
Senate. I went to churches, synagogues, fairs, 
retirement homes, shaking hands endlessly. 
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John is fond of speaking of our relationship in 
historical terms by saying, 'Ben Franklin was born in 
Boston, moved to Philadelphia, met a lady on the 
street. She laughed at him. They got engaged, and 
then he discovered electricity.' He was elected by a 
very narrow margin. He gives his life to the Senate, 
and I don't see him as much as I'd like to. But I'm 
here tonight with him ... and, of course, you, my funny 
valentine." 

At that moment Senator Warner beckoned. She 
languidly arose from the love seat, dazzled me with her 
beautiful smile, pursed her lips and blew me a big, 
sloppy kiss. 

As expected, she eventually wore John Warner out, 
too. Although I h a ve not seen her ~incp- that night 14 
long years ago, illY strength and my patience endure. 
And, I know her love has been constant through 10 
marriages to date--her eight and my two. Happy 
Valentine's Day, Elizabeth, wherever you are. 

QUICKSILVER 

February 21, _ 1 99~ Milo R. Beran 

Jan Novacek sensed the slight downward change of 
attitude as the United Airlines jet crossed the 
Mississippi River above Dubuque. 

At coordinates which lie midway between Waterloo 
and Cedar Rapids the plane began its one hundred mile 
descending approach to the Des Moines Municipal 
airport. Rays from the mid-morning sun illuminated the 
cloud banks abounding in the wes t ern skies. 



356 

In what Novacek judged to be the vicinity of 
Marshalltown, the plane entered the clouds and all 
visibility beyond the first engine mount was lost. 
Novacek fo lded t he Times, let it fall to his lap, and 
stared abstractedly into the impenetrable mists that 
raced over the aircraft's wings. 

The trip to central Iowa was being made in 
response to notification of the death of Aunt Greta 
the last member of the oldest Novacek generation - that 
of Jan Novacek's parents. The Novacek family gathering 
this day wou ld reunite brothers and cousins, nephews 
and nieces. Nova cek thought he might also meet again" 
the farmers of Hardin County for whom he had worked 
throughout a summer of his youth --- a summer now all 
but lost in time . The memories were unreliable and the 
faces and landma rks of that yesteryear had blurred. 
Nevertheles s, the lasting impressions were such that 
Novacek looked forwa rd to the visit. There were, after 
all, ties that bound Novacek to th e great expanse of 
the Iowa corn country. Maybe he could resurrect some 
of the memories and meet, face to face, the images of 
that youthful summer --- images that were never far 
from his conscious thought. Perhaps this trip would 
sharpen sens ibili ties dulled by the noisy brawling 
city. At least, Iowa and his family would offer some 
~erspectives ---- perspectives whic h congested, 
lmpersonal and factious New York city could not offer. 

The plane's ailerons were lowe red and its engines 
throttled back as it turned shurply to starboard to its 
final approach heading. 

On this day Nuvdcek would honor his aunt and 
celebrate the life she had created on the prairie. 
would once again embrace th is big country and its 
people a~d be strengthened by this occasion. His 
expectatlons for the day were limitless. 

On the ground in Des Moines snow was falling 
steadily. Low flying clouds and fog which followed 
water courses restricted visibility. 

He 

the 
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As a seasoned traveler, Novacek moved through the 
Des ,Moines terminal with assurance --- from the baggage 
clalm area, to the rental car desk, to a new mid-sized 
sedan. 

Instinctively he guided the automobile northwardly 
and within thirty minutes had reached the countryside 
lying between the Des Moines and Iowa Rivers and 
bisected by the route he traveled --- Interstate 35. 

His ultimate destination on this bitter and 
blustery January day was a small country church some 
seventy-five miles north of Des Moines from which his' 
Aunt Greta would be buried. 

North of Ames, Novacek left the Interstate to the 
west and sought a parallel county highway in order to 
more closely view the farmsteads which were situated ln 
a somewhat regular pattern across the townships of 
Hardin and story counties --- the richest, the most 
productive corn and bean acreage in the world . 

