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ETERNITY

Lee peVauLt

The sun has just begun to set
into the Western sea;

and soon the air will grow so cold,
so cold as eternity.

Eternity is emptiness;
no borders does it hold;
constant darkness does it shroud,
for spirits who are old.

But as the sun sets,
our hearts are free;
“Could there really be
empty eternity?”’

Cold, bitter cold, does follow the sun;
the clouds start their prowl,

so big, so black as they scurry
and turn the wind afoul.

The wind is then like a demon;
the rain like pain possessed;

o woe is man, o lucky sun
beneath the seas in rest.

The waves do leap asunder;
our ship is of the sea;

“Even then I won't believe
in dank eternity!”

“There is no such place”
my heart does cry;

“Its only of the mind;
but if I die and fall there,
what then will I find?”

O stop this thundering multitude,
O god who made it start;

The waves are only mountains,
the wind and rain no heart.

Our ship does roll upon its side,
is pinned down by the sea;

O thundering wall of blackness engulf
“O God no! Not black eternity!”

Now black is my day and my night
and ne'er am I fed;

for even though I seem to exist,
I am of the land of dead.
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HURRAH FOR MR. BOND!

Rupert Broon-Hurst

ONE OF THE current literary ties
between England and the United
States has been the ready acceptance
of a new hero of suspence. A British
Secret Service agent created by Ian
Fleming has found his place among
the American readers of intrigue and
mystery. James Bond, or 007 as he
is known in the service, is the dash-
ing, bovivant agent of espionage.

Bond symbolizes the essense of the
super-spy. Authorized to dispose his
adverseries by any convenient method
at hand, he is ruthless, efficient, ca-
pable of great daring, and able in any
circumstance. His abilities manifest
themselves by his finesse in overcom-
ing his opponents.

Along with dexterity in his profes-
sional skills, Bond is a sophisticate.
His tastes run to fine automobiles,
exquisite food and drink, clothes,
beautiful women, and—of course, the
thrill of adventure.

Fleming places his hero in various
corners of the globe from lush Ja-
maica to behind the Iron Curtain. He
depicts Bond on substantial footing be-
side the gaming tables of the Riveria
or in the wilds of Canada. His themes
vary as do the locales in which they
are set. With combatants ranging
from the unique Dr. No to the king
of voodo, Mr. Big, including such or-

ganizations as SMERSH and SPEC-
TRA, Fleming creates a kaldiscope of
character, suspence, and thrilling situ-
ations.

No doubt, Fleming is critized as to
the credibility of the Bond’s adven-
tures; however, he can hold his own
compared with other mystry writers
as shown by the sheer attraction to
the modern reader and his present
popular appeal, including very promi-
nent Americans.
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SEGREGATION IN THE SOUTH?

Evererte L. DoFFERMYRE

INTEGRATION IN the South is only
a myth at present. Many years will
pass before whites and Negroes asso-
ciate with each other. In many sec-
tions, integration may never occur.
The South’s stand for segregation
grows more rigid as northern liberals
slowly strive for desegregation.

There is an important difference
between integration and desegrega-
tion. The former is the willful asso-
ciation between different elements in
a certain society. Desegregation, how-
ever, is the forceful dissolving of any
discriminatory acts. Though desegre-
gation may one day be face, integra-
tion now is a vicious word in the
south,

Southerners firmly believe in indi-
vidual rights. We do not want to be
compelled to do anything. When

something like integration is enforced,
we naturally revolt. The staunch ef-
forts by the President and his brother
for the “Negro cause” has fanned the
spark of human hatred to a firey
white. Since the Civil war, we have
desired to be governed by men who
know and understand our problems.

We do consider the Negroes socially
inferior. For the most part the Negro
in the South is coarse and unrefined.
Most of them do not wish to improve
their status. We feel that if the Ne-
groes expect equal opportunities, they
should strive to better themselves and
raise their social level to that of the
whites, Legislation is not going to
solve anything. The South will drop
its color bars only when the Negroes
prove themselves worthy of self-
respect. Until then segregation will
prevail in “Dixie”.

