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Po Make You Remawber === And Forget

It is patural for a literary magacine such as tha Cherry
Pit to refleot the times through the syes of the stulemts, Here
at sohool we feel the international situation particularly kun..ly
because of the forelgn students among us. The reality of the war
jm still more stromgly impressed upom us by the drafting and
enlistment of seven of our teachers.

In this iseve of the Cherry Fit several of the stories ==
some of them based om persomal experiences == will bring home to
you the suffering that exists in the world, But no ome should be
so completely despondent that he cemnct forget, and even smile
cnce in a while, Therefore, 88 vou read these storiea and poems,
though some of them realistiecally depict the current events,
hope that they will help you to forpet —- ¢t least monembtarily.

- == Barbara Stope 142 3

Editor=in=Chief




¥orning: A Satire

The ecund of the bells shatters the silence. (mce, twice its
discordant clanging resounds through the house. The boys on the poreh,
flung from their sleep, lie still, trying desperately to regain it. 1
4 few boys jump out of bed, rush down the hall, yelling with all their
might, cvorcome by the exuberance of the morming.
A few minuvtes later, Jjust as the boys in ted have almost
ragl.iuv;!ll:l the enchanting portals of sleep, and are beginning to enjoy
its ecstasy, & voice ringe out, "All right, boys,” = and each boy in
turn feels the covers of his bed, as well as the blanket of delightful
oblivion which emvelops him, wrenched from his body, and a blast of

intense cold pervades his system., The boys opem their eyes, and, with
a titapnic effort of mind, will and body, stagger out of bed,

Each boy horriedly pute on his clothes, groping in his cavernous
locker for that missing sock, his blood slowly comgealing, In an eftfort
to warm themselves, the boys stapd arownd the radlators for a few
minutes after dressing, and then laboricusly start out down the hall
and to breakfast,

By this time the hardy souls whe rushed oubt so early oreep
back to their lockers, dejected, sunken in despair, after having
wached. The teachers generously halp these poor fellowe raise their
fallen spirite by promising dire punishment to those who are late to
broakiast,

The last bell rings; shoute of "All Outi™ echo through the

corriders; the stragglers, furicuely thinking up excuses, are propelled



from the house by the ommicompetent teachsers.
411 is quiet. The clock slowly moves toward eternity; the ghosts
of dead resoluticns and promises oreep into the past,

== Norman Levy I %43

Pan=American Highway

Sun = & blanket of heat = dust - the muddy river pulsing
slowly alemg - relling hills too lasy to grow into mountaine = one
cactus against the vast expanse of sky = pledding natives, strangely
alike, pass us with the regularity of an endless belt = a crowied
market full of gauwdy ocolors and strange odors = greasy women busily
hagegling = bare feet the color of dust,

Wash drying on the grass roof of an adobe-mmlled houss =
ohildren with dripping noses pause in their game to stare round eyed =
a flat, large woman kneading dough the solor of puttye

The blue green sea of tumblewsed bows before the rush of wind =
a sudden drensching downpour as suldenly departing: leaving in its wake
a mist of steam as though the earth itsels is swpating,

Night closes in - the headlights gleam in the wet, shiny road =
ﬂmhwhynﬂthmﬂﬁm-nrhlmﬁﬁnuﬂitrglm like
& star sapphire set in mist,

== Carolyn Moyses 143




Tas It the Iruth?

Camp opemed with & bang. People rushing back and forth =——-
What groupam I in? == Are you a counselor or a cAmper? =—=- Isn't
lunch ever poing to be served? === Then do we eat? === I want my
mother] === Then do wo go homeT see-

But after the firet few days things were calmer, or at least
they were more orderly,

This was not an ordinary camp, The campers ranged from English
refugees to We Fs Ay offspring; from two-year-clds to fifteen-year-
olde; from beld, reckless boys to timid, pop=eyed girls. The counselors
ranged from fifteen-year-old kide to fifty=-year=cld "ladies"; from
radical "reds” to "new dealers™ and "Lindberghites”.

One day it rained. Not & hard rain, btot an easy drizzle. Fow
the possibilities for activities were limited. =— What to do?

We all sat in the large recreetion hall, Groups sat together
talking == some qQuietly =—— some nolsily, Suddemly the room waa
gquiet - that is, emcept for omes group, the English refugees,

"Why don't we ever hear anything about the war —— over here?®
This was from & bright-eyed eight=year-cld,

"I guess they don't care ——— over here.” The girl's woice
quaversd as she szald this.

"Don't care about what?® came from the other side of the rocm,

"The war," she said bluntly.

" oh"

"What war 1" This was from/ancther part of the room,




"You don't even oare., === You dom't even know," Her voice was
resentful, tut its meaning was lost in the nolse of the group.

The girlis eyes filled with tears, her lips trembling. S3hs was
q-l.:iﬁ near me, I sculd almost touoh her,

"let's go for a walk.” I took her hand and led her from the room,

We walked silently in the yaln. Suddenly she turned teo me.

