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MORRIS AND THE FROG-DOG

Kenneth Zellefrow

I hate French poodles.

Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you, buddy. I just figured
I'd sorta start a conversation.

Hi, Alfie. Give me the usual, root-beer soda and a glass of
water.

Root-beer sodas make me thirsty. Like I was saying, there is
no love lost between me and these French poodles. I have a
certain dislike for them—not exactly hate though—which comes
about on account of what a certain member of this species did
to a very profitable relationship I had built up. You know what
these poodles look like. You know, like a rug unraveling or an old
shaggy sock that somebody quit knitting on. Don’t get me wrong
now ; I like dogs but I don’t class this brand of mutt with dogs in
general. Like I said, I got my own special reason for hating these
poodles. Relax, have a coke on me, and I’ll enlighten you.

It all started down South four years ago, where I was try-
ing to catch on with the Louisville Colonels. That's a fair ball
club what was taking their spring training in Mobile. I con-
sidered myself a natural in the outfield, but my hitting wasn’t
exactly cause for rejoicin’. In fact, Spike Dawson, he was the
manager—still is, I guess—confided to me one day that if I was
standing at Atlantic City Beach and was to spit, I couldn’t hit
the ocean. We never did see eye to eye. So as a result me and
Spike parted ways. He stayed with the Colonels and I headed
north with a suitcase and a thumb. Someplace in Alabama—I was
by this time pretty weary of hitching—I sits down for a break
under this shade tree, when I hears someone say, ‘“Didn’t make
the team, huh?” I sits up with a start and jerks around. There
ain’t no one in sight, just a black and white mutt sitting up
against the tree and looking right at me. Now, this was a hot
day like, and I was pretty tired, but still that ain’t no cause for a
mutt to speak to me. I shrugs and goes to lay back down when he
says, “Don’t get excited; it was I who spoke.” He said it just like
that, bad English and all. I looks at him and swore off drinking
immediately. He sorta grins and walks down the bank to me, on
his hind feet. “I saw your glove tied on your bag,” he says, “and
I think you’re just the fellow I'm looking for. Happen to have a
ball with you?” It so happened I had a few new baseballs I had
borrowed from the Club, so I gets one out. “Throw it here,” he
says and trots off a ways. Like I said, it was a hot day and I was
in no mood to play cateh with nobody, let alone a talkin’ dog, so
I lobs one at him. He catches it in his mouth, and before I know
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it the ball is smacking me square in the bread-basket. “I said
th)::ow me one,” he shouts. I'm sitting there completely dumb.
This dog catches a ball, fires it like Johnson, and talks yet. So I
lets one go at him. I got a pretty fair arm, but he handles it
easy and whips it back at me. Know what he was throwing
with? His ear! I sits up and takes a long, slow look at this
freak. He’s a big dog with a stubby tail and long flappy ears, no
particular breed, just plain dog. He trots over to me, on all fours
thLi_s time, and stretches out and starts talking. It seems he has
a hfe'-long desire to play baseball with the Colonels. He had been
hangmg around camp and had seen me when I left; so he followed
me until we were this far from Mobile. He comes right out and
tells me he needs me as his promoter, since everyone he talks
to goes pale all over and starts looking for butterflies. All I got
t(_) do is get him a tryout with the Colonels by explaining the
situation clearly and 1 get 75 percent of his salary. All he wants
is a can of Red Heart daily and an occasional bone. I says, “Let
me think it over.” And then it dawns on me, how does he hold a
bqt? He tells me with his ears, naturally, and I feel like a half-
wit. I kinda just steal away and start racing down the road as
fast as I can, but he sticks right on my heels. I'm pooped pretty
fast and sits down again and he just stands there and grins. Then
hge says that we’ll sneak into town early one morning and I can
give him a work-out before anyone shows, so I'll know what he
can do. Well, I figure I got nothing to lose except time, so 1
agree, and we head for a nearby bar for a drink to clinch the
deal. Morris immediately demands that I give up not only drink-
ing but smoking also. He says that I must lead a clean life like
him and stay in shape if we are to continue in our present
capacity. I ain’t hardly touched a drop since then either.

Funny, did ya ever notice how the paper off soda straws
uncurls like a snake when it gets wet. I always like to watch it—
come in here every day and have a soda, root-beer, and a glass
of water. It kinda relaxes me.

Well, to get on, me and the dog—his name is Morris 1 find
out on the way to Mobile—sneak quiet-like into the park one
morning and I proceeds to try him out. Now, don’t look at me
that way, mister, I'm telling you the exact truth, so help me.
This dog could talk and play good ball. He says he expects to
play ‘outfield and hit at least .320, figuring on his speed for a
few leg-hits. Well, I hits him flies, clothes-liners, and dribblers,
and he fields 'em perfect and ear-whips ’em to the plate on the
hop. Also he don’t play the outfield from one position; he plays
the whole field. He’s really sensational in the field, so I says to
him to try hitting a few while I pitch. I goes to the mound with
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about twenty balls and starts firing them over. He grips the
bat with his long ears and stands on his hind legs and then pro-
ceeds to park four in a row over the wall. Concedin’ I wasn’t
putting no stuff on the ball, that was still hitting in any league.

I says for him to ecase up some, so he uses only one ear and
sprays line-drives all over the park. That was enough for me.
This mutt can hit like Willie Keeler, field like Tris Speaker, and
had an arm—or an ear—like a slingshot. I was convinced, but
curious as to where I was to come in. Morris then tells me that
he will talk only to me and no one else, and therefore I am
necessary if we are to be successful in convincing Spike Dawson
that Morris is really great. With a touching show of sentiment
that I never thought a dog could display, Morris tells me that
he’ll take care of me from now on. So it was to be up to me to get
Dawson to agree to a tryout. This proves to be the hard part. I
figured I'd best break it kinda easy to Spike and then be ready
to make a dash for it if he started winging bats. It took me two
days to get up the nerve to even show at the park, and then me
and Morris just watched practice from way out in right field.
Early every morning I was giving Morris his workout to keep
him in shape, but other than that we were just drifting along.
Finally, I gets up enough nerve and casually saunters over to
Spike, who is a reincarnation of Muggsy McGraw, and starts to
make some light conversation. He is not one to be fooled and
right away says how much do I want and to keep the dog out of
the way of line drives. I just sorta laugh this off and give him
a friendly clap on the back, which he doesn’t approve of very
heartily, then clearing my throat and bracin’ to duck, starts to
tell him about my pal, Morris. At first I thought Spike was
going to laugh. Then he looked like he might kick or swing, then
he gazed back and forth at the sun and my barehead, and
finally he just stood there with his mouth hanging open and his
eyes bugged-out. Spike musta thought this was the limit in
gags 'cause he finally grins, calls the press-boys over, and tells
me to send Morris to the outfield. Well, naturally the whole team
stops to watch, along with the dozen or so spectators, and Spike
himself. I hits Morris a few fungoes, which he fields superbly
and fires to me on one hop. Then I pitch a few and he slaps them
all over, including one which scatters the press and Spike in all
directions. After this performance, everyone is talking at once.
I shrug off all questions, and me and Morris retire to the club-
house, along with a speechless Spike Dawson, the peerless leader.
I try to act nonchalant and indifferent and almost drive Spike
nuts, but I finally agree to let Morris play for the Colonels, pro-
viding I'm carried on the roster as agent for him. Spike wants
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to keep Morris as a surprise until the season opens, but naturally
the press-boys give the whole affair a big play, so we are forced
to unveil Morris in the next exhibition game, a game in which
he really comes into his own, making three beautiful catches,
nailing a would-be run at the plate, and going four-for-five in-
cluding a homer and two doubles and, on top of that, stealing
home twice. Naturally, all of Mobile is walkin’ on air and rival
teams are tearing the door off the league president’s office try-
ing to outlaw the use of dogs in regular competition. The presi-
dent admits that the rules say nothing about using dogs, but
then again, nothing against using them. So he is powerless.
Well, we goes through the exhibition season with Morris burn-
ing up the league and our rivals using big bones, assorted sizes
of cats, and even a mechanical rabbit in an effort to distract
Morris, but no soap. Morris is really dedicated to his profession
and will let nothing distract him.

“Say, buddy, I hear you suckin’ on that empty coke glass.
Want another? I guess it’s okay to hit the bottom once, ain’t it?
Seems I read somewheres that Emily Somebody said it was
acceptable if one could not possibly ascertain if the bottom of
the drink had been yet attained. Always remembered that state-
ment, used to quote it to the guys when we hung around Gus’s
down in Mobile. That was a saloon where I used to frequent
before T met Morris. I guess I'd best finish my yarn, huh?”

Well, as you can imagine, I'm feeling gay and Morris is
content and waiting for the Big-League scouts as we pull into
Louisville for the season opener. Then it happens. Me and Morris
is cooling our heels in the park this morning and up walks this
dame with a poodle on a leash. This dame has real class, a fact
Morris and me both recognize, and then Morris spots this white
mutt and flips his cracker. He even whistles shrilly, and the
dame gets all set to hang a haymaker on me. While her and me
are hedging, Morris is making time with this French import.
Me and the doll—her name is Marie—finally get things settled
and I drags a reluctant Morris away to get ready for the game.
Well, as you probably have already guessed, Morris is washed-
up as a ball player. In fact, he don’t even make a show at the
park; and Spike Dawson, three-fourths the population of Louis-
ville, and eight members of a dogless ball club chase me bevond
the city limits. Well, T was really in the dumps. So I drops into
this gin-mill for a bracer, my first one in over five or six weeks,
since I figures I got nothing to lose. If Morris lets down on his
end of the deal, why shouldn’t I have a good time? I am on my
second one when the bartender says there is a call for a guy
by the name of Solly Finks. This happens to be me and the call
is from Morris, who has watched the action from a safe distance.
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I am about to hang up on the ungrateful mutt when he tells me
that he has me all set up with this dame with the poodle. While
making time with the poodle, he has also fixed it up with me
so well that I am to come over right away. Overcoming a desire
to call Spike and tell him about 1\101‘1:18, I decide to try it out any-
way. Well, everything works out like Morris plar_ls it. Me and
Marie fall in love and get married, and I am really in the bucks.

You may wonder why I hate poodles and I'll admlt_I got no
reason to complain, but still I kinda wish me and Morris coulda
made the big-time. I get to thinkin’ what we Would have done to
the record books and, boy, it’s a pretty sight. Of course, I
couldn’t ask for a better set-up. Marie is all set for life, what
with a cabin-cruiser, summer home in the Poconos, am'i me, All
I got to do is exercise her two dogs, a job I am due for rlghtpnow.
Well, I'll see you around, buddy. Oh, I almost forgot, one of the
dogs is a white poodle and the other is a goofy mutt what talks,
only to me of course.

See ya aroun’.

ILLUSION
John Jurick

You know, it’s an awful feeling when you finally reallge that
you don’t have something within you that you felt certain was
there. I don’t mean something physical or something you can see.
I mean something deeper, an imagination maybe, or sorfle special
mental ability — or how about Writin_g? )’eah, therfe s a good
one, writing. You'd think that this realization woqldn t be n_luch
of a shock because it’s not something that you realize over night.
Anyway, as it turned out, it was a gentle process, but stll_l pretty
shocking in the end. Maybe you had just a little something, .but
as you dug a little deeper you found tl:lat whgt you had was just
a shell. The core was missing, and this core is something which
you can’t manufacture or install. It's gotta be there at the start.
This is the thing you have to build around. .

