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C)c::>ORS 
me r l.e schro ed er· 

She stepped from the car, setting her foot down carefully to avoid catch­ 
ing her high heel in the cracks between the paving bricks. From a little 
mound of debris piled up against the safety island, the hot summer wind 
snatched a strip of oily newspaper and slapped it against her ankle. The 
soiled ribbon of paper clung to her nylon hose. As she made her way to the 
sidewalk, she shook her leg, hoping to dislodge the flapping strip without 
having to touch it. The jagged edges of the paper were snagged in the threads 
of the hose. She mounted the high curb to safety on the walk and paused 
for a moment to unpeel cautiously with the tips of two fingers the wrapping 
on her ankle. 

She walked on, studying the smudge that the greasy newsprint had left 
on her white gloves. Filth. The badge of the city. Soot on white blouses. 
Grease on gloves. No way to avoid dirt in this neighborhood. Everyone and 
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everything wore the label in some way. Gloves were removable and washable, 
but some things would never come clean. 

The buildings, for example. They had been here too long. Dirt had 
ground in, as on little boys' knees. She surveyed the old familiar landmarks 
Which lay before. For ten years she had been walking those two blocks 
from the Talman Avenue stop to the office, passing the same buildings, 
scarcely aware of them. She hadn't realized until today how subtly they had 
changed since she had first observed them. They couldn't shake off the 
stigma any longer. They were permanently scarred. 

The International Register Company building there on the corner was 
?ray and grimy now. It used to look respectable and aloof, as if it were 
ignoring its dismal neighbors. Years ago, it seemed so impressive that a 
stranger would never have -noticed the ramshackle tavern squatting down 
beside it. 

Ignore that tavern now? Some chance! The laborers at International used 
to eat lunch there and cash their paychecks on Friday. But they don't 
go in there any more. She quickened her pace instinctively as she passed the 
tavern. The door was open, as usual on a humid summer morning. The 
breeze carried to her nostrils the morning-after smell of stale beer. The juke 
box was still blaring. A shifty-eyed, lanky Negro sat on a tilted crate, leaning 
against the building. The box creaked as he tapped his foot to the beat of 
the music. 

"Ain'tcha gonna work today, black boy?" 
She raised her eyes to see who had spoken. The mulatto with the straight­ 

~ned hair and the flower-encircled chignon was leaning out of the window 
in the flat above the tavern, shaking her head and flashing gold earrings. 

"Worked yesterday, gal." The black boy laughed, not looking up and not 
missing a tap with his cleats. 

"You sho are a card, tha's all .... " 
The voices faded into the distance. A Cadillac with white-wall tires sped 

Past, coming close to the curb and scattering a heap of curbstone trash. She 
held her breath as she came through the viaduct which separated the tavern 
from the office. She had just a few more paces to go now. Reaching the office, 
she kicked an empty gin bottle away from the entrance, and opened the 
smeary door. Its surface had become marred and streaked from daily en­ 
counters as it had stood adamantly all these years, sternly resisting the on­ 
slaught of the dirt. It had been a faithful guard, for, beyond the door, the 
Office inside remained clean. 

There were a few other stalwart doors nearby, stubbornly trying to with­ 
stand the outward stain, forbidding the foulness to get past their thresholds. 
Fleetingly, she thought of the door of the Mission Church which she could 
see from her office window on the second floor. Above the door-knob hung 
~crude, hand-lettered sign, "Come to Jesus." A Moody Bible Institute stude~t 
ed the grubby urchins through this door when he could coax them from their 
street games. Inside, closed off from their dismal playground, they sang 
hymns together. Sometimes, when the windows were open, she could hear 
their clear, fresh voices singing, "He Will Wash Me Whiter Than Snow." 

Dirty outside, this neighborhood. Clean inside - in places. · · 
She hurried up the first flight of stairs, pulling off her white gloves, getting 

ready for the day's work. 
"Good morning, Miss Beach," said the shipping clerk as she passed him 

on the landing. "Is it hot enough for you?" 

• 
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the river, or five stages of life 
From the earth's deep womb she bubbles up, 
And laughs a greeting with her new found life; 
With faltering steps she gurgles on 
Twisting, turning in happy delight. 

With small muddy arms she flings a hug 
To the pebbles and earth, as they gently advise - 
This path is the best, go this way my child, 
Tumble gayly on as your waters rise. 

She sees a lake bordered by pines, 
And dreams pretty thoughts with a tearful sigh. 
She stops to gaze at this handsome sight, 
Then hurries on with the wink of her eye .. 

