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Ribbow/
By JAMES LEE HEMMERT
I pierced the peaceful blankness of
sleep and saw a mirage of stupendous
beauty. I struggled with my senses—
my eyes squinted and my features enwrapped with mobility.
A large water font stood at peace
in the night, like a mountain against
the moon. There was not a breath of
wind stirring, nor were the goldfish in
the pool creating a single, bubbling
wave. A small footpath, moist from an
afternoon rain, lay like a snake among
the trees, tonight asleep. Grass surrounded this beauty—the individual
blades standing as soldiers at attention.
Off to the left and right, white and red
roses were in dazzling bloom.
My heart beat blindly and rapidly. I
could feel that I had missed something
in this fabulous paradise. I heard a
sound at the base of the tall pine tree.
I knew from what form of life the sound
had come, and I pictured the tiny, black
cricket as I had once seen another before—during a day on the beach.
Marilyn and I were sitting on the sand
when the cricket hopped before us. It
was at loss on bare land.
But hadn’t I missed something else?
I looked up at the moon and thought it
a giant spotlight revealing my unclothed
soul to nature. As my eyes descended
the invisible ladder from the body, I

saw HER sitting on the bench beside me.
My mind was temporarily weakened
by the increased beating of my heart.
I fought and struggled for words and
finally formed a greeting.

The moon shone on her bare shoulders, and her gown of white blended
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with the white roses sleeping in the
moonlight. Her lips were red and full.
Her eyes were bright lights of twinkling
stars. Her smile revealed tears of
happiness.
A bright, red ribbon fastened her
hair into a pony-tail at the nape of her
neck. My eyes rejoiced in the color of
sunkissed skin.
My voice rose in a murmur and came
alive with sweet music as I spoke to her.
Emotion was thick in her reply. I could
interpret the honest strength in her
words, and her shy smile gave me the
impression that her intellect was strong.
I took her warm hand and clasped it
in mine. Strength and vigor flow through
her veins and added a greater warmth
to the perceptions in my mind.
She leaned toward me. Her eyes
seemed to ask a question which gave
me an answer. Our lips met. A black
cloud crept over the moon.
We fought with the air. Her breath
held the very sweetness of her smile
and the taste of her love. Tighter.
Tighter. Warmth created beady patches
that grew and soaked.
The heavenly light peeped out and
grew once again into its circling body.
She stirred against me, and, as I looked
about, I thought the bench we were
sitting on was moving. I felt like a lost
soul, my head dizzy, my mind weak.
Revived, I saw the tree behind us,
leaves drooping as if turning away from
shame. I looked at her face and saw a
slight frown. I wondered why it was
there, but it was a wandering wonder,
for her voice interrupted. ...
Light from above reflected upon the
ribbon in her hair and made it a red
gloss. I touched it and gently pulled a
strand. The knot fell open, and her hair
flowed in graceful waves like the water
of a wind-still sea. It lingered above her
shoulders—a golden brown background
for her face.
I crumbled the ribbon in my hand.
Once again I saw tears in her eyes.
Gently I held her face in my hands and
asked her not to cry.
She looked away. I knew she must

passions. It is not a bruising kiss or a
giving body. That’s why I was crying.
We failed in love. We let our passions
run wild, and they ruled.”
I beheld her face—her lipstick smeared
and smudgy. Her eyelids were like life
rafts floating on an ocean, and her voice
was jagged and broken, as she said,
“Love is walking hand in hand down
life’s trail—helping each other through
all hardships, through all sickness and
pain. Love is feeling that every day and
night you have someone who needs you,
someone you must live for... .”
She tried to say more, but I forced
her mouth upon mine and smothered
the words. She tried to resist, but I
wanted her, and I forced resistance to
death. Her will was fractured as she
smiled and snuggled closer. I kissed her
hair, her lips, and her cheeks. Our own
world grew within us; the night air was
silent and warm.
I was inflamed by a sudden crack and
sting. My face felt hot, and my pulse
beat rapidly in my cheek.
I saw her hand lie open upon her lap.
It was white, with blushing patches beginning to appear. Deep pain was in
her eyes as she stood up. Her face and
figure seemed depressed and beaten.
I reached for her. Swiftly, like a cat,
she moved away and ran. I saw her
head for the pool. I yelled a warning.
She kept on, stumbling. All was lost as
she fell. Down, down, down... .!
.. . An outburst of clanging hit my
dream and drove it afar. I opened my
eyes, squinting, for the sun poured
through my window in streaming light
and hit my face with a fiery glow.
I reached for the clock and trapped
the clanging inside. My eyes seemed to
expand in their sockets, and my senses
reeled. Slowly, almost painfully, I got

out of bed. My legs wanted to collapse
as I staggered against the wall.
The sun lit my hand and shone on

an object that horrified me. I stared
and stared till the sight drove me down
again, onto the bed. The object seemed

to flow like gushing blood over my

have searched in deep thought, as she

hand. Then, I whispered, ‘Dear God,
take it away; take away this bright, red

said, ‘Love is not the lust of aroused

ribbon.”

to

HAPPINESS
. . at least none of it was my fault.”

By MARY JO O’CALLAGHAN

“May I help you? A black suit? I
have something here in black that ’m
sure you’d like, but I must say I think
blue would look better on you. Oh, that’s
too bad. Tell your sister I’m sorry to
hear of her misfortune; but then, sometimes it’s all for the best. I know. You
see, my husband left me. Yes, he ran
off with someone else. I don’t know
why he would do anything like that.
But then, it’s the old story--a younger
woman. You see, Francis was principal
at Monroe school. He had such a nice
job; and, of course, everyone looked up
to him. Then this young teacher got her
claws into him and that was the end of
everything. They were even found together in one of the classrooms, you
know. Well, after that, he just left--

him--that’s where he went--and she
wouldn’t do it. After that I was almost
glad that he had gone, but, well, half
the furniture wasn’t paid for and it’s
such lovely furniture. We’ll probably
have to give it back--it’s just a lucky
thing, I suppose, that the house is in
my name. Of course, that will be contested in the divorce.
“I’m not sure I like the way that
jacket fits. Why don’t you try this one?
It would be lovely for a funeral. Did
your sister have any children? Oh, well,
that’s some consolation. No, I have two
daughters. They’re fine girls. Rosalie
goes to Michigan State. She’s studying
art, and I put her through myself, without any help from him. He thought she
wouldn’t get to go--he never did like

didn’t say a word--just left. He only

Rosalie the way he did Carol Ann--but

came back once--that was this summer-he left in the spring--and then he nearly

I was determined to see that she did.
Of course, it meant sacrifice on my part,

frightened us all to death. Why, he even

and hard work, but it’s all been for the

tried to choke one of my daughters. He
wanted her to go back to Albany with

best--now that she’s there and doing so
well. She even belongs to one of the
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best sororities--they have just the nicest
girls--and she almost was queen of a
dance once. Carol Ann is a good girl,
too, but she’s young--just an eighth
grader--and she needs guidance. I worry
so much about her being out roaming
the streets. The way things are today,
she could get into all sorts of trouble.
That’s why I have to hold a tight rein
on her. I know she does a lot around
the house; but, well, youngsters nowadays, you just can’t always trust them,
can you’? You’ve decided to take it?
Fine. Will that be cash or charge? Now,
if you’ll just step out here to the desk,
your suit will be ready in a few minutes.
Just hand this ticket to the girl, and
she’ll give you your package. And tell
your sister that I’m sorry to hear about
her husband. Be sure and come back and
see me again sometime, won’t you?
Goodbye now.
“Why, I thought she’d never buy that
suit. It must have taken at least fortyfive minutes.
“Carol Ann, I’m home. Did the check
come, dear? I didn’t think it would. You
know, it’s a good think we don’t have
to depend on his alimony. I don’t know
what would have happened to all of us
if I hadn’t gotten my job. Supper isn’t
ready yet, Carol Ann? I suppose you
were out roaming around this afternoon.
Oh, well, I’m going to call Grandma, so
please let me know when it’s finished.
And Carol Ann, watch the potatoes tonight, will you?
“Hello, Mama? Yes. It didn’t come.
I just don’t know what’s wrong with
that man. It’s a good thing we don’t
have to depend on him. I know, Mama,
but after all, we could be starving. But
what does any man really care? All they
want from you are your curves. That’s
the only reason Francis ever married
me, and when he found someone else
he could have, then he wanted her. I
know, Mama, he didn’t have the Catholic
training that I had, but he was a smart
man. If only he could have realized I
was right about religion. But he thought
I was bigoted. Why, he even called me
a fanatic! I just don’t know where his
mind was.

