

















Marching up the seventy-six stairs to the quad is
amazingly tiring. So tiring that the benches scat-
tered on the quad form an inviting maze to guide
us to our classes. As we reach the top, the quad
becomes a puzzle of many expressions of different
faces, all seeming to say hello.

The structure of the classroom buildings sur-
round us in war-like fashion, at first attempting to
distract us from the view that grows around us,
alive and beckoning. But the beauty engulfs the
initial hostility of the buildings and they become
absorbing pieces of familiarity in which we enter
to greet the thrashing of ideas, hopes, and creative
potential.

Natalie Vail 1976
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