




















BIGHT

HILL WHISPERS

THE PERFECT CRIME

down to look for the cigarette, but
where was it? I could feel the
sweat pouring off my forehead as
my hand searched for the one piece
ol evidence the Police could never
find. My heart was thumping and
my head ached, but I couldn't
leave until I found it. ‘Here, here
it is”, I said loudly with a sigh ol
relief. My victim was still in a
slump as I turned away and started
to walk, but I found myself running,
running away from the man
murdered. I flagged a cab and told
the driver to take me to the Kast
River. He did so, I paid him and
almost tripped when I jumped
from the taxi. I walked hurriedly
to the pier, looked around to make
sure no one was watching me and
took the knife and cigarette from
my pocketbook and threw them in
the river. I looked at the hand that
murdered a man and almost
screamed again.

The fourth step of my perlect
plan must go into action immedia-
tely or I would lose my senses. 1
took a subway back to the Y. be-
cause 1 wanted to hear noise, to
blot out the tragic thing that had
taken place just minutes before.
By the time I got there it was
after two, and I had calmed down
some. I checked out of the Y
giving them the excuse I was to be
married. I did the same at work.
1 took a subway to Penn Station
Just as my perfect plan stated,
went to the ticket booth and pur-
chased a ticket to Connecticut.
Once on the train I felt safer, but
I had the feeling someone was
still following me. But no one was
in the car except the conductor and
mysell. This put me at rest for a
moment and I closed my eyes. A
feeling of triumph went through
my whole body. Oh! I did it—
they'll never catch me—they don’t
know who I am or where I went.

I arrived in Connecticut at six
thirty in the morning. It was a
beautiful May day and I felt quite
myself again. I found a nice board-
ing house to stay in, where I dis-
guised my real identity again. This
time my name was Anne Lauter.
Iiveryone seemed to like me and
it was peaceful there. I got a job
in a local Department store selling
dresses. I hated it but I needed the
money. I wrote to my father tell-
ing him I was alright but I never
received an answer, He didn’'t have
any time for his daughter, only his
treasured bottle and his so called
job. I lay awake at night just wait-
ing for someone to come and ac-
cuse me of murder. I'd dare not
read the newspapers or listen to
the radio for fear I would see or
hear about the man I murdered.
But even though he was dead and
I didn’'t know him from Adam, he
tormented me. His ugliness went
through my mind day in and day
out, His shrieking scream kept me
from closing my eyes at night. Oh!
why «did I do it, whatever possess-
ed me? But it was done and deep
down I was glad—nmow I could
prove that a perfect crime could
be and was committed. Weeks,
months, years passed, years of tor-
ment and hell until I could stand

it no longer. I couldn’'t run any
more I was exhausted from fighting
it. I must confess—I didn't care
what the consequences would be.
Give me the elec chair, I don't
care. These things ran through my
mind when I found myself at the
police station. I flung myself on
the floor crying, screaming, con-
fessing the whole disgusting story.

The police looked down at me
with a smile on their lips. They

1 had no pity. They asked me when

it happened, what instrument I
used, where was it, one guestion
on top of another. I was confused,
panicked, 1 couldn’t remember.
“It happened in New Jersey—no
New York. I don’'t know just where
but it happened, can't any of you
understand I murdered a man.”
“What date?”’, said a tall elderly
one. “I can’t remember”, I said
sobbing loudly. “It happened three
years ago. How can I remember
minor details”. “Where did you
throw the murder instrument?”
said another, “In a garbage can,
no a sewer that's right a sewer”.
I answered with what strength 1
had left. 1 looked up and my eyes
were blurred by tears. They were
standing there staring at me.
“What's the matter don't you be-
lieve me?”, 1 shouted. “I'm telling
the truth, you must believe 1 com-
mitted a perfect murder”. 1 could
tell they didn’t by the way they
were looking at me, as il I were
crazy, 1 stood up as best 1 could
and started to punch the eclderly
one because he reminded me of
the man I murdered. They lore me
away from him and called Lake-
side Hospital. They) came and
carted me away in a wagon as il
I were a savage animal. 1 yelled
and screamed, “I'm a murderer.
You've got to ‘believe me”. But
no one listened and finally I faint-
ed away dead with exhaustion.