Her waters meet a river strong, 
Laughing together they flow through the land. 
They conquer the rapids, and sing a song 
Of love of life, the sky, and the sand. 

Their work on the land is peacefully through. 
They flow towards the sea; sweep into His arms, 
Where He cradles them in His eternal blue, 
And blesses their home in peaceful calms. 

- Phyllis Anderson 
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the night 

I am alone within it, enraptured and reverent, 
But alone. 
It stirs and moves, surrounding me; 
It breathes as deeply as death, and as quietly; 
It mourns and weeps. 

Each sparkling tear suspended just beyond the trees 
Is mine, . 
While I am watching, lingering there. 
But one tear shimmers, shakes, and spends its light 
In one brief moment as it falls. 

A cinder: living, glowing once, 
But dead and earthbound now. 

- Esther May Bogusch 
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"Bark like a dog, Ann Mary!" 

by Barbara Scobie 

Peg Cooper had just swished salts into the twins' bath water when the 
agonized screeching sounds began. Fragments of thought twisted about in 
her mind. "An automobile accident?" And yet she had heard no clamor of 
brakes being applied. "A child?" "An animal?" 

She hastily checked the faucets, warned the twins to remain quietly in 
the tub until her return, and started for the back porch. By now it seemed 
obvious that the commotion originated in that area, and the mournful wails 
were those of Princess, the Coopers' dog. 

A peaceful summer afternoon turned into a cataclysm of disorder and 
confusion. At the garage door Peg encountered the mother dog barking wildly 
as she circled the injured body of her pup. The older of two neighbor girls 
ran excitedly back and forth across the drive, pointing to her small, misshapen 
sister, "She did it. Ann Mary drowned the puppy. Ann Mary killed the 
puppy. She did it, Mrs. Cooper!" 

At that moment the twins appeared in the doorway, wrapped together in 
a towel and trying to maintain an equilibrium made precarious by soapy, 
wet feet. "What's wrong with Princess, Mom?" "Oh, look at her puppy - 
there's blood on her puppy!" Disregarding the towel and the improvised 
semblance of propriety, the twins bounded down the steps and joined the 
group of screaming children and yelping animals. 

The puppy lay in the drive near the garage. His injured head was plastered 
"with mud, and blood-flecked bubbles popped from his nostrils as he struggled 
to breathe. The mother dog, whined piteously, nuzzled her offspring, and 
looked beseechingly at Peg. 

The twins shouldn't see the puppy like this . . . Ed has warned about 
letting Ann Mary and Ruthie play with the children ... but what can be 
done? One has to be congenial with his neighbors. Peg wiped the palms of 
her hands on her skirt. She directed the naked twins into the house and 
ordered Ruthie and Ann Mary into their own yard. 

Usually of a sullen, unimpressive manner, Ruthie could hardly contain 
her feeling of exhilaration. She continued her frenzied pacing, eager to give 
her account of the incident. With bewilderment clouding her face, Ann Mary 
stood apart, surveying the scene, as if she were trying desperately to compre­ 
hend its significance. 

"What happened, Ruthie?" 
"Ann Mary wanted the puppy to drink out of the mud-puddle. He wouldn't 

drink, so she pushed his head under." 
Ann Mary whimpered and shook her head. Her thin body quivered with 

fright and she dropped on her hands and knees, huddling against the hedge 
that separated the two houses. 

Peg managed to lock Princess in the garage and bent over the puppy. His 
head had been smashed and he had finally ceased to struggle. A numb feeling 
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of despair and shock turned to one of rage as she found Ruthie, eyes bright 
With curiosity, leaning over her shoulder. 

"He's dead, isn't he , Mrs. Cooper?" 
"Get back in your yard and stay there! I've had about all I can take for 

one summer!" Peg covered her face with her hands, overwhelmed by that 
old feeling of remorse and frustration. Ruthie and Ann Mary aren't to blame 
- they don't know any better. What can one expect of children who are 
allowed to run about the neighborhood with no discipline, care - no, not 
even affection? 

Peg had seen Ann Mary and Ruthie the very first day the Byrnes family 
had moved into the house next door. She had been pushing the children in 
the swing when one of them pointed at an opening in the shrubbery saying, 
"Look, Mom, there's a baby!" Two large eyes peered through the hedge and 
suddenly a small creature crawled into the yard. On all fours, it wiggled 
excitedly and then grinned. Standing up, the child announced solemnly, "I 
like to swing, too." 