In your case it was writing. Funny how a little vocabulary
and a few brainstorms can perk you up. Pretty soon you think
you're a big leaguer. Sure, you get compliments all over, and your
roommate liked all your stuff. So did a lot of the guys from down
the hall. Even managed to bring a few tears_w1th a short stqry
now and then. Just picked out the saddest thing you could think
of and wrote about it. Wasn’t hard, a lqt of saq things happen
to a lot of people. All your stuff reeks with sen‘,mment. Man, you

really think you’re hot stuff. Hey, now youre even getting
braver. Gonna try poetry. You try a few. Not bad, corny, but
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they say something, you tell yourself. They have an “inner”
meaning. You're really beginning to enjoy the stuff. Now you
figure you’ll go back and knock out a few brainy short stories,
something with a lot of symbolism. They’'ve gotta be something
religious, or devotional and sad.

Yeah, you got an idea, something that oughta fill the bill.
No problem, just sit down and type away. It doesn’t sound bad,
at least for the first two pages. But there’s a little problem here.
You're up a dead end. You’ll have to start again. So you start
again — same result. With a vicious swipe you tear the material
from the “writer.” You go to bed, but you don’t sleep much.
You're pretty P. O.'ed and plenty disgusted. But — what the
hell, tomorrow’s another day. You’ll try again. Besides, maybe
you've been trying too hard. Take it easy. Tomorrow comes and
as you look out the window, you think about how silly you were
the night before. You're as good as the next guy, and damn it,
you're gonna prove it. At the dinner table you pick out a few
general gems and start a discussion hoping to get an idea.
Believe it or not, it works. Some Joker tells you about how sleepy
he is and you ask him why. He tells you about a kid down the
hall getting a phone call and finding out his dad had had a heart
attack. le’s got no way home, so this guy drives him almost a
hundred and fifty miles. OId routine, sympathy, sacrifice. In
fact, to make it more perfect, the kid didn’t even ask him to do
it, but he knew the kid was broke so he ups and drives the kid all
that distance after midnight. He doesn’t get back till almost
seven-thirty in the morning and that’s why he’s so sleepy.

Now here it is, you think. Nice angle. Oughta make a cute
coupla paragraphs. You start. Everything is going fine. The
ancient typewriter is rattlin’ and shimmyin’. You can even feel
the smile on your face. A couple hours later, you drag the last
sheet from the machine and start checking for grammatical
errors. You find a few, but still it’s not bad. Even when you read
it, you like the tone. You finish your proof-reading and type it up
nice and neat. At the top of the title page you put your name
without capital letters yet, to make it look more professional. You
go to bed and this time you sleep, sleep like a log.

Next day you grab it up and thumb through it quick-like.
You sit down and read it through thoroughly. Something’s miss-
ing. Doesn’t even sound as though you wrote it. The words look
foreign, and there’s no unity at all. You slap the now-wrinkled
sheets together and begin to read them again, a little bit angry
by now. When you finish you are sure. As you leave the room,
the waste basket is bulging with a mangled mass of erasable
bond. This same situation repeats itself many, many times.
You're really sure now.
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Yeah, it’s a miserable feeling when you discover somethl_ng
missing, something you were sure was .there. It’s almost like
losing a friend. Here was this thing which gave you so many
pleasant moments, dreamer’s moments._What happened to it, you
wonder. Then you discover that nothing really happened to it
because it was never really there. You never really knew_how to
put the stuff on paper. Some people say that_a good writer can
write anytime, anywhere, and about anything. That klpd of
goodness isn’t in you. The vague exhilaration you experu_anced
wasn’t genuine at all. In fact, you are even guilty of deceit be-
cause somewhere along the lines, there are a few people who
think you can write well. You know now that you cannot. It was
just an illusion brought to life through fervor. Such a thing
cannot but be temporary. It sure was an awful lot of fun, but all
the fun in the world wasn’t worth the finding out.

THE IMAGE
Lorraine Gitch

The alarm rang at seven as usual; and as if she l]ad been
waiting for its signal, Madge stepped out of bed,.smoothlng back
her long, straight tri-colored hair, and walked quickly toward the
window. The air in the room was stuffy from stale mgaret_te
smoke, and Madge winced her face in discomfort as she hastily
turned both handles of the casement windows and opened the
bottom panel, fumbling through Sally’s souvenir 5:ollect10n of
bottles and glasses arranged in a display on the sill. .

“Sally, get up!” she called methodically to her small friend
asleep on top of the bedspread, curled into an _awkward position
as if to keep warm inside the large football shirt she wore.

A box of stationery, an unfinished letter, and an ashtray

rere spaced around her.

5 "I—II)er pen must be on the floor somewhere,” Madge thought
searching.

s Shegshook her head in disgust, not expecting Sally to wake
up until she was called a few more times. She felt superior to-
ward Sally, who too frequently burned the midnight oil to get her
lessons done. Both girls attended night schlool at the I}earby
university and held secretarial positions during the day in the
city. Yet, Madge had little difficulty. ‘

“What day is it?” Muffled sounds came from the plllo}v.

Madge was almost dressed, standing in front of‘the mirror
and shaping her long hair into a bun. Her face was plq,m,_but with
smphatic features in harmony with her stratlght, stoic figure.

“You're trying to freeze me out, you mmx_!” Sally grumbled
and rubbed her back as she rose to close the windows Madge had
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opened. “Must have fallen asleep, huh? 00000000.” She yawned.
“I was writing to Jim — had to tell him I couldn’t take the early
train. I did tell you that Simonne Legree wouldn’t let me leave
work early, didn’t I? We would have had Friday afternoon and
night, till Saturday, and Sunday afternoon. But, oh, no!”

She lowered her voice and drew her mouth downward in the
corners. “She says, ‘Work to me is just as important as a spring
weekend.” And there she goes, pulling out of the garage in her
limousine at exactly 7:30. Come here to the window and look at
her, Madge! Every morning. She’s like a human alarm clock!
And why couldn’t I ride to work with her? It makes me ill.”

“Probably because you’d never be ready by 7:30.”

Sally began her dramatic gestures again, in a mocking voice.

“ ‘If it may help you girls, there’s a lovely little vacant
apartment in the family house across the street from me — not
far from the University. However, it’s my policy not to become
familiar with my employees.” Well, it’s little, all right! Kitchen,
living room and bedroom — i.e., a hot plate, lounge chair, two
beds, and a dresser. Bath across the hall when you can sneak in
before the patter of little feet.”

She began finishing her letter, writing hurriedly.

“When I'm rich I'm going to buy her out.”

“You’d better get dressed.”

“Yep. In a minute. Would you mail this at the post office
this afternoon, please? Then he’ll get it by Friday. You go by
the post office every afternoon, don’t you ? This afternoon I want
to pick up a pair of Bermudas. Also, did you see my blue shoes ?”

Madge took the shoes out of the closet and began making
her bed.

“Madge, what are you going to do this weekend? I hate to
leave you all alone again, honestly I do.”

Taking a bottle of nail polish out of the drawer Madge began
touching her perfect nails, avoiding the eyes of her friend.

“They’re bringing new merchandise into the store. I prom-
ised I'd help stock it.”

“Okay. Steal me a new suit, will you? Pink. Did you ever
notice the suits she wears? She buys them all at Graden’s, you
know. Madge, do you know what I think about at work — es-
(p;lecially when I type her name and ‘Director, Child Guidance

ini¢’ ?”

She blotted her lipstick on a tissue and threw it toward the
basket with a faulty aim. Madge bent to pick it up.

“I see the day,” she continued, “that I get my doctor’s degree
in psychology and have some experience. After she has taught
me all her secrets of office management and the profession, I

come back to this office. She's old and withered, gathering hg_r_'
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personal possessions. I come in dressed in a chic suit from
Graden’s. I simply sneer and say, ‘Don’t forget your lamp,” or
something like that. What a life! No obligations except to your-
self. Go wherever you please, when you please. And spend your
money for whatever you want. And all the while some plebe is
typing for me and taking shorthand notes of those hours of

analyses.”

“But she’s all alone, Sally.”

IISO?!’

“The nights are long. And at Christmas there aren’t any
stockings hanging on the fireplace — or laughter. Children’s
laughter.”

“Or crying. Listen, remember last year when I was debating
whether or not to get married? I told her I might be leaving,
and for the first time in my life, I thought that she was human.
She said, ‘I hope you’re doing the right thing. I'd like to tell you
to wait, but don’t do what I did.” I thought, ‘Well, here goes —
the Rock of Gibraltar is going to crack.’ I said, ‘You were looking
for perfection, huh? She said, ‘No, all the men I knew made the
same amount of money as I did.” Think of that! Oh, well.”

She slid a comb through her short wavy hair hurriedly.

“There. I'm dressed before you. Let’s go.”

“Don’t forget your key.”

¥No:I:havedt’’

As they walked together down the hall, a small boy dressed
in light blue flannel pajamas that covered his feet stood shyly,
looking through the crack of an opened door.

“Boo!” Sally bent down toward him with her hands on her
knees. “You're supposed to be in bed.” g

The little boy answered earnestly, widening his blue eyes.

“I has to go to the bathroom.”

“Well,” Sally snickered, “it’s that door way up there.” She
pointed.

“But I can’t do the back buttons!”

“Call his mother.” Madge spoke impatiently. :

“Oh, she’s probably in the basement doing diapers. And this
is a national crisis! He's trapped. You go ahead, Madge. I'll run
to catch up. I'll make it. Come on, Johnny. Where there’s a w1’11
there’s a way.” She took him by the hand. “Oh, Madge, here’s
my letter.” -

Madge stood there watching them — Sally chattering moth-
erly nonsense as they hastened up the hall.

“You foolish little girl,” she thought. “How I hate you —
for being what you are and wanting what you think you want.
You’ll never know what it’s like to be like her. Thank God, you’ll
never know,
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MAN ABOUT TO DIE
Kenneth Zellefrow

Jenkins should be coming out of the drugstore any minute
now. Al fingered the automatic in his pocket, such a small thing,
and yet it held instant death there in the clip. It would, in the
space of seconds, spit out the ending of the existence of a re-
spected citizen and erase the sunshine for a wife and two kids.
Funny, thought Al, Jenkins had just been a name to him until two
weeks ago. That was when he got the order from the boss.

Jenking, an obscure city clerk, had unknowingly stumbled
onto some very embarrassing information, information that
could make things uneasy for a few racket bosses. He had taken
the information to the right man first, the right man for the
syndicate, the wrong man for Jenkins. Jenkins had been per-
suaded to keep the matter confidential until the big expose in
two weeks. Two weeks, the time Al had required to arrange this
little meeting and Jenkin’s safe, quiet removal. Now the night
before the time for “the big expose” had come, and Jenkins had
to be cancelled.

Al smiled to himself over his intended vietim. I must be
getting soft, he thought. I almost wish I didn’t have this job. If
only Joey hadn’t been called West! Joey wouldn’t mind killing a
nice guy like Jenkins at all. Jenkins was a typical mouse of a guy,
real good to his kids, probably true to his wife. You could tell a
lot about a guy just from the way his kids acted when he was
around. Take Jenking’ kids; they’'d race down the walk to meet
him at night, then walk hand in hand up to the house, all
chattering like squirrels. He always brought them some-
thing from the drugstore. Tonight was no different; he was
in the drugstore now. Probably getting a couple candy bars.
When the guy comes out of the store I follow him down the stairs,
into the subway, along the platform to his usual waiting place
by the gum machine, and then as the train approaches, I blast
him. The train covers up the noise of the shot well enough for me
to walk idly up the stairs and get away. Real smooth like. Al
smiled. Jenkins had even made it simpler, always doing things
right on schedule, even standing in the same spot every night,
right by the gum machine, like he knew what was up and was
making things easier. Nice guy, thought Al. Tough it has to be
me that cuts him.

