








A NATION OF BUTCHERS

The night of March 21, 1685 was cold in Eisenach; Germany .

It felt especially depressing, however, to a 35 year old woman,
pregnant with her sixth child. Complications had earlier re-
sulted in her doctor flatly advising her to get an abortion, or
face the tragic circumstances of permanent damage--or death. But
Hilda remained firms %If the Lord saw fit for me to die thus, I
shall not alter His will.® Suddenly she felt a sharp pain; she
knew her time had come. But when Herr Doctor at last emerged
from her tepid bedroom, Hilda sighed, "I know just what to name
him--Johann. Yes, that is perfects Johann Sebastian Bach."”

Although the above passage is somewhat fictionalized, the
topic which it introduces is unfortunately true. Abortion, or the
premature expulsion of a fetus from a mother's womb, is not a
newly-developed technique, but a practice which traces its origins
to primitive man. In modern times, however, not only the physical,
but also the moral aspect has penetrated the medical book and daily
newspaper alike. The implications of the incident related above,
had Hilda been persuaded to abort her son, are apparent to all.
Indeed, anyone who has heard the religious "St. Matthew Passion®
or any of the great "Missas® can appreciate their contribution to
the musical world, and would mourn their loss as a cultural trage-
dy. But the significance does not end here.

What if the child had turned out to be another Nobody, simply
an additional mouth to feed, and perhaps a financial burden to his
family? Would his abortion have then been justifiable? No socle-
ty which bases its scale of the value of a human life exclusively
on a man's mundane accomplishments can assert claims of religious
heritage. One is hardly to assume that the absence of magnificent
achievements from the biography of a man automatically indicates
the absolute worthlessness of his existence. Who can know how he
may have influenced his associates toward better living, or brought
love to those who knew him well? Have we all suddenly acquired
the judicial wisdom of Solomon or the sagacity of God?

But now enters the rationalist who claims that women such as
Sherry Finkbine who took the treacherous drug thalidomide and was
thereafter convinced that her baby would be born deformed, are
within their rights, legal and moral, to have the baby destroyed.
There is, they say, enough suffering in the world; when 1t can be
avoided, the action should be taken., Must one, therefore, deplore
the birth of Helen Keller, an ingpiration to thousands of deaf and
mute, and withhold her right to live on the basis of physical de-
formity? Experience with even a small number of physically de-
formed people proves their unmistakable affability and even tem-
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perament. They, have, sc to speak, involuntarily forfeited physical
assets for traits of sherper wental alertness and a more tolerant
outlook. Can the reader honestly swear that he would rather never
experience life at all, or be born with only one arm?

Not to be neglected, too, is the unfortunate plizht of the
single girl who is attacked and raped. Some people argue that she
shouldn't be made to suffer further by the birth of an unwanted
baby in addition to the brutal experience she has undergone. But
can a doctor, for no matter what resson, knowledgably murder an
innocent child? Man as an imperfect creature has a hard enough
time in the administration of justice to those guilty of vicious
crimes; he cannot possibly foretell whether by the murder of one
fetus he will save the world from a Hitler or deprive it of an
Einstein, or neither.

The question strongly resembles a scilence fiction story where-
in men were permitted to return to bygone eras and observe his-
torical events firsthand; if they so much as disturbed one insect,
however, this privilege would be revoked. The tele ended violently
as one careless explorer stepped on a blade of grass. Instantly
humanity ceased to exist, having long ago died of the ¢iurvation
resulting from the destruction of this food. Although improbable,
the anecdote serves as a reproving parable. The balance of nature
is much too delicate an operation for sucn a clumsy group as man-
kind to tamper with. Anyone living in Australia surrounded by
rabbits will testify to this.

The core of the problem centers around an age-old moral dis-
putes has a fetus an identity when it is first conceived, or does
it become a human only al the moment of birth? Or some time in
between? Doctors sometimes argue that only when a baby can be
safely delivered can it be considered a "person®, but when the
moralist retorts that upon conception, an immortal scul is fused
with the body, thereby giving it the quality known as life, his
answer appears by far the more credible. Merely the fact that a
child ie dependent upon its mother for life does not indicate
that it is not as distinct as you or I, or doesn't have the po-
tential for greatness of every new-born baby. The only differences
between a nine-day old human embryo and a nine-month old uaborn
baby are physical.