Peg stood still, one hand frozen to the rope of the swing, the other in­ 
~~luntarily clutching her child. Her first thought was, "What is it? A child - 
its a child, but what can be wrong with it?" 
. And Peg's question had been repeated by each neighbor in turn as he was 
introduced to Ann Mary Byrnes. It was a self-introduction, as Ann Mary in­ 
vestigated her new surroundings before the moving van had unloaded the 
last piece of her family's shabby belongings. Ann Mary was unique. No 
other word could describe her so completely, and yet, so imperfectly. With 
her porcelain-like fragility, the child seemed as if she might shatter into a 
Ihillion pieces at any instant. Her tiny, elfin face displayed large, dark-circled 
eyes, and a tuft of short hair at the back of her head gave her the incongruous 
appearance of a young rooster. With stick-like arms and legs jerking er­ 
ratically, and in a gait peculiar to herself alone, Ann Mary bounded onto a 
Porch, scratched at the door, and announced to an open-mouthed householder, 
"!' rn Ann Mary and I like cake!" Her older sister, Ruthie, finally appeared 
behind Ann Mary as she approached the last house on the block. After the 
first shock of seeing the child's small, pinched face, receding hair line and 
bluish complexion, the owner asked kindly, "Has your little sister been ill?" 

. "Her? Oh, no, Ann Mary hasn't been sick. There's just something wrong 
W-1th her, that's all," answered Ruthie. She grabbed the hem of the child's 
skirt and unceremoniously hauled her away. 

With lowered voices and significant nods of the head, the neighbors dis­ 
cussed the new arrivals, and because of her unusual physical appearance and 
tense, spasmodic mannerisms, Ann Mary became the chief topic of conver­ 
sation. When it was learned that the little creature was not an infant but 
Was of school age, a burst of speculation began. "Not quite right," said the 
elder women. "I've seen them like that - had the croup or fever when they 
~ere babies and just never grew." The younger ones had other suppositions. 
Probably a hormone deficiency or some such thing. I don't think she's 
Ihentally retarded, do you?" And still another, "I hate to seem prejudiced, but 
are You going to allow your children to associate with the Byrnes girls? 
'I'hey run about like wild animals." 
t It soon became apparent that, allow it or. not, ~he community was. going 
bl be exposed to the "Byrnes girls." They investigated every yard m the 
/0ck, and upon discovering play equipment - a bicycle or swing - they, 
Ike Prospectors, staked their claim. 
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As next door neighbors, the Coopers suffered most. The comparative 
serenity of their lives changed abruptly as Ruthie and Ann Mary took charge. 
They arrived on the back porch and pressed their faces against the screen as 
the Coopers sat around the breakfast table. They ransacked the garage, 
dropping Ed's tools on the floor and spilling paint on his work table. They 
snapped buds from the peony bushes and stuffed them into the mailbox. 

Ed Cooper reported the first of the misdemeanors to the Byrnes family. 
Ruthie casually pointed to Ann Mary. "She did it. She's always in trouble." 
Ann Mary turned, wide-eyed, to her father, whereupon Mr. Byrnes grasped 
the frail child by her ears and shook her until she fell to the floor. Sick 
and defeated, Ed strode home, and the rest of the childish tricks were suffered 
in silence. 

Peg Cooper's day was now spent in keeping watch over the twins, checking 
locks on the garage and basement doors, and patrolling the yard. One day 
she found the twins crawling on their hands and knees, uttering harsh, 
guttural sounds. "Ann Mary is teaching them to bark like a dog," explained 
Ruthie blandly, as Peg ordered the twins into the house and slammed the 
door behind her. Leaning against the sink, she pressed her hands against 
her eyes to shut out the eerie, animal-like scene. 

And now the puppy, - was Ann Mary capable of deliberately drowning 
the puppy, or had it been an accident? Another trick that had gone awry? 
Peg again saw the little girl huddled against the hedge, shaking her head as 
Ruthie excitedly volunteered the details of the puppy's death. And yet, it 
was Ann Mary who, with quiet devotion, had carried food and water to 
Princess and the puppy. On one occasion, Peg had stood at the garage door 
and watched the strange little girl tenderly cradling the animal in her arms, 
crooning softly as she rocked back and forth. "You are taking good care of 
the puppy, Ann Mary," she said, and was surprised to see the quick smile of 
shy friendliness. 

Behind them, Ruthie's voice was harsh in its disbelief, "Do you really 
like Ann Mary, Mrs. Cooper?" 

"Why, whatever made you ask such a question, Ruthie? Of course I like 
your little sister." 