“Oh, Mama, I called to ask you how
Rose was. I’m glad. I was getting worried that she’d never get out of the
hospital. Was Fr. Lawrence in to see
her again today? I’m not sure that he
just comes because of his religious
duties. Did you notice the way he sat
on her bed the last time we were there?
And once I saw him put his arm around
a nun in the hall. We just don’t know
all that goes on with those priests,
Mama. They’re men, too, and they have
to get their satisfaction like all men.
Why do you think they like to have
young girls as converts? Why Helen

told me about something like that happening to a friend of her
shocked ... but then . .
Ill be there in a minute.
Ann has supper ready. I’ll

cousin. I was
. Carol Ann,
Mama, Carol
call you back

later. I wanted to tell you something

I heard at the store today. It was...
all right, Carol Ann, I’m coming...
bye now, Mama, I’ll talk to you later.
“Really, Carol Ann, you might have
waited until I was finished talking. You
know, you have no respect for me. No,
you don’t Carol Ann. I suppose I can’t
blame you, though, after the way your
father acted. No, you can’t go to the
show tonight. I don’t care who is going;
you have to stay home. Carol Ann,
please be still. It’s not that I don’t want
to see you have any fun. Why, I work
hard at Brownley’s so you can live in
this nice house and this neighborhood
where there are such lovely girls to play
with. I don’t want you to go because I
know some things that everybody else’s
mothers don’t know. They haven’t seen
as much of life as I have. They don’t
know how wicked people can be sometimes . . . please pass the salad oil, Carol
Ann. When I don’t let you go to the
show, I’m only looking out for your welfare, Carol Ann. I just want to be sure
you don’t get into any kind of trouble.
That’s what happens when you roam
around till all hours of the night. I know
you'll have a ride over and back, dear,
but it’s what happens in between that
I'm worried about. No, I won’t call up
Mrs. Hartman and talk to her. If she
Continued on Page 20

TMect me

ta PAUL...
—A short, short story.

By CAROLYN R. MESZAROS

Bastille Day! The whole of Paris, indeed, the whole of France was agog.
Flags hung from windows and in windows, fluttered from poles and in enthusiastic hands. Bands played vehement
martial music. The people of France, and
of other nations, approaching a screaming pitch of celebration, thronged the
streets. A gentle breeze held a promise
of rain many hours away, and in the
meantime a benevolent July sun gave
its blessing to the French holiday. The
breeze imperceptably rearranged Barbara’s hair as she studied the waters of
the Seine over the side of the bridge.
It wasn’t as if she didn’t expect Peter
to come. On the other hand, she couldn’t
be sure that he would come, in which
case the trip from Lisbon was the
epitomy of foolishness. The Washington
cocktail parties were many miles away
and many months in the past. Still, considering the way he said it: “Meet me
in Paris on Bastille Day—eight o’clock,
in front of the American Embassy,” she
had to come. It was neither a command
nor a request. At the moment he said

it she knew he would be there even if
she were not. In fact, she had no doubt
that he would be there until she set
foot in Paris two hours earlier.
A man in a passing group suddenly
thought something was extremely funny.
He rolled with laughter lurching into
Barbara. As she regained her balance

he regained his composure. His secondhand suit, although clean and pressed,
presented strict contrast to her chic and
markedly American outfit. He tipped
his shapeless hat and smiled amiably,
“Pardonez-moi Mademoiselle.”
“Il n’y a pas de quoi,” (It’s okay) she
answered absently.
At times the Seine was fascinating.
The endless waters had seen so much:
deaths, life, hope, despair, love, hate, the
transition between these points, and
puzzlement over the unknown. The Seine
had taken many lives, at their own request. If some historian were so moved,
a close approximation of these could
probably be arrived at, but it would entail a lengthy investigation into French
history. How many possibilities had
stared down into the waters of the Seine
and said, “No, there is always hope;
never the Seine,” was a matter for pure
conjecture. Automatically Barbara considered the point as applied to herself.
If Peter did not come tonight, would she
leave Paris on the morning plane for
Lisbon or would she go via the route
of the hopeless or cowardly, the Seine?
She pulled herself together. These
thoughts were absolute nonsense. She
was a supposedly well-balanced young
woman. After all, Peter had never
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actually said anything. They had simply
sort of drifted together. In the beginning
they were often at the same social functions at the same time. Then, just at the
point when some sort of resolution
should be made—should they continue
seeing each other or not—he had taken
her to that last cocktail party the previous fall.
Barbara recalled the event vividly
now. Some of Washington’s high society
was there interspersed among a good
portion of Washington’s middle society.
The usual percentage drifted over from
the various embassies. There was the
usual shrill laughter. Around seventhirty the party was reaching its last
climax. It would have been over in an
hour. Peter took her aside. He had been
serious all evening, with an attempt at
enjoyment and a mask of gaiety, but
behind the veil of pleasure evidenced in
his crinkly brown eyes and contagious
grin Barbara sensed rather than saw a
feeling of thoughtfulness. Inappropriately, for the general noise, his voice
dropped to a much deeper pitch, as he
said, “Barbara, I have to leave now.”
Before she could say anything he continued, “I have to catch a plane for
Singapore. Joe Wilson will take you
home. I don’t know how long I have to
stay, so accept the post in Lisbon, and
meet me in Paris on Bastille Day—eight
o’clock in front of the American Em-

bassy.”
“Peter!”
The seriousness abruptly changed to
easy almost-indifference. His eyes made
a quick survey from her close-cropped,
curly blonde hair, wide-set blue eyes and
ski-jump nose down her slim frame to
her rhinestone studded black pumps. He
said nothing else, just turned and
weaved his way among the crowd to the
door and left.
She suspected then, and believed until
she alighted from the plane in Paris
that had they been alone he would have
kissed her instead of giving her the
once-over, and that unless he were dead

to Paris for the holiday. The question
remaining was would Peter be there at
the appointed hour at the appointed
place. That was hours away, meanwhile
a foreigner in France on a French holiday must at least visit the French monuments if not the French points of interest in the immediate vicinity. At first
‘Barbara considered a quick trip to
Versailles, but even a quick trip there
would consume all of her touring time.
Better a visit to the Arc de Triomphe,
and then ... perhaps Peter would even
arrive early, in time for the actual official celebration.
At six-thirty Barbara entered her
hotel for dinner. That gave her a half
hour to eat, a half hour to get ready,

and time to spare before going to the
Embassy. Barbara was on time. Already
the crowd had thinned considerably. A
virtual mob was at the Arc de Triomphe,
hysterically awaiting the runner. The
only people near the Embassy were those
that were late for the celebration. In the
growing dusk while Barbara waited,
every able-bodied citizen of France celebrated the French Independence day.
The runner from Versailles appeared
bearing the torch to light the lamp near
the Arc. The people watched, the people
cheered, and the crowd dissiminated,
each person going to his particular diversion.
Barbara left the Embassy at nine.
Peter hadn’t come. At first she was
tempted to catch the tail end of the
celebration, but then thought the better
of it. Probably Peter had intended they
should attend together. That would have
been good. Alone it would probably
cause her to consider the Seine over the
Lisbon plane. She returned to the hotel.
The lobby was deserted. All Paris was
at the Arc, except for a few disgruntled
desk clerks mumbling something about
the inanity of staying on duty since
everyone in Paris was at the celebration,
and everyone not in Paris should know
better than to arrive at such a time. As
the Lisbon plane left at five, she left

he would meet her. She knew, also, in-

word to be called and went to her room.

stinctively, that she would not hear from
him until then, if then, so she had ac-

Indeed, as the desk clerk said, the
Mademoiselle Roberts looked very tired.

cepted the post in Lisbon and had come

Continued on Page 21

The Good Newspaperman
by DIANE SHOEMAKER
One of the most misunderstood professions in the United States
today is that of the newspaperman. Depicted by Hollywood and novelists
as a brash young man, press camera in one hand, copy paper in the
other, police pass in his crushed and weather-beaten hat, the work-a-day
reporter finds himself in an unnatural position.
The profession, itself, he finds fascinating because every day brings
something different. But, in the course of his job he is met witha
diversity of attitudes. To anyone who wants a favor, publicity, or ‘“‘something for nothing” he is welcomed profusely. Yet, let that same person
actually be involved in a “big story” and he suddenly avoids the reporter
like a plague. As is naturally human, he wants only all good to be said
about him.
On the other hand, if all the news of other people and events was
not presented for his perusal each day, th reader would wear out the
telephone switchboard complaining.
This variation in attitudes often turns the reporter into a cynic,
unless he is on his guard. His main defense to the sudden approaches
and rebuffs of people is insensitivity.
Insensitivity, though, will not win the Pulitzer Prize.
The good reporter finds a medium ground to work from.
He likes people, no matter what their attitudes. His insensitivity is
channeled into objectivity. He never loses his sensitivity, for then he
would lose his ability to find the “angle.”
And his work would only be
‘dullness.