Shrugging his shoulders slightly, Al followed Jenkins as he
left the drugstore. Down the steps, just like he was a robot on
a conveyor, mused Al, as he followed the figure into the subway
entrance. There he stands right by the machine, just like always.
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“Excuse me, buddy.”

“By all means, help yourself.”

Real polite guy, mused Al as he moved away. He hadn’t been
able to resist the impulse of looking into his quarry’s eyes a_nd
hearing him speak; so he had made a pretense of getting a stick
of gum just to satisfy his curiosity. His eyes.aren’t any different,
thought Al. I guess he doesn’t know he’s about to die.”

“Shine, Mister?” : gl

Al looked down at the small negro boy who was pleading
with his eyes more than with his voice. A

“Later, kid,” he answered roughly, looking at his watch. The
train would roar into the station in exactly thirty-five seconds.
Passengers began to congregate on the edge of the platform,
Jenking among them. Nice guy, sorta hangs back from the
crowd so as not to push anyone, real nice of him, thought Al
Tossing the unwanted gum to the floor, he withdrew the auto-
matic slowly from his pocket. Damn, he swore under his breath;
Jenking had dropped one of his candy bars and had to move to
retrieve it. Al would have to hurry now. He sprang forward to
get a clearer shot, not seeing the little brown figure at his feet
snatching at the piece of gum. A woman screamed shrilly as the
stumbling man hung awkwardly on the platform edge, then fell
abruptly into the path of the noisy train.

THE CAPTORS AND THE CAPTIVES
Paul Higgins

The day was hot and dry and never-ending,

The road was stony and rutted,

Our pain-racked bodies swayed in unbroken rhythm
Through low clouds of dust . ..

Our faulty minds were still, like broken compasses
Our gaunt captors

Walked watchfully at our side—

Ever ready to give a bruising rifle-blow.

Together we marched,

They and we,

The captors and the captives,

On and on

Through clouds of dust . . .

No one asking any questions.
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BORDER INCIDENT
John Jurick

Johnson and Reilley had worked their way inside the Soviet
Sector, not deep, just a few kilometers the hot side of the Czech-
German line. Their assignment was a complicated thing which
had been worked out to the letter, or almost to the letter. In their
work, as in almost any, unforeseen occurrences could bog down
even the most efficient, and these men were efficient. Theirs
was an efficiency of experience. They were competent military
intelligence agents.

And so it was that they awoke some six kilometers inside
the zone. The rumble of engines startled them as they lay asleep
in a stench-laden, antique irrigation ditch. Johnson scrambled up
the side and peered through the early-morning fog. His eyes
watered as he searched the terrain ahead. “Holy Christ,” he mut-
tered. He turned to beckon to Reilley, who was already crouch-
ing in the mud beside him. Reilley whistled softly as he surveyed
the Russian tanks lumbering down the roadway. He could see four
of the steel monsters clearly, and there was the sound of clanking
metal treads beyond what he could see. Kevin Reilley slid back
down into the ditch. He lay on his back for an instant, brown
eyes staring up into the moving mist. Readjusting the peasant
cap atop his unruly brown locks, he pushed himself upright. “Hey,
Eddie,” he called lightly to the prone Johnson. Eddie Johnson, the
smaller of the two, immediately came sliding down beside him.
He didn’t wear a cap and continually brushed the coal-black hair
from his eyes. He was stocky, and much more mature than his
appearance indicated. Reilley’s voice droned, “Eddie, we’'d better
get the hell out of here while the gettin’s good. We've got a long
way to go.”

“Let’s go,” said Johnson, extending his arm in the direction
they were about to take.

The tanks continued to clank along the roadway behind
them. Both men mounted the opposite side of the ditch, looked
back, then began to crawl over the top of the embankment. Al-
most instantly they froze, as their eves came to rest on the
column of Russian armor parked in the field some two hundred
yards ahead of them. They lay motionless, absorbing as though
in a dream the movement in front of them. There were eight
tanks and more than twenty recon-cars. A little beyond these they
could see mechanized artillery and troop carriers. A bivouac area
lay off to their right. The sound of voices, Russian voices
previously hidden by the clanking of the armor, now came to
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them. Gently, ever so gently, the two men edged backward into
the ditch. Reilley had no sooner reached the bottom than he be-
gan climbing the other side. He looked for a little while, then
worked his way quietly down to the anxious Johnson. “What are
they doin’?” asked Johnson tensely.

“They’'re just starting to set up. We’ll have to wait and see.”

A short while later, he again clambered up the side where
both men had originally seen the tanks. Upon coming down, he
said, “There must be at least a dozen tanks and probably double
everything we saw on this side. They're just starting to bivouac.
Must have been traveling all night. You know where we've land-
ed, Eddie? Right smack in the middle of an armored maneuver.
They’re busy settin’ up a directional antenna right now. Probably
for battalion headquarters. How does that grab ya ?”

“Holy Christ!”” Johnson spat out the words. “How in hell did
we let this happen ? We better start followin’ this ditch. We gotta
get out of here!”

“Let’s go,” answered Reilley, starting to make his way along
the ditch. The two men had crawled about fifty yards when a
coughing sound caused them to stop and hug the meager shelter
on either side of the ditch. Reilley motioned for Johnson to stay
where he was. Slowly then, he moved ahead. The ditch turned
sharply to the left. Reilley peered cautiously around this be_nd.
He jerked his head in suddenly, then crawled toward the waiting
Johnson. He motioned for Johnson to start back. Together they
crawled to the spot from which they had started. “What was it?”
asked Johnson.

Reilley answered slowly, still struggling to get his breatl},
“Must be a company bivouacked back there. They're using this
ditch for a latrine. There were two of the monkeys squattin’ over
the side.”

Johnson laughed quietly. “What’s so funny?” asked the
surprised Reilley.

Johnson stopped his snickering and said, “We sure caught
them with their pants down.” .4

“Nice time to play funny man,” said Reilley perspiring from
his efforts. “Let’s try the other way.”

This time Johnson went first. They had crawled more than a
hundred yards before they heard the voices. They listened for a
while, then again retreated to where they had started. “Did you
hear ’em, Kev?” spoke Johnson. “The lingo’s Ukrainian. They’re
puttin’ up a mess tent.” -

“Yeah, nice place for one in the middle of this cabbage field.”

“What do you think we oughta do?”

“Start diggin’ some sort of cover in this goddamn ditch.”

Reilley’s eyes were already busy searching the sides of the
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wide trench. Finding a soft, comparatively dry area, he removed
a small knife from his shoe-top and started digging. He scraped
the dirt out with his free hand. Looking back, he saw Johnson
still perched on one knee looking in the direction of the voices.
“What are you doin’?” he asked.

“Thinkin’, Kev, just thinkin’.”
“About what ?”

“About the last time we used these knives to dig with —
gbout the grave we dug for Nicholson — a grave fourteen inches

eep.”

“Eddie, will you forget that stuff and start digging!” Reil-
ley’s voice sounded a little strained. He had been thinking the
same thing, and he had caught himself wondering if the miserable
hole he was digging might serve yvet another purpose. Johnson
moved upward toward him, knife in hand. Reilley looked up, their
eyes met for an instant. Johnson laughed nervously, then both
men began to dig. Clumps of brush provided good cover as it was,
and it did not take much digging before the receding crevice took
the shape of a small cave. Reilley hacked off some roots profrud-
ing from the side of the ditch. These he used to form a skeleton
framework over the front of the hole. Johnson was already busy
pulling down hanging patches of thick sod. With these, he filled
in the root skeleton. Both men then climbed a little above their
newly constructed cave and sent showers of dirt down upon the
sod front. One end they left open so that they could enter. After
touching up their handiwork, Reilley sent Johnson in one direc-
tion along the ditch while he went the other. Their purpose was
to erase the prints which they had made in the mud. Both men
retraced carefully. When Reilley returned, he found Johnson
curled up in the cave. Reilley had taken the longer stretch of
prints to erase. He brushed about the cave with a stick he had
picked up, then climbed in alongside Johnson.

“Dinner is served,” snapped Johnson pulling a head of purple
cabbage from underneath his head. Reilley looked stunned. “Did
you go out —” i

“Relax, pal, relax. I just reached over the top;'they’re prac-
tically “growin’ in the ditch. Good stuff, too. Try some.” He
handed the vegetable to the smiling Reilley after pulling off a
few leaves for himself. Together the two munched cabbage
leaves. '

It was a long while before either of the men spoke. Finally,
Reilley broke the silence. “This outfit will probably pull out of
here in a couple days. Then we can get the hell out of here and
get some good chow. I've been thinking, though. We can pick up a
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lot of valuable info here. Break out your camera; we'll photo-
graph some of that armor.”

Johnson answered quickly, “I already thought of that, but
it’s still pretty dim. Wait’ll around noon. The sun’ll help.”

“Now you're talkin’,” spoke Reilley softly. “It’s a cinch we
can’t follow through on the original assignment, but we can sure
as hell make this caper worthwhile.” He poked his head out
through the opening. “Hey, it’s starting to rain,” he said.

“Good,” retorted Johnson, “it’ll wash away a lot of the mess
we made out there. Now be quiet for a while, will ya ? I want to
get some sack time. Besides, you've got my pillow.” He pulled
the cabbage out of Reilley’s unrestraining arms, plopped it in the
far corner of the cave, then curled up, turning nonchalantly away
from the bewildered Reilley.

The surprised look left Reilley’s face. He smiled, then
stretched out and rested. The pelting rain sounded soothing and
the minds of both men let it suggest pleasant things.

They remained that way for what seemed a long time. Finally
Reilley noticed that it had stopped raining. He looked out. “Hell’s
bells, Eddie, wake up. We’ve got ourselves a rainbow. Things are
looking up.”

“Man, I'm hungry,” responded the stretching Johnson.

“Let me have the camera, Ed.”

“Wait'll I fix my hair.”

“Give me that goddamn thing.”

“Dear, you’ve been so moody lately - -

“Are you gonna give me that thing?”

“All right, all right, wait’ll T assemble this miniature mess.
There, here ya are.”

“Thanks, sport.”

Reilley climbed the bank, careful so as not to be seen from
the other side. He made his way upward nicely, edging under-
neath a pocket of overhanging grass. Johnson could see him
looking for a long while. Finally, he put the camera to his eye.
Johnson could not hear the click, but he saw Reilley turn the
film knob and knew he was recording the stuff. After about half
an hour, Reilley came down and climbed inside the hole.

“What’s new, Kev?” asked the curious Johnson.

“Plenty, voung soldier, plenty. They’ve got a cannon out
there that would make Rig Bertha look like a piker. Damn
barrel must be thirty feet long.

“You mean - -

“Yeah, nuclear stuff.”

“Holy Christ.”

“T got about twelve shots. Five of the gun and the rest of
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anything that looked interesting. Man, they really seem to be
organized.”

“Well, let me have a go at the other side. Maybe they
brought some women along.” Johnson took the camera and mount-
ed the opposite bank.