For a nation so vehement in its protests against injustice
suffered by people falsely condemned to death, the United States
is surprisingly liberal in its permission of therapeutic abor-
tion. It is no wonder that the amount of criminal abortion has
risen so high in the past ten years. We have become a nation of
butchers, refusing to take the responsibility for our actions,
even when warned, as in the case of a women told she might die if
she bears any more children. If there is to be any great povu-
lation explosion, America has nc worry; she can employ abortion on
a nation-wide scale, a sort of decimation by choice...
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EAGTER IN SPAIN

The aura of my Spanish holiday'was animated by two, twelve

- hour, bizarre train trins. I met convivial people and had several

compulsions to wreak the atmosphere, but was averted by a desire
to be stoical. French trains gertginly proved tp be by no means.
an auxiliary to my comfort, but befitted my needs.

The cardinal tourist attraction is the country itself: the
natives and the scenery. The antithesis of Spain from France
was my first.assimilation; The vinyards,~orchards, sheep, and
white adobe houses with red tile roofs offered a relief from the
typically arab-cqlored French homes with shutters. The weather
was heavenly and bland compared with the clouds, rain, and wind

fof'Dreux, France. Providing an attraction for all tourlsts, in-

Jludlng myself, was the complacency of the white sands of the Cost:
Brava wacked by rugged mountains; gquaint tourist shops and hotels .’
and the ingenious, friendly attitude of the natives.

Being a luxuary for the Spanish peasants, c¢ars are not their
main means of transportation; rather horse -or mule carts, motor—
cycles, and foot are employed by these people. Credible or net,
many elderly women, seemingly indefatigable, walk kilometers to
the openmarket everyday without a caprice and chromicly prepare
two large mesls daily for their hard-working menfolk and families.

I contemplzte, from experiences, that a week is an inadequate
amount of time to zlot for a vacation to Spain. Until you have

’ égtually driven the roads, you cannnot compute the time needed

for travel: but it is tremendous. One short, brief week will ke
hastily spent traveling fron one destination to another allowing
llttle time for actual relaxation and enjoyment..

Cindy Truog
(Sophmore)









Then the first prisoner in line was led up to the guillontine
and a soldier tied the prisoner‘'s hands; (I noticed every intric-
ate detail)s; the young man was trembling. I was so moved that at
that moment I wanted to burst through the soldiers and free him
from this agony., But my actions would have been fruitless.

Seconds passed=--each second felt like an hour. I gazed at
the priest,for he represented the God that I might face in a few
minutes,

Suddenly my trend of thought was disturbed by.a commotion
among the crowd; something extraordinary was happening. I dis-
cerned an officer riding across the square frantically shouting
and waving a white handkerchief, He was sent by the counsels of
Talleyrand (this I discovered later) to announce our pardon,

The new French government wanted no more unnecessary bloodshed.,
But the experience was fatal for all of us. When the young man
was released from his posi tion he, in all his desperation, went
mad--a mark inflicted that, I am sure, will never be healed.

Nor will any of us éver escape the dread that we all felt at the

sight of the huge bloedstai ned blade.

Birgit B. Puskar
Senior
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my wet garments and found, completely to my surprise, that the
clothes fitted me perfectly. I then found my way downstairs

where Count Natas and a score of his disciples waited in silence
for my arrival. Immediately upon my appearance, however, they
turned toward the large oaken dining table with squeals of delight.
They then started eating in such a wey as I had never seen.

They ate mouthful after mouthful of the juicy red meat which
appeared to be the only course; while I sgat in silence, looking at
the tantalizing meat, which for some reason seemed to turn my
stomach. The inhabitants of that strange place were also capable
of drinking endless quantities of the pure red drink that was
stored in flasks that they kept tied to their belts.

