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\ [IRA _ Ll W) y ‘here were voices in the cor-

.: ridor.

Y CLAIRE WALTER | rmewer s 105 1o

not working properly,
Mason."

"Thank you, Miss Bradley.
I'11 see to it right away."

T‘ Aﬁ-} The occupant of 103, how-
t ever, did not hear these voices.
She was lost in a dream, a happy
dream, a dream of the past.

P
e ——

...Many, many years ago,
when she had been yet a young
woman, she had fallen in love,
with a wonderful young man. He
had loved her as deeply as she
had loved him, But her family
had been far "better"and wealth-
ier than his, and the deeply
rooted breeding of centuries had
ruled her heart--and turned his
away, Having lost his love, the
young man had left the country
to join some army, to fight, to
do something to forget this hor-
rid cruelty. And she, as the
months and years had passed, had
realized her mistake and regret-
ted it. She had never married,
always hoping someday he might
return. Years later she had
heard a report that he had dis-
appeared somewhere in a Malayan
jungle and had been assumed
dead. But she knew he was not
dead, And she kept on waiting...
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‘ She smiled in her sleep:

she was with him. They were

q dancing, or taking, or sitting;

she didn't care what, for they

were together again., What a
marvelous dream!

{’_—Soveral hours passed before
_"_,...she awoke The dream ended
|| e abruptly. At first she could not
’ remember where she was, so long

z 2 ' had she been in the past that
[ , i night. But then she realized--




she was in the hospital--she was
going tc die--after all these
years, she was going to die
without bim.

Her frail old body could
scarcely support those wracking
sobs. It heaved, rising and
falling till it could stand nc
more. And then she cried within,
her wretched face revealing that
terrible pain.

She suffered so, she hardly
noticed the opening and closing
of the door. But she had espe-
cially good hearing, and, reali-
zing someone was in her room,
muffled her distress.

Who could it be? She hadn't
rung for the nurse.

Suddenly, a beautiful hope
was born. Could it--could it
be..? She gathered her strength--
there was very little left--and
said in an almost inaudible whis-
per:

“Ia that you, Roger?"

Anxiously she awaited the
answer. "A miracle for me,' she
thought, "a dream come true. It
must be Roger, It has to be, I
know it is, Oh, why doesn't he
answer.' Disguising the turmoil
within her, she waited, waited
while her whole being strained
for a word.

Eternities later, the man
came toward her to stand by the
bed.

I'Yes 'II
What a glorious sigh:
"Oh, Roger,I knew you would

come before I--I could never die

content without your knowing how
I feal.

"It is a miracle, you know,
a gif: from Heaven,"

Softly he said:
""res, dear, I know."

She struggled to make her-
self clear:

"woger, do you--can you
tell-~1 mean--do you know that
1 am blind now?"

"T haven't changed much."

"fhank you, dear Roger,
you always did know what Imeant."

She paused, a little afraid
to speak.

'"Roger, I am sorry for what
happenad,"

She strained forward a
piteous~-looking creature, searclr
ing his face with unseeing eyes.

"Roger, I love you."
""snd I love you, dearest."

With a sigh that purged her
soul, she lay back against the
pillows. Barely speaking now,
she breathed:

"Thank you for coming Roger
I can be happy now."

And her sightless eyes
closed,

He rang the bell by her
bed. And when the doctor cane,
he sgid gently:

“Your patient has died."
The doctor gazed down at her

with a2 look of pure wonder. He
said in a hoarse whisper:



My Ced! What happened." Calmly came the answer.

suraly, her death was net "Yes, a miracle."

mexpectad,"

And he turned, he whem she

'‘4h, ne, net that, it was-- had called Reger, whe had re-
but she leeks se happy. se cen- lieved leve's terture, turned,
tented, Te tell the truth, I picked up his teels, and walkad
have never seen her se--se te the deer.
seauriful! Truly this is a mir-
acle!l" Whe can deubt the efraclh ef

a kindly hearc?




Johnny’s

ohnny Allen was in love, mid-
and

term exams were coming,
worse still he had quarrelled
with "her."

The main one in Johmny's
1ife was a sweet, soft-voiced,
blue-eyed blond. Her name was
Irene Night--the most beautiful
name in the world to one senior
at Preston High.

Johnny's best friend was
Billy Campbell. They had grown
up together; built airplanes
together; and had run the Camp~-
bell & Allen Railroad, - 3Imc.
Now thay were sitting together
talking at the Malt Shoppe.

#Say Bill, are you gonna
take Becky to the Wintergreen?"

"Don't know, Johnny., I've
got a date with her Saturday
night; maybe J'11 ask her then.®

"Hey! Are you gonna be madl
Guess who I saw making out last
night and with whom. Man, are
you gonna yell,"

"Who! Not Iremne, oh mno,
not my Irenal"

"Well Dad, I don't know
about her being yours but it
was Irene all right and she was
with that V. P. I. freshman, Jiam
Clarke.®

"iell! That does it, that
really does it! It'll be a lomg
time before you see me with her!
Come on. ILet's blow."

"Suits me."

Ride

by Lee Allum

On the way home Jotmny was
silent, battling a torremt of
emotions inside.

nJilt me, will she.. I'll
show her; man, I wouldn't even
take her to the movies this Sat-
urday. Yep! I'll break the
date. Serve her right. Wonder
if she really likes that guy?
College boys! Darn! What do I
carel®

The next day at school
Johmny saw Ireme and spocke very
coolly to her in the hall.

"Say Irene, the date Sat-
urday is off."

"How come, Johnny? Is any-
thing wrong?®

"I just don't want to go
with you, kid, thatt's all. Be
seeing you around.®

But that night Johnny's
conscience bothered him,

Mell----maybe she doesn't
like him; I mean he could have
been imposing on her. Well, it
could have been awfully easy,
too. Maybe I was tgo snobby.
Nog.No, Serves her right for
doing a thing like that. Still-
Aw heck! What am I gonna do?"

Throughout the following
week Johnny was tortured with
pangs of jealousy and remorse..
He wanted %o make unswith Irene
and ask her to the iintergreen
Formal, and he had even bought
her a Christmas present.

W



But, Johnny Allen had/ pride,
real honest-to-goodness pride,
And he wasn't about to ask Irene
to the Christmas‘ Dance without
knowing for sure that she would
go with him “and that she really
liked him,

So, pulling himself out of
his pitfall, he began devising
a careful plan., A week later he
waga ready. Arnd Friday, he
briefed Billy on his plot.

"Say man, I've got it all
figured- out. You know my old
man likes me to take the laundry
to the Clean It Shop and I've
got it all figured how I can
find out if Irene likes me."

"Cool. Clue me.,"

They talked for about an
hour until it was agreed that
Johnny would pick -Billy up at
gsix, and they would drive over
to Irene's house.

It was now six~-thirty, and
Johnny lay hidden beneath the
pile of clothes in the back,
The car stcpped at Irene’s house.

Billy got out.

"Be back in a sec,.”

"Okay. Hurry though; this
heat’s azbout to kill me,™

A few minutes later Irene
and Billy came out and got din
the car. Billy explained that
Johnny had gons over to Jeannie
Smith's house to tutor her on
her Trig., They talked amiably,
the gconversation going along
well, but not the way Johnny had
wanted it to,

"Why doesn’t he ask her the
questions like he's s'posed to?
Gad! What a stupid thing to do.
Why did I ever think of this?

I 'bet she can see my knees
through the sheet. I just bet!i
Oooh! I'm gonna sneezei Ah-ah-
ah--- Whew} ‘Good thimg I caught
iti

Pretty soon the floor of
the car got hot; and the heater
blew a steady stream of hot air
at Johnny. Underneath the pile
of clothes, Johnny began to per-
spire and beads of sweat began
to pour down his back. His
shoulders started aching. Tor-
ture set in; his back started to
itch., Just when he felt he
could stand it no longer;, the
car stopped.

"Hey Irene, how 'bout a
coke? It's kind of hot in here."

"Okay."

They went inside and left

Johnny fuming and suffering in
the car.

"You're darn right it'is
hot in here. What'd you do,
build a fire®

Just when Johnny felt all
was lost, Bill and Irene returned
and Billy started firing the
questions.

"Irene, I hear you and
Johnny broke up."

 %Yes, and I still don't
know why| It really Shotked me."

"Yeah, me too. But it
didn't bug you any, did it?"

"Oh, yes it did! I really
liked Johnnoy. It really hurt

me to break up with him. He
was cool,"

Happiness of the n'th de-
gree flooded over Johnny. THe
forgot his back, the heat, the



suffocating shests; 4&ll was

In his joy dJohnny scarcely
car had stopped

t, mellow voice murmured,

“Goodnight, Johnny, I hope
you enjoyed the ride.



orie stood at the bedroom

window staring blankly at the

yaréd outside. Her school
books lay scattered on the bed
where she had thrown them when
she came in. The house was quiet.
Her parents were &t a lecture;
but Dorie often came home to an
empty house, so the disquieting
silence had little effect on hen
She was glad her parents weren't
home; they would have wanted an
explanation for her tears and
Dorie didn't feel like giving
one. They wouldn't have under-
stood; and besides, they would
probably get the whole story
from Miss Waterford,

Dorie pressed her mnosa -
gainst the glass. Tears of rapgs
and frustration welled up in
large grey eyes and slic noisew
lessly down pale cheeks to fall
silently on the windowsill. Thin
fingers nervously twisted a limp
brown braid, round and round,
round and round. Uncoensciously
she fell back to her old habit
of talking to herself. She
hadn't done that since she met
Rita, but the events of that
aftermoon had lowerad all har
emotional guards.

"I hate her. I hate her, I
hate her. The old witchl" She
had no right to say that about
Rita, "0h, I wish she was dead!"

Clenching her fist, she
quelled the urge to thrust her
hand through the windowpane.

"I*11 kill her; that's what
I'11l do, I'1l kill her for Rita,

and it will be the best thing
I've ever donel”

Dorie McAllister hated Miss
Waterford with all her heart, In
fact, as she said, she was going
to kill her, Now lots of sixth
graders hate their teachers; but
certainly not to the point of
murder--murder being & rather
large undertsking for anyone,

"and none the less so for an

eleven-year-old girl. But 4if
determination counts for anything
Dorie's plan was as good as com-
pleted.

A hatred so consuming as to
foster premeditated marder is
hard for most peopls to under-
stand. Murder 1is usually the
result o some momentary passion,
some powerful smotion which takes
comeand of a person for a fatd
justant, then leaves him like a
holpless spider caught in a web
of its own weaving.

Not so with Dorie; her
hatred was no momentary affair,
but was with her always, like a
gnawing hunger. o tightening of
the belt could drive away- At
least Miss Waterford would have
the satisfaction of being done
in, in grand fashion; her murder
would be no slap-dash affeair.
Dorie had hated Miss Waterfom
for as long e&s she had known hen
She had planned her murder for
almoat as long, but she hadn't
seriously intended to carry it
out until that afternoon. Stand-
ing there at the window she de-
clded she would kill Miss Water-
ford for Rita,



Rubbing her wet face with
the sleeve of her sweater, she
turned from the window and
pushed all the books off her bed
onto the floor; then flung her-
self down and buried her head in
the pillow. Dorie was calm now
and firm in her resolution. She
wasn't even afraid of the con-
sequences; she was doing it for
Rita, and Dorie would do amything
for Rita. Closing her eyes she
thought back over her acquaine-
tance with Miss Waterford.

She remembered when she and
her parents had first moved
here, two months ago, from lHew
York City., Vermont was a nics
enough state, and Clairment, =
nice enough town--a little
sleepy, stagnant, maybe, hut
51111 a nice town. VMr. and Mrs,
MeAllister were both research
chemists, brilliant ones, and
they had come to Clairmont be-
cause they wanted a peaceful
place in which to do some re-
search,

Perhaps Dorie's brilliant
parents were to blame for her
morbid outlook on 1life. You
aen, Dorie wasn't brilliant; in
fact, she could even be consid-
ered s8low. It took many years
and innumerable parent-teicher
conferences to reconcile the
MoAllisters to the fact that
Dorie could never be their in-
tellectual aqual; and this was,
to them, unbelievable, After
they were convinced, they simply
lost interest in their daughter,
perhaps ashamed that this child
was their creation. Silly, yes,
but like many highly intellec-
tual people they were not toler-
ant. of the shortcomings of' oth-
ars.