The homes, in many instances, were large and 
unpretentious. Barns with gambrel roofs that had held 
the hay cuttings and sheltered the livestock of three 
generations of farmers now merely survived, stoop
shouldered and weathered, making great efforts to live 
out their days without surrendering to wind and sleet, 
snow and rain. stubby, corrugated steel si l os could be 
seen on most every farm, testimony to abundant harvests 
and the canniness of the farmers. 

The stubble of cornstalks produced a rough texture 
in the broad fields as the fields filled with snow. 

The increasing winds buffeted the automobile and 
pushed drifts against the snow fences that paralleled 

the road. 

On the undulating plain medieval fort~esses which 
guarded isolated villages arose from the ~lsts.along 
the horizon . Closer insp~ction r~vealed 7mposlng , 
cylindrical structures, slde-by-slde-by-slde, thrustlng 
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upwardly until enveloped in clouds of snow ---- grain 
elevators. 

The county concrete highway eventually gave way to 
township asphalt which in turn became an almost 
trackless gravel road. 

Shift ing winds blew the snow onto the windshield 
and the wiper blades were often unable to catch the 
playful and taunting flakes. 

As the snow and the wind grew In intensity, 
Novacek cautiously guided his automobile through an 
almost hor izontally driven blizzard. 

Two erect sentries, fai thfully manning their posts 
athwart the road, suddenly appeured through the pall, 
holding their weapons at port arms in a formal 
challenge to the traveler. Startled for an instant, 
Novacek rec ognized the Rock Island cross ing signals, 
the eastern portals of Garden city, Iowa. 

The las t visit to this town, lying almost exactly 
in the geographic center of the state, had been in 
summert ime amidst great acti vi ty a lon'g Main street. 
The utter desolution of the street --- the absence of 
people and vehicles and lights in wi ndows ---
disoriented Novacek "Probably the changed aspect of the 
town was due to the season --- the s nowfa ll." he 
thought. "Maybe everyone's at the church for the 
funeral, II he reasoned. " What happened to the 
lumberyard?" he wondered aloud. 

He crossed the rails, pulled to a stop and eased 
himself from behind thp. wheel. The temperature was 
dropping and the wind blowing stiffly --- indicators 
that the storm would move eastward l y before drifting 
snow made the roads impassable. 

Novacek's arrival jn Garden City was marked by an 
absolute stillness, a stillness he had rarely 
experienced ---- certainly never in the city. It was 
the stillness he once knew as a boy among the sandbars 
of the Wisconsin River ne a r Blackhawk. A stillness 
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broken only by the whistling wind trapped momentarily 
beneath the eaves of a building. 

Across the street dark silhouettes of several 
decaying structures stood against Q gray southern 
backdrop. To the west the darkened business district 
abruptly yielded Main street to modest frame residences 
and some unadorned deciduous trees reaching 
unsuccessfully for snowflakes. 

Now standing in the middle of the street, Novacek 
made an incredible and vain effort to summon the images 
of forty summers past --- to somehow materialize the . 
merchants, the laborers, the laughing children, the 
searing July sun, the Rock Island freight trains that 
thundered through town at seventy and rattled the 
wi ndows of the Farmers Trust Bank. Blowing snow, a 
lonely shuttered town and perfect silence held Novacek 
in his tracks. 

Invisible eddies lifted snowflakes from the 
roadbed and tossed them randomly into the darkened 
atmosphere. 

Realizing that the rate of snowfall was increasing 
and the time within which to reach his destination 
d e creasing, Novacek returned to the automobile and 
d r ove west out of town. 

In central Iowa there is no need to use the 
imprecise adverbs westwardly and southwardly to 
indicate directions of travel. West or south is 
invariably the true compass heading along the secondary 
roads, ignoring only the correcti ons attributable to 
the earth's magnetic field. The old township roads 
having been laid out along section lines, before the 
advent of the automobile, resulted in the occurrence of 
intersections almost exactly at one mile intervals. 
Novacek turned south at the first intersection west of 
town and successively made additional ninety degree 
turns to the west, the south and again to the west. 