"Itts so unfair, Why dem't they tell you the truth -— the
grm-u;p:. = and the kide, too == I dn'™ know === it's so wfair --,"
Ehe sounded ao old for her twelve years,

"But I know what war is," she conbinoed, "Why shouldn't you
Imow t0oT7 ==w= Some day you'll face it t00 ==== then you'll womder
why you didn't kmow the truth ==== in time."

Bhe sighed; her anger gome. “I'm sorry for you. Tour sountry
has 80 mich to lose, Eore than we did, Tou'll see how it hurts, ——

411 that was yours to love gone, =——= Only memories to remind you
that e——,"

The rain fell softly to the earth. All I ocould hear was the

sound of our footsbeps om the damp grownd =—= and her volos ringing

g0 loudly in my eArE =—=—,

= Judy Hadell t43

Listen
To the night]
It weeps aloud -—— gaunght in
The hasy perception of
Love's pamut,

== June Grossmann "42



The Oraqle

Tt lay there so oamouflaged by its setting that wmless you

wera amare of its presence 1t would be impossible to detect it. The
014 Man's hand wavered a bit as he held out the timy object, the
subject of sc muwoh combroversy. Finding your way past the wrinkles
and callouses which bespoke a long and hard life, you came upon &
small grey lump. At first it seemed to be nobhing btub a growth on the
anolent palm, but locking mgain you realized that this pebble -
this aml]l plece of insignificance was the Anciemt Cracle itself,

Books had been written about its mapgnetie Powers. Wars had
been fought over it, Thousands of lives ad been givem up to gain it,
and thousands wasted in the useless attempt to keep it,

To some 1t signified Youth == Love == Adventure, To others ==
¥Money = Fower == Fame, But to all it seemed to be the ultimmte goal.
As I lecked, it seemed to glow and gain proportion. Ite
brillisnce grew until I was almost blinded by it. Then the throbbing

irtensity, the tright solors seemed to leave it.
When I locked again, it was just a somll grey lump, Then I
Imew why mem had givem their liwes for ite pnnuluim. I wae occnsumed
with a mad lenging —— Tt must give me ancther insight into the
Eingdom to whish it was the Koy, I mited and wmaited, btut in wain.
Dusk waa begimning to ocover everything with its mantle of

softness and haze, Still I persisted,

"I'm sorry, but you had better goj it's mo use,” The anciemt

guardian of the tantalizing stone smilsd, deep sympathy and understanding

reflectsd in his eyes,



"You won't see it mgain, nobody does. No matter how you wish,

no matter if you sit hers foreyer —— it will not do any good}"
"Nill you tell ms ome thing before I go®" I asked. "Wt is it7

Why does it bave this strange power over ma?™

There was & long pause — now it was twilight and the shadows
were despening, At last, after stroking his beard thoughtfully, he
snswered, "Scwe oall it the Mirror of the Fubure; some think it the
Esy to Happiness or to Sucoess, It is the 1llusive thing in your scul
which you most desire. The goal which you wmommscicusly strive for,
whish you dedisate your life to, Its greatness liss in its power to
urge people forward, give them strength, and the ability to bring to
the tep an wnoonscicus wish,..Now I have sxswersd your questiom, and
. you must go.”

F "Thank you very much, sir," btubt be did not seem te hear me; the
0ld, bent beok never turned as he slowly re=sntered the btuilding,

I was very bewildersd snd tried to shale off the sense of xwe
and mmreality. How eonld I be so smohanted with & stone? Burely it's
just immginatien, I thought, as I lecked down at the twinkling lights
of the 1little town below me, set liks a jJjewsl in the dark, shadowy,
mounbsin-surromied valley, It oomld be nothing else —— bub stlll? =}

The eool, night air bringing with it a breath of the mountains
ssemed to clear my head, and it all seemed preposterous nomsense, Tet
before I bad been so undecided and now my course of action seemsd so
plain, My origimal dream to become & dootor had become intensified,
apd the possibility of a btusiness position or anything in mnother
field had wanished,..mbslisvable,...and yot I mew what my friends!

e




reactions would be,

"An oraele? In this day and age? How very ridioculous] " "I
don't believe it; you must be temsing usl What a senseless Joke

though, I do think you aren't in your top form =— better have a
drink} It will pep you upj"

And my sane mind agrees with me === it cantt happen herej
the drink in my hend assures me, the heavy clouds of blue smoke hide
its the gay ohatter oompletely shute it out === not in this modern
age; it's impossiblel]

But it did happen, and I kmow it, It happened to mej

— Ianya EBogosloveky '43

Ashas
There lay the rich man's olgaretta,
§t111 in the dirt and the grime of the road,
The red of the devil lurked 'round the tip =
Red for the blood that was spilled for his gold
Red for the rubies that laughed as they shone

And the hsarts that were lusterless now and dead ,

There lay the butt of the pauper's som,

lay llke a scar on the smooth whits road ,
Smoke strands were writhing, twisting, straining,

Freeing themselves from the blackish tip
Black for the dark of the smoker's hell,

Black for the shadows that gold colns make,

i o

== Aflesn Harrison 43




Merry Christmas, Auntie

Dear Aunt Louise,
I mas so delighted whem I came downstairs Chrietmas morning

and saw my lovely present that you senb. I llkm it even better than
the ons you semt last year, Bub did you have to send me a 8ilk night=
gown again? I mean, really, you've sent me one for tha last five
yoars and I still haven't worn any of them once, I bave the whole

five packed away in my drawer.

