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"What does the mind enjoy in books?
Either the style or nothing. But,
some one says, What about the thought? The thought, 
that is the style too.’’

Charles Maurras.
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JACK COUGHLAN 
MARTYN TUFTS 
NORM IBSEN 
D. C. SLOTE



ALICE LAIDLAW

T H h E wind whipped tine snow into Evelyn’s face as she hurried down the
village street; she held her head down to avoid it, and to shield her eyes 

from the glare of the sun and snow.
At home they had said, “ I t ’s a cold day, you don’t have to go to Sunday 

School.”
She had not answered. Her father had remarked impatiently that she 

was a big girl to be trotting off to Sunday School; fifteen was time to grow up, 
and only kids went to Sunday School now.

“ Pm a teacher,”  she said quietly.

“ A regular teacher?”

“ No, but I have to be there, in case they need an extra. Mr. Willens is 
counting on me.”

“ W ho’s Willens?”
i i r>The new one” , her mother explained wearily. “ I t ’s the new Sunday 

School Superintendent. You know—he’s in the office, down at the factory.”

Evelyn did not trust herself to speak, nor to look at them. They could 
talk of him so, as someone who worked in a factorv office, sav his name like 
any other name, and forget it. The glow of the secret trembled inside her, and she 
went away silent, holding it to herself. She was glad to leave her parents, the 
warmth of the stuffy living-room, the potted ferns and the drawn lace curtains. 
Outside was the clean, bitter rush of wind, the whiteness of the fields and hills 
and the pale winter sky, drained dead by harsh, joyless sunshine and, at the 
end of the street, the Church.

The Church was the only building in the village which was not squat and 
homely. It was built of stone; it had a square bell-tower where the pigeons 
nested, and carved wooden doors, and stained glass in the windows. The 
Church was the real place. The stores and the houses and the shabby room at 
home did not exist any more, nor did the days of the week. There was only 
the Church, and only Sunday; she cast everything else away from her.

When she was a child she had thought that Sunday had a different look, 
and was in no wa ythe same as other days. The quality of difference was 
sensed, not seen or heard, and it was in everything: sun and shadow and dust 
blowing, the call of bobolinks in the grass. Now she knew that the only 
difference was in the emptiness of the long, crooked street, the odd look of 
locked and shuttered stores; dead places, now, with their foolish metal signs 
flapping in the wind. The houses, too, were not quite the same as on week­
days ; they had a queer air of stiffness and isolation. Each house was closed and 
tight, shut in upon itself in a Sunday-mystery, with the snow all around it.



She felt her cheeks warm as she opened the door of the basement; her 
whole body came alive in a new way and tingled with faint excitement. Her 
thoughts were a little dizzied, and for a moment it was hard to realize that 
she was here, and not living in a daydream.

It was quite early. There were only a few small children sitting on little 
wooden chairs at the front of the room, and two pale young men of the Bible 
Class sitting at the back. Some of the women teachers were there; they sat with 
their gloved hands folded and their eyes half-shut, their faces empty.

The room was very dark after the sunlight. Only two small yellow lights 
were lit; they burned like candle flames, one on each side of the platform. 
Evelyn made the platform an altar. The worn carpet with its dusty fern-leaves, 
the frayed velvet curtains became rich and mvsterious, blood-crimson in the 
shadow. Behind the tall pulpit-chair was a text lettered in gold ; she could 
read it by the little candle-lights Blessed are the pure in heart. When her eyes 
grew used to the dimness she could make out other texts around the walls of 
the room, and paintings; paintings with strangely misted landscapes and men 
and women in loose, vivid robes, and always the pure and passionless face of 
Christ, careless silken locks rounded by white radiance. When she looked at 
the pictures the room was hushed; the hush was palpable, soft, like the velvet 
in the curtains.

Today when she looked at the pictures it was not quite the same; even in 
the depth and stillness of the moment she remembered Mr. Willens.

Now other people came: groups of girls, one or two boys. The hot, 
motionless air became damp as the snow melted from their clothes, and the 
smell of wet woollen coats and rubber a*aloshes swallowed up the room’s faint 
musty odour of holiness. Myrtle Fotheringay came in and seated herself at the 
piano. She began to play over the hymns they would sing that day, and Evelyn 
was glad when the hymn-tunes drowned out the profanity of whispered 
chatter.

She looked at Myrtle Fotheringay, noted the little plumed hat she wore, 
and the dainty, fur-topped boots, watched the small, delicate female hands on 
the keys. Myrtle was so consciously and completely a woman, so vividly 
feminine that Evelyn, even looking at her, felt herself to be a neutrality, a 
blob of nothing and everything, without shape or colour.

She looked down at her own large hands, her feet big in clumsy 
galoshes. Her body was too big, in every part, too boney, and uncertain of itself; 
all her movements were indecisive, constrained. Her hair had not curled right, 
either, and she knew that her cheeks and forehead were heavily flushed, with 
all the freckles showing. She felt dampened, and a little weary; she was only 
a lumpish thing, after all, not in the littlest way like the self of her imaginings.