He studies current events constantly and tries to keep abreast of
significant facts—past, present, and future. In this way he can more
readily add objective interpretation to his reporting.

He takes real satisfaction from painting a word picture; that is,
from good descriptive writing of any kind. He tries never to lose his
early enthusiasm.
He never assumes that he has a monopoly on the truth. He does
his best to avoid bias, editorializing, or slanted reporting.

He is many persons in one. When his “nose for news’ is twitching,
he almost corresponds to his Hollywood counterpart. When he is rebuffed
by a tough-talking mobster, he turns on a hard-shelled streak and thrusts
out a stubborn chin. When a story deserves emotion, he reacts.
Often buffeted, cursed, and seldom praised, he finds himself still
with a high idealism.
Yet, once in awhile, a good reporter makes a headline in his own
right, and then the whole profession holds its head a little higher. It
sometimes may be hard to go along with him, but it’s a lot harder to do
without, the good reporter.

By LEONARD T. PERRY
The priest wearing a black business suit and turned around collar
has been a source of wonder and bewilderment to many people, Catholic
and non-Catholic alike. Inquiries such as—‘‘Who is he?’’, ‘““‘What does he
do ?”’, and ‘‘How does he differ from the rest of mankind?” are quite common
today.
The Greeks called him “presbyteros’’ which means elder or wise man.
From this, we get the word “priest.’”’ Although wise man is certainly a
partial definition, it is by no means complete.
Other attributes of the priest will be discussed in the following article
in an attempt to lift the fog that envelopes the Man in Black.
A priest could be the boy that used to catch fish in the village stream,
play baseball on the local playground, or drive his eighth grade teacher
insane by misguided, excess energy. The important point, however, is that
he decided to save his own soul, and those of others by devoting himself to
Christ in a very special manner.
Before reaching his goal, the aspirant must complete high school, two
years of college, two years of philosophy and four of theology. After com-

pleting the prescribed course of studies under prudent and watchful supervision, the boy next door is raised to the exalted status of another Christ.
Since Christ was the greatest teacher of all time, it stands to reason
that his followers, too, should be great teachers. To be sure the priest
teaches in many ways. Father teaches in the school of reverence when he

pays close attention to rubrics while celebrating the most Holy Sacrifice
of the Mass. He instructs us in the school of mercy when, representing
Christ, he forgives our sins in the Confessional. Another example of teaching is cited when we see Father instruct the “little ones” in the concepts of.
Our Religion.
Sermon time is the only time many adults hear the word of God
preached to them. It is at this time that Father explains the Divine truths

to the adults entrusted in his spiritual care. By incessantly tending to the
spiritual needs of his flock, he could easily dissipate his spiritual powers.
In view of this possibilty, the priest, from time to time, withdraws from
the world and tends to his own spiritual needs. The recitation of The Divine
Office, the celebration of the Sacrifice of Calvary, and the recitation of the
Rosary afford the priest many sources of Grace. However it is only through
spiritual reading and especially meditation that the priest can add cubits
to his spiritual stature.
The motto of Pope Pius XII is “Servus Servorum Dei,” (The Servant

of the Servants of God). And so too, it is with the priest. Seeing the Image
and Likeness imprinted on our bodies and souls, he becomes our servant.

Making the rounds of the parish, distributing the last rites, supervising
the spiritual and temporal affairs of the parish, and distributing the Sacraments often under the most difficult conditions are only a few of the duties
of the priest.

Yes, a priest must be a diversified individual and have a flexible personality. Father must be able to deal with and understand every possible

personality that may exist. He must be a doctor of souls and a healer of
wounds inflicted by sin. Most important, he must do this with perfect
fraternal charity in his heart. In short, “the priest must be all things to
all people.”
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@ It had rained all that morning, but as
spring rains do, it had stopped as suddenly as it had started. The clouds were
moving to the south, and they grunted
and grumbled as they pushed each other
along. Here and there the sun was spurting through them. Its rays were already
playing on the front stoop of the farmhouse while some of the more precocious
ones darted into the windows. Aunt Osa
felt their warmth on her back as she
sat in the kitchen. Her freckled brow
was beaded with perspiration when she
spoke to the thin, nervous boy who was
sitting across the room from her.
“Charlie, sun’s out now. You oughta
go play somewheres outside. Try and not
get too wet though.”

Panaced
—Proof that appearances are deceiving.

The boy finished studying the pattern
of the linoleum and his overlarge eyes
chanced a glance at the stout woman
before he started for the door. Aunt
Osa did not look up from her potato
peeling until the screen door slammed
shut behind him; she then frowned after
his spindly legs and thin back. Her lips
worked carefully one over the other, and.
then she tightened them, planting the
corners firmly.
Charlie had been sent to visit Aunt
Osa for the summer with the hope that

some vitality could be put into him. Or
as his mother said, ‘‘to give him a perking up.” Yet after two weeks on the

farm there was little change noticeable
in the boy. He still had the pale, sanctified look of a person who has lived most
of his life with sickness, and even Aunt
Osa’s bustling attempts to win the boy

were not enough to remove the barrier
of sensitive shyness that he put between
himself and everyone else.
Charlie liked to spend his days alone
in the woods and fields; the hours were
filled with the occupations of a city boy
on the farm. He would explore the creek
bottoms with a long stick, watch the
horses switching flies off one another,
or else lounge in the deep grass and
pretend that he was in some Lilliputian
jungle. Once he tried to climb a tree,
but his strength was not equal to it.
He fell. Aunt Osa was furious when she
saw the scratches.
Everyone was sure that Osa would be
just the tonic that the boy needed. She
was always attentive and helpful wherever sickness was concerned and was
forever telling of how robust and healthy
she was herself. Her round face was a
tamiliar one at the bedside of any ailing
member of her church. Osa could always
be depended upon and didn’t need to be
asked. In fact the time that the widow
lady from the crossings took to bed, Osa
insisted that the unfortunate woman be
brought to the farm so that she could
nurse her. Osa was brokenhearted when
the woman passed away after only three
weeks. She carried on as if it were her
fault, but everyone told her not to blame

herself. Yet that was Osa.