Ignored by her parents and
left alone most of the time,
Dorie could pretend she was pret-

Ly, smart, charming--all the
things she wanted to be and
wasn't, Because she spent so
much time by herself, Dorie
raraly met other people and
didn't know how to act when she
did, Her stammering, blushing,
and nervous fidgeting in the
company of others only served to
heighten her parent's disgust
and increase her own feeling of
inadequacy and bitterness.

So. Dorie's brain was fer-
tile ground for the seed of ha-
tred, The tiny seed, nourished
by Miss Waterford, grew to a
vine which strangled and twisted
its way through the suppliant
thought waves, in time giving
forth blossoms--huge, red blos-
soms with an intoxicating scent.
Thus was the murderous plan con-
ceived,

Dorie recalled the first
Lime she had met Miss Waterford.
Mr, Bradley, the kindly princi-
pal of Clairmont Elementary
School had taken her to Miss
Waterford's sixth-grade section
and introduced her,

“Class,” he had said, "I'd
like you to meet Doreen McAllis-
ter, who has Jjust moved here
from lHew York City. Please help
her out until she becomes adjus-
ted to her new school., I hope
you will grow to like it here,
Doreen." -

With that he patted her
small shoulder with his large
hand and walked out, leaving
Dorie feeling as if she had just
lost her only anchor in the
midst of a turbulent ocean of
strangeness, Feeling the cur-
ious scrutiny of the class, she
had stood there twisting her
limp, brown braid, her vacant
grey eyes wide with fright, the
thick glasses making them appear



wider and even more frighterned.

"Stand up straight, child,
and stop playing with your hairl"

Startled, Dorie turned in

the direction of the sharp woice.

Her wide,grey eyes met the hard,
brown ones of the person who was
to have such a great effect on
her life.

Alice Wataford was a stern,
stiff woman. It was, perhaps,
this unrelenting sternness that
was the chief reason for her
still being, at forty-eight,
Miss Waterford. Tears of hard=-
ship had taught her to expect
nothing from life; and, expec-
ting nothing, she had gotten
nothinz. She was proper, ex-
tremely proper; and she expected
everyone else to be proper, too.
She was one of those people who
go through life doing their duty
because it has to be done; but
doing it grudgingly and unsmil-
ingly, leaving nothing behind
them after they die. She looked
like just what she was-a washed-
up, washed-out old maid who was
too proud to admit it. Her
features were hard and smooth as
if hewn from stone by the weath-
ering process of many years.
Straight brows perched haughtily
above brittle brown eyes. A
thin nose, in its turn, perched
haughtily above a thin mouth.
Her skin was smooth and there
were no wrinkles, or even the
beginnings of wrinkles, which
was rather remarkable for a
woman of her age and a teacher
at that. However, the absence
of wrinkles is noct hard to ex-
plain for, you see, Miss Water-
ford never changed expression.
She never smiled, so there were
no smile lines at the corners of
her mouth; she never frowned
either, so, no wrinkles on her
forehead. Sometimes, at P.T.A.

10

meetings, she squinted her eyes
Jjust the tiniest bi{, twitched
her mouth, and let it pass for
a smile; but this didn't happen
often enough to do any damage.
Miss Vaterford's one beauty---
thick, brown hair only slightly
salted with grey--was pulled
back severely to form a tight
knot at the nape of her neck.
Perhaps, sometimes at night,
when she let down her hair,
some small, inherent spark of
femininity  nestling in her
bosom was fired; but probably
not, for it would have irmedi-
ately died out in such cold
surroundings. She was an im-
peccable dresser, as she was in
all things. Miss Waterford's
books never got dogeared, her
pencils never got lost, her
sensible, sturdy nylons never
ran, her shoes never got scuf-
fed, at breakfast her grape-
fruit never squirted; they
didn't dare, she wouldn't have
approved. She wvas, in a sense,
a cold grey stone masquerading
as a human bheing.

She fixed her hard gaze on
the trembling girl, like a ser-
pent hypnotizing its prey. Sonme-
thing intangible about the girl
infuriated her. She seemed to be
the living enmbodiment of every-
thing that was not proper, the
defiance of all #at was fitting.
How Miss Waterford saw all this
in poor little Dorie McAllister
no ocne can say, but she found
herself unconseiously condemning
the girl for anything and every-
thing. Tappinz her pencil on
the desk, she repeated her com-
nand.

"I said stop fiddling with
your hair. And tuck in your
blouse, child. How can you ex-
pect to make a good impression
with your blouse hanging out
like misplaced laundry. Uell,



vhat have zou got to say for
vourself? Answer me M

der face flaming, having
1ittle success with her erring
blouse, Dorie managed to mumble
between stiff lips, "I don't
know "

"T don't know. I don't
know, What kind of an answer is
that? MNiss lMeAllister, you are
certainly making a poor showing
your first day here. Take a seat
in the back, please,"

Amid the suppressed titters
of her new classmates, Dorie
walked haltingly to the rear of
the classroom and clumsily seatec
hergelf., Her mind was clouded
from extreme embarrassment, and
. she was fighting desperately to
keep back the tears. After what
seemed an unbearably long time,
the class torned its attention te
other thinga, Biting her lips
and blinking very fast, she drew
some small comfort from twisting
the omnipresent lock of hair
round and round her still trem-
bling finger. Every muscle in
her body was stiff from her tor-
turous attempt to keep from
tursting into tears. Hever in
ner entire life, which certainly
had not been notably happy, had
she ever been so entirely, so
campletely; miserable, She could
not understand and was terribly
wourded by Miss Waterford's cruel
reception. It could have been
that, at this moment, the tiny
seed which was to bear such ill-
flavored fruit, was planted,

Dorie sat there steeped in
saf-pity, keeping up a gradu-
ally weakening defense against
the oncoming tears until the
dismissal bell rang. Gathering
up her new books, she followed
the other children out of the
room., Walking alone down the

11

hall, her eyes Ilowered, she
happened to overhear the conver-
sation of two girls ahead eof
her.

"Say, did you see that new
girl? What'd you think of her?"

"Pretty creepy, I think.
She has such ratty hair, 01d
Waterford sure gave her a rough
time, didn't she?"

"Yeah, that was
funny. Hurry up now,
miss the bus."

pretty
or we'll

Stunned and immeasurably
hurt, Dorie turned and fled down
the hall until she came to a
girl's rest room. Once inside
she sank to the fleor and, re-
gisting no longer, sobbed uncon-
trolably. Great, racking sobs
shook her slight body. The
crushing weight of pure, un-
adulterated unhappiness settled
over her spirit. Suddenly, her
sobbing was interrupted by the
soft spoken words, "Please an't
cxy, Doreen." ,

Dorie started, and looked
up into the kindly eyes of a
sweet-faced firl, Pulling out
a handkerchief, the girl knelt
beside her.

“"Here, dry your eyes. I'm
Rita Davis, I saw you come in
here and thought maybe I could
help, I just wanted to tell you
not to pay any attention to that
Miss Waterford, She's such an
old witch, and she was in an
especially bad mood today; so
try not to let her scare you.
She's Jjust one of those people
youu have to learn to put upwith X

Dorie tried to smile but
couldn't quite manage it.

(Contimed on page#7)



beacon by emily ckermant|

Gazing down at rocks below
From an overhanging crag,
I glimpsed a flower waving
As a victor's mighty flap.

It grew as if by magic

From cold and jagged stone,
And survly only one Hand
Could perform this feat alone.

As Apollo drove his chariot
Across the molten sky,

Its scarlet cloak burst into flame
Before twilight drew nigh.

I longed to al
That bright b
For it seemed no
To live without i

carry
;1An1n. 'H»*p

My hand reached far downward
To grasp the slender stem,
Euw, bending from my touch,
It defied that selfish whim.

en I knew that if I pluck
This warmth inspiring spray,

I would rob it of its beauty,
And it would fade away. =
—
was put there for a purpose »\,.m' oz

~h1PH deluded me before,
But I was shown the reason

llost cne can't ignore, -%

Ry
oY



ﬁearning to [rive
Sandi Carmi 61

earning to drive is gquite an Another week of studying,
experience to undergo. I and for the third (and I re-
undertook this task at the solved the lastl) tine, I went
ure age of sixteen, The to take the long delayed test,
nlearner's test" was the begine This time the woman accepted the
ningil I obtained one of thore application and Aissued me the
1ittle pamphlets of ; test. agked: I tried des-
rules, and there it 3 n my perately to devidhhg new sxcuse.

room for the next § liot one came to my miM

Dazed,

Bv -
study it, class, at the questions. W
This ench teacher easy! I terminated thn
immense)Yy. I studied for approached  the desgk
Pinally concluded gcorrected, I missed one]
’ ed to take the they still gave methe "learna

permit." The tenseness left

replaced it. Now, I finall

"butterflies swarming
ftomach", (far to fail
fo  unthinkable),
o the Division

I entered,

operation
car and t
2P etarging it.

the next
Nils meant

o

wéek of =Ngdxing the
at, Xfter all, ight the ca
its cogtents,

The\naxt wedi I went through
frustradNpor situation
again. "The

ed, only

"Slow doyn, sl down," ¥
this time. But Thistlewait aid mildly

when I pot theyd close went sailise” down the rexf. We
the office. sereamed, R “0 an op, as I
but at the sams time folt a slammed on the As we

bounced ¥"and forth, MNr.

wave of relief.
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Thistlewait replied, ™"Well, let
us try that again.® He must have
had nerves of steel.

For the following half hour
I drove around some side streets
Then he told me to go out on a
main highway. Trying to enter
the highway, I pulled out in
front of a truck just a "wee bit"
to close. Screech [i! I glanced
at Mr. Thistlewait. His face was
a little white. Well, I drove
nervously down the stireet, but
with the driving instructor's
help, everything went smoothly.

The following lesson sarted
out fine. Suddenly Mr. Thistle-
wait yelled, "Stop I

I stopped immediately,
turned, and said mildly, "Why?"

‘Because there is a stop
signal," he answered.

"T didn‘t see it. That dog
was barking and I was worried
about it."

"Well, watch where you're
going," he yelled, a little
frustrated, I believe. Never-
theless, the second lesson ended
without too many more mistakes
on my part. But when Mr. Thise-
tlewait left me at my door, he
looked tense and nervous.

During the first hour of
the third lesson, I gained great
confidence in my driving skill.
On the way home I was about to
enter a public highway from a

ramp, and edge into traffiec. I-

glanced about briefly and the
way seemed clear. So I .advanced
into the traffic. All at once,
Mr. Thistlewait gasped, "Stopi"
I did, about one half an inch
from an advancing car., I no
longer had confidence in my
driving abilities. I  reached
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home a dejected person, a fail-
ure. I thought I would never be
able to do it correctly.

But after my fourth lessen
he informed me to be prepared to
take the driving test on Wed-
nesday.

I sputtered, "Do you think
I can pass it1"

He answered, "Yes, I think
50." I became suspicious, and
began to think he was trying to
get rid of me.

The following weekend was
spent studying that little pam-

phlet again. After all, I did
not want to fail the written
part, too,

Wednesday morning I could
not think straight. Not only
did I have "butterflies", but
Bfrogs and birds" and anything
else you can imagine. I moved
about school in a daze. I did
not seem to be able to remember
anything.

At four o'clock M. Thistle-
wait picked me up, andwe depart-
ed for the Division of Motor Ve-
hicles. Getting there in itself
was a miracle, since I was not
aware of anything I did.

Upon arrival, we entered
the building and approached the
desk. Again I felt like turning
around and running. I probably
would have, if Mr, Thistlewait
had not been pushing me. He
handed the officer the applica-
tions, and she handed me the
written test. I sat down and
stared at the page., It was one
big blur! In a few minutes,
after the initial shock was over,
it cleared up. I finished the
test and had it corrected. "One
hundred.® I breathed a slight



gigh of relief. "Well, one part more at ease as I did so. When
down, one to go." we stopped in front of the builde
ing again, I held my breath.
I left the building and got

in the car. The officer climbed She said, "Here, take this
in after me, in, and they will give you your
license." I could hardly be-

She psaid, "Start the car, lieve itl I glanced at the

and park it in spot number one." grade, "Eighty-eight. How had
I did itl How, I'll never knowl I ever done it?" I finally had
the coveted piece of paper, my

Next, I drove around the driver's license; and I had ac-

two blocks, I began to feel quired it while I was still six-

. teenl

A Oven Henrk

Have you ever locked on a warm spring

At refreshing forests or fields of hay?