N
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CIVIL RIGHTS — A PROBLEM TO ALL OF US

Kir A. RecoNe

WHAT IS civil rights? Webster
defines civil rights as ‘“non-political
rights of a citizen; specifically the
rights secured by the 13th and 14th
Amendments to the Constitution.”
The 13th and 14th Amendments
state the natural rights of all citizens
regardless of race, religion, creed, or
color. .
The problem in the United States
concerning civil rights rests mainly
with the Negroes and the prejudice
held against them by the white peo-
ple. If all the people in the United
States fully understood the meaning
of civil rights and all aspects of it,
this prejudice would draw to an end.
However, the main question that is
in all individual’s minds is: should we
intergrate or not. The views on this
subject are many and widespread; but
whichever way the government tends
to turn, it will violate the rights of
some of the people. For example, the
owner of a restaurant, motel, or a bus
terminal refuses service to a colored
person. The form of government in
which the people live, Capitalism,
states that the owner of an establish-
ment has the right to operate his busi-
ness as he sees fit. He has the right
to refuse service to an individual or
group of individuals that tend to ruin

or destroy his business. However, this
group of individuals, the Negroes, are
having their rights of equality taken
away from them by the owner of this
business. This is one of the major
problems that the government must
solve.

The Negroes, until recently, have
been quite patient with the white man
and the government, but lately there
have been numerous incidents of re-
belling by the Negroes. For instance,
the University of Mississippi was in-
tergrated earlier this year against the
will of the state of Mississippi and its
governor. Here the Negroes staged a
“march” for equal opportunities.

The Federal Government, continu-
ally interferring with the rights of the
states, violates the Constitution by try-
ing to force intergration on the people
against the will of the people. If in-
tergration is going to be possible, it
must be accomplished gradually and
with the consent of the people in-
volved. The government cannot force
intergration on the white people or a
problem will arise which is more seri-
ous than that of intergration or segre-
gation. If intergration is possible by
these gradual means, it will be limited
because the people of the United
States will never consent to total inter-

FALL

gration where intermarrying is allow-
ed.

The Negroes are only hurting them-
selves when they continually riot and
rebel on the streets of some of the
countries largest cities such as Cam-
bridge, Maryland and New York City.
If they want intergration, they should
do it by peaceful means such as the
courts, education, and self-improve-
ment. The Negro definitely wants
intergration but he does not want to
work for it, and the Negroes only
show their ignorance when they re-
sort to such means as rioting and re-
belling. The most recent incident of
“marches” was staged in our nation’s
capital on August 28, 1963. Negroes
from all over the country participated
in the “march” against the white
man's rule. However, this “march”
was more organized than any other,
but, as usual, it accomplished little or
nothing.

President Kennedy, recognizing this
civil rights problem, has sent a Civil
Rights Bill to the Congress and is
awaiting its ratification. If Congress
does pass this Civil Rights Bill, a
crisis will develop which will be more
serious than that of civil rights for the
Negroes. It will be a problem of civil
rights for the white man.

The principal leader of this Civil
Rights Movement was the late Medgar
Evers, who was assassinated in the
Spring of this past year. His position
was soon filled by his brother, Charles
Evers who is now taking up the fight
for civil rights. Martin Luther King,

another leader, is worshipped by most
Negroes as some kind of God. He has
inspired these people to fight for what
belongs to them: the natural rights of
equality. However, these leaders have
not probed the possibilities of the
harm that can result from this type of
campaign. Nothing has ever been ac-
complished by rebelling or rioting
except a lot of blood has been shed
on either or both sides,

This problem of civil rights has be-
come one of the major issues in the
United States today and concerns
every individual directly or indirect-
ly. It is the duty of everyone, white
or black, to participate actively in this
problem and strive for what he be-
lieves is right.

The new cadet arrives at

Staunton, obviously bewilder-

ed by the complexity of his
new home.
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D EAREST JOHN,

I wish you were here now so I could
talk to you but you're not so I'll just
have to explain things on paper. I
don’'t know what Charlie told you,
but TI'll start from the beginning
anyway.

We went round and round on “our
problem™ and came to no conclusion
until I decided that the only thing I
could do was to just choose between
the two of you. I thought of you and
what another “shafting” would do to
you and I thought of Charlie. John,
he really and truly needs someone.
He's so down in the dumps. I really
feel as though he has had it pretty
rough. And so if I can't date both
of you I guess that it will have to be
— oh - - - - — I hate to ruin your day.
I've never had anyone be so sweet to
me and I'll never forget you and I
want to keep on dating you so much
but there’s just something I feel about
Charlie that I felt about Tom and that
I have never felt about anyone else.
John, I'm sorry. I always had such a
marvelous time with you. Oh please
understand.