Midwawy along the last course, he came upon Zion 
Lutheran Church. 
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Automobiles lined the road and encircled the 
simple unimposing structure which rose to approximately 
35 feet at the ridge pole. 

It was as h e remembered it --- frame construction 
sided with clapboards and painted white. Extremely 
shallow alcoves or bays, intended as transepts, 
intersected the roof line on the east and west sides of 
the building, each alcove holding windows of colored 
glass. 

A bulky tower dominated the south entrance of the 
church, rising some fifteen feet above the pitch of the 
roof. without a spire atop the tower one was left with 
the impression that damage from a summer tornado had 
been left unrepaired. 

Large circular hay bales stood shoulder to 
shoulder along the fence marking the churchyard 
boundary. Through the storm the bo1es appeared to be a 
herd of long haired yaks turned windward in a 
semicircle. 

Novacek entered the church and within moments was 
greeted by his family --- brothers, sisters-in-law, 
cousins, spouses of cousins and children of cousins; 
cousins from the farms and small towns of Minnesota, 
I owa and the Dakotas; cousins from Chicago and Madison 
and the Twin Cities; everyone a midwesterner. 

"When did you l eave NGW York" "This morning?" 

"Did Sarah come with you?" 

"How was the Interstate from Des Moines?" 

Novacek neither had an interest in conversation 
within the sanctuary nor a desire to view the body of 
his aunt. Having an even lesser desire to call 
attention to himself he politely and simply answered 
questions a nd dutifully passed before the bier. 
Everyone seemed genuinely happy to see him and, 
notwithstanding the distractinq conversations about the 
weather, icy roads and dinner plans, Novacek knew that 



the decision to join his family on this day was, and 
had been, a good one. 
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"The family may now take the ir leave and retire to 
the basement until ,the commencement_ of the ~ervj ce, " 
i ntoned the undertaker, within a few minutes of 
Novacek's arrival. "Grammatically incorrect and 
syntact ically abrasive," thought Novacek . "That 
unctuous blandishment was probably taught at mortuury 
school --- I've heard it before --- I'll hear it 
again." 

Some twenty minutes later, as the congregation 
stood the sing the opening hymn, the Novacek clan 
ascended the stairs [rom the basement and solemnly 
processed to the pews in the front of the sanctuary. 
upon reaching his seat, Novacek glanced to his right 
and to his left and caught the eye of no one. The 
congregation lustily sang the verses of I Love To Tell 
The Story: 

"I love to tell the story 
of unseen things above, 

of Jesus and his Glory 
of Jesus and his love; 

I love to tell the story 
because I know 'tis true. 

It satisfies my 10ngings 
as nothing else can do; 

I love to tell the story 
twill be my theme in glory, 

To tell the old, old story 
of Jesus and his love." 

"In all of Christendom," thought Novacek, "the two 
hymns which should be struck from the hymnals are the 
one we're singing --- I Love To Tell The Story ---- and 
In The Garden. The melodies are uninspired and 
unimaginative and the verses are insipid. 

On this occasion why not turn to the Psalmist? 
Why not sing the powerful verses of Our God, Our Help 
In Ages Past? certainly Lutherans know this hymn." 
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Novacek found the hymn and as the congregation 
settled back for a reading from the scriptures, Novacek 
s i lently read the verses penned by Isaac watts early in 
the eighteenth century. 

1. Our God, our help in ages past, Our hope for 
years to come, Our shelter from the stormy blast, And 
our eternal hom e : 

2. Before the hills in order stood, Or earth 
received its frame, From everlasting Thou are God, to 
endless years the same. 

3. A thousand ages in They sight Are like an 
evening gone; Short as the watch that ends the night 
Before the rising sun. 