By JOE HUTZEL
Charlie, after staying indoors all
morning, felt like running. He took off
his shoes as soon as he was out of sight
of the house; he liked the feel of the
wet, cool grass as he ran. But he quickly
tired of the exercise and began absently
to amuse himself by picking up twigs.
that had been broken off by the storm.
He tossed the sticks as if they were
spears and then hurried to gather them
up again for another try. As he bent

to pick up one that he had thrown particularly far, he noticed a fluttering in
the grass. It so startled him that he

forgot his usual hesitation with the unfamiliar and scooped up a young spar-

row. Having its right wing shattered
from a fall, it cheeped pitiably in his
hand. With as little jostling as possible
to the tiny, warm body cupped in his
hands, Charlie hurried toward the house.
Aunt Osa had watched the boy from
the kitchen window until he was out of
sight, and then she continued to gaze
in that direction and seemed enthralled
with the scene. Grandpa, when he was
living, had spent hours at the same window, and it was as if the waving green
fields had hypnotized and entranced the
old man. Since his death last spring Osa
was prone to sit in this favorite spot
of his, and some people went so far as
to say that she reminded them of her
father in many other ways. She did look
like him; she had the same small eyes
that glistened under wiry brows, the
same bulky carriage that belied its true
strength, and the same motley-colored
hair that refused any attempt at grooming. Even in her earnest, forthright temperament she resembled him, but then
she had been very close to her father,
for they had lived alone on the farm
during the past twenty-three years of
her widowhood.
Osa enjoyed telling of how the two
of them had made their acres the showplace of the county, and of how they
had worked together better than any
team of Percherons. Their lives had been
honorable, ordered and pleasant until the
day that the old man had asked her to
call Doc Zimmer.

room for quite a spell.”
Grandpa looked about helplessly and
wheezed what seemed to be an assent to
the doctor’s verdict.
Osa was not as pleasant as usual when
she showed the doctor to the door. As
he was crossing the lawn she called,
“We won’t be needin’ you anymore,
Doctor Zimmer. I'll be taking care of
ta from now on in.” Derision was in
her tone.
And she did take care of the old man;
but the more frantic her effortsbecame,
the more he needed her. Everyone from
the church was worried about Osa. At
services she looked as though she were
near collapse from exhaustion. She was
Sapping all of her energy in an effort
to get her father back into the fields
again.
A month eked by, and the old man
was not any stronger. In truth his cough
was so tearing and fierce that Osa suggested that he walk with her in the
yard on warm afternoons.

-

an’ maybea loosening up is what

“Thought it was your heart, but it ain’t.”
He rooted in his bag of instruments.
“Seems only fittin’ that it should be at
your age. It’s your asthma actin’ up
again. It’s lots worse this—”’
“Is that all?” interrupted Osa hopefully. “Well, you won’t be in bed long,
Pa.” She sounded very relieved. She
almost giggled.
‘“’Fraid it'll be longer than that, Miss
Osa. Your pa ain’t a boy. An’ this is
bothering him more than he’s lettin’ on.”’
He snapped the shopworn instrument

you need, Pa.”’
“Osa, you know old man Zimmer says
for me to stay in bed.” He looked up at
her with glassy, calf eyes.
The woman got up from her chair at
his bedside and smiled a smile of forced
heartiness. “What’s he know? Why, Pa,
the sun will be good for you. Sun’s good
for everything.”
“But, Osie, Doctor Zimmer
_
“All right, Pa, keep it up. If you
wanna sprawl in the bed and let me
take care of the place by myself, it’s
fine by me. I'll get along. Anyways I
guess you don’t want to see Alice’s new
colt, do you? She birthed it last night
you know.”
Osa pretended to straighten the curtains while she waited to see the effect
of this bit of news. She knew her father
shared her reverence for the horses;
both man and daughter found almost a
holiness in the sleek strength of the
animals.
Grandpa wheezed heavily on Osa’s

bag. “He won’t be gettin’ out of this

Continued on Page 22
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Fran and her mother sighed deeply
as they emerged from the air-conditioned
supermarket and were suddenly aware
of the sensation of warm, heavy air
which enveloped them. It was an exceptionally hot Saturday afternoon in
Springdale, and the residents of the
small midwestern town were taking advantage of the opportunity to groom
their yards, to spread lunches on backyard picnic tables, or to don their summer cottons and take the family shopping.

By PATRICIA EVANS
Mrs. Pierce spoke amiably to those
who passed, as she and Fran, their arms
laden with groceries, made their way
to their parked automobile. Fran was
twenty years old now, and ever since
she was five, she had accompanied her
mother on the weekly marketing trip.
She was a tall, thin girl. Her tanned
legs looked very long and graceful in
the plaid bermuda shorts and black flatheeled shoes which she wore. Curly
strands of her closely cropped blonde
hair clung in perspiration to her neck
and forehead, and her blue eyes sparkled brightly in contrast to the brown
tint which an early tan had imparted
to her face.
When they reached the automobile,
Fran and her mother packed their
bundles into the trunk, and then both
climbed into the front seat. Fran adjusted herself behind the steering wheel
and made a number of skillful maneuvers, until the car emerged safely from
the throng of vehicles which crowded
the parking lot. She drove intently along
the neat, wide avenues of the town
while Mrs. Pierce, her blue eyes directed
out the window, coldly studied the tidy
rows of simple, trim houses which glided
by her. Her frail body sat stiffly. She
said nothing, but her thin face contorted slightly, revealing that her mind
was quite absorbed in busy thinking.

Fran occasionally stole a glance at
her mother, and when she could stand
the silence no longer, she simply sighed

and said flatly, “I’m sorry, Mom.”
Mrs. Pierce’s body relaxed, her eyes
regained expression, and turning her
face to Fran, she spoke in a low, uneven voice: ‘You don’t have to apologize, Fran. I know you didn’t mean to
get angry with me, and I really didn’t
mean to pout about it the way I did
all morning. You know your Mom is
only trying to help you—to do what’s
best for you.”
Fran gazed intently at her mother,
and then a warm, wide smile parted her
lips.
“I know, Mom, and I appreciate everything you and Dad have done for me—
sending me to college and all—but this
is a matter of—”
Mrs. Pierce squeezed her daughter’s
hand affectionately and said, ‘‘Let’s just
forget it, huh? Everything’s okay now
anyway, isn’t it?”
Frand turned the car into the level
black-topped driveway which lay next to

the Pierce home. Mr. Pierce was trimming the hedge which bordered the
entire backyard, but when he heard the
slamming of the car door, he dropped
the shears and walked quickly over to
the driveway. He wasatall, well-built,
handsome man; and the sun had imparted a glowing pinkness to his rather
fair complexion. He drewa soiled hand-

kerchief from his hip pocket and pressed
it against his forehead, cheeks, and
neck.
“Whew, what I wouldn’t give for a
cold glass of beer right now,” he said
thirstily.
“Your beer is probably warm by now.
It’s been in the trunk for an hour,” said
Mrs. Pierce, not even looking up at him.
“Here, carry this, will you?”
Fran had already gone into the house,

and when her mother and father came
into the kitchen, she was busy unwrapping parcels. Mr. Pierce stole over
to her and firmly, but fondly, placed a
large, grimy hand on her shoulder. Fran
smiled up at him affectionately.
“You look beat, Dad,” she said. “Sit

down there and rest a bit.”
Fran went to the refrigerator and
took out a bottle of beer, opened it, and
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poured some into a glass. Mr. Pierce

drank it thirstily, while Fran sat opposite him, her hand under her chin,
and observed him lovingly.
The ringing of the telephone startled
both of them, and Fran jumped immediately to answer it.
“Yes, Pete, she’s here; just a minute,”’
she heard her mother say dryly.
Before Mrs. Pierce could call her, Fran
was taking the telephone eagerly in her
hand.
“Hello, Pete,” she whispered smoothly.
“Oh, I don’t care really. We can just
go for a drive or something tonight.”
Mrs. Pierce walked into the kitchen.
She was obviously displeased. Mr. Pierce
gazed at her anxiously, waiting for her
to say something. He had been through
this before—he knew what to expect
when Clara’s temper was aroused, and
he dreaded the ordeal.
Mrs. Pierce said nothing, however. She
stood at the window, gazing out at her
flower garden—the dearest thing to her
next to her daughter. The flowers had
blossomed beautifully. She had raised
them with such concern, with so much
attention. She had given much care to
raising Fran, too, but now she realized
that she had not been so successful.
Fran was fighting her—she steadfastly

refused to submit to her mother’s judgment in a matter of love. This was the
source of their disagreement that morn-

ing, for both had known for some time
that Fran was falling in love with Pete.
Mrs. Pierce wanted to put an end to
the affair before she might lose Fran
to him. Fran must marry a college
man—-someone who could give her the
sort of life which she herself had never
had. Mrs. Pierce had sacrificed greatly
already to send her daughter to college,
and her only reason was that Fran
should have an opportunity to meet the
“right”? young man. Pete would never
do. It was impossible even to believe

that her daughter could want him. They
would never be happy together, for Pete
could not give Fran the things which

