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NATURAL 

SHOULDER SUIT 

Tailored by Palm Beach 

$59.95 

University men agree . . . here's the ideal suit 
for their way of life. A handsome lightweight 
blend of Dacron polyester and wool worsted 
that gives cool, cool comfort and wrinkle-free 
wear. This natural-shoulder suit is available in 
popular deep tones of brown, gray and black. 

GILBERT'S 
iampu^^hop 

%H:tHr-

:̂̂ t-. ^ i - \ - --J^"' 
V',.••.,>'. 
V-, •;-

t=i: 
\'- -; 

;;:-r̂  
r-.~,\-: 
c^:^:-
• •^ ' r : : 

; i . ' ^ ^ 
= ' t / -5i 

;-Vv î-
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IN JUNE IN JULY 

NO CARKYING CHARGE 

IN AUGUST 

WHY NOT NOW? 

Your account is already open at the Campus Shop , . . 

why not stop in and take advantage of this convenient 

way to buy those needed spring and summer apparel 

items? You wear and enjoy your apparel now, and pay 

one-third in June, one-third in July, and one-third in August 

. . . no service or carrying charges either! Why not now? 
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1. I've come across a fascinating 
fact about the population. 

DotelL 

3. If you really want to find out 
what's going on with the 
population you should go see 
The Demograph. 

The who? 

5. It gives you the up-to-tlie-
minule story of the population 
explosion. 

I've noticed more people 
around lately. 

2. There are more females than 
males in tlie U.S.A. 

Where are they all hiding? 

4. The Demograph—it's this 
gigantic population counter 
diat Equitable put up at 
the World's Fair. 

It tells you where the 
girls are? 

6. Tells you how many babies 
are being bom, how fast the 
population is growing. Stuff 
hke that. 

Can it e.vplain how come, 
if there are more females 
than males, I have so much 
trouble meeting them? 

Be sure to see the Equitable Pa\'ilion when you visit tlie World's Fair. 
For information about Lixing Insurance, see The Man from Equitable. For 
complete information about career opportunities at Equitable, see your 
Placement Officer, or \\Tite to William E. Blevins, Employment Manager. 

The EQUITABLE Life Assurance Society of the United States 
Home Office: 1285 Avenue of the Americas, New York, N. Y. 10019 © 1964 
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Crime and the Campus 

THE CAMPUS of Notre Dame may be a community 
in itself, but can never be isolated from its en

virons. Our sheltered academic society lives side by 
side with a large urban population, which itself suf
fers from the usual social maladies; unemployment 
and juvenile delinquency are problems that ultimately 
affect surrounding communities. But while the citi
zens of the city are a permanent society with organ
ized means of protection, the students of Notre Dame 
form a temporary society with little means of defense. 

This vulnerability has become quite apparent in 
the weeks since Easter vacation. On April 11, there 
were two incidents of students being attacked and 
robbed — one of these included the slashing of a vic
tim by razor-wielding toughs. April 12 produced an 
attack and robbery attempt on several students along 
Notre Dame Avenue. Late on Tuesday, April 14, an 
off-campus student was chased from a bus stop to his 
residence by a gang of five youths. A student was 
held up by four men with a pistol on April 17 and this 
took place on campus between the Library and 
WNDU's studios. The same weekend found locks on 
at least one building jimmied. Additionally, the guard 
in Alunmi Hall found teen-agers wandering the cor
ridors at night, while Fisher reported robberies com
mitted by persons who entered rooms through open 
windows. Such a multitude of incidents, both on and 
off campus, amounts to at least a minor crime wave, 
and raises questions as to the protection of Notre 
Dame students. 

Unfortunately a substantial number of upperclass-
men must live in town over a widely scattered area. 
They seldom live in groups larger than two or three, 
and often must travel long distances to and from 
school. These people make extraordinarily good tar
gets for roaming gangs of young hoodlums. Their 
protection must rest in the hands of the South Bend 
Police who have cooperated closely with the Univer
sity in past years. Following last week's attacks, sev
eral officers in unmarked cars were assigned to clean 
up areas frequented by N.D. students, and this move 
may prove effective. But, if the safety of off-campus 
students is further jeopardized, the University may 
be compelled to furnish transportation for these peo
ple at certain times in the day. 

A greater problem, and one which cannot be 
solved by South Bend, is the security of our own ram
bling campus. The armed robbery committed last 
Friday near the Library was quite unusual, and points 
out the difficulty of adequately patrolling so many 
acres of buildings and grounds. The University pres
ently employs a Merchant Patrol service to drive 
around the campus perimeter several times each 
night, and uses a few of the campus security force to 
walk night patrol. But that these guards can be eas
ily skirted has been amply demonstrated in recent 
days. Also, it is doubtful what a Notre Dame patrol
man could do if he chanced upon a crime being com
mitted by armed hoodlums. Most of our security 
force are past middle age, and their only recourse 
would be a phone call to the Sheriff's police or the 
N.D. headquarters. 

It is true that incidents of crime on campus have 
been limited in the past, but South Bend's social prob
lems are increasing while our campus is becoming 
larger each year. Father Collins, Dean of Student:^ 
admits that in a situation of increased crime or vio
lence at Notre Dame, our present security force would 
be inadequate. Both he and Mr. Sokol, Chief of 
Security, say that greater expenditures would be 
necessary to hire more guards of professional quality. 
The force has been enlarged recently, but both men 
admit that further expansion would be necessary to 
meet any real crime wave. Consideration has been 
given to hiring an agency to absorb all Notre Dame's 
security work, but the estimated cost was prohibitive. 

What is obvious to anyone is that students and 
property must be protected from hooliganism; people 
walking on campus at night must not feel compelled 
to run from building to building in self-defense. Re
gardless of expense, the University is responsible for 
the safety of its students and the integrity of its prop
erty. Hiring younger, better-trained patrolmen at 
more than the minimum wage may be necessary. Pur
chasing electronic-reporting devices for the guards 
and mobilizing them in University vehicles might be 
imperative. But such steps ought to be taken before 
an rmhappy incident shocks the student body and 
paints the Administration as a negligent guardian. 

April 24, 1964 
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The one lotion that's cool, exciting 
-brisk as an ocean breeze! 

The one-and-oniy Old Spice exhilarates...gives you that great-to-be-
alive feeling...refreshes after every shave...adds to your assurance... 
and wfins feminine approval every time. Old Spice After Shave Lotion, 

1.25 and 2.00 plus tax. S H U L T O N 

'ilC^ — the shave lotion men recommend to other men ! 

C O V E R 
Mr. William Green, a top fine arts 

student, contributes this week's 

cover, a pop art creation in the 

spirit of the literary issue, and 

obviously highly symbolic. 

The SCHOLASTIC is entered as second.class 
mail at Notre Dame, Indiana, at a special 
postage rate authorized June 23, 1918. The 
magazine is represented for national advertising 
by National Advertising Service, Inc., 18 East 
50th Street, New York 22, N.Y. It receives its 
cavtxs including the four-color back-page ad
vertisement from Col l i e Magaanes Inc., of New 
York City. Published weekly during the school 
year, except during vacation and examination 
periods, the SCHOLASTIC is printed at Ave 
\Iaria Press, Notre Dame, Indiana. The sub
scription rate is $3.00 a year (including all 
issues of the academic year and the FOOTBALL 
REVIEW). The special subscription rate for 
St. Clary's students and faculty is $3.00 a year. 
Please address all manuscripts to the SCHOL
ASTIC, Notre Dame, Indiana. All unsolicited 
material becomes the property of the SCHOL
ASTIC. 
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Letters • • • 
JUGGLER REJOINDER 

EDITOR: 
We were most gratified to find that 

there is another party on campus 
which shares our concern for the lit
erary problem at Notre Dame. How
ever, we think your criticism, which 
we accept as honest and constructive, 
is plagued by certain misconceptions 
and oversights which we would like 
to attempt to point out. 

Your over-all contention is that the 
Juggler, as it now stands, is unsatis
factory, that it stifles student creative 
effort by a cliquish and inward-
looking attitude and by not af
fording sufficient publication space 
for creative work. You say that this 
must be corrected, that we must make 
some effort to build a literary "com
munity," as has been done at Ben
nington, and cash in on the results of 
this community by publishing larger 
quantities of higher quality materials; 
in the absence of this, the Jugglei^'s 
work would be supplemented by hav
ing the SCHOLASTIC resume publica
tion of fictional material. 

It should be pointed out firstly that 
the Juggler is not solely an outlet for 
creative writing. Indeed, when the 
staff was first gathered in the spring 
of last year, we expressed our inten
tion of affording opportunity for pub
lication to "scholarly" as well as cre
ative writers. While we have never 
discriminated against fiction or poetry 
in the past two issues, we have re
mained true to this policy and have 
published some very worthy essays. 

Secondly, one must remember that 
Notre Dame is a far cry from Ben
nington; while the latter is a small 
girls' college with a natural, highly 
developed sense of community, Notre 
Dame is a large, highly diversified 
university containing vast numbers 
of students who will never show the 
sUghtest interest in a literary maga
zine. We have made, and are still 
making, reasonable and sincere efforts 
to make the Juggler known through
out the campus, and by doing so we 
have, in a sense, created our own 
"community," a certain group of in
terested students who work in and 
through the Juggler. But the commu
nity is not a closed one. We have 
made use of a goodly amount of pub
licity, and we welcome any student 

who shows sincere interest; we cu:e 
open to the use of any student on this 
campus who would like to cooperate 
with us in having his work published; 
he is welcome to join our community. 
We entertain no vendettas against any 
creative writer, to our knowledge we 
have not frustrated any creative as
pirations, intentionally or otherwise, 
nor, in correction of what was im
plied in your article, have we been so 
cliquish as to leave any editor's room 
crammed with unmeasured stacks of 
Jugglers. We humbly admit that there 
is room for improvement, though. 
Though v/e have made efforts in the 
past to let it be known that we are 
available to anyone, in the future we 
will try to make ourselves moi-e avail
able; we shall make a more concerted 
effort to reach the interested students 
here. 

Lastly, insofar as the publication of 
fictional material is a prerogative of 
the Juggler, and insofar as we think 
the opportunities offered by the Jtig-
gler are sufl3cient to accommodate the 
needs of the student body, we don't 
consider your proposal that the SCHO
LASTIC resume publication of fiction 
at aU necessary or desirable. However, 
if the occasion should arise in which 
we would have on our hands more fic
tional material than we would be able 
to do justice to, we would be most 
happy to share it with you. This seems 
reasonable to us, in that the Juggler 
and the SCHOLASTIC exist for entirely 
different reasons and should not be 
engaged in competition in a field re
served for only one of the two mag
azines. 

We thank you for your attention. 
John Gaine 
George Craft 

Partial reply on page 15—ED 

FATHERLY ADVICE 
EDITOR: 

Last week's SCHOLASTIC printed 
letters from faculty members com
plaining of student criticism of Uni
versity Theater productions and of 
the sophomore interview. Such re
sponse to student opinion has ap
peared in previous issues as well. Lest 
more letters become necessary, let me 

Trophies — All Events 
& 

Frisbees 
On Sa\e 

Reco Sporting Goods 
113 N. Main St. 

Next to Oliver Hotel 

—at this time—give the general fac
ulty view on the question. 

We believe that the student is at 
Notre Dame to learn, not to think. 

His business is to learn demon
strated facts regarding Goodness, 
Beauty, and Truth from those of us 
who have been so abundsmtly blessed 
with these qualities. He should re
cord our words in his notebook, 
repeat them on examinations, and 
then reverently shut up. 

Should any student wish to indulge 
in independent thinking, critical 
judgment, or personal expression, let 
us remind him of his traditions. Re
member, son, you are a Notre Dame 
man. Higher things are expected of 
you. 

Daniel McDonald 
Assistant Professor 

Contact Lens Specialist 
m 

Dr. T. R. PHot 
Optometrist 

• 
EYES EXAMINED 
OPnCAL BEPAIRS 
GLASSES FITTED 

212 S. Michigan CE 4-4874 
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hiahg diings are happemng everywhere at Ford Motor Company! 

After Ford's spectacular debut in last year's 
Indianapolis 500-mile race, many people v̂ /on-
dered v/hat \Ne v/ould come up with next. Well 
it's here! Ford Motor Company engineers have 
developed a brand-nev^ V-8 especially for this 
year's competition at Indy. Although it's the 
same size as the 1963 version, this racing engine 
is a much " l ivel ier" performer 
because of four overhead gear-
driven camshafts and other refine
ments. Overall results of these revo
lutionary changes: an increase of at 
least 44 horses, delivering 420 hp or 
more at 8,000 rpm. 

Ford engineers met many challenges in develop
ing this engine. But this is just typical of the 
challenges being accepted every day by our 
employes . . . that's what makes Ford Motor 
Company such an exciting place to work. And 
not only in engineering. Exciting opportunities 
exist in manufacturing, finance, sales, marketing, 

industrial relations, purchasing, traffic, product 
planning, styling and research. All types 

of career opportunities for all types of 
I graduates, if you're looking for an 

interesting career—look to Ford 
Motor Company. A growing 
company in a growing industry. 

THERE'S A FUTURE FOR YOU WITH FORD 
MOTOR COMPANY 

The American Road, Dearborn, Michigan 
AN EQUAL OPPORTUNITY EMPLOYER 

The Scholastic 
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Ease J Enthusiasm Add Votes 
This year's class elections sparked 

more than usual interest, with about 
80% of the eligible students voting, 
as opposed to figures of 60-70% in 
past elections. Several explanations 
have been offered for the large turn
out, and all are probably correct in 
some degree. The class elections were 
held separate from those for student 
government, focusing more interest 
on them. The number of candidates 
was greater than the norm (only two 
posts were uncontested), bringing out 
more student interest. 

An especially notable change was 
the procedure for voting by off-cam
pus students. The ballot box was 
brought to the bus station, making it 
convenient for all, and the hours were 
extended to run from 9:30-4:00. An 
indication of the success of this 
change can be found by comparing 
the off-campus votes cast in this elec
tion, 150, to those cast in the honor 
system referendum, 47. 

Whatever the causes, there is no 
disputing the fact that this was an 
exceptionally lively election, with an 
average of three men seeking each 
post. The results, as tabulated by the 
Blue Circle, were: 

SENIOR CLASS 
President: Larry Beshel (4 Ballots) 
Vice President: Matt Lambert 

(First Ballot) 
Secretary: Jim Hamisch (5 Bal

lots) 
Treasurer: Jim Dwyer (unopposed) 

JUNIOR CLASS 
President: John Phillips (First Bal

lot) 
Vice President: Hugh O'Brien 

(First Ballot) 
Secretary: Tim Gunn (2 Ballots) 
Treasurer: Greg Rust (5 Ballots) 

SOPHOMORE CLASS 
President: Joe Perilli (First Bal
lot) 
Vice President: Don Potter (First 

Ballot) 
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Secretary: Nathan Gisclair (First 
Ballot) 

Treasurer: Paul Freddolino (First 
BaUot) 

COLLEGE SENATORS 
Arts and Letters: Tom Brejcha (2 

Ballots) 
Business Administration: Mike 

Murphy (Unopposed) 
Engineering: Bob Stewart (First 

Ballot) 
Science: Joe Lenehan (2 Ballots) 

Concerted Dispersion 
In the hopes of being able to attend 

the first demonstration of the year, 
students found themselves taking a 
leisurely stroU last Thursday evening 
after dinner. Their objective was the 
mall in front of the Administration 
Building and a concert presented by 
the Notre Dame Band. They wished 
to see for themselves the result of 
bringing together several hundred 
students, at dusk, on one of the first 
warm evenings of spring. 

As the students lounged on the 
usually forbidden stretches of grass 
(the priests and nuns in attendance 
showed more awareness of a cer
tain directive posted at various 
points around the campus by show
ing preference to the steps of the 
Administration Building for their 
vantage point), the soft strains of the 
"Black Joe March" burst forth. The 
program that followed included two 
other marches, the "French Quarter 
Suite," "Autumn Beguine," High
lights from West Side Storyj and a 
Glen Osser arrangement of the "Be
guine Festival." Certain of the mot
ley-dressed band members, a flute 
player in particular, were handi
capped by music stands that kept 
turning in the wind and falling. 

Until the final scheduled number, 
which could be none other than the 
"Victory March," the chances of a 
demonstration seemed scarce indeed. 
Hopes brightened momentcurily, how
ever, as the cheering throng, already 

on its feet, seemed ready for some 
type of action after the final number. 
But music came to the rescue, the 
Notre Dame "Hike Song" was played, 
and all dispersed quietly. 

Neutral Viet Nam? 
Dr. Samuel Shapiro spoke Monday 

on Viet Nam, presenting the second 
lecture in the four-part Young Dem
ocratic Forum. He offered incisive and 
revealing facts about that war-torn 
nation, and painted a lucid picture 
of our attempts at guerrilla warfare. 

Dr. Shapiro pointed out that since 
1946 the U.S. government has spent 
over $5 billion in Viet Nam. 

The country was formerly con
trolled by the French, who put the 
Foreign Legion and 400,000 of their 
best men on the field only to suffer a 
crushing defeat. The discussions at 
Geneva in 1956 about the future of 
the country produced the suggestion 
that general elections be held. How
ever, President Eisenhower himself 
admitted that 80% of the people 
would vote Communist. Consequently, 
there were no elections; democracy 
is not quite as lustrous an ideal when 
it works against us. 

He then commented on the string 
of optimistic reports emanating from 
various government sources, all re
joicing about the wonderful progress 
of the war. The actual lack of suc
cess tends to make one just a wee bit 
skeptical, since the Viet Cong guerril
las now control almost one-fifth of 
South Viet Nam. However, the area 
they control and the area of resist
ance is not where one might suppose 
it to be, on the North-South border, 
but rather in the southernmost part 
of Viet Nam, very near the capital of 
Saigon. 

Dr. Shapiro asks the question: Can 
we win the war in Viet Nam? The 
French example is not too encourag
ing, to say the least. Neither is the 
present situation. The almost 600,000 
man, U.S.-paid, South Vietnamese 
army is having an impossible time 



with those 25,000 slippery Communist 
guerrillas. The 16,000 U.S. "advisors" 
— the term is used very Hberally — 
seem but a drop in the bucket. Causes 
for the lack of success are not hard 
to find. The Vietnamese people have 
been fighting now for almost a quar
ter of a century, and they are a lot 
less than eager to fight for U.S. inter
ests, especiallj'^ when we herd them 
into what we call "fortified hamlets" 
— fancy concentration camps. We 
drag them away from their land, their 
crops, their homes, put them behind 
walls, and then expect them to be en
thused about the U.S. cause. Weapons 
issued them have a tendency to wind 
up in the hands of the Viet Cong; in
deed, most of the weapons that we do 
manage to capture have been made 
in the U.S. The gi'owth of the Viet 
Cong forces is alarming, yet they 
would be helpless without the tremen
dous amount of support surreptitious
ly given by the South Vietnamese vil
lagers ; th is . is the reason we have 
put 76% of their people in barracks. 

Dr. Shapiro offered four possible 
areas of future action. One plan is to 
invade North Viet Nam and risk the 
onslaught of the Chinese horde. An
other is to win the present war, which 
is now costing us $1.5 million a day. 
This might be possible if we sent in 
the U.S. Third Army — but are we 
that much better than the French? 
Thirdly, we could pull out regardless. 
There is a strong contingent in the 
Senate which has proposed this. Or 
fourthly, we could try to effect a neu
tralization. If it were handled under 
the aegis of the United Nations, we 
could conceivably limit the Chinese 
sphere of influence, since they are not 
represented in the U.N. 

In closing. Dr. Shapiro pointed out 
that the U.S. doesn't have the un
limited power it used to. And since 
Viet Nam would require simply Gar
gantuan amounts of aid to maintain 
it, surrounded as it is by Communist 
counti-ies, he concluded that a policy 
of neuti'alization would be the most 
realistic approach. 

Architecture —1980 
Mr. Charles A. Blessing, director of 

the City Planning Commission of De
troit, lectured on "Education for 
Urban Design" last Thrusday in La-
Fortune Student Center. The lecture 
was sponsored by Noti'e Dame's 
Architectm-e Department under Pro
fessor Julian Kulski and Steve 
Stegich, a senior in architecture. 

IVIr. Blessing pointed out that 
"eighty to ninety percent of the peo
ple will be living in or concerned with 
cities" when present building plans 
are completed. He used slides, mostly 
of the city of Detroit, to show past. 

present, and future urban design. 
They included a map of Detroit in the 
year 1980. Mr. Blessing said that the 
coming urban design would depend on 
three main determinants: 1) adequate 
street and thoroughfare systems, 2) 
recreational spaces, and 3) an archi
tectural determinant, which includes 
the arrangements and structures of 
buildings and the eye-pleasing "green-
ways." He showed future Detroit as 
comprised of various centers such as 
a cultural center, a university center, 
and a medical center. In his slides he 
also compared certain views of moun
tains with the views of the Detroit 
skyline. 

