the mire {from logs on which-they
had been sunning themselves, A
lurge, submerged form cruised
effortlessly among water lilies,
the flowers of swhich bhad now
closed for the coming nipht. As
night arrived, the excited chatter
of birds and the buzz of hugs
were replaced by piercing shrieks
of hunting wildeats, cronking of
bullfrogs and low, foghornlike
bellows of bull alligators.

—KEITH SHEPPARD
Miss Helen Greenwood
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The Dyop of Dew

Sweet, untouched is the drup of
dow
Sparkling like o jewel en preen
o sillk.
But the
come
And wash it with g flood of tears
Inte the dark waiting enrth,
—CAROL ILLIG
Miss Helen Greenwond

heavy summer roins

_Jerient:és'"With' Letter L.

Pointing and laughing., In my
position I think that the normal
six year .0ld chkild would have
cried; but I wns no sissy. 1 hit
Bih Brother, This dramatic in-
cident wans temporarily forgotten
in the whirl of P-TA-organized
Lewis nnd Clark Elementary
activities, but it wos recalled to
me my second day at Larrabee
Junior High, when my newly ne-
quired music teacher, Miss Lor-
nlell, decided to test the seventh
grade voice, One hy one, students

sang “loo, 1o loe' as Miss L.

plinked at her yellow-keyed, out-
of-tune piano, I tried to “loo, ln
loo,” hut I could not. I *roo, ra,
raged,” People lavghed. IE was
‘mostly a comic-5pirit sort of mer-
riment. During my three years at
Larrabee only one girl attempted
to teach me to spenk correctly.
Her nome was Lou, She told me
to place my tongue at the roof
of my mouth, shove my tonguc
down apainst my teath, and moke
noises from my diaphragm. After
pructiclng the Lou Method for
L-prnnuncmtmn for two mtmths
I could sny *Doolalagh? distinet-
Iy, nine times out of ten. Unfor-

tunately, T had little occasion to.

sny “Ooolalagh.”

Most of my Larrnbee Junior
High )-taunters went to- Knex
High 1 went to Lexington High
and started anew with a clenn
slate, so to tritely speak, T
thought. Herve were hundreds of
people who did not know that 1

was unable to pronounce I's very|

well.

Cleverly, I signed up for teach.
ers whose. names I could pro-
nounce, I joined & club, the name
of which T could essily pronounce.
I filled my vocabulary thh 1-less
words and phrasca But this wns
all .for.nothing, Last week =T
slipped. I said “herwo to a lonse-
ijnwed girl instead of flipping

As Time Goes By

If time stood stills
If love had no will;
Life would be lost.
But love his its cost
And life secms to fly
As time goes by.
—JUDY CASON
Miss Louise Fuller
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Sunset

God crented & sccne—
A scene that T love hent,
The purple, orange, and gold
Of a sun thot's off to rest,
—BYRON WEHNER
Mra, L. 8. Tord

0
e

The Oaks

The tall onks stand like anci-
ent, eternnl patrinrchs of time,
Their long; flowing, mossy, gray
beards nod solemanly in the sprite-
ly breeze. Their bodies are stout,
rigid, and firm like old men who
have grown tolerent ond wise
through the yesrs. Their slowly
bobbing hends sparkla in the gun-
light and smile knowingly down
with paternsl offection on the
young ones running in thair kind.
ly shade. The leavas in their
crowns shimmer in the ribbons of
bright, soothing sunlightw-now
silver, now gold. The wind whis-
pers through the leaves, moking
again its npeless, tinkling mel-
ady, Through all, the pray patri-
archs stand knowingly, paternn.l-
ly, and agelessly.

~—DORWAYNE PHELPS
Dirs. Mae Gates

Wierd

her my usual, cnsunl “hi" Now,
overywhere I go people laugh
at me and say “Herwo.” They
lie awake nights thinking of sen-
tenees which use an infinite num-
ber of Vs, Yesterdsy it was
“Lovely lilies lie low in Louisiana
over Lullabelle? I would not
mind seying the sentences if they
swere interesting, but they never
are. I awnys seem to miss the
subtle symbolism, if there is any.
Actunlly, I think that I pro-
nounce 's correetly at Jeast pord
of the time. No one ever really
listens to me, Everyone has made
up his mind that I mispronocunce
I's, They Iaugh before 1 hove a
chance to prove myself. In six
more months I'll gradunte from
Lexington High, if the fates ave
kind, and I'll go to an mshtuto
or & university, not o colwege.
And I'l] start all over. And things
will be different, You'll see.
—ANONYMOUS
Tencher Alse Unknown
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Why

Alone in the deepness of darlke

Alone in the wierdness of gloom

Away from the life of worry

Away from the people who live

Alone

Afrnid

Afroid of the knowledge within

me '

Afraid of the sounds of life

Flight is the only esenpe

Tlight is the ctmnrd‘s way oub

Afraid .

Wierd

Wiurd
thmg : o

"erd is.. t!u: smmd thnt‘s :nc‘l:_'
heard

Sl!cncc covers my surroundmg'

Bilence reaks with gory indiffer-
ence

Why
Why is man alone in the darla?
Why is man afraid of life?
Truth is the rood o] must follow
Truth is the BRswer to—
Why

—CAROLYN CARDTHERB

Miss Louise Fuller
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Two Strangers

Two strangers in town that warm
summer day,

And being o small town, well ru-
maors wHl fravel.

And seon the whole town was
saying (those two must be
up to no good.) _

They surely looked bad with'
unshaved faces.

And why wns it they didn't un-
spddie  their  horses, ond
studied the bank so.

Rumors traveled that day, for at
sundown  every man was
ready, gun near hand.

And women and childrer were

. kept behind doors.

Someane wns saying that these
two were scouts for o Inrge
gang. And s0 we waited.

That meorning was Sundoy, no
one went to church.

The sunrise made glares on rifle
harrels jutting from every
window.

50 thet early morning, ns sun-
beams peeped areund corners,
two strangers rode out of
town.

After n Jate church and a good
dinner al} was back to normal

- again, but the people of my
small town that day were
somewhat disappointed.

—JIM WATSON

Miss Louise Fuller

is thc stz'ucture of nn-__i._:"' s



















