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AVE YO

M,
The voice from behind swri.

led me. No one had ecalled me
"Mom" since Joey had been killed
in last year's accident.

I stopped stirring the cake
batter and whirled around. Be-
fore me was a small boy of about
seven. He was dressed in dusty
overalls and a white T-shirt.
His brown halr was uncombed and
tangled, and fell shaggily on
his forehead, Wide brown eyes
stared at me, lips slightly
parted, but he did not smile.

"Mom?" he n.

Suddf;nly. t’tx@po@.ﬂ I was

\\\i;{/

U SEEN MY

holding dropped. The nervous
eyes of the child blinked at me
as it clattered on the floor.

Peeling suddenly weak, I
leaned against the cupboard for
support, gasping at the sight
before me, unbslieving. The words
which finally escaped my lips
were nothing more than a2 hoarse
whisper.

"Joey!"

His 1lips softened into a
smile, and the other features of
his face took on a happy glow,
He rushed toward me, and when he
was only a few feet in front of
me, looked up.

My face must have been
masked with sheer shock, I side-
stepped along the cupboard, my
hands grasping fr support on its
edges.

"What's the matter, Mom?
Aren't you glad to see me?"

" Joey?"
"Yesi"

I could no longer restrain
myself, It was Joey, my little
boy; actually standing before me
My little boy who had been away
for a year, I threw my arms
around him, erying with happi-
ness, and repeating his name
over and over.

Touching one of the tears
on my face, he said, "Don't cry,
Mom," and 'brushed the tear away.



LITTLE BOY?

Slowly he pulled himself
from my grasp and ran across the
floor to the kitchen table,
There he peered into the depths
of the glass fish bowl., Sud-
denly he looked up disappointed.

"Hey, Mom, ILillie's gonej
There's another fish in here,"

"Yes, I know Joey. He died
right after......he died last
year about this time,"

Losing interest in the new
fish, Joey stuck his thumbs into
his pockets and took on the
serious, dstermined look I remem-
bered so well, He wandered out
of the kitchen, through the din-
ing room, into the living room.
There, he stopped, turned, and
began to gaze around the room,

Then he remarked, "Hasn't
changed much." He turned and
looked wistfully up at me, "Cee.
Mom," he said, "We got any food
in this house? I'm starved,"

"Well, I think I've got some
soup out in the kitchen,"

"No peanut butter?"

Smiling, I said, "I think
we can find some, Come on." T
aextended my hand for him to take

Once he had started eating,
I found myself oorrecting his
table maners. We had always
had this problem with Joey.
But when I realised what I was
doing, I =stopped, remembering
that I didn't know how long Joey
would be with me this time,

When he had finished his
sandwich, he stood up and wiped
his hands on his jeans, As I
washed the dishes; he buried
himself in a magazine that had
been lying on the kitchen table.

"Sure, "he

"Well, run upstairs and wash
up."

I could hesar him run up=-
stairs and across the floor.
It was nice to have the nolses
of a child in the house again,
especially when that child was
my Joey. I finished the dishes
and went upstairs to get ready,.




As I walked down the hall
everything was quiet. Farther
down the hall, the door to Joeys
room stood ajar. It had been
c¢losed the week after his death
last summer, on my husband's
orders, and hadn't been opened
since,

I came to the doorway and
peerad into the dark musty room.
Joey stood in the center, gazing
at his bed. Hearing me behind
him, he turned around,

"Mon? Why's it so dusty in
here? Didn't ya ever clean my
room?"

He had stumped me there.
How could I answer him? Al, my
husband, had shut the door after
the night of my breakdown., I
went to the hospital for a week
and when I returned, I was for-
bidden to go near the door. Al
had refused to put a lock on it.
He purposely left it unlocked
and forever tempting. Eventually
I learned to control myself, and
now I was not bothered when I
passed the door.

Joey walked overand flipped
the tlinds, Sunlight poured into
the drab room for the first time
in many months.

Again he asked, "Why, Mom?"

"What? Oh, I...the reason
we closed the room was because
we didn't want anyore here except
you. We closed it so we could
remember you how you were before
.ecbefore you went away." My
eyssclouded as I finished answer-
ing him, I extended my hand %o
hims "Come with me whileI
brush my hair. Then we'll go,"

Soon we were walking down
the street +together, hand in
hand, As we passed the Linly

house, I waved to the two
childran playing in the yard,
They saw us and waved back,
Joey had always been a good
friend »f theirs, but he dicn"%
wave,

Downtown I spent an hour or
so shopping. When I had finished
we walked down by the park,
which is din the very center of
town. dJoey ran a little azhead
of me jumping over cracks in the
sidewalk, and barely avoiding
collisions with passers-by.

He skipped back to me and
pleaded, "Hey Mom! Can I go in
the park a minute? Huh Mom?®

Smiling, I said, "OK, Joey,
you may for a little while."

None of the kids he used to
play with seemed to notice him,
and he ignored them. WHe stood
by the fish pond, gazing dream-
11y into its depths when a be-
draggled old man pushed his hot
dog cart up to us.

"Are you hungry, dJoay?V I
asked,

"Sure Mom, Can we have
some hot dogs?®

"You may have one," I said,
taking the money out of my
purse, "But hot dogs don't agree
with me,"

When he received his hot
dog, Joey ate it with the enjoy-
ment of a king eating pheasant
under glass, When he had fine
ished, he ran down the path to
the playground, I followed
slowly, loaded down with pack-
ages, 1 found & bench and de=-
posited them  there, I felt
Joey's hand pull on my skirt and
turned around to peer into his
smiling brown eyes,



"T'm going to swing, Mom."

"QK, Joey.," I smiled, "Go
Twing.?