she wanted and deserved to have. Pete
operated a press in one of the large
factories in a nearby city. He had not

gone to college but had begun working
in the factory immediately after graduating from high school. That was his
job. Perhaps that would always be his
job. No, Fran could not marry Pete. He
just wasn’t good enough for Mrs.
Pierce’s daughter.
The low buzzing of Fran’s voice on
the telephone stopped, and Mrs. Pierce
suddenly emerged from the mesh of
thoughts which crowded her mind. Mr.
Pierce had been sitting there, staring
down at his empty glass. When he heard
Fran’s footsteps, he rose quickly.
“Td better go out and finish trimming that hedge,” he said loudly.
“Haven’t you anything to say about
this matter?” Mrs. Pierce snapped.
“Don’t you care if our daughter is about
to makea terrible mistake?”
“Clara, I don’t think she is making a
mistake,” he said firmly. “But what I
think doesn’t matter, because you’ve
already made up your mind about those
two kids.”
He glanced up to see Fran standing
at the kitchen door. She looked at him
imploringly—seeming to ask him with
her eyes to help her. Mr. Pierce only
sighed wearily and then closed the back
door behind him.
“Please don’t say anything, Mother,”’
Fran said fearfully. ‘““You can’t keep me
away from Pete.”
“You don’t care about me, Fran,”’ her
mother said sadly. ‘What I want for
you doesn’t seem to matter any more,

does it?”
“Of course it does, Mom. But things
don’t always work out the way you want
them. I love Pete and he loves me. Mom,

don’t you want me to be happy?”
“Fran, if I thought that you could
never be happy with another boy besides
Pete, I wouldn’t want to stand in your

way. But I don’t think Pete is the right
boy for you. If you'll only wait; just
don’t do anything foolish.”
“If I wait, Mom, I may lose him,”
Fran said bitterly. “I won’t let that
happen!”
Fran’s mouth quivered in an effort to

hold back the tears. She turned quickly
from her mother and blindly rushed up-
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stairs to the safety of her rcom. She
flung herself across the bed, her slim
body shaking violently in anger and
hurt.
Mrs. Pierce did not follow her but
sat down and began to study the design
on the linoleum which covered her
kitchen floor. She knew that Fran was
determined to marry Pete and that she
must do something—anything—to stop
her.
That evening Fran and her father sat
silently in the living room, waiting for
Pete to arrive. Mrs. Pierce was not with
them. She had retired to her bedroom
after dinner and remained there.
“Daddy, what am I going to do?”
Fran said suddnly.
“You love Pete, don’t you, honey?”
“Oh, yes, I’m sure that I do,” she
replied, her face brightening for the
moment.
“Then don’t let anyone stand in your
way,” her father said sternly. He hesitated for a moment and then added, “‘not
even your mother.”
“T just don’t understand her attitude,
Dad. She loves me and wants me to be
happy, and yet—’”
“Your mother has a strange way of
showing her love for both of us, but
she does love us, Fran. She never had
much as a child, and I couldn’t offer
her anything but my love when we married. Maybe I haven’t done right by both
of you, but I’ve done the best I can.”
Fran rushed over to her father and
hugged him tearfully. She loved him so
much at that moment.
“Don’t worry, honey,” he said, stroking her head gently. “Everything will
work out all right.”
At that instant the doorbell rang, and
Fran hurriedly tried to remove traces
of tears from around her eyes. She
opened the door to a tall, husky young
man with a boyish face. He had warm,
dark brown hair and eyes and a gentle
smile. He stepped with uncertainty into
the living room and seemed relieved to

see Mr. Pierce sitting there.
Fran excused herself for a moment,

but while she made some adjustments
on her hair and make-up, she was listen-

ing intently to the conversation between
her father ad Pete. They seemed to
speak quite freely to each other, and
Fran knew that her father liked Pete.
She knew, too, that Pete feared her
mother and that he was aware of her
utter dislike for him. Fran wondered if
her love for this boy would ever be culminated in marriage. It all seemed so
hopeless at this point. Then she remembered her father’s encouraging
words, and faith was renewed in her
heart.
Fran went back into the living room,
and she and Pete prepared to leave. Mr.
Pierce stood at the door and watched
the two young people drive away. When
Pete’s car was out of sight, Mr. Pierce
closed the door and turned around to
see Mrs. Pierce walking slowly into the
living room. She moved stiffly, and her
face was twisted with emotion.
“IT won’t let her do it! She’s my
daughter, and I won’t let her do this
thing!’’ she cried vehemently.
Mr. Pierce only smiled at her and said,
“Oh, Clara, don’t interfere this time. Let
Fran make her own decisions for once.
Lord knows, she’s old enough.”
“That’s exactly what I’d expect you
to say. You don’t care if she finishes
college, or if she marries a poor man
and never has anything!”
Mr. Pierce’s smile faded, his heart
began to pound rapidly, and in his anger
he shouted: ‘You married a poor man,
didn’t you?”
“Yes,”’ she replied with obvious disgust, ‘and I won’t let my daughter make
the same mistake. I want Fran to have
aman who can give her everything that
you haven’t given me.”
Mr. Pierce looked at his wife with
unbelieving eyes. His face was drained
of blood, and his body heaved as though
he were fighting for each breath which
he took.
“You regret marrying me?” he said
with incredible slowness. “I never knew,
Clara. I never knew.”
“Yes,” she whispered. “Through the

years I’ve come to regret it. If it weren’t
for Fran—”
Continued on Page 23

—Life begins at 80.

By GEORGANN SPURLINO

Perhaps it might have helped if we
had taken a course in gerontology before we met her, but as it was we were
totally unprepared for the_ situation.
Mrs. T. is my aunt’s mother and my
husband and I had agreed to stay with
her while my aunt and uncle traveled
for three months. We had met her before and she seemed to be a sweet old
lady of 87, still pretty spry and sharp,
but somehow 87 must be a rather deceptive age; things aren’t as they seem
at the surface.
Upon our arrival my husband and I
were greeted by Mrs. T. with a great
bustle of energy for which I should think
she’d be famous by now. She wrestled
our suitcases from us despite protests
and charged off for the bedroom which
was luckily on the first floor. Within
a few minutes she was back, but only
to say that dinner was almost ready if
we’d just sit down.
I suppose in order to picture Mrs. T.
properly, you really should know what
she looks like. She’s not very tall and
just a little on the thin side with white
hair and very blue eyes; she isalittle

bent and walks like a sand piper running
over a beach. Her eyes are very bad
and she uses a magnifying glass (Sher-

lock Holmes style) to read ordinary
print. Usually though she is just a blurr
as she whizzes by on her way from some

world-shaking duty. Once when I asked
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her why she didn’t sit down to rest once
in a while she replied that she had to
keep busy or she just couldn’t stand it.
The first wash day was a spectacle,
if you like such things. In order to get
the wash done early so she’d have more
time to do I-don’t-know-what she’d get
up at 6:30 and start carting wagonsful
of dirty clothes to the laundry room and
then out to the line to be hung. I no
sooner had taken out a washerful and
put them in the basket, than she’d sneak
in, take them out and hang them up.
Her wash day attire was one of her
most colorful. She wore an old dress
practically in rags, an old man’s shirt,
and a straw hat that must have been
at least as old as she. She got lost in
the huge sheets that blew in the wind
and all but engulfed her. Characteristically, she refused all help. I think she
considered it quite a victory to win the
“battle of the sheets.”
If the washing got done early enough,
Mrs. T. retired to her garden where she
raised tomatoes as big as grapefruit;
peppers, herbs, and a few other things.
She must have supervised personally the
growing of everything in that garden.
I’d bet nothing grew at night while she
wasn’t there. The net result of this
frenzied gardening were days of furious
canning. One morning I found her in the
middle of the yard surrounded by red
gore; she was peeling tomatoes for canning. She explained she put up enough
to last until next tomato season. I began
to wonder if the supermarkets were all
on strike or something. Mrs. T. spent
days up to her ears in red goo and she
was thoroughly exhausted at the end of
the day—much to her delight.
I soon found the stores weren’t closed
at all. About every three days Mrs. T.
had another reason to “go to town to
do the marketing.” I was the hired
basket-pusher as she hopped from aisle
to aisle picking up all the wrong things
because she couldn’t read the labels on
the cans and boxes. Her prize comment
was the day she peered at the boxes of

murder or violence or the like.

ready-mix cake batter and demanded to

North is peaceful again but the South

know how the breakfast food supply
was!