Have you ever noticed, looking around,

The beautiful things that can always be found?
They're everywhere, you must agree,

If only you'll open your heart to see,

The fresh spring flowers that dance in the breeze,
The joyous sparrow that sings with ease,

The warm anticipation of a child's bright face,
The budding trees in their infinite grace,

The lcnely old frog that crosks in the brook,

You can see these things if you'll only lcok.

These are not things that are hard to find,

You can see them in places of any kind.

In fact they are things that are hardly admired
As much as their Creator must have desired,
Next time you can, stop to look around

With an open heart, at the things you've found,
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- MISSION ACCOMPLISHED

t was a damp, warm night, and

off the (ulf of Mexico blew

a slight breeze. But this

s not noticed by Carlos Fiselis
as he stepped out of a blue-green
taxi at an old rickety wharf on
the New Orleans waterfront to
board a tramp steamer to Central
America, He was in a fairly
good mood tonight; in fact, good
enough to tip the +taxi driver
twenty-five cents.

Fiselis was a tall, dark,
muscular man with greasy, jet-
black hair and eyes that were even
blacker. He held a fairly high
office in the new povernmental
regimp of a rebellious Central
American country. He had just
completed an investigation into
the secret plans for the ousted
government officials to attempt
to start a new rebellion and
overthrow the newly established
government. With the help of
several underworld contacts, he
had established the fact that in
at least two obscure, unimportant
towns deep in the jungle, groups
of rebels were collecting arms.
They would then wait for a man
named Juan Delosi to bring them
the plans for the revolt from the
United States. After discovering
this, Fiselis had sent several
letters, all containing the same
‘information, 4in casec some rebels
manaped to waylay them, informing
the government of the rebel act.
vities,

After carrying out the orgi-
nal mission, Fiselis booked pass-
age on a tramp steamer to Cen-
tral America, for he wanted to
leave the country as unnoticed
as possible. After booking pass-
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age, heand some of his superiors
in the United States were check-
ing over the passenger list, for
a man of Fiselis's position had
to be very careful who his tra-
velling companions were. They
discovered, much to their sur-
prise, that Juan Delosi had also
booked passage on the same ship
with Fiselis.

After discussing the fact
that Delosi would be on the same
ship with him Fiselis' superiors
decided that it would be better
if the plans of the rebellion
never reached the country. They
instructed Fis-lis to kill De-
losi while on the ship, and then
to throw his body overboard,
if possible, carrving out this
action during a storm,

L B B

Fiselis paid the taxi driv-
er and then picked his small
suitcase out of the back of the
taxi, closed the door, and for
the first time beheld the ship
he was about to board for his
country., It lay at the end of
an old whar{ looking almostlife-
less except for a few lighits on
board her, and the occasional
shouts of her crew as they went
about their tasks.

45 TFisgelis walked slowly
down to the wharf, he recalled
clearly his superiors last
words: "Now, remember, you must
kill this man. He 1s carrying
plans of a rebellimthat threat-
ens the entire welfare of our
country. We have only been able
to discover the exact location
of two of the points where the




rebellion will start, dut we
know there are five other points
where the rebels are waiting,
but we don't know where these
ars. You have already sent in
what you have discovered about
the rebellion so you have but
one task to do at the present;
that is to kill Delosi."

Upon reaching the wharf,
Fiselis looked at his watch, It
was now 8:10 P.M, After showing
his passport to an official in a
small office,; he boarded the ves-
sel. lhen he reached his cabin,
Fiselis again looked at his
watch., It said 8:25 P.M. The
ship was to sail at 9:00 P.M,

j}' % % %

At a dirty looking hotel
near the water front, a man had
Just finished packing his suit-
case and was now signing out at
the desk, He turned to leave
when a man at the desk said
lazily, "I hope you had a nice
visit. Sorry ya had to leave so
soon, ir, Delesi."

Delosi didn't bother to
urn around, but as he walked
but, he mumbled under his btreath,
"I didn't have a nice visit, and
I'm glad I'm leavin'."

Delosi walked out of the
hotel, slamming the door loudly
behind him., He climbed into a
waiting taxi, pgrumbling to the
taxi driver, "Wharf 19, and make
it snappy." He then looked hur-
riedly at his watch, It said
8:30 P.M.

Delosi was a moderately
tall, stocky man. He had the dark
skin typlecal of most Central
Mgericans, accompanied by the

Sual dark black hair, He had

piving them the look of black
pits, A thing strange about
his eyes was that even though
they were black, one always had
the feeling that deep down in
those black caverns was a fire,
red with hate and vengeancs,
burning continuously. Two other
conspicuous featurss carried by
Delosi were his ivory-white
teeth and his thick bull neck.

Delosi had been in the
states for the last few months
compiling plans to overthrow the
newly established government of
a Central American country that
was constantly rebelling, He
had just complated compiling the
plans when he discovered that an
official of the governmant named
farlos Fiselis had discovered
his ploet and was bringing the
news back to the country. When
he discovered this, he immuedi-
ately sent iwo letters, sach
containing the same plans for
the rebellion, to each of the
seven points in which the rebel-
lion was to start., He took this
precaution in case the govern-
ment stopped some of the lettiers
He also sent twn messengers
carrying the same news, He then
booked passsge on a tramp steam-
er to Central America, in ordsr
to leave the country arousing as
little interest as possible,
Then while checking the passen-
ger 1list, for he, too, was picky
as to who his iraveling compan-
ions were, he discovered, much
to his surprise, that a man
naried Carlos Fiselis had bookad
passage on the same steamer,
He immediately decided that this
Carlos Fiselis man should be
done away with, e decided that
to kill him on the boat during a
storm would be best; for he
could easily dispose of his body
in the ocean and prevent news of
the rebellion from reaching the
country.




As the cab pulled up to
Wharf 19, Delosi paid the driver
and walked down toward the wharf,
There was now much more activity
eround the boat. It was aglow
with lights, and gathered around
the gangplank was a small crowd
of people. After showing his
passpert, he went aboard the boat
and retired to his cabin. It
was 8:55 p.m.

The stesmer pulled out from
the dock on time at 9:00 p.m.
On her rode two men, each order-
ed to kill the other., Some:ime
on this voyage they were to meat
and one was destined to die.

The firs: cthree days of the
voyage were clear and passed un-
eventfully. Both men had s:ayed
in their cabins most of the time.
As the sun dawned on the fourth
day, Delosi awakened and caraed
the world for the weather being
clear again. As he lookad sasz-
ward, the sun gleaming oz hia
ivory teeth, the fact seemed ap-
parent that Fiselis would have
to be killed, storm or mo 27¢Tm,
and probably today.

Toward noon, & stiff breeze
sprang up, accompanied by derk
threatening clouds. Delosl put
on an old leather jacker and
ventured out on the deck. By
this time the ship waz beginning
to roll noticeably cn the
mounting waves. 4 Delosi rcamed
the deck under the mountdng wind,
one could hardly detect the bulge
of a .2 caliber pistol comczaled
under his jacket. The people on
the decks soon went to thelr
cabing because the wind was kick-
ing up even more, and the ship
began to roll and plunge viclent-
ly. But Delosi staysd on deck,
for he had decided now was the
time to kill. He made his way to
Fiselis' cabin and,upon resching
it, stopped, noticing a light
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gleaming inside. Then, with one
hand on his pistol, he gently
laid his hand wupon the corroded
doorknob, He then turnmed the
knob slowly, ever so slowly.
Then he kicked the door open and
burst into the room, his gun
drawn rveady to fire., To his sur-
prise, the room was empty.

Piselis returning from eat
irg a late 1lunch, saw Delosi
burst into hie room. He imme-
diately bolted upe Xpep metal comr
panicnway to a lower deck, and
ran out to the gide of the ship.
He proceeded with much trouble,
due tc the pitching of the ship,
to the forward deck whih was now
swept by water each time the
ship pitched.

Delosi caught a glimpse of
¥izelis as he left the room and
immediately sprang after him.
But upon reaching the deck, all
tha: met his eye was the cold,
wet, pitching deck. Delosi then
began cautiously stalking his
quarry which was, somewhere, hiddm
before him.

Delosi slowly made his way
along the deck., He had trouble
keeping his balance foxr the ship
gzemed to have swung avound and
wes rolling from side to side,
ingtmad of heading with its nose
irto the waves. As he crept
along, & aozement to the left of
him in & group of boxes lashed
firaly to the deck cought his aye
He turned, but too lata. A large
thick piece of rope with a huge
knot tied in the end smashed
into his stomach. He keeled
over, his gun dropping from his
hand and sliding over the sgide.
Before ke could catch his breah,
Fiselis crashed dowrn upon him.
They both rolled about the
slippery deck before Delosi gath
ered his wits and slugged Fiselks
sharply, making him loosen his



hold. They regained their feet
and were instantly upon each
other, each trying %o push the
other one down upon the deck;
for from that point one could
easily shove the other over the
side. They stayed in this pos-
ition several seconds,each push-
ing and each shoving,but neither
moving., Then Fiselis' strength
gave., He went down slamming his
head sharply upon the deck, daz-
ing him. Delosi lost no time.
He picked up Fiselis and carried
him over to the side. Just as
he was about to dump him over,
Fiselis awakened from his dazed
state and gave a feeble shove

= the boat pitched to the
other side. Delosi lost his
balance and slammed ¥ < against
the deck, bringing Fiselis down

with him, Both nmen slid down
the slippery deck, now tilted
from the roll of the waves.
Fiselis slid under the wire used
for a railing and plunged into
the churning sea, Delosi follow-
ing. As Delosi slid over the
side, he caught hold of a rope
and hung suspended in the air,
Then the boat began its roll the
other way. This caused Delosi
to be slammed against the side
of the ship, leosing his grip on
the rope. He, too, plummeted
downward into fe churning Carib-
bean to meet the sane fate as
his opponent.

Bach of these men had been
assigned to kill the other,
Each man had killed the other.
Their missions were accomplided,

/ 0/2/272955 by mary ' Jane romer br

What is this thing that pounds But now a light is beaming
my heart, And I hear a song somewhere.
And imbeds itself in my soul, My world is filled with
It is a thing that I want no never dreaning
part, And in my heart there is no
But how can I lose its controll despair.

I wander all day, but I must For I have found the secret
confess, From the fresh and foamy sea
I try to lose myself in time, That has no foes, not one regrel,
But then this thing, called But sound simplicity,
loneliness
Creeps into my heart and mind.

One would think it would
be leonely,
From the monotony of the
‘ tide,
But how could it be lonely
With God right at its side.




Zhe Conct Shel/
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? he curtains were tossed wild=-
1y by the wind which rushed in
the open window. The rain which
it brought fell on the precious
sheets of wmusic, soaking the
pages, blurring the melodies,
running the notes together until
nothing was left but illegible
discord, Occasionally a sudden
blast drove the rain against the
piano and against the man sitting
before it,

“ But the pianist was blind,
blind to all but his own inner
turmoil and confusion. The
mugic which he had felt within
him days before had left him so
that all he could hear as his
fingera touched the keys was
dissonance that echoed his
emotions,

A prodigy acclaimed in many
of the musical capitals at the
age of eleven, he had, by the
end of fifteen years; lost con-
tact with the people whoae
emotions he sought to touch. He
had withdrawn from the public,
sought refuge from the eager
crewds. His playing revealed
this, and soon the eager crowds
dwindled, Audiences wanted to
£21 that the music was for them;
and they wanted to feel that
which the composer wished to
convey, To the pianist, when he
practiced; it was as if the com-
poser were beside him, and he
felt the composer's every emo-
tion, But he could not impart
this to his hearers, and his
playing became dead; though his
technical skill had become even
greater through the years,

Now he sat in the small
apartment, before his beloved
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concert grand, with the water
marring its beautiful finish;
and he could see nothing, not
even the music of the concerto
in front of him, When he was
unable to complete the piece, he
realized too late, that he had
withdrawn too far., He was now
80 isolated, so dead to all
about him, that not even the
spirit of the composers could
reach him.