I saw him disappear hetween
the hedres then reappear as he
ran on down the walk to the
swings. He stood waiting for
nearly five minutes until a
wing was vacated, Finally he
olimbed into an empty one and
hegan pumping,

I turned to sort my pack=-
ages and seated myself on the
bench. Rather bored, I began
picking the polish off my nails.
When I looked up, the swing Joey
had teen in was empty. It swung
slowly back and forth as if he
had Jjust 1left it, A 1little
frichtened, 7 looked around. To
a plump mi!C c-aged woman sitting
next to me I said, "Please watch
my packares, My littls boy has
run off. I must find him!" She
pave me a funmy look but con-
sentad to watch them, I barely
heard her say "Sure," for I was
now half wsy down the path be-
twesn the hedges,

1 searched the playground
twice and rust have asked a
dozen other children, It seemed
that ovoryone had seen a couple
cf 1ittle boys in dusty ovaralls
w=th red<brown aalr. There were
many on the plaveround--but not

JOGY.

I laft the playground and
gearched the rest of the park.
1 walked, or perhaps ran, along
eyery sidewalk, I'm sure I
called his name hundreds of
timegs, I came to the 0ld man
who had sold us the hot dogs and
asked, "Do you remember me? I
bought a hot deog from you earl-
ier today."..... The man smiled
and I went on, "My little boy,
the 1ittle boy about seven who

was with me, do you remember? I-
bought him one of your hot dogs.
How he's pgone.'

The man shook his head, " I
remember you, ma'am, but there
weren't no little boy. Yo,
can't say I remember a little
boy." He rubbed his chin re-
flectively and went on., "Ng no
there weren't no 1little boy.
And T didn't sell you a hotdog
I just remember you, ma'am. You
stopped and smiled. People don't
usually remember to stop and
smile. They.......”

I didn't stay to listen to
the rest,but raced back to the
bench where I had left my pack-
ages. The lady with the un-
pleasant look on her face was
still there. Furridly I asked
her, "Have you seen my little
boy? The 1little boy who was
with me, He's gone. I can't
find himi"

"Sorry," she replied in a
rough volice, as she 1looked at
me out of the corner of her eye,
"I didn't see no little boy with
ya. You were by yerself when ya
come, and ya were by yerself
when ya run outa here."

I left her, and tore down
the path loocking for Joey. I
don't know how long I ran or how
many times I covered the park.
Now I can only faintly remember
finally falling into Al's arms
and saying weakly, "Find Joey,

he's come back.
* * »

I am so lonely now. When
Al comes he never nmnentions the
closed door in my old home. Mo
one understands here, No one
will listen. I try to tell them
again and again that Joey came
back, but no one will believe me.

"Have you seen my little
boy?"
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ave you ever been struck by a

sudden, irresistable urge to

do something that common
sense tells you not to dof? Well,
I have! And, believe me, it
will never happen azain!

It all happened one night
on a date with Bud, a boy I'd
been dating most of the summer,
This particular night we were
doubling® with Larry, a good
friend of mine, and his girl,
Donna.

Nearing "Bill's", a favor
ite spot of our set, we decided
to stop for a soft drink before
going on to the drive-in, as it
was still early and we always
got bored, sitting and waiting
for the movie to start,

"What'1ll it be?" asked
Bud.

"A coke, I guess,"

larry took Donna's order;
then both boys went inside to
get the drinks, and engage in
some "man talk" with the famed
"Bi11M ,

I slid over to the driver's
Seat, for some silly reason,
and seeing the keys still in the
ignition, it hit mel The urge,
I mean,

Removing the keys, I let
them dangle in front of me a
moment, then grinned and said,
"Donna, 1let *s take a Ilittle
ride."

Leaning forward, she began,
"Wellsooo" By the tone of her

voice I could tell she was won-
derin- what on earth for,

As I turned around, however,
she suddenly caught on to what
my fiendish 1little mind was
thinking,

"Well, why not!" was her
reply.

I quickly returned the keys
to their rightful place and
started the engine,

As I backed out, a friend
of Bud's yelled, "Hey, where
are you going?"

"On, I'1l be back," I re-
plied laughing,

"Wonder what he's going to
tell Bud Donna said and laugheai

Now I'm certainly no juve-
nile delinquent, but I did not
possess a license and was aware
that I was driving illegally.
But Bud had let me drive hE ar
before, and so I didn't see how
anything amld pomibly go wrong,
After all, it wasn't as thoyh I
didn't know how to drive!

We'd gotten to "Bill's"
about dusk, and in that short
time it had gotten Jjust dark
enough to use headlights, Pull-
ing onto the main road, I real-
1zed that I could scarcely see
the road, But which, I won-
dered, momentarily petrified,
was the right knob to turn on
the headlights? The dashboard
had never seemed so cluttered
with useless gadgets!



I quickly pulled one and
then another, but they brought
no light.

"Donna," I yelled, "help
me ! The headlights ! The head-
lights ! *

Donna flung herself over
the seat and started pulling.
Between the two of us we finally
managed to get them turned on.

She sank back into the seat,
as I heaved a thankful sigh.

After driving about a mile,
L pulled into a dirt road on the
left side of the highway to turn
around. Backing out, I somehow
managed to kill the motor.

Then, (as if that weren't
enough ! ) in trying to start the
car and steer it backwards at
the same time, I found myself
off the road, nearly in a ditch,
AND on the opposite side of the

highway !

I slammed on the brakes and
leaned back and closed my eyes
to recollect my jumbled nerves.
A few seconds later a  bright
plare was focusing on us. A
car was cominz down the hill
toward us.

Here I was on his side of
the road, headed in the wrong
direction ! A horrible thought
struck me: What if he or she
stops to see what's wrong?

Turning around, I shrieked,
"hat am I going to do, Donna?"

But by this time Donna was
nowling with laughter.

Oh, my, what a sense of
humor, I thought. But in the
same instant I saw another car.
It was approaching from behind !

Frantiecally, I tried to
start the motor, but to no avail.

What if they stop? What if
they stop? The thought kept
racing through my mind.

But even worse: What if
nne of them were a policeman?
Oh, no, it Just couldn't be !
It just couldn't !