Dear Aunt Louise,

Thank you ever so muoch for your lovely present. It's so pretty.
Pink is such a nloe color, even though I can't wear it with my red hailr -
you kmow that as well as I do, Auntis, so why ==

Dear Aunt Louiss,

I think your present was one of the niceat omes I got this year,
Tt fite me awfully well, sxcept it's aboub three sizes too big and the
waist hanga down to my hips and ==

Dear Aunt Loulse,

I wms ao glad to get your lovely present, a silk nighbgown, this
Christmas, Trimmed with lace too, and with embroidery. But after all,
Autis I'm not a 1ittle girl any more, so that Bo-Fesp ploturs om the

pooket isn't as appropriats as it might have been whem I was six, Of
all the stupid ==



Dear Aunt Louisas,
Thank you so much for the lovely present. I've alwayzs wanbtad
a 8ilk nightgomm, and pink is just the right solor. I scouldn't wait

to try 1t on, and it fits exmctly. The decoratioms om it are lowely.

Thank wyou 5o much,

Your loving nisce,

Patrioia

== Alison Lurie '43

Sea Silhoustte

AT

Proud and straight

the lighthouse tow'rs
above the rocks,
casting its golden beam
acrbdgs the velvet folda

of water,

The shadow of W lomely mast
swings gently in fte~light,
a giant pendulum

timing the cosan's emdless rhythm,

== Barbara Etoms ™42
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The following story does not in mny way refllsct an the

patriotis Fremohmem who hawe sacrificed and stlll are sacrificing
their lives for their country.

Gullty
IND HUNDRED BECETAGEE T0 DIE TOMOREOW
= Tha Hsadlinss

His name had been on the list and he knew that he was going
%o die at dawn tomorrow. Jean Flerre Bomnard, one out of two handred,
one out of millions, Nobody.

Thers he lay in his cormer,and sleep would not coms, Six more
hours = and then you will face a firing squad.,,the offiser in grev =
how you hate him = will bark an crder, and them,..snd them,,.0h, step
thinking, s « #60ps s oind you are inncosnt, Jean Pisrre Boomard, never
done any harm,,.what do they want,,.why are they going to kill you?
Tou were sabisfied with your life of “pebit bourgeols™, never asked
for anything] Do you remember? What was more saored for you than your
littls offiocs job that kept you our of war (remember how you thanked
God for it them?), nothing was more importent than your family, then
these evenings after work, s good meal, your quart of red wine? Was
there amything more valuable in the world?.,,and nowl...you are
innocent, Jean Flerre, why do you have to diet! WHY?,...It is true,
you liked to talk politios like everyme elss, behind your "Paris=-
soir” in the “"metro" or with your friends in the little "bilstro” at
the sorner, It was 8o nioe to talk blg and to judge, bub did you
ever mean any harmT,..5t111, tomorrow (how terrible this word sounds
all of & sudden ...tomorrow) tomorrow you are golng to stand up



againet the wall over there == can you 388 1t in the moomlight?),
maybe they will blindfold you 1f they ocan afford the time = and you
are golng to die, to die miserablyes.why! What do you care if two
fools whom you didn'™t know, didn™ care to know, shot a German officer
who, God knows, deserved itT But wiy did they have to shoot him? Why
not submdt? You wouldn't have done that, Jean Flerre Barmard,..0h 1t
was all so foolish, so umumderstandable,...

Did you hear that laughter? It oame firom the backyard...omne of
the Germsms, probably...they oan laugh,..nothing to do right now
except to slaughter priscners...are they human, do they think?,..n0,
they are part of a machine that tramples down the earth (why doesm't
sompons stop them?) klling and burning, Killing peace loving ilmnooent
oltizens,. 40 you hear,,.imnocent...you are one of them, Jean Flerre
Bonnard, yes you loved peace and you loved life and you loved your
sonforks you used to get angry at the governmemt when you had %o keep
your windows black and didn't have all the coffes you wanted, That
war was none of your business and you never made It your business,..
and now, becauss some people made it thelr business to protect what
was theirs, because some people would mot yleld, because some peopls
had pride or an ideal,..did you hearZess0rsssineesidealsq Did you
ever have an ideal, Jean Pierrs Bommard, did that talk about "Liberte-
Bpalite-Fraternite", that fight fer fresdom ever mean anything? Wiy
are you ashamed o say no? What's wrong with not hawving an ideal?