Civil War.

Without waiting for a reply she
barged off down the aisle toward the
canned fruit where she inadvertently
picked up a can of peaches with the
statement that we’d have sweet potatoes
for dinner that night. Although she was
through with the boxes and the canned
goods by that time, she was still ready
for her weekly tussle with the butcher
whom she inevitably accused of either
leaving too much fat on the meat or of
sticking his thumb on the scale. After
this encounter she was almost ready to
go home, but not before she stopped at
the bakery to upbraid the baker for
having holes in his bread.
Everything she did was at a furious
pace and she was doing something all
the time. She found more work to do
than I cared to think about and still
she kept on going. At night she’d relax
by watching television. To do this Mrs.
T. would practically sit on top of the
set; and to top it off only certain programs were approved, those without
“T can’t stand all this blood-shed these
days.”’ If blood-shed was the only offering of the entertainment world, then she
would sit and chatter about her girlhood
on the farm. Her favorite story was
about a shy neighbor boy who came to
help with the haying. One day it seems
she nailed his hat to the porch floor and
the poor boy just left it there because
he was too embarrassed to say his hat
was stuck to the floor. She took great
pride in the fact that she was a rascal
in her youth, but if you ask me it wasn’t
only in her youth.
If you wonder why she is in the past
tense it’s not because she is no longer
with us, it’s just because she goes South
for the winter because she can’t stand
the cold northern climate. In a letter to
us she wrote that she had rested all the
way down and now felt as good as ever.
I’d be willing to wager that that is the
last rest she has until she takes the
train back in the spring. Anyway the
has been invaded. There may be another

Safari Substitute
By MARY C. CARR
—The ideal spot for exploration.
I have always had a yen for exploring.
Consequently I’ve spent hours cogitating
prospective exploratory regions, but the
perfect site never presented itself. The
deep dark jungles of Africa would seem
ideal except that the heat there is somewhat stifling, and the crawling things
aren’t exactly companionable. Therefore
I decided to look for a more comfortable
environment. Then I thought a cooler
locale, say the Arctic regions. Brrrr! I
shivered even contemplating such a preposterous proposition. Surely, I maintained, there must be an ideal tract
somewhere. My ambition continued undaunted and my decision as to where
or what to explore never terminated.
All of this is changed now, because I
have found the most perfect site for an
expedition! The temperature is about
seventy degrees. There are no wild, untamed animals to battle. In fact none
of nature’s unpleasant elements hinder
me in any way. Where is it? It’s none
other than zoology lab. Here I have discovered and explored to my heart’s content.
I can’t say that lab hasn’t produced
some narrow escapes. Why, the first day
there I was asked to remove the scalpel
from my shiny new dissecting kit and
place it on the table before me. The instructor then said, ‘‘Today each of you

will see something no one has ever seen
before—human cells.”
I looked at the sharp glistening blade
of the scalpel and then at the instructor.

Good grief! What did he mean? Our instructor continued, ‘‘When you are sure
the scalpel is clean, place it inside your

mouth and scrape the roof of your
mouth
se
My heart plunged to my toes like an
elevator with a broken cable. Did he
want me to cut out the roof of my
mouth? I had heard somewhere that professors did things out of the ordinary
once in awhile to make classes more interesting, but this was going too far.
The instructor looked at the ghosts in
front of him and finished his sentence,
“and be sure to use the dull rounded
side of your scalpel.”
Pale pink faces gratefully responded
with assurance that they would. And
you know—I truly discovered something
under the microscope that no one had
seen before. I saw my very own cells.
Our instructor was right because no one
had ever seen those cells before.
One day I was handeda slide with a
drop of water on it. The slide was a
rectangular pane of glass about one by
two inches. The instructor told me with
a sly grin that I had five or six amebas
on the slide and that I should find one
and draw it. I looked at the water and
saw nothing. It was quite clear—but
no, there was one tiny speck. Ha! Ha!
I figured there was only one ameba on
my slide and I saw him. Just then, however, the instructor said, “If you see anything in the water, it’s only feeding
material for your amebas.”
Deflated, I reasoned that, if that speck
wasn’t an ameba, then I hadn’t any. It
reminded me of the time I went to a flea
circus. I peered into a cage and saw
nothing except minute slides and merrygo-rounds; yet the sign above the cage
read “Fleas at Play.”
Skeptically,
though, I placed my slide under the
microscopic lens to search for my ameba.
Suddenly I was elated and overjoyed
when an ameba actually appeared before
my eyes. It seemed an unfathomable
mystery that there really was a living
animal in that tiny drop of water.

Every visit to this laboratory was
truly an adventure in itself. The inevitable day came when the Lumbrious
terrestris, more commonly known as the
earthworm, was to be dissected. Squeam-

ishly I imagined slicing one of those
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slimy crawly worms in two, and viewing
the brownish pulp as it oozed out. Ugh!
I yearned for dark glasses to dull the
sight. But to my amazement the earthworm wasn’t just brownish pulp inside.
It was the most neatly and intricately
organized animal I’d ever seen. Here I
discovered that the lowly earthworm
has ten hearts. I wonder if his heartaches are multiplied by ten.
It is doubtful that the instructor ever
realized the extra mileage I gleaned
from the lab. My adventuring didn’t stop
with the microscope or dissections. I had
additional experiences. Many times I was
whisked into the land of fantasy owing
to interesting revelations made by the

instructor. Once he remarked that if man
could jump with the proportionate power
of a grasshopper he could jump a hundred and twenty feet in the air. At once
I deliberated this fact as a feat of man.
Would he acquire protective instinct at
the same time he acquired his new
ability, or would he have to teach self
preservation to himself? Imagine man
hopping a hundred and twenty feet in
the air! What breath--taking thrills
would evolve from this phenomenon!
Perhaps these new mediums for adventures may lead me astray, but they
are tremendously stimulating and have
adequately satisfied my yen for adventurous exploring.

Vie lal. ta
By RICHARD BURKHARDT
How canI describe this night,
This air, those clouds, these drifting leaves
Which fall so lovely in their plight,
Snatched from trees by icy thieves
While winter laughs with cold delight?
How can I describe this bare,

This tall and grand, this naked tree,
To which a leaf is now so rare,
Although last week it seemed to me
One could not count the number there?
How can I describe this moon,
So round and pale, so bold above?

It’s surely not the moon of June
Which fosters growth and warmth and love.
This one speaks of death too soon.
How can I describe this blast,
This sharp and mean, this fateful chill
That brings to blossoms, which in past
Played and danced on every hill
Their frozen stance and gay look lost?
How can I describe this fall
Of summer from her mighty throne,

She who builds the trees so tall,
She who makes the earth her own
Leaves with color, grandeur all?
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RIGHT TO HAPPINESS
Continued from Page 5
wants to let Debbie run around, I can’t
help it. But you, Carol Ann, are going
to stay home where I can watch and
be sure you are all right. Even if you
do get home by ten o’clock, you still
can’t tell what’s going to happen. I don’t
care, Carol Ann, I’ve made up my mind,
and you're not going. No matter how
much you stamp and scream, you still
can’t go. If you don’t be still, I’m going
to slap you. Now be quiet!
“Jealous! How can you say that, Carol
Ann, after all the work I’ve done for
you girls. Think of all the time I spend
in that store, just so you can have things
nice, and you think I’m jealous. I can
see where you might say something
about your father, the way he walked
out and left you. You could have starved
for all he cared. And who saved you
when he tried to choke you? If it hadn’t
been for me, he might have really hurt
you. Well, if you know all that, please
remember it sometimes, Carol Ann. After
all, I expect some gratitude for all I’ve
done.
“But I always let Rosalie go places
because I could depend on her. I knew
she wouldn’t get into trouble. She never
gave me all the trouble you do. And she
always did better in school than you,
too. Maybe if your arithmetic grade was
a little higher, then you could go out
more often. You see, you must prove to
me I can trust you. I know I’m right,
Carol Ann. When you get older, then
you’ll see why I do all these things. It’s
only for your own good and not because
I don’t want you to have any fun. Carol
Ann, please! I don’t want to talk about
it any more. And I don’t want to fight!
Crying won’t help a bit. Now finish the
dishes while I go in and lie down for a
while. Then you can do your arithmetic.