I clasped +the steering
wheel, shut my eyes tight, and
muttered "Please don't stop!"
over and over again,

As 1 heard them coming clo-
ser and closer, more dreadful
thoughts entered my mind: What
if one of them should sideswipe
me, or what if they should col-
lide because of mel Maybe even
someone would be hurt or killed !
Oh, how awful ! I might be con-
victed of car theft, some other
felony, and even manslaughter !
And what would my parents do?
Maybe dis-own ne or let me go to
jail. Oh, they couldn't! (Or
could they?) 4And poor Bud--it
was his car!

I was listening so intently
that it sounded as if the cars
were right on top of us. The
roar of their engines was deafen=-
ing. I could feel my  heart
pounding in my throat. Each
part of a second seemed like an
eternity.

Why didn't they pass or do
something?--anything ! What were
they waiting for?

At first there was only
silence; then I realized both
cars had passed. I sank back in
the seat with Aindescribable re-
lief,

After resting a monent I
gently sat up and started the
car.



Donna was still in gales of
laughter. She kept wailing some-
thing about how funny it was.

By this time, though, I was
too exhausted from tension to
feel anything--except heartful
relief.

But what was Bud going to
8ay...and do?

At this point, I didn't
think anything could be as bad
as what I'd just experienced.
However, I must admit that I was
beginning to get a little wor-
ried.

When we drove back into
"Bil1l's", Bud and Larry were
standing where his car had been
parked, both with soft drinks in
tneir hands and an expression-
less blank on their faces.

I stopped the car, turned
off the motor, slid back over to
my original place, then looked
hack at Donna, who had at least
marged to sit uv. Whew s“= maw
my <2oncerned expression, she
stopped laushing.

Bud and Larry walked to the
ecar, got in, and handed us our
drinks.

We all sat in silence for

what seemed like ages. Ever so
Le : would let out &
ut otherwise it was
» deadly calm before a

"When is he gmoing to do
somethinz?" T yondered impa-
tiently. I peered out of the
corner of my eye, but he was
conplacently drinking his coke.

"Well?", I questicned when
I'd finished.

"Well, what?" He replied,
looking at me for the first
time.

"Well, aren't you going to
bawl me out or scmething?"

"lNlope," was his short and
seenmingly swoet ansgwer.

Then he GLook all the cups
anc ot out to throw then away.
When he did, I apgzin slid over
Ltowerd the whe~l. I don't know
why, I just did.

He happened to pglance back
and see 2. The next thing I
krnew ne had opened the door and
was reaching for the keyrs.

"I'11l take =5a," he Ly.rin_
ned.

"Why, Bud!"™ I excluimed,
"What on ear for?™ I looked
at hin in wic:-eved astonish-
ment, at last able to anpreciate
the humor of my experience.

Actually, he didn't have to
worry about my taking the car
again., As I said at the start
Yever Agnin!




lamposts

by Melanie Chew 6]

e~ e \‘,> R

pss a bridge —

I

0 rrd' qay-
A ount a
Yamyoesc.
: My potsteps hastening,
I 2 not avare

00 busy count*ng t.ha lanppsts
I¥ajl to realize 1,
Each day!s earthy Blessings

10,



Asgthe night wird, she is free;
Lhgf flesh is slightly tinted
With the shadse of waters still,
tha green of placid waters,
And her touch is damp and chill.

when anper swells within her,
Ard raesentment for the larnd,

‘ s lashes forth 2t all about her P >
With a vicious, slashing hand. m’ s
jpon her, ships and mortals flounder,
Yielding thamselves to her deep, 7
She guards them neath her flowing tresses, c’"

Lurani, Spirit of the Deep.




FROM THE IDEALIST

BY RANDY KAUN ’0

Mr. Knrushchev,

There are some of us here,
quiet souls, who have not spoken
for fear of censure of ridicule.
We are those ingenous people
with wide=open eyes and simple,
artless hearts who cannot under-
stand the feelings of those who
hate and fear you; we camnot
hate you, simply because you are
a human being and therefore, our
brother. We want tc love you,
to love you and your gratpeople,
Mr. Knhrushchev, and we cannot
understand why the commlexion of
world society prevents this
thing, why we -mst Iis, why we
mist cheat and plot, accuse, and
incriminate. Why ..st we for<
ever deceive each other? Woy is
it that throughout the course of
history, without  exception,
events have shown that twe pow-
erful peoples cannot coexist in
peace, cannot live side by side
in generous harmony?

Mr, FKhrushchev, Jlet us
break this main, this inflexible
web of past events, If we can
not benefit from the mistakes of
our ancestors, how can it truly
be said that this is a progres-
sive age of man? Fear and jeal-
ousy are tne fetters of ipgnorant
minds; let us rise from these
bonds and innovate a ner way of
life. Let us he friends,



Mr. Khrushchev:

We am rational humsn beings.
There is no reason for this sui-
cidal eold wayg this mad rush to-
ward an inevitable annihilation
of both our lands., It would not
be conaistent with the fundamen-
tals of human nature to claim
that we actuzlly desire this
posgible leap into nonexistence,
to think that this rrand suicide
would be the best solution for
all our probtlems; the urge for
salf-preservation 1is too deeply
embedded in each one of us. Folw
lowing this line of reasoning;
it sesms only sensgible that our
concerted effort should be di-
roeted toward banishment of the
current  threzat of missile and
hydrozen bomb retaliation be-
tween our countries that all our
powers of diplomacy and persua-
sion should be united in pursuit
of a more constructive goal. One
of our famous Americans once
said, P"A house divided against
iteell cannot stand, " quoting
from a parable in the Bible,
This maxim certainly applies to
our world situation also. The
social, political, and economic
cooperation of Rugsia and the
United States would mean fruit-
ful progress into the future and
a hatter world for all peoples,
but. our present state of bitter
rivalry and animosity can omnly
breed more hatred and the event-
nal destruction of both of ua,
Let us violate precedent, Hr,
¥hrushchev, and join in a mutual
resolution  to sndorse more co-
operation, more communication,
mors  covpromise, and more con-
cession; =also let us remember,
diplomacy 1is a two-way street,
Togother we are strong; divided
Wwe are powerless.