The Architecture Department's next 
program will be an exhibit and lec
ture in Stepan Center and the Archi
tecture building by Mr. Paolo Soleri 
on May 4 and 5. 

Jazz Judged 
In the Fieldhouse last weekend, 

Notre Dame's Collegiate Jazz Festival 
marked its sixth annual presentation. 
In the two-day, four-session compe
tition, twenty-six young jazz groups 
displayed their talents before a panel 
of judges which included Julian "Can-
nonball" Adderly, Oliver Nelson, 
Charles Suber, George Russell, Gary 
McFarland, and Robert Share. 

As expressed by Charles Suber, the 
chairman of the judges, the 1964 Col
legiate Jazz Festival represented the 
best and the closest competition in the 
event's history. The judges needed 
several hours alone in choosing the 
participants for the finals held Sat
urday evening, and after much de
bate, the Northwestern Jazz Work
shop Band, the Michigan State Uni
versity Television Orchesti'a, and the 
University of Illinois Jazz Band were 
picked as the best of the "big bands." 
In the combo division, the Belcastro 
Trio, The Billy Harper Quintet, the 
Jamey Aebersold Septet, and the Jazz 
Interpreters were chosen as finalists. 

After the final competition, the dis

tinction of being CJF's "finest jazz 
group" was given to the Jamey Ae
bersold Septet of Indiana University. 
The University of Illinois Jazz Band 
received the best "big-band" award, 
and the Belcastro Trio from the Uni
versity of West Virginia was awarded 
a special commendation for small 
groups. 

In recognizing individual perform
ances, prizes were given in specific 
areas of instrumentation: Bunky 
Green, best instrumentalist and best 
saxophone; Dickie Washburn, best 
trumpet; Cleo Griffin, most promising 
trumpet; Brian Trentham, best trom
bone; Ron English, best guitar; Gary 
MiUer, best drums; Willie CoUins, 
most promising drums; Brent McKes
son, best bass; Tom Hensley, best 
piano; Cheryl Berdell, best vocalist; 
Joe Belcastro and Guy Remonko, best 
original composition. 

Circle Aid for SB 
On April 25, students from Notre 

Dame and St. Mary's will help foster 
good wiU in the South Bend area by 
participating in the Blue Circle's an
nual Help Week. Groups of guys and 
girls will spend an afternoon doing 
general clean-up work (e.g., washing 
walls, raking leaves) at nearby hos
pitals and institutions. 

Help Week, a great success in past 
years, is an opportunity for students 
to do some charitable work, promote 
better ND-South Bend relations, and 
have some fun in the process. 

Buses will leave campus from be
tween O'Shaughnessy HaU and the 
Radiation Lab at 1:30 Saturday, 
April 25, and Avill return by 4:00. 
Would-be workers should contact 
their haU representative or write to 
the Blue Circle office in the Student 
Center. 

Education Aid Defended 
Wednesday night the Academic 

Commission and the Department of 
Education of Notre Dame presented 

Brass Jam — CJF 

10 The Scholastic 



a lecture by Dr. Robert Brickman, 
head of the Graduate School of Edu
cation of the University of Pennsyl
vania. A very sparse audience of pro
fessors, students, and SMC'ers lis
tened to "Federal Aid to Education: 
To All, To Some, or To None; Public, 
Private, and Parochial." Driving to 
the conclusion that there should be 
federal aid to all facets of education. 
Professor Brickman adroitly and hu
morously made the point that histor
ically the U.S. has always supported 
private and religious schools; under 
the general welfare clause of the Con
stitution it should be able to officially 
continue this policy. Federal aid to 
anything has always been a matter 
of controversy because of the fear of 
centralized control, of education es
pecially, but Dr. Brickman maintains 
that it is necessary for certain 
"blighted" areas — the "Black belts 
in our cities, and the migrant 
workers." 

Aid to church-operated schools is 
the most controversial issue besides 
segregation today, but Dr. Brickman 
points out that the U.S. has a long 
tradition in this area. Town-supported 
schools and private schools grew up 
side by side, with the latter generally 
better, having a greater variety of 
courses. Gradually these dual sys
tems intermingled. In the 19th cen
tury religious schools were the norm 
and the public were the experiments. 
Often the public schools were indis
tinguishable from private schools, 
and enforced the teaching of the King 
James version of the Bible. In the 
20th century the Supreme Court final-

Dr. Robert Brickman 

how can we say that we will only 
support public? 

Dr. Brickman points out that in 
1832 Congress voted land to a Baptist 
college in Washington, D.C., now 
George Washington University. To 
stop outbursts against this action, in 
1833 Congress gave land to George
town University. The Northwest Or
dinance of 1789 gave money to 
schools supplying religious training. 
In the 19th century a law of Massa
chusetts required religion in public 
schools for all who attended and no 
one protested. Following these prece-

Cohra ivith Detroit Club victims 

ly ruled God out of the public schools, 
but studies show that still the out
lawed practices go on. This results in 
a basic problem: How do you define 
a public school? By its financial sup
port or by what is taught? In Indiana 
the people have said public schools 
must be religious. Thus, if public and 
private schools are indistinguishable, 
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dents. Dr. Brickman feels private 
schools should still receive aid. The 
idea of complete separation of Church 
and State necessarily leading to free
dom is misleading. Russia has com
plete separation but replaces this with 
control; religion there cannot be 
taught before the age of 18. On the 
other hand England has no separa

tion of Church and State. The Queen 
is head of the Church and yet Eng
land is a democracy. Today we are 
engaged in a search for quality and 
quantity in education. All standards 
must be raised, not just those of the 
public schools. We cannot neglect one 
facet and therefore we cannot neg
lect private schools. People cry that 
private schools are unpatriotic, yet 
ignore completely the contribution to 
general society by these people. Dr. 
Brickman's point is — "we who gov
ern the U.S. from the Capitol, the 
state or the local governments de
pend on the development of all chil
dren and benefit from them. What do 
we give in return?" The question will 
be argued for years but few realize 
the consequences of a lack of funds 
for private schools — that they may 
have to close down, putting a burden 
on public schools. "Under the general 
welfare clause, every school doing a 
conscientious job, because of its po
tential and actual contributions to 
national welfare, should receive some 
type of aid." 

Cars on Campus!? 
A sportscar spectacular, the first 

of its kind at Notre Dame, wiU be 
sponsored by the Detroit Club and 
held in the Stepan Center this week
end. Running from noon until eleven 
on Saturday and from noon until six 
on Sunday, the show will display over 
thirty-five autos — a display valued 
at more than $350,000. ND students 
will have to pay fifty cents admission; 
profits wiU be used for a scholarship 
fund to aid future students. 

The usual Detroit products will be 
markedly absent from this show; 
companies represented wiU be Aston-
Martin, Ferrari, Cobra, Scarab, Ar-
nolt-Bristol, Mercedes, Bandini, Lotus, 
the DKW Porsche (prototype), and 
possibly the Indianapolis Lotus-Ford. 
Notable exceptions to these Grand-
prix-bred autos wiU be three GM 
styling prototjT)es, a 427-cubic-inch 
Ford Falcon, and the Monte Carlo 
Valiant. 

There will be 1,000 door prizes 
given out (seventy dollars worth of 
books have been donated by Ford) 
and free movies will be shown contin
uously in the utility room of Stepan 
Center. 

The so-called "sports" cars of De
troit, the compacts with consoles, will 
not be represented because they are 
not properly sporting autos. A sport
ing auto is a transportation device 
that is able to go quickly and efficient
ly between two points on any sur
faced road. A proper sports car wUl 
travel a winding road faster and 
cheaper with an engine of half the 
size of its Detroit counterpart. 
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Baseball: Never Quit Hoping 
J AKE KLINE has big troubles, make 

no mistake about it. They began 
when commencement robbed his base
ball team of all but five lettermen: 
three out of four infielders and four of 
five starting pitchers gi'aduated. Then 
Tom MacDonald, with two years of 
infield experience, became ineligible 
by signing a professional football con
tract; Dick Sauget, a top prospect 
for catching duties, was limited to 
periodic action when he went out for 
spring football; alternate catcher 
Chuck Snow was hampered by an in
jured hand, and because of iUness, 
Captain John Counsell had no prac
tice before the season's opening day. 

But these problems were aU minor 
compared to those which faced the 
pitching staff. Despite graduation 
losses, Kline hoped for a strong 
mound crew. Ron Reed, as talented in 
baseball as in basketball, could have 
been the number one pitcher. Ed Lup-
ton, who posted a 5-2 record and a 
2.63 earned run average as a sopho
more, was the only monogram winner 
on the staff. Al Cooper, who pitched 
36 innings last year, and highly touted 
sophomore Dan McGinn were to round 
out the front-line staff. 

The whole corps seemed ill-fated 
from the beginning. Reed became in
eligible. Cooper entered the combina
tion-law program and had to drop 
baseball. McGinn's performance was 
seriously hampered by his attempt to 
double in spring football. 

Then, after the three-game series 
with Indiana, Kline announced that 
Lupton would be out indefinitely with 
a bad back. 

The net effect was disastrous. Only 
three starters on the team are letter-
men; only two. Rich Gonski and 
Counsell, are seniors. The previous 
college experience of the whole pitch
ing staff adds up to eight innings. 
None of the ten pitchers came to 
Notre Dame on baseball sdiolarships. 

These p r o b l e m s were especial
ly noticeable in the early season. 
After winning two games against 
Keesler Air Force Base and the first 
game of a doubleheader with Loyola 
of New Orleans, the team couldn't 
come up with a win for the rest of 
the Southern trip. Losses to Loyola 
and Tulane, a tie with Tulane in a 
game called because of darkness, and 

two losses to Louisiana State sent the 
Irish back to South Bend with a 
3-4-1 record. Once home, they took 
twelve innings to beat Hope CoUege, 
and the next weekend Indiana swept 
a three-game series. 

It was beginning to look like it 
might be a very long season, indeed. 
Weak pitching kept men on base most 
of the time, adding to the diflSculties 
of the inexperienced infield. The gen
eral feeling of uncertainty affected 
even the hitting, and the loss of Lup-

Pitclver Lupton: lost indefinitely 

ton seemed certain to be an omen of 
bad days to come. 

Such was not the case. The follow
ing Wednesday, Notre Dame faced 
Purdue, undefeated in its last six 
games. The Boilermakers started Bob 
Purkhiser, who had the Big Ten's 
best earned run average last yean 
The Irish hadn't beaten a Big Ten 
baseball team since the 1962 season, 
but their luck changed abruptly. 
Shortstop Gonski had four hits in 
four trips, two of them home runs. 

Shaun Fitzmaurice went three for 
four. Junior Frank Karazim allowed 
only two earned runs in eight innings, 
and Notre Dame won, 9-4. 

Buoyed by their win, the team 
traveled to Toledo for two games last 
weekend. Back-to-back home runs 
by Shaun Fitzmaurice and Tom 
Blythe and a third homer by Chuck 
Snow helped bring a 10-6 win over 
the Rockets. Hopes for evening the 
record at 7-7-1 were spoiled, however, 
when Saturday's game was rained out. 

For all its inexperience, the team 
has improved. After a slow start Gon
ski has raised his batting average con
siderably; Shaun Fitzmaurice has set 
a torrid pace, hitting .370 and slam
ming four home runs; and Counsell is 
starting to hit his stride after re
covering from illness. Sophomores 
Tom Blythe and Al Kristowski, at 
third and second, have shown con
siderable improvement in the course 
of the first fourteen games, and Kara
zim has been more effective in each 
successive turn on the mound. 

In the seven days from the 23rd 
to the 29th of April, Notre Dame 
plays six games. Yesterday, the Irish 
opened the series at home against Big 
Ten power Michigan. They now take 
on Ohio University for two weekend 
games before facing Western Michi
gan, last year's NCAA regional cham
pion, on Monday, and then go on 
the road to face Michigan Tuesday 
and Detroit Wednesday. 

The schedule is tight and the op
ponents are loaded. Without an estab
lished pitching staff that can follow 
a regular rotation, and without the 
all-important element of experience, 
the Irish seem to be facing a six-team 
firing squad. But that is not the way 
the team has it figured. They have 
beaten a Big Ten team. They have 
gained valuable experience during the 
first part of the season. Their vet
erans are dependable and their new
comers scrappy. All feel that they 
can even their season record and keep 
on going. 

This season has been one of con
tinuous problems, and the future looks 
none too bright. But Notre Dame has 
had eight winning seasons in a row, 
and as far as the team is concerned, 
this will be the ninth. 

— T̂oM BETTAG 
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SCOREBOARD 
TRACK: Notre Dame opened the 

outdoor track season with a strong 
performance in the Ohio State Relays. 
Mike Coffey won the open mile in 
4:16, and Jerry O'Connor took first in 
the triple jump (hop-step-and-jump). 
The Irish placed fourth in the two-
mile and third in the distance-medley 
relays, and Jim Bruch was third be
hind O'Connor in the triple jump. 
Record-holder Bill Boyle was kept out 
of action by a strained muscle, but 
should return for the Drake Relays 
this weekend. 

SCORES 

Baseball 
Notre Dame 9, Purdue 4 
Notre Dame 10, Toledo 6 

Golf 
Notre Dame 271/^, Bowling Green 8^4 
Notre Dame 28i^, Toledo 71/2 
Notre Dame 33, Dayton 3 

Tennis 
Notre Dame 5, Western Michigan 4 
Notre Dame 5, Michigan State 4 

Lacrosse 
Notre Dame Invitational Tournament 
Denison 14, Notre Dame 2 
Ohio State 11, Notre Dame 1 
Denison 11, Michigan State 0 
Ohio State 18, Michigan State 1 

SCHEDULE 

Baseball 
April 24, Ohio at Notre Dame 
AprU 25, Ohio at Notre Dame 
April 27, Western Michigan at Notre 

Dame 
April 28, Michigan at Ann Arbor 
April 29, Detroit at Detroit 

Track 
April 24-25, Drake Relays at Des 

Moines 

Golf 
April 25, Northwestern, Illinois, and 

Northern Illinois at Evanston 

Tennis 
April 24, Iowa at Iowa City 
April 25, Wisconsin at Madison 
April 26, Marquette at Milwaukee 

Rugby 
April 25, St. Louis Bombers at St. 

Louis 
La«rosse 

April 25, Defiance College at Notre 
Dame 

April 24, 1964 

Voice in tlie Cro^rd 
' T ' H O U G H A NUMBER 
-•• jury among them 

OF FACTORS — individual improvement and in-
may alter the situation before next September 

23, Ara Parseghian is right now working with the personnel upon whom 
he must depend to win or lose games in 1964. With spring practice 
half completed, the squad shapes up this way: 

Ends—Jack Snow and Phil Sheridan, Dave Pivec and Jim Lynch, 
Paul Costa and Harry Long. Snow and Pivec each had six receptions 
last fciU, second-best on the team, and Sheridan, Lynch, Costa, and 
Long are adept at defense; the return in the fall of injured Jim 
Snowden could improve the situation materially. There's no Jim 
KeUy here, but despite the loss of Kelly, Tom Goberville, and Clay 
Stephens, this is one of the best end corps in recent seasons. 

Tackles—John Meyer and Mike Webster, Tom Regner and Alan Page, 
Mike Wadsworth and Kevin Hardy. Dave Humenik, Gene Penman, and 
Bob Meeker are all injured, but all should be available in the faU. 
Still, this is one of two critical positions. Some tackles are small but 
fast, others big but slow, and still others totally inexperienced. The 
problem is not a quantitative one, but the lack of one or two pairs of 
proven, topnotch tackles. 

Guards—^Dick Arrington and Jim Carroll, Ken Maghcic and John 
Atamian, Vince Dennery and Dick Swatland. Though Captain Bob 
Lehmann and Mike DiCarlo wiU be lost through graduation, the situa
tion here is well in hand; Carroll, who had 59 tackles last season, 
may fall heir to Lehmann's Ail-American spot. 

Center—^Norm Nicola, Tom Kostelnik, Pete Thornton. Nicola (70 
tackles) and Kostelnik, both with considerable experience, return from 
the 1963 team. 

Quarterbacks—John Huarte, Hugh O'Malley, Tom Longo. This is the 
second critical position; whichever of the three wins the dogfight for the 
starting job will hold the destiny of the team in his hands. The problem 
remains the same as it has during the past several springs: no proven 
performer. Huarte has the most experience of the three, and last season 
completed 20 of 42 passes for 243 yards and one touchdown. Parseghian 
can iU afford to play what was, for the last five seasons, the annual 
game of musical quarterbacks. 

Halfbacks—^BiU Wolski and Nick Rassas, Dick Dupuis and Pete 
Andreotti, Tom Mittelhauser and Tim Wengjerski, Ron Bliey and Tim 
Devine, Jim Garrison and Jim DiLullo. Parseghian obviously has 
enough halfbacks; the question, of course, is just how good are they? 
Wolski proved himself last fall, when he rushed for 320 yards in 70 
attempts — a 4.6-yard average. Nick Eddy, out of school last fall and 
temporarily out of action at present with an injured knee, should be 
Wolski's running-mate — and has the potential to be the breakaway 
runner Notre Dame needs. Rassas, Dupuis and Andreotti are all rela
tively small but very fast, and Bliey — if Parseghian can get him to 
play anywhere near his potential — could easily be the best of the lot. 

Fullbacks—Joe Kantor, Joe Farrell, Pete Duranko. All three full
backs return from the 1963 team. Kantor was the team's leading 
ground-gainer with 330 yards in 88 carries, and a 3.8-yard average; 
FarreU had a 4.0 average and gained 278 yards in 1962. 

Analysis: The Irish should be either adequate or strong at end, 
guard, center, halfback and fuUback, but may have trouble at tackla 
and quarterback. It is true that Parseghian has the vast majority of 
last season's players returning — but they are players from teams that 
were 2-7 last season and 5-5 in 1962; it is true that several have looked 
outstanding in practice — but many, including several in key positions, 
are as yet unproven in competition. There is small doubt that Par
seghian will have a considerable number of good players, but will he 
have the handful of excellent players necessary to spark a team to a 
successful season? 

I believe that coaching makes a very decisive difference, and that if 
he can come up with a quarterback — as he always has — Ara Par
seghian has the personnel to lead Notre Dame to its first winning foot
ball season since 1958. — TERRY WOLKERSTORFER 
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USAF F-105. unleashing air-to-ground 
rockets at simulated enemy target. 
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School's Out. 
Right now, graduation seems way off in the 
wild blue yonder. But it's not too early to start 
planning. In the future, you'll look back on 
decisions you make today with satisfaction... 
or regret. 

What can an Air Force career mean to you in 
tangible gain? The opportunity to take on ex
ecutive responsibilities you might otherwise 
wait years to attain. And a head-start into one 
of a wide range of possible careers in the 
exciting Aerospace Age. 

As an Air Force officer, for ex- | | ^ • • • ! 
amnle, you may be flying a su- Ua V H A I P 

personic jet...helping to keep America's 
guard up. Or you may be in an Air Force 
laboratory, working to solve an intricate sci
entific or technological problem. 
Doing jobs like these, you can hold your head 
high. In addition to being essential to your 
country, they're the beginnings of a profes
sion of dignity and purpose. 
For more information, see the Professor of 
Air Science. 

If there is no AFROTC unit on your cam
pus, contact your nearest Air 
Force recruiter. Force 
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Literary Supplement: Introduction 

ELEVATORS 
DO WOT STOP 

AT 

GROUND FLOOR 
3rd FLOOR 
5th FLOOR 
8th FLOOR 
nth FLOOR 
14th FLOOR 

s>:o 
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I T IS REGRETTABLE that in Undertaking a project like this "Special Lit
erary Issue," we should be in the position of defending it to those 
who consider the idea of the SCHOLASTIC'S publishing literary ma

terial unwise and inappropriate. The letter from the editor of the 
Juggler on page seven of this issue, while atypical of most of the criticism 
leveled at us in that it is not personally insulting, presents most of the 
objections to the SCHOLASTIC'S entrance into the literary field. 

Essentially, these objections can be reduced to two: that there is 
not enough fictional material produced on campus to warrant addi
tional outlets, and that the Juggler^ not the SCHOLASTIC^ is the "proper" 
outlet for literary efforts, simply in the nature of the two publications. 

