
a The afternoon is cold, sullen. 
Taft Hall stands like a strange, rude 
monolith looming against the gray 
half-tones of the sky 
• Tomorrow is second-term regis­
tration, but today the campus is 
somehow desolate. The landscape 
behind the law school, broken by the 
Incompleted road-bed, reaches a 
new beauty, a negative beauty of 
tragic mood 

February 

138 