FROM THUE REALIST FROM THUE DEMOCRAT

Mr. Khruschev:

I cammot talk with you,
Although side by side; encircled
by interpreters, we camnot com
municate; our ways of thinking
are as different as are night
and day, and there is absolutely
no central ground, no country of
fair compromise, no possible fo-
cus of mutual understanding be-
tween us, We cannot tolerate
you or your way of thinking. We
will not.

You have enslaved your
people., You deny them their
freedom and their pride; you deny
them their individuality and
their happiness. As ants toil-
ing in an ant heap = your people
work, dumb, submissive, power-
less to pull themselves out of
the degrading mire into which
they have been cast by the re-
lentless and  impersonal god
which you call communism, To an
American, this dogma of human
bondage is unspeakably hateful.

We believe in the libera-
tion of man. We believe in a
government in which the people
are the final arbiters and hold
the proud staff of justice and
eguality in their own hands. We
advocate freedom of thought and
decision, not suppression of
these inherent rights of man.
¥r. Khrushchev, if we studied
Russian for one thousand vears,
we still would not speak the
same language. Agreement and co-
existence are impossible between
us, We represent totally oppo=-
site ways of life. And opposites
tend to destroy each other. This
is the way things stand as I see
it, Mr. Khrushchev,



WHAT AMERICA MEANS TO M.

PHYLLIS GORMAN %9

you could ses us, Mr. K.,
a much more normal day,
I would try to help you see
What America means to ma.

FH

It means the open public doors
Through which our education pours.

It means the freedom of thes press
Where all ideas can be expressed,

— Y
It means the freedom of a1l speoch Pl ik
Where everyone can learn or teach,. A~
{

I+ means the freedom to say a prayer

In any church--no matter whersa,
It means protection, night and day
Which proves that herc--?Crime doesn't pay" |

It means the freedom to a life L

That isn't full of constant sirife,

t means the right to partlieipate
In any form of true debats.

It means the right of enterprise
Where success ¢omes to him who tries,

It means the sportg--the bsgeball games
Where Mantle, Ruth, are famous names.

Freedom, most of all, means free
To chocse just what you want to be,

So, Mr. K., I hope you see

What America means to me,

It means the ripht for us Lo cry

"We have freedom for which we'll diel®

it



ROSSROADS

BY KYRA TIMKOVSKY ‘bl

iex angrily threw the laundry ept that his was heme. Upen
into the three Bendix washe:s reaching the first stor
He always got stuck with ru the bell, and standin

ning the small laundry, when his for a time, was met

motherfs arthritis was bad. Iis warmth and -hserful

family's whole Ilivelihood de girl answered the d

pended on those ancient, over addressed some  un

worked mnachines, He muttered, saying, "It's only

"Somediy, scomeday, I'l1 T

chance,

Stamping up the ecellear i to the 10
steirs to the fron 1
hall, which was ciul
laundry begs Alex’s y he head
for a moment on the = :
bay window, It read hir d the
Markov®s Laundry )
One-Day Service 1irty veteral FLOr®, T ,~
12 (! (= neons her 1

Here in New York a laundm
in a poor neighborhood didn't get
rmch business It had barel
sustained Alex, his sister and
I mother, or the eight years
they had lived here. The Markov:
were forced %o move into this
after Mr., Markov's death Ileft
them with no means of support.

5D

There were two bags of
laundry that had to be delivered
before five o'clock, Al ex - : )
shouldered them and made his way ( ~ g
out the door with difficultv.
Pausing on the step, he callad
back to his mother as an & :
thought, "I'1l be home W&
dinner." There was no replﬁ

The weather was cold-\apd &
raw, Dust and paper swirled “wigl.ds
from the putter around him as he
trudged, head down; toward Ids
destination, He passed row upon
row of brownstone city houses,
scarcely differing from his, exw



have to come back tomorrow," he
thought. At length the door was
opened, with much switching of
latches and turning of locks, by
a greasy-looking, obese woman.
However, she smiled broadly, and
invited Alex into the dark stora
Thoroughly warm and overpaid, he
set his steps homeward.

Alex walked along the rail-
road track a way, because the
route seemed shorter. Walking
railroad ties reminded him of
the events of a lifetime. Each
day was represented by a tie.
Some were rough and hardworn,
others smoother, evidently made
of better wood. Leaving the
tracks, he decided to stop at a
local dive for a while before
dinner. Although this vicinity
was not so poor, it had distinct
cheapness about it because of
the garish lights and neon signs
The lights coming on gradually,
as the wintry twilight deepened,
added an unreal excitement to
this city scene.

Alex entered the cafe and
stood nervously at the edge of
the smoke-filled room. He was
unaccustomed to places of this
sort. To Alex the voices def-
initely paused as he hesitated
by the door. ‘lhen he walked re-
solutely towards a corner table.
One of the youths seated there
looked up quickly as Alex came
toward him. He nudged the other,
seated by him, who looked up
questioningly. They both stared
at him a moment, then the red
head motioned him to be seated.

"ihat's up?" ventured Alex,
addressing the red head, Pete.

Pete's homely, rather cruel
face took on a crafty 1look,
"Nothing much, kid." He always
referred to Alex as "kid," al-

though they were of the same age.

Alex reminded him,"You said
you might let me in on your next
job. How about it?"

Pete recturned, "what makes
ya think we'd do anything not on
the level?"

"It's about time you were up
to somethin; ., Anyhow, you szid
you thouvght I might be of some
use in the future,”

Pete nodded and sipped his
beer without comment. Alex con-
centrated upon folding a napkin,
smaller and smaller, until Pete
broke the silence, "We had a
little something lined up for
tonight, tut it's too Dbig for
ya."

Alex said, "Aw Pete, you
know I'mnot chicken far anything,
Come on, sive me a break.,"

Laughing, Pete taunted, "We
don't want to influence ya bad."

Alex took this silently,
and folded the napkin into a yet
smaller shape.

The two companions exchanged
a glance, then Pete said, "Maybe
we could fit ya in." Alex looked
up. "You know how to drive.
What do you say tc letting the
kid..." Pete looked at his dark,
nondescript companion. Alex's
hand held tte napk nmotionlessly.

The companion shifted in
his chair and said, "You know
him best. Think he can handle
the Ford?"