Tou are the father of s famlily and had your own interests. You should

be glad, Jean Pierre, that you were nob come of these fools who thought




it worthwhile to fight for acmething and who finally died...finally...
died,.,.But you are going to die too, although you were a quiet peassabla
bourgeocis. Oh, how absurd, how utterly wnjustlil...Therel Did you hear
that voloe in the night? Where from? Where to? Was it one of the guards?
Was it ome of your fellow-prismersf,..no, dm®t fool yourself, Jean
Pierre Bonnard: this volce in the dark was your own, and what it said
wid ¢ GUILIT.ssn0l nolsssy2s, you are gullty, Jean Plerre Bonmard, goilbty
for not doing your duty...and the two fellows who shot that "Sale Boohs"
are imnoosnt, they can face death, they bave done what they had to doses
all those were lonooent who lknew what they were fighting for, and you,
Jean Plerre Bomnard, are not among them, you with your little petty
interests and your family life, You are going to die becauss you are
guiltys You can see the mall in the moonlighty a coupls of hours more
and you will stand there, trembling maybe and empty, because you will
not kaow what you die for,

The man in the eorner %turned slowly tomrds the wmll,

== Hemry Lelahter ™42




Sohool After Hours

Sohool after hours, five otcloek or more

Down the empty corridors the long black shadows fell
Making inky patterns on the smooth grey painted floor
Silenoe in the corridors, sounding like a bell,

Ghosts there after hours, when I walk alane

Up three flights of stairs to get the book I left behind
, | Mumbled words and laughter, ghoetly step and moan,

Phantoms of my fancy, voloes of my mind.

Eoy turned in my looker, fumbling with the door
Trying to read a title by the golden setting sumn
How I've found the book; what do I stand here for?

Lingering in the mellow light though my task is dome,
Listening for & footatep that I eamnct hear

Watohing for a Shadowy form, dead and burisd deep
Froten in the silemce by a nameless oreeping fear

Shapes and steps and voloes that will baunt me in my sleep.

Shut my locker quiokly, take my book alomg

Bun, run down the corridor, do not look behind

Down the echoing stairoase, followed by a song

| Out into the sunlight, chasing phantoms from my mind,

== Alison Luris 143
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Congordia Discors

Below the swelling hirsute hills stood & worn, browm farm-
house, undaunted by the tempers and devestatlons of stormy days and
years. It stood surrounded by immmculate rows of ripe wheat.,

Upen the hill that rose beyond the house there grew a tall
--1:1:1- tree, grotesgue in its sinewy ocurves, and massive with lta
tulk of sucenlent apples,whose richly=laden burden bent sartiward
tremlously.

It was the slow ebbing of dusk into night, when sunlight folded
ite wings to the enveloping darimess. Outside the farm a woman began
to ring a low, reechoing bell,that hinted warmly of day?s emd. Tom
could not ses the mist that rose before her fine, grey eyea, nor
notioce the trembling hand, as it effortlessly ewmmg the bell back and
forth,

A young girl, with the awkward grace of & young anisal, passed

befora her mother inbto the house, alert and vibrating with life, Her
hair was beautifully unkempt; the soler of rish, sunburpt, harvest

fields,and her tewny skin was flawless, exuding health and beauty,
But her eyes were her mcther's eyes, lueid, wistful, grey, like a
eloudless sky, ochildlike in their candor, but wise, as deeply within
lay the seeds of fruition, Within each of their eyes they were ageless,
and the gulf betwesn mother and ehlld wes nonexistent,

The dying raya of the sun refleoted their golden bafe upon the
thin, film-like texture of the mother's skin, no longer firm and tawny,
but rather delicate and lined with the di.g;:;it'_.r of age. As har daughter

paseed, the mist rose even higher before her eyes, A mist of her youth,



and the polgoant memories that were inmccessible and lost,

Her youth had been born again from her womb, from her flesh,
blood, torn from her entrails, and yet her age held an irem grasp
about her, and stifled the ory that arose exultantly, with the ripensss
of & huge wild grape, within her throat,

For a moment she stared at the magnificent apple tree, and a
rang of reminiscence tore at her heart, She remembered when she had
8o often waited bemeath it expeotantly, with the wild impatiemoe of
young love, for Alex to appear, For the moment when his presence
would surge through her blood hotly, and her heart would leap

"sostatioally and yearningly toward him,

Gould those lips that had spoken of love be now old, dry, and
forever ailenoed? Could the body that had lain in Alex's arme be mow
stiff, brittle-boned and unresponsive? What had becoms of those colt=
like, graceful enimals, laughing, tearful, remorseful, lovingl © young

love...return] With impulsive urge she mounted the hill in the directiom
of the tree, heedless of sbiff Jjoints and the tedicus olimb, omly

amare of what was before her... : _

She did not see the figure lying bemeath the tree when she
reached it, tubt breathlessly flung herself agpainest the trunk of the
tree, dreamily, in a apell, when suddenly the pungent fumes of pipe
amoke pierced her nostrils and filled her senses with a start., Alex
locked up at her from his lazy meditating with kindly apathy, snd sha
turned sway violently, knowing he understood., When she turned again,
she met her husbend's long, intent gare, and was first to lower her
oyes,

mm Trma Eirschbaum 742
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History Class

The fading purple was tipped with an iridescent white that
shons from the top of the mountain, It was thls that blinded me as
it oame into view. The glory of the rising sun wea doubled as the
rushing water tumbling over the rock reflecbed its shining glow.
The rainbows of flowers opensd their hearts to the sun which poured

! marmth 0 dry the dew. It seomed as if I oould look at it forever,
buk thn somsthing interrupted this loveliness,

“surn the pagel What are you waiting fort"

Obediextly I turned and ssw a pieture of some old machinery.
Mr, Zuber talked some more and we turnesd more pages, but atill that
ploture lingered in my mind.