It is because of the first objection that we chose to publish a 
literary issue, rather than simply to begin to schedule occasional stories 
and poems as part of our regular issues. A great deal of effort was not 
required to find the stories in this issue; the brief announcement in 
our last issue before Easter and random conversations with members 
of the fiction-writing classes imcovered most of them. Yet we believe 
that all are manifestly worthy of publication, and the effect of collecting 
them in a single issue demonstrates that the space limitations of the 
Juggler would not permit publication of all of them, even over the course 
of the whole year. That the SCHOLASTIC open its pages to fiction and 
poetry should not be cause for concern for the Juggler editors — we 
have emphasized before that we do not wish to compete with the 
Juggler — because a second vehicle for fiction can only serve to dis
cover and encourage more student writers than the Juggler could do 
alone. 

As for the argument that the SCHOLASTIC was not "intended" to 
publish fiction, we need only point in our defense to the Juggler editoi's' 
mention of their decision last spring to provide "opportunity for publi
cation to 'scholarly' as well as creative writers." The editors of the 
Juggler, like the editors of the SCHOLASTIC^ decide what kind of publi
cation they will put out. If the editors of the Juggler choose to expand 
into areas previously occupied exclusively by the SCHOLASTIC^ surely 
they cannot object to the SCHOLASTIC'S editoi's' returning the compli
ment, particularly when we do so without invidious intent. It is the 
possibility for change and expansion inherent in both publications that 
makes them vital. We congratulate the editors of the Juggler on their 
fine work of this year, and hope that they will s^nnpathize with the 
SCHOLASTIC'S efforts toward our common goal — encouraging student 
writers. 

A WORD about standards is in order. What we looked for in selecting 
the stories to be printed was first of all, good writing. To be sure, 

good writing has many elements, many of them based on individual 
tastes, and for this reason the selection was necessarily a group effort 
of the editors, involving the reconciling of commonly divergent opinions. 
Ideas, themes, "points," were secondary — to the point of selecting a 
story that employed an obviously overused mileu on the strength of 
the quality of the wi'iting and characterization — because the editors 
felt that mature and original and intricate ideas used as a basis for 
literature are still to be developed in nearly all college writers. A third, 
and most nebulous, consideration was the degree of innate talent in
dicated, if not actually present as a fully developed and controlled ability, 
by a writer's story. We felt this must be a necessary consideration in 
our decisions, if we were to remain true to our goal of encouraging and 
developing those who show strong aptitude for wanting. 

A critic in Comvioniveal recently made the observation that most 
college writers tend to be imitative of J. D. Salinger. We would re
spectfully argue that this is not so, and even assert that the stories 
collected in this issue demonstrate it is not, for it can be seen that 
the one thing our contributors have in common is an encouraging 
diversity of style and a cheerful originality that justifies this issue and 
makes it, for us, a success. 
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SABRE: FINALE 
MARY A N N KNEW some of the routine, but SuUivan 

none, so Thomas Morrell had to do most of the work 
himself. He set up the back-stays, ran the foot 

of the main out through the tunnel boom and attached 
the outhaul, then clipped the halyard on. Mary Ann 
would take care of the jenny, and Sully was carefuUy 
stowing the sandwiches and the beer, so it wouldn't take 
too long. The wind was from the southwest, warm, al
most too hot for the morning, for the trees along the 
drive had turned and the nights were now longer than 
the days. There were some clouds up to the north — 
where they were going — high, towering cumulus; but 
no worry, they were being blown away, there would be 
no repeat of that early morning storm which had agi
tated Mary Ann's mother so. Nice day for this un
avoidable journey — chute run all the way. 

"What about the dinghy, Tom?" Mary Ann asked. 
"Are we going to tow i t?" She looked at MorreU ex
pectantly, even excitedly; foregoing her usual role of 
the aloof or the serene — or whatever it was. 

"No. I'll borrow a dink and row out here and get it 
tomorrow." It would just slow them down. Funny about 
Mary Ann, she always wanted to tow that damned 
dinghy. Morrell dropped beneath the windscreen and 
grabbed the main halyard. "Ready, Mary Ann?" She 
replied that she was — she had to see that the luff rope 
went into the mast tunnel clear and did not foul — so 
MorreU began to haul away on it. When he had the 
sail nearly up he took a few turns around the winch and 
yanked it tight. He then scrambled back to the tiller 
and she went forward and dropped the mooring line into 
the dinghy. They were under way for the last time of 
the season, bound for Larsen's Yard up in Waukegan. 
It was time to put Sabre away, to unstep, to haul out 
and scrub the bottom, to stick her on her trailer, to tow 
her home and cover her up for the winter. It wouldn't 
be any fun, this sail; it would be a melancholy trip at 
best. 

That was the one good thing about having Sullivan 
along. His sudden visit and unexpected presence on this 
trip would not only make things easier — MorreU had 
planned only on Mary Ann's company — but he was 
amusing, even funny, and he would enliven what had 
promised to be an almost depressing voyage. 

"We're off, Tommy!" she shouted; he backed the 
main tiU Sabre fell off the wind, then he eased it. They 
fell off to the south-east, gradually picking up speed. 
The winds were always tricky in Belmont when off 
shore, they poured out from between the high rises at 
constantly varying angles. Going out wasn't so bad ex
cept in the instance where there was the danger of a 
jibe, but returning often resulted in a mass of fruitless 
tacks. MorreU worked his way from the harbor and out 
into the lake. 

"WeU!" said SuUivan, "This caUs for a beer. Where's 
the key?" 

"Not yet, SuUycat!" Mary Ann said to him. She 
stood in the forward hatch, the big Genoa gathered in 
her arms. "There's stiU work to be done." SuUivan was 
directed to the jib halyard; he quickly hauled it up 
and two-blocked it. Mary Ann tightened the downhaul, 
but waited with the whisker pole until they had turned 
off to the north-east, jibed and were capable of running 
wing and wing. MorreU took a look back, at Belmont 
Harbor, at the yacht club barge, and the distant, haze-
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obscured skyline. It was over, this summer; the racing, 
the evening sailing parties, the afternoons bumming, it 
was aU over. It had been a good one too, maybe the 
best of his Ufe. It wouldn't, in aU probability, ever be 
relived — not with youth anyway. 

"Now it's beer time, SuUycat," Mary Ann said, 
laughing, leaning back against the boom, her hair loose 
and ruffled by the wind. It always amazed MorreU how 
quickly she got the boat cleared up and squared away 
without being told. He would have appreciated a little 
more wind — there were only about eight to ten miles 
an hour of it — but not so much more as to make things 
uncomfortable, as it was not a race and it was a day to 
be enjoyed if possible. He kept Sabre headed out rather 
than along the shore so that they would be able to fly 
the chute out where the winds were steadier and truer, 
and clear WUmette point without difficulty. 

"Tab tops!" SuUivan shouted from beneath the wind
screen. "Wise policy, Thomas." He proceeded to rip 
three open. "Here's one for the prettiest chick I k n o w . . . . 
And here's one for you, you ugly old ogre. And there's 
one, of course, for me!" 

"Thank you, sweet SuUycat!" She smiled down at 
him, so radiant, so aUve this day. MorreU deliberately 
looked away from her and at the clouds to the north. 
Giant, towering, rain-filled cumulo-nimbus. Looks like 'em, 
anyway. Going away, though. Have to be. 

"Take the stick, Mary Ann. I want to get a chute 
up." He set his course before she took the tiUer, trimmed 
the main in, then the jenny, and then went forward. 
He preset the pole — topping lift, sheet and downhaul — 
and clipped one clew onto the sheet and the other onto 
the pole. It wasn't the sanest policy, but there wouldn't 
be any jibe this day. Attached the halyard. "Can you 
puU her up now, Sul? Quick now, we don't want to get 
her aU wet!" While Sullivan hauled away Morrell puUed 
the sheet in. The big green spinnaker unraveUed, then 
filled; the boat responded by heeUng and driving. They 
were going nearly huU speed; they had picked up about 
two knots with the chute. MorreU dropped the jenny, 
undipped it, and stuffed it down the forward hatch. 
He then set a Uttle working jib that didn't shade the 
chute but still improved the flow around the main. It 
was time for another brew. The chute was puUing fine, 
but the main was flopping a little. It needed a vang—"go 
fasts," they were called around tlie club — which was 
somewhere, God only knew; evidently someone besides 
Mary Ann or him had stowed it. Won't have a beer tiU 
the vang is on. Must demonstrate character! 

" T HIS is the good life, Thomas," SuUivan said. "I 
wholeheartedly approve of it. Beats the Air Force 

any day." He sat in the forward of the two cockpits, beer 
in hand, foot braced against the lee combing. Mary Ann 
StiU had the huU driving, sUding through the gentle 
waves, heeled optimumly. The wind had dropped a little 
— not much — they were no longer near hull speed. 
Sabre was forty feet of racing machine, a light, but 
clean and stiff huU, the best machine that could be de
signed to sail under twenty-two square meters of 
canvas. Undersailed a bit, perhaps, but the boat to be 
on when the wind blew. Sabre, 22 U.S. 16, was Thomas 
MorreU's now, by inheritance; his father didn't care to 
race any more and had purchased a stink pot. 

"This is about aU I've done {Continued on page 2S) 

17 



^i;jSja^mtmni 

ijj^ ' 

MMB) 

^^1 
"fr-

, <«--,l 

li^sm 

:̂i. 

18 

A Generation of Overeotners 
(T WAS PAULAS T U R N TODAY. 

"I don't want to seem accusing, Francis, but I . . . well, I think you had more 
than your share yesterday." 

Francis did not respond. He just sat there uninterested, watching Paul's child
like fumblings with the package. What did he care if Paul took a little more today? 
He was old anyway. He'd just as soon stop eating so that he could end it all a bit 
quicker. He wouldn't do that though — he knew he wouldn't — he knew that for 
all his thought he was still as much a victim of carnal cravings as the rest of them. 
Anj'way, Paul was much younger — about twenty years — and was well framed, 
being close to six feet tall and weighing at the least one hundred and twenty pounds. 
His body probably demanded more. Twenty-five years ago there wasn't as much as 
there is now, in fact ten or even five years ago there wasn't as much, so he knew^ 
that he wouldn't be the less for the extra Paul took. 

"Look, Francis, see, I'm only taking this much more," Paul said extending his 
open palm to the bony, Buddha-like old man. 

Francis nodded approval as he placed his bowl under the manna slipping 
through the well-wom yet strong fingers of Paul. It was dusk-time again. Soon he 
would have to be off to the nightly meeting. Every night since the new people took 
over there was a meeting. They ran things tight, no waste — hardly any waste, 
an)way. Each night all the women had to be checked. The ones that weren't 
okayed would have to stay the night at the wards, unless, of course, they were in 
dieir designated time. 

"Come on, Francis, hurry up," mumbled Paul, cramming (Continued on page 32) 
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THE C&H SUGAR REFINERY lies on the south bank of 

the Carquinez Straits. Originally the land on each 
side of the straits was hill country, but in the 1840's 

a hardy race of men pushed the hiUs back away from the 
bank and erected a flour mill on the land that they had 
levelled off. Many men came to work the flour null. 
Some were Mexicans that had found their way somehow 
up the California coast; many were Portuguese and 
Italians that had come to the frontier country of western 
America to seek new homes and great fortunes. Many 
were Anglo-Saxons that had migrated from the civihzed 
East Coast in search of the adventure and gold that lay 
in the West. These men built a town in the hills in 
back of the flour mill. And they called the town 
Crockett. 

Time and progress brought the estabhshment of many 
more flour miUs on the West Coast. Soon the little flour 
mill in Crockett felt the competition of its numerous, 
and, for the most part, more efficient rivals. The 
citizenry of Crockett became apprehensive as it saw its 
jobs being threatened by the unyielding laws of business 
and economics. Fortunately for the people of Crockett, 
the desire of men for another food product saved their 
precarious jobs. An American sugar interest in Hawaii 
needed a site on the West Coast of the American main
land to deposit the raw sugar. There it would be refined, 
packaged, and distributed throughout the western half 
of the United States. The flour miU that was connected 
with the Pacific Ocean by the Carquinez Straits and the 
San Francisco Bay was an ideal site for such a refinery. 
In the 1870's the fiour mill was converted into a sugar 
refinery for the California and Hawaiian Sugar Corpo
ration. 

However if a new industry had replaced Crockett's 
original raison d'etre, progress did not completely efface 
Crockett's links with its origins. The building that was 
once a flour mill has remained essentially unchanged. 
The stores and bars which face the entrance of the 
refinery still bear the names of the descendants of the 
men that originally built and owned these establish
ments. The homes of the Crockett citizenry are stiU 
perched precariously on the hills that begin to rise as 
soon as one crosses to the south side of Main Street. 
The burst of industry that cleared away a plot of land 
for the fiour mill never extended into the area used 
by the workers' famihes for living space. 

And a ghost still lurks in Crockett. It slumbers be
neath the brick-paved streets and it is passed on from 
generation to generation in the genes of the families 
of Crockett. I know that ghost because there was a 
time in my life when I saw it every day. 

I FIRST became introduced to Crockett in the summer 
between my senior year in high school and my fresh

man year in college. I worked in the refinery during 
those summer months, and I worked there the two sum
mers following that original acquaintance. For myself, 
as for most of the students that worked there during 
the summer, the work became drudgery as soon as the 
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novelty of learning a new job wore off. The work was 
something that had to be endured for eight hours a 
day, ten days out of fourteen, three months of the year, 
so that four or five years hence we wouldn't even have 
to think of the repetitious semi-existence of the refinery 
laborer, let alone participate actively in such a life. 
When we walked down the widening wooden walkway 
into the maw of the plant proper — a dimly lit chaos 
of noise, heat, and the stench of the sugar process — 
we turned in upon ourselves and bore the awful monot
ony silently and thoughtlessly as if we were afraid to 
allow those eight-hour periods to become part of our 
real existence. 

It was after my freshman year in college that I ex
perienced the encounters I spoke of before. My job for 
that summer placed me on the top, the ninth, floor of 
the plant. Here the heat, the humidity, and the noise 
were the worst. You sweated continuaUy here, and the 
sweat dissolved the powdery sugar that was a part 
of the plant air just as oxygen and nitrogen were. And 
the sugary dust dissolved and coated you with a sweet 
crust. There was only one other worker on the whole 
floor. It was a desert that killed a man's spirit. 

I worked on a long wooden platform about eight 
feet in width that was a little lower than the actual 
floor level. My sole feUow worker operated the machines 
on the cement floor slightly above me. He was a big 
man approaching middle age and beginning to show 
the effects of the gargantuan consumption of beer and 
spaghetti that he often boasted of. For most of the day 
he paced up and down the concrete floor in front of 
his machines with a wrench in his hand, pausing now 
and then to cast a look of mock disdain in my direction. 
For myself I spent a great part of my work day in a 
well-constructed, wooden, throne-hke chair that was 
elevated somewhat from the floor of the wooden plat
form. I was content to spend my free moments watch
ing my more energetic workmate and struggling to 
keep alive the spark of life that seemed perpetually 
threatened by that steamy jungle of machinery. I t was 
during one of those long periods of sitting-and-watch-
ing that I first noticed the spectre. 

It was hotter than usual that day, and I had spent 
more than the usual amount of time in my chair staring 
with no little bit of resentment at my more vigorous 
workfeUow, who, despite the heat, paced constantly back 
and forth in front of his machinery. He didn't seem 
to mind the sweat that dampened his T-shirt and kept 
the stubble on his chin glistening. Aware of my stares 
he finally stopped and turned toward me. He stared 
back at me with a mock sneer on his face. He rolled 
up his T-shirt and began to massage his stomach with 
both hands. The thick fingers kneaded the hairy flesh 
around his navel, tracing out a hundred intersecting 
circles. I knew that this was just the beginning of a 
performance that I had seen many times. 

He rolled the semi-gray T-shu't down over his beUy, 
and I noticed that the shirt stuck to his flesh at a spot 
just below his sternum. In {Continued on page 29) 
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MAKING 
THE MAN 

A COLD coLUAiN OF MOONLIGHT Streaked through the 
sUt in the canvas which was the cabin's fourth wall. 
It penetrated the gossamer mosquito netting which 

hung like flimsy moss over Lester Olson's bunk. He was 
lying awake. He was twelve, but he looked no more than 
nine. Frail, shorter than average, he was pale from stay
ing inside. His father thought he should get outside, so 
Lester was sent to camp. 

"Camp'll make a man outta him," his father said. 
"Wash, brush your teeth, and keep a blanket on at 

night," his mother said, "and don't fall in with the 
bad boys." 

"Don't be afraid to get your hands dirty," his father 
said. "Pitch in." 

"We'll tell the camp director to watch out for you," 
his mother said. 

"Remember, you're on your own, so play it like a 
man," his father said. 

Lester tossed in the bimk and tried to focus on the 
sliver of moon. But he didn't have his glasses on, and 
his eyes stopped where the mosquito netting began. It 
was like a ghostly white wall holding him in. He won
dered if BiUy Snyder, in the upper bunk, was awake. 
He hated Snyder. 

On the first day, after his parents went off, his mother 
stiU talking to the camp director, Mr. Frigg; and his 
father with his arm around Mr. Frigg, like they were 
business friends; BiUy Snyder came into the cabin. 

"Who're you?" he said. 
"Lester Olson." 
"How old're ya?" 
"Twelve." 
"Ya don't look it — ya been sick a lot?" 
That's when Lester knew he wouldn't like Snyder. 

"No," he Sciid defiantly, and began unpacking. He 
picked a layer of folded T-shirts up from the opened 
suitcase and revealed several small bottles of piUs. He 
wished his mother had let him pack. 

"Boy. What's wrong with ya?" Snyder SEiid gaping 
over Lester's shoulder. 

"Nothing." 
"Shurr," Snyder Sciid. "Com'n. Ya may as well tell 

me 'cause I'm gonna live here. I should know, in case 
somethin' happens." 

"They're vitamins, that's aU," Lester insisted. 
He was lying. There were some vitamins, but there 

were also aspirins (colds, headaches), dramamine (nau
sea), iron tablets (anemia — take one every day), 
calcium carbonate tablets (indigestion — one after every 
meal, two after french fries or anything greasy), eye 
drops (every night), nose drops (at least twice a day 
while the cold persists), and a laxative (whenever com
p i l ed ) . He looked at Billy Snyder's round eyes, round 

head, round body. He was bigger, much bigger, than 
Lester, and he knew Lester was lying. 

"Okay. If you don't wanna tell me," Snyder shrugged, 
stuck a stubby finger in his nose and turned away, Lester 
continued to unpack. He vowed that no matter how 
violently the many possible diseases struck, he would 
take no piUs. 

"I guess ya want the bottom bunk," Snyder said. 
"I don't care." 
"Well, a little guy like you would have trouble 

gettin' up ta the top bunk, so I'U take it." 
Lester hated Snyder. But Snyder had thought Lester 

should be grateful. "Look," Snyder said one night before 
taps, "I could beat you up any time I want. You oughta 
thank me for not doin' it." Lester was lying in his bunk. 
He wasn't feeling well. He had a headache, a cold, 
nausea, eye strain, was weaker than usual from his 
anemia, and he was constipated. He did not feel like 
getting beaten up. 

"Why should you beat me up?" 
"Because," Snyder pushed his fleshy foot into Lester's 

face as he climbed into the upper bunk, "you aren't 
thankful." 

T H A T same night Lester decided to start taking his piUs 
again. He didn't want to be sick if he got into a fight. 
Which he did. It was because of Mr. Frigg's snake. 

Lester was walking along the trail from the lake. The 
sun flicked through the treetops as he walked, leaves 
crackled with each step, and a faint breeze lightly 
feathered his face. It was Saturday afternoon — he 
had been at camp for almost a week. He had learned 
to swim, and was able to walk among the trees in free
dom. His father would've been proud of him, and his 
mother would've shrieked, if they had been able to see 
him leaping carelessly into the water or walking list
lessly through the woods. The problem of becoming a 
man was remote, forgotten. The problem of the myriad 
possible illnesses seemed remote too. All of his father's 
dreams and his mother's disasters were left behind as 
Lester's thick-framed glasses sparkled, reflecting the 
thin streams of sunUght which parted the leaves over 
him. The sudden (at least to Lester) fresh, green, clear 
youth of the world hstened to and replied to him. It 
was summer, summer as he never before had seen it. 

The end of the first week, tomorrow, was visitor's 
day. His parents would come. His father would put one 
arm around Lester's shoulders and call him a man. His 
mother would worry about his pills. But that was to
morrow, and today he was free. 