When 1 woke up I was in this
small square room with ‘bars on
the windows. Nobody listened to
me and it was too date to prove
it. I remembered too late how and
where I committed my perfect
murder, Now that I knew no one
wanted to hear about it. I've been
here for months now and this
might be where I'll be the rest of
my life. Someone please have pity
on me! Believe me! I'd rather die
ithan be tormented and put through
hell a thousand times over.

I proved I could commit the per-
fect crime but it's of no avail now.
What good will it «o me? None,
because the one thing I forgot in
my perfect plan was my perfect,
Onh! so perfect, conscience.

AN ELUSIVE THOUGHT

You taunt me from the shadows
then leap into the sunlight

I reach for you

and hear you laughing

In the shadows again

And then I know

That you will not be impressed
By my fumbling words.

P. Cassetta, '54

A CHRISTMAS TREE
by Audry Banks, N. Ed., '60

In the forest it was snowing

The gentle wind was blowing

And there a screech owl was call-
ing; '

small evergreen

slowly falling.

As a tree was

It was a beautiful uniform pine

Which suited everyone just fine,

Picked out and cut down by one
man

In the corner it soon would stand.

The little pine is on its way

And for the Christmas season it
will stay

Alter being dressed for looks and
charm

It really can’t do any harm.

A bright glowing star for its Lop

And for its boughs some corn we
will pop

Iiveryone will begin to sing and

hop
And 'til the tree is trimmed, no
one will stop.

Everyone has plenty of fun

Until the tree is done

Tinsel all around to be strung
Balls and pine cones to be hung.

Outside the wind no longer blows
But inside the Christmas tree
glows

All step back to have a look
To find a little bell without a
hool.

Gifts scattered beneath its base

Soon will be opened with a glow-
ing face

And you always love the sight

Of each little twinkling light.

Although the (ree has been admir-
ed by all

It's needles will begin to dry and
fall

No one looks forward to the day
When the tree can no longer stay.

Al the break of dawn

The tree was

Another yes " Lree

Now standing in the [forest tall
and free,

THAT OLD JERSEY COW
That old jersey cow, I wonder
where she has gone to now,
I have looked in the pasture and
all through the woods,
I have looked all around where
the old barn stood,
I have been in the valley, over
hill and dell;
She may be in heaven but I wish
she were in ’ell.
I bet when I find her,
down to millk,
She will be as gentle, and as soflt
as  silk,
else she will stand with one
foot in the pail
And make me a necktie with her
blamed old tail.

and sit

Or
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by Barry Greene,

OUT OF THE PAST
By way of contrast or compari-
son we are including several se-
lections from previous issues.
— The Iiditor.

CHRISTMAS IS COMING
(I Know)

I can feel it in the air,

I can tell by the falling ol snow.
And I can see smiles everwhere.
Christmas is coming, I know.

With holly and ivy so green and

gay,

With rosemary and laurel and
ribbon and bow,

People deck their houses as [resh
as the day,

Christmas is coming, I know.

the air is

The fields are still,

hushed and clear,
The wind drops down and whistles
low,
Christmas

music tramples

stening ear,

5 coming, I know.
by D. Cooke,

THE FARM

I have a farm that's all my own,
And on that farm 1 grow

Crops that come Lo everyone
And this I'm sure you know.

upon

o
&

Ilars ol corn are grown on stalks
Peas are grown in pods
Onions grow some nice long stems
Potatoes grow in mobs.
I have some cows that I have
sed
Bessie, Maude and Jean.
I try to treal them all alike
And try to keep them clean.

There’s lots more work oul on my
farm.
That takes « lot of Lime.
But there I'll stay until I die,
Because you see, this farm is
mine.

by Ralph C. Dedrick, '58

SPRINGTIME

The snow is melting slowly
Trickling down the great long hill
Hoping it can find it’s pals

In the brook so very still.

Blades of grass are shooting up
In all the fields around,

Loolk! the budding daffodils,

So pretty there upon the ground.

Many trees of pussywillows

Can be found most anywhere
Just look all around you,

And I'm sure you'll find some there.

The buds of leaves are coming out
On trees that were so bare

They look so very pretty

A’ standing way out there.

It's SPRINGTIME!!
by Ralph C. Dedrick, ’58
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