shame that she has to suffer because
of what Francis did. After twenty-three
years and for no reason. He had everything he wanted and then to run away
for some young ... well, I won’t get to
sleep thinking about it, but I just can’t
understand it.
“I must have fallen asleep--why it’s
eleven. And I wanted’ to call Mama. I
suppose I could phone her tomorrow or
. .. I wonder what Carol Ann’s doing--it
seems so quiet. Why, she should have
come to bed with me by now. Carol Ann!
Carol Ann, answer me. What are you
doing? Carol Ann! Why, she must be
gone. If she went to the show, she’ll be
sorry. I'll make her stay in after school
for a month! And no arithmetic done.
Some day she’s going to drive me too
far. She probably thought I wouldn’t
wake up until she got back. Well, we’ll
just see what happens now. I wonder,
though. It’s almost eleven. She should
be home by now. Maybe I’d better call
Mrs. Hartman. Something must have delayed them.
“Mrs. Hartman? This is Mrs. Arighi,
Carol Ann’s mother. Has Debbie come
home from the show yet? Well, is she
already asleep? Would you ask her
whether Carol Ann went to the show
with them? I told her she couldn’t go,
but I fell asleep and when I woke up
she was gone.
“Debbie, did Carol Ann go to the show
with you? You’re telling me the truth,
aren’t you? You’re sure you haven’t
seen her all night? Debbie, please be
truthful with me. You’re sure. Well, let
me talk to your mother again.
“Tm worried about Carol Ann, Mrs.
Hartman. Yes, I know. But she shouldn’t
disobey me like this. She just hasn’t
been the same since her father left. All
right, but if Debbie should hear anything from her, please let me know. Well,
thank you. Yes, I will. Good-bye.

That will do you a lot more good than

“Now, where could she have gone?

going to any show. Please, Carol Ann!

You must learn to do what I tell you.

She’s just doing this to get back at me.
Of all the disobedient things. Well, when

“She isn’t really a bad girl, but she’s
so stubborn. Just like her father. She
needs a man to keep her in line. It’s a

sorry. She must learn to do what I tell
her.

she comes home, she’ll be the one that’s

“Goodness, it’s ten after eleven. Surely
she’d be home from the show by now.
I don’t know where else she could be.
Maybe she went to Mama’s for the
night--no--they would have called. Perhaps--just to be sure.
“Hello, Mama, is Carol Ann there?
Oh. Well, she’s not here, and I can’t
locate her anywhere. I’m getting worried, Mama. She might have gotten into
some kind of trouble. And she’s just
doing it to defy me. Sometimes I think
her father liked her because she was
so much like him. Well, if you hear anything, let me know. Good-bye now--and

say a prayer.
“Why, I don’t know where to turn.
Maybe--I had better call the police. If
she is in any kind of trouble, they’ll
know about it. Maybe they could help
me find her if she hasn’t gone too far.
“Operator, please give me the police.
Well, I don’t have a directory. All right.
Thank you.
“Hello. This is Mrs. Arighi and I
called to check about my daughter, Carol
Ann. She left the house this evening
while I was asleep and I’m beginning to
get worried about her. OK, I'll wait. You
haven’t? Well, will you call me if you
do hear anything. I’m about to go out
of my mind with worry. Thank you. My
number? MAin 1-6578. Well, she has
light brown hair, her eyes are brown,
too, and she’s about five feet three
inches tall. Fourteen. Wearing? A blue
dress and saddle shoes, I think. Yes, I
will. Thank you. Good-bye.
“Dear God, where could she be? If
something happened to her, I don’t know
what I’ll do. It isn’t enough that Francis
had to leave, but now this. Dear Lord,
what have I done to deserve this? Why
must I suffer so? None of this would
have happened if it hadn’t been for him.
If he hadn’t left, Carol Ann would be
here tonight. If he . . . some day God
will punish him for all he has done. But
just so Carol Ann is spared. That will
be enough for me. Still, there’s one thing
I can be thankful for. At least none of

it was my fault.

MEET ME IN PARIS
Continued from Page 7
In her room Barbara reflected, Peter

didn’t come because he didn’t want to
or forgot, because he really was dead,
or because he was delayed. She hesitated
a moment then called the desk and modified the previous instructions: she could
be disturbed if it were a Mr. Peter Ericks,
then immediately regretted the move.
She had changed over the past months.
Peter probably had, too, sufficiently to
completely change his mind, but she
didn’t countermand the order.
At three-thirty she was called. She
packed the overnight-case she brought
and checked out. Now was the time to
visit the Seine. She went down to the
spot where she had been on the previous
day. In essence the Seine was unchanged
and still watching. Peter was a phantom
of the Washington parties. He had never
said he was in love with her. In fact,
she had never admitted the converse
although it was true. She was yet quite
young, and there were many places to
be seen, like London in an extra-heavy
fog, and many people to meet. “No,
never the Seine,” for Barbara she had
to go back to Lisbon. And, this trip to
Paris, it was the epitomy of foolishness.
Perhaps the major point of interest
about Peter was the mystery that
seemed to envelope him. She didn’t even
know much about him, exceptalittle

of his early life, that she enjoyed his
company at parties, and that he had
told her to meet him. Well, she had been
there. She bid the river adieu and
turned to leave for the airport.
A figure parted from a shadow and
stepped before her. The man who belonged to the figure had crinkly brown
eyes and a contagious grin although
neither were present at the moment. A
day’s beard covered his chin and his
soft brown hair was rumpled. Fatigue
showed everywhere on him. He said
slowly, “Barbara.”
But Barbara had made a decision. She

had just realized that if he were going
to be late he could have sent word.
“Hello, Peter,’’ she said cooly.

“I have a reason for being late.”
Barbara waited. If he wanted to explain she’d listen.
After an awkward pause Peter continued. “The plane I came in was supposed to land in Paris at six. We were
forced down on the frontier. I got in an
hour ago and started checking the hotels
hoping you were still here. You had
checked out when I called. I also checked
the airport and presumed you would be
going to Lisbon, so I thought you were
in Paris. I went down to the Arc de
Triomphe but you weren’t there so I
thought I’d try to catch you at the airSOF onc
Barbara’s features, at first hardered
with determination, slowly softened. She
still waited, but no longer as if she were
enduring a session.
Peter glanced at the river. “I happened to come down here just because
I like to watch the Seine,” he said.
Barbara moved closer to the edge, and
leaned on it. “I like it, too,” she agreed.
“You know,” he said, leaning on the
edge beside her and looking out at the
river, “I bet the old River Seine, if it
could talk, could tell more stories than
any library could hold.”
Neither one spoke for a moment, then
Peter broke the silence saying, ‘Barbara,
there’s something I wanted to ask you
back in Washington, only I wasn’t sure
of some facts, and I didn’t have time.
I’m going to stay here for about a week,
then I’ve been assigned to go to Denmark for an indefinite time. ... Will
you come with me?”
He hurriedly added, “I suppose that
sounded corny, but I do mean it. And
for one thing, if you like, if we’re still
there next year, we can come down for
Bastille Day next year. It isn’t too far.
The reason I said this day when we
were in Washington was because I was
here for it once before and the ceremony
impressed me... .”