The only problem was Billy Snyder's eyes. The round, 
flabby eyes that watched him at night—the silent eyes 
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that he turned from while he was 
undressing — the curious eyes of Billy 
Snyder. They were the only things 
which had regularly bothered Lester 
over the past week. Because he knew 
Snyder would be watching, he took 
great care to undress with his back to 
him. Lester wasn't sure what Snyder 
was interested in, but he knew it had 
something to do with the difference 
between boys and girls. 

But he only saw Snyder at night. 
He conscientiously avoided him dur
ing the day; and Snyder apparently 
didn't care. So, while Lester was walk
ing carelessly through the woods he 
felt that his first week at camp was 
perhaps the best week of his life. 

The path opened out into the clecir-
ing where the cabins were built. All 
was quiet except for the cluster of 
boys around Mr. Frigg's four-waUed 
cabin. Lester Wcilked across the clear
ing to see what was going on. Maybe 
Mr. Frigg was changing the menu. 
Lester was tired of grainy potatoes 
and rubbery meat. Or perhaps there 
were some special events scheduled 
for tomorrow's visitors. As he got 
closer he saw Mr. Frigg standing 
amidst the boys. There were laughs 
and squeals. Whatever it was, it 
seemed to be fun. 

BiUy Snyder was there. He saw 
Lester first, "Hey, c'mere Lester, see 
what Mr. Frigg's got." 

Darn it, Lester thought. But Snyder 
was only one of a crowd, and Lester 
was curious, so he peered and squeezed 
and pushed slightly until he could 
see what Mr. Frigg was doing. 

And what Mr. Frigg was doing! He 
had a snake draped around his 
shoulders. "Who wants him now?" 
Mr. Figg asked with a toothy leer 
creasing his fat, round face. He ap
proached one of the boys, and handed 
him the snake. The boy took it and 
smiled. Lester was scared. Snakes 
darted out from hidden places and 
their fangs brought painful death to 
the intruder. They coiled menacingly, 
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their tiny yellow eyes fiery with 
anger and hate. They ghded along the 
ground in slithering curves searching 
innocent victims. Lester had had 
dreams of dark nights and thundering 
herds of open-jawed snakes bearing 
down upon him while he stood fear-
frozen. And now, there before him, in 
wTithing life, was a snake. It was 
shiny black, about three feet long 
(which surprised Lester, because he 
was sure that all snakes were at least 
fifty feet long and as thick as phone 
poles). The smiling boy held it in 
both hands. The snake wiggled limply 
in his arms. Lester felt sick. Mr. Frigg 
took the snake from the boy; then. 
stiU leering, he faced the boys one by 
one offering the snake, "Wlio wants 
him now?" 

"Lester." 
Lester turned quickly in mixed fear 

and anger. It was Billy Snyder. Rot
ten, fat, ugly, dirty Snyder. He was 
laughing and shouting at the top of 
his fat lungs, "Lester. Lester. Lester. 
Give it ta Lester. Lester Olson." 
Lester turned back toward Mr. Frigg 
and the snake. The snake was there, 
right in front of Lester. Lester stared. 
The snake stared back, its evil eyes 
glaring, and its forked tongue spurt
ing out in malignant delight. Mr. 
Frigg was holding it. "Here we are, 
Lester," he said, and brought the 
snake closer. 

"No. No," Lester screamed emd 
plunged backwards into the group of 
boys. He turned, blindly shoved the 
tight wall of smiling faces until he 
was clear of them, and stcirted run
ning back to his cabin. He went about 
thirty feet and BiUy Snyder tackled 
him. They grappled until Snyder was 
sitting on top of him, his knees pin
ning Lester's arms, and his fist cocked 
for a death blow. 

"Hold on there, fellas." It was Mr. 
Frigg. Lester sighed — help had 
come. 

"Come on now, Billy," Mr. Frigg 
said. "Get off o' Lester." 

Snyder got up. Lester wearily pulled 

himself up and began to dust himself 
off. 

"Now, let's fight square and fair," 
Mr. Frigg said. Lester looked at him 
in amazement. "Go get the boxing 
gloves hanging on the porch ta my 
cabin," Mr. Frigg said to one of the 
boys. Then he turned to Lester and 
Snyder, put an arm around each of 
their shoulders, and said, "We'H settle 
this like gentlemen. Take off yer 
glasses, Lester." 

The gloves were big. They practi
cally came up to Lester's elbow. But 
they didn't look so big on Billy 
Snyder, who now loomed at least a 
foot taller than Lester in a boxing 
stance waiting for Mr. Frigg's signal 
to stcirt fighting. 

"GO." 
Snyder's gloves were a brown blur 

as they stung alternately on Lester's 
face. Lester futilely pushed at Snyder 
with his cumbersome gloves, but it 
made no difference. Snyder just kept 
hitting him in the face. Lester couldn't 
even see after a few minutes, and 
finally feU to the ground, dizzy and 
numb. Somebody helped him up. Mr. 
Frigg was patting Snyder on the seat 
and saying, "Good fight, son. Nice 
clean fight." Lester pidled off his box
ing gloves. They weren't tied tightly, 
and his small hands slipped out of 
them with ease. Mr. Frigg and Snyder 
stood next to him. "Now I want you 
feUas to shake hands and call it 
squctre. Okay . . . . Come on, Lester, 
shake Billy's hand. Don't be a poor 
sport now, Lester, shake Billy's 
hand. . . . I t was a fair fight, Les. . . . 
Where are ya goin'? . . . Oh well, yer 
not a bad boxer, Billy." 

Lester went to his cabin and cried. 
His whole face stung. He took two 
aspirins for his pedns, and cried again. 
When his parents came they would be 
terrible. His mother would whimper 
over him like a frantic bird, and his 
father would be angry with him for 
not "getting in there and fighting like 
a man." He decided not to go to sup-

(Cantinued on -page 36) 
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HANS' 
HOUSE 

THE TALL̂  WELL-BUILT MAN paced back and forth 
across the breadth of the room. His leonine head 

carried a grimace, and his long red hair, spotched 
with streaks of gray, was rumpled from the running 
of his hand through it. He wore white shorts and a tee 
shirt and in one hand he carried a tennis racket, which 
he occasionally swished mightily at an imaginary ball. 

The man's son, himself bordering on manhood, en
tered the room in a dilatory fashion, stopping in the 
doorway to glance around the room with the air of a 
suspicion of imminent assault. The youth inherited the 
man's head but his body had not yet developed, so that 
the head looked incongruous with the body and to
gether they gave an appearance of top-heaviness. 

Hearing the boy's entrance the man turned to face 
him. "Pablo, I want to talk to you about your behavior." 
He paused, obviously expecting a reply, but none came. 
"I sent you to Anaheim hoping that you might come 
home more a man. Instead you grew more childish. 
Your actions at dinner tonight were inexcusable. I shall 
have no more of it in my house. Do you understand?" 

Agciin no answer came. Pablo stood quietly, casting 
his glance about the room but never looking at his 
father. Pablo had discovered long ago that the insolence 
of silence was the most effective method of peirrying his 
father's wrath while retaining his token independence. 

"I asked you if you understood me," his father 
shouted, his face achieving the same hue as his hair. 

"Yes sir," Pablo said quickly, mimicking the mili-
tariness of Anaheim. 

The man turned his back to Pablo and walked 
farther away. Pablo awaited the order of the day. 
"Tonight, at my mother's, you shall be on your best 
behavior. You shaU do whatever she asks. Is that 
clear?" 

A pause, and then another quick "Yes sir." 
"Now go." 
Pablo sauntered out to the car in an attempt to 

appear as nonchalant as possible. But inside him, stirred 

I 
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up by his father's admonitions, his anger seethed and 
waxed. Pablo turned on the radio of the red convertible 
and backed quickly down the driveway. Once on the 
street he pressed his foot firmly to the accelerator. A 
voice from the radio intruded into his consciousness. 
" — a line of severe thunderstorms has been located 
by the radar unit at the airport. The storms are mov
ing eastward at approximately twenty-five miles per 
hour and should be over western Jefferson County around 
10 o'clock this evening. Repeating — " "God damn rain," 
Pablo rejoined, "god damn rain god damn rain god damn 
rain." Pablo stopped at the Gravois intersection for the 
light. A little girl, five or six, was crossing the boule-
Vcu:d. When she came in front of him Pablo revved his 
motor. The girl jumped in fright and glanced at him, 
the fear of death distorting her baby face. Pablo 
laughed guiltily, but the tension from the house was 
in part released. 

Once on Gravois Pablo made good time. As he drove 
along he thought of his grandparents. He knew the 
evening would be boring, yet he looked forward to it 
with a certain pleasure, for these people treated him 
as though they liked him and appeared at times to 
understand his feelings. Neither talked much and both 
readily accepted his opinions. Grandma always made 
sure he had plenty of snacks and soda. 

Pablo turned off Gravois onto Creek Road. Now he 
slowed considerably as the two-lane pavement curved 
often in following the meandering Gravois Creek. This 
part of the creek was spring-fed; it was clear and 
pure, not like downstream after the sewage had poured 
in. Driving through the dusk Pablo saw groups of small 
boys wading barelegged in the shallow water, leisurely 
searching among the rocks for crayfish. The stream it
self looked small in the bottom of its huge bed. But 
when the rains came it often flowed over its banks 
and blocked the road, for it drained off many miles of 
the surrounding farm lands. It drained the land of 
Pablo's grandfather. 

Hans' house was several miles after the road left 
the creek. Pablo braked sharply to make the turn into 
the driveway, then his spinning wheels shot quarter-
sized gravel onto the asphalt. Pablo parked at the far 
end of the yard. Remembering the rain forecast, he put 
up the top. 

Behind the parking area stretched Hans' eighty 
acres. Nothing grew on them except a few random corn 
stalks which had sown themselves during last autumn's 
harvest. The field lay flat, unplowed, with the gray color 
of rich earth unwatered. No weeds grew in the fields, 
except perhaps at the far edge by the trees, for nature 
respected a lifetime of hoeing and tilling. 

Pablo walked across the lot and into the porch. 
Grandma held open the porch screen for him, and he 
nodded to her when he entered. He sat down on a sun-
faded davenport and grandma sat herself in a metal 
chair. 

"How is Hans?" Pablo asked dutifully. 

"He's getting worse," grandma replied. "The doc
tor said maybe in five months it might be over, but it 
might be longer. At least he doesn't have much pain. 
That's something we can be thankful for. How is 
your family?" 

"Pretty good. Mother was a little sick last week, 
but she's better now." 

"I remember. Your dad was telling us about that 
last time here. He said she probably had a little virus 
infection. Tell me, how was yoiir first year at college?" 

"It's pretty good I guess. It's not as hard as I thought, 
but about the only thing useful I learned was Spanish. 
I hope to go down to Mexico toward the end of sum
mer if father lets me take a car and if I can find some
one who wants to go along." 

"Did you make many friends at school?" grandma 
asked. 

"Not too many," Pablo said, "it's sort of hard being 
put in with a bunch of guys you don't know." 

The conversation lagged. Pablo studied the thin, old 
woman seated across from him. She had always been 
frail, but tonight, in the dusk on the porch, she looked 
more vulnerable than ever. Her cheeks had hollowed out 
and her complexion, in the past a raw red, had changed 
markedly to a soapy white. 

Pablo broke the silence. "You look awfully tired, 
grandma." 

"I am sleepy," she yawned, "and the sooner I get to 
bed the sooner you can leave. Come in the kitchen and 
I'U show you Hans and the cards." 

In the center of the room, a large, old-fashioned 
kitchen, was the table. Hans sat motionless at it, his 
stare falling on his curled left hand which lay before 
him. A tomato bug crawled along his sweaty forehead 
and disappeared into a bushy eyebrow. The hair he had 
left was unkempt and one side of his mouth drooped. 
The cynicism and hopelessness of a rejected prophet 
had etched his immobile face. A white spittoon with 
a wide, dirtied rim sat on the floor next to Hans' foot. 

Grandma went up behind him and laid a skinny hand 
on his shoulder. "Pablo is here," she whispered. 

Hans turned stiffly, with a slowness proper to his 
age. He nodded unsmilingly in Pablo's direction. Grand
ma went to the refrigerator. "I'll make you some ice 
water before I go to bed," she offered. 

"Don't bother, grandma," Pablo said. "I'U make some 
later myself. You should get some sleep now." 

Grandma came over to Hans and pinched the loose 
skin under his chin. "Good night, Hans. You be good 
now, you hear," she said, smiling broadly into his face. 

"AU right, mama," Hans said with a slurred voice. 
Grandma disappeared into the dark corridor which 

led to the bedroom, and after a few seconds Pablo heard 
a door dick. Pablo seated himself next to Hans and 
began to survey the kitchen. Nothing had changed since 
last year, and this was a wonder to Pablo, who was 
accustomed to the constant revisions of his mother. His 
eyes quickly found the dock {Continued on page SO) 
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BRIDGINGS 

IN TEME THE EAiN CAî iE, and then it stopped, and it 
was quieL And from his window he could see that 
now the fields seemed to stretch even farther, moving 

away as the whole panorama of his vision was con
verged on -first one point and then another, until they 
faded indistinctly into the gray haziness of the morning 
horizon. He tapped his hand against the glass in front 
of him cuid watched as three or four droplets zigzagged 
their way down the pane, making very small puddles on 
the siU right below which remained undisturbed in the 
breeze that sifted into the room. It was early yet, but 
the sun had come up, as he could teU in marking over
head the first orange and golden streakings that moved 
into the overcast and were partially obscured by it. 
They came from behind him — from out of the East. 
The crisp freshness of the morning smell wafted in 
around him and he thought of how much better the 
rsdn made the country, at the same time wishing a 
chair were nearer the window — so that he could rest 
easy on one foot and look a little longer. Then, with the 
thought of movement, there was drawn up from deep 
inside him only the smallest awareness, once again, of 
the work that daylight always meant. And aided power
fully by a habit that drove and did not lead him, it 
began slowly to grab at his mind—^to take more and more 
of it — imtil it flooded over everything else and all he 
would have preferred to keep close and protect, and 
he Wcis forced to turn from the window. He put on his 
shirt, then opened the door and walked down the short 
hallway out to the back porch and toward the barn. 

The day seemed now not so much different, in its 
beginning, than years of other days like it, especially 
for one who had seen them pass and had not noticed 
any interruption in their constancy. But it had rained, 
though lightly, and that in itself was enough to dis
tinguish this particular day from the others of the past 
month or two. It was better, he thought, to have grass 
giving a little beneath every step and to know, in fact, 
that the grass was there, planted out in aU directions 
from the house. The air was cold; it cut into him and 
stayed, although he hurried across the yard and tried 
to think only of getting to work. He checked the tractor-
disc coupling hurriedly, then climbed into the seat to 
get the rig under way and out from the shadows that 
hung in about it. 

In a moment, he brought all of it past the farm 
buUdings, bouncing and rattling over the sunlit speck-
lings that filtered through the trees, and moved on down 
the dirt road that stretched away up north. He had 
developed a pride that labor would not hinder, and 
driving the rig made him confident. There was a feeling 
— a touch — necessary for the mastery of it, and from 
what he had seen, only men with practice could be 
trusted. His father and his uncles were men close to 
such things — close indeed to the land, and as he had 
heard, to its society. They were men who knew and 
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did things well, who were kind and Christian and 
personable and just, but their names were to him only 
very hollow-sounding things, for he had not known 
them and his mother's words, after a time, seemed more 
closely to resemble reverie than truth. In fact, about 
aU his father had ever given him was a name — Hollis 
Blair. And this stayed with him, in permanence, though 
most other things had blurred in the tracings of memory 
from the time ten years or so ago that he quit a small 
high school in the southern plains. He worked now at 
what he knew best and he worked for a man named 
Wharton, who would probably be in the fields about 
midday. 

BLAIR had come to know that farming was not a par
ticularly easy job; it was a demanding thing and 

very tedious, and after a time it could tempt a man into 
carelessness. It was not the type of work that made a 
man particularly watchful, and only those for whom it 
meant something to know the land — to take special 
satisfaction in and from it — were apt to concentrate 
for extended periods on the cultivation and care of it. 
Even these, running a rig down a half-mile line at five 
mph, inevitably came to a closer introspection — to a 
withdrawal from the labor that once begun simply re
quired a cyclical repetition that seemed to slow con
siderably as it neared fulfillment. And when alone, Blair 
thought, and occupied with something that needed only 
the slightest effort to perpetuate itself, he always came 
closer to himself. Then, aU the feehng and ambition 
of a life in separation seemed interwoven in the things 
that came and left him in the open air — repeatedly 
judged in memory were his own people, and towns and 
houses and faces that had managed to retain a special 
place among many numbers of their kind. But even 
these, after a time, could become very used and worn, 
especially the recollection of buildings and houses, since 
the more he thought of them, the surer he became of 
their essential alikeness, and so they drifted further 
into obscurity. But the people he had known provided 
a nutrient for his thinking, because they had retained 
something individual unto themselves even as he re
membered them. He knew people to be different from 
one another, but he had great difiiculty in appreciating 
it, since he was not at ease with them. He had known 
only a few even fairly well, and it sometimes gnawed 
into his thinking that these were interested in him only 
because of his work, so perhaps he had never really 
known them at all. But gradually he became assured, 
just in his repeated reflection on it, that there must be 
something meaningful and important for him to take 
from others and to keep, and even now the inkling that 
they were needed to sustain him began to penetrate, 
although he knew with a certainty that first to meet 
them and then to advance into their society was very 
hard. 
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I T was approaching midmorning now and the sun had 
risen higher overhead; Blair noticed the day was 

warming and that the trees and fields around him 
had all been brought to a clearer focus as the sky's 
early paleness turned to a deeper coloring. The land 
was active now. On all sides men and women were 
at work in the crop, irrigating and tending it. Blair 
moved slowly along another hne, shielding his eyes at 
times when the glare got too strong, with a surer at-
tentiveness now demanded of him, as the sun's spreading 
warmth beat more closely on the ground — so that it 
seemed nearly to saturate it, and draw forth a whole 
wavy spectrum of heat rising up from the esirth. Toward 
the end of summer the days cilways got hke this, and 
as the work was carried into the afternoon it made 
more of a demand, on the eyes especially. 

Bleiir was edging his rig up near the end of a line 
now, and the ground lay turned and broken behind him. 
He was looking ahead, across the road and into the 
rich greenness of the field beyond, when something, for 
just an instant, stayed his eye as it swept through its 
normal arc — something irregular and somehow un
expected — so that its impression quickly forced a 
closer inspection, and he picked out four or five som
breros and then, drawing nearer, the shirts and overalls 
that made them men. They were small, aU of them, 
and it would have been diflBcult, he determined while 

moving closer, to have found them consciously against 
the background stretching away behind them. They 
were Mexicans, and it was obvious that they were 
waiting for him. In fact, one of them walked out a 
few steps toward him and Blair slowed, then idled his 
engine, just as he was beginning to turn on the end of 
a swing. 

"You should get a hat," the Mexican said, half-
smihng up at him. 

Blair was surprised at the bracero's forwardness, 
so he took a moment to reply. 

"WeU, maybe," he offered, "but then, don't look like 
one's helped you too much." In saying it, he noticed the 
faded and stained T-shirt that clung to the Mexican's 
body. 

"Alfa'fa es a hot crop, and I no hke butterflies. They 
make you sweat, eh Martin?" A grunt came from a few 
paces behind him. 

"Then how come you work in i t ?" Blair asked. 
"When you come as far north on the plains as we do 

— you expect anything. This is not our land. We do 
as they tell us. But we kinda' like it, don't we boys?" 
The tone in his voice got them all to nod once in agree
ment. 

"Where ya from?" 
"From Sonora." 
"Do they farm down there?" 
'Some," was the reply. 'But there are many Mils 

there. They make it hard. There are few tractors, too 
— especially like yours." 

Blair smiled faintly then. "This makes farmin' easy," 
he said, patting the steering column with his right hand. 

"You plow a straight row, too — and that is part 
of it," the Mexican added rapidly, looking squarely at 
him. 

"Well, I-a guess it is," Blair said, almost laughing. 
"You guys are doing all right, too. The day gets a 
little long in the afternoon, so make sure you take it 
easy." He groped for something else to say but nothing 
came, so he moved to open the throttle again, but the 
first Mexican, and his friends as well, waved to stop him. 

"Have you got a little water to spare?" the one 
asked. 

"Lord — what's wrong with me," Blair swore 
angrily. "Sure I got water — here, pass it around," and 
he gave them a canteen. After they finished, he turned 
on down another line, not quite knowing what to feel 
for having seen them. 