I'm sorry that it had to be this way
but to be honest with you ever since
I met Charlie I had a feeling that
something was going to clash. Last
night I tried to fight that feeling, but
it kept coming back and today I just
couldn’t fight it anymore.

I may end up hating Charlie, and
he may end up hating me; and if that
happens then maybe, I'll learn to be
happy with what I have but I guess
those are the chances I have but I
guess those are the chances I have to
take. You've been a wonderful friend
and I hope we still can be friends and
I know a lot of girls here are cusing
me out right now for what I'm doing
and I'm cusing myself out too, but... ..

Thank you for putting up with me
for so long; you went through an
awful lot. I hope you'll understand
and forgive me. I wish you'd write
back and bawl me out or something.

I can’t write anything else because
I'm libel to cry but I'm not believing
my life with the opposite sex.

Forgive me,
Bobbie
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D EAR JOHN,

Surprise no doubt. This is just a
note to end all ends since you have
tried so ably to do so.

As for your situation at this re-
nowned school, you are not black-
balled although you came within the
realm of that; so if there is anyone
you wish (desire I should say) to date,
no one will stop you except the per-
son you plan to date. Thank you for
trying to return my favor. I hear it
didn’t work too well!! Fairfax's facil-
ities are much better suited for your
use anyway!

Oh, yes, you should learn to keep
your mouth closed when surprised. It
is very unbecoming in public!

You know you're right, I am a
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----- ,and I get a ---- of a lot of en-
joyment out of it, being one that is,
and, yes, you are pigheaded, in fact,
you're the -------- -ccon-. I've
ever seen. I hope you let everyone in
the barracks read this because it will
show what an --- you are. Your
friends, as you call them, don’t like
your attitude. You really should
change it. Sure, you can rant and
rave all you want, but you're not
bothering me a bit. Too bad you
never had full possession of me. Poor
John and to think I can predict every
move you make. You lost out, and
now you have the brag or what'’s left
of the blow up.

Oh yes, John, you're cool, in fact,
you're one of the coolest guys I know
that's exluding all the other guys I
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dated. I hope you find a girl who
will take all your cuts, inconsider-
ances, and whims. I did for 9 mos.
and I'm so glad I don’t have to any
more! Your father didn’t find out
about your little pranks from Susan;
he didn’t even talk to her, that was
ME, John, YOUR loving Elsa at the
time.

The day you can give even a part
of yourself to someone is the day you
will begin to grow up. I appreciated
that letter of yours. It's too bad
you've even forgotten how to original.
Well, at best you can copy! That
was your defeat, not mine, I got out of
that one just in time.

Oh yes, if you see me puttering
around in my little Stingray sometime
don’t be too alarmed. That won't be
for quite a while though. That Hal-
loween dance should be cool not that
any of us are going. I have the car
that night. I don't think 8 is too
many for a station wagon. You'd
make the ninth but that’s an odd num-
ber.

I really pity you. How can you be
so blind! Good luck, I hope someone
will make you joyous, obviously, I
didn’t, and vice-versa! To think you
said you loved me, what a farce. Oh
well, life is one big farce, n’est-ce pas?

Today Joan stole a picture of you
from Ted. We have it on the bulletin
board below Fred’s. Small compari-
son that is! We also have a hand
cut like a bird pointing to it, just
thought you's like to know.

Oh yes, I'm good ol' Zelda. Say
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what you like last year was great, I
give us that. So you ‘can never start
again. You haven't the guts even if
you wanted to. Yes, only a temper-
mental scag of a ----- would write
this. Ok, so that's what I am, was,
and will be but just remember that
this letter you're reading now is writ-
ten by the same person you said you
loved. What happened to the missing
pieces, John, that’s all I want to know.
You're very incoherent even to your-
self. As for Joan, so now you're in
love with her. Good for you and more
power to you. It’s too bad the feelings
aren’t mutual. Your charms worked
in reverse. Such suaveness, remem-
ber that word! That'’s you altogether.
Joe is nice to her. You could never
be. Even the special letter showed
your usual arrogance. She doesn’t take
things like that. She’s used to having
normal boys treat her like a normal
girl, no excuse me, replace superior
or extra spectacular for normal. The
boys are always “tuff”. Right now
she’s writing to one of them. He has
his own XKE, of course, there’s your
Ford or have you gotten the Olds yet.
The XKE owner is a senior at Stan-
ford. The contrast in mentalities is
too great (vast is a better word) to
even mention. Then there are the
others and mine, of course, but you
aren’t interested.