4. Time, like an ever rolling stream, Soon bears 
her sons a way; We fly forgotten, as a dream Dies at 
the opening day. 

5. Our God, our help in ag es past, Our hope for 
years to come, Be Thou our guard while life shall last, 
And our eternal home. 

This would be Novacek's hymn and prayer for Greta. 

Following the scripture , the minister read a piece 
entitled Somed~y _ Soon. 

Oh someday soon we ' ll slip these surly bonds of 
earth 

And soar across the shrouded fringe of space' 
SON-ward we 'll climb in joyful, spiritual birth I 

To meet our Saviour face to face 
Up there, beyond the gnarled grasp of time 

And troubled waters of the heart and mind, 
We'll find relief and peace sublime 

As those redeemed of all mankind. 
Yes, someday soon we ' ll hear that final trumpet 

blast, 
Prophetic echoing o'er the land, 

And severed from our earthy past 
We'll gain that Golden Strand . 
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Transformed unto a higher plane of ce l estial love 
and grace 

We'll puGS beyond the care of life, the 
sorrow and the stress 

And in the clutch of heaven's embrace 
Find eterna l happiness. 

It didn't deserve to be called a poem. Novacek 
recognized his propensity toward cynicism. He also 
knew there was no reason to suspend good judgment or 
even condemnation merely because he was in a house of 
worship. with a natural inclination toward the 
profane, Novacek thought the title of a Mose Allison' 
composition might be appropriate: 

"Your mind's on vacation 
And your mouth is working overtime." 

Again, Novacek scanned to his right and his left 
without twisting his head appreciably. All eyes 
remained upon the mini ster. He guessed that no one 
present had taken exception to Someday Soon we'll gain 
that Golden Strand. The lyrical abilities of Mose 
Allison were probably unknown in this country. 

The homily seemed to be a required element of the 
ritual or service. It bore no connection to Greta or 
this prairie upon which she had lived out her life. It 
attempted, in a curious way , to draw an analogy between 
the immeasurable grace of God and an immeasurable 
volume of water, fed from an unseen source in the 
mountains, cascading over a precipice. Through certain 
suggestions which did not satisfy Novacek's logic, 
blind religious faith was equated to the inability of 
a n observer, on the valley floor, to see the pool above 
the waterfall. Nova cek thought the study of hydrology 
might be useful to the minister. 

. H~ did not wa nt to be unkind --- his expectations 
:t or thlS <.lay haCl l ':>ccfl tuo gr"" ~ t t . t h' " 

. • ~ 0 perml lS cynlclSm 
t o ?loud th~ pict~ of these country people and override 
t helr good lntentlons. 
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At the same time, he thought that the funeral 
service was trivializing the life of Greta Novacek. 

Aunt Greta had come to America from Norway before 
the turn of the century. She was then Greta Simonson. 

Her primary and secondary education was obtained 
at Concord No. 4 ---- a one room schoolhouse which 
still stood by the roadside less than a mile from the 
church. 

After her mother's early death, before Greta was 
eleven, Greta became the surrogate mother for three 
younger sisters and a brother. One o f the sisters, 
Anna, sat in Novacek's pew. Greta had also managed he r 
father's household which included the responsibility 
for a number of daily farm chores . Not only could 
Greta milk, tend a vegetable garden, preserve fruits 
and mend clothes, she could harness a team of horses t o 
a sicklebar and mow fields of timothy and alfalfa into 
windrows. 

Greta worked as a bi-lingual telephone operator i 
Garden city. She attended the state college at Ames 
for two years and afterward taught all the subjects at 
Concord No. 4 for three terms. One year after 
Armistice Day, November 11, 1918, Greta married Frank 
Novacek. 

Greta Simonson Novacek's life story continued for 
many decades. Jan Novacek's memories of his aunt were 
interrupted by a vocal solo, a prayer and an 
acknowledgment of Greta's survivors, most of whom were 
present. Her membership at Zion Lutheran Church 
throughout her long life in America was noted as were 
her contributions as a Sunday School teacher and a 
member of the Women of the E.L.C.A. "Did the letters 
stand for Evangelical Lutheran Conference of America?" 
Novacek wondered. It didn't matter. 