“Careful, kid,” cautioned Reilley,

Johnson lay for a long time staring out over the field.
Finally, he too began using the camera. He lay there for “{hat
seemed an eternity to the waiting Reilley. “Wouldn’t be surprised
if the bastard was sleeping up there,” he thought.

“What did you get?” he asked anxiously as Johnson climbed
back into the hole. :

“Anything you can do, I can do better,” replied Johnson.

“Another one?”

“You guessed it.”

“What else?”

“Armor, armor up the ass. Two heavy tanks,_six light,
twenty-two recon jobs and a funny type of troop carrier. People
in white coveralls climbing all over the gun. Oh, yeah, another
bivouac area off to the left.”

“Did you photograph it?”

‘“Naturally.”

“You know something, kid?”

“What’s that?”

“] think we've got ’em surrounded.”

“You're about as funny as a crutch. How many pictures can
we get on this roll of film?”

“Thirty-two. I can see that you pay attention at the brief-
ings.”

“Well, you see, Kev, it’s like this. This is supposed to be a
brilliant boy’s outfit, and I can’t stand being in that category.
You Harvard bastards don’t show me a thing. You remember the
time I had to pull your educated ass out of — "

“Seems to me I’ve heard this story a few hundred times
before.”

“Reilley slipped off his watch, wound it, then slipped it back
on his brown wrist. “It’s gonna be a long day, kid.”

“Yeah.” :

The conversation seemed to die as both men sat Indian style
leaning against the damp dirt wall. Johnson began cleaning the
camera lens with his handkerchief. He stopped suddenly ; Reilley’s
head jerked up. Voices. Two knives slipped silently from shoe
scabbards. The voices came nearer. It seemed that they were
almost over the shelter. A harsh laugh sounded and the voices
began to fade. Reilley looked at Johnson, then replaced his knife.
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Johnson did likewise. They continued to sit silently. Hours went
by. Finally Johnson crawled to the opening and looked out. Care-
fully he left the shelter and climbed snail-like to the crest. He
could see the trampled path amid the cabbages. Moving his head
slowly, he looked to where it led. His eves widened and he re-
treated quickly down to the shelter. “Hey, Kev,” he whispered
sharply, “that mess tent we heard them talking about — it’s
feedin’ time and there must be a couple hundred of them gather-
ed down there. You can smell the chow way up here. “Maybe we
can move in and steal a little tonight, huh ?”

“Nothing doing,” answered Reilley. “We have to get that
film back.”

“But eventually we're gonna have to get some food.”

“I think we’d better let it ride for awhile. They might move
off this ditch soon. Besides, I want to get a few more shots of
those guns from different angles. With this lens, these pictures
are priceless.”

“Yeah, guess I should have known better. Toss me the
cabbage.” Johnson tore a few leaves from the diminishing head,
handed them to Reilley, then began chewing on one himself.
Between them, they finished the head of cabbage.

“Better pick up a few more of these tonight, kid. Don’t pick
them all from one spot, though,” spoke Reilley.

“Okay, but I'm getting awfully tired of cabbage. That’s all
we've had for the past two days now.”

“Don’t remind me,” said Reilley, leaning back against the
wall.

Johnson took off his heavy woolen button-up jacket, folded it
and placed it beneath his head. He stretched out as best he could
in the cramped hole, then closed his eves. He dozed for a while,
then finally managed to go to sleep. He had slept for some time
when a voice awakened him. He whirled quickly. It was Reilley
coming through the opening. He had a cabbage in each hand.
Johnson looked at his watch through the semi-darkness. It was
six-thirty. “Thought that was my job,” he said.

“You were really sawin’ it off. Thought I'd let you sleep.
Anyway, we're gonna start posting a watch. All kinds of things
happening out there. Looks like they’re having night problems.
If any of them happen to wander down here, we'd better know
they’re coming.”

“] guess you're right. I’ll stay with it till midnight, then
yvou're on. Okay ?”

“Deal,” answered Reilley, taking off his jacket and arrang-
ing it as a pillow.

“Pleasant dreams,” chirped Johnson, huddling in the en-
tranceway.
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The night passed uneventfully with Reilley relieving Johnson
at one-thirty. Johnson awoke of his own accord at five-fifteen.
Reilley was lying on his side, chin in hand, looking out.

“Okay, Kev, I'll take it. Anything happen?”

“Not a soul till about fifteen minutes ago. First Russian
reveille I ever heard. They like their whistles. Wake me at
noon, kid.”

“Right.”

Johnson waited until he was certain Reilley was sleeping,
then moved up the bank. The early fog gave him plenty of cover.
He looked out across the field, but could see very little. He could
hear the tinkle of mess gear and assumed that the troops were
having breakfast. “Breakfast,” he thought. “I'm getting good
and sick of cold cabbage.”

Slowly, he crawled down to the shelter. Reilley woke up,
then went back to sleep. Time passed monotonously. He ate a
few more cabbage leaves, then sat by the entrance until noon.
He woke Reilley. Both men drank some of the stale water from
the ditch. It moved downward toward the latrine area, and this
was some consolation, but it was hard to tell what was being
thrown into it from the mess tent. Nevertheless, they drank,
then ate a little more cabbage. It was the third day with nothing
to eat but cabbage, and both men were considerably weakened.
Their beards were long and coarse. The stale water could not
wash the red from their eyes. Johnson spoke softly. “Kev, we
had better get what pictures we can today, then get out of here
tonight — if we can. What do you think ?”

“] guess you're right, Ed. Let’s have the camera.” Reilley
took the tiny mechanism and left the shelter. He mounted first
the side within which the cave was located, then crawled up the
opposite bank. Johnson watched as Reilley took picture after
picture. When he came back, Johnson asked, “Any change, Kev?”

“T don’t think so. I shot some more, anyway.”

“We move tonight, huh?”

“Tonight.”

“The latrine side?”

“Looks best to me, Eddie. What do you think ?”

“Same here.”

“I’ve been trying to think of some way to cut the film in half,
then separate and go both ways. I don’t see how we can do it,
though. We might just play around and ruin the film. No, I think
we'd better both go tonight — toward the latrine.”

Reilley unbuckled his cloth belt and pulled his trousers down
around his thighs. He pulled the knife from his shoe and cut the
piece of tape from around his leg. Replacing the knife, he pulled
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the .25 caliber Beretta from underneath the tape. Johnson did
the same. They buckled up their trousers and flipped the weapons
in their jacket pockets. Then they sat - - - silent - - - and watched
the sun move across the sky, watched it go down.

Reilley looked at his watch. “Seven-ten,” he said.

“Better wait another hour,” Johnson replied.

“Okay, kid. At eight we go.”

The tension mounted in the darkness. “It’s always the same,
isn’t it, Kev? No matter how many times, it always feels the
same.”

“I guess so, Eddie, I guess so0.”

The darkness lay heavily upon them. They had long since
learned to regard it as a friend.

“Kid,” Reilley whispered.

“Yeah?”

“Time.”

Johnson could hardly make out the hand extended to him
in the darkness. He reached for it. The two hands clasped, a form-
ality both were accustomed to. It served to say good luck, and
possibly good-bye. They never knew which.

They moved out. Slowly, they made their way, walking quiet-
ly, bent over, along the ditch. Johnson felt the camera in his
pocket. They reached the bend near the latrine. There was no one
there. They continued. They walked well up on the bank so as
not to step into the stinking waste which had accumulated there
the last two days. They were still up on the slope when they
spotted the light. It was moving toward them. A Russian soldier,
carrying a small lantern and a rifle, was almost directly above
them. Both men pressed tightly against the embankment. The
man was about to make his toilet; the light shown up into his
face as he squatted. Reilley could see that he was a Mongol. He
was short; his eyes glared with the reflection of the lamp. Reilley
was no more than two feet from him. The soldier finished his
toilet, then stood and began buckling his trousers. It was then
that Johnson’s foot slipped sending a small landslide cascading
into the ditch. The soldier grabbed the lantern and wheeled toward
the sound. Reilley lunged, and pulled viciously at the man’s foot.
Both men tumbled into the ditch, the Mongol still holding the
lantern. Johnson buried the knife in the man’s throat. The in-
tended scream never left the twisted mouth. Blood spurted up
into Johnson’s face. The Mongol's eyes stared horribly for a
moment, then rolled back into the sockets. The lamp glared on
the white orbs. Reilley put it out quickly. “Let’s get out of here,
kid,” Reilley whispered sharply. He started down the ditch, then
looked back. Johnson was still kneeling beside the dead man, his




hand still on the knife handle. Reilley went back. “Eddie!” he
said, “Eddie!”

Johnson looked up slowly. His moist eyes shone in the dark-
ness.

“I’'m okay now, Kev, let’s go.”

Reilley helped him to his feet, reached down and pulled the
knife from the dead man’s throat. He wiped it on his jacket, then
gave it back to Johnson. They proceeded once more along the
ditch. Both men were weak from hunger. They went along some
two hundred yards before they stopped. Both were puffing
from the exertion. Johnson was trembling violently. Reilley
climbed to the top of the bank and looked about. It was dark, but
he could make out the tent forms on both sides of the ditch.
Things looked bad. The ditch would serve as a perimeter patrol
area for sentries on both sides. Softly he slid down to Johnson.
He looked at his watch. It was nine-twenty. In a few hours it
would be almost four days since they had eaten anything but
the cabbage. “How do you feel?” asked Reilley.

“All right, I guess. It was bad for me back there, Kev,” John-
son began to tremble again.

“T know, kid, I know.” Reilley rubbed Johnson’s shoulders
with a massaging movement. Johnson reached inside his jacket.
He handed the camera to Reilley. You had better take this, Kev.
I have a bad hunch about this one.”

Reilley took it and placed it carefully inside his jacket. “Look,
kid,” he said, “we’re both getting out of here, see. You have to
believe that, or we don’t stand a chance. Remember some of the
other rough ones we’'ve been on. What did we always say?
Together we're hard to beat. Right ?”

“Unbeatable,” smiled Johnson. He stood. “Let’s go.”

Once again the men started down the ditch. Reilley checked
the top periodically. They were well into the bivouac area.
Twice they had to freeze as a sentry moved along the top of the
ditch. Johnson’s trembling had almost subsided. They continued
to move. Another half hour went by. They were almost out of
the area now. Just a few yards to go.

