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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
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':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

the

