The morning passed slowly, then, and lunch provided 
a respite that was hardly appreciated. Its relaxation 
was effective, though, in weaving into the first hour 
or so of the afternoon a continuum of itself, so that 
the time went much faster. Blair worked steadily, 
moving out of the west, with the sun once again up 
off his shoulder. He saw people in the distance and 
then a few ahead of him. (Continued on page 33) 
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A Night 
for Danny 

I N THE DARKNESS, Danny lay awake. The only sound 
in the room was the soft bubbling sound that Mary 
Ann, his wife, made when she breathed. Mary Ann 

didn't snore, Danny told their friends; she bubbled, like 
a goldfish or a guppy. Danny moved his arm and laid 
his hand on Mary Ann's stomach, which was swollen 
and heavy like the stomachs of the female guppies 
Danny kept when he was a boy. They had swelled up 
and had babies too, little bits of motion as thin as 
threads. His mother poured them down the drain. 

Danny's hand roamed over Mary Ann's stomach. . . . 
It was wonderful, he thought, and funny. Every night, 
when they got into bed, he laughed because she looked 
so fimny pregnant. Tonight Mary Ann had laughed too 
till the tears ran down her face. And she told him, "Feel 
i t Go ahead. Feel it." And Danny put one hand on 
either side of her bulge. He was careful then, worrying 
that he might press too hard and break something and 
that would mean still more trouble with the doctor. 

It kicked when he felt i t Danny hadn't thought they 
really did. Mary Ann said hers kicked, but she wanted 
to think it did. Danny imagined she was having cramps 
or something, vmtil he himself felt it kick. A real kick, 
no mistaking. 

It wasn't kicking now, he thought with dreamy ir
relevance; sleeping it was, with Mary Ann. Danny pulled 
the blanket up over them all (all three of us, he thought) 
and felt their warmth beginning to collect under the 
covers. Warmth that two, now three, made together was 
more intense than the kind of warmth his body made 
by itself under the covers, before he married Mary Ann. 
There used to be the feeling that his body was dissipat
ing outwards into the dark room from the hot center 
of the bed, but now his warmth met another source of 
heat cind combined with this new heat to turn back and 
envelop his own body: revitalizing, almost uncomfortably 
so, the source of the warmth. 

And not only was the new heat more intense, it 
was of a different quality because the heat from Mary 
Ann had a distinct quality, a different smell. Danny 
lay and idly pondered the quality of the smeU. Was it 
just a woman-smeU, different to him only because he 
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had never slept with any other woman, or was it Mary 
Ann's own private, personal smell? He liked to think 
that it was a particular smell that she alone had, because 
then he knew he would always be able to teH her in 
the dark, in bed. He wanted to totally possess her in 
his mind, to enter her being so fully that he could 
know her with all of his senses, even by smeU. 

She slept easily, he thought, slipping into sleep 
quickly, smoothly as swallowing an oyster. She said 
she coiild fall asleep so quickly, because when he was 
there, she felt protected. That was the kind of thing 
she would say. But it was true. Look at the way he 
lay awake and thought about the baby coming, and her 
sleeping without caring. 

The baby coming had caused some disagreement. Not 
an argument: it was satisfying to realize they had 
never had a real argument. One or the other almost 
always gave in immediately when they wanted different 
things. The disagreement was, he wanted her to have 
the baby at home. He realized that rationally that 
would be silly, and impractical, and possibly even 
dangerous. The possibility — the doctor pointed it out, 
she didn't — that it might be dangerous was what 
made him give in. 

That was really their only incompatibility, bethought. 
She didn't have his sensitivity, and he couldn't always 
explain to her why he felt certain things. I t seemed 
cleeir to him that having the baby at home was the 
kind of thing that, fifty years ago say, tied families 
together with a sense of love. If the life of a family 
centered about the home, there would be better families. 
Was there reaUy all that much risk in having the baby 
at home? Danny didn't think so. Hospitals were just 
conveniences for the doctors. They didn't want to come 
to the people any more; the people had to come to them. 
It was probably more dangerous to move Mary Ann 
to the hospital than just to let her have the baby in 
her own bed. 

Mary Ann believed the doctor. That was typical, 
thought Danny. No logic to women. They were either 
gullible or pigheaded. Mary Ann would fall for anything 
that had the trappings of a professional mystique. 
Doctors were supposed to know (Continued on page 38) 
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STEVEN WATCHED THE SUNSHINE through the window. 
A slight breeze played among the trees and disturbed 
the aged leaves, causing them to fidget in wild 

little circles, some to hang on to their thin ties and 
others to twist loose and float gently to earth. The 
neighbors' children gathered the fallen leaves and then 
scattered them by beUyfiops and low dives and then 
gathered them again for a dime, or a quarter if they 
were older, leaving pUes here and there which would 
soon be ashes. 

Steven raised his hands over his head, waving them 
to and fro until the blood left them, and then he al
lowed them to settle slowly to his sides. The returning 
blood brought on a warm, tinghng sensation and Steven 
repeated the process as soon as the throbbing ceased. 
All the time he hummed "Pop Goes the Weasel," em
phasizing "pop" by a soft cluck of his tongue against 
the roof of his mouth. 

He waved his hands and hummed and lowered them 
and hummed and felt the tingly warmth and hummed 
and raised them over and over. The door behind him 
opened. Steven became quiet and motionless and looked 
out the window. He heard an impatient foot tap behind 
him and a reprimanding click of tongue against teeth 
and the door close. His sister, Anne. Then voices forced 
their way under the door and through the thin wall, 
muffled but understandable. 

Just staring out the window and being goofy by him
self, he heard. I know, dear, but what can I do? His 
sister and his mother. But he never plays with the 
other kids. He's nutty. 

The garage door opened and the car pulled in. The 
kitchen door opened. Got the groceries. His father. 
Where's Steven? Maybe he can help me with the in
cinerator. Out playing? 

He's in his room by himself, as usual. Mother. 
Honestly, that boy. . . . Two fingers on Steven's right 
hand ran along the windowsiU like legs. They ran and 
jumped and turned around. Three fingers on his left 
hand bounced along together and the finger-legs ran from 
them. Slowly, steadily the three bounded closer, mother, 
fatlier, sister-sister, father, mother. Then the finger-legs 
turned on the three and jumped among them, kicking 
and stepping until the two hands lay woven together, 
tired from their efforts. 

T H E breeze dissipated to barely a whisper, giving the 
leaves a temporary respite. The children left the leaf 

piles hurriedly. Lunch time was near and to be late 
might mean being kept in all afternoon. Steven went 
out to the living room and settled himself on the 
floor with a crayon and drawing tablet. He drew a rough 
square. The phone rang. The square took on a third 
dimension and became a cube. His mother answered it. 

Hello? Yes, this is Mrs. Allyne. . . . Oh, hello. Doc
tor. . . . Fine thank you. Steven drew a smaU stick 
figure within the confines of his cube. Oh, he's all right, 
I guess. But so quiet, what would it be like inside. Hard
ly ever cries and sleeps a great deal, what would it be 
like. "What would it be like. What would it be like," 
Steven chanted softly to him- (Continued on page 35) 
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Sabre: Finale 

(Continued from 'page 17) 

since graduation, Sully, and it's all I 
care to do. It's the only way to live." 

"Tomorrow morning's job time, 
Thomas," Mary Ann said. "Your 
summer's over and I don't think you 
should loaf any more." 

"Maybe I'U become a hotshot jet 
jockey like Sully." 

"Perhaps you should." 
"WeU, in any case, no sense worry

ing about it today, eh? Tomorrow's 
gonna come too soon as it is, and a 
day like today was meant for sailing. 
Too bad there isn't a boat race, eh?" 

"I'm glad there isn't," she said. "No 
yelling, no screaming, and no sail 
changes. And none of your little lec
tures on promptness, alertness, and 
speed. You can become annoying, 
Thomas, dear." 

"WeU, I don't like to lose races be
cause of your slowness in getting 
chutes up and down. Did you notice 
how fast I got that chute up and 
trimmed today?" 

"We weren't rounding a mark!" 
Morrell laughed; she was right. It 
did simplify things when there weren't 
a pack of twenty-twos bunched to
gether, everyone shouting about room 
and overlaps — scows were worse. 
They were off Winnetka now, maybe 
in Glencoe, almost halfway. It was 
afternoon, and the sun was actually 
hot. He dragged his hand through 
the water; it was pleasantly warm. 
He reached beneath the windscreen 
and grabbed a length of line. 

"Tow time!" he announced. He tied 
one end through one of the jam cleats, 
ran it through an eye, then knotted 
the other end with an impressive 
number of heilf hitches. 

"With a chute up. Tommy? What 
happens if you let go?" 

MorreU laughed. "You figure that 
one out. We're only a few miles off, 
I can sworn it." 

"What about us, though? Sullycat 
doesn't have any idea what to do! 
You're crazy!" 

"Drop the chute and come back, 
then." MorreU dropped the line 
astern, stripped down to his swim
ming trunks, then dove in and groped 
for the line. He found it, and was 
soon being dragged through the 
water, just below the surface. When
ever he needed air, he would roU over 
onto his back and puU his way up for 
a gulp. Twice he puUed his way up 
to the stern of the boat, then he let 
go and aUowed the line to slip through 
his hands tiU he felt the knots, at 
which time he would grasp it and be 
off with a yank again. The boat was 
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at just about the right speed; any 
slower and it wouldn't have been 
any fun, and much faster and hanging 
on would have been diflBcult. The 
water he hurried through was cool 
enough to be invigorating yet warm 
enough to be relaxing. There v/as the 
constant puU on arms and shoulders, 
and he was aware of the water's clear
ness and its greenness and he had the 
feeUng of cleanness. The best of aU 
possible ways to spend the best of aU 
possible days! He finaUy began the 
long puU back, and used the line to 
puU himself up on deck. SuUivan 
flipped him a towel, then handed him 
a beer. MorreU stretched out on the 
deck, using the towel for a piUow. 

"That looks like fun!" SuUivan 
said. He had been so quiet this day! 
Unusual for SuUy — he always said 
a lot. Must reaUze he's with the pros. 

"It's dangerous, SuUycat. Don't be 
misled by its apparent easiness." 

"It's more fun than dangerous." 
MorreU felt tired, tired from the strain 
and the sun. He had been chUled by 
the water and now was being dried 
by the sun. Content. He closed his 
eyes and Ustened to the bubbly sound 
of the huU through the water, the 
hiss. Towing was the highest value. 
Mary Ann could stick the boat, or 
even SuUy could for the few minutes 
it would take her to do anything. 
Rare find, Mary Ann. Fine looking, 
inteUigent, athletic, good famUy. 
Lucky for a change. Seems to care. 
Good ol' SuUy! Glad he could make it. 
Oh, I'm tired! Must stretch. Sleep. 
Lucky about Mary Ann, aU right. 
Should get up and grab a cushion. . . . 

// y EAH, I've known you a whUe, 
• • • too, Mary Ann. Nearly as 

long as Tom." 
"Mmhmm. You're my Sullycat. My 

sUly sweet SuUycat." 
"What's he, your, ah. Tomcat?" 
"No, siUy! Watch your edge! Yank 

in hard, SuUycat! . . . Now ease. . . . 
Gently. . . . There. That's how you 
trim a chute, SuUycat!" 

"I'U teU you what he is. He is one 
of those ugly, ugly things that live 
under bridges and steal Uttle children. 

A troU." 
"And you're my SuUycat." 
"Anyway, Mary Ann, you have to 

be the fair maiden which the troU had 
carried off. And even though he is a 
friend, I'U roU him overboard to save 
you. How's that sound?" 

"Don't do that to the troU! You 
just be my sleek silky Sullycat for 
ever and ever!" Jesus! 

"Ever hear the sound a troU makes 
when it cUmbs up the embemkment to 
the bridge? A harsh, ugly, vulgar 
sound! Double bassoon ascending the 
scales in no recognized hjirmonic 
sequence." 

"I know." 
"So what are you going to do about 

that ugly troU?" 
"Make him get a job." 
"Yeah, I know, trim. Yank it in, 

then ease it out . . . " 

/•OLD. Need a blanket. Where's the 
^ blanket? Cold! . . . MorreU was 
awake, aware of Mary Ann's hand on 
his shoulder. "Wake up. Tommy, 
we're becalmed! It's getting dark." 
He looked around, the skies were 
heavy, gray, menacing; the lake a 
leaden blue. Off North Chicago. The 
main was drooping, and the Uttle jib 
flapping, and SuUivan was aimlessly 
trying to shake some life into the 
chute. Where had the wind gone? 
Wind shift? Had to be! MorreU ran 
forward and ducked under the chute, 
and saw the new wind hurtling toward 
them from the north, stirring up the 
water and roUing the almost black 
squaU line towards them. . . . 

"Let go the spinnaker halyard, 
SuUy! There! Tliat one! Yeah, just 
let it go!" MorreU puUed the chute 
down, disconnected the pole, and 
threw the whole mess into the cock
pit. He could feel the wind now, cold 
and strong, already puUing spray 
right off the waves. He unsnapped 
the boomvang, and quickly trimmed 
both saUs in flat. He took the tiUer 
from Mary Ann and tried to kick 
Sabre over off the wind before the 
wind flattened them. And aU at once 
the boat leaned way over and began 
to drive, to dig to windward. The 
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worst weather seemed to be inshore, 
so he tacked and headed out. There 
were twenty-five or even thirty miles 
an hour of wind — the gusts were a 
bit higher — but twenty-twos were 
tough machines, mad for the North 
Sea and going like this. No need to 
shorten sail, only to strap her in and 
to keep her driving. Rain was driven 
at them, and spray ripped over the 
rails and aboard; Mary Ann dug the 
raingear out and held the tiller while 
he slipped into his. Sullivan looked 
a bit worried; he evidently lacked 
confidence in both the boat and her 
skipper. "Drive, goddamit!" Morrell 
shouted, feeling the thrill of the thing. 
"Get your nose down and drive!" 

T HE jib lay neatly stopped on the 
' foredeck; they came into Wauke-
gan harbor under main alone. The 
rain had stopped, but they were 
soaked from it and the spray, and the 
autumn wind blew cold. Mary Ann's 
mother would surely be up at Lar-
sen's, upset and angry. Mary Ann 
looked tired, and Sullivan quietly 
sipped a beer while he pumped the 
spray out, still not sure about the 
whole thing. Thomas Morrell had the 
tiller in one hand and the mainsheet 
in another, prepared for the mess of 
tacks it was going to take to get up 
the narrow channel. It hadn't been 
that much fun; he was glad to be in, 
even though it meant the end of the 
season and of the summer. He felt 
suddenly old and he was strangely 
weary of it — it was almost as if 
that squall line had swept down to 
steal his youth and then had fled 
with it. Youth and fun and irrespon
sibility and all of that were gone — 
it was time to grow up. Time to go 
to work, time to be sincere about 
Mary Ann. But then Morrell laughed; 
what if tomorrow dawned warm and 
bright and clear, and the lake 
sparkled so, and the call came, the 
appealing song of the gentle breeze? 

— JOHN DRISCOLL. JR. 

(Continued from page 19J 

my mind I could imagine the basin 
of his heavy pectorals and the 
undisciplined flesh of his stomach 
hungrily sucking the cotton material 
down into its depths. He stepped 
toward the water fountain, but before 
he stooped to drink he turned his 
head to one side and let fly with a 
luxurious glob of spittle that landed 
neatly in a circular drain about ten 
feet away. I gave the expected sign 
of approval, and he began to rub the 
water from the fountain over his face 
and neck. When he had finished wash
ing himself off, he straightened up in 
a jerky motion and took two short 
quick steps backward, away from me. 
His motions had suddenly become 
tense, expectant. I had seen this di
version many times before, but I still 
felt a sensation of alarm and fear 
whenever he began those intense, om
inous movements. His right hand was 
poised a few inches from his side. 
His face seemed to mirror feelings of 
cruelty and scorn. His legs were com
fortably spread and his knees were 
slightly bent in the taut half-crouch 
of the gunfighter. As I returned that 
contemptuous gaze, I could sense the 
machinery, the sugar bins, cind the 
giant drive wheels fade from reality. 
There was only he and I, facing each 
other across a parched section of 
ground, and the noise crescendoing 
into a roar. Then there was that 
smooth, swift motion that yet evoked 
my admiration. And he was sudden
ly holding his flashlight in his right 
hand while fanning the barrel with 
his left. The light flickered on and 
off, and the flickering beam feU on a 
spot just below my heart. He relaxed, 
put the light back into his pocket, 
and then gave a high-pitched laugh. 
He was the survivor, and I was lying 
in some dusty street with a bullet 
in my chest, my soft unpracticed hand 
clutching desperately at the handle 
of the unfamiliar weapon stiU in its 
holster, the bullet hole and blood flow
ing from it marring the elegance of 
my expensive, eastern-made suit. 

He walked down the steps onto my 
platform and sat down heavily on a 
sugar bin, the top of which was raised 
about a half a foot off the platform 
floor. He cocked his head to one side 
and looked up at me. He reminded 
me of a playful hound that wonders 
why you just hit him across the snout 
with a rolled-up newspaper. 

"Boy, you look like you just lost 
your best girl." 

"I don't have any best girl to lose," 
I replied. 

"No best girl! Now don't tell me 

a strong young fellow like you sleeps 
alone at night." 

I didn't answer, and we lapsed back 
into silence. 

Suddenly he grabbed a dangerous-
looking wrench and pounded a spot 
about one foot to the left of my head 
on the wooden railing that fenced the 
platform. I tensed inside, but I didn't 
flinch visibly. I had seen the act be
fore. He turned around and smashed 
viciously at the nude calendar girl 
hanging on the makeshift bulletin 
board that had been nailed onto the 
wooden railing. He turned around 
again and faced me. His body was 
hunched forward like an ape's. His 
face was scaircely a foot away from 
mine, and I could feel his hot breath 
and see the network of red veins in 
his eyes. 

"Boy, I'm a mean son-of-a-bitch!" 
He sat back down on the bin and 

took out his pocketknife. He ran his 
hand along the blade and then flipped 
the knife at the bulletin board. We 
both watched the knife stick some
where in the battered nude's midriff. 
I felt my body tighten again. I re
laxed and reminded myself of his 
hopeless inferiority in my world. He 
would never realize his legacy of 
glory. 

"Say boy, what's your first name 
again?" 

"Don." 
"WeU, Don, why don't you take a 

break . , . it's about that time . . . 
okay. . . . " 

"Yeah, I guess it is time." 
He started up the steps a little in 

front of me. When he reached the 
top step, he wheeled around in that 
wonderful fluid motion and drew out 
his flashlight. He was slapping the 
barrel in a fanning motion, but the 
light didn't go on at aU this time. I 
smiled appreciatively. 

"Boy, I'm a fast son-of-a-bitch!" 
MIKE FREEMAN 
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Hans' House 
(Continued from "page 23) 

above the sink, and above that the 
mahogany brown stain on the ceiling, 
which had been caused by the care
lessness of some upstairs tenant long 
since moved. Its darkness was the one 
blemish which grandma couldn't 
cleanse, the one fault she had to ac
cept in her kitchen. Pablo found re
lief in it, for the dullness of the room's 
pastels in some way revolted him. He 
glanced out on the porch and found 
it lighted by the fiill June moon. The 
fields were lighted, the porch was 
lighted, the kitchen was hghted; all 
was light except the mahogany brown 
above the sink. 

Then Pablo noticed Hans, who was 
staring him in the face. "How have 
you been, grandfather?" Pablo asked 
uneasily. The old man nodded his 
receipt of the question but his gaze 
clung to Pablo's face like a cocklebur 
to a sock. He sat very still, his chew 
stuffed in one side of his mouth, while 
his dull, powerful eyes worked on 
Pablo. Pablo tried to think of some
thing else to say but he f oimd nothing 
until, glancing down, he saw the cards 
on the table. "Would you like to play 
cards, Hans?" Pablo asked as he 
started shuffling the cards. Hans 
shrugged his shoulders and emitted 
liis groan of acceptance. His eyes 
turned from Pablo's face to the cards 
Pablo was mixing. 

Pablo stopped shuffling and laid 
out a row of seven cards, the one 
on the left turned up. On these, in 
turn, he laid out a row of six, start
ing on the second card from the left 
of the top row and the first one 
again face up. Then a row of five, then 
of four, laid out in the same manner, 
then of three, then of two, then of 
one, which lay exposed by itself. 

Pablo gave the upturned cards a 
quick glance, then picked up the rest 
of the deck and counted off three, 
looking at the third one. The old man 
had lapsed from Pablo's mind. Pablo 
played the red six on a black seven 
and under the red six was a black five, 
but the third card was useless. PYom 

time to time Hans bent over his spit
toon and dropped a brown deposit. 
The game proceeded satisfactorily. 
When Pablo was stymied he looked 
at the clock, as though the clock 
held the answer, and in the end he 
completed the game with success. The 
faces of all the cards were exposed. 