Suddenly a livid scream ripped the quiet night. Both men
knew immediately what had happened. Reilley cursed himself
for not taking time to hide the Mongol’s body. Some diarrheic
fool had stumbled to the latrine and found the body of the
Russian soldier. “Let’s get out of here, Eddie. This place’ll be a
hornets’ nest in a few minutes. Both men were up and running
now. Their tiny Berettas were in their hands. They were beyond
the bivouac area. Suddnly a guard loomed on the bank almost in
front of them. His rifle had just started to come up to his
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shoulder when both Johnson and Reilley fired. The tiny weapons
sounded like small firecrackers. The man tumbled into the ditch.
With his last effort, he swung the rifle. The butt swept down
across Johnson’s cheek and crashed against his shoulder. Reilley
saw Johnson go down. He turned him over immediately. “Get
out of here,” winced Johnson, “my shoulder’s broken. I can’t run.”
He was in sheer agony as Reilley dragged him to his feet. The
ragged edges of his collar bone meshed as he tried to walk. He
had to fight to repress the groan as Reilley put his arm around
him. His arm dangled limply around Reilley’s shoulder. Slowly
they made their way along. Reilley looked back continually.
Lights were going on. Men were shouting. Occasionally a motor
would start. Finally the ditch entered a wooded area. Still they
moved as rapidly as they could. Johnson was in a smi-conscious
state now. Reilley kept to the ditch even though it was much
shallower here. Eventually, he half-dragged, half-carried Johnson
up the west bank and started through the woods. Briars tore at
their clothes. Swatting tree branches cut their faces. They con-
tinued on. The noise and clamor had died out. They couldn’t even
see the lights. Reilley labored beneath his burden. Johnson
struggled to help, but was almost completely dependent on his
friend. Reilley drove himself mercilessly. Oceassionally he sobbed
aloud. He cursed the darkness, and slapped viciously at the briars.
Both men were bleeding. They were haggard and weak from
hunger, but they dared not stop. Reilley glanced at his watch. It
was twelve-forty. Suddenly he dropped Johnson to the ground,
then lay beside him. He had heard a vehicle. They must be near
a road. He saw a pair of headlights moving about fifty yards in
front of him. He watched intently as the vehicle came to a stop.
It was a recon-car. He listened to the commands and saw the
troops disperse past the headlights, rifles at port. “There must be
at least six,” he thought. He turned as Johnson lifted his head
from the ground. “Kev,” he started. Reilley’s hand quickly
clamped over his mouth. Johnson understood. Reilley put his
mouth against Johnson’s ear and told him his plan. The lights on
the vehicle had gone out. They could hear the soldiers thrashing
on both sides of them. Six lanterns blinked through the brush.
Slowly the two men crawled forward. The brief rest had helped
Johnson, whose shoulder sageged grotesquely. Slowly, carefully,
they moved. The noise of thrashing men on both sides gave them
good cover. Soon they were within ten yards of the road. Reilley
took the knife from his shoe, then began to inch his way forward
torturously. He snaked his way onto the road. He was some
fifteen yards behind the vehicle. He continued to move forward.
He was almost behind the car now. The figure in the driver’s
seat stirred. Reilley froze. He waited until the man had settled
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in the seat. Again, he moved in. He was directly behind the car
now. Slowly he stepped around behind the left rear tire. He rose
to his knees, knife ready. The figure sat, one foot propped over
the seat, turned angularly toward the woods. Reilley stood,
hesitated for just an instant, then slipped his left hand over the
man’s mouth; the right plunged downward. Reilley’s five-inch
blade dug deep into the subclavian area just inside the clavicle.
The driver slumped backward, and Reilley lowered him to the
ground. Instantly, he turned and ran back for Johnson. He found
him just as he had left him, covering the action with his tiny
Beretta. He helped him to his feet and together they staggered to
the car. The sound of the thrashing was still far away. He sup-
posed it was part of a hurried plan to surround the ditch. Quickly
he helped Johnson into the car. He felt for the starter with his
foot. He groped for an instant, then flipped the knob ignition
and tramped hard on the starter. The motor caught quickly, and
they were off. He ground the gears badly as they tore down the
road without lights. He drove this way until he could no longer
make out the road, then flicked on the lights. The small road cut
across a larger hard-surfaced road and Reilley swung left. A
sign told him he was four kilometers from the border. Johnson
collapsed beside him. Reilley pulled him toward him until his head
rested on his lap. He sped through the night. Faintly, he could
see the lights of the tiny check point ahead. The vehicle responded
to his gentle braking and he slipped it into second gear. He
pushed Johnson down on the floor. In this manner, he approached
the gate. The wooden road barrier stretched across the highway.
As he approached, a guard stumbled sleepily out of the tiny
guardhouse. They were about fifty yards away now. Another
guard stepped out. Reilley could see the sub-machine gun cradled
in his arms. He slowed down even more as the recon-car grumbled
against the restraining second gear. They were getting close,
awfully close. Reilley’s heart was in his throat. He was ten yards
from the men now. The guards relaxed a little as they saw that it
was a military vehicle. Now! He slammed the gas to the floor,
the car roared ahead. It splintered the roadblock amid a hail of
bullets. Reilley slouched sideways in the seat, his head hanging
out the angular doorway to see as he steered. With a sweeping
motion, he turned out the lights. He continued to hang from the
doorway and steer. He heard the windshield shatter.

As he careened down the road, he flicked the lights on.
Straightening up, he was surprised when his left arm failed to re-
spond. He had been hit and in the excitement hadn’t even noticed.
The arm began to throb and suddenly his whole body ached. He
was trembling, and his vision began to blur. He shook his head,
but the blurring continued. Vaguely, he saw the entrance to a
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town ahead. He came up on it fast, too fast. The vehicle side-

swiped the walled archway and caromed wildly inside the ancient

L:vall It tore over an embankment and slammed into the side of a
ouse.

Reilley saw the people around the car. Everything was hazy.
He saw the M. P.’s and the G.I. ambulance. Courageously, he
struggled to maintain consciousness while he squeezed the film
inside his jacket pocket. Seconds after he had turned it over to
the Counter Intelligence Colonel, all went black.

Two days later, he woke up in the hospital, with Johnson in
the bed next to h1m He looked over and heard Johnson say, “You
educated bastards never could take it.”

He smiled weakly. “Seems to me I've heard that story be-
fore.” Reilley rolled over and surrendered to the blessed sleep.

SHOWDOWN AT SUNDOWN
Kenneth Zellefrow
SUN-DOWN, directed by Hugh Splicer, who also directed

APACHE PASS, EAGLE PASS, and FORWARD PASS, is an-

other superb western in the Sphcer tradition. The story centers
around Tex Dango and his efforts to live down his reputation as a
gun-slinger. As the story opens we see a lone rider, away off
across the plains, slowly riding toward us to the accompaniment of
Rex Ritter singing “Bullets for Grandma,” a tune that will un-
doubtedly rank with “High Noon.” As the rider approaches, we see
it is our hero Tex heading to Crow’s Nest, a real rough town he
has heard about and intends to tame. He halts his horse front-and-
center and gazes intently at the acres of nothing, probably
figuring this is a good site for an airport or an eighteen-hole
golf course. Sighing deeply in time with the music, he pats his

‘faithful old horse and they continue on.

Crow’s Nest is run by Jonathon Slick, a smiling, friendly
man who is really the villain of the whole deal. His hired gunman,
Tico, dressed entirely in black, says almost nothing at all, only
puffs on a brown cigarette that looks as if it has been rolled out of
corn silk and wrapping paper in a blinding snow storm. When we
first meets this nefarious pair, Slick raises his eyebrows and nods
to Tico saying, “Get Dango.” Tico smiles evilly and patting his
pearl-handled 44’s watches our hero Tex approach. There’s going
tohbe a showdown as one can plainly see, the only question is
when.

Other characters include Mary Arkwright, the rancher’s
daughter, who is engaged to Jonathon Slick; her father Samuel
Arkwright, a widower, who is rubbed out by Tico early in the
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picture, thereby cutting down expenses. There are several minor
characters such as the gang in the saloon, the gang in front of
the general store, and the gang that appears to “head him off at
the pass!” This same gang was also seen in EAGLE PASS when
they shouted “Lynch the dirty horse thief!”

To sum up, Slick has Arkwright killed because he wants
his ranch so when the railroad goes thru the land he’ll be able
to sell at an immense profit and also be able to marry Mary
because Arkwright doesn’t approve of the union (Read this twice
if you get stuck). Tico is hired to kill the rancher and he succeeds
except that our hero Tex sees him. Tex follows Tico into the
Last Chance Saloon, and we know that now there will be a
showdown since the music steps up to a feverish pitch. Tico is
waiting for Tex as he enters and a great gun battle erupts with
Tex fanning twelve shots from his six-gun, hitting Tico, two
stray cats, and a red Bull Durham sign. Tico dies with a smile on
his face: and making his play for the Academy Award, he gives
with his only sentence in the whole play: “Slick paid me.”

Shrugging off the many offers of assistance, Tex looks
heavenward saying, “I started this job and I'll finish it.” Dis-
regarding his wounded arm, shoulder, thigh, and ankle, he stag-
gers out of the saloon into the night in search of Jonathon
Slick. He finds Slick in his office smirking over the ranch deed
and, despite a hidden gun which Slick draws while Tex is study-
ing the TV guide, kills the villain. A crowd immediately gathers,
led by the sheriff Bart Tin Star, and they begin shouting, “Lynch
the dirty horse thief,” probably from force of habit.

Tex attempts to explain the situation but neither the crowd
nor the sheriff gets the idea. As the rope is placed about Tex’s
neck, a cloud of dust reveals Mary Arkwright riding breakneck
into town. Summing up the situation she screams, “Lynch the
dirty horse thief.” So they do. Tex dies a martyr’'s death and
Mary runs off with the sheriff, who is really the director, Hugh
Splicer, in disguise.

All in all, the picture is a great western, and the surprise
ending will send people away muttering to themselves.

Our Rating: A two-bell-and-a- whistle picture.

DISGUSTING
James McHenry

Don’t gossips bother you?
Me too.

They talk and talk

And hardly ever say anything
You haven’t heard.
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IT CAME WITH THE STEAKS

Janet Whiting

Four silhouettes darted down the bank onto Mirror Lake and
shuffled across its snowy surface, leaving a zig-zag path behind
them. Foyr college girls plowed through the nine-inch snow in
a duck-like regiment, heading for the opposite bank and the
small town that lay between the lake and a range of the Adiron-
dack Mountains.

: “Kids, I have a feeling we're going to find some excitement
tonight. What do you suppose it will be 7" Jane pulled her collar
up hlgher: around her neck.

: “Excitement?” Marj asked. Don't you realize most of the
sklerf, have left the resorts and the town will be deserted ?”

Yes, we four are the only waitresses left on first floor of
the dorm.” Just think, tomorrow we’ll be bidding farewell to the
old place.” Karen waved her mittened hands. “No more trays, no
more special orders of carbonated water for Mrs. McKlain, no
more — "’ ’

"‘Take_ it easy, Karen; I'm not too sure there aren’t little
men in white coats waiting for you on the other side of the lake.”
Lat_u'aDpatft:eg her friend on the back.

“Don’t be hopeful, Laura. You know mos 3 £
left today,” Jane said. UEh AL, JUS
: “That’s not what I meant, witty one,” Laura said laughing.
“But it was a shame all those nice guys left today. They should
have waited until tomorrow.” :

“Yes, but let’s hurry, gang. It’s mighty dark, and I'm mighty
hungry for that steak dinner.” Marj took a deep breath. “I sure
hope it’'ll be good.”

“I’m hungry too,” Laura said. “But I'm afraid we won’t find
a res‘taurant that serves steaks at this time of night.”

“Oh_ sure, we'll get our steaks; I have a feeling that —

‘Jane, you have more feelings,” Karen said soberly. First
you feel as though we're going to find excitement in a dead town,
.ar’id then you feel we’ll get steaks at 10:30 p.m. I really think
it’s this good cold air that stimulates your circulation and causes
vou to feel strange.”

f‘D(_)wn with the biologist!” Laura cried. I think it’s more fun
thmlf‘mg our last night here will be a real celebration.”

I bet if we go to Joe’s we'll be served steaks,” Marj said.
You kInf;:\l'«;, t]}(lat’s a nice little restaurant.”

5 ink it's nice, too,” Laura agreed. “Wh 7 7
kids? Want to go to Joe’s?” . T

“Sure enough.”