The futility of everything
in life suddenly struck him, and
the thought of it oppressed him.
He'sat for a long time with his
fac@+in his hands, leaning fore
ward.against the keyboard. Un-
able to express his frustration
and suffering in any other way,
looking - up for a moment; he
raised his hands above the keye
and started to bring them dowm
with all his might upon the
faintly yellowed ivory blocks
that seemed to mock him, Abrupt-
ly, he stayed the descent of his
hands, bringing them 1lightly to
the keys with no sound. Even as
he had looked up, he had become
aware of the dampness and chill,

He approached the window
and looked downward, even as the
rain swept in against his face,
Shuddering, he turned <from the
window, seeing the havoc wreaked
upon the priceless manuscripts
of music. But he also moticed,
even in his grief, over the music
and amd the chaos of his thoughts,
a pale conch shell that he had
used for a weight wupon the
sheets of music. It was an old
shell, and it had marks showing
that 4t had been damaged more
than once. Yet, through the
years, despite its marred exter-



jor, the inside of the shell
still gleamed with the luster of
the day many years before, when
he had picked up the shell on
the 1lonely beach. Again he
picked it up, and as before, he
lifted it to his ear, expecting
nothing, but unable to resist
the impulse., As if from a re-
gion far sway in time and dis-
tance, he heard the faint mur-
murming of the shell, He remem=-
bered the story that he had
heard that said tha%t the ocean's
rosr could be heard in a conch
ghell,

The faint murmur recalled
to him the memory of that day,
so long ago, when he had been
but a carefree child, wandering
up and down the beach, picking
up sea shells, Even then he had
realized that he was different
from the generzl run of people
in his exceptional talent. 2t
he had no way of knowing the
extent vo which others would
firive him unknowingly. He
allowed himself wo fall into a
reverie, recailing every detail
of that day, as he held the
shell against his ear, his link
with a happy paste.

The ocean had been fairly
calm. the wgves rolling in gent-

1y upon the beach, not rushing.

wpon it madly as they so often
did, The sun had shone gloricus-
1y from its pinnacle in the sky,
and its rays scattered upon the
water,.so that the reflection
danced in one’s eyes. The white
foam carried on the crests of
the waves was left, scattered on
the ssnd,ss the water retreated,
slowly disappearing in the wet
sard.

He had run along the sand,
leaving everyone behind., He
could be free of their constant
attention hars, free to listen

to the symphony of the ocean
and the sky, where the elements
mingled, blended far more per-
fectly that the elements of the
most perfect symphony could ever
have been,

Finding a lonely, peaceful
spot, he stopped to rest. 4As he
sat on the warm sand, the salt
spray stinging his face when the
wind blew across the sea, a
light~colored, irregular-locking
object caught his attention,
Reaching for it, he had found
nestled in the sand a lovely
conch shell, falrly large, but
very fragile, its lustrous inner
surface reflecting the sunlight.




He had remembered the love-
1y old tradition of listening to
the ocean's roar in a conch
shell. Putting the conch shell
gently to his ear, he had heard
the scund of the ocean in that
egr and in the other, as if am-
plified many times, the actual
pourding of the surf.

4s he had sat there, en-
tranced by the shell, hypnotized
by the rhythm of the sea, the
great golden flame had crept
downward, leaving faint streamers
of copper on the calm, blue-
green waters. One of +the last
rays had fallen upon him and
the shell, waking him from his
reverie, and recalling his to
the world of people and of wald=-
ly matters, away from the sphere
in which he existed as an ele-
ment blending perfectly with the
other elements.

As he had been wakened from
that entrancemsnt long age, he
was again roused from reverie by
a sunbeam slding momentarily in-
to the room. It {fell upon the
artist, the &shell and upon the
mugic on the piano, coloring
them with the soft, warm glow of
sunsst. Ths rain had ended long
before,and the clouds had pated,
yielding to the magnificence of
the sun,

As suddenly as it had en-
tered, the golden ray fled from

the room to light elsewhers,
but it left bshind it an aura of
warmth and pesace. The room was
left in semi-darkness and si-
lence.

The planist walked slowly
away from the window, toward
the instrument which had brought
so much joy and so much torment.
Strangely, all the old tortuous
doubts and worries were no longe
er assailing him. The peace he
pow felt on remembering the sen-
sation of being an Aintegral
element of the universe overcame
hig fears.

Replacing the shell care-
fully in its place atop the
stacks of music and sitting again
before the piano, he carefully
touched the keys, striking the
opening chord of tha concerto.
From the piano came music which
he had despaired of ever hearing
again. Now, with his spirit a-
gain at rest, there was room for
the composer's spizit also, and
as they conbined, the glorious
concertc once more sprang into
being under the artist's finger-
tips.

When evening had Htaken
nearly the last remnant of light
from the room, the pianist rose
from the benchj but not before he
had leoked once more toward the
pale object which gleamed faint-
ly in the surrcupdj WS o
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toine Varrennss was sitting
e/4muchcsd over a dying fire,
"Cold, horribly cold,” he

muttered 4n much more refined
French than his surroundings
would have indicated, The sun
putside the rude shed was barely
visible through the swirling
snow., The wind howled through
the riddled walls of the shed.
He stood up painfully and threw
the remaining wood on the fire,

He oould not measure the
time he had been thers, A week?
Two weeks? It had been a long
time. Too long! But why should
he go on? The Bastille had
fallen, Yes, not even that
mighty fortress had stopped the
Revloutioniste, and now thsy
were almost upon him., Was there
any hope left? He stared blankly
out inte the blizszard., Where
could he go? Thore was no refuge

amywhere,

Suddenly he straightened wn
Slow, heavy footsteps resounded
ovar the snow, He quickly doused
the fire with snow and lunged
out into the blinding blizzard,

AT

Pierre Du Bois did not see
why he showld be guillotined,
After all, he had only been a
servant to a Marquis. The revo-
lationiste =stood around the
table 4in sclemn resolution.
They did not listen to his plea.

He thought , "Liberty,
Equality, Fraternity. That's
what they will say when I am
guillotined tomorrow!"
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*Gentlemen,"” said the
leader, "we have come to a con-
clusion. Citoyen Du Bois wiAl
be guillotined tomorrow, unless
he can lead us to the Marquis!"

"Oui! Quil™ chanted the
others, and then all faces
turned to Pierre,

This was a surprise to
Pierre, but he quickly grasped
the opportunity to avoid death
and agreed o lsad them to the
Marquis,

Three men were to accompany
Pierre on the search, When they
set out, the weather was hazard-
ous, but that did not stop them,
They continued all day until
Pierre, pointed to a barn,
oxclaimed, "That is where leist"

The three men rushed in
with pistols drawn, but the barn
was empty.

"He has moved on!™ exclaim-
ed one,

"We shall follow him!™ said
the leader,

It was the third day of
their searching now, and they
still had not found the Marguis,
Pierre thought to himself, "Time
is running out. I will not be
given much more,”

The men with him were grow-
ing impatient,

"Gentlemen, I need a little
more time to locate him," plead-
ed Pierre,



'Y.‘ have had t{qp enfx‘*ln
shouted one man.

"Quiet!" hissed the leader,
"There iz someblhing ahead!"

They gained the top of a
hill and before them was a small
shack.

"Voilal" exclaimed
with joy. The men drew
pistols and slowly ap
the shack.

"There 1is no 5 here,"
shouted one as he rod?hnd th
shack. Pierre's gl éz”fﬁﬂéd

,,f e




"Look", exclaimed the leader,
"The fire is still smouldering!"

.lmt : "

“The Marquis is near! We
have almost caught himi"™

* ¥ " & @

"Antoine, you stupid fool:!"
he said to himself, "You have
left your tracks in the snow!"
It was too late now. He would
have to seek refuge in the forest.
He broke into a painful run and
hobbled down the hill, slipping
in the snow.

It was snowing harder now,
and Antoine could hardly see
where he was going. Suddenly he
slipped into a deep gorge. With
almost superhuman strength he
pulled himself out and continued
blindly on his way.

He was almost in the woods
now and the large, sheltering
trees loomed in the distance.
Again he =alipped, but regained
His balance. He slipped once
more, and this time fell into
the snow unconsclous.

* ¥ PR

‘e are almost upon him,"
whispered one of the group as
they and Pierre advanced cau-
tiously. "Look! His footprints
head toward the woods."

The party began to get a
little less cautious as they
neaved the woods in their haste
te catch the Marquis.

"Look out for the snowdrift,"
cautioned Pierre as they entered
the woods.

A little while later they

returned to the shack without
the Marquis. "I cannot under-
stand it," exclaimed Pierre, "We
almost caught him and yet he
escaped."

"It is indeed strange," one
man replied,

"In any case," said the
leader, "if we have not relocat-
ed him by tomorrow night,
Citoyen Bois will be guillotined)

The party once more set out
toward the woods in search of
the Marquis. They hurried their
pace, for it was growing dark.
Just as he reached the woods,
Pierre noticed that he was alone
in the evening gloom. He look-
ed around for his companions,
but he could not find them.
After considering his plight for
a while, he set out blindly on
what seemed to be the right route.

W N e

"where am I?" groaned
Antoine,

“ghh! Lie stilli" said =a
soothing voice, "We found you
out in the snow and brought you
here.” Antoine opened his eyes,
revealing a small peasants' hut
with a kind-faced woman peering
down at him., He sat up abrupt-
ly.

"I must go now," he ex-
claimed.

"you will rest first," the
woman said decisively. Sudden
fear seized Antoine.

Cautiously he inquired about
the Revolutionists. She assured
him that she was not a Revolu-
tionist and that search parties
were nowhere near.



Antoine sank back on the
rude, straw bedding, -¢reatly
relieved.

That night after thewoman's
husband had come home, they had
a simple dinner and sat around
the table talking.

"How is the Revolution
going?" Antoine inquired,

"The Revolutionists are
going to win,"™ said the man,
"They have taken over every+
thingo"

"How far is it to the
border?"

"About ten miles."

"Ten miles!thought Antoine.
"Just ten milesl" He was still
thinking about it when he went
to bed. “Should he chance it or
sta; here?”

Late that night he arose
and, trying not to wake the man
and his wife, stole o the door,
He ran to the cover of the woods
and, pausing to get his direc-
tion, started towsrd the border.

"Ten miles," he thought to
himself as he hurried through the
looming trees., The night felt
as though itwas closing in about
him, and he heard foreboding
voices all around him,

"You must keep calm," he
assured himself. Nevertheless,
beads of aweat appeared on his
forehead and he broke intoa run.

Suddenly a figure emerged
from the trees ahead of him., He
stopped short and began to re-
treat, tut as the ~figure came
closer, he noticed it was his
good friend and former servant,




at the same time.

"You could hardly call me
'Marquis' now."

"Nevertheless, I will, I
am glad to see you, for I have
been searching for you." Pierre
signed, for now he was in no
danger of the Revolutionists.

"Come, we can escape across
the border togethey" sid Antaoina
Pierre's smile faded.

"T camnot, and you will not
either, for I have promised the
Revolutionists I would bring
them to you."® He stepped back
and drew his pistol.

"I would never have thought
this of you," said Antoine sadly.

"They would have guillo-
tined mel® said Pierre excitedly.
"It was my life or yoursi®

"You may still escape now."
"I have promised."

"You would Dbetray your
friend and still keep your pro-
mises?®

"This wayl" Pierre command-
ed, "We must find the others."
Pierre glanced around. Antoine,
seeing his chance, lunged at the
stunned Pierre and disarmed him.

"The time has turned!® he
ucla:l.nad‘

"Monsieur le  Marquisl}
Please do not shoot!™ Pierre
pleaded, "I did not mean to
turn you over to the Revolution-
istsl They forced me into iti"

"I do not know what to do
about you, Pierre, but if you
will promise to be faithful, I
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will spare you,"

"Owi! Oui! I will never
again be a part of the Revolu-
tionistst™

"let us go, then."
"Oui! To the border."

They turned and, with Antoine
in the lead, hastened toward
Germany.

. & * * =

It was nearing dawn now,
and Antoine and Pierre were al-
most at the border.,

"We have not far to go,"
said Pierre,

®Perhaps a me.-M
remarked. They hurried in the
dim light of dawn.

Suddenly several figures
came 4into view among the trees
ahead, Antoine stiIl had the
pistol, so Pilerre was seized
with fear,

The men, seeing the two
figures, drew their pistols and
ran toward them. Antoine turned
to run, but Piesrre seeing that
he would escape, lunged at him
and brought him to the ground,
Antoine struggled wup again,
leaving the pistol on the ground.
Pierre grabbed it and fired at

the fleeing Marquis. Antoine
slowly drépped to the ground.