Novacek was drawn to the west bay and the colored 
glass windows through which unexpected afternoon 
sunlight diffused and h e pondered that which had 
transpired in the preceding hour . 



Greta's life deserved a greater tribute 
greater than it was being given on this day. 
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much 

Wouldn't someone speak to this life well lived --
faithfully lived --- oftentimes under circumstances 
which were harsh? Was there a setting or an atmosphere 
that would more fully reflect the dignity and nobility 
of this woman's life? Should it be a cathedral? --
probably. Should there be a grand pipe organ and a 
passionate organist? --- of course, and he should play 
Hindemith or Bach. And if an orchestra is playing 
throughout the service, maybe it should play the first 
movement of Mahler's fifth symphony as the prelude and 
the fifth movement --- a celebration of life -- as a 
postlude. 

Beneath the litany of pious proclamations there 
had been nothing of substance. 

Alone in his assessment though he may have been, 
Novacek thought that the people of Zion Lutheran --
and most others as well --- were merely fooling around 
with religion. They had inherited it --- never 
questioned the practi ces --- they mouthed it, cheapened 
it, sentimentalized it. Didn't the people know that 
much is required of them if they accept the challenges 
of the radical rabbi from Bethlehem --- maybe even in 
their lives. In no measure had there been a deep 
stirring of excitement on this day. No one had been 
lifted up by high winds of adventure --- particularly 
the adventure that had been Greta's life. 

The service ended with the singing of In The 
Garden. 

Deep within his own thoughts, Novacek had neither 
been attentive to the benediction nor the movement of 
the casket and the pallbearers up the center aisle. 
Novacek had no recollection of walking from his pew to 
the cloak room to the vestibule at the rear of the 
Sanctuary. 

And then the undertaker opened the doors beneath 
the bell tower ...... outwardly. A raw westerly breeze 
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, d d th l'nterl'or of the small church, abruptly lntru e e 
scattering snowflakes before it. 

The sky held the remnants of n i mbus clouds that 
had passed to the east. 

The remaini ng flakes of snow which tra~led the 
eastwardly movin g storm raced through the dlffused 
sunlight, danced across the door si l l and swirled 
upwardly beyond the transom. 

The textured fields lying beyond the snow-packed 
road ran on to a barely discernabl e horizon. The blu~ 
s p ectrum of color in the sky had been softened to 
pastel shades by the fading light in the southwest. 

Beyond the doors, windbreaks o f ash and poplar 
surroundi ng dis t a nt farmhouses appeared as sailing 
s hips fa lling wi th i n the shadows of storm clouds. The 
vessels rolled and pitched under the stiff and 
unremitti ng westerlies. Even under full canvas, the 
ships were unable to make more than steerageway agains 
the wind . 

And as the wi nd persisted and l ight snow continue 
to blur one 's vision, distant sycamores and alders, 
tracing the course of a stream, appear e d as dark water 
boiling over shallowly submerged reefs toward which t he 
sailing ships steered. 

wide shafts of light streamed d ownwardly through 
the clouds catch ing the blues and purples from the 
frozen s loughs and streams that ignored the orderliness 
of the section lines . 

Novacek stepped into the churchyard, trailing the 
pallbearers and most of the congregation as everyone 
walked the few yards to the grave site . 

He stopped, turned, and looke d directly toward the 
brightest quadra nt of the sky . Forced to squint into 
the i ndirect sunlight, the entire red spectrum revealed 
itself --- in the clouds and up and down the shafts of 
light. 



