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shsM tbi, with him too. I t  would be worth-while, 
even ifhe could save only one innocent str 
murderer without a motive. Yes1 He w x d %  
took a deep breath and blew it  dowly through his nostria 

“Julie bah 1’’ Cotton Lu hed, “your bird friends 
are gom’ iave & favorite d d ,  tonite.” 
Old Tom his dirtiest look. “Yeah1 C h i c k p G  
convuLed with laughter. They were having a grand tune. 
Julie lit Joe’s e a r ,  when he stuck it in his mouth. He 
was p&hg awa as $is head rocked with the rhythm 
of his effort anJ they were enjoying themselver im- 
mensely. She holdm (he long wooden match Io~akefter 
the cigar had turned &-al red with the flame 5 0  enne 
high & their grinning faces. 

Neither of them haw Old Tom rake the n o d e  a t  that 
moment for he was on the other side of the car. He was 
deliberate in his movements. He pointed the nozzle 
directl at the raised flame before their faces and with his 
other land drove the hand pump to its lughest pressure. 
The gasoline sprsyed squad  a t  th& facer and for a 
moment, nothing ha p e d .  h wiped the smile off their 
faces. Pwr” Jce &inked his myopic e es “Poor” Julie 

a weak smile of stupid dlsbetief d d  Tpm, no l o n p  
eeling r l y ,  went placid1 on with his lob of h-g 

them. oth“POORS* m a d  an atlcmpt to run. 

And, then, it happened. The murky dewlateness of 
the New Mexico desert wastes for miles around was 
suddenly lighted up, brighter than da , by tho flsshing 
roar of orange mlored light and swrc&ng heat. Then, y Juhe 2nd Joe their dother ablaze, their young, 

ulgog eyes standing out of their sockets, their faces 
contorted in the awful agony of pig-screeching scpeams, 
pitched about the driveway lik? bouncin balls. Cotton 
tryin desperatel for that LAST C h C E ” ,  that 
would save him, l i t  the gas pum head on; and the gas 
reservoir below the ground exphed  like a V i  g o n ~  
heaping all three sarificial victims heavenward. “Poor’ 
Joe Cotton had no idea what part of the world he was on 
et t h s  moment. But, of the voice of Particular Jud e 
men1 from a reat distance, he w s  d n  he head 61: 
Tom, the halfbreed u y  out, “Those signs have me- 
‘Mister WOODSCOLT”,-SirI Y e w  shoulda paid 
heed t’dem. They’re thar Gr yeer own good. Dat dere 
sign did say, “NO SMORING-GAS BURNS”, didn’t 
:L?” L.. 

-LOUIS REDDY ‘58 

Usudly those who have nothing lo say mntrive to 
spend the longest time in doing it. 

“Don’t worry” is better advice if yon add tbe word 
“others”. 

THE DREAM AND ESTEEM 
OF THE “COMMIE” REGIME 

Here is a story, strange as it seems, 
Of Stalm the Commie mapped up in his dreams. 
Beinq tired of the British, he lay m his bed 
And mongst many things, dreamt he was dead. 
He was stretched ri ht out and lying sfate, 
His bushy mowtacfe was frozen with hate. 
Then, being dead, he figured life’s cost 
Ard found his passport to the next world he’d lost 

He passed from this land called c a d ,  
Went straight to this Golden Gate of mirth. 
But Peter called out in a voice loud end dear 
“Stalin the Commie, you can’t come in here.” 
Then Stalin h i n d  round and awa he did go 
To lind his abode in the region begw. 

Satan, looking out from hn lofty watch-tower 
Exdaimed, “Ye gods, I’U lose my powerl” 
“0 Man,” cried Stalin, “What ou seid I$ know, 
But give me a cornu-I’ve no face to o 
“Comr,ade, I’ll tell you r t r a d t  and kll tell you dear. 
We’re urt too gmd for you down herel” 
He ki&d Slab back and vamshed h smoke, 
And pu t  a t  that moment“Red Joe”awoke. 
He bounced right up in a lather of sweat, 
“Alas, “he mared,” ’Tis my wont dream yet1 
To Heaven I’ll not g-that I can tdl, 
But it‘s damned awful thing to be kicked out of HeUl” 

-RICHARD ST JOHN ’58 

We try to see some good in eve one we meet, hut 
occasionally there are some people wyo make us reshe 
our eyesight isn’t as good as i t  used to be. 

When people complain of life, i t  is ~8yally because 
they have asked imF-bIle things of it. 

THE FORGOTTEN HERO 
As Mark Hilton limped along the corridor of R o s s d e  

unmr CoUe e his eyebrows wee drawn together in a deep, 
{orbidding pdwn, and he secmed oblivious to his sur- 
roundings. 

“Hi Mark”, greeted Jackie Matthew, fiendb and 
cheerful Bs dways. 

“Hi,” Mark‘s reply was almost a growl. 

“Ready for your inteniew?” inquired fa&. 

”Sure.” It was more like a bark this time. 

“Well, if that’s how you feel about it, I’m sorry I 
asked,” the other boy skgped ,  started away, and then 
said over his shoulder, Let me give you a tip, Mark. 
Don’t bark e t  that reporter the way you are a t  me. Bad 
publicity for the college.” 

Mark stopped short and glared a t  his retreating back, 
then turned and entered the glass- elled door bearing 
the informahon, Student Council O K .  He h m e d  it 
smartly behid him, and, d e r t i n g  h s  sheaf of papers on 
the already over-burdened esk, he lim 
which ouedosked the football field. z&h:v%Gd$; 
team having a practice session. his frown seemed to cut 
a still deeper furrow in his brow. his &ts denched. and his 
thoughts &me rebellious. 

“Why did it have to happen to me? I’m always the 
unlucky one. Here I am with this game leg when I should 
be out there, too. What did I eyer do to deserve this? 
It’s not fair.” 