Let’s try another topic. You'd bet-
ter blow your nose first. All ready,
ok. So some friends finally talked
some sense into your head. How much
sense do you think that was? You
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think I'm tempermental, what about
you Mr. J. (little that is). Why did
you asked me to that Hop in the first
place. I certainly consider that a
whim. Ha, ha, what a joke!

So now I close from this character
analysis. I could go much farther if
I were not so utterly and thoroughly
bored. You may begin on me now,
all your friends will laugh such is al-
ways with one fool talking to another.
Ask dear ol’ Jack. I'm sure he can
fill you in on some other fabricated
details about my character.,

Farewell John, I hope you have the
most pleasant of days.

As ever,
Elsa (or woud you prefer
Zelda — incognito)

D EAR JOHN,

This letter is long over-due to say
the least. It should've been written
Saturday night after the football
game. If there’s one thing that
bothers me, it's someone hating some-
one because of misunderstood feelings.

Right now you must, and I know
you do, hate me from the bottom of
your heart. I don’t blame you and I
more than understand. But I hope
you'll at least read the rest of this be-
fore you tear it up.

First of all, I hadn’t planned to go
to the game. I certainly was never
under the impression you thought we
had a date. You're always so half
hazard when you say things that I'm
never quite sure. Anyway, you just
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said maybe you'd see me after I'd said
maybe I'd go. You just sounded, like
you always do, that it really didn't
make too much difference to you one
way or another. You see, that’s how
you've made me feel ever since you
told me about your girl at home. I
just sort a feel like you don’t a
damn. So, that’s why, Sharon told
you about that boy and his parents
etc., it never occured to me you'd
think I'd stood you up when I didn’t
even know you thought we had a
date, or that you'd really care. John,
I don’t know how you expect me to
feel. You just want to have your cake
and eat it too. There doesn’t seem to
be much left over for me. What pos-
sibly am I to gain by dating you
when I know you'll never be interest-
ed in me. I was defeated before I be-
gan. Maybe you want to date me,
regardless of how my feelings might
be towards you, and then just drop
me flat at Xmas, when you get home.
I'd just like to date someone who will
maybe care a little about me in re-
turn. That's a natural way to feel
and a you've sort of shattered in
our relationship. Honestly, I do un-
derstand your position but I'm human
too and you should understand how I
feel too. I just don’t want to be
dangled all year while you're in love
with someone else.

Well, Sharon told me you never
wanted to date me again anyway so
maybe it was foolish of me to write
this. I don’t think so though because
I had to explain how I feel and what
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had happened last week end. I hope
this does make you see a little bit
better.

I still will knit your sweater if you
want me to. Even if you never want
to see me again, as you've said, I hope
you won’t hate me.

Take care —
As ever,
Diane

D EAR JOHN,

My, but you write sweet letters. I
got your precious letter today and en-
joyed it to the ultimate.
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Thank you for your understanding
about Saturday. You show emmence
amount of maturity and I'm only
sorry I've not “come of age” yet and
reached your level of understanding
and comprehension. ’

I'm sorry I couldn’'t make things
work out for you. I would have called
you, but I frankly did not care for
another 3 damn weeks of restriction.

Sorry sweetness. I guess you better
find a more mature girl as you seem
to be “too” old for yours truly.

Sorry sweetheart —

Becky

LA VIDA

Ernesto Gopoy

Todo el penoso esfuerzo de la vida

se disipa, se apaga, o se diluye

lo que se va la humanidad lo olvida
lo que se queda, el tiempo lo destruye.

Mis la belliza esa ecuacion que huye
la posesion total y la medida;
eternamente por las almas fluye
eternamente a medias comprendida.

Viviendu oculta donde oculta nace,
nonca termina, porque nunca empieza;
y el hombre que en buscarla se complace,

Apenas ve un jiron de su pestello,
y lo que ofrece a veces por belleza
es tan solo la sombra de co bello.