367 

"Now there's a window worthy of filtering the 
light from above," exclaimed Nova~ek in an almost 
audible voice. He could sec the light flooding through 
the stained glass of the rose window above the south 
portal of the Cathedral of Notre Dame --- Notre Dame of 
Chartes. And the colors softly tinted the floor o[ the 
nave with blues --- cerulean, cobalt, ultramarine, 
Windsor violet --- and reds --- crimsons and scarlets. 
And as the light dies the palette will gradually 
darken. The vault of the sky directly overhead was 
infinite. The vault within the thirteenth century 
gothic cathedral created, in stone, that which Nova~ek 
was finally experiencing toda y on the prairie ---- a . 
profound reverence for life and an appreciation for 
those who had discovered the life rhythms so necessary 
for survival in this place. 

The significance of Hardin County, Iowa --- and 
Greta --- could never be fully celebrated within the 
confines of Zion Lutheran Church. This heartland -
this corn country ---- could be forced to give over its 
riches to discs and plows, and men with chemicals and 
planters and combines but it could never truly be 
tamed. The whimsy of jts moods --- its b i ting cold, 
its tor nadoes, floods and storms --- would never be 
challenged. A lifp. lived on this inland sea had its 
heroic dimensions. A reverence for a life such as 
Greta's cannot always be articulated or evidenced by 
mortal s . Today Greta's family and neighbors were 
unable to fully honor her life. 

standing at the periphery of those who encircled 
the grave, Novacek looked this time toward the fields 
lying fallow, north of the cemetery. 

When last h e was here the corn stalks waved in a 
SUmmer breeze and th e countryside agai n became the sea 
and all upon it were carried gently forward on its 
swells. And as cornstalks bend slowly in the breezes 
and the leaves of the stalks chatter as t he wind 
shifts, a wave on a following sea breaks over the stern 
of a merchantman, foams, then hisses, then falls away 
to the deep. 
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This had bee n buffalo country not too many years 
before the or egians hereabout broke the prairie sod 
with the stee plow . There may have been millions of 
bison roaming ' llions of acres in America's heartland. 
Before the corn this was tallgrass prairie - bluestem 
standing ta l er than a man and purple coneflowers and 
prairie smoke ' n grea ter perfusion than the bison. 

This was dian Country --- home to the sioux and 
potawatomie a d the woodland tribes driven from the 
Wisconsin Ri er vall ey --- the Sauk and Fox and 
winnebagoes. hese were the people occupying this land 
fewer than s ixty years before Greta's arrival from 
Norway. Life's transitions are rapid and the years 
quickly d isappear. From prairie grasses and Plains 
Indians t o e bil lion bushels of corn each year Iowa 
evolved --- a in six generations, the last four of 
which occurred in Greta's lifetime. 

Afte r t e committal before a p e netrating wind, the 
congregat io retreated to the warmth of the basement 
fellowshi p a 1 and the meats and cheeses, breads and 
cakes and t dr inks. Only Novacek lingered in the 
cemetery. He walked among the grave markers, dusted 
away the s ow and located na mes o f fa milies for whom he 
had worked ---Engleson, ...... Friest, ..... . 
Swenson , .... . Janssen, ...... Tungland, ...... Ritland 
- all Norwegi ans. And as he read aloud the names he 
could . hear the lilt and inflections of Greta's speech 
and finally , at the e nd of the day, Novacek stood alone 
with his aunt, heard he r laugh and listened again to 
her mea ltime grace in her native tongue. 

A crimson fireball burned its way into the 
snowbanks in the southwest as Novacek re-entered the 
church. 

The next hour was passed pleasantly enough among 
f~mily ~ut no mention was made of Greta --- only 
~l Scussions of was teful farm subsid y programs, children 
in graduate schoo]s, and the communist gr i p on central 
Europe --- particularly Bohemia from whence came the 
Novaceks. 
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with promises to his family to meet for supper and 
continued fellowship, Novacek departed the churc~ and 
followed the section boundaries back to Garden Clty. 

The western sky had been washed in equal parts 
with cadmium lemon and burnt sienna. The horizontal 
brush strokes of the darker wash were pulled ever lower 
in perfect horizontal planes across the canvas. As 
Novacek reached Garden city only a narrow band of light 
remained above the horizon. 