"Sure, sure," said Pete.
Then to Alex, "There's no profit
in this for you, this being your
first break and all. Anyway, all
you do 1is wait and drive, when
we say drive,"



Alex
"Where,.. "

nodaed 1n  assgnt,

"Never mind where," growled
the companicn, "we don't want
no rats. "™

"Listen, you guys don%t have
to worry about me," protested
Alex, "You know I wouldn't let
vou down,"

"Sure, sure," said Pets,.
"Well, Ya'll meet us nere, out
back at nine-thirty."

"Fine, fine, see you then,"
said Alex, rising from the table,
He raised his hand in farewell,
put the two disregarded it.

The coldness of outdoors
{;z;{-a relief after the stul”ii .ss
of" the cafe, Alex [felt that
everything was working out per=-
fectly. Here was his break, his
chance. He doubled his pace as
he realized that it was late.

Alex was not so late as to
miss helping prepare the delica-
tessen food for dinner. In fact
he did all the work, but tonight
he was too keyed up to complain
about anything. He did not even
join in the spirited argument
between his mother and saister,
These days that was about all
that was ever accomplished with
spirit by his mother. Sister
and brother were closely bound
in this family. Since they were
close in age, they had many of
the same problems. Also, due to
their relationship with their
mother, the ties that bound them
tightened as they matured,

Washing the dishes with his
sister, Alex was tempted to con-
fide to her his plans for the
evening. DBut she immediately
launched into an extensive dis-
cussion of her problems with her
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current boyfriend. Alex listen-
ed sympathetically and gave what
advice he could. ‘Thus, they had
finished the chore before he
spoke of what was afoot.

He went to his bare closet
of a room twhile away the time,
which now hung heavily on this
hands. He snapped on the radio,
which he had won selling maga-
zine subscriptions. The blare
of rock and roll music had a
soothing effect upon Alex, He
went over in his mind the way
things were going to turn out
tonight, and he rehearsed his
part in the event. The radio
announcer said, "Headlines at 25
past the hour, a complete news
summary on the hour."

Alex realized with a jolt
that it was twenty-five past 9.
He knew that he had only five
mirutes left before the meeting
at the cafe. He dashed from the
house without his Jacket and
left the door open in his haste.

Cutting invo a back alley a
few blocks from his home, he
raced as quickly as his legs
would carry him, At 1last,
thoroughly out of breath, he was
forced to slow his pace to a
walk, Now he could see the
lights of the cate. He'd made
it!

A strange noise caught his
attention. He glanced to the
right and noticed a fracas in
the shadowy alley leading back
deeper into the tenement build-
ings., There was a muffled cry!
Alex pivoted and dashed towards
the three struppgling figures.
Now he discerned the firure of
Mr. Brent, who worked in the ci-
gar store on the corner. One of
the thugs hit Mr. Frent vicious-
ly. As Alex 1lunged at the mases
of hodies, the two thups fled.



He pursued them
the aTev,whene
into the ni
he rushed ack
lay prone

conscious St

Alex performed what first
aid he could in an attempt to
stop the bleeding of an ugly
gash on Mre, Brent's head. Mre

gained consciousness in a




short time, but was much agita-
ted. Alex explained Lo him,"I'11
have to get a doctor, or some-
one, This cut on your head needs
attention."

Mr. Brent murmured faintly,
"Please hurry."

Alex ran, panic stricken,
but calm to all outward appear-
ances, into a nearby drugstore.
He fumbled for a dime in his
pocket, his hands damp with per-
spiration, Ahl There was the
dial tone., The voice of an op=
erator atthe rescue squad sooth-
ed himes Alex Jjerked out, "A
guy's beat wp. He's near Mar-
xet Place and Jarvey's Circle in
an alley, For Pete's sake
hurry."

The collected voice of the
person at the switchboard said,
"We'll be there as quickly as
possible. You go back to the
victim,"

Alex rushed back, now thor-
oughly collected, He did what
he could to make Mr., Brent more
comfortable, as if anything could
help him in his condition, The
minutes slid by like eternities.
"For Pete's sakel Good Ilord,
he'd forgottenl It was none of
hisaffair to hold this old man's
hand, What the heck ever made
him save his neck?"

Alex looked up from where
ne squatted on the pavement and
saw light coming towards him. It
was the ambulance at last., The
men of the rescue squad surveyed
the situation, One of them
slapped Alex on the back and
said, "Good work kid, How about
helping us to load the poor guy
into the meat wagon?"

Alex lent a hand with get-
ting M Brent into the ambulance,.

The interns offered him a lift
to where he was going., Alex ac-
cepted after some hesitation. He
thought it worthless to go to
the cafe after his unforgivable
blunder. They'd probably left,
thoroughly disgusted with him,

He got into the ambulance
beside the friendly intern and
made small talk with him and the
driver, He directed them to his
house and, hopping from the ve-
hicle; thanked them for the lift,
The intern said, "Hope to see
you again sometime, Meybe it'll
be working beside me. You'd make
4 good man for the job. Well, so
longh"

Alex stood on the sidewalk
staring into the distance., He
heaved a sigh and with a bitter
laugh said, "I'd better get out
of this neighborhood quick if
I'm going to save my neck." He
turned and walked into the dark-
ened house and quietly shut the
door,

In bed, Alex lay restlessly
for an infinite time. Hfrehashed
the evening over and over in his
mind, At last, exhausted by the
mental strain he fell into a
trouvled sleep. His dream 2lso
harassed him, He felt fear, pain,
suspense, and the struggle to
free himself from this binding
misery; but he never felt guilty.

When dawn crept into his
room, Alex awakened by degrees.
His hand groped for the switchon
his radio, Finding it, he turned
it on to his favorite station.
The announcer said, "Headlines
at twenty-five past the hour; a
complete news summary on the
hour, Two unidentified bodiss
have been found in a black Ford
which was demolished by a long
I’md train.nc"



~:

left behind

~by Billic Lymeh- 50 1
by Phyllis Gorman, ‘60

of empta

My 1life is full
I am without =
I have no one 1 call my own
Nor cherish 'til the end,

riend,

When sun goez down
I } br

the one you love

anad st



THE BIG WINNER

: A run-down tena-

he scene
ment house in Dublin.