As the men reached Pierre
and the dying Marquis, he exe
claimed, "I found him, but he
disarmed me and forced me to go
with him."

One man remarked, "Great
esteem will be yours for this
deed!"



Delus 10N

ohnny, with anger flashing
from his eyes, shouted as he
ran toward a man in the field
with a rifle braced under his
left arm. This man was sirug-
gling desperately %o pull the
doz which he had on a leash.

"No! No! T'weren's Frolic
what kilt your chickens, Must
fave been 2 fox cauvsing I done
seen his tracks in the chicken
yard,"

*Iook Buster, I don™ put
much steck in lyin', I can't
take chances on any more losses.
There haven'. boon 2ny  tracks
around my hen houss ‘cept this
critter® wvith » dead bird in his
Jaws, I don'"t need any more
evidence than that?”

"Oh, ¥r. Mackensy, won't ya
give me & chance to prove he
didn' kill those chickens?"

*I'11 allew you five days,
but don't come belly-achin® to
me about a dead o niter Lhatt™

The infuriated man stomped
across the potato rows leaving
the boy rennited with his dog.

®Qogh, [rolic, I shore am
7lad I found ya when I did. Don't
rackon I could stand it if'n I
lost ya. Remember when you first
came to our house to live? You
was jus®' a 1little thing then.
Pappy breught ya into my room on
top of the evenin' paper when I
was sick with the measles, He'd
picked you up on  his way home
from work,"

by Emﬂy Akerman

I think I'd prob'ly be daid
by now if it hadn™ been for
you, When wve're playin' in the
woods, you always manage to warn
re when a snake is aroun', or
you tug at my shirt to keep me
frem fallin' flat on my face in
a gully.

"Cnly fauvlt of yourn is not
takin' to baths too readily.e.es
guess that's on}y natural though.
Every time I give you one, you
roll in the red clay on the bank,
I wouldn't even recognize you
without that red stain on your
fur coat.

"When I sing "Swanee Rive,"
it jus' wouldn't seem fittin'
not havin' you take over on
those high notes I can't reach.
You've pgot a better soprano
voice than any girl I've ever
heared,

"Tt's a mighty good thing
my bedroom window 4is near the
groun', else we wouldn't Tave
been sble to sleep together all
these years without Haw throwin'
ya out, Why d'ya recken she
hates dogs so? It don't seem
fittin' fer her to feel that way
‘bout vou. She always makes up
some excuse 'bout you havin!
fleas or somethin'. She prob'-
ly paid Mr, Mackensy to shoot
you, and he was only usin' the
chickens as an excuse, If any-
one ever trias that agin' jus'
let out a howl, and I'll come a
runnin', Then we'll run away
where nobody'll bother us, and
we'll be reg'ler tramps,"

"Johnny! Are you telkin'
to that dog of yourn again?



you taken leave of your senses?
I've been lookin' near everrs-
vhere for you. I even banged 2z
loud as I could on the dinner
chimes. You're so wrgpped up in
that dog you don't even bothor
'bout your stomach no more,"

A smell; steoped woman with
a weather-beaten face had come
up to Johnny and was standing
over him with a hickory switch.

"Gosh, Maw, I gotta have
somebody to +talk to. Hain't
nothin' wrong in it. Ever since
Pappy died, I ain't had nobody
to play with or talk to, It
gits mighty lonesome 'round these
parts with no one my age for
miles,"

BAwh, Stop your complainin'!
Tou do more'n your share of
playin' as it iz, When are you
goin' to take on a man's job and
step inte your pa's place? T
ain't seen g young 'un yet what
shied away from honest labor the
wgy you do. Git on over to the
house now and wash up for super!
If ya don't, I'll tan your hids
gquicker'in you can sgy 'git the
chicken outa the hog trough'!"

“"Okay, Maw, I'm goin' fast
as I can. Come on, PFrolic..,
race ya to the house i®

They left thewoman standirng
alone with head bent and tears
in her eyes, but the boy didn't
notice.

That night Johnny and his
constant companion crept out the
bedroom window, Then, reaching
a hand in, Johnny grasped the
rifle which was leaning against
the wall Just inside the window.
Vhen they had gone a few hundred
yards from the house, bgy and
do;; broke into a run, and they
reached the neighboring Mackensy
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Tarm out of breath.

Considerable care had to be
exercised in order mt to disturb
the hens. Johmy ordered Frolic
to go over ad lie guietly behind
*he barn, He quickly unlatched
the gate to ‘the chicken yard and
took up a post Just inside the
dcor of the old abandaed chicken
“ouse, The fox began to approach
tut seemed to sense his danger
and crept slyly back inte the
woods., After waiting another
twenty mninutes, Johnny, unable
to keep his eyes open much long-
or, realized that it was hope-
less to keep his vigil amy long-
ar that night.

I he had remained a little
longer, he would have hadhis
opportunity to kill the foxbs-
fore the ruthless creature merci-
irsely wrung another chicken's
reck. The fox would probably
never have advanced that far if
Johnny had remained.

Farly on the follawing day
¥r, Mackensy was worked up into a
vinlent rage when he came over to
Johnny's house. Seeing Johnny in
th= front yard playing with
Frolie, he rushed forward in
blind #fury and seized the dog by
the eollar, At first the boy was
0o startled to realize what had
happened; but, recovering, he
sereamed  and hastened to the
rescue,

"If ya dorft take your hands
off my dog, I'll go fetch my
rifle! I'm not such a bad shot
sither causin my pappy learned me
how to shoot."

"Ch, you will, will you?
You talk mighty big for such
skinny runt of a fellow. I'll
teach you not to sass me!"

He grabbed Johnny by his



over-grown crop of red hairam
begen to shake him. Then, to
Johnny's relief, his mother
emerged from the house and de-
manded aexnlanation for all the
commotion.

Fefore Johnny could oren
his mouth, Mr. Mackensy had
blurted out his side of th2 sto-
ry, even saying that he had de-
finitely seen Frolic carry off
ore of his chickens on the pre-
vious night.,

Johnny 's mother, 3sonsing
that she would have trouble with
this irrational manif she didn't
make a pretense of helieving his
story, said that if Frolic was
guilty, he had her permission to
shoot him,

"Bat Maw, Mr. Mackensy pro-
mised that I'd have five days to
prove my point. After today Ive
still got three left.m”

miell, it's already cost me
one of my best flock to adhereto
your foolish fancies, but I'll
give you your chance."

Every Saturday Johnny had
to drive the tractor into town
to haul tack a trailer-lonad of
supplies which his mother need-
ed. !le hated to leave Frolic
behind, but there was no place
for him to stay in the town.
The stor s keepers had complained
that they wouldn't have a "fero-
cious" dog standing outside
their shops scaring away the
customers. This showes a lack
of intelligence on their part
and vroved to Johnny that the
old saying, "A dog is man's best
friend," should be changed to "A
dog is a boy"s best friend."

Johnny could sympazthize
with those elderly farmers and
stor m keepers for they were en-
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titled to a few eccentricities;
tut Mr, Mackensy's attitude
wasn't easily explained. When
the recent crop surplus had
caused a sharp drop in prices,
he had not had to mortgage his
farm as many had. He had moved
to the area only a few months
before, so no one had become
well acquainted with him, Johnny
wondered if he had ever owned
and loved a dog. This seemed
impossible, because Johnny could
not visualize anyone who had
possessed a dog with such hatred
for them.

Johnny's mother liked dogs
as long as they didn't interfere
with getting necessary work done
as Frolic did, Johnny sometimes
felt that she was hard-hearted
and lacked patience and under-
standing, but he knew that they
deserved scolding.

The sudden daath of his
father two years betore had been
a great calamity for him as well
as for his mother, He knew that
he should accept more responsi-
bility and, thus, lighten his
mothers's burden, but he was
unwilling to part with his
childhood so soon.

Johnny whistled happily on
the way home., He had finished
his errands in record time and
would be able to take a brief
plunge in the pond without being
discovered and punished.

It was a wonderful day for
a swim, The mid-summer heat had
been stifling, and his clothes
were soaked with perspiration,
There was an old tree stunp on
the edge of the water which ser-
ved as a diving board. The pond
was exceptionally clear due to
the long absence of rain. Encir-
cling the small pond were trees



and bushes which allowed sunlight
in only occasionally to cast
grotesque shadows on the smooth
surface of the water,

Johnny stayed longer than'e
had intended, and he knew he
would have to hurry in order to
reach his destination before
nightfall. The sun was beginning
to take his daily trip down from
the =ky, and the horses which
dew his golden chariot were step-
ping high when Johnny threw the
tractor into gear and began the
last lap of the journey.

When he reachailpm, he was
surprised not to see Frolic in
the yard to greet him, Johnny
was immediately worriedand rush-
ed inside to find his mother,

"Where's Frolic, he asked
impatiently? Is he sick?®

"No, Johnny, Mr. Mackensy
asked e if he could leave Frolic
with some friends in the next
county until you definitely prove
he didn't kill the chickens. He
took him away over an hour ago."

"0f all the sneaky lew-dewn
tricks! I'll] shew him, I'll
catch that fex temight fer sure.
Then he can't take his revenge
eut en & peer immecent deg.'

It was a clear night with a
moon which 1lighted the barnyard
almost as bright as day. Johnny
again crept stealthily into the
tumble-down chicken coop to await
the fox. That creature, becoming
cold with his uonhindered success
as a chicken thief, wasn't as
cautious as he had been. Johnny
coudd hear the fox® quick breath-
ing as he drew near. In secongds
his dark silhouette was plainly
outlined against the Iluminated
sky. Raising his rifle into pes-
ition, Johnny took careful aim

) |

1

N

and, without hesitation, squeezed
the trigger. The fox ran to the
other side of the enclosure and
fell, defeated at last by death.
The boy was overczome with joy.
He would show Mr. Mackensy the
fox's body the next day, and
Frolic would be allowed to return,

Johnny content and releved,
slept more soundly than he had
since the trouble had begun, and
he was surprised to find the sun
already high in the sky when he
finally opened his eyes to the
new day. SHn ing on his clothes,
he rushed to the kitchen to tell

is mother the news. In this he
was disappointed. He couldn't
find her anywhere. Perhaps she
had gone to the garden to gather
some fresh vegetables. Johnny
hastily prepared his own break-
fast and hungrily sat down to
eat it.

His mother had risen early
that morning &and taken a walk
through the woods ¢o find some
sassafrass roots. She had been
startled to see freshly spaded
earth and signs of a struggle

(Continued on page 32)

The ivy twines

With relentless, tenucus
Fingers over the fallen tree,
Grasping the bold branches in
bitter hold,

{W ,61

Pulling down imto the earth ‘== {

What was once royal and proud,
and free.

)



a few hundred yards down the
seldom traveled path. She had
attempted to establish what had
happened, but she had found no
answer.

When she returned home,
Johnny raced out to meet her and
told her of the incident of the
previous night, She promised to
call on Mr. Mackensy immediately
and request that he return Frolic.

It was to her great amaze-
ment and disbelief to observe
that the house had besen hastily
boarded up, and the hens were
freely scratching for food on
the lawn. All of the signs dis-
closed that he had made an im-
promptu departure, Why had he
left so sudderly? Then the pleces
seemed to fit into place. Mr.
Mackensy hadn't given Frolie
away as he had said. He had been
determined to rid himself of the
dog at any cost. His Dbitter
hatred of dogs had probably stem-
med from an unfortunate occur-
rence of his childhood which had
involved a dog. She knew that,
if this was the case, he would
have tried to rid himself of any
dog. The freshly spaded dirt
which she had found earlier was
a grave, Tears brirmed over her

eyes when she realized how ruch
this knowledge would hurt Johnny
and destroy his confidence in
human nature,

With firm resolution she
cirecled back home through the
woods and, reaching the fatal
spot, covered it with dead leaves
and sticks., Now it would not be
noticed by anyone else as it had
been by her,

In answer to Johnny's inquir-
ies, she explained that Mr, Mac-
kensy had been compelled to re-
turn to the city hurriedly and
had left a note of explanation.
This stated that he had given
Frolic to a crippled.girl who
needed his companionship.

"You wont begrudpge her that
pleasure, will you? For many
years youve grown up with Frolic
and enjoyed his company. Now
its time you shared your good
fortune with someone less fortun-
ate than you."