Although my host tried to make me comfortable, I couldn't enjoy
myself because of the yelling and screaming which came from the
hooded figures. '

Finally Count Natas stood up and gave a high pitched command
to his disciples. Everyone immediately sat down, as if expecting
a great event.

"And now,® my host said, "let us have the final course of
the meal.®

A servant brought in a silver platter, covered with a large
golden top. I could sense the eyes of everyone upon me as the
tray was set down. The Count then picked up a carving knife and
ralsed the golden 1lid, saying, ®And now the desert.®

The last thing I remember before passing out is the shrill
scream that escaped my lips. Although I have told many people my
story no one will believe me; and why should they? Who would be-
lieve that the "desert® referred to by the Count was the head of
my brother? Even after I woke up in a forest clearing I could still
not wholly conceive the events which had just taken place. But now
that I think of it, what is Natas spelled backwards?

Chuck Ladendorf
(Freshman)

He searched for his brother in pain
For he felt that he was not dead,
But his search was in wain

Because he found his brother = dead.
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them wasn't best for him all the time.

liow then, for this the pack decided that he wasn't fit ta live
with 'em go they mede him an outcast. They drove him from the pack
by treatin'® him bad and causin! him hurt all the time, He couldn't
teke it for very-long and he finally left. Yep, took off cn his
own into the wilderness.

From that time on he became a loner. He always knew where the
pack was and what they were doin' but he never bothered hisself
with seein' 'em. ‘'Sides the fact that they didn't want nothin' to
do with him. Got himself a cave up in the far regions of the deep
woods and made a den out of it. He hunted when he felt like it,
slept that way too. Come night time he'd go out and walk like =
ghost in the moonlight. He gained knowledge and muscle and he led
the life of a loner to the hilt. Didn't much care what the other
animals thought df him. Didn't care. He didn't Lother them an!
he wanted them to leave him alone too.

Ole Lobo lived like this for quite awhile, always by hisself,
but after awhile he kinda got a hankerin' for someone elsc. He
wondered why and it finally came %o him. Poor ole Lobo was lonely
and wanted a she wolf to take care o' him when he come home nights
all tired out from huntin' and to comfort him when there was a bad
‘night f'r huntin'. Yep, the loner took out of his cave and headed
down to the low country.

He traveled for ‘bout a week or so 'fore he came to the low
country. He set up shop in a lonely little part o! the woods.

It was a fine little brushy area surrounded by rocks. He found
hlsself a crevice in a cliff face and made his den.

It took him a few months to be found out, and when he was thc
other wolves stayed awey from the area. He was a loner and he wa
treated like ‘one. He wasn't gonna stay that way long thol, nossir,
he didn't know it but he was gbout to find hisself a mate.

One day 'bout the fourth month after he'd been huntin' in
the low country he was stalkin' bout one night an' he ups an!
hears a little rustle near his cave. He was alert and ready for
anytnin' thet just might happin'. He was expectin' trouble 'cause
none o' the other wolves came that way. He kinda stood there
waitin' when out of the bushes stepped the dadgumdest lookin' she
wolf he'd ever 1l&id eyes on. The she wolf kinda looked at him in
surprise. Guess she hadn't counted on seein' 'em like thst. Well
now our Lobo kinda figgures that he might see what could develop
since he walked right into it. Course he didn't know that this
here she wolf hadn't made that bush rattle by accident.

From then on it was pure heaven for the ole Lobo. He shared
his ki1l with her. Gave her half of his den, and what's even
more important he gave her half of his heart and life.

- The mzin pack would always see the two together. They'd sit
on the hilltops watching the moon rise over the mountains before
they went on their nizhtly hunt. Even though he was a loner he
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Beautiful and green, the fields with a breeze K“/%
as the crow flies over;
the sun explodes, and fades into the d

bHilliam Kaspar

THE WRITER

My mper and pen are lost,
My mind wanders,
but still I write.