"What do we import from there?” was the questiom put to me,

"Purple mountaine and rushing water]"™ Gecgraphyl Geographyl
When there is such & ploturs how can one think of geographyl

"I111 give you one more chanoe,”

Tha olass was all agiggle, and who aould help it7 I wasn't
thinking when I said that, and now another question, I'd betbter try
hard on this ome,. -

F "Where did they find silver up north?”
Bobby locked at Joan, Joan looked st Bobby, They exploded
as Joan saild "at the bank" as sha screwsd up her fase, June had a
grin on with tears dripping down. Barry cocked his head and watched.
Anme, in the middle of firing her braids, lost her glgantio hairpin,
while Mr, Zuber folded his arme and glared,
"Where'd you plek up the Tpurpls mountaine '™ This was Harry.

"4 ploture on page something,” I replled.




M, Zubar asked, "What ploture? and I turned pages ™ill I

found it. But I didn't need to see 1t againg It was still in my mind,

Nobody elas had seem 1t, and My, Zuber did say, "It is beautiful,”
But still I knew I should have been listening.

"Make-up at 5:15,"

"For everyone? I didn'™t make mmy noise.” That was Joan,

"Tou've wasted five mimrtes in laughing and tallkdng, So it
ineludes the whole class. Pive minubes for every minute wasted, =m0
this afternoon you have twenty=-five minutes make=-up,”

“We have athletics mt 5:15." This was Bobby.

"And Soience make=up at 4:15.% This was Joan,

"Tou'll just have to miss athletios then and come to mala=-up,
Te bave to finish this chapter, and the more you argue the more time
you waste,”

"Oh, come om, glrla, be quiet.”™ This came from June, I didn's
‘l:hink!hl.'l'ﬂdlrl say anything at that moment beocause she was busy
drying her tears,

The whistle] Everymme jumped up but was promptly seated whem
Wr, Zuber roaredl:

"$it down] This clasa is not over wntil T dismiss you, whish
I bave not done yeb, This class will meet et 3115, apd if anyone is
late, ten minutes for every minute late, And whoever does nok coms
shall be reported to Dr., Stiel for skipping olasses. Bring your
bocks and paper and pencils, I will not supply penoils, A1l right,
you may go.”

Te bad & fifty-five minube olass that afbernom instead of
a twenby=-five minute olass, for Anne was three mimgtes late, All this
trouble just becauss of a beautiful picture, What a mesa)

=~ Estelle Nadell 45




Tough Guy

There was & dromning noise, and them the orash of wood against
metal, and then a lomd yell, "Shut up, you fools, or I'll put the lot
of you in solitary sonfinemsnt for three days." After that remark
sverything was quiest. Ten long, long minutes passsd, and a priest
walked down the ball toward cell 13. Stopping before it, the prisst
wotiomed to the guard to let him in,

"What do you want hare, you blackrobed dog?™ was the mnarling
query that greeted him,

¥To help forgive you your sina to the world, my son,”

"I ain't no aon of yours, so just beat it out of here before
I start to b you,"

*You still need my help, for at 12:00 etelook tomight you
will die, and you bave mly cne hour laft,”

"A11 right, go sheed and talk, but I wom't listen to you.,"

"Coms, fathar; he won't listen to you, Don't waste your time
an psopls like him," put in the guard.

"Wall, Guard, e must atone for his sins before the Almighty
M.'Mﬂiﬂtwhlmﬂth;mﬂwm-ltthﬂhmn;fur
twanty=-five minutes, and there was quiet in the prison. And them a
roar and & sound of blows came from osll 13, and the guards rushed
down the hall to the oell. There they found the father 1aid out an
the floor with a bruise om the side of his head, Thay rushed in and
palled the two apart, Looking the cell door, they rushed the priest
dom the ball, A muttered cath escaped the priscuer's mouth, "The
dirty son of Godj trying to soare me, Why, I'll do it again if he




comea in here.," Then some mubtered caths passed his lips, sand a guard
told him to shut up.

11350 cams and there was a tread of men walking down the hall
tomard oell 13, Stopping before it, the guard opened the oell door and
motioned for the man to come out of the cell.

The warden said, "Jos Rossettl, you bave been sentenced by the
gourt to dis in the elsotrio obair on this night of November 1, 1953,
Lrurmfmdy‘!'