When he climbed into bed
that night, Johnny felt something
soft down by his feet. Throwing
back the covers he squealed with
delight and, picking up the puppy
held it close in contentment.




desolate night. The rain 18

pouring down outside; mbtding,
rushing, gushing in great del-
uges againgt the windows, pound-
ing on the tin roof with a
steady, metallic sound. Inside,
the house is sti]l)l and dark,
The shutters are drawn, closing
out evenn She faintest breeze.
There iz a breathless. airless
feeling, and the walls seem to
be pgetting closer and closer,
closing in on me. The only
noises are the muffled sounds of
the rain and the steacdy, monot-
onous, hypnotic tick-tock of the
clock, There is also & faint,
barely discernible, but rhythmic
sound of water falling--not the
rain, but a fainter, more subtle
sound.

Drip, drip, drip Drip,
drip, drip steadily falling .
Maddingly , soul-disturbingly ,
until one's whole Yody tenses,
waiting for the next faint ,
drip, drip, drip. Each droplet
falling seems to be pounding a
spike deeper and deeper into my
skull.

I am alone, all alone, so
terribly alone. They had left
me Friday night, piling laugh-
ingly into the car, and had
driven off without even a back-
ward glance at the house, They
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dn't even looked “back once at}
the prison where they had left
me fastened secur#ly, helplessly
suspended high against the wall.
This 1s not the first time I
have been left alone. It is not
an wnusual occurrence, but al-
ways before someone has come to
resoue me, to relieve me of this
awful, soul-shattering agony.
But this time, no. This time I
am really alone., If only there
were some way of knowing it
would not happen again.

ing left alone
iat, I can stand

5 those attacks
that seem to come from the very
bottom of my person, lea
shaken and spent, I am unable
to resist them, to fight them
off. I dread those spells; die

suffer

It

ving me

countless deaths and
spasms of agony Jjust dreading
them. Yet I wait for them, im
patiently, eagerly, fo they
brezk the suffocating monotony,
indeed, they are the sole reason
for my being.

The rain cutside ceases
abruptly. A deadly silsnce en-
velops the house, engulfing me
in its awfulness. Even the
clock in the next room seems to
have run down, with a last faint
tick-tock, making the silence
even louder, It is a pregnant




silence, and I am filled with
forehodings of events to come,
Then suddenly 1t starts again;
that shrill, piercing screanm
from deep inside my very nerves,
shattering the silence with its
harsh  insistence--again and
again and again! Stopping,
starting, stopping again: rising
to a nerve-racking crescendo,
Will it never stop? I am power-
less, helpless, I am being torn
asunder. Again that secream,
again, again, and again! Ab-
ruptly it stops.

The silence closes in a
second time, more oppressive
than ever, Other sounds begin
to penetrate my subconscious. I
hear a faint creaking board;
someone ias trying to pet in to
save me! No, just the house
settling down for the night, I
again become conscious of the

g drip, drip of the
gecoming drowsy....

sTeepy. 1 am. sc
exhausted, worn oot
awful screans that
’ Sleep, drinp
drip--1 am

Now that it's spring
Will fly on wing--
Joy to bring--
And sing

jark of night

T

almost asleep. Ch, no! No!
No! They have started again. I
am to weak to fight it any long-
er. I can feel my strength
seeping out of me, every breath
a labor. My very life is being
drawn away.

Suddenly I  hear a new
sound! A car door slams out
front. My screams, someone has
heard them, My Paladin is com-
ing. Running footsteps pound up
the walk, A key is fumbled into
the lock. Hurry, hurry, it will
soon be too late. The key slips
ot of the lock, jarring apainst
the porch with a hrassy clang.
Hurry, hurry, please hurry! The
door bursts open with a crash!
Someone rushes into the room
where I am held captive, A
light is flipped on with blind-
ing brillance, I can barely see.

Blinded by the light, I am

vaguely aware of someons reach-
ing to cateh me, but it is too
late, I hear faintly in the

distance somcone saying, "Hello!
llelloy, oporator!™ Then her
reply, "I am afraid the party
calling has hung up, sir,"

The welcome rain
Comes in showers
From God's towers
Giving powers

o flowers

S0 it is said
And & bed
For dead

The gentle winds
Creats a breeze
Throughout. the trees
Jo as to please
Aryl tease

The fertile earth
Yislds 1ife's breed

God's star-shaped Jewels
Will shine brightly
Always sprightly
S0 lightly
lightly

es rest to others--
: The joyfullness
Of a haypy day
Will more than pay
For what we say

S A
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FIRS, DuANe

« shadows of evening now
eiled the little valley, one
£ mauy lying among the blue-
wdped mountains, The thickness
of the woods darkened the road
that paased Mrs, Duane's before
the twilight has crept away,
from the fields beyond., In the
solomm 2tillness of the night on
which there was no moon casting
serie shadows and no breeze whis-
pering among the trees, every
sound was distinet and inten=-
sified, The man walking on the
road to the Duane ®abin was
aware of the echo of his foot-
steps following him.

He was a big men, with
brown, mousy hair and a rough
face, obviously a hard laborer,
but net succeasful, Judging
from his poor appearance,

Ever so often he tried to
continue his way more quietly,
but the gide of the road was a
heap of brambles, whose rustling
and smapping were just as loud.
Besides, they slowed him down,
ané he had no time to waste,

As he approached the cabin,
he paused, then silently stole
across the small yard, which
lay between it and the road,
He looked csrefully in the
lighted, uncurtained window. He
could 866 Mrs. Duane stopping
over the <fireplace, taking a
kettle off 1it.

She was a small, rather
frail-looking woman, with a
hardened, wrinkled face, pobably
not more than forty or soj; but
life treste some people hard,
and Mrs, Duane's life had been
harder than most,
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Without knocking, he walked
in, The womun at the fire wheeled
around sharply.

"What--oh, you, Feter Coen?"
She was obviously relieved. "I
didn't hear you wha you lknocked."

"Thatls cause I diddt knock,
Mrs. Duane," Pete told her, then
continued, T didn't want anybody
to hear."

"Why's that?®

"I'm in trouble” She noticed
his hands shaking a little.

"] shot a man, Mrs., Duane,"
"You killed him?"

T dunnos I just know I
shot him and now they're after
me."

For a moment all was gquied
in the room. The kettle
boiled over and Mrs. Diane dashed
for it and removed it from the
fire,

"wWhat do you want me to do
for you, Peter?" she asked flat-
ly.

nJust let me stay heres for
a while, Isn't there someplace
I can hide till they've gona?"

"Who's they?"

"Your neighbors up the road
a piece--Matt Anderson and his
boys."

"You shot one of his men?"

"Yes, I don't know who it



was, mt I guess that don't matter
much now! He contimed to explain,
"Y was seeing if I could pick up
a few things here and there and
one of his men caght me--couldn't
make his face out in the dark,
tho' "

She 1looked at him and did
not speake

"They're after me now and
not far off, I reckon,"

He stopped and looked at
Mrs, Duane with searching, begging
eyes, then added, "You might do
it for Johmny."

"You haven't been such a
good friend to Johnny," she
snapped,

"Maybe not, but you know
how much he likes me; I sure do
reckon he's want you stick by me
with this trouble I got myself
into."

"Well, I don't suppose I
can argue with you there; since
he's always been over-good to
you--heaven only knows why! I
guess you can stay till he gets
home, Then we'll hear what he
says about it."

"That'll be fine, They
should be gone by then and I
can get away.,"

"Where're you planning on
going?"

#*] dunno yet. There's time
to think of that befores Johnny
rets here,"

"Well, you can do your plas
ning in here," she said as Bhe
pointed to the food storage room
adjoining the kitchen, and o~
pened the door., "They won't
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guess you're in there, and I'1l
tell them I ain't seen you to=
night. "

Pete went in, "You're a
good woman, Mrs, Duane, I imow
you don't care much for me, but
maybe I'd have turned out dif-
ferent if I'd had a ma like
Johmny's got.'

Without a word she shut the
door. He was in the darkness
once again, except for the small
amount of light that filtered
through the few cracks of the
storage room wall.

She busied herself pree
paring Johnny's dinner. She was
wondering what news he would
bring from the Anderson ranch,
where he usually slopped on his
way home from town to see if
there were any odd chores he
could do to earn a little extra
money.,

Pete, too, wondered what he
would have to say. But it was
sure that Johnny would do all he
could to help him, for they had
been the best of friends since
school days, despite their dif-
ferent backgrounds, Then he re-
signed himself to the dreary and
amxious game of waiting,

He had fallen into a nod-
ding sleep, haunted Dbygthe™me
ories of his past few hours when

he was aroused by the sound of
horses! hoofs on the NM

His heart beat apadly,
throbbing in his throat, They
were herel They had pguessed he
would come to the Duane place,
his old pal's home, He wa :
fool to come here, Almost losing
self-control, Pete shrank back
into the corner, quivering with
fright, But the horses went on
bye.




Irgminute Mrs. Dusns bad o can hear voices."
penad the doo vhare Pste was
1iptenimg intantly, "Bettexr go back %111 theyve

gone past."
"That vas Mazt Anderdsca and

some of his wman, Foan Pate retreasted wnwilliogly
inte town, but =msrbe : would to the dusty littlie storage room
be better 4f vom want an belors which he had come to hate in the
they come bsck tbiz way szain," little tims he had beean shut-up
in there. Men. Duans followed,
Pate hesfiisted for & s2uong locking the door bakivd hi=m.
"Mayba you're right,” ks sald,
coming out of hiz hide-away. Ba Toe horses dvaw nsarer, and
aterted for ths daer, than poussd moze slowly sand heavily this
and turned to Mrs, Duamoas, "I time, it seemsd, For g moment
don't knew Lhow %o hank you, Pete thought they would pass as
»a'am," bafore, but this inkling of hope
was gquickly dispersed by the
"No nead To thank wme T dnd knock on the door. Peering out
it for Johmry." of ona of the cracks, he fixed
his eyes on the door,
She went to tha Eroat doo:
and opened 1 hig, Dt or Mre. Duans opaned the door
the porxch, otk stoppad and he regognized Mart Andersors
short: the somd of horses' youngest son, Tom. His wbole
feet asgainst the hard earin was body sesmed tc freezms on the
heard onca agair, spot. Thay knew Sfor certain k=
wag here. His legs suddenly re-
"Mayba it'y Joouvuy, " sha fused to support him, and he sat
said. dove on 2 pila of doxes. Soon
they woeld open ths door and

Pete cut ber shuoxt, "Theres find him.
more than one asn  cheire, and I

Tom was having diZficulty
in talking to hex. She was be-
widlared by this~--why should he
be narvous?

"Well, what do you want?"™
she finally asked.

"Ioe1'm afrald I've brought

|
you bad news, Mrs. Dusns."
“Bad rnews? What?"

"It's Johony--he's outside?
he 221d quiercly.

Rer sxprassion chenged.
"Johany? Weat de you mean?

ske moveé towerd the door, but
the boy blocked har way,




"Please., Wait 'til I've
told you, ma'am.®

"Told me what?" she de-
manded, "For gosh's sakes, hurry
up,.®

"Johnny and I were mending
fences over at our place this
evening and while we were put-
ting our horses up for the night,
we heard a noise just outslde.
It was too dark to see who it
was, but we scared him good and
he let fly with his gun..."

"Tom-—" she flung herself
at the door and flew it open.

The men outside carried the
body into the house and layed it
on the floor.

Ir the storage room, Pete
had stopped sweating and trem-
bling, He no longer wanted to
escape from this terrible thing
he had done. Johnnyl It was
you! I didn't know it was you.
My only good friend--asnd I kill-
ed you!

Mrs, Duane had sunk Iinto
the chair by the fire.

"We didn't see his face,"
Tom was sayirg, "but he dropped
his gun, and I'd swear it be-
longs to +that 20-good Peter

She sat looking down into
her desd son's face, He had
been all she had left and now he,
too, was gone.

"Pa and some of the men
have gone after Coen—reckon
they'll catch him before long,"
another Andersocn boy sald to
break the silence.

Tom spoke again, "Don't
rightly reckon Pete knew that it

was Johnny, though, seeing as
how they've always been such
friends. No chance he's been
here any tonight, is there,
ma t am? n

Pete listened now, strain-
ing his ears, for his beating
heart nesrly drowned out the
voices in the room., An eternity
seemed to pass before she an-
swered.