FALL
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WHAT A COLLEGE EDUCATION
MEANS TO US

RoserT HiLL

IN TODAY'S STRICT, competitive
world a college education is a must
for better living. The college diploma
is not as easy to obtain as it has been
in the past. Statistics prove that more
and more high school seniors are com-
peting for this highly cherished col-
lege degree; and also that colleges are
limiting their admissions only to the
“pick of the crop”.

Students here at Staunton Military
Academy have an advantage over stu-
dents enrolled in public high schools.
We have expert instruction and guid-
ance to aid us in getting into college
and obtaining our diplomas. It is our
obligation to our parents and our
teachers to use these advantages to the
best of our ability.

A college education means different
things fo different cadets. A few of
us are only concerned with the parties
and good times connected with col-
lege. Those of us who feel this way
will find out, only to soon, that it is
impossible to just have a good time at
college. Deep, prolonged periods of
study are essential. To some of us a
college education is only a means of
making a lot of money in later life.
This philosophy is usually altered dur-
ing the first year of college. Most of
us look upon college as an opportunity
for continued education, which in
turn, will make us better citizens in a

better country. This should be every
cadet’s philosophy in regard to a col-
lege education. We have to remem-
ber that a college education is not for
our own personal benefit, but also for
our country’s benefit. A country is
only as strong as its people, and in
modern times the country that is men-
tally strong supersedes the country
that is mentally deficient.

We all must work with great vigor
to achieve a well-balanced college edu-
cation. It does not come easy; but
with good study habits, hard work,
and a conscientious mind, we can all
reach our goal, a college diploma.

First he is given a uniform which instills

a pride and honor in him.
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THE SUICIDE :

Norman TANEY

W ILLIAM BARTON, owner and
editor of the city's largest newspaper,
walked into his fashionable house at
5:20 P.M. on Friday afternoon. He
was tired and dejected from the phone
ringing all day. A fire here, a child
hit by a car there, had been the story.

He had just sat down with a drink
and the paper when his wife burst
into the room with a black cocktail
dress on. She looked at him in aston-
ishment and asked why he wasn't
getting dressed for Hime Marshall’s
cocktail party? He replied disgusted-
ly that he was too tired.

But after two more drinks and a
half-hour of pleading, Bill Barton
headed up the stairs to change. He
grunted disconsolately as he took the
first steps.

Twenty minutes later he came down
and remarked sarcastically to his wife
about her conservative low-cut dress.
She ignored this and said, “Let’s leave
before we're late.”

At 7:00 P.M. the Bartons arrived at
the Marshall residence, a penthouse.
The butler ushered them in and got
them a drink. Mr, Barton proceded
to get very drunk while his wife was
busily attracting all the men doing
well at their respective forays.

Two hours later Bill Barton arose
drunkenly and staggered across the
room to the bedroom. He stood look-
ing through the drapes and window

at the people below. He laughed as
he thought that he could squish them
with his foot. Then suddenly he felt
as if he was being pushed through the
open window and into space. He was
falling! The last thing he heard was
his wife's laughter and the words:
“He's gone for good.”

The headlines of the city’s papers
the next morning screamed: “William
Barton, famous editor and millionaire,
leaps fourteen stories to his death.” A
subheading said in black print: “Wife,
sole heir!”

And the final result . ..
a Staunton cadet.

FALL
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THE LINE BETWEEN SANITY AND INSANITY

Darrer TYLER

THE LAWYER was tired, beaten
and unhappy, because he let an inno-
cent man go to the state prison called
Leavenworth. He walked slowly to
his car, thinking “I could have saved
him; why didn’t I?"” Maybe I worked
too hard or maybe not hard enough;
maybe I didn't appeal at the right
time? The lawyer drove home in
silence.

Arriving home, he found his wife
dressed in a gleaming cocktail dress,
mixing martinis for the two of them.

She asked, “How did it go today
dear?”

He replied, “The jury voted guilty;
he goes to Leavenworth for life on
Wednesday.”

She, trying to comfort him, said
“Maybe there was nothing you could
do, the papers said....”

Cutting her off, he yelled, “Damn
the papers! He was not guilty, and 1
let him go to prison. I will never
forgive myself for that. I can’t even
call myself a lawyer anymore. The
papers will say tomorrow that Joe
Brighton was so guilty that even the
great Mike Masterson could not get
him acquited.”