At the moment of victory Pablo 
noticed Hans' hand lying motionless 
next to the cards. "This is our lucky 
night, hey Hans?" he joked heavily. 
Hans said nothing. He did not turn 
his head but his baleful eyes shifted 
slowly from his hand toward Pablo's 
face. Before they could complete their 
journey Pablo rose. He wished that 
Hans would stop his staring and say 
something, though he remembered 
that the old man — and in the length 
of his memory Hans was always an 
old man — had never said much, not 
only not to Pablo and his cousins, but 
not even to Pablo's father and uncles. 
Walking about the room now, Pablo 
speculated that the old man seldom 
spent more than a dozen words a day 
on grandma herself. 

Pablo decided to make some ice 
water, but when he opened the re
frigerator he found half a dozen bot
tles of beer. He put his hand on the 
neck of one and it was cold. He took 
it from the refrigerator and searched 
out an opener from the top drawer 
of the sink cabinet. Then he sat down 
again. When Hans saw him begin to 
drink he held out his good right hand. 
Pablo started to give him the bottle 
but took it back. "Wait a minute," he 
said as he got up and went back to 
the refrigerator. He felt the other 
bottles and they were cold too. He 
opened one of these and gave it to 
Hans. 

They sat drinking a while. Pablo 
watched in fascination as Hans raised 
his bottle in little jerks, both of Hans' 
eyes watching, guiding the bottle into 
the toothless mouth, so that when he 
moved his head back to swallow, his 
two eyes almost crossed looking down 
his nose at the bottle. 

After Pablo had replaced his first 
bottle he began playing cards again. 
But this time fortune did not smile, 
and often Pablo looked at the clock. 
Finally he gave in and gathered up 
the cards. He sat dejectedly, finishing 
his beer so he could get another be
fore he started the next game. 

Hans had fallen asleep. His short, 
stocky body slouched in the chair, ex
panding and contracting with the 
rough regularity called life. Hans' 
chew was stashed in one cheek, and 
Pablo wondered what he had done 
with it when he had drunk the beer. 
The old man's head had fallen for
ward and a brown spot was growing 
on his white shirt where his chin 
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rested on his chest. The spot was the 
same color as the stain on the ceil
ing, but grandma would destroy this 
one on washday. 

Pablo got his third beer. He dealt 
out the cards, but in the initial run 
through the deck he could not make 
even one play. Halfway through the 
second run he realized the futihty 
of the hand and stopped, leaving the 
unplayed cards scattered across the 
table. He sat back, relaxed, and looked 
at Hans again. Pablo's imagination 
began to conjure up a picture of Hans 
as a young man. The moon-bathed 
fields outside suggested a dull-faced 
peasant with sweaty underarms. In
stead, Pablo pictured a ruggedly hand
some man with wavy brown hair, a 
serious face, and fiashing eyes. Young 
Hans had excited the farm girls at 
the Sunday night social with his 
steady, inviting gaze. 

•r HE NIGHT SKY FORMS Swept in from 
' the west. They closed entrance to 
the moon and cast darkness over the 
thirsting fields, and the darkness over-
swept the porch of Hans' house. The 
darkness drew Pablo from the side 
of the sleeping man, for Pablo learned 
long ago it was best to be alone in 
the black, alone where one was not 
seen and saw not those not alone. 

Pablo stayed on the porch a long 
time, looking out to the west where 
the horizon was lighted by the reflec
tion of unseen lightning. The wind 
stirred up, and after a while it bore 
the damp smell of rain to Pablo's 
nose and the fresh taste of it to his 
mouth. These sensations excited Pablo 
and forced the protection of the dark
ness' caress from him. He waited im
patiently for the wind and the rain, 
his nose pressing against the screen 
like a child's. Then he heard the un
spoken cry of Hans' shuffling feet. 

Hans stood on bent, bowed legs at 
the far end of the table, the light of 
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an early panic burning in his eyes. 
His left hand fought fiercely to hold 
the table's edge while his free arm 
swung in a slow, desperate arc, at
tempting to find support. 

Pablo rushed in with long, awkward 
strides, and in his anxiety he kicked 
the old man's spittoon. The metal pot 
rolled noisily across the floor, spewing 
its brown filth over the linoleum, 
echoing its loud, tinny, accusing voice 
off the walls out into the fields. 

Anger and confusion boiled up in 
Pablo. "Can't you hold it, Hans?" he 
shouted as he grabbed the old man 
under the arms, his fingers pressing 
hard into the cool, moist shirt. The 
weight of the old man was great and 
Pablo held his body close to his own. 

The commotion awakened grandma. 
She came into the kitchen with curlers 
in her hair. "I'll take him," she said 
softly as she glided between Hans and 
Pablo. She steered him into the bath
room, and Pablo was left alone to 
seethe at his uselessness while the 
noise of the pot stiU echoed in his 
ears. His anger increased again when 
he surveyed the corruption on the 
floor. Some of the filth had stained one 
of his pants cuffs and it did not come 
out when he washed it with a wetted 
towel. 

Grandma brought Hans back in and 
sat him by the refrigerator. Then 
she went to a closet and got out a 
bucket and filled it with water. Out
side, the clouds began to drop them
selves with loud thuds on the porch 
roof. "Did you get any on yourself?" 
grandma asked. "No," Pablo replied, 
too embarrassed to mention the spot 
on his trousers. Grandma got down 
on the floor and began mopping up 
the slop with paper towels. "Let me 
help," Pablo offered, himself already 
on his knees. "I'll take care of it," 
replied grandma, intent on her work. 
Pablo felt he had been rebuffed. He 
stayed on his knees, waiting for the 
anger to come, but instead was surprised 
when the desire to help grew stronger. 
For a long time he watched the old 
lady work, her gaunt hands pasted 
with the tobacco-saliva mixture. "L-
Let me help, grandma," he finally 
stuttered. She looked up in surprise. 
"What did you say?" "Let me help, 
please," he repeated. "But, Pablo," she 
said, "I'm almost done." It was true. 
She had begun rinsing the floor. 

Once again on his feet, Pablo 
walked back and forth, wondering at 
and nursing this new urge. Outside the 
rain grew heavier and occasional bolts 
of lightning flickered in the window. 
Grandma finished washing the floor 
and sat down next to Hans. Pablo 
took a chair and sat next to the door
way to the porch, where he could 
smell the fresh, rain-laden air. The 
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three formed an odd triangle; Hans 
and grandma formed the narrow base, 
and far across the room, a room's 
length away, sat Pablo, representing 
the third corner. 

"You had better go when the rain 
slackens some," grandma said, "or 
else the creek might overflow and 
you won't get through." 

"That doesn't worry me," Pablo 
said. "If it rains that hard I can stay 
here tonight. Why don't you get some 
more sleep?" 

"I had pretty much today. Besides, 
I can't sleep with all that thunder and 
lightning going on." 

"Mama, rub my hand," Hans 
pleaded, holding out his left arm. 
Grandma took it and rubbed her 
thumb deeply back and forth in his 
palm. Slowly Hans fell asleep. Out
side, the rain endured; hundreds and 
hundreds of drops pinged off the 
shingles of the porch roof, fiUing the 
kitchen with a low rumble. 

"Do you want a beer?" grandma 
offered after a while. 

"No, thanks, I've had a couple," 
Pablo replied. "I found them when 
I went to get the ice. I gave one to 
Hans too. He seemed to want it." 

"O that devil," grandma laughed 
quietly, he knows as weU as me 
he's not supposed to have beer. WeU, 
one won't hurt him anyway. I was 
going to teU you about them before 
I went to bed. I wasn't sure if your 
dad let you drink yet." 

"He doesn't mind," Pablo said. 
The rumble of distant thunder en

tered the kitchen. Hans awoke from 
his short doze. 

"Did you play cards?" grandma 
asked. 

"We played some. Hans and I got 
lucky and won the first game." 

"Mama," Hans said, "he don't know 
how to play the game." Another round 
of thunder invaded the room, this one 
louder and nearer than the first. 

"You forget, Hans," Pablo smiled 
confusedly, "we won that first game." 

"No," Hans said, "no, you don't 
know how to play the game." Then 
he laughed an old man's laugh, 
muflBed and cryptic and certain. A 
tremendous roar shook the house; the 
light on the ceiling blinked off for 
a second but no one noticed, for a 
huge, sustained flash flluminated the 
kitchen and the porch and the rain
swept fields. Pablo twitched unwill
ingly in his seat from primal fear, 
and all the while, above the roar and 
through the intense, blue-white light, 
he heard Hans' uninterrupted laugh. 

After this great outburst the night 
subsided into a weeik drizzle. Feeling 
there was no reason for his staying, 
Pablo rose to go. Grandma ac
companied him to the porch screen. 

She turned on an outside light, which 
illuminated the mist and gave it the 
musion of blowing snow. He went 
down the steps to the yard. 

"TeU your father we'U be looking 
for him next Tuesday," grandma said. 
"Good night now." 

"Good night," Pablo said, without 
turning to go. 

Grandma switched off the Ught and 
started back in. Hans had wandered 
to the kitchen door and stood there 
now, sUhouetted against the light 
from the kitchen, his legs braced in
to the floor and his arms spread 
clutching the doorposts above his 
head, standing there like a monster 
about to faU upon the fraU woman 
before him, or like a prophet dying 
on his way to exile. 

"Come on in, you siUy old man," 
giggled grandma. Hans put his arm 
on her shoulder and she put her arm 
about his waist. Then they walked in. 
Pablo started up the steps on the in
stinct that grandma could not hold 
Hans, but the ease of their progress 
stopped him abruptly. Now he knew 
he could never help these people. Yet 
he wanted to help, and he felt lonely 
and useless. The wind caught up again 
and the rain beat hard into him. 
Cracks of lightning burst the night. 
Pablo stood stUl, waiting for the 
anger, but the anger did not come. 
Instead the rain softened him and 
the wind cut and molded him. He 
had come a long way, and had a long 
way to home. He would drive along 
Creek Road next to the swoUen 
stream, but the little crayfishermen 
long ago had tramped home. They 
had been tucked into bed by their 
fathers, and so had the frightened Ut-
tle girl. Pablo would drive home, slow
ly on Creek Road through the rain, 
then faster on Gravois through the 
rain, then finally up his own drive
way. He would go in and say good 
night to his father. 

— CHARLES SIEBERT 
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Generation of Overcomers 
(Continued from -page IS J 

the last piece through his cracked 
lips. "Let's go, we don't want to be 
the last ones, the water is always 
warm when you get there last. You 
coming? Well, dammit I'm going, I 
don't want any of that god-damn 
warm water." 

Francis just looked at him. His eyes 
followed Paul down the dust-clouded 
road. He could see others walking in 
the road too. Men, women, and chil
dren — not very many children 
though — all of them slowly walking 
towards what was left of the sun. 
How he'd like to stay at his torn 
canvas home and lie on that careful
ly preserved patch of greenness, clos
ing his eyes and never opening them 
again. He knew he couldn't do that, 
as soon as his eyes would reopen — 
which seemed to him as inevitable as 
the rising of the sun — they would 
be filled with some grey-shirted super
visor lecturing him on how important 
this was cind that was. So he un
willingly pulled himself to his feet. 

"Gotta go, smd that road goes there," 
he thought as he steirted moving those 
half-dead, large-veined legs. 

A COUPLE of thousand forced steps later 
~ his eyes caught the water tower. 
Underneath it — where they gave out 
the portions — there was nothing but 
shadows. He was late. 

"No water for old Francis tonight," 
he thought, rubbing the callous skin 
of his fingers over those two parched 
reds covering what was left of his 
teeth. 

Reaching his goal quicker than he 
expected, he puUsd on the rusted 
metal screen door forcing a small 
opening through which he immediate
ly passed. 

"611789." 
"Here." 
"611790." 
"Here." 
A rather plump, squatty man peer

ing through his glasses was reading 
the list loudly, looking up from the 
paper each time he read a number 
and returning quickly to his neatly 
tj^ed list as soon as he heard the ex
pected response. Francis couldn't find 
an empty seat, so he just remained 
standing in the back of the room. 

"611791," the voice echoed through 
the room once again. 

"Here," answered a surprisingly 
clear voice, obviously one of the more 
recent ones. 

"611 . . . ," trailed off the caH 
from the front 

"You, in the back, what axe you 
doing? Why aren't you sitting?" the 
voice once again boomed. 
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"I co-couldn't find a seat," Fran
cis replied with an unavoidable crack 
in his voice. "I, I didn't want to dis
turb the mee. . . ." 

"Never mind, why are you late? 
Your nimiber has probably been 
called already. Why do some of you 
people always stop the machinery, 
don't you have any responsibility? 
Damn, come on, what's your num
ber? We must get on." 

"611657," answered Francis as he 
found a seat. 

Another two minutes and the last 
number had been Ccilled. 

"WeU, I have some very good news 
to report to you all tonight, news 
that we all can be most proud of," 
the hst-reader began to address the 
people. "I met with a representative 
of the Committee today. He related 
to me that the Committee was very 
pleased with our last report. They 
wish to express their thanks to you. 
I am very pleased to announce to you 
— my fellow citizens — that our 
community had the lowest birth rate 
of any in the 108th district. In the 
past six months only 27 new ones, 
27, were recorded in our community. 
Let me personedly congratulate you 
on your dedication to the cause, so 
truly exemplified by the results. Now, 
as if that isn't enough good news, I 
want to tell you that we are making 
headway throughout the world. Posi
tive signs are beginning to show. The 
plan, because of the people's dedica
tion and work, the plan, I proudly 
and thankfully announce, is working. 
It is working!" 

This praise had httle effect on the 
people. A few cheered, but most re
mained stoically in their chairs. Fran
cis had expected this, he knew the 
people. They were never moved by 
words which didn't have an im
mediate, practical effect. Didn't he 
try? 

The man in the front began to 
speak again, "As a result of the 
forward planning of the experts, this 
community — number 2017 of the 
108th district — our community, in 
the future shall have meat once every 
two weeks. Starting vidth tomorrow's 
meal!" 

This is what they Wcinted to hear. 
Everyone was now on their feet, they 
turned to each other, some smiling, 
others embracing, and still others cry
ing. Progress was possible, their faces 
screamed to each other — progress 
was possible. 

"Go now and remember when these 
trials of ours seem insurmountable — 
remember that we are making prog
ress. We are winning!" preached the 
man from the front of the room. 

Francis looked for Paul but couldn't 
find him. 

A lone journey back to home, 
thought Francis as he pushed the 
screen door, and as earlier it once 
again yielded to his scarcely capable 
effort. 

As he moved slowly from the meet
ing place towards the water tower, his 
attention was cornered by the women 
being checked. There were five lines 
of them — maybe 15 in a line — all 
waiting to be marked, either A for 
safe or B indicating they were desig
nated. The men waited in small groups 
for their women. 

T H A T soft patch of greenness greeted 
' Francis' frail, chafed body with a 
soothing coolness. Past-time soon en
gulfed his thoughts. Charity, twenty 
years dead, brought a visible though 
faint smile to his insignificant face, 
not insignificant enough, however, not 
to be red-dry. They had been together 
when the old regime was a power. 
What happiness he had was she and 
her results. Innocence and Useful. 
There were moments with Charity 
and the Littles when it was aU real, 
when there was something. Innocence 
never saw light, and when Charity 
ran dry. Innocence was no more. (The 
new people didn't do that now.) Use
ful still is, but not in 108 — some
where north — they had need up 
there. It was bad. Innocence's fate. 
Charity cried out, but no one heard 
except Francis. He didn't cry. It hurt 
him, but he knew, he knew that it was 
better than what they are doing now. 

Now-time repossessed Francis. Paul 
sat beside him. 

"Even our unpragmatic ancestors 
couldn't hold us back, even as hard 
as they tried. We're winning!" Paul 
triumphantly exclaimed. 

Francis could always tell when Paul 
had been talking to them. Each time 
when he came back it was the same. 

"What's there to win, Paul, what's 
the prize?" asked Francis, letting his 
hands drop aimlessly to the dust floor. 

"What's there to win?" shouted 
Paul, puzzled at Francis' ignorance. 
"Everything, Francis, everything. Did 
you know there are, there were 78 
million fewer new ones the last two 
halves? It's working, it's really work
ing!" 

"Who are you, Paul? Do you know 
who you are?" Francis sighed. 

"I know who I am and I know that 
I will be," Paul said coldly. "I'm me, 
this individual, this one right here, 
that's who I am. And I want to stay 
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me, I want my individuality. I want 
to be an individual but I have to exist 
to be one." 

"Yes, exist or to have existed," re
plied Francis half to himself. 

"The new people have the answer, 
Francis," continued Paul not hearing 
what Francis had mumbled. "You 
don't see any more fighting or kill
ing, nobody has guns anymore. Do 
you know why it's working? It's work
ing because we, all of us, know that 
there's no other way. You know what 
happened during the other plans, kill
ing and fighting, fighting and killing. 
No progress, never any progress. 
There's a union now, a union of aU. 
One purpose and all working for it 
the sam.e way. No China, no Britain, 
just the All. This is the way, the right 
way, the only way. No one's forcing 
this way on us, it's the only thing and 
for the first time we all see it clearly. 
And it is working, there are signs 
telling us that it's soon going to be 
like it was 100 years ago. There's 
signs of progress. We're winning, we'll 
be well soon. We're overcoming the 
sickness, this plague. I am one of the 
overcomers. We are the generation of 
overcomers." 

Francis was asleep. 

QAWN-TIME came faithfully. 
Light, you're here. The same light, 

aU the time the same light, thought 
Francis as he woke. 

Paul was already up. He was out
side waiting. Francis crawled out of 
the tent and stared at Paul's face 
beaming in the old sunlight. A small 
tornado of dust soon appeared on the 
road. The truck was speeding towards 
them. 

"Get on," a voice ordered Paul as 
the truck slowed to a stop. 

There were about 20 others in the 
truck, all around Paul's age. They 
were going to the fields. Going to the 
sepulcher of their salvation. They 
would raise their saviour again to
day. 

Francis' day-time was filled with 
packaging. Too weak to work the 
fields, he packaged the portions cilong 
with the others of his kind. It wasn't 
far to where the work was and the 
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way was along Big Gap ("progress 
hole," as Francis called it) which was 
the long-time-back river drained by 
the new people because the precious 
nectar-liquid was being wasted. Fran
cis liked to walk this way, he felt 
akin to the dying willows lining the 
banks of Big Gap. He slowly moved 
along Big Gap thinking of future-time 
and after that. 

Existing is hard, it's dirty, it's 
mean. It's got to be, but it can't 
always be, thought Francis. Exis
tence after existing, why can't that 
be now? I've tried, they don't see, 
they will never know. What is there 
to say against nothing, against their 
frenzied clinging to nothingness? And 
it is nothing, existing is nothing next 
to Existence. Begging you, Existence, 
grab me now! I can't do anj^hing for 
the before-new-ones. 

A new blanket of green was spread
ing over the brown. Francis had not 
seen it before, but he saw it now. 

lit T'S your turn today, Francis," Paul 
said anxiously. 

There were two packages today. 
The promised meat was there. Francis 
began the necessary tradition of tear
ing the grey seal and then proceeded 
to awkwardly rip the paper package. 

"Hurry, Francis. I'm hungry, we 
really worked hard today," moaned 
Paul. 

"Here, Paul, take it, take it all. I 
don't want any, I don't want to eat 
any," Francis replied, surprising him
self even more than Paul. 

"Francis, are you sick or crazy — 
this is MEAT!" 

"I don't want to eat, Paul. Take it, 
it's yours, all of it." 

"Sure?" 
"Yes." 
Paul had no trouble with the un

usual amount. Finished, he just stared 
at the empty packages with thankful 
amazement. Things were getting bet
ter, better than even he had expected. 

The road was again filled with dust 
clouds. Francis was walking with 
Paul this time. He was in time for 
the water but he gave his portion to 
Paul. They were among the first in
side the screen door and easily foimd 
a seat. Soon everyone was there and 
seated. The list-reader waddled in 
front of them across the room to the 
table, pausing to review them all be
fore calling the roll. The numbers and 
their complementary "heres" began 
filling the room. 

"611657," caUed the voice. 
"Here," answered Francis. 

Francis was still there. His hot, dry 
mouth confirmed it. Francis was still 
there and he was hungry. 