The time:

How

Act I, Scene I

The curtain opens on a com-

bination living-roonm,

and dining
dow looks o
The sparse
down and th

and in spots the

coming out
chunks.

The dishes

bedroom,
room, A single win-
ut on a dirty street.
furniture is broken
e upholstery 15 torn
stuffing is

in large, fluffy

The one window does not
allow the entrance of much light.

from the preceeding

meal still clutter the rickety
dining table. A large, old-
fashioned console radio stands

in one corner.

depicting
top.

A framed picture
a wedding adorns the

A robust woman in working

clothes opens a bedroom door and

enters the

holding a basket of clothes.

She is
As

center stapge.

she is puttering around, making
up beds and shoving dishes into

the rusty
opens.
enters
familiarly

sink, the front door

A young man of about 18
stage right.

He glances

about the room. He

sees the woman and moves toward

her.

Young man:

Woman :

How're ya [feeling,
Ma?

How should I feel?
My back's aching
from picking wpdirty
clothes. My arms
are acting up agald
with arthritis, And
you ask how I feel.
Huh, (This last
speeringly.)
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Young mans

Woman:

Young man:

Young man:

Woman ¢

Vell, Ma,
the day.

Today's

Today's what day?
What're ya mumbling
about? Speak up.

The race, "al Doncha
keep up with the
times? Today's the
day of the race!l

Lord, sometimes I
don't know why the
Maker dintended for
people to talk %o
asach other, Half the
time we don't know
what the other's
talking about. DNow
son, whatever race
could get you =0 ex-
Citedo

It's not just a race
Ma. It's the Grand
National. It's the
Sweepstakes, 1la! To-
nirht thay draw for
the Sweepstakes,Just
think, Ma! 'Thousands
of pounds for having
one ticket. One tie-
ket, Ma!l

Now don't tell mne
you went and spent
your hard-earned
morey on some raffle
Lord knows, you work
hard enough in the
colliery for your &
pounds a week, You
sweat and toil for
1l hours a day and
then you come home
to %21l me that you
threw away your sale



ary on some horse
racel The Lord for-
give me for raising
my voice, for I've
always taught my
children not to, but
this, this. Ohl
(Sighs)

I don't know what Ih

going to do with you, )

Philip, —
(She pulls him to her and la e
her head on nis snoulder,) .

I Jjust don't know
what to do.

(She pulls out a handkerchief
with which she dries her eyes
and blows her nose.)

Now, be off with you.
You're  keeping
from my word. Now,
not a word of this
to your father. Lord
knows he works hard
enough to keep your
belly full of fogd.
Now, off, offl

(Boy leaves stage left, Mother
looks wistfully after him, sighs

and then returns to her tasks.) -
CURTAIN CLOSES
ACT I SCENE II

Same room. About dusk. The door
at stage left opens and a man
enters, His hair is grey and
thinning. Over one arm he camries
a swatch of material. A tape
measure surrounds his shoulders.
A pair of bifocals have worked
their way onto the bridge of his
nose. In the kitchen the mothen
whom we met previously, along
with a young girl of about 16, is
busily preparing the evening
meal.

Man: fHellol Anybody home?



(Girl and wonan upon hearing
this, rush onto center stage.)

M¥other: Hello, Papa! How'd
everything go at the
shop today.

Papa: Oh, fine, I suppose,
I got three orders
for new suits,

Girl: Hi, Papn!

(With this she runs to him and
places a kisz on his cheek.)

Papa: Ard how's ny little
genius today? How'd
school po?

Garl: All right, Papa.
Papa: Where's Philip?
Mother: Hle cana in and went

right out again,
He'll be hone for
supper, though,

(At this, the door at stage 1eft
opens and Fhilip enters, He
walks across the alage to the
little groue standing near the
sofa.)

Philip: Hello; Fapal/! How'd

it go today: Didy=

work haré?

Papa: H#ahl (contemptuously)
He asks did I work
bardl How d'ya thirk
you'deat if T didn't
work hard?

Philip: Hi ya, genius, how
was college?

Girl: Oh, Philip, you're
such a tezsa, You
know I'm only in
high sechool and if
you want to lmow how
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that was T'll tell Papa:
you; it was fine,

Now, are you satis-
fied?

Papat Ah, such  children,
They always have to
fight and fuss.

Philip: (Ignoring this last

remarks.) Hey, mamaly

Supper ready yet? Girl:
lama: Go clean up and then

it'1l be ready.

(Philip exits. His sister re-
turns to kitchen where she gets
silverware for the table. Papa
gite down in cheir to read.)
Philip returns to the main room,
The table is covered with an ar-
ray of platters and dishes re-
vealing meat, potatoes, vege~
tables, and bread. As Fhilip Papa:
enters, his father rises and
proceeds to the table followed
by his son. At a signal from the
mother, all sit.)

Papa: (With bowed head,)
We thank Thee, Pear
Lord,. for making it (Girl exits
possible for us to
enjoy the bounty of Philip:
Thy wondrous crea=-
tions. Amen.

All: Amen,

(The noises of hungry people en- Mama :
sue., Dishes are passed back and

forth, The Father drinks ale

from a large glass. The children

drink milk.)

Girl: Richard McGowan asked
me to go ice skating
with him next Sunday
in the park. It's

all right, isn't it Papa:
Mother?
Famat Why, yes, I think

it's all right,
2k

You think it's all
right, Why the boy's
own father hasn't
even paid his ten
pounds towards the
chuch building fund.
You think that's the
type of boy I want
my daughter to be
going out with?

Chy; Papa! When are
you going to realize
that Jjust because
you are the chaiman
of the church builde
ing fund, you don't
have the right to
pass Judgment on
people, And besides
that, T want to go
out with Richard, mot
his father.

(Aghast) Such inso-
lence from my own
daughter! Go to your
room, young lady; and
I don't want to hear
another word about
this McGowan,

tearfully.)