"You,” was the qulck reply.

"Do you have any last things you wish to give me for your
mother or fatheri"

"Naw, they never did anything for me,sc I won't do anybhing
for them," Jos than wallked down the hall between guards toward a
little green door. Prisaners were stisking thelr hande out bebwean
the bars, Some offered him candy, and others offersd him cigarettes,
But: the guards pushed thelr hands basck. Arriving at the door come of
the guards gave Joe a cigaretbe and 1it it for him, After smoking it
for a few minutes Joe dropped it to the floor and orushed it. Taking
one last look aroummd ths oell room, ha walked through the gresn door,
He saw faces staring at him and old prison frisnds waving their hands
at him, and them the door elosed, Looking around inside the room, he
saw & different view, Beporters lowmged arowmd, smoking sigarettes.
Then seeing the wardem, they sat down in their seats and locked at
the olock,

Joa locked too and ssw it was 11:56 P, M, Plve more minubsa

to Uwe, Sitbing down in the eleciric ohalr, he walted to be strapped.



"Do you want your eyes coveredl™

"Nope, just leave them like they are."

"Do you have anything else to say, Joef"

"Yea, I have, Tell the public I got what I wanted oub of life,”

The last glimpse tha reporters had of Joe Rossetti showad them
& man about five feet, seven inches tall, His hair was the dark, greasy,
HHalian type. His eyes black ms the night gleamed at them from squinting
oyea, -His nose was orocked. His faoe was tough. And them the lights
dimmed, brightensd again, and Joe Rossettl was dead. He was slumped
down in his seat,

Cell 13 stood emply, impassively ammiting its next viotim,

== Ronald Haas 44

The Burial

I ses before me the soft, shortmout prass, green amidst the
oold whitenesa of gravestomes, The mrte, hushed pesace overwhalms
me in the great garden of blooks that 1ie amomg the sags elms at
‘the top of the hill, There is to be a funeral soom. The long black
i oar with its trail of mourners ereeps through the hillas, disappearing
and reappearing, The wandering boy comes home., The six hired mourners,
pald to keep those iron faces, slowly raise the gilt-sdged sbony Lox.

o —

4 1ily, pure and sainblike, remaina forgotten om the still oblong crate,
The veiled mother,baving lost half her 1ifs, weeps ceasslsssly, The
goodlooking chauffeur sneaks a oigarette, The eoel, rich sarth is
piled in olean symmetry befors the hollow opening that is to be the
end of the pllgrimage,

== Stefan Gierasoh "43



Inpressiong

Dusty dirt rosds lined with mild weeds and barbed wire femoes,
Flelds of corn waving gently in the breeze, Cld, ram-shaskle barns
painted m drab grey by the wind and rain. Coms placldly greslng,
mnching the clover and alfalfs, The air full of £flitting yellow
butterflies, whirring grasshoppers, twittering birds, and dust from
passing cars. Small, swift streams full of rocks, ercesed by old,
rotten, wooden btridges. Tiny towns with people sitting outeide the
stores talking, or hanging arcund the rellroad station waiting for
the afternoon train, Long stretohes of railrosd tracks and electris
wires., And soretimes a train passing, heaving at ite heavy load mr
oars, shrieking out a greeting, the sound of the whistle rescunding
from the surrounding hills.

Little graveyards full of tombstomes with quaint insoriptionas
"spored to the memory ofa..” Trees shading everything. Oak, maple,
bireh, appls, receding into the distance, covering the neerby hills
like & woolly comt, finally dissclving into the bluensss of the far
distant mountains, Fale white olouds floating in a serene blus skyj
the bright, hot sun beating down, covers the land with its light and
heat.

Evening approaches, The sky elowly darkens ; the sun sinks in
ths west, & glowing btall of fiery red. The clouds hang motimmless;
the treeze is stilled, The clouds disperse as the stars begin to come
out, Vemus, the evening star in the west, heralding ‘t'-l'u!; night.

It is night, A cool wind has sprung up, molst, refreshing,




The feeble light cast by the crescent moom does not blot out the
stars winking brightly in the void. The sound of orickets and katy=
dids ohirping is everywhere, swelling, dying down; here the voloe of
& lome oricket, there a whole ohorus of insects, The mournful sound
of a farsway train whistle echoes through the night,

— Normen Levy 1 "43

The Changing Road
Quist 1little Connectiout road
Tandering slowly on
Past bare grey trees and old stone walls
Over the hill = and gone,
Nolay roaring g, 5, 1"
Soreaming, squawking by,
Billboards, junk heaps, roadside stands,

Dark rain-mddied sky,

Hurried, buey oity street,
Shifting restless ocrowd,
Streetoars, subwmays, dust and smoke
Where once & farmer plowsed,

== Alison Luris 43



The Operation

Slowly the adept fingers of the dootor begin to move as he
tests their stremgth by dextercusly drewing them into a tight fist,
In & very few moments he will commence & dangerous gpd tiring operstiom,

Tha disease is a brain tumer and the patient is his father.