— JOSEPH E. FAHEY 

Bridgings 
(Continued from page 25) 

But as he came nearer these few-
seemed to divide among themselves 
and to separate, one from the other, 
taking on the shape and form of more 
individuals, about nine or ten. They 
were not well clothed, and they were 
dirty besides. There was a man, his 
wife, and children — aU down on their 
knees near the edge of the field, 
searching their way over the ground. 
They were intent — only the two 
smallest even looked up when Blair 
drew close. They were careful- — 
Blair noticed them aU using their 
hands just as much as their eyes in 
passing slowly from one area to an
other. He stopped and called out: 

"Can I give ya a hand?" 
At first no one answered. Then the 

man, near the center, lifter his head 
to reply. He had no hat and his hair 
hung down close to his eyes and ears. 

"Naw, that's okay. We gotta find 
somethin' here." 

"Looks like you're concentratin',"-
Blair said. "Sure you don't need any 
help? How about a drink?" 

"Thank you," the man answered, 
"but we'U be tendin' to our own. 
Shouldn't take us too long now." 

"How long you been?" 
"Longer'n we like as it is. But it's 

somethin' we have to do. We have to 
find it." Then he added, "We need it." 

"What is it that you're lookin' for?" 
Blair asked. 

The man shifted his gaze slightly. 
"One of my boys lost a dime in 
through here this morning." 

Blair didn't know to say any
thing, then, so he just nodded, and 
went back to work. But it aU drew 
a tightened feeling into him that 
wrapped around the muscles in his 
legs, stomach, and jaws and con
stricted them. And he felt uncom
fortable for a few minutes, and didn't 
like it, even though he thought that 
he'd seen these people before and 
knew them now a little better. 

The afternoon, in its hottest part, 
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began to wear on Blair, and, as he 
judged, on the country and its people. 
There hadn't been too much water 
around the Platte this year. He re
membered last night's rain as an ex
ception. But now his eyes began to 
tire and when the wind was blowing 
wTong the dust hit him fuU face and 
caked around his body from the waist 
up, since he'd taken off his shirt 
hours ago. He stopped for a rest a 
little before four, he reckoned, and 
was just ready to start finishing up 
when down the road, rattling and 
clattering, moved an old pick-up, 
which left the dust behind it swirhng 
into a solid funnel that broke and 
spread an eighth of a mile bdiind. 
i l r . "Wharton was late, Blair knew, 
but only when he saw him coming 
did he realize it. Now he wondered 
what his business might be, this late 
in the day. 

It took only a minute or two for 
"WTiarton to park and walk to the edge 
of the road. He spoke with a Stetson 
shadowing his face: 

"How's it coming, Hollis?" 
"Not too bad — I'm just about 

finished." 
"WeU, it's mighty warm out here. 

Pike's crew has already gone in from 
where they was working over 
yonder." At this he half-waved in the 
general direction from which Blair 
had come. "I was wondering, Hollis, 
if maybe you'd like to knock off?" 

Blair was surprised, because it was 
fairly early yet, and Wharton had 
never asked this before. But he liked 
the idea. 

"Whatever you say," he replied. 
"I think you should," Wharton said, 

"Besides, I hear there's a bit of a 
dance in Lexington tonite — sort of 
an end-of-the-week thing. WiU's been 
talking about it aU day long, and 
3'ou'd be welcome to go in with him." 

"WeU — it's been a while since I've 
been to something like that," Blair 
said, tr3dng then to think of the last 
time, which wasn't easUy remem
bered. 

"Hell, it'd be good for you," Whar
ton shot back. "And ya never can 
teU — might meet somebody. The 

girls in town aren't so bad and you 
ain't exactly an ugly cuss." 

"But I sure ain't much of a dancer." 
"You're going anyway. Hustle the 

rig back home, get some dinner and 
clean yourself up — and you both 
can go in about seven-thirty." 

There wasn't anything more to be 
said and because Blair knew that he 
really didn't want to argue, he of
fered nothing. But in the next few 
hours, in doing the things that had 
to be done, he could think of only the 
people and the music and aU the life 
that would be there, and these things 
ran in and out and back again into 
his mind so rapidly that he could 
hardly settle any one part of them to 
analj^e and predict; but in all of 
this he let his thoughts and hopes 
take form in the construct of an 
evening whose prospects were very 
satisfying. 

A N old barn was set off a few blocks 
from downtown Lexington. The 

paint on it was peeling, there were 
cracks in some of the back walls, and 
heavy winds had, a few years past, 
damaged a part of the roof. But in 
the dusk of a late summer evening, 
only the outline of the building could 
be seen, and so those arriving were 
not even made aware of its defects, 
but instead were conditioned men
tally by the light in the windows, the 
sound of dancing, the company being 
swept inside and all the warmth that 
seemed to be there. 

The whole atmosphere of the place 
caught Blair up in it and took him 
quickly toward the floor, where men 
in bright shirts and denim trousers 
whirled by with girls in plaid jumpers 
and hoop-skirts, to a music that was 
louder and softer at regular intervals, 
so as almost to invite partners to 
swing by once again. He stood and 
watched them — a flashing, happy, 
continuing movement of color and life. 
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and something of him went out to 
them. The haU was a large one and 
the lights overhead left only the cor
ners in shadow, with all the bright
ness to reflect in the people and their 
mood. Crepe in orange and green and 
gold ran from high up near the ceil
ing and crisscrossed near the center, 
down low, so that it was right over 
the dancer's heads and kept them 
away from the middle and spinning 
around the outside, like so many 
wheels circling a hub. And there was 
a flag, a big one, up on the wall be
hind the band at the end of the 
building. 

Blair looked around him, to the 
people who were near and standing. 
Some were old men, with a glass of 
punch in their hands and a blank look 
on their faces. A few were much too 
young, and all they did was point, 
then giggle and babble. He picked out 
two fellows about his age. They were 
whispering together a few steps down 
from him, against the wall. Their 
hands were up near their mouths and 
every few seconds the one would poke 
the other with an elbow in the ribs, 
and this latter would let a few teeth 
show between the fingers of his hand 
that curled around his nose and mouth 
and jaw. They're probably talking 
about girls, Blair thought, and then 
it occurred to him that they most 
certainly should be — since where 
was a more appropriate place than at 
a dance? And what was he doing? 
Just standing there, he reasoned, 
when perhaps he couM be meeting 
somebody, and Wharton's words be
came his own. 

It was in him to get away from the 
crowd around him and so rapidly he 
passed his inspection over the dancers 
— over the entire maze of their 
movement — and out of it, and so 
much that appeared the same, up 
against a taller fellow who wore 
satiny white and dark pants he picked 
out a girl aU in yellow with black 
hair and a golden bow. She was be
ing spun and twirled and danced 
away from him, but he was drawn to 
follow, down the other side of the 
hall. He had moved only a little way 
when the music stopped, and the 
sides were jammed with those who 
had gotten off the floor. He kept go
ing in the same direction, even as he 
was carried in it. Those next to him 
were coming in an opposite one, while 
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further over, to both right and left, 
lines of people were moving with him, 
so that the whole crowd seemed to 
be walking in a series of concentric 
circles. 

By the time he'd reached the front, 
the band, with silk bandanas around 
their necks, had struck up another 
tune. He looked for her again, and 
thought he saw the hair and ribbon 
bob up in the midst of many, but 
they disappeared and he kept walking. 

Blair was nearly back where he 
started now, with apprehension goad
ing him into uncertainty. He was con
fused, and he thought he might leave. 
He was disappointed and he looked 
for another girl, so as even to ask for 
a dance, since this is what he knew 
he'd planned in the beginning, but 
few were free and none held the at
traction of the one in yellow. He 
thought himself misplaced, and want
ed a return to the land and the 
people to whom he'd given of him
self — when the melody stopped, and 
his reflection was interrupted. He 
looked up into a group of girls di
rectly in front of him — and she 
was there. He knew not what to do, 
except to look, for just an instant. 
Then there was movement, in which 
all his hopes and impressions were 
unified and at once fulfilled just in 
the asking of her, for he knew she'd 
accept. Blair danced with her then, 
and she was warm with her smell 
enclosing them both, and he got her 
name before they parted and he 
thanked her. She murmured some
thing and smiled a smile that stayed 
v/ith him as he stepped through the 
crowd, although even then he couldn't 
quite reproduce it. 

On the walkway outside the eve
ning was cool and the breeze felt 
good up against him. He noticed the 
light from one large window shining 
across the yard on an old sycamore, 
brightening it and making it seem 
taller and fuller against a glimmering 
background. 

— CRAIG SIMPSON 

Confines 
(Continued from page 27) 

self. His mother talked. Excuse me, 
Doctor. Steven, will you please be quiet 
when I'm on the phone? I'm sorry, 
Doctor. . . . Yes, he eats regularly, 
but I worry so. . . . what would it he 
like. Steven continued the chant in 
his head. Yes, thank you. . . . Good
bye. His mother turned to him. "Why 
don't you go outside? Just do some
thing." She disappeared behind the 
kitchen door. 

Steven gathered his drawing ma
terial and returned it to his closet. No 
one was outside yet. He heard the 
soft whimpering from the next room 
and went there. "Hello, little baby," 
Steven said. The closed-fisted, open 
mouth baby looked up in his direction, 
trying to focus his pale eyes. Steven 
extended a finger toward the baby's 
knotted hands, but the child made no 
effort to grasp it. "Tickle tickle," 
Steven said. He couldn't teU if the 
baby smiled. Steven picked up a rattle 
and shook it quietly. "Steven." He 
stopped the rattling. "Steven, I've told 
you to leave that baby alone." Steven 
brushed his hand over the wispy 
lock of hair that was nearly the color 
of his own, the small bit of hair 
that hung limply near the forehead 
of the large, jaundiced, veiny skull, 
Waterhead, the doctor had said, and 
then left the room. 

"There you are." His father con
fronted him. "Your mother told you 
to stay away from that baby." Steven 
said n o t h i n g . His father's tone 
changed. "Listen, pal, how would you 
like to help me rake the leaves after 
lunch?" "I . . . " Steven looked down 
at the carpet pressed under his feet. 
The carpet under his father's feet 
was squashed down much farther. 
"I don't know." 

"Look at me when you talk." 
Steven felt a rough hand on his 
shoulder. "When are you going to 
learn to be a man?" The hand went 
away and he didn't look up. wliat 
would it be lilce. 

Steven stood absolutely still while 
his sister raced in and around him, 
poking him in the side and laugh
ing. "C'mon, Steven, time to eat. 
C'mon, goofy Steven." He made no 
movement until his mother's voice 
called sharply, then he walked slow
ly to the kitchen as his sister ran 
back and forth behind him, pushing 
and poking and saying "C'mon, goofy 
Steven." 

He stood on the small step-stool and 
washed his hands and then took his 
place at the table. He picked at his 
food, but this brought no comment 
from his parents because he always 
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just picked at food. Only his sister 
spoke to him. "You eat like a chicken, 
peck, peck, chicken." His parents said 
nothing to her only if I say some-
tliing. 

I saw Mariette and John at the 
market this morning. The wind was 
starting again. Steven saw the colored 
shadows move rapidly across the 
kitchen window. Wanted to know if 
we'd like to come over later for a 
little bridge, blue, green and yellow 
shadows, hut mostly blue. We 
couldn't. Not with that . . . with the 
baby. That's what I told them. They 
said they could come over here if 
it wasn't too much trouble, the colors 
on the ivindoio made it look like the 
colored glass in tlie church. No, I 
don't want anyone to see . . . no, not 
exactly like church, there it's mostly 
yellow and red. They said that you 
shouldn't be hiding yourself, it was 
ivarm in the yellow light. I told them 
not to worry about us. We were do
ing just fine. 

Lunch was over and the children 
were outside again. Steven saw his 
father stuff the leaves into the incin
erator. His sister was helping him. 
He watched the small wisp of smoke 
roU itself around and around until 
it became large puffs, white. 

Activity lessened in the waning 
afternoon. His father and sister were 
indoors. The children left in twos 
and threes. The low sun shone bright
ly through the trees and the rays, 
separated by the leafy shadows, were 
a brilliant gold. Steven went outside. 
He kicked leaves along the grass and 
watched them tumble away from his 
feet. He walked to the incinerator 
where the smoke was gone and opened 
the grated door near the bottom. The 
embers of a few twigs still glowed, 
but mostly there were ashes, dark in 
the center and white near their deli
cate edges. His hand was warm in 
the belly of the incinerator, xohat 
would it he like. The sun was nearly 
hidden behind the far off hills and 
the air grew chilly. He returned to 
the house. 

His mother's voice . . . I wish 
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he'd smile or scream or do something. 
He's so still. His mother was in the 
next room. The doctor said he didn't 
have much chance. I don't see how 
he hangs on, or why. His father too. 
It's a curse. Your family, it runs on 
your side. His mother was nearly 
shouting. My side? What about yours? 
Everyone says Steven takes after your 
side and look at him. Father. We're 
not talking about him. We're talking 
about this . . . this monster. 

Steven shut his ears under the pil
low on his bed. what would it be like— 
would it be like this—quiet and dark 
and warm, who would know, mothe)-
and father? Annef the baby? the 
baby, wlmt would it be like. Steven 
listened and heard no voices from 
the next room. From the living room 
the television made sounds. Jww — 
with the pillow, soft and white. He 
went out of his room and into the next 
very quietly. The only sound in the 
nursery was the asthmatic breathing 
of the baby. The child appeared to 
be sleeping, what would it be like— 
will you tell me. you don't even 
move. . . . now you know and I still 
don't —• you're lucky, wlmt would it 
be like — I want to know. 

There was no sound in the nursery 
as Steven returned to his own room. 
He lay down on his back in the bed 
and pulled the pillow to his face. 
nothing — is this wlmt it is like. His 
mother's voice, strangely calm, came 
through the wall. John. John, I think 
it's. . . . what. It is. Probably suffo
cated. Best for it anj^way. Us too. 
I'U call the doctor. 

Steven rolled over on his stomach 
and cried softly into the cool sheets. 
"I don't know. I don't know," he 
sobbed until he fell asleep. 

— T H O M A S A. D U M I T 

Making the Man 
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(Continued from page 21) 
per — like everything else, the food 
was rotten, too. 

BOIy Snyder didn't come back until 
just before taps. Lester had imdressed 
earlier in order to avoid the usual in
spection, and was already in his bunk, 
awake. As Snyder came in he saw 
Lester in bed. "You hairless little 
chicken," he said. 

"I've got hair," Lester said defiantly 
as he stroked his head. 

"Not on yer head, stupid, between 
yer legs." 

Snyder was right. Lester had no 
hair there. He hadn't even thought 
of looking for hair there. 

"That's a sign yer a man," Snyder 
continued, "I got six." 

"Six what?" 
"Six hairs, you hairless Uttle chick

en. . . . If I knew ya were so afraid 
of a little snake, I'd of done it long 
ago." 

The mention of snakes frightened 
Lester, "Done what?" 

"Put one in yer bed. But don't 
worry, I'll do it one of these nights 
when yer asleep." 

"NO!" Lester didn't mean to say 
it aloud, but the thought of a snake 
in his bed, slipping, winding around 
him as he slept, unnerved him. 

"YEAH! It's in a box in front o' 
Mr. Frigg's cabin. I'U just go get it 
an' put it in yer bed some night. You 
little chicken." 

"You little chicken," his father said 
the next day, "you can't come home 
now." 

"Maybe he should," his mother said. 
"I've got to," Lester said, "they're 

going to put a snake in my bed." 
"Well, get in there and fight like 

a man if anyone even tries to. Show 
'em yer not afraid," his father said. 

"But I am afraid," Lester said. 
"You little chicken. NO. You gotta 

stay," his father said. 
"You know snakes aren't good for 

you. They carry disease. I don't want 
you playing with snakes," his mother 
said. 

"I'm not going to play with any 
snakes, they're going to put one in 
my bed while I'm asleep," Lester said. 

"Heavens! You know you're not al
lowed to sleep with snakes. Perhaps 
we'd better take you home right now, 
before you get very sick," his mother 
said. 

"No! He's staying, and that's final. 
Somebody's gotta make a man outta 
him — you sure aren't," his father 
said. 

T H A T was this afternoon. The silvery 
moonlight had spread across the 

mosquito netting, forming a pallid. 
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glowing curtain around Lester's bunk. 
He parted it and carefully eased him-
seK out of bed. He stood up, stifiiy 
listening for any sign of wakefulness 
from the bulbous heap in the upper 
bunk — nothing but long sleepy half-
snores. He patiently groped imder 
the bunk for his sneakers. He took 
his glasses from inside his right 
sneaker. With his glasses on he was 
able to see clearly in the moonlight, 
and dress easily and silently. He tip
toed out one step at a time, stopping 
to check Snyder after each step. 

The other cabins, and the ground 
itself, had a haunting grayness about 
them in the moonlight. The air was 
chilly. Lester had no problem finding 
his way through the dimness to Mr. 
Frigg's cabin. He saw the box. It had 
a screen on the top. The snake was 
awake. Lester could teU because 
snakes never slept — they waited. 
Lester was sure that life could never 
demand more from him than what he 
was about to do. But there was no 
other way. He leaned over the box, 
averting his eyes from the screen and 
what he knew was coiled tautly with
in, and picked it up. The box was 
heavy, his destination distant, and all 
the while it would be inside waiting 
for him to make a mistake. For an 
instant he felt vaguely heroic, like 
someone disarming a time bomb at 
the last minute. Then he felt sick, and 
began his journey. 

The moon vanished behind the tree-
tops, as Lester entered the woods. The 
path was narrow and almost invisible; 
the box grew heavier. He hoped that 
the snake was getting nervous, be
cause he was. But the snake seemed 
quiet. It'U learn, Lester thought as 
the path rustled beneath his feet. He 
had to be careful. If the snake escaped 
it would probably seek out Lester in 
the night, it's pointed, split tongue 
urging it on in its revenge. In the 
darkness of the woods Lester would 
stand no chance against it. He was 
scared, and the box was very heavy, 
and the woods' end far away. Lester 
felt heroic again, like a dying soldier 
staggering from behind enemy lines 
with the information that will win the 
war. The snake hissed. Lester started, 
and almost dropped the box. He felt 
sweaty and sick. The snake was angry. 
Lester walked faster. 

The black ripples of the lake broke 
the moonlight and scattered its re
flection. The swimming pier stretched 
darkly into the water, like a tense 
animal about to pounce. Lester car
ried his angry burden to the end of 
the pier. The snake was hissing 
violently, and scratching its muzzle 
on the screen in an attempt to lunge 
out at Lester. Lester dropped the box. 
It splashed loudly on its side, aUow-
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ing the disturbed water to flood 
through the screen. The lake made a 
quiet burping sound, gurgled, and 
swallowed the box. He stood for a 
moment at the pier's edge and looked 
at the frantic slices of moonlight set 
pulsating by the gentle wind. There 
was still something left to do. Lester 
was stiU nervous. 

Lester knocked on Mr. Frigg's 
screen door. Only grunting, wheezing 
snores replied. He knocked harder. The 
snores only sputtered momentarily, 
then picked up their old rhythm. He 
kicked the door and set the screen 
humming. The snores stopped, some
thing creaked, something muttered, 
and suddenly Mr. Frigg stood on the 
other side of the screen in his under
wear. His hairy stomach hung like 
rising dough over the top of his 
shorts. He stared down at Lester with 
the blank expression of a disturbed, 
but basically contented, cow. "Whad-
da ya want, Lester? Ya know it's 
nighttime." 

"Yes, Mr. Frigg." 
"Yes what, Lester?" 
"I know it's night." 
"Oh. WeU, good night, Lester," and 

Mr. Frigg started to shut the door. 
"NO. Wait Mr. Frigg." 
"Whadda ya want now, Lester?" 
"I threw your snake in the lake." 

"Oh. Well, we'U talk about it in the 
morn. . . . Why did you do that? It 
took me a long time to get that snake. 
Aren't ya grateful for my hard work 
on behalf o' you boys? Ya know a 
man never stands so tall as . . . as . . . 
WeU, it doesn't matter, you little 
bastard. I'U give ya somethin' ya 
won't ferget," and Mr. Frigg swung 
open the screen door viciously. Lester 
backed away from the huge, flabby 
figure who suddenly looked like BiUy 
Snyder grown into nightmarish pro
portions. 

"Stand StiU, ya little chicken," Mr. 
Frigg said. 

"I'U sue you, Snyd . . . Mr. Frigg," 
Lester said abruptly, stUl backing 
away. It seemed to reach the gray 
menace which was bearing down oh 
Lester. 

"But it was my snake," Mr. Frigg 
whined. "It's not square and fair. I 
oughta be aUowed ta belt ya kids." 