She said, “Now Mike quit all this
talk and get ready.”

Masterson replies, “What for dear?”

She indignately said, “For the

Johnson’s party. You know I want to
go.,’

He replied in a tired, beaten voice,
“I don’t want to go to a party; I don’t
feel like it.”

His wife replied, “If you don't go,
I'll never speak to you; and there’ll
be no trip to New Orleans.”

Mike Masterson mumbling to him-
self went up the stairs and dressed,
emerging twenty minutes later ready
to go.

They arrived and found the party
in full swing. Mike’s wife left him,
and Mike sat down with a drink.
About ten minutes later, his wife came
in with the man who really committed
the crime of which Mike was trying
%o clear Joe Bixton.

She stopped with a scream and yell-
ed, “That, Mike Masterson, is why
you lost the trial today. I planned it;
I set it up and you couldn’t do a
thing about it.”

Mike jumped up and started to run
away; then he tripped and fell. As
he fell, he heard a mocking laugh be-
hind him and then there was nothing.

The headlines in the morning read,
“Mike Masterson, brilliant defense
lawyer, leaps thirteen stories to his
death, the cause being his loss of the
Joe Bixton case yesterday.”
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CO-EXISTANCE, IS IT POSSIBLE?

Ray BrRowNFIELD

IN OUR MODERN complex civiliza-
tion there are many different types of
systems or forces that work against
each other for their very existances.
These systems include politics, eco-
nomics, and various social and moral
systems. Because of their difference
they obviously conflict with each
other. Because of their great num-
ber, they have found it necessary to
form coalitions among themselves to

make one group or another to gain
an advantage. The two main groups
have set themselves up in opposition
and have created what has come to be
known as the “conflict of our times.”
One group, the West, includes the
democratic free thinking societies; the
other, the East, is composed of those
totalitarian, closed minded societies
who want only to dominate mankind.
The question is: can they exist with-
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out friction at the same time in the
same world?

For the answer to this question it
is necessary to examine the various
basic principles and beliefs of these
societies. First let us take the West-
ern democracies

The word itself “democracy” is of
Greek derivation meaning government
by the people. This is the all im-
portant basis for this system. Also,
characteristic of a democracy is the
belief that the state exists for the
greatest number of people. Demo-
cratic societies state that the individ-
ual should be regarded as a human
being possessing human worth, human
dignity, and human value. He is an
end, not a means to an end.

Societies of this sort are controlled
by governments of laws, not or men.
Theoretically, there is no discrimina-
tion against citizens because of race,
color, creed, or sex. In democracies
the decisions of the majority bind the
whole, and these decisions of the ma-
jority are forced by civil and legal
process, not by military force.

Individuals of democratic states are
believed to have the power to make
valued judgments. Among these
judgments is the right of the people
to grant governmental powers to
whom they choose, and retract them
if they deem it necessary. Finally, as
the last characteristic the guiding light
for all democratic societies is the com-
mon Code of Good Sportsmanship.

That their bloc, represented and
largely led by the communist states,
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seems to disagree with all the im-
portant aspects of the first. A con-
trast of the two would show initially
that the government of these are
not of, by, or for the people. They
are of and for the state only. These
governments attach not worth or value
to the human being. They regard
him only as a tool, something that
can be made into anything or forced
to do anything.

These societies are dominated by
one man or small groups of men who
are concerned only with themselves
or their own groups. There is con-
stant discrimination againt various
people for any reason that the author-
ities may choose. The masses have
no basic rights.

Since the governments of these so-
cieties do not derive their right to rule
from their people, they do not allow it
to be taken away from them by peace-
ful and orderly means. They cannot
allow their people to think for them-
selves for fear that they might become
over-authoritive. As a comparison to
the final principle of the other bloc,
their view is this: If the opponent is
smaller than you, step on him. If he
is larger, take care, for you may end
up under his heavy hand.

Can we draw a conclusion from this
comparison? Theoretically, how can
any two forces, basically opposed to
each other in every way, possibly co-
exist? Surely one must resist domi-
nate or stamp out the other to pre-
serve its own life.

Practically, we must co-exist at least




20

for the present. We cannot allow our-
selves to drift into an open conflict
with another force, for it would mean
the end of the world as we know it
today.

