
lVIANU<,cr<lPTS 41

/

high hill.ab\)vp t!l.'" lake. I ',:,as ~vitne~sing my first mass baptis-
mal Sf'lTH;e, and It was an inspired sight to behold.

~\ full moo:l rose. just above the "water's edge to the east,
and It cast a shimmering soft glow across the lake. The water
seem~d peacefu~ despite a breeze which slowly increased its
velocity, and silently began tossing the pine boughs above
our heads. The unusual tranquility of the night made the insects
ancl commonplace night-noises sound like a rising chorus, and
far down the lake a faint sins-ins- was barelv audible as it
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intcrrn ingled with the rustle of the water. God himself must
have witnessed this diminutive service, because I have yet
to see an equal to this night. After the closing prayer, the
confessors emerged from the water. They fell in with the silent
procession leading back to camp. I knew I had experienced a
feeling of great exaltation, for I was appreciative of my entire
surroundings. The ceremony was peaceful and simple, but I
was all afire inside. I saw the trees, and they were no longer
trees. They were living things with long-reaching arms beck-
oning us to Goel; the water was no longer a lake surrounded
by greenery, but a deep blue carpet leading fr0111 earth to
heaven. A child's imagination is a marvelous thing!
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My High School Dance
Gene Mangin

Itwas a clear chilly night, as I recall, c1~ar with the fr~shness
of late fall. The moon shone ever so brightly as I approached
the 10nO" low brick building which housed the school

cafeteria. It'was late in October of my junior year, and I, at
the age of sixteen, was still slightly shy. around girls l~ut
even more clarinO"--to compensate for this shyness--wlth
the group or bo;s with which I associated. It was the night
of the annual Freshman Mixer, and I, as a worker in the cafe-
teria, hac! been asked to assist in the serving of refreshments
to the even more shy freshmen and their guests.

The bOY5--what more can be said of them--and I
were jokingly anxious to see jf there were any "frosh" girls
at which we wou ld bother to look. Could we, of such superior
intelligence and "know-how", and we of the finer techniques.
possibly stoop to such a low level as to give a young, still.
growing, freshman girl a second look? Ah, Fate!
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Several yards across the campus stood i-he main build-
ing in which was located nine-tenths of the clas.lroo.s., nlus
the combination auditorium-gymnasium in the east wing, as
well as the teachers' quarters in the west wing. The campus,
and I use the term loosely, was nothing more than an asphalt
parking lot connecting the fine arts building with the main
building, In the southeast corner of the campus were several
handball courts, and farther down one end was situated a
lone, rough, basketball court.

The gymnasium-auditorium-dance hall was brightly light-
ed and decorated this fine evening. Streamers hung from the
ceiling to a bright-colored cellophane tape centerpiece. The
tables, arranged in neat rectangular order, were covered with
clean white cloths as were the chairs. The tables were used
not only for seating couples at the dance but also for bunco
games. Bunco--and we Iaughed~-seemed such a childish
game, but still that joking anxiety remained among us and
became more and more just plain anxiety.

Before refreshments were served and about midway
through the dance, that anxiety could no longer be checked.
We then stole our way across the campus and into the dim
corridor leading to the dance floor. vVe looked at all the girls
in general, but one in particular caught my eye. Stop! Could it
be that I had taken a second look at a mere youngster? Yet
there she stooel while something strange happened to me.

After that we served the refreshments, and we "grown
ups" spent our time serving, speaking, and flirting in our
Own silly, childish, inimitable way. Somehow I made it a
point to meet this girl, and fate began its wonderful work.
Someday soon I hope to marry that-~"youngster."
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Snow Flurry
The howling wind, brisk, biting,
Blows, with rage, dashing, hurling
Flakes of snow, whirIirJO"'_'swirling

,_" ,
About the earth, cold, chilling.

The howling wind blows hard,
Driving, ever driving
Tiny crystal flakes of snow
Before it in its rage.


