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door was opened by a policemen. She went into the hall,and

there in front of her was &

notice which she read with a spr-

eeding smile born of understanding and amusement. Printed ne=-

atly on the card was

HOTEL DE VILLE.
DAS hATHAUS.

TOWN HALL.

Stanley .Jd. Wootliff,

STORM.

The wind rose and howled
About the twisted stump
0f solitary beech,

fnd sang,

tnd whined throughout,
Ag if to teach

its song to all,

Then Cumulus piled,
Heaped up in frothy banks
On banks of grey

And ominous gas.

Too heavy,

Their mass

Te rise above

The hovering hawk.

A flickering flare

0f white hot fire.

ind blue-electric spark
Flashed a minute moment
Through the now blackened mire
ind in the dark.
A roll, a rumble, & crash
0f thunder sounds

And floods the sudible
Range with noise,

And passes,

Grumbling to silence
Whilst the poise

Of the hawk is distuibed.

Spark and flash,
Flicker and crumble
The darkness to silhouettes

David .F. Keller,

0f pitchest black,

sgainst the silvery,

Luminous track e
Of a stream.

Whilst the gauntest gaps

Grotesquely gape

Like flood-gates open

=Tater fuvll spate-

£nd pour

The blinding,sparking light of
the sky

Thiough the eye

Of the rampant hedge.

But now the thunder

Lessens, and rolls

Its rumblings over

The digtvany Aills,

Till,only a shadow of their
former strength,

They rumble away

4nd the wind sweeps the length

Of the downs.

& smoothly,

Softly undulating breeze
Which is balm

To the trees,

s£nd calnm

and ease

To the shaken ground
4nd sodden turf,

The zephyr dies,

tnd all is strangely still
Except the hovering hawk
Lbove the hill.
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Lines of Fading Memory.

Wild blows the wind of sorzow in my heart
While dim, helf-fading memories echo sighs.
The kisses and caresses long ago,

The sweet soft-blossomed beauty of her eyes
Have left a mark of sadness on my soul.

The ecstasy, the passion und the loss

0f hasty lovers on the shores of time.

Wild blow the Winter caverns of my soul,
The memory of love is fading still

To remind me of the image that was hers.
She ocecupied & place within ny heart,

i (gunken, deep-set cavern, us of dreans
Enshrouded deep in a misty world gone by.

I see a glinmpse of beauty - then a dark
 ind pitted chasm of lost hope.

ind then a song; forgetting all,

In trance no more, & 1ilt- no

Crashing symphony- played on u lute by a wench.

Barry .D. Winkleman.
Aamidst iy VWandering.

I talked to the snowdrops, 4s

They fell glistening on my palm.

T wanted comfort, and faintly craved
Only peace. I heurd them sigh, and
Turn away, and I remained enslaved.

I talked to swarming lekes eénd hills

is majesty and beauty strove yet loved.

I begsed to learn, if they would teach.
But coldness touched my heart, as

Their warmth shone, but failed in speech,

T talked to grinning birds, as

Their harsh twitter rose in gusts of Tifeue &
longed to know their song, but when I came

Their fluttering hearts to fitful flight gave way,
ind I looked back as failure stood the same.

It was as if a hand, sprung from heaven,

Shot down and showed my path. My steps were

Turned to man, whose spirit's sunk, whose movement's slow,
Who strides about the world, but where he goes

Remains unsolved. He does not want to know,

Teon .L. Yudkin.