SCIMITAR

Co-existance does not seem possible,
yet co-exist we must. What hap-
pens when one irresistable force meets
another. What will be the end re-

sult?

Then he is taught some of the fine arts of military life.
By now he is already accustomed to, and looking forward
to his stay at SMA.
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THE SUMMER ALONE

NorMAN TANEY

J OHNNY PARRISH had just gotten
out of the car and headed for the
house. The time was 2:00 A.M. Mrs.
Barnes, who had seen her next door
neighbor wander drunkenly in too
many times, muttered to herself some-
thing about teenagers being left alone
for two weeks.

Back in the house, Johnny turned
the light on and started the coffee
“perking”. Then he left the kitchen
and went into the living room and lit
up a “Luckie”. He turned on the
record player, quite loud for a party,
but for the middle of the night it was
blasting. Lights came on in the
houses along the street and the phone
started ringing. After cussing out by
some, he turned the record player off.
About 3:30 that morning he crawled
in bed.

He awoke about noon the next day
with a horrible hangover. Johnny
lit a butt and got up out of bed.
Smiling though his pounding head
he thought of the last two weeks.
Then he started breakfast. He kept
muttering to an empty house about
his head.

That afternoon he was dressed and
headed for Steve Bullock’s house. They

were going to the country club for
golf and the dance that night.

The boys came in after eighteen
holes as the sun was going down.
They changed and swam around for
about two hours. At 8:00 P.M. Steve
and Johnny headed for the clubhouse
for dinner.

An hour later they went into the
dance quite already tippy from the
liquor. They kept drinking on and at
midnight, when the dance was over,
Johnny was plastered and Steve was
pretty high. A few minutes later
they started out to take a couple of
girls home across the river.

As they got on the bridge every-
thing went black for John who was
driving. Johnny awoke and saw a kid
pedaling his bike slowly across the
bridge. Johnny slammed on the
brakes! He was too late! The kid lay
on the road conscious. Johnny cried
out into the night. His friends saw
him leap out over the rail 300 feet
down into the swirling white water.
They heard him yell, “I killed him,
I should go too!”

John Parrish, a brilliant and high-
strung boy of sixteen was dead. Dead,
because he thought he killed a child.
That boy had just fallen off his bike.
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AN INGLORIOUS DEATH .

HarrLow

LIEUTENANT JIM STUART was
upset. He was raging, “It was a ca-
tastrophe, Bill. Though only one man
died, it should never have happened.
If T could find the guilty ones who
overlooked the transformers and the
faulty valves, I'd kill 'em.”

“I know how you feel, Jim,” said
Second Lieutenant Bill Ganon sympa-
thetically. “Eric was one hell of a
nice guy.”

“Why couldn’t I have taken his
place? At least I'm not married.”
Jim paused as he wandered over to
the water cooler in Conference Room
13. “You know, I still can’t believe
he’s dead. FEric was my best friend
and the best guy in this mixed up
world.”

“Look Jim, I've got to report to sick
bay. You might want to read this.”
Ganon placed a small, dirty, oil-
stained notebook on the mahogany
conference table, he saluted and left.

“Why it's Eric’s personal logbook,”
exclaimed Stuart while thumbing
through the pages. When he came to
the page marked May 3, he slumped
into a large swivel-type chair and be-
gan to read slowly and carefully.

0630—I woke up today feeling
quite refreshed and ready to go over
the preliminary checks of the ship.
We have been submerged twenty days,
and just received orders to surface at
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1200 hours today. We all will need
this breath of fresh air. Everyone is
getting pretty exhausted down here.

0830—I just finished mess and was
examining the reactor and missile
charts. Everything is in order. The
crew is happy and I share their feel-
ing.

0930—There is nothing special to
do now. I have checked all systems
with Mitch, the first mate, and all is
in order. There are no emergencies
and everybody is taking it easy. In
eight days I shall see my wife, Jane,
and my kids, Frankie and Terry. I
can't wait to see them. These next
eight days are going to pass awful
slow for me.

1030—All is well. There is nothing
new to report except Mitch, who
caught his pants on a latch and tore
them in half. We had a good laugh
and he took it quite good-naturedly,
too.
1130—Nothing to do except sleep
and drink coffee. The next check is
at 1330.