“It’s okay with me.”
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They climbed up the bank leading to the little town. The
snow made the going slow and tiring. Finally they reached the
top and cut across the back yard of community church, coming
out on Main Street.

“The place is deserted,” Karen whispered as they hurrien
down the street toward a blinking neon sign. '

“I'm glad to see Joe’s is still open,” Laura said, throwing a
neatly packed snowball at a tree across the street.

They entered the restaurant and paraded by the counter to
a booth near the back. The waitress stopped talking to the two
men sitting at the counter and walked over to the booth.

“Do you serve steaks?” the girls asked.

“Well, we usually do - - - it’s rather late, though, and - - - "

The older man at the counter turned around on the swivel
stool and looked at the girls. “It’s not late, Diane; go call your
mom.” He got up and walked over to the booth. “You don’t look
like most skiiers around here,” he said. “I mean, you’re not
wearin’ the bright ski outfit most of them have.”

“No, we've been waitressing over at the Club during the
Christmas holidays,” Laura explained. “Since this is our last
night in Lake Placid, we decided to celebrate with steak dinners.”

“Oh, you college kids. Well, I'm sure you’ll like the steaks.
Mom makes ’em just the way you like ’em.” He moved to the juke
box, slipped a dime in the slot, and pressed two buttons.

Mom came into the restaurant from an inside door at the
rear. She busied herself at the small kitchen unit behind the
counter, and soon the thick steaks were sizzling in the frying pan.

“Let’s have an appetizer,” Jane suggested. “I'd like some
orange juice.”

“Sounds good to me,” Laura said, trying to get the attention
of the waitress.

The older man took their order. “Diane, get the girls some
orange juice.” He watched her bring the juice and then walked
out the rear door. When she had put down the last glass in
front of the girls, she went back to the counter to resume her
conversation with Dan.

“Do you want another cup of coffee, Dan?” she asked him.

“No, jus’ feel like sittin’ here. Say, Diane, how’s your
brother? Dan leaned across the counter on his elbows. Has he
heard from his wife yet?”

“Why don’t you ask him? He’ll be in soon to take over my
place. Come on, Dan, have another cup of coffee. Dad always yells
at me when I let customers just sit around without eating or
drinking anything.”

“Okay, okay, but tell the old man I'm a friend of the family.
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Say, Diane, hasn’t Jim heard from Jean at all? Y :
» Vlane, ? You kn I :
come“nght outland ask him; it’s a sore spot with himf)’y‘rr s
‘%I_le sur(;! 18 a sore spot! I'd like — *
“Diane, that’s enough. Jim needs our help, not mud slingin’
?/,[om looked it}tl hter daughter a few minutes; her lips were pgrsed
n a manner that suggested she might h i e |
e b ave said more if she and
Diane strolled to the end oi the counter and look
¢ 2 ed out
the large glass window. “Well, here comes Liz Durf. What sort
of trguble do you think she’s looking for ?”
“Diane, the platters are ready to be served,” Mom said
placing onion rings on the steaks. :
The door ﬂu_ng open and a dark haired woman wearing a red
coat came bustling into the restaurant. She hurried to Mom’s
sl_de and whgspered softly in the older woman’s ear. Her purple-
pink flngqrtlps worked nervously with a few stray hairs at her
temple. Diane watched the women out of the corner of her eye
as she I_ic:.erved the heaping platters.
_ “Hmmm! This is delicious,” Marj said as she t i
bite ‘O'fI‘ }{neat ]and frilled french fries. gk s
' “This salad is great, too,” Laura added. “What a tr
eatnghstaff food for ten days!” ohrlich el
e small door at the rear opened and a slim man walk
ed
past the booths toward the counter. Liz moved toward him,
smiling slightly. “Jim, I hope you’re not angry — I didn’t mean
to fly off the handle. You know, it really wasn’t my fault; I
mean,Iwell, your mom even said I — )
“It’s okay, Liz; jus’ forget it.” Jim put on a bi i
, P . g white apron
and poured a cup of coffee. He sat i rily
e on a stool, leaning heavily on
“Let’s put some money in the juke box.” i sai i
TR y Juke box,” Marj said, looking
“Who has change?” Jane asked. “I h ifty- i
et tas ave a fifty-cent piece

The telephone rang loudly on the wall behind th
g _ e booths.
.{}2;) moved flow:;z past’b ihe girls to answer it. “Joe’s Restaurant.
; — Where? — , jus’ a minute. i ;
e e j inute. Mom, its from Jean,
“Go ahead, Jim, it’s okay.”

He turned to the phone again playin i
¢ ' | g nervously with the
cord. “Hello, yes, yes I will. — Hello, Jean — Yes, t3;1is is Jim.
Jean — Jean! What’s — What’s wrong ? Jean — Jean, listen to
me — Jean, Jean what’s wrong — Jean!
“What’s the matter, Jim?” Mom looked at h i ;
as she folded her apron. lavdipis
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“I—I don’t know,” he moaned. “She’s hysterical.

“Diane, quick get your dad; he’s out back.” Mom’s face was
drawn with fear.

“Jean, answer me, what’s wrong ? — Jean!” Jim’s voice was
high and tense.

Joe hurried in the back door. “Here, let me talk to her, son.
Hello, Jean, this is Joe. Now tell me what’s upsetting you. —
Jean, take it easy — Jean! — No, we're not all against you. —
Now tell me, Jean — yes, oh the baby got sick. — Yes, and he
had a high fever. — The doctor sent him to the hospital? — But
Jean, didn’t you know he was that sick! — What? — When did
he die?”

Jim groaned and clapped his hands over his head. It seemed
the pain of the news hit his head with unbearable force. “Let me
talk to her.” He took the phone from his father and leaned
wearily against the wall. “Jean, — Jean! What made him die!”
There was a choking sound in his throat. “Didn’t you know? —
Jean, I — All right, so it wasn’t your fault. — Yes, I'll try to
get there as soon as I can. — Where are you? Yes, but where in
Boston? — What? — You don’t remember! Jean, are you drink-
ing again? Jean!

Liz Durf walked past Dan, steadying herself by placing a
hand on his broad shoulder. “Let me talk to Jean; I know what’s
she’s going through.” She sniffed into a white linen handker-
chief as she spoke. “Jean, this is Liz. Listen, Jean, I know what
you're going through — I lost my son, you know. Jean, you
gotta get hold of yourself. — Jean, I'm not tryin’ to make
trouble. I — "

“Let me talk to her again.” Jim took the phone from Liz.
“Jean, listen, I'll get up there, but I don’t have a way to Albany
to catch the morning train.”

“I’ll take you to Albany, Jim.” Dan walked over to the phone.
“Here, let me talk to her. Hello Jean, this is Dan — No, I'm a
friend of Jim’s. Look, I can get Jim to Albany in time to catch
the early morning train. — No, he should get there by two
tomorrow afternoon.— Look, that’s the best we can do. — But
I'm only tryin’ — ”

“Let me talk to her; I gotta find out where she is.” Jim’s
hand shook noticeably as he took the phone from Dan. “Hello,
Jean. Now I want you to think; where are you stayin’ ! — Yes,
I’ll be up there by two — "

“The roads are bad till you get to the throughway,” Joe
said to Dan as he walked back to the counter.

“Yea, I know. But I'll get Jim there somehow.”

“Jean, are you sure that number is 18237 All right. —
How’s Susan? — Well that’s good. Listen, Jean, you take care
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of Susan and yourself. I'll come to v

; your room as soon as I get
there. — No,. you go to that room and stay there! I don’t exp%ct
to h]mt you in the bars. — Yes, — all right, Bye.” Jim put the
receiver on the hook and walked slowly to the counter.

. _)”Get im some food an_d then we’ll start for Albany. Okay,
Jim & Dan placed a reassuring hand on Jim‘s slumped shoulders.
o .dYeta, hthanks. Dan.” Jim settled heavily on a stool and
:vez:-;,fequ?etf e coffee urn behind the counter. The restaurant was

“Are we almost ready?’ Laura sli : i
\ st ready’ g slipped a coin under the
plate. It clinked against the table reminding them of the juke
box, ‘ilr}‘]g th?: so}ilgs that hadn’t been played. i
e steaks were very good,” J: said ¢ y pai
L y g00 Jane said as they paid the
The older woman tried to smile, but her th i
¢ g : T :

Thank you. Go_od night, girls.” v i
} The girls filed out of the restaurant into the cold air. The
s;lence_ of the strqet was broken only by the crunch, erunch sound
;f tdh61£ fﬁet against the crisp snow. They cut across the back
ard o e community church and made their w
R AR made eir way down the

:It was such a shame!” Laura said.
aloud.Yes’ I felt sorry for them,” Jane said as though thinking
'They trudged thr(_)ugh the deep snow toward the small circle
of hgh_t on the opposite shore. The wind blew steadily toward
gierrilt, its icy fingers slapping their faces. The lake was dark and

ent.

“If only we hadn’t been there! It must have been harder for
therr{‘ with strangers around.” Marj sighed heavily. Pl
I,t was unfortunate, but there was nothing we could do.”
Karen’s voice broke as she swallowed a raspy sound that was
between a sob and a laugh. “I guess it just came with the steaks.”

GOD’S FAVORITE
Robert England

We are living

In a generation
Where zealots fight
Frustration,

Each with a special
Revelation

That he alone

Is God’s chosen
Creation.
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SOW JENKINS: SCIENTIFICATIONER
Ronald DeWitt

If anyone was ta tell Sow Jenkins he didn’ know nothin’ about
farmin’ or much of anythin’ for that matter, I s’pose he’d get
plenty burnt up, but the fact a the matter is he don’. He don’
know absolutely nothin’ from — well, he don’ even know
straight up. I 'member one time they was butcherin’ pigs over n
Sam Lemmy’s farm, and they had all the pigs caught 'n kilt ’sept
for one. Well, Sam and his oldest boy, Bill, was in the ole pen
chasin’ the pig around so as they could tie ’er up an’ shoot ’er.
Ya know what Sow Jenkins was a doin’? He was sittin’ on the
fence laughin’ at the boys an’ rootin’ for the ole sow to get away.
Sow, he got to rootin’ an’ hollerin’ so much that he lost ’is sense
a direction an’ fell right in on top a the ole sow the boys was
chasin’. Them boys an’ everybody around there got to laughin’
so hard they never did get that sow caught. Sow din’ like the
way every body was laughin’ at him, so he got hisself outa that
mud hole an’ went on home. Course that was why they started
callin’ him Sow Jenkins in the firs’ place.

Sow was always braggin’ 'bout how smart he was an’ how
he knew so much about farmin’. “Ya have ta be scientific about
things,” he told the boys one day.

Al Billings steps out an’ says, “Whata you know about any-
thing scientific? You hain’t never been ta school.”

Sow gets kinda mad an’ says back ta Al, “I don’ need no
schoolin’. 1 got my learnin’ the hard way: from esperience. I
know twice’s much as any book-learnin’ fool.”

“If'n ya know so much an’ you're such a scientific man, why
don’t ya do somethin’ scientific—like inventin’ something ? Some-
thing to make workin’ easy round the farm 7’ says Al

Sow kinda looks at Al sideways an’ says, “Ya know I often
thought about somethin’ like that, an’ now just to prove to you
guys how smart I am, I'll just invent somethin’. That’s what T'll
do.” And he turns an’ walks away from them boys. Course they
was all laughin’ an’ havin’ a good time talkin’ ’bout how Sow
Jenkins was gonna invent somethin’.