His sister is a snoh.
I pass her every day
at the station and
she won't even say
WHello" to me.

Enough of thisi{ You
both make me sick
sometimes, picking
and tearing apart
all of Ellie's
friends, D'ya want
her to still be an
old mail when she's
as old as T am?

Nobody's picking on
Ellie, Mama, I was
Jjust saying that any-
body who has a fa-
ther who holds out



lMama:

Philip:

Papa:

Philip:

on the clurch, is not
the kind of boy I
want for my FEllie..
Don't WOITY . As
pretty as she is,
she'll find a good
man mighty quick,
when the time comes
that is.

(2xasperated) Now,
eat your food s0 it
won't go to waste,
I'11 go in to fllie
and tell her it's
all right for her to
come back to suppsr.

(She exits)

Say, Philip, don't
tell your mother a-
bout this, but today
I bought a ticket in
the Irish Sweep-
stakes, A man from
the Irish Hospitals
came into the shop
today for a suit and
told me all about it.

Papa, I bought a
chance, too!l Maybe
one of us will win,

That's funny. Hah!
I've never won any-
thing in my 1life,
Hverything I've ever
had, I've had to work
and sweat for. Hahl
Me, winl

Have it your way, Pa-
pa. But when they
announce over the
radio that the win-
ner of the Sweep-
stakes is Thomas lc-
Ginney, don't be sur-

prised.

Enough of this fool=-
ishness! The Lord did
not intend for Thomas
McGinney to be z rich

man; therefore, He
would not permit me
to win. low, hush,
before your wmother
hears us talking,

{They return to their eating. The
curtain closes,)

ACT T

(The family, Mr. and lrs, McGinney,
their daughter Hlen and their son
Phillip are gathered around the
battered consola., The sound of
static is predominant, The father
is in the chair which is coming
apart, smoking hispiple and listen-
ing intently to the radio. Hother
is on the couch knittine. The
girl is doines school work. The
boy is sitting next i his mother,
staring into space. An announcer
is speaking about the world news)

Announcer: And that's the latest
news from London.
(Pause) Attentieni
We have just received
a bulletin from Dublin.
The winner of Gihis
year's Irish Sweep-
stakes sponsored by
the Irish Hospitals!'
Fund, and valued at
150.000 pounds is....
Mr, Thomas McGinney of
Dublin, Ireland, If
you are listening, !,
Thomas lMcGinney, and
hold ticket 179643,
congratulations on
winning a fortune.
A representative of
the Sweepstakes will
contact you tomorrow
in order to deliver




your 150,00C pounds.
Once again, the win-
ner of this year's
Irish Sweepstakes is
Thomas McGinney of
Dublin,

(Family stares at the radio as if
hypnotized. Pipe has fallen f{rom
mouth of the father. Ellie hae
forgotten her books. The knit-
ting lies dormant in the lap of

the mother. No one dares to
speak. Finally,)
Mr, McG.: It must be some mis-

take. It must be an-
other Thomas McGin=-
ney. It couldn't be
me! It's impossible!
Philip: Look at your ticket,
Papa. Look and see
if it's the right
number.
Mrs, MeG.: You never said any-
thing to me about
buying a ticket,

Ve're richl!
rich!

Ellie: VWe're

Hold on a mimite,
Ellie. I'm trying
to tell you it's a
nistake. Listen,
I'11 prove it to ya.

Pgpat

(Withdraws wsllet and takes out
stub.)

The mumber on my tic-
ket ie 1796L--(long
pause) 3 (This last
incredulously.) No!
{Shakes head) It

can't be true! It's
not so!
Ellie: See, Papa. I told

you we were rich.
Just think, 150,000
pounds! We're rich.
Eooray!
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Mrs. McG.: You never toldme army=-
thing about buying a

ticket.

Now I won't have to
work at the colliery
amymore. And I can
get a car so that I
can gowhere I please.
And I can have ten
new suits, and, and..

Philip:

Mrs. McG.: Hush now, Philip,
Don't be buying any=-
thing until we see
the money.

Ellie: I can get hundreds of
clothes. Dresses ard
skirte and blouses
and ghoes and every=-
thing. Oh, it's so
wonderul to be rich,
Mrs. MeG.: Just think, Thomas,
you won'thave to work
so hard at the tailor
shop arymore. And we
can get a 1i%9e house
in the suburbes And
new furniture.

Mr. McG.: Just a minute ago you
were telling your son
not to start spending
before he had the
money, now you're do-
ing the same thing.

(Phone rings--Philip
answer 1it,)

moves to

Philip: Hello?

(Pause)

Philip: Papa, it's for you;
it's Uncle Kerwin

Mr. MeG.: Hello?

(Long pause)

(Contirmed on Page 28)



(Dne NeEds A mAn

AliCe GiDdinGs ‘6o

One day wmy mother said to me,

"My dear, you need a mani"

And 'twas this hour and on this day
That my long quest began!

The first cracked jokes the Five-long day,
A jolly fellow he--

I roared and giggled at them so
That he then laughed at mel

An intellectual, worldly belle,
To my next beau's dismay,

I read and gquoth all evening long
And frightened him away!

The third was built like Hercules,
A great man of the stage.

I cohed and aahed so many times
He left me in a ragel

Enchant them with the beauth fair,
With silk and jewels galore!

Ah, lavish me! He took one look,
Hut then he came no morel

I baked next try and on his plate
Piled all that I could heap.

He ate it with a grateful grin
And then he went to sleepl

I threw up my poor hands and cried,

"A man's a no-good loutl"

I stomped and stormed and pulled his hair
And gladly threw him out!

"My Love," he yelped, "Why are you mad?
Your tongue is like a knifel

But just the same, I love you, Dear,
Please, will you be my wife?"

. > So now I'm married to that goose
pi According to Mon's plan,

And ag I toil, I wonder why?

Just why one needs a manl
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Mr. McG.: I'm sorry Kerwin, I
can't help you.
Cood~byel

(Hangs up)

Mr, MeG,: (Addressing family.)
That was my brother,
He wanted to borrow
500 pounds to payoff
his morgage.