He passed the dormant orchards and the houses at 
the west end of town and drove the two remaining blocks 
to the business district. He parked his car before 
Nessa's empty Grocery store and Freezer Locker and 
stepped out into the snow at the curb. 

The street was deserted and dark except for a soft 
glow emanating from the General store and Post Office -
--- noW mostly a Post Office ---- and the only business 
in town. 

without conscious effort, the images of that long 
ago boyhood summer passed before Novacek. 

The lightly tarred Main street in front of the 
Novacek Lumber Company was crowded with Ford pickup 
trucks and dusty sedans. shirtless men moved into and 
about the lumber sheds loading a stake truck with 2 x 
10's, 2 X 12's, studs and concrete blocks. 

The door the lumberyard's salesroom opened and 
closed and opened and closed, its screen door banging 
against the stop. 

The~e was Uncle Frank in bib overalls wearing a 
broad brlmmed hat, holding his pipe, walking 
purposefully toward the rail siding. 

A Rock Island engine pushed a hopper car into 
position beneath a fifteen story grain elevator. 

Two hogs penned and protesting behind Nessa's 
Grocery would be butchered within the hour . 
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The arge shade at the bank's front window was 
pulled do "'ardly for the noon hour and Erma I s Cafe was 
s~rving p late nches to those in town on business. 
M1Ck Nes~a ' s -eneral Store and Hardware was failing to 
restock lnve - ry but townspeople and farmers stopped 
to buy sta letters, and pick up packages from 
Montgomery Sears Roebuck. 

The i mages -isappeared abruptly and Novacek turned 
toward the 
street. 

Where had - _.e 
this hamlet t.a~ .a 
long ago? 

resis ted the notion to cross the 

'ea rs gone? How did life by-pass 
bee n such a vital community not so 

Aft.p.r t he ·ea~. "s of Jan's Uncle Frank, and ten 
years therea f - e!" ?Ta. 's s uccessor and older son, Sven, 
the Novacek L ~pany closed. with the closing 
the town los t : - 5 : enti ty and its puprose and, no 
doubt, its s o __ s~ ns had told Novacek that the 
volunteer fi r e=2:: .. a' burned the lumber sheds to the 
ground. Some . - " e fir e could be seen six miles 
a way in Rola n . 

The snow :alling heavily and Novacek knew 
that he shou l d see. shel ter before the highways became 
treacherous or e E:. . passable. And yet he hesitated, 
reluctant to ea-e. He scanned the empty buildings for 
another memory .. e co ld grasp. He stra ined to hear the 
echoes of the ~ . a.d the people who would, 
simultanoues l y , : re 'er be a part of him and who would 
forever be los~ ~ 

only the . ":. d ~ aned . 

The bu i ld_.gs ~ere unw ill ing to yield their 

secrets. 

The light in essa's store dimmed and faded out 
and the street fell into total darkness. 

Novacek re-entered his automobile and drove east 
acroSS the railroad tracks. He turned and glanced back 



both in longing and t~ r~memb~r. The town had 
disappeared in the sWlrllng mlsts of the storm. 
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2 - Samarkand .... . ... .... ........ . Charles E. Scripps 

3 - Slade .......................... Kingston Fletcher 

4 - Die Hlibschlerin or the Pretty One .... Ha ns Zimmer 

1 
will the Cat Vanish for Good 

For the Budget of Marsh 25 , 1991, I contributed an 
e ssay entitled, "Are the Prometheuses of the Twentieth 
century Titans or Frauds?" 

This budget paper dealt with the alleged discovery 
of "Cold Fusion." Th i s phenomenon, if real, would 
generate in a harnessed way energy i n the magnitude of 
the hydrogen bomb range. 

Two respected chemists, Martin Fleischmann, a 
Britisher (as one of my Indian Ph.D. -students would 
say) and Stanley Pons, an America n who was at that time 
a tenured professor at the University of Utah, 
announced in a hastily called press conference on March 
2 3, 1989, that they had ach ieved a sustained nuclear 