"No," she said dryly.

"Well, we'll go fetch Ma if
you like."

Mrs. Dusne nodded, then
asked quietly while pointing to
the bedroom door, "Will you
carry him in there first?”

They picked up the body and
carried it intc the next room
then left silently.

She waited until the front
door had been shut before coming
toward the storage room.

Pete sat in the corner, ex-
perisncing the worst of human
emotions, He couldn't bear to
face Mrs. Duane. He felt he
would rather be lynched by
Anderson and his men. But he
was Yoo much a coward to give
himself up te them. He heard
the key turning in the lotk. He
waited...

But she did not open the
door. He heard her turn away,
then watched as she crossed the
kitchen and cleosed the door in
the room where Johmny's body now
lay.

Pete now knew what he would
do-~-what she wanted him to do,
what he must do. He opened the
door and quietly walked away in-
to the darkness.



e day, February 2, to be

xact. I am sitting upon a

park bench feeling mighty low
ind weerding = shiner on my left
eye, which mokes me feel all the
worse. As I sit there on the
bench along walks a strange look
ing character who looks like he
is poing to =a costume party
somewhere. Later I find he is a
foreigner from a country called
Becatna as he tells me that he is
a Beatnik., They mst have very
astrange customs in this country
of Beatna as this party needs a
haircut very bad on his chin as
well as his head and he is wear-
ing derk horn-rimmed glasses
like he is trying to disquise
himself and ditch 2 certzin parly
who is tailing him, His clothes
look like he has just been toss-
ed by e filly at Santa Anita,
and he is wearing no shoes on
his feet except for the soles
with some straps to hold them on
When this guy telks he sounds as
if he has a switch-blade stick-
ing him in the ribs., When he
comes over to me he says, "Man
1like you droop as 1if you parted
with your last Dizzy Gillespie
platter,” What he is trying to
say I don't ¥mow, but I say to
im that I have logt my best pal
recently, Then he says read sad
like "Like no fooling dsddy-o,
and who made with the techni-
color eyeball?" T tell him that
it is g leng story snd he would
not want to hear it as it would
teke a lot of time, He says,
"Naw, man, relste, relate." So
I says okay and start to tell it
like this:

As I am walking down the
strezt one cold but sunny day,
which is wmsusl as I am usually
running, end that 1is usually
with the cops on me, I get to
thinking about how lucky all the
little kids are because Santa
Clsus is coming to see them soon
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and soon is only three days
away. Then I start to feeling
sorry for myself because I have
not received anything at all
from Santa since I ran away from
home when I was sixteen, even
though he seemed very good to me
then. With this I start thinking
(which makes this a very unusual
day) of the poor little kids like
me who skipped the home 1life
early and those with an old man
who is out of a job and doesn't
belong to such an exclusive club
like ours where they can earn
their own money whenever it is
needed. Why Santa won't come to
see these people I'll never know
unless it is because they are
not able to leave refreshments
for him and his reindeer or
they can't make with a Christmas
tree and it would be too much
bother for Santa to have to do
it by himself. Now all this
thinking makes me too tired so
I decide to sit down somewhere
and rest, which 1 figure is safe
to do at this time, since I am
not wanted by the coppers, as I
have served all of my time, even
though they look at me real sus-
picious-like, which I can't
understand; and I don't owe no-
body a favor at all especially
at this time of the year because
it can really get one into a
jam., Last time I paid off a
favor it 4is to bump off an old
man by the name of Clyde Stanzi-
walsky. Usually bumping a man
off is something I don't mind,
but I found out that this one was
the old man of my girl friend,
Lois. Naturally I paid off the
favor because it 1is extremely
bad if you don't pay off one.
When I spilled out what happened
to Lois, that I bumped off her
old man, she became very disturb-
ed, She became so disturbed
that she even broke off with
me. Now I consider this very
foolish for a girl to do because
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I figure that who would want to
rrtoa this  Stanziwalsky all the
time when she could marry up wih

me in a few months and stop
using it then. This, too, made
me very sad because she was to

me very beautiful, all two hund-
red fifty pounds of her.

After I rest awhile from
this thinking, I decide that our
exclusive club should try to
help the less fortunate, who
want to see Santa Claus, by
earning some money for them so
that Santa Claus will think that
the trip to their house is worth
while, and he won't pass them
up. Santa also is a very prac-
tical man as he not only can
tell who is good and bad, but
also who has all the dough and
who just wishes they had. As I
decide this, I head to the meet-
ing place of our exclusive club.
This meeting place happens now
to be Little Joe's Speak, which
is very difficult to come upon
unless you know the right infor-
mation. When I arrive there, be
ing careful that I am not being
tailed by any fuzzes, 1 see many
members of our club. There is
Little Joe behind the bar, who
does not act too happy to see me
as he owes me a special favor
from my last visit. Also theres
Benson the Bookie, who is busy
on the Alexander Graham Bell;
and Melvin the Monk, who {is
practicing pleading the Fifth,
There are many other parties in
the joint who all come around
our table as I go over and sit
it out with my best pal, Markam
M. Markam III. Well, I get to-
gether with my exclusive club
and we decide on how we can earn
money for these poor little kids
At last we come upon two plans
that we can use, but we figure
that the First National on Park
Avenue is not as good a plan as
the Second National Bank on 33rd



Street as we are not as well
known in that bank. Last time
we were visiting at the Park
Avermie bank was a long time aro,
but we made a larpe withdrawal
and we are very certain that the
parties at the bank will rerem-
ber me from our last visit. Ve
decide this even though it is
not as hiph-classed as the other
is and we might feel out of
place, as we consider ourselves
very dipgnified. A little later
me and Markam M. Markam ITI (who
we don't think is really a III
but since he is a very irmportant
menber of our exclusive club we
call him it anyway) proceed to
the Seecond National Bank on 33rd
Street., Markam is very distin-
guished looking. He is wearing
black duds with a white shirt, a
grey vest, and a black tie, He
has on black shoes with very
clean, high-classed looking
white spats, and he wears a
black top hat,

When we get thers we (o in
the bank, very quietly, so as
not to be noticed, and before
not too long a time we come out
from the bank, but all that we
could pet was five C's. Actually
five C's isn't too bad an amount
consgidering the way me and Mar-
kam did 4it, but we are not in
the habit of coming out of such
banks as this with so few pgreen-
backs and so little dough in our
pockets. As we come out of the
bank who do we run into but Sel-
kirk the cop. For a cop, Selkirk
sesms very puny and looks easy
to roll, but when he comes on
with his Roscoe staring at us,
all of a sudden he looks rmwmch
bipger, and just now we decide
that we had better not cause him
a lot of trouble, We ara old
acquaintances with Selkirk since
we have met up with him many
times before in such places,
Therafore we act very friendly
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to him, Right off he spots the
500 bobs in our pockets and
walks over to us with his rod
pointing at us in the ribs and
says, "Okay you Ilugs, I warned
you. Come on with me." Now Mar-
kam and me both are very hurt at
being called lugs, as we con-
sider this t¢ be a very bad in-
sult, but we still try to talk
to him sensible, We decide that
I will do the talking since I
am mora educ:ted than Markanm.
We fipure that I am smarter, be-
cause I have been through the
sixth grade in school. Mot only
that, but I have been through it
four times which makes me very
smart. After we tell him this
Selkirk still does not act too
impressed and won't listen to
ne, even though Markam seems
very proud to be standing with
me, as I have so much school
learning. I tiy to talk to him
awhile as we decided, and then
I even let Markam try, but he
still won't listen to what we
say and finally he says, "I know
you guys better than that. You
better start a smarter or start
to walk because it is a long
stretch to the station." Ac-
tually # isn't very long at all,
but the coppers always say that
unless it really is far, and the
fuzzes then take the cherry top
so that they won't hurt their
flat feet, All of us finally
arrive at the station and Sel-
kirk takes us in to the judge.
I sgee the judge to be very nice
as he listens to our story bebre
he slaps the rap on us for rob-
bery and glves us our time.

How about a month later,
after me and Markam have been
in a cell for all that time to-
gether, we are waiing to be sent
up the river. A month may seem
to you like a long time to wait,
but it really isn't as this is
the season for holdups since it



is very cold, and guys need food
and shelter; and also this is
the time for giving nresents to
your girl, Because of this
there are many parties being
sent up the river. Also “they
take only the most select of the
crooks as they don't want any
small time amateurs or any such
scum. While we are waiting to be
sent up we become vwvery bored
looking at the same walls each
day and the same old mugs out
front hauling us that mush they
call food. 1 cop six G's and
three hundred bobs in I.C.U.'s
from Markam at poker, but he
smacks me for seven G's on the
fillijes. I finally even it all
out by betting on which copper
will lug us our mush. Finally
one day a letter comes which has
on it Markam's address and says,
"Please forward to Tth Precinct
Jail," where me and Markam are

being held., When Selkirk, who
is on duty now, opens the letter
and reads it, he acts very sur-
prised and reads the note over
again to himself fowr times.
This is to show himself that his
eyes are working okay. He then
goes out and gets the chief, who
has to read the note three times
also to be sure. Then at last
Selkirk starts shaking his head
and comes over and unlocks my
and Markam's cell with his key.
As he does this he says, "You're
free to go now, boys." We also
are very surprised at being let
out, as we go over to read the
letter which says this:

Second Neticnal Bank
1300 W. 33rd Street
Box 735

New York 16, N, Y,

Dear Sirs:

The first payment is now due
on your loan of $500 on December
22. Prompt payment would be
greatly appreciated, Thank you
very much for your patronage of
our bank, and may we take btime
to wish you a joycus New Year,

Sincerely yours,

William M, Grady, Pres.
Second National Bank

Now why Selkirk is so sur-
prisedat the letter we will never
know, because that was what we
were trying to tell him all the
time,

Az we leave the copper sta-
tion I say to Markham, "What do
you say, Markham, that we try to
help get money for those poor
little kids who won't get to see
the EKaster Bunny this year?"
And then, for no reason at all,
in the eye. That is how I come
with the shiner on my eye.



(continued from page 11)

"There, there," said Rita
comfortingly, patting Dorie's
shoulder, "I don't blame you a
bit for crying. It's hard enough
coming to a new school without
being slapped down by some old
witch of a teacher. Sometines
I wish lilss Waterford would do
the world a favor to drop dead
or something., fut 1let's forget
gbout her. Tell me abtout your-
self, Wheredid you live before?”

"ew York City." TFor the
first time in her life Dorie was
forgetting to be embarrassed and
making a genuine attempt to be
friendly.

miew York City? Really?
Oh, that's right, Nr., ZPradley
told us you were from New York.
That must have been wonderfull
So exciting, and big, and dif-
ferent, and...and...wonderfull
Did you like living there?"

"ot very much, it was so..
big...and...s50 many paople.,"

"I puess it would be kind
of seary, at that. But I think
¥awy York would be wonderful!
Clairmont is such a sleepy little

burg."

"T think it's a very nice
place." This time Dorie managed
a wobbly smile.

"You do? Yell, aren't you
sweet, Come on, I'll walk home
with you."

That night Dorie couldn't
slaep, her head was so full of
her rather eventful day. First
and foremost, there was Rita;
Dorie's thoughts lingered fondly
over Rita, To somecne as lovee-
starved as Dorig Rita's unabash-
ed friendliness was completely
disarming. After getting over
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her customary shyness, Dorie
found herself blossoming like a
young plant under the warmth of
Rita's smile and the encourage-
ment of her apparent interest.
It would not be far wrong to say
that Dorie loved Rita with her
whole heart. That is a small
indication of how hungry Dorie
was for any sort of attention.
Dorie remembered the attention
she had gotten from Miss Water-
ford, All the heartbreak she
had felt that afternoon came
flocding back to engulf her,
Burying her head in her pillow,
she had cried herself to sleep,
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The memories of her first
meeting with Miss Yaterford, com-
pounded by what had happened in
school today, sent Dorie into
another fury of hatred. Beating
her pillow with her clenched
fist, she muttered to herself.

"Oh, how I'd like to beat
her to a pulp, after the way she
picked on Rita."