Tha patient is rolled in an the opereting table, Worde of
desp affection are epoken bebtween the son and father.

The dootor &t omos mdministers ether to his patiemt, and the
oparation slowly ccmmences.

One hour lster great beads of sweat pour from the dootor's
brow as he laboriously guides his great hapd around the brain,

In & soft tone he oommapds one of the nurses to hend him m
acalpel. As he handles the scalpel cme can clearly see the patlence
and poise whioch those hands possess.,

The patient ia losing breath rapldly. Quiskly the oxypen tank
is applisd, and the patient is breathing normally cmos more,

Fifteen minutes later: the tumor 1s vlsible. This is the most
delicate and nerve-rmcking part of the cperatiom,

The tumer is encrmous; one slip of the land would aplatter
the tumor, and the patliemt would be at desth's door.

Suddenly the patispt's breathing inoresses, inoreases, inoreases,
until there is sharp silence. The dootor turne wearily and lsaves the
room with bowed head, The nursss lmow that ome more gamble has been
played and lost.

== Joln Frenken '43




Just & Dream?

Tt was oo & bsautiful Sunday night in avbum that my sisber
and I rumbled home on the Viemma=bound train that had brought us
home from our summer vacation. My aunt wes walting for us at the
station, &8 we were thinking of school days to come. We greeted her
¢ s with the uasuval kissea and 1t was during ome of thess that somecme
started shouting and & sirem went off in full blast. Everyons started
:rum,’m:; towards the emtrance, sach person meking his neighbor what
had bappened, Yet we all knew without asking., (t was war] The German
troops were orogsing the border, We all had the same thought in wmind,
to get out of Austria and to do it quickly. In a few minutes we were
on the train again and in ancther half hour we toox a deep breath as
we oroased the border to Italy,

We sent & telegram to our relatives in Triest to expect us at
two in the morning and to be ready for & heart-broken family. My little
sister went to sleep in my lap without further excitemsnt. A momth later
wo were still in Triest spending ocur small amount of momey which was
rapidly diminishing and trying desperstely to pet 4o Australia. Why
. it was Avatralia we didn't exactly Imow, tut we had some very vague
1deas about golng on from there to Amerioa, the place whers everyone
was trylng to get to, bubt no one succeeded, Yet we really comsidered
it & joks more or less, sinoe out of thousands only s few had realired
this sacred but possible dream, The next few monthe seemsd like a
dreem, Fushing from one place %o ancther, getting visas, affidavites,

tiskets, and at last fipal svcceses in pebtting & brat straight to
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America, without even going to Australia, that dirty little place,
or so 1t seemed to us now.

Our happinesas was, however, not as great as it could have
been einge the food was bad, the boat wms small and awfully orowded,
On the third day as we were eating, s rumor spreed over the ship that
there was somothing wrong with the engines,and sure encugh in s few
minutes we stopped, to the great horror of the passengers. The bort
was pinkingl When no ald had core in a few minutes, we gave up hope.
¥y famlly had drowned, and I was just on the point of drowning myself
when I wobe up to find that it was just m dreeam and I was back in the
good old U, 5, A, But yet, to some people it has been more than a
dream, and the guestion remains, will this dream ever and?

= John Silard 46

Irradiation

Memory out of the blue mist
silently ripples oo a deathless sea.

The ripple ==
Nothing more then can e seen
as the white foam orumples
like a semll, wot bud ==

treaks and is sedn RO BOPS,

== Itrmh Eirgohbaum 142




Dancoing School

"One, two, three, One, two, three. Step, slide, step,”
ohanted Miss Grace Pidmore in her high nasal voloe. On The shiny
polished dance floor scme fifty boys and girls from the sewvemth
and eighth grades stumbled unhappily back and forth,

"0h God," she thought, "When ls this golng to end7" She
twisted her neck around backwards to look up at the oloek on the
hlﬂﬂ.-rw. 7166, Thirty-five minutes to go.

She caught Miss Rioh's eye and hastily turned her head baok
to its proper position. "Stop 1dling,”™ Miss Rich's sye had said,
"You're supposed to be teaching dancing here." Miss Grace Pidmore
sighed and looked around ths room. Approaching a coupls which was
hopelesaly mixed up, she gemtly tapped them,

"One, two, three. Ome, two, three,” she remarked chidingly,
"Ho. This way." She took the boy's hot, moist hand in hers and led
him to the side. "Like this. One, two, three.™ He stepped on her
foobt squarely. Miss Grace Pldmore bit her lip and emitted a painful
purgls,

"I didn*t hurt you much, 4id I, Miss Basset?” inguired the
boy anxiously,

"o," she eaid wntruthfully, omitting to add that her nams
was not Miss Basaset,

"Are you plamning ‘L'-n: spend your whole life letting brats
step on your feet!" she asked herself, "You've been here five years
already, you know,” Yoa., Five years since she'd seen that ad in the
paper:




*Younp lady, high school graduste,
inexperienced, attractive, to teach
ballroom dancing Box 2355 "

Well, she wes a high school graduste, Grace had thought,
inexparisnced snough, certainly, atbtractive smough - at lesast
Hanry had thought ac, 5o she had written to Bex 2366 had bean
saksd to oall Wednesday at 9:00 4, M,

"Just a temporary job," her mobher said. Grece had thought
80 too, But when Henry lost his job at the insurance office three
months before they had plammed to got married, and had to go to
his unolets in Michigan, she wondered if it was so temporary. Bamry
was marrisd now, to some girl in Miohigan,

"Ooly & year more, at the most,” Bill had said the night he
propossd, Bubt Bill met Janet Priss, the town bells, and that was
almost three years ago.