1230—No check.

1300—A lot has happened in the
last thirty minutes. I might as well
start from the beginning. At 1200
hours we began surface preparations.
By 1215 everything was checked and
ready. As we began to surface, the
transformers to the air-water tanks
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short-circuited. I don’t think anyone
will ever understand how or why they
did, but the damn transformers blew,
and we were stranded about eighty
feet below sea level. Well, I sent the
electrician experts to appraise the sit-
uation, which relatively speaking, was
not a major calamity. It was just then
that all hell broke loose. The intake-
water valves broke and water began
leaking into the tanks. I was inform-
ed that we were slowly sinking. The
rest was simple and quick. I rang the
orange emergency and ordered an im-
mediate S.0.S. sent out. Then I held
a quick conference with the officers
and then the crew and explained to
them the situation. It was decided to
evacuate the ship. In less than fifteen
minutes everyone except me had don-
ned diving suits and had left for the
surface. By the time I prepared to
exit, the sub was over 150 feet “down-
stairs”, which is too low for a diving
suit. We were still sinking, the sub
and L

1330—A strange thing has hap-
pened. The sub didn’t explode or bet-
ter said collapse with the pressure.
By some quirk of fate the sub landed
on the edge of a precipice some 250
feet down. I have just found out that
the air is escaping. Somewhere there
is a small hole in the hull. It will be
about one hour before I suffocate. I
wonder if the signals got through.
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I guess I should be crazy with ner-
vousness, but somehow I'm very calm
about the whole matter. Maybe I've
passed the stage of hysteria and am in
the calm stage now. The thought of
death doesn’t seem to bother me.

Right now, I'm drinking some cof-
fee, and writing so someone will know
what happened. Many wonderful
memories are drifting across my con-
scious mind. Terry who is six, Frankie
who was just a year old yesterday,
and my beautiful wife Jane. I can
remember all the wonderful times
we've had together. Now there is
only the deep rhythmic sound of the
“reactor”.

1430—There is not too much time
left. I was hoping for help, but I guess
our signals didn’t get through.

The coffee tastes good, very good.
I want my family to know what hap-
pened. Please, whoever reads this
book, tell them please.

1440—Its getting hard to breathe.
Oh God, let my wife and children
know how much I love them. Don’t
let them forget me........

There it ended. Stuart slowly
closed the logbook of Eric Stantler,
Captain of the U.S.S. Hull. He arose
from the chair; put on his cap, and
walked towards the exit door of Con-
ference Room 13. There were tears
in his eyes as he slowly went out of
the building.

=Rles1
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| TO KAREN | COMPLIMENTS
Mark T. Ewing OF
\B}ond; hair, laughu.ar, gaiety and fun #n"rps % red l:and eyes so blue | t h €
T L L CANTEEN
i Stay that way With golden hair

Oh! Little lady, daughter of the sun.  Oh! Little lady, my love so true.

Bluebirds are flying over the sea
Won't you be the true love for me
Nestle in silence quietly beside

So your radiant love can abide
Oh! Little lady my love for thee.

FOR ETERNITY

H. I. Scaces

The night was cold and dark;

Amber stars were dangling in the sky,

And covered with a cloud of muffled silence.
Everything within sight was smothered

i In a blanket of deadly mist. f —_—
The moon above could scarcely be seen, — \
\'\/ ‘n \“

N
And every ounce of its mere existance &
Amplified its mystery.
Everywhere a black mourful cloak
Hung hideous over every second of deeping stillness;
‘ Nearby a small stream bubbled over TRoSTnEsevs i o a:i;foo‘i’ but they're easy to
With eerie apparitims which chilled the very soul. i
All life was drained away;
Last souls could be visualized,
Searching, ever searching the
Vastness of this God forsaken land
For some unknoun cause.
With all pure hearts prevailing, MATI‘I'IEWS HABERDASI'IERY
May the innocent never step into
These abysmal jaws of Hell. STAUNTON, VIRGINIA

Finer Furnishings and Clothing
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COMPLIMENTS OF

B & E SANDWICH SHOP

13 North Augusta Street

Specialize in all types of foods

Then he is given a clean cut look, all adding
up to making him a well-rounded cadet.

COMPLIMENTS OF

THOS. HOGSHEAD, INC.
Druggist