"Why don't you just take me home 
tomorrow?" Lester suggested with 
new assurance. 

"Yeah! . . . No, yer father wants 
me ta make a man outta ya." 

"But I'm only twelve, I'm not a 
man." 

"Ya AviU be, dammit. When I was 
twelve I was the toughest kid on the 
block. I was a man." 

"WeU, I want to go home." 
"NO." 
"I'U do something bad every day 

untU you take me home. The snake 
v/as just a beginning." 

"You little chicken, I'd like ta . . . " 
"You can't, because I'U sue you. 

I'm just going to do something bad 
every day untU you take me home." 

"I can't. I'm very busy tomorrow. 
How 'bout the next day?" 

"NO." 
"Come on, Lester, be reasonable." 
"Have one of the counselors drive 

me home." 
"Okay. But yer father'U kiU ya, 

he's a pretty regular guy." 
As Lester walked back to his cabin 

he looked up at the fuU moon. His 
father would be upset when Lester 
arrived home tomorrow. But he prob
ably wouldn't do anything but grum
ble and swear for a whUe. If he tried 
to kiU Lester, his mother would surely 
have a nervous breakdown — and 
they're expensive. So, his father 
wouldn't be too bad. His mother, of 
course, would be overjoyed at Lester's 
return. It didn't matter, though, be
cause Lester was used to taking piUs, 
anyway. And at least he wouldn't 
have to worry about a snake in his 
bed. 

—LINDBERG GRENEK 
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A Night for Daniiy 

(Contitiued from page 26) 

things other people didn't — because 
they dressed in white smocks, and 
used special instruments, and wrote 
prescriptions in Latin. Anything a 
doctor might say would be accepted 
childishly by Mary Ann. 

Danny looked at his watch. The 
phosphorescent hands had dimmed, 
and he had to bring the watch prac
tically against his eye before he 
could see that it was almost three. 
He slipped out from under the covers 
and groped with his feet in the dark, 
ti'ying to JBnd his shppers. 

A few years ago, in college, he 
stayed up till four practically every 
morning. Sometimes he would study 
that late, more often he would be in 
an all-night bridge game in the dorm 

or out drinking. Occasionally, he 
would just turn out the hghts in his 
room and sit in the dark trjdng to 
find what stations he could get on the 
radio. He still remembered the pleas
ure of skipping across the country, 
attaching himself to various cities one 
by one while all the time looking out 
at the dim light over the back steps 
of his dorm. In this private little 
country of the radio band, only those 
cities with all-night, fifty thousand-
watt radio stations had any existence: 
Boston, with WBZ; New York, with 
WABC; Cincinnati, virith \'VLW; Chi
cago, with two, WLS and WGN; Min
neapolis, with WCCO; even Nashville, 
with WLAC, the funniest, in a cer
tain way, of them all. 

Danny was thinking of those nights 
as he carefully stepped his way to 
the bedroom dresser, quietly slipped 
open one of the drawers, and groped 
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around in it for the small transistor 
radio, the only one in the apartment. 
Finding it, he took it out of the bed
room, down the short hall, and into 
their tiny kitchen. He turned on the 
fluorescent light over the sink. 

The only pieces of "furniture" in 
the kitchen besides the small stove 
and refrigerator were a gray plastic-
topped table and four chairs, more or 
less matching the table in style and 
color. Danny set the radio on the 
table, pulled out one of the chairs, 
then decided that despite the neces
sity of saving to pay the obstetrician's 
bill, their budget could stand the 
strain of a small extra snack. He 
browsed through the cabinets under 
the sink and found a box of cheese 
crackers. Opening it, he discovered 
there were just three crackers at the 
bottom of the box. Still, they were 
better than nothing, and he was about 
to eat them when it occurred to him 
that Mary Ann habitually munched 
on these crackers since she became 
pregnant. With a slight feeling of 
noble self-sacrifice, he wrapped tightly 
the wax paper lining, and put the bo.x 
back. 

Finding nothing else in the cabinets, 
Danny went to the refrigerator. It, 
too, was nearly empty, the only suit
able thing being a haLE-fuU bottle of 
Coca-Cola. Danny took this to the 
table and sat down. 

AFTER a drink of the Coke (which 
^ was flat and tasted a bit aged), 
Danny turned the radio on. The re
sult was a frustrating silence, a con
dition that was not altered by further 
prodding of the radio. Finally, Danny 
took off the back of the case and dis
covered that the batteries had been 
removed. He stared irritatedly at the 
empty space where the batteries 
should have been, and wondered just 
what the heU Mary Ann had done 
with the batteries. Danny had bought 
some new ones just the previous 
month, so they couldn't have gone 
dead. He put the radio down and 
absent-mindedly brushed some imagi
nary dust off his cheek. He shook his 
head to break the spell of perplexed 
disgust which was growing in him as 
he continued thinking about the miss
ing batteries, and, looking at the re-
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maining Coca-Cola, he decided it 
wasn't worth another swallow. He 
put the cork top back on and returned 
the bottle to the refrigerator. He 
closed the refrigerator door and left 
his hands pressed flat against it. 
Smooth, cool, solid, white; refriger
ator doors always soothed him, briefly. 

He walked into the living room and 
over to the glass doors which led 
out to the narrow concrete shelf that 
they called the porch. Up close to the 
glass, Danny looked out at the drive
way of the apartment building, which 
widened into a blacktop parking area 
which in turn ran up to a much older 
stone wall. On the other side of the 
wall were the grounds of a long-
ago luxurious estate, now unoccupied, 
that was gradually being sold for de
velopments like the apartment build
ing Danny and Mary Ann lived in. 

The wall and a hill beyond blocked 
all view, on this side, of the stately 
huge house that formerly was the 
dwelling place of . . . what sort of 
people? Danny had constructed in his 
mind over the months he had watched 
the wall a secret modem Olympus 
where golden-cheeked youths romped 
in grasses growing above their ankles, 
while noble, beneflcent elders looked 
on with sedate enjoyment. The amuse
ments of this ethereal clan were, in 
the main, sensual, but were carried 
on with clear innocence and healthy 
tenderness. These were children of 
nature, privileged because they were 
rich, as Danny would be if he could 
ever get a break. 

The scene — of the wall and the 
blacktop — as he looked at it now 
was faintly lighted by the moon and 
a few lights from the street forty feet 
to the right, out of Danny's direct 
line of sight. It was a picture colored 
in gray. The brown and green colors 
that spotted the wall in the daytime 
and marked it as a simultaneously 
living and corrupting thing were gone 
now, and the soothing illumination 
showed only as much of the wall as 
indicated it might be an everlasting 
monument to the people who built it 
and once lived inside its protection. 

Danny envied the people who had 
lived inside the wall, because they 
had been able to fiolfill their abilities. 
Sensitivity, he reflected, could only 
be fuUy realized in an age when sen
suality was an accepted, an admired, 
joy. 

"Danny," faintly came a voice, 
startling him. 

"What?" he half-shouted in a voice 
in which anger barely prevailed over 
fright. 

"Danny," again; he stood up shaki
ly as he recilized it was Meiry Ann. A 
little panicky, he hurried down the 
hall half-yelling "What?" in staccato 
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bursts. He flipped on the overhead 
light switch in the bedroom, saw Meiry 
Ann jerk her hand up to her eyes, and 
turned the light off with an awkward 
fillip backwards. 

He bent over the bed anxiously. 
"What's the matter?" 

He could hardly see her in the dark, 
hearing her voice clear but strained 
as if she were buried under rocks: "I 
think I'm going to have it, Danny." 

Incredulous, he struggled to be 

reasonable. "Are you sure? I mean," 
(how did he know what he meant?) 
"how, maybe it's just a pain?" 

"I think it really is. I'm almost 
sure." He felt her hand touch his 
arm. "Call the doctor." 

They didn't have a car emd the doc
tor had told them to call him when 
it was time. In the kitchen, Danny 
saw with some resentment for the 
hundredth time the number where 
Mary Ann had taped it on a little 
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piece of paper above the phone on 
the wall. It wasn't that he might not 
remember the doctor's number, she 
said when she put it up, but somebody 
else might have to call. He took the 
receiver off the hook and then hesi
tated as the thought crossed his mind 
that she would have to have the baby 
at home if he didn't caU. On the other 
hand, he realized, he didn't know what 
to do for her. He dialed the number 
with irritation that he hadn't thought 
to find out. 

He listened to the ringing with sat
isfaction that the doctor would be 
inconvenienced — deservedly, for 
forcing this on Danny. The ringing 
stopped, and a voice said hello. 

"Doctor Donnelly?" 
"Yes." His voice was dryly alert. 

Wearing the mantle of capability, 
thought Danny. 

"This is Danny Stebbings. Mary 
Ann thinks she's going to have the 
baby." 

"How often are the pains coming?" 
Danny closed his eyes, preparing to 

have his nose rubbed in his own ig
norance. "I don't know." 

"What makes you think it's coming 
now?" 

That's what I asked her^ he thought. 
"She says she's sure." 

"All right, I'll be there in ten 
minutes." 

He hung up without saying good
bye, Danny noticed. He went back in 
the bedroom. 

"I caUed him," he said. "He said 
he'd be here in about ten minutes. 
Listen, close your eyes. I'm going to 
turn on the light." He turned on a 
small lamp on a bedside table and 
saw that Mary Ann's face was spotted 
with perspiration. For some reason, 
the nttle drops standing out on her 
skin made him feel nervously uncom
fortable. 

"He thought I was having the 
baby," Danny said. "He didn't want 
to get out of bed unless I could pass 
an oral exam on the symptoms of 
pregnancy. This is what happens the 
first time he has to do anything in
convenient." 

"Danny, please don't argue with 
the doctor when he comes," she said 
without a hint of irritation, but rather 
speaking as if she were asking him 
to do a tedious little favor for her. 

"I didn't argue with him, emd I'm 
not about to. But it just goes to show 
you is aU I was saying." 

She spoke as if she hadn't heard 
him, looking at him dreamily. "Dan
ny, just think if it's really coming and 

I have to go to the hospital, it'll be 
the first night I haven't slept with 
you since we've been married. How 
am I going to stsind i t?" She smiled. 

"WeU, hell, that's aH right," he safd 
in a brushing-it-off tone, taking her 
question seriously. "I mean, forget it." 

"Anyway," he continued, remem
bering, "you wouldn't even have to go 
to the hospital . . . " 

"Oh," she faintly sighed, turning 
her face toward the wall. "No, Dan
ny," she said quietly, "please don't 
bring that all up again. I know the 
way you feel, and I guess I'm a rat 
for not feeling the same way, but, 
well, you know I can't h d p it. I'm 
just your silly little girl, Danny." 

Unwilling to argue with this, he 
stood pensively looking down at her. 
Suddenly, he sat alongside her on the 
bed, took a corner of the sheet and 
began to wipe her face with it. 
"You're perspiring aU over, you know 
that? You look like you've been out 
in the rain. It just stays in drops all 
over your face." 

As he wiped, she reached up and 
clasped her hands in back of his neck, 
pulling him down playfully. He ig
nored it until he finished wiping, and 
had surveyed the job critically; then, 
starting at her wrists alongside his 
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neck, he slid his hands down her 
smooth arms to the fleshy part of her 
underarms. He began to tickle her 
Ughtly and she, giggling, let go of 
his neck and reached down to pull 
his hands away. He wriggled them 
inside the armholes of her sleeveless 
pajama top. 

The doorbell rang. She looked at 
him with unspoken appeal, and he 
knew what she meant and, angry 
that she had to show it, rose up from 

the bed and walked out of the room 
without a word. He went out to the 
door of the apartment and pushed the 
button which unlocked the lobby door. 
He opened the apartment door and 
listened to Doctor Donnelly coming 
upstairs, taking his time, scraping the 
soles of his shoes on each step. He 
thought with sullen disgust that the 
doctor was probably in worse shape 
than most of the people he called 
sick. Danny saw him appear at the 

top of the stairs and come shuffling 
down the hall, short, paunchy, his 
black bag mismatched with his brown 
wrinkled suit 

"Sorry to bother you," Danny said 
without cmy particular emphasis. 

Doctor Donnelly walked past Dan
ny through the doorway. "On the first 
one, I get bothered every time you 
people have a gas pain." For the 
second time that night, Danny would 
have liked to tell him that it wasn't 
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he who was having the baby or gas 
pains. He closed the door. 

"Bedroom in here?" Donnelly asked, 
going in the only open direction, 
dovra the hall. Danny followed him 
into the bedroom. 

Danny's clothes were lying across 
the only chair in the room, so he 
stood watching while the doctor ex
amined Mary Ann. asking questions 
quietly, automatically, in a tone that 
demanded replies in kind. Danny was 
both held and repelled by the sight 
of the quick, thin fingers touching, 
tapping, poking, probing, working 
with the malleable flesh. The fingers 
were an impossible part of the body of 
the sluggish-looking httle man. Sur
gical instruments, thought Danny, 
suddenly seeing shining finger-devices 
of cold stainless steel connecting the 
doctor and Mary Ann. 

Danny felt no jealousy toward this 
man fingering his wife's body. It was 
a violation by a machine, and thus 
could not provoke jealousy, but was 
thus the more infuriating because a 

machine was incapable of feeling 
pleasure or appreciating it. The dis
quiet Danny felt was, rather than 
jealousy, humiliation that his love for 
Mary Ann was disparaged by the doc
tor's indifference. 

"Til call an ambulance. I don't want 
to take a chance on taking her in my 
cai\" I t was an announcement made to 
the room in general, in case anyone 
was interested. 

"The phone's in the kitchen," Dan
ny murmured after the doctor, who 
had gone out in the hall apparently 
expecting a phone. 

"Come here and kiss me," Mary 
Ann called. Danny realized she was 
talking to him. He stepped to the bed, 
and she squeezed him around the arm 
he held out. "Danny, don't forget to 
call mother, please. And go over to 
'Mrs. Homan's and get the crib. But 
I guess that can wait. Are you listen
ing?" 

"Snow WTiite and the Seven Me
chanical Dwarfs," he said enigmat
ically. 

"What?" 
"Nothing. \\Tiat happened to the 

batteries from the transistor radio?" 
"Oh, I'm sorry. Were you trying to 

use it? I glued them to the dining 
room table, I meant to tell you so 
you could get some more." 

"Yeah, but . . . what did you say 
you did with them?" 

She giggled, which irked Danny, 
perhaps unreasonably, he realized. "I 
saw this thing in the paper. You know 
how the wings of the table always 
get nicked when they swing down 
when you're not using them? Well, 
there's this column about hints and 
things around the home. And it said 
you could prevent those nicks by 
gluing — you have to get some spe-
cicilly hard glue — batteries under
neath the wings. You can paint them 
or something, too." She seemed to ex
pect him to be happy she had had 
such a bright idea. 

He slumped a little against the bed. 
Confused thoughts occurred to him. 
There seemed to be no cogent com
ment he could make, nor, he realized 
finally, did there seem to be any rea
son to make one. 

Half an houi' later, Danny stood 
shivering even though he had dressed 
and had an overcoat on, watching two 
attendants slide the stretcher on 
which Mary Ann was lying into the 
back of an ambulance. Distorting his 
view of what was happening was the 
red light of the ambulance flashing 
on and off, moving around and 
around, spinning directly into his 
eyes. The scene flickered like an old 
movie, and the red made him think of 
blood. But he couldn't get away from 
the light; no matter where he stood, 
it followed him. 

It seemed as if he ought to tell 
Mary Ann he was sorry for some
thing, but he couldn't remember what 
it was he should have been sorry for. 
He remembered hearing his mother 
say to his father once that she had 
to go through all the pains of child
birth just to gratify his father's self
ish carnal desires. 

That was silly, to think about that 
in connection with Maiy Ann, be
cause she loved him. He knew she 
loved him; besides, she always told 
him so. It occurred to him that his 
mother must not have loved his 
father. 

Driving to the hospital in Don
nelly's car, Danny began to be ner\'-
ous. Ever since he was a boy, he had 
disliked hospitals. Just the smeU of 
them sickened him. There was some 
of that smell on the doctor even now. 

"I don't think there'll be anything 
for you to worry about," said Donnel
ly without being asked. Danny re-
m.ained silent. He had suddenly real
ized that he could have eaten the 
cheese crackers after all. 

—TOM HOOBLER 

SUMMER JOBS 
for STUDENTS 

NEW S'64 directory lists 20,000 summer job open
ings in 50 states. MALE or FEMALE. Unprece
dented research for students includes exact pay 
rates and job details. Names employers and their 
addresses for hiring in industry, summer camps, na
t ional parks, resorts, etc., etc., etc. Hurry!! jobs fi l led 
early. Send two dollars. Satisfaction guaranteed. Send 
to : Summer Jobs Directory—P.O. Box 13593—Phoenix, 
Ar izona. 

JOBS ABROAD 
STUDENTS & TEACHERS 

Largest NEW directory. Lists hundreds of permanent ca
reer opportunities in Europe, South America, Afr ica and 
the Pacific, for MALE or FEMALE. Totals 50 countries. 
Gives specific addresses and names prospective U.S. em
ployers with foreign subsidiaries. Exceptionally high pay, 
free travel, etc. In addi t ion, enclosed vi tal guide and 
procedures necessary to foreign employment. Satisfac
tion guaranteed. Send two dollars to Jobs Abroad Di
rectory—P.O. Box 13593—Phoenix, Ar izona. 

42 The Scholastic 

file:////Tiat


THESE DOORS 

WILL REMAIN 

CLOSED FOR 

YOUR SAFETY 

DURING THE 

CONSTRUCTION 

OF THE MURAL 

,] 
% - ^ 

I 
K 
t 

v ^ ^'^S.'"^€g^^fe^ 

CONTRIBUTORS 

John Driscoll is an Arts and 
Letters sophomore from High
land Park. Illinois. He 
plans to major in English, 
and has been writing fiction 
for two years. 

Thomas A. Dumit is a senioi' 
English major from Chicago. 
He is editor of the 
LeiDi'echaun. 

Joseph Fahe.y is a junior who 
lives in SorinHall. He is 
from St. Louis. 

Mike Freeman is a senior in 
pre-m.ed from Vallejo. Cali
fornia. He is a memher of 
Alpha Epsilon Delta, the 
pre-med honor fraternity. 

VJilliam Green is a senior 
studying for the degree of 
Sachelor of Fine Arts. He now 
lives in Mishawaka v/ith his 
wife. An exhibition of 
his work can be viewed this 
weekend in the Art Gallery. 

Lindberg Gi-enek is the 'pen 
nam.e of a shy fifth-year 
student from Troy. lov/a. 
He informs us that he 
raises prize-winning for-
sythia for extra money. 

Tom Hooblei' is a senior 
English major from Cincin
nati . Ohio. Notwithstanding 
i'umors. he will be editor of 
the Scholastic for one more 
i s sue. 

Charles Slebei't is fx-orii 
kirkwood. Missouri. He is 
a senior majoring in econom
ics, and plans to attend 
law school at Notre Dame 
next yeai*. 

Craig M. S irons on is a senior 
majoring in history. He is 
from San Francisco, and was 
Station Manager of WSND this 
year. 

•}^^^. 

v«-



SCH-P 
REVIEW OF POLITICS 
FARLhV HALL 
P 0 BOX 4 
»OTB£ DAUE IND 

I 
^^tT 

d i ? M ^ ^ 

, .0>iriS3«»*l 

j3-4sWs^' 

. ? <rr M T ! N O 

MANWAP 

We major in many fields 
Today, it takes more than a single 
venture to build a major corpora
tion such as GT&E . . . it takes a 
family of subsidiaries operating in 
many diverse fields. 

Our roots are in the telephone 
business, with operating companies 
providing telephone service to areas 
in 32 states. 

We are also engaged in vital re-

military electronics and space com
munications. 

In manufacturing, our subsidiar
ies produce a wide variety of prod
ucts for business, industry and the 
consumer... from sojjhisticated elec-
tronic components to photoflash 
bulbs. 

And supporting our manufactur
ing arms are a series of research cen-

products and services to meet tomor
row's needs. 

Today, GT&E is one of America's 
foremost companies in terms of dol
lar sales, revenues, and diversity of 
products. 

As a young, aggressive company 
with no limit to its growth, GT&E 
is an enterprise you may wish to 
think of in terms of your own future. 

search and development work in ters working on new and better 

GENEIL\L TELEPHONE & ELECTRONICS 
730 THIRD AVENUE. NEIV YORK 10017 GEE 

GT&E SUBSIDIARIES: Telephone Operating Cos. • GT&E Laboratories • GT&E International • General Telephone Directory • Automatic Electric • Lenkurt Electric • Sylvania Electric Products 