"Anyhow," the town gossips had sald, oattlily sweet, "you
have your job,"

That bad started her thinking,

"Mr. Black's seoretary is lsaving; you ni.;hl: get her place,”

"Misa Nelsom says she wants a pgirl to help at the store,"

"Dr. Jolmsan just fired his office girl, Why dam't you apply!"

Mlss Grece Pldmore had applisd 4o all of them, But Mr. Black
wurted someons who oould wse a dictaphme. Miss Nelson gave the job
to e nlece. Dr. Jolmson rehired his office girl,

"Besides,” they all said oomsolingly, “you don't need a job,




You have one already,”
The misiec stoppad. The boy steppasd once more on her foob =-
sonelusively = dropped her hand, and sat down on the nunnFt ohair,
"Will you all please chooss partmers for the next dance?”

} Miss Rich waved to the planist, The musle started. Couples moved oub
on to the floor, Miss Graces Pidmore aighed, Har volos rose above the
popular tune,.

"One, two, three, (ne, two, three. Step, slide, step,”
Yes, she had a job.

== hlison Lurie '43

From the Sixteenth Floor

Tall buildings in the distance = high domes become faint
as they plerce the misty grey aky.

Balow, Central Park spread out, empty = desolate, Trees and
tushes stripped naked, the ground a dull brom.

A few sourrying figures cluteh their hats —== coats whip
apghingt legs === blus from the riverts biting wind,

Falnt sounds arise from below, soresshing of brakes = horns
honking = the rhythmical stop and go of traffis,

Afternoom fades === light dims = twllight, Street lamps £lick
on = in the park, in many windows - the distant bridge becomes a
thread of light against the blaock,

A moon partly hidden by fop rises = but unobsarved, for

pecpls are too submerged under the rushing tide of = Ciky,

-- Hope North 142
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Havy Wife

Where wes he? Tas he all right? Why hadn't she heerd from him?
When wes his ship dooking? And where? Slowly her heart sank as the
many dangers which faced him loomed befors her in a multitude which
she felt she could never surmount. Tears fillsd her brown eyes, and
her grip tightened om the paclags whish ahe was selling to an meobliging
customer., A sharp "thank you," and & quick pessing of bills was the
only sympathy shown ber. The next customer oame, ancther, and ancther,
A1l the time thoughte pierced her mind = thoughte of her early
married life, Three years of this infernc bad passed. Only a few
more weeks and his oruise womld be ended] This would be the begimming
of their real maryyied life. This comferting thought soothed her, The
sharp sound of & bell, which marked the end of ancther working day,
interrupted her train of thought,

Strelling bteck to her flat, she passed the wharf where three
years and some odd momths age she had said poocdbye to her sailer
hosband, The scene seemed to rehearse itself in her mind. The last
smile that shome on his face sesmed to penetrate her path of wision,

" 411 she could sse was him standing before her giving her a gentle
elmwok under the chin, The echo of his parting words seemsd o be
logked in some hidden corner and were slowly ocozing out until she
could hear nothing else, "There's nothing to worry about. I'm with
the boys. We're going to have a hell of a good time, Join the Navy
and see the world. That's what I alwmys say. Feep your chin up,
hooey. I'1l be back before you know it," With this he bed given her
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a gemtle kiss, A kiss you would expect from a long wedded husbend
whon he was about to fetoh the eveming paper. All of this wes so
olesr to her, She could even see him stepping omto the ship with
his arms around & couple of the other gobs, Then his ship had sunk
slowly into the horizom.

Thatte all she could remember. That was all there wms to
remember. The guesticns of where and how he was, wiy she hadn H
heard from him, repeated themselves in her mind 1ike an old,
monobonous chant, Slowly she strolled away from the wharf, when a
confused orowd caught her attentiom, Pecple were huddling around -
an old man who was plving out something. She couldn't see what it
was, Begaining her normal vitality she ran toward the mn. Who was
she to miss anything, especially if it was free. By the time she
reached that emd of the wharf the man had disappeared, Looking over
a close bystander's shoulder she saw writtem in heavy black print;
"J. 5. 5. Esaryy torpedosd; 11 men killed,” Her eyes flashed dowmn
the obituary list,

Now ghe knew, Where he was, How he was, When his ship was
dooking, and where,

== Botty Guinsburg '43