It was hard to believe afterwards, that he would even notice a girl like 
that, but she knew it had happened ; she was not pretending. She remembered 
it now, not with her senses, as she had remembered it all week, but with 
her mind. It was a real thing; it ha dbeen.It had been, and , last Sunday.

* * * *

She remembered how she had gone back upstairs, to the little room 
beside the vestry, because she had left her gloves up there when they were 
having the lesson. Everyone had gone down ; only Mr. Willens was still upstairs,
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"Poetic Experiences are Valuable 
In the same way as any other Experiences. 
They are to be Judged by the same 
Standards."

I. A. Richards

Clifford Ballon 
Doug. Spettigue 
Ed. Procunier 
Roger Gleason 
Ron. Trenouth 
Pat Moore 
Doug. Sifton 
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The Waters o f Siloe
CLIFFORD BALLON

Have you heard the willows whimper 
As their roots in summer 
Vainly suck for springtime coolness 
At the river's empty tray?
Have you heard the cricket's shriller note 
As the dewdrops cease to be,
Or seen the succulent, growing grass 
Turn to amber like the bee?
Have you heard the frog with his banshee's croak 
As his throat to parchment turns,
Or seen the floiv'rs in dusty shrouds,
.4.9 the earth on its spindle burns?
I, too, have heard my own small cry,
In the midnight of the soul,
As it seeks the waters of His great return,
And strives for the perfect goal.

Pedestrian
DOUG SPETTIGUE

They passed,
Sharp heels, thick soles scuffing coarse concrete, 
Marking progress by five-foot squares, 
Measured clicks from a traffic recorder.
Senility,
Picking pavements like the prick of conscience 
In shoes too old to be cast away 
Tick-tacked from this to that certain corner.
They muttered:
Her shrunk feet add no weight to our marching 
Better drop out then retard, detract;
Hold her there!
Senility misapprehending hold, said:
Bless you my son.



DOUG SPETTIGUE

Black on White

If I ivere an atom in a hollow egg shell
In time's finite half-second of pain 
I should sweat out a frustrate existence 
Upedging to the dome of the cell 
And sliding down aga.
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The Old Fisherman
ED. PROCUNIER

They're gone, all gone, and here I
Idling the hour between life and
The sun is gone; and yet the evening wears
The petals of the morning like a
But how relentless creeps the cloud
Over the eastern wave: relentless, like death
Over the vigorous protests of a man,
Still thinking of his strength. The sea is 
The tvind that drives the foam is lost 
Among the pines. The earth is dead.
The echo of the puttering boats is dulled 
Against the hills. It is the time of death.

The northern folk who leave their old 
Upon the ice to die are cruel, yet more kind 
Than those ivho offer death with life . . . 
Lingering, lingering idle lonesomeness.
I am 7iot of the north, but of the sea,
A second Ulysses, stemming my age,
With vigour, falsely assumed, yet dear, so dear. 
And when the end at last must make an end, 
Then would I die, then would I go fearlessly, 
Like the Viking kings, or Arthur,
Confident of some return . . .

Before they left, they cried: “ Old man,
Sit here and take your rest. Long 
Have you toiled, and eighty years 
Retain a lifeless worth.
Others there are to take your place,
Young arms, young hearts, young hopes.
Old man, sit here and take your rest."

But is there rest ?I never knew it,
Never valued it; now, less than then.
They bring me books, but dull the page,
For all the meanings that I know,
Have come, tragic and gay, upon the sea,
Or under it. I read the greatest book 
Of all, the one unwritten;
Viewed the greatest picture,
The one unsketched. I yet would read,
I yet ivould see, but words intrude 
Upon my rising mind: “ Old man,
S it here, and take your rest."

My sons went forth, those that are 
And grandsons, stalwart men.



The little boy that curls about my knee,
The third to come, looks up, and cries:
“ Tell me a story, 'bout the time
You shipped to Spain.” And I could tell 
Of bearded swarthy me, and flashing knives,
But . . . Dream your dreams, my lad:
You'll soon a w a k e n ,find them real.
The old man I once knew could tell 
Me many, but he died at ninety-four,
Battling a gale off Baccalieu . . .
A Devon death off Baccalieu.

They'll soon be at the grounds,
And then just after dawn, they'll surge 
The harbour, singing lusty songs:

“ We'llrant, and we'll roar like true Newfoundlanders, 
We'll rant and we'll roar, on deck and below . .

But I'll not hear them, for, with gaping mouth,
I'll be in sleep, the leaking sleep,
In all the worm discomfort of bed.

Smoke Castles

ROGER GLEASON

Three Smokestacks 
Sombrely standing side by side 
Silhouetted against the horizon, 
Black Buttresses
For mountainous, deep-piled whorls 
Of steel-grey smoke 
Motionless 
In the frosty air.

A vagrant breeze
Sprang silent from the south,
Scaled the inflated battlements, 
Breached the convolutions,
Sent them pluming and swirling 
Beyond the town 
Northward—
It knew not where.