'Bout a week later Sow’s over at Sam Lemmy’s place lookin’
through his shed 'n barn. “What cha lookin’ for, Sow ?” ask’ Sam.

“T,ookin’ ta see if'n va got any junk around ’at I can use
in my invention.”

Sam was grinnin’ to hisself inside.

“What kinda invention are ya makin’, Sow ?”

“T ain’t tellin’. I ain’t tellin’ a soul, 'cause jus’ as soon as I
do, he’ll run off an’ try to make the same thing as I'm makin’.”

“Okay,” says Sam, “jus’ thought maybe 1 could he’p ya fin’
somethin’ ya could use.” Sam, when he fin’s he can't do nothin’
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to heSlp, h?‘ leaves Sow to his lookin’.
ow fin’s a piece a spoutin’ an’ a generator off an ol
, . L L e Ford
a}x: c:;ake,sz it on hom_e with him. Over to his place he got hisselc%ra
s_de an’ has the windows all boarded up an’ a big lock on both
?—; es a the goor S0 as no one can get a peek at what he’s doin’
A ¢ gloe’s‘ln’ is she{l every day an’ locks hisself in, an’ starts t(;
fnglq an’ poundin’ away on whatever it is he’s inventin’. He
stays 1.11 there most a the day, don’t even come out ta eat, ’sept for
ﬁgp;}el. He went on th'at way for a month, not even doin’ any of
dIS' ’%rm work. His wife an’ the oldest boy done that. Then one
tay out noon, Sam Lemn_1y saw Sow come outa 'is shed, go down
ba ihe barn, where he hitched up ’is horse ta the w.’f-tgon. He
achs the'ole wagon up to the shed an’ struggles fer about a half
an hour till he got this here thing in the back a his wagon. Sow
Jum%sv }1]n th}? ol’e wagon an’ goes into town. :
i en he gets to town he runs around tryin’ ta fi
Bl]lulgcs, an’ flna]iy, he fin’s him in Jake Gerber’s ﬂardwirgrﬁoxil
Alolfrllee £ni tmx: n ‘?ﬁe what I got in my wagon,” he says to Al:
Rt s a s ?;ls e invention, but he plays dumb an’ says,
“Well, come on out an’ see.” Al
, ¢ an’ see. comes ta the door an’
out to‘So“ § wagon, an ol’ Sow points an’ says “’i‘)hgr?e’sw:l}]lki
InVeIEICin I told ya I'd make.” : y
1 looks at it for a long while, the W i
( t A g says, hat's it fer?”
Sow, he kinda smiles an’ says, “ Vel I’ f at!
A EggACountin’ g vs, “Well, I’ll tell ya, Al. That's
“An egg-countin’ machine,” says Al an’ starts laughin’ i
. 8 chine, in’ lik
a silly foo!. - Why, Sow, didn’ you know that some one iEvente(li :
egg—c‘f)untm mgchme a long time ago?”
}ldon’ believe it,” says Sow. “I jus’ don’ believe it.”
“I'll prove it to ya,” says Al. “C i ; A
He's got one fer sale in here.” smpakialiogo
Sow kinda looks bewildered as he follows Al into the hard-

ware store. “There it is,” s: “ X :
oy is,” says Al ‘“‘See it there besides the lawn

Sow looks an’, sure enough, there sits : - in’
cor'ltraptwn. H‘e walks over shakin’ his heag, ‘;ogl?;l iit’ag‘crserrloo(l)((l)g
an’ then says, “I guess thgxt’s an Egg Countin’ Machine, all right »

Co_urse, Sow never did know what kinda machine it was thzlzt
sat b(fSlde the lawn mowers in Jake Gerber’s Hardware Store, an’
I don’t remember rightly now whether it was a cream separ,ator
or a corn sheller_. It was one or the other, I guess, or maybe it
was a sausage grinder. I just don’t rightly remembef, and it don’t

much matter. Sow never brings th j ! < P
s i g e subject up, an’ he don’t like
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YOU COULDN'T LEAVE ME

Kathleen A. Rehaly

i ini S lone in
though it was raining, Mrs. Sutherland btoog‘ a 1
the (E\I;?éli:ery E peering at a freshly cove‘red grave. Why dudl
you do it, Son? Why ?”” The tears mixed yvlth the rain str;aamet
down hEI: face. “What will Mother do without her Baby ? Iffs’,,
week at this time we were home together. rWhy did you do it? :
I can remember when you were born. Your father was away
as usual. I was so happy because after fifteen years of marriage
I finally had someone to call mine. You were a good baby, ar_ldhyoti
loved your mother from the start. I stayed with you at night, :
took you to parties when you were older. I nevler let a maid feec
do anything for you. We were so very ¢ ose.
e (Eerr?embyer w%len we went to the Van Horn’s party? %ou
wanted to go, and I didn’t, but I went along to please you. ‘ 0;1
were about seven then, but you were smarter than all the 1es?.
Remember when you played Treasure Hunt, that spelling game(.i
You always won. We didn’t even bother staying for @he’cake g.?n
ice cream. You wanted to go home and. be with me, dldp t you
Your father came home for a visit from one of his business
trips. We had a big argument over you. He insinuated thaittvxlr(e)_i
were too close, that if I didn’t be careful, I'd be sorry later. I to ;
him a mother couldn’t be too close to her son. Father said you
should be playing with the other litthq(im,{sl,_ 1g{o ’]soo bat][&;,:ﬂ?alell r%gr?ﬁz
11 other kinds of things. You didn’t like baseball, >
gil}?e? bogrs were too big and rough. Your father left the next da%l
without saying goodbye to you. We were so lucky to have eac
other. : : L
ember when I helped you Wlth your homew?r .. ]
wereROer?l the honor roll most of the time except in fourth g:lélc}e
when you had that horrible Mrs. Collins.hI told k;;l zi théggrma nzi“i
t up to school. She told me she was the tea her,
:‘cr)}llctl3 %gr‘}r?;}asu;our mother and knew more about you than alnyong
— including her. After that incident, we changed schools an
rerythi ras fine again. : :
e‘er}!ﬁ%&ngr‘gw up so g:fast. Before 1 knew it, you were Slx}::e;—‘:l;
and wanted a car. I always got you what Erlou wantg_d g;ﬂ :f'e 38 .
ht best for vou, but a car was too dangerous. !
%i}}czﬁaga;gr? with }me for a while, but your mother always knew
rhe best. ¥
“hnttzsytime your father was home, we had arguments, liugié
never let you know. He never knew or lov'ed you the Vw{_ay i
and do. He threatened to take you agvaéy w1thHh1m C?IEE ggr’lce’have
anted you the way I needed you. He w
}f;;lg?iv'g S‘Zparate 3{Js. After that episode, he came home less often
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than ever, and you and I were both happier.

I was so proud of you, my boy, when you graduated from
high school with honors. There were some parties after the
ceremony, but you wanted to be with me on this important night;
s0 we went out and celebrated alone. Everyone said they never
saw a mother and son any closer.

You were so intelligent you had to go to college. I wanted
you to commute from the start, but since you got that scholarship
you wanted to take advantage of it. I called you everyday and
saw you every weekend. I really missed you terribly. It was then
I began getting those terrible pains in my chest. You worried
about me and promised you would change colleges at semester
80 you could commute and take care of me. I was so happy. In
January, you were home again and were much more satisfied in
this other college. Your marks were high that first vear.

In your sophomore year, your grades began to drop, and it
was her fault—that Emily’s. Whatever possessed you or attracted
you to date her I could never understand. T didn’t even discover
you were dating her until you had been seeing her for months.
You were spending too much time away from home, supposedly
doing research work in the school library. You stayed until quite
late, and then I saw you meet that wretch who worked there.
She was laughing and giggling, and you two left hand-in-hand
and went to the “Hang Out.” I even saw her teaching you to
dance. I could have helped you learn if you would have asked me.
We could even have taken you to a dance studio. But no, SHE was
doing it and poorly too. You even walked her to her home, and it
was in that poor section of town, practically slums. I knew from
her looks she wasn’t for my boy, and when I saw her house I was
positive. You even went inside that building, but shortly after-
ward you came out, running to hurry and get home. You beat me
home and were getting ready for bed when I came in. I called you
out of the bedroom and told you what 1 had seen. You were
quite angry and began yelling at me for the first time. I told
you I was only looking out for your welfare. Then 1 got a severe
pain in my chest. The excitement was too much for me. You were
so worried and such a dear. I stayed in bed that next day, and
you promised you would be home as soon as you could to take
care of me.

I didn’t feel too strong for several weeks, and you took such
good care of me. Your father came home just as I was really
beginning to feel well again. He was going to take you on a
fishing trip over the weekend. He thought he should get to know
his son. I knew you wouldn’t want to go, and he got furious and
screamed at me. We called you into the library, and your father
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asked if you would like to go on a fishing trip with him. You
looked at me searching for an excuse, and then you hesitantly
said 0.K. because you didn’t know how to get out of it. I guess
rou would have suffered and gone if I hadn’t had another attack,
but then you couldn’t go and leave me alone. Your father called
it a “fake” attack, and he didn’t even wait to see if 1 lived or died.
He didn’t care about me, but you did. Yes, Son, it seemed as if
we were always together.

Things really went along smoothly for awhile, and I was
feeling better than ever. We spent the summers vacationing
together and really had a marvelous time — just the two of us.
But after you started your senior year, something seemed to be
bothering you, and you wouldn’t tell me. Mother always knew
when something was bothering her baby. This went on for a
month or so, and I was really worried about you. I decided to
check into your school affairs; so I called the Dean of Personnel.
You found out later, but I know you realized I was only doing it
for your own good. The Dean didn’t know vou personally; so he
was no help even though he said he would look into the matter.
But that would not be quick enough. You were beginning to be
late coming home from school, and you even wanted to leave me
at night. You always seemed to have something to do. Once you
even wanted to get a job working nights, but I convinced you
that your mother needed you more than we needed the money.
About the first of the year, you didn’t come in until real late at
night, and I was so worried. You were really furious later when
vou discovered I had a man following you, but you know I only
do what is best for you. I got reports daily of everything that you
did. T was very surprised and disappointed when I was told you
were again dating that wench Emily. My detective — if you want
to call him that — said you called her from Abe’s Drugstore and
took her to out-of-town places. There you danced and even drank
some. I had a difficult time believing all this and didn’t say
anything to you about it for nearly a week. Finally, I mentioned
the subject to you, and you lied to me for the first time when
you denied it. That was when 1 told you I had had you followed.
Son, you were so disturbed. I began to feel ill and called after
you, but you had already slammed the door behind you. You
didn’t come home that night. I was so worried. I didn’t know
where vou went or what you intended to do. But everything
seemed to be all right when you came home the next morning,
even though you were quite cold and formal with me. I was sure
my son would soon see things the right way — my way !