He would have continued to chatter
except that Barbara smiled
her hand into his. The smile
for Peter, but the rest of
to the river. She’d go to
morrow.

and slipped
was mostly
it belonged
Lisbon to-

PANACEA
Continued from Page 11
arm as she led him into the windowless,
squat horse barn. The old man’s eyes
misted when Alice came near him to be
comforted. He patted the horse feebly.
He smiled at her gangling offspring.
“Pa, you stay here a minute. I’m
gonna see if I can find one of those old
blankets we used to have.”
Grandpa nodded assent. He was
scratching Alice behind the ears.
Osa had no more than left his side
than the barn door slammed shut. It
closed off the only source of light. The
old man fumbled in the darkness.
“Osa! Osie—Osa, it’s dark in here.
Door’s shut. Osa, come—’”’ His head met
a hard object and that was the last
thing that the old man ever felt.
Charlie reached the yard and slumped
down exhausted. His precious prize was
held against his chest; he drew up his
knees to give added protection. The boy
stroked the damp feathers. He put his
cheek to the bird’s side and could hear
the miniature heart pounding wildly. It
was pounding almost as crazily as was
his own.
The boy was still petting his new
charge when Aunt Osa came out into
the yard with a pan of potato peels in
her hands. She tossed the peels on the
house garden, set the pan on the porch
rail, and waddled towards the spot where
Charlie was sitting.
“What you sittin’ on the wet ground
for, Charlie?’’ Her tone was condescending. “You know what your ma would
say. She sure wouldn’t like it none if
you was to come home feeling more
poorly than when you came to stay here
with me.”
The boy looked up at her, grimaced
helplessly, but did not answer.

“What you got in your hand, boy?”
“Nuthin’,” Charlie murmured.
“Lemme see it,’”’ said Aunt Osa.

Charlie’s eyes begged her not to ask
again, but he did not make an effort
to comply. He continued caressing the
gray feathers.

Aunt Osa’s great round legs were
planted directly in front of him now. If
Charlie dared look up again, he could
see a wheedling smile playing on her
lips.
“Com’on, Charlie, let Aunt Osa see
what you got there. I ain’t gonna hurt
it none.”
Charlie kept his eyes fastened on her
unseemingly small feet. His thin shoulders, their blades too obvious, were
shaking. He leaned forward in an effort
to hide his hand. Squeaking, frightened
sounds were coming from him; they
were hopeless, helpless noises.
Aunt Osa bent toward him as much
as her preponderance would permit.
Now she was coaxing. “Let your aunt
Osa see the pretty little thing, Charlie.
Com’mon, boy, what is the matter?”
He lifted his head half sobbing. Her
face was so close to his that she could
feel his damp eyelids quiver on her
cheek. She put one of her chubby, red
hands on his shoulder while the other
was seeking the cheeping ball of feathers
that he held.
“You don’t need be afraid of Aunt
Osa, boy. Ain’t I always been nice to
you? Why you so stingy? What you
carrying on so for? Lemme hold what
you got there.”
Her fingers clutched inside his hands
and wrested the sparrow from them. She
stood up with a lurch, glanced around
until she found a large elm, and then,
with all her body behind the motion,
she flung the hapless bird against the
trunk of the tree.
Osa gurgled a laugh. “That thing was
sickly. Wouldn’t get no better no matter
what you do. Can’t keep sickly things
around.”
She kicked the crumpled, broken bird
with her foot as she started for the
house.
“Come in the kitchen, Charlie. I’m
gonna fix something that’ll be good for
you.”

ONE MOTHER’S LOVE
Continued from Page 15
Mr. Pierce broke down completely. His
huge hands hid his face, and his whole
body shook as if it were in a spasm.
Mrs. Pierce shook her head in pity
and murmured, “You aren’t even a man
now.”
She turned slowly and walked away
from him. Mr. Pierce’s eyes rose and
followed the movement of his wife. Even
when she was out of sight, he continued
to stare in the same direction. He sat
that way for several hours.
Fran and Pete walked hand in hand
to the front door of the Pierce home.
Fran gently ran her finger over the
small diamond which Pete had placed
so fearfully on her left hand.
“What’s going to happen, Frannie?
Your mother will fight me all the way,”
he said with utter hopelessness.
“Tl tell her everything in the morning,” she said defiantly.
Pete gathered her gently in his arms

and held her for several minutes, afraid
to let her go.
“Don’t worry, darling,” she whispered.
“Everything will be all right. Dad said
it would.”
Fran was more than startled when
she switched on the living room light
and saw her father sitting in a chair,

a frightening blankness in his eyes.
“Daddy, what’s wrong? Where’s
Mother ?”
Mr. Pierce began to moan and then
to weep uncontrollably. He grasped his
daughter’s hand violently, and then he
saw the ring.
“Fran, marry your young man and
get away from this house, away from
your Mother!”
“Dad, what’s happened ? What’s Mother
done?” she demanded.
“I thought your Mother loved me,” he
whispered chokingly. “She doesn’t, Fran,
not any more anyway. What’s happened ?
We were just like you and Pete — so

much in love. We didn’t have much—
just what we felt for each other. That’s
always been enough for me, but your
Mother regrets it all now. She doesn’t
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love me!”
“Dad, what are you saying?” she said
in horror.
“It’s true. She told me so tonight. It’s
you that keeps her here. Fran, I can’t
bear it!”
Fran stared at him in disbelief, but
the misery in his eyes was proof enough.
She knelt at her father’s side and pitied
him. He was a good man, and he loved
Clara so much that he had allowed her
to reduce him to this—a man stripped
of his strength, a man whose dignity
had been snatched from him.
“Oh Dad, if she’s done this to you,
what will she do to Pete and me? Help
me, Dad!” Fran’s face twisted in panic,
and tears streamed down her cheeks, as
the painful realizations of the past few
moments cut into her mind.
“I won’t, honey. I promise I’won’t let
her stand in the way of your happiness.”
He spoke as though he were preparing
to give his life for some cause. “Go to
bed now, Fran.”
Fran kissed her father tenderly on
the forehead and climbed the stairs to
her room. She paused at the door of the
room in which her mother slept and
placed her hand on the knob. Then,
changing her mind, she fled down the
hall and slipped into the darkness of
her own room.
Fran lay in bed, unable to sleep. She
thought of the events of this day. So
much had happened, so much had been
made known to her about her mother,
her father, and even herself. Her father’s
distress anguished her more than her
own. He wanted so much to help her
now, but Fran knew that he could do
nothing. He was powerless against his
wife. He always had been, but tonight
Clara crushed him completely. He could
not even help himself now.
Fran finally dozed off, but she slept
fitfully, moaning and tossing a great
deal. Suddenly she started and sat up

in her bed. What was the noise she had
heard? She didn’t know what had
sounded, but something had wakened

hall. She saw her mother rushing frantically down the stairs. Fran followed
her in terror, but she stopped suddenly
when she heard a cry of anguish—her
mother’s cry. She ran into the kitchen
then and shrieked at what she saw. Her
father lay on the floor, a gun in his
hand, a single bullet hole through his
head. Fran stared at him for almost a
minute, quiet moans escaping from her
lips. Suddenly she flung herself headlong at his body and gathered it in her
arms. She wept silently and then lifted
her eyes to meet those of her mother.
“You did it, Mother!’”’ Fran screamed.
“No, Fran!’ her mother wailed. I
heard the shot just as you did. Fran,

why? Oh God, why did he do it?”
Mrs. Pierce wept bitterly. She fell to
the floor and crept toward the body of
her husband. Fran watched her, but suddenly she grasped her mother’s arm and
pulled her away from the still form.
“Get away from him, Mother!’ You
have no right to weep. You killed him!”
“Fran, what are you saying? You
know I didn’t kill him. How can you
even say such a thing?”
“No, Mother, you didn’t kill him a few
minutes ago. You killed him earlier tonight — when you told him that you
didn’t love him. He pulled the trigger,
but you gave him the gun!”
Mrs. Pierce drew her hands to her
face in horror. She HAD killed him! She
looked at Fran and saw hate. She ran
to her daughter and tried to embrace
her, but Fran pushed her away brutally.
“Don’t touch me! I’m sorry for you,
Mom, but I can’t help you!” Fran’s voice
softened to a whisper. “I can’t help Dad
now either. But I can help myself by
getting away from here.”
Mrs. Pierce sank to her daughter’s
feet. She tore at Fran’s bathrobe, but
it was wrenched from her hand.
“Fran, I’m your Mother! Please don’t

leave me!” she cried in utter despair.
“T have to, Mom, if I want to save
myself.” Fran turned to gaze at the
still figure on the floor. “He was my

her. Then she heard footsteps in the

Father, and he helped me .. . just as

hall, and, seizing her bathrobe, she
thrust open her door and ran into the

he said he would.”
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