(Mr.McG. pulls phone cord out of
wall socket and slams down recei-
ver,)

Mra. McG.: Now Thomas, why in
the world did you do
that?

Mr. MeG.: I did that so'sI
wouldn't have to be
refusing people when
they ask to borrow
money. That's why I
did it,

Mrg. McG.: But, Thomas, your own
brother! Couldn't
you at least lend
him 5CC pounds. Af-
ter all, you'll be
getting 150,000 1bs,

Mr. McG.: (His voice raised.)
Don't youunderstand,
woman! It's not the
amount, it's the
principle. After the
government takes its
share, well be lucky
to have 1500 pounds.
So I can't go giv%ng
it away, now can I?

Mrs, McG.: No, I suppose you're
right, Thomas.

Mr, McG,: Of course I'm right.
Now off to bed with
ya, Philip and Ellie,
(They rise) We'll
discuss this again
in the morning.
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(Philip and Ellie exit right,)
Mr. McG.: I'm going to bed, too.

Mrs. McG.: Good night, Thomas,
Pleasant dreams!

Mr, McG.: HahiThe Lord didnit
interd for rich men
to have pleasant
dreams?i

(He exits-~leaving Mrs. McGinney
alone on stage.)

(She looks after him for & moment
and then goes over to the chair
which he has vacated. 5She be-
gins picking out large chunks of
stuffing and throwirg them about,
After a moment of this, she
rests her head on the chair, and
begins to sob softly,)

CURTAIN CLOSES

46T 111

(The next morning, Mrs. McG.
Philip, and Ellie are gathered
around the table., They are talkwe
ing in excited voices.)

Philip: Just think Mal We'll
live in comfort and
Tuxury and have
everything we want.

Ellie: Yes, Mamal Won't it
be wonderful to be
rich,

Mama: Yes, children, I

have to admit that
it would be mice to
have a little house
in the suburbs with
a picket fence and a
garden full of lilies
and marigolds,

(Mr, McG, enters.)
All: Good morning, Papa.



(Continued from Page 26)

Mr. McC.: Cood morning! Have
you finished spend-
ing my money?

Ellie: Oh Papa, How can you
be so selfish when
you have so much?

Mrs., McG.: Hush, Ellie.

Mr, McG,: How canI be selfish?

My own daughter
thinks I'm selfish,
how can I explain to
her that I'm only
being cautious? How
can I make them
understand that the
more money we have,
the more wrong we'll
all do?

{Someone knocks on the door.
Philip moves to answer it.)

(Pause)
Philip:

Papa, someone wants
to see you.

{(Mr, McG. rises and goes to the

door, where a man in a business

suit is standing. He is carrying

a leather briefcase.)

Mr. McG.: I'm Thomas McGinney.

Man: Mr. McGinney, I rep-
resent the Irish Hos-
pitals Fund, I've
been sent here in
order to deliver to
you a check for
150,000 pounds. As
you know, your tic-
ket was drawn last
night in the Sweep-
stakes. So (he with-
draws check from
briefcase) if you'll
Just sign here,

(Bands hinm a plece of paper and
a pen.)
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(Mr., McG. takes pen and paper
and stares intently at them, His
family is gathered around him
trying to peer over hisshoulder,
At last he looks up at the
stranger,)
Mr, McG,: I do not want the
money}

(Family gasp as one.)

Man: Excuse me, I don't
believe I heard you
correctly,

You heard me all
right, I said I did
not want the money!

MI‘.MCG. H

Man: I don't know exactly
what to say, Mr,
McGinney. This has
never happened be-
fore,
Mr., MeG.: I'll tell you what
to say. You go back
to your Irish Hos-
pitals and you tell
them that Thomas
McGinney does not
want nor does he
need their money,
You say that Mr. Mc-
Ginney wants them to
builda hospital with
the money, and right
over the entrance to
put the words, "I
would rather be
righteous than richt
You'll do that for
me, won't you, sir?

Man: Yes, Mr, McGinney,
I'll tell them what
you said,

(He replaces check and paper and
moves to the door.)

Well. eood-day, siri

Mr. McG.: Good-day!
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(Man exits.)

(Children look at each other and
the exit, Mrs. McGinney begins
to ery.)

Mr. MeGa: What are you crying
for?

Mrs, McGo.: (Tearfully) I'm cry-
ing because you just
trampled on my gar-
deno

Mr, McG.: Now what garden are
you talking about?

Mrse. McG.: Never mind, you'd
never understand,

(She exits.)

(Mr. McGinney looks after her
compassicnately, He then moves
to the doorway where he picks up
his hat and places it on his
head, He opens door and turns
his sight once more to where his
wife and children have gone. He
sighs, shakes his head, and
exits.)

CURTAIN CLOSES

THE END
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Out on the lonely desert —
There wandered carelessly,

A man, not more than thirty, =
Yet worn with age was he. - -—

Some claimed it was the sand,
Others said it was the sun, T —
That made this man age -
Till he looked like sixty-ome. —— =

It had only been a day =
— —= Since this man set out afar

On camel across the desert

To a place not near, but far. =~

~
=

Foolish was this little man ——= =
Who set out all alone,
—______For the sun was hot, th d was rough,

And he was quite alone.

ever onward :
S This restless man had 1

The camel which he rode atop
'£11 the camel had dropped &

Nothing stopped this tiny
fthough 1ittle food had
But after a day he sank
And fell upon his knees

"Water," he cried, and
Water he eried again,
Over and over echoed the s
0f water, Again and again.
—— N
Then all of a sudden his ey Re
= There stood before him a lake, N
So clear, so blue, so refreshing too,
That were it a dream, he dared not wake.

He grasped his throat, he blinked his eyes,
For he knew that he would die

If he got not a drink of the clear blue water
Which had fallen from the sky.

He reached the lake that was nct really there,
And gave a sudden cry,

For he knew without this water,

He was truly doomed to die.

So in the heart of this desert
You'll find the siull and bones,
Of a man who was quite foolish,
To have ever set out alone.
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