T h e  T ree  o f  L i f e

RON TRENOUTH

See it!
Stark, naked beauty:
“ The living dead,” it’s called.
“ ’Tis but a tree,” you sa
— Ah, no, you’re wrong. It’s more
Than just a dormant tree
Upon a lofty hilltop far, a
Crest of land that’s mantled o’er
With fluttering robe of golden
Behold the leaves themselves;
Were once a part, they, of this,
Your “ tree.” And notv they are pure 
Nature’s beauty —  silently supreme.
Look where the pleading limbs 
Contrast the crystal air and sky!
—Stretch forth to their Creator
And cry out his glory
To man, and beast, and screaming eagle:
That untamed burst of energy 
That only Jupiter cotdd fashion!
And let thy hurtied mind pause 
From its incessant whirl, and 
Imagine or recall the tree as it 
Has been. Let Fancy join your thoughts 
So you can see how like we are,
And it to us, the tree; but note:
We live but once, yet it born again 
Each year.

Behold the greenness and gaiety of youth!
The childish laughter of the pendant flags 
Undaunted by the breeze; the clean, fresh 
Foxes, dew-ladenf washed by
Subtle Spring’s sweet sh
See them as they peek beyond the cradle 
Of the bud! See how they grow, mature,
And soon become sweet, joyous youth!
0, that ever they coidd be thus! But no,
It is not Nature’s will,for soon 
The youth must lose its greenness and become 
Tanned by Summer’s solemn sun.
And now the gay frivolity is gone, and youth 
Settles.

Here! Can you not see maturity arising?
Note the colours, as tones of character men,



Developing where yesterday was naught but 
Careless green. And in the Autumn of 
Our l i v e s , see how our colours change:
The skin is pale and pink no but
Noiv is b r o w n i s h , darkertougher than before;
And see coloured character emerge 
Whence once stood most innocent being;
But lastly, note the headdress of the two:
See how the tree, like man, has lost 
Its youth fid crop, and now the golden 
Colours creep across the crown.

But lo!The winds do blow.

No longer stays the headdress thick,
Luxuriant and healthy. thin
The leaves, and hair upon the head;
And soon no leaves at all,
But only hoary whiteness upon each limb; to man 
Yet one further stage remains: that 
When he's glorified with crown 
Of shining white and Knowledge joins 
With Age to reign supreme.

Soon follows death; and now your “ tree” is but 
“ The living dead.”
— Dead, because it's lost all signs of
Yet living, for we know 9 rise once more.
So here it transcends high above mankind:
For mam but liveth once to know
The joys and, Dials of youth, maturity, and age, 
While yet the silent, simple tree lives long 
And, yearly, has a life much like that of man.
Each season equals one whole stage of life 
Each year brings forth a babe;
And, when the year is ended, he, grown 
Steps down to yield his place.
Now will you not agree with me?
And see you, there, upon the mount 
Of land, the leafless grandeur—not 
A “ tree” as you have coldly said,
But this: the beauteous 
“ Living dead.”



Psyche
PAT MOORE

Do you not see me as I loiter naked 
On the streets of Lebanon?
Impatient searching for a friend
With whom to share the
The griefs and joys of the

Created from the restless cosmic 
I walk on e a r t h , a child of earth and sky 
Forever alone, the centre of the world, of , 
Onlooker of the world of truth.

Can you not see my struggle to escape 
The pigeonhole of science?
For you have named the nameless 
With a word.
In vain the effort, for the butterfly 
Breaks its wings against the prison wall.

Do you not weep?
For the walls are high
And the moment of escape is short.
Do you not hear my wordless song 
My melody without a tune,
Without beginning and without end?

0  child of Jupiter!
0  bastard born of virgin moon 
And lustful earth!
You are my slave and master 
For only you are aware of 
Although you do not knoiv me.

And alone I walk the streets of Lebanon 
Hiding behind the torn skirts of humanity.
Do you not hear my voiceless cry 
In the stillness of the night?

0



Ferment

DOUGLAS SIFTON

You brew a dangerous draught, my dear
The bitterness outlingers sweet 
In wine of other years.

Inebriant, rapturous potions 
Bathe your eddying 
You season your dreams 
With upcurling smoke 
Of nostalgic cigarettes.

Dark embers of half-languished love 
You fan to fight indifference 
As memory's dim unsteady flame 
Renews its agitated dance.

No morel Come, come, my dear and grant 
Forgotten hours oblivion's sleep;
They will not live again for me.
Disdain this woeful toxic cup.

But friends we'll be,
Another time we'll meet again, 
Another time, perhaps, my dear.



The Atoms
CHARLES FOURIEZOS

Tiny, whirling worlds
Part of Divine Device 
Whirling!
Pop goes a neutron
Zip-zip-zip —  a chain!
Whump! —  An atom bomb! 
Whirling, one-by-one, they shatter! 
Faster, faster, faster they shatter! 
A city's lost —  a pile of 
A world's lost —  a pile of 
Man is lost —  a pile of atoms. 
Where is God?
Whump! Whump! Whump!

Mostly Nonsense
1 was thrown into a spasm 
Because of the chasm 
Between my enthusiasm 
And my protoplasm.
When upon the bus 1 sit 
1 always clamp my eyelids shut
Because it grieves me much to see 
Old women standing up.

oude

or go wing spring

MARY SKIDMORE
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