AR ER AR RS R A E AR RS

It had started out & normal
enough day. Dorie had walked to
school with Rita, as usual, and
had manazed to get through most
of the day without incurring the
wrath of Miss Waterford. After
lunch the class was busy with an
especially difficult  Thistory
test. Dorie leaned acrosz the
aisle and whispered to Rita,

"Rita, have you pgot an
eraser I could borrow?"

"Sure, Dorie, let me look;
it was right here a minute ago.
It must be in my purse, Ah, here
it is. Give it back when you're
finished, I've got %0 use....



"Rita Davis and Toreen
McAllisten stop that whispering!
March right up here and turn in
your test papers."

Rita went white and Dorie
turned bright pink. The other
studentz had abandoned their
work and were watching the tense
scene with interest.

"But, Miss Waterford,"
guavered Rita, "she was Just
asking me,.."

"T am not interested in
what she was asking you, Rita,
The fact remains that she was
asking, I have told you students
many times, I abhor cheating in
sny way, shape, or form; and
anyorne -caught cheating in my
class is alyays severely punishd.
And do not think that you two
will be any exception. Bring
me your papers."

méiss Waterford, please
listen. We weren't cheating.
Dorie Just wanted to bor...™

"Rita, den't compound the
fault by defying me, I dis=-
tinetly saw you whispering, so
don't try to tellme you weren't.
Both of you, up front thismimtel"

Rita and Torie rose and
walked to the front of the room.

"Your papers, please.,"

Numbly they handed the papers
to Miss Waterford, who tock
tham and, unable tohide the gleam
of satisfaction in her eyas,
marked a large red zero on each
paper. Than, taking each girl
by the arm, she addressed the
class,

"That is what happens to
psople who cheat. I hope it
will be & lesson to all of you.

Now, you two girls remain stand-
ing in front of the class. I
want you to think about the
error of your ways. You will
glso remain after school.

"Please listen to me,"
cried Rita, "You must let us
explainl®




"I will not tolerate any
more insubordination,” Miss
Yaterford said evenly, "Both
of you go directly to the prin-
cipal's office.”

Stamping her foot, Rita
burst into tears, "It isn't
fair," she choked, "you won't
even let us say anything!"

Dorie, who had been in a
kind of trance all during the
proceedings  suddenly came to
life at the sight of Rita's
tears., Jerking loose from Miss
Waterford's grasp she began
beating on her with clenched
fists.

"You let her alone, you old
witch! OShe was not cheatin: and
you won't even listen. T hate
you, I hate you! Witch! Witeh!"

In her mind's eye Dorie saw
Miss aterford's {ace ‘hange. It
grew wrinkled and ugly; the nose
became hocked, the gums tooth-
less. The neat brown hair sore-
how hecame grey and scraggy and
hung raggedly about her face,
The skirt and blouse changed to
long black rohes. The peneil in
her hand grew and grew and
sprouted Utristles at the end,
Haising the pencil-turned-broom,
the apparition cackled horribly
and took a step toward Dorie.

Juailing, Dorie ceased her
attack and slowly retreated.
She couldn't vnderstand why the
other children weren't frighten-
ed, surely they nust see this
thing, The word "witch" catching
in her throat, Dorie fled scream-
ing to the other end of the
classroom. Then she fainted.

Dorie woke up in the prin-
eipal's office. School was out
and lir, Sradley was hovering
over her like a harried mother

hen, clucking sympathetically.
Miss ‘Jaterford was nowhere in
sight.

"My goodness, child, you
gave us such a turn! Here, put
this ice pack on your neck.
That's right. There now, fesl
better? TI'll drive you home."

Once inside the door of her
home Dorie had started to cry
apain--not sohs--just silent,
aching tears. 5he had made a
foel of herself again, in front
of Rita. That thing she had
seen, it must have been a pro-
duct of her overfired imagina-
Ltiocn; it couldn't have been any-
thing else. The class certainly
must have thought it odd to see
lorie fleeing nn terror when Miss
Waterford raised her pencil.
They must have thought her to be
erazy! And Rita, Vhat had Rita
thought? Rita would understand;
of course she would, Rita always
understond, She was good and
kind and sweet and...Miss Water-
ford had ealled her a cheat!
And hadn't let her say one word
in defense.

Then Dorie had run into her
room, slammed the door, and
thrown her books on the bed,
And standing there at her bed-
roon window, she had decided in
ki1l Miss ‘iaterford, After that,
lying on her bed, she had re-
called W acquaintance with Miss
Waterford and completely jusi-
ified the act in her own nind.

» - * »

Getting up from the bed,
Doriec picked up her books and
stacked them neatly on the dres-
ser. OShe went into the bathroom
and washed her face and hands,
She had to get hold of herselfl,
think calmly. Ohe knew exactly
what she was going to do, and



she had! to do it before her par-
arts got hwrie. She tiptoed cau-
ticusly down the stairs leading
+0 the basenent, looked in a
small cupborrd!, groped around
. behind some flowerpo%s, and
found the key she wasn"t sup-
posed to know about, Then, ever
so quietly, she opened the door
to her parent's laboratory., The
deor swung open smoothly, and
she snlered the forbidden room.
Without o moment's “esitation,
she drageed a stool to a partic-
ular shelf, climbed up, and with
fingers that trembled ever so
slightly, she took down & large
bottle full of white tablets,
Dorie didn't lknow the exact
nature of the &ablets in the
bottle, Her father had told her
about them long ago, before she
had fallen from favor. They had
2 long name which Dorie couldn't
even pronounce; but that wasn't
important. What she did remem-
ber and whiat was important was
the affect of these tablets hen
taken internally. "Parrible
pain,™ her father had said,
mabout two hours after consump-
tion and lasting for several
hours; then deep sleep, cona,
and death,"

It was the death-crusing
quality of the tablets #ut Dorie
was most interested in, but the
terrible pain was an added sate-
isfaction. Dorie felt no pity
whatsoever for her victim, nor
7id she repgret in the slightest
what she intendad to do.

Climbing down fom the stool
she emptied about a third of the
contents of the bottle into a
small white bag she tock from a
drawer. They were lovely little
tableis, made to order; and the
loveliest thing about them was
that they looked exactly like
aspirin tablets. It was upon
this irportant fact that Dorie's
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plan hinged, TYou see, every day
without fail, right after the
dismissal bell rang, Miss Water-
ford took an aspirin, It was
the one weakness she allowed
herself., And, most inportant of
all, she kept the bhottle right
in her top desk drawer, the one
that wouldn't lock. Dorie had
taken careful note of all these
things and it hadn't been too
difficult for her to work out
her plan, Equally important
facts, such as what would happen
after the rmurder, how easy the
tablets would be to trace,
Dorie's known aninmosity for Miss
Waterford--these never occurred
to her, but perhaps she was
blinded by hatred.

After, replacing the bottle,
Dorie dragged the stool wack to
its original pesition, closed
the door to the laboratory, re-
turned the key to its hiding
place, and tipteed back upstairs.
Once in her room, she hid the
small white bapg under & pile of
pajamas in her dresser drawer.

She would have to work fast.
Ih fact, she decided that tomorrow
morning before school, she would
replace the aspirin tablets in
Kiss Waterford's desk drawer
with the more potent ones in the
white bap, That small matter
having been ¢leared uvp 1in her
mind, whe went intoc the front
room, turned on the television

set, and waited for her parents
to come home,
The next morning Dorie

carefully stowed the innocent
looking white bag in a corner of
her lunch bag and then walked to
scheol with Rita, feigning a
casualness she certainly did not
feel. At school, they set their
books on the steps and Rita was
chalking squares on the sidewalk
for an impromptu gane of tic-tac-



toe when Dorie, summoning up her
courage, spoke:

"Uh,..Rita, I think I left
my science book at home, I think
I'd better go back and get it;
there'll be just enough time if

I hurry."

" Sure, go ahead, Doris
I'l1l just stay here and study
for that math tesc.,"

"Okay, I'l1l be right back.

Bye."

Dorie ran around the corner
of the schocl hoping Rita would
not wonder why she was taking
her lunch bag with her, Imstsad
of keeping on the sidewalk which
led toward homs, Dorie turned
another corner and made her way
to the back door of the building,
There was no one in sight #&nd
the door was open. So far, so
good, Keeping close to the wall,
Dorie walked hurriily down the
empty hall until she came to her
classroom, Miss Waterford was
not there; Dorie had counted on
that, She never came until just
a few minutes before the bell
rang, 80 Dorie had nearly fif
teen minutes in which to work,
Nevertheless, she wanted to gat
it over with as quickly as pos-
sible. Going straight to Miss
Waterford's desk she opened the
drawer that didn't lock and took
out the aspirin bottle. Quickly
and with shaking hands she
dumped its contents on the desk,
jumping at the rattling noise th
tablets made as they spilled
onto the wooden desk top, Get-
ting panicky now, Dorie attempt-~
ed to drop the false aspirins
through the small neck of the
bottle, one by one; but succeed-
ed only in spilling several on
the floor. Sha clutched the
edge of the desk and tock a deep
breath, trying to hang on to her
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self-control, After picking wup
the tablets on the floor, she
again took wup the bottle and
slowly but surely dropped them
in until the bottle was filled
to the same level it had been
before,

She heaved 2 sigh of relief

replaced the Gtotcle, shut the
drawver, swept the raal aspirins
helter~skelter into her lunch

bag, and headed for the door.
But her sigh of relief caught in
her throat when she heard footr~
steps coming down the hall, Al-
most by instinct she ran {nto
the coat cleset and crouched in
8 corner, her heart beating so
hard it felt as 4f 1t would
thump its way vright out of her

chast, The bleod pounded so
loudly in her ears sha 2culd
scarcely distinguish the sound
cf the footsteps as they bless-
edly kept on going and turnad
into another classroom iarther
down the hall, Dorie began

nervously twisting her braid as
she always did under stress,
She was terribly hot, then sud
denly she turned ccld all over
and her stomach felr like a lar~-
ge lump of lsad. There was
something awssome about thea fin-
glity of what she had done and
now she was Dbeginning to regret
i, just a licrle. But it was
to late, thare was no turning
back, and, she thought to her~
e2lf. she had better get out of
here before Miss Waterford ap-
pesred. So she tiptoced out of
the room, ran softly down the
hall, out of the building. and
back to where Ritz was sitting
absorbed in her math book,

"Did you find {t?" asked
Rita.

"Find what?" Dorie panted.
"Oh, my b“k, uho.own 1 didn't:.
It must be in my desk in the



room,"

With that the bell rang,
and they went inside to face
Miss Waterford. Dorie was

beginning to feel a little sca-
red now that she had actually
gone through with her plan., Her
stomach still felt like a lump
of lead, and she wondered if she
could last out the day. Almo,
that sense of regret sue had
felt in the coat closet could
not be shaken, But when Mies
Waterford again admonished her
and Rita for cheating; s&nd teld
them they were to stay after
school every day for an entire
week, all regrets vanished, van-
quished by her all-powerful hat-
red. She was once again, in her
own mind, justified., She re-
minded herself that she was
doing it for Rita, the person
she loved above all others in
the world; and somehow that made
it all right.

At lunch, Dorie and Rita
sat together as they always did.
Dorie was absorbed in her own
thoughts and Rita was strangely
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quiet, too. Deorie glanced at
her concernedly.

"What's the matter, Rita?
you look kind of pale."

"My head is threbbing.
Would you excuse me a minute.
I'm going to the girls' reooem,"
I'11

""Sure, save

place."”

your

Rita didn't come back all
during lunch, so when the bell
rang, marking the end of the
period, Dorie threw her lunch
bag, which still contained Miss
Waterford's aspirin tablets,
into the trash can and walked
back te class alone. Rita still
didn't appear and Dorie began to
worry about her, The other
children must have noticed her
absence, too, for somecne in the
front of the room asked, "Whered
Rita?"

Miss Waterford locked up
from her work and said quietly,
"“he came in here complaining of
a headache, so I gave her an
aspirin and sent her home,"

;g

1 felt all alone looking out towards the ses,

Nothing left of my heart on this night of despair, .
Nothing left, nothing left, nothing left. y
The plight of my soul gave out a low cry

0 er the cleft, o'er the cleft, o'er the cleft.
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All alone, all alone, all alone,
The wind whipped my cheeks in a frenzy of fire,
And T moaned, and 1 moaned, and I moaned.

c

"Oh, where is my love?'" the sea seemed to drone,
To drone, to drone, and to drone

/nd why am I left, among all the rest,

11 alone, all alone, all alone?
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