/4%} N
Gene Legg \§>

<f"\ M/
The sun shines bright C{ qéé? ;
for this wedding day f
but soon enough there will be clouds. v
,M —

Susie Morley -

Man dares into space,
great chasms of danger
where gtardust children play.

Jan Rupe
The rain beats down
to break the grass,
but it bends to rise again.

Linda Franklin

IGNORANT

‘The master lectures
Oh! what a long day it is

but, what have I learned. /

Tina Russo
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I  LISTEN

I listen

To sounds of love

In the wind

As it blows

Through the trees.
You can hear it murmur
And sigh and whisper
Through the leaves
Words of love.

To its lover

The earth.

She blossoms-

Under hig caregses
And gentle words.

I listen

Unknown to the wind and earth.
To wy ears, the sound is
Ecstasy; crystal musiec.
Ch, that words of love
Sucn as these

Could be .
Whispered and sighed

To me;

That someone's love

For me would be

So rapturcus and

Sought after.

The wind continues;

Life goes on.

;I listen
7 /To the marvelous
"/ Tinkling music,
Always to my eaves dropping ears,
But not for me alone.

Wilma Brewer
(Senior)
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TO THE SURF

Silently you gather your forces,

Swiftly you join arms,

Higher your might grows

As you prepare for the
onslaught.,

Waves clap their hands,
And splash over their comrades;
The tide tows you closer
To your goal;
You crawl noiselessly onward.,

Suddenly your fury mounts,
You begin to howl through the

- Dark;

Arms raised, you seek your
Enemy,

You cry at the low flying
Gull.

Then the battle front sighted,
Rage fills your soul,
You throw yourselves down
on your foe;
The unsuspecting sand.

said

g éayl Bartos

# —(Senior). .. g
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TO A FRIEND

From the province of comradeship,
Onward like a drum,.
Beat the sounds of amity,

Watch and hear them comes

Fight for what is right,
Die for all mankind,
Have a friend who calls you friend,

They are hard to find.

Be as a soldier,
Ready to defend,
Country, home, and family,

And your closest friend.

Gail Bartos
(Senior)









LOVE IS STRONG
Oh, maiden will you listen to =
One who loves you right well?

Who dreams, dreams of you as he sleeps;

Of that love he would tell.

I saw you in September,

But of you I thought not. X

I sought others like a very fool.
Oft winds blow, ‘cold err hot.

There was a day however when from =
My eyes the scales fell.
It was then that I begun,
To love you so very well.

I loved you for your beauty,
Your good and kindness too;
Your sweetness and your heart =
So kind in all you do.

I could say I'd climb high mountains,
Reaching to the sky.

I could say I'd fight for you,

And that for you I'd die.

I hall say, instead, I love you.
For you alone I care.

'"Tis only through my great love,
To tell you this I dare.

I beg you listen to me,

To hear my humble plea;

I beg you see if in your heart =
You have a place for me.

Chris Castillo /
(Funior) -~
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FOR WHAT?

Here I sit all hunched and dreary;

My bedy se cold, my mind se weary.

I gtrain fer sounds and watch my steamy breath;
For all I know is mud and death.

My bedy aches with ehill and fever;

I yearn te stand erect, but I may never.

Se here I lay in slimy mud with earthen bank.
Here I am, caked with mud, tattered, dank.

I cannot think of home or love;

Nor conceive joy when afraid to move,

And the air reeks of cordite and decaying flesh.
About home and love my thoughts will never mesh.

I know the pain of trench foot and body rot;
But I am lucky; others are not.

I know the anguish of lice and fleas that bite;
But I am lucky; others have eternal nite.

For each shrapnel torn body someone will sorrow;
But for me, I fight to see tomorrow.

I mourn the friends I will never again see;

But I long for the son who has never seen me.

I am a soldier and shouldnh't fear;

But for what, oh why am I here?

I came with thoughts of being heroic, brave and bold;
But now my only thought is to live to be quite old.

Somehow my dreams of emancipation
Have been lost in this gone and desecration.

No, there is no tale of glory to tellj
There ignaught but a bitter taste of hell.

For all I know is mud and deathe.