It was that evening that you brought that girl — that Emily
— up to our apartment. She boldly walked in and sat down
opposite me. You stuttered and stammered, Son, and Emily said
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for you to hurry and tell me. You re i
ne. ally astonished
fr?zgn rgm:l t}laﬁ: y:Eoutan((ii tIi]]mlly were planning to get rr[f;lir‘i‘:sl:ienly&?
* I just stoo ere and then I got the worst pai -I
ever had. You ran over to me and hel el e
ped me to the sofa.
éI1 Iil‘e‘i(ille:d %*:ou_ lam: Il)é'obably wouldn’t be around tocs;omauclhtcl)éiggll']
yway. mily told you she was going to leave and said i !
wanted her you had better say so now. Y o
¥ . You looked at me, th
?lfll:(,)uagn}? frflzgl z(:d Eto %'et up fr(ci)m }]1!11}' side, but another gain e;hﬁi
8§ Lmily opened the door to leave. Y
after her that y - ¢ ~ 81 g e
il back‘.l you couldn’t leave your sick mother, but she never
You seemed depressed even thou
: 7 gh you took d
}:on]sftantly". I knew you were worried about me, gb(ilot Iczzir?fwrgg
tﬁ? ;ri]g quite good again. Still you were moody. I tried to tell you
. at Emily was no go,od for you and that all she was trying to do
ﬁs §eparatg us. That’s when you told me you loved her no matter
Wh ere she ln‘ed_or what type of girl she was. You went to the
{) 1(}){11: and despite my protest you called her, but she wouldn’t
a So you, and her father said she was through with you. I told
%rﬁ)_u, ?n, that sh_e was an ungrateful nothing. You didn’t say any-
5 ing and went into your bedroom, but you couldn’t sleep; so I
brought you my sleeping pills. You took the bottle and aske’dk me
to legr\lfle and said, “Goodnight, Mother.”
e next morning, you didn’t get u idn’
53 p and didn’t get
thought perhaps you had left for school, so I went %o 3}:)%1'a1213d{
;%%1;1023 s;ee. Idcmﬁlldn’t awaken you. I called Dr. Wilson. He pro-
1 L you dead — an overdose of sleepi i 2
behe{]e it — not you, my only baby. e
our father came home for the funeral and i
no 01;9 misfseshyou the way I do. No one! i
our father blames me for your suicide. It isn’t t is 1
; ¢ : 3 ;s rue, is it,
}33@)3 ‘: No, it can’t be my fault! I always did everything for volu
idn’t drive you to it. No — no — it’s not my fault. Are
_ Then for the first time, Mrs. Sutherland felt an authentic
pain, and she fell on her baby’s grave. When help finally came,

it was much too late. Meanwhile th i
sun was shining. lle the rain had stopped, and the

GOD’S PORTRAIT

Robert England
How conceited can 1 be—
Painting an image
I cannot see
And making it look
So much like me?

(35)




THE LOVELY PARTY

Lorraine Gitch

“John, do we have to go to the cocktail party ? Yes, of course,
make an appearance. A little Christmas cheer and Yuletide good
will. Well, it’s from four to six. Let’s go at 5:30. But, John, after
meeting your family and having dinner and coloring pictures
with your nieces — I've been on guard all afternoon. Let’s go to
my house and play scrabble.

“No, you say. A flat no. Well, take me home first. I'll have
to change my costume for Act Two. No, this is not good enough.
The skirt doesn’t hang right and my black gsheath is much more
sauve. Come on in and mix me a—what do you call it? A bracer?
Yes, while I change between scenes. It'll only take me five
minutes.

“What did you say? I can’t hear you with the door closed.
Someone might think you spiked my Pablum? What on earth
do you mean? Oh, well - - - Hey Jo--ohn? Why. don’t you take off
your tie and not wear your suit jacket, and I'll put on my striped
shirt and toreador pants. That’ll shake 'em, won’t it? All right!
You don’t have to shout. I'm all dressed, but I want to practice
that last smile once more. There.

“Here, look Nnnnnnnn. How’s that? Stop! You're hurting
my face. Now, I can’t go with a thumb mark on my nose! No, it is
not becoming, and I know it’s cold out. They’'ll just think I've
had one too many. That’s what they’ll think.

“Hey, I could slip and break an ankle on this ice, couldn’t I?
Seriously, John, don’t let me have too many. No, I said t-o-o0, not
t-w-0. But if I do, I'm afraid I'll say what I'm thinking. Wouldn’t
it be funny if your thoughts lit up on your forehead like a pinball
machine? Oh, John. I forgot something. Okay. Tilt. I mean 1
don’t want to go in. You wait and watch Mrs. Tiddlow check the
label on my coat. Well, I've got her fooled. I transferred a Saks
label from my mother’s old coat. Well, here we go. Curtain going
up.
“Merry Christmas, Mrs. Tiddlow. Yes, we finally made it.
This coat? No, it’s at least a year old. Does it really look like
something from My Fair Lady? Thank you. (I think.)

(Oh, here comes Mellowdee plodding along. That’s spelled
M-e-l-l-o-w-d-e-e, but of course. She hasn’t lost a pound. Wish
I could tell her I found out she was at the Elizabeth Arden Beauty
School instead of visiting her relatives.)

“Mellowdee, I lo-ove your dress.

(Too bad they didn’t have it in her size.)

“Well, of course. We wouldn’t miss your party for the world.
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We'd love a drink. Yes, go take care of yo
(Ha! That I'd like to see.) o ST
(IS&cage lgi"lt, the dining room.)
7 “Merry Christmas, Mr. Tiddlow. What’ll I have ? Ooooo, let’s
see. (My, Lord. What is there. Look at all those foreign bottles.
Well, Joan Crawford always asks for bourbon on the rocks.)

“Bourbon, will be fine. - - - With or without?
(Tilt. With or without what!) i
“Uh, with.

(Damn. John would have to add “with pl 7 ice.”

, (Da v plenty of ice.” Now,

l::e s giving me the cue to circulate; and I'm being deserted (;‘g’r

isgt;gk? :;lnd gon;is tancz1 ztih T. & T. I'll have to make the scene alone.

Bye, John. Just stan ere. Don’t move. I g

s ‘(1; e ove. I want to re.membel you

tage right, and I discover Margaret sittin
: : g : g g g on a rather
sgn,ple divan in her Anne Fogarty dress of pure Irish linen. Well,
she’s certa{nly getting enough wear out of it. Now I know what it
is shge r_eml-nds me of. A Herbert Tareyton cigarette ad — only
diseriminating pepple, ete. I knew it. Now, she’s looking at my
left }lalld. No, I didn’t make the grade. There’s still a chance for
retrl‘e‘i'?l, Mar%'alrit; so don’t drop your martyr role.)
argaret, I haven’t seen in ages. idn’

B e you in ages. You didn’t come down
(Now, what kind of answer was that? — “No, I didn't.”
“Well, Bill! Hi. Careful. Don’t muss 1 o Whoeh ik

RS muss my hair, Where have
(}P{Vhat an uz}glly boil on his face!)

“How are the plays coming? - - - Yo h i

Corn Is Green? How wonderful! T

(How ironic!)

“Oh yes, I remember your cousin Mar 4

. H ge., A New Year's Eve

Pa1ty('131ast yvear. Oh, ho. Ha. Ha. How have you been, Marge?
mmmmm. Wonder why she isn’t married yet. The

bad tooth really spoils her appearance.) AL e

“And, Mary. Came to show off your new Florida tan, I
Yes, and make us all look sick. Mmmm I hear Werghon
new position. That’s great. P S

(Is it ever! She has a flare for picking friendl
week’s paid vacation and only one moI;th’s £fvork.) L e
“Have I finished my socks yet? Oh, no. I got to the to
had to.take it to the courtesy department ofg the Globe gtg‘:‘)g.
They give fl'ee counsel, you know. Well, I just wanted the woman
to look at it, and she got carried away, tearing it almost down to
the heel. _It .really broke my heart. Well, what was wrong with it?
(Now this is the dumbest conversation.) Well, T was decreasing
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on the wrong needle. I know I promised them for Christmas, but
I didn’t say what Christmas. Ha. Ha. X

(Now if I keep leaning back on one foot and keep stepping
back with the other, I might make a clever exit, and - - - )

“Well, Hi, Joe! Oh, no. Wait. That’s your brother. Joe's at
Cornell. And you're where? Oh, Carnegie Tech. I knew that. So
how’s it going ? Oh, thank you. I've been dying to sit down.

(Good heavens. He intends to tell me how it's going. Why
some people always take you literally!)

“Yes, it might be better for you to major in psychology. Why
do I think so? _ ;

(Well, my Lord. How should I know! Here I was, just trying
to be polite.)

“No, I don’t believe 1 do know what a fetish is. Some people
have fetishes for white gloves? And silk? Well, what do you
know about that! !

(Well, I can analyze him too. He feels unwanted. He’s. right.)

“And you mean you just go around working at different
occupations to study people? Well, this calls for another drink.
Would you mind ? Thank you.

(Now I feel like Exhibit A. Actually, I might just as well tell
him: I had inconsistent punishment when I was a child and lived
under constant fear, which wasn’t half bad until my father forced
me into becoming a baseball player and I took to drinking. I
wonder if that’s a coaster or an ashtray.)

“Thank you, Joe. I believe your sister needs one over there,
too. I must go into the library to say ‘Hello.

“My, this looks like an intellectual group. Hello. Hello. Hn_ello.
My brother tonight? Oh, he’s either home drinking or out drink-
ing. You college boys are all alike, you know. Ha. Ha. :

(If Isit down on this couch, my skirt will hike up, so I'll just
perch on the end here like Princess Elizabeth—one foot slightly
forward. Next to this radical in the crew-neck sweater.)

“No, I didn't hear the joke about Santa Claus - - - Oh, dear.
Not blushing. Just a reflection from my dress - - - The one about
Jesus Christ? Well, no. Is that Jerry over there? Oh, _Jerry, sit
down here a minute while I go to find John - - - In talking to Mr.
Tiddlow ? Good boy. That’s where 1 left him.

(Now, I've got a straight runway down the hall.)

“Oh, Mellowdee. It’s a lovely party. - - - You want me to
circulate more ?

(And I was beginning to feel like a shuttlecock.)

“Well, I hadn’t realized I was doing such a good job, but
really, we must leave, we - - - Well, I suppose we can stay to hear
Martha play the piano.
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(And that was my best smile. Guess I'll have to sit on this
ugly Chippendale. Hmmm, that’s Wedgewood on that table. Not
even a speck of dust on it either. Ha. I think she made a mistake
in that glissando. Margaret hasn’t moved one inch. It's funny
how scenes jump around when you close one eve and then the
other. I wonder if that’s a coaster or an ashtray. Whoooooo said
“encore”? Why, we're being saved by the bell. The doorbell.
Whoever it is, I'll know them. I'll run up to them, throw my arms
around them, and kiss their hands!)

“Why, it’s Fred and Sally! Fred!- - - Sally ! It’s been so long!
Come, you haven’t met John. Oh, John. Excuse me. John, this is
Fred and Sally Andrews. John Turner. He's heard all about our
high school escapades. Sorry, we can’t stay and chat with you,
but we were just on our way out - - - as soon as we say our au
revoirs. Good night, Mellowdee. (M-e-1-l-0-w-d-e-e).

“We've had a wonderful time. Merry Christmas.”

INVENTORY
James McHenry

The shelves were weary
From the searching hands
That had stripped them
Of their Christmas
Green and red.

And off,

Alone,

There lay

A scarred Christ Child—
A witness

To the folly

Of his birth.

THE VAGRANT
Robert England

He is as the tiniest speck of dust
Swept by every whim of nature
Through a life he hardly knows or feels.
He will die the common death

And be lowered into common ground.
He will not be the dust

That brings warm tears to misty eves
Or regulates history’s course;

No, his will be but chemicals returned
To the earthy mixture.

(39)




ON

STEVENSON LIBRARY LOCK HAVEN UNIV
\
e

3 3301 00507 3112