"But Ann Mary is always in trouble, Mrs. Cooper. Our mother says she is 
a real problem." 

"Will I ever understand these Byrnes children?" Peg thought wearily. 

• 

* * * * * 
Ed was almost uncontrollable in his fury. "What next? The waste of it! 

Accident or not - what if she had murdered a child instead?" 
As the neighbors heard of the incident they stood on porches and in yards, 

discussing the detail and surreptitiously glancing toward the Byrnes' house. 
"They're going to have to do something about that child before it's too late 
and she does some real damage." 

Ann Mary and Ruthie sat on their back porch, idly tracing marks in the 
dust wtih sticks. Ruthie glanced at the women in the yard two doors down 
and then, with careful deliberation, rubbed out the marks with the toe of 
her shoe. "Bark like a dog, Ann Mary!" she commanded. The little girl 
jumped down on all fours and wriggled back and forth in quick compulsive 
movements. 

"See that!" continued the neighbor sharply. "I tell you, Ann Mary should 
be put away before it's too late!" 
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- Joe Little 
Left· Handed Leo 

I am left-handed. I throw left-handed, write left-handed, use silverware 
left-handed, and do just about everything conceivable with my left hand. 
But I have no regrets about my condition. No excuses, either. In fact, to be 
frank, I am quite proud to claim the distinction of being a "southpaw." 

Of course, I have had to contend with some abuse regarding the subject, 
but that is only natural and easily forgotten. While I was in grammar school, 
for instance, I can recall my classmates on several occasions making sarcastic 
references to my writing upside down. But being a light-hearted, and often 
light-headed, youngster, I was quick to laugh off their innocent jests. I repeat 
that I am proud to be left-handed. For had I not been left-handed, I might 
never have made an impression on Sarah Bellum, and therein lies a tale. 

My roommate, Binky Doyle, introduced me to Sarah at the first school 
dance of the season early last fall. I was shyly standing in a corner of the 
gymnasium, absently working a crossword puzzle in my head, when Binky 
tapped me on the shoulder. Turning, I was confronted with as lovely a young 
lady as my young eyes had ever encountered. "Lovely" is a word which 
simply does not do justice to this doll. Her tawny curls cascaded over her 
classic shoulders with the same rippling motion as a mountain waterfall. She 
had a tiny button nose, sparkling brown eyes, and a saucy smile which sent 
peculiar sensations pulsating up and down my spinal column with the irregu­ 
larity of a cardiogram. It was love at first sight on my part. 

"Joe, I'd like you to meet Sarah Bellum," Binky said warmly. He winked 
slyly at me and then vanished amongst the crowd. 

"Hi, Joe," Sarah said, flashing a quick, friendly smile and extending her 
hand. 

I clutched her hand eagerly. I made several unintelligible, gurgling sounds 
in my throat before I finally stammered, "I'm very pleased to meet you, 
Sarah." 

When I began to feel resistance, I regretfully released her hand and 
strained earnestly, trying to think of some clever bit of small talk that would 
kindle this infant relationship. 

"I'm left-handed," I suddenly blurted before I was fully aware of what I 
was saying. 

Sarah drew back aghast, surveying me critically. Suddenly her eyes 
brightened and she exclaimed enthusiastically, "Left-handed? Oh, quick! 
When's your birthday?" 

"Near the end of July," I answered cautiously. 
"Oh, super!" Sarah shrieked, clasping her hands in sheer ecstasy. "A left­ 

handed Leo!" 
She clutched eagerly at her purse and began rummaging frantically through 

its scrambled contents. "I'm just crazy about astrology," she explained as 
her hand continued to probe the confines of her handbag. She produced a 
small black book and hurriedly began to scan its pages. Abruptly she 
paused to study me skeptically. "You are a left-handed Leo, aren't you?" 
she asked. 

My reply was in the form of a convincing growl. 
"Oh, here it is!" Sarah squealed giddily. "A left-handed Leo ... you're 

kind, courteous, shy and loving." She regarded me dreamily. "That's so much 
nicer than just a plain old right-handed Leo." 

I flashed a kind, courteous, shy and loving smile. 
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Then, as if momentarily seized, Sarah threw her arms around my neck 
and, with a voice which resembled the tinkle of a tiny bell, she breathed, 
"I love you." 

I saw Sarah constantly thereafter. Together, hand in hand, we attended 
dances, parties, hayrides, movies and plays. We were inseparable, and I was 
in paradise. But, sadly, I must relate that I don't see much of Sarah anymore. 
She was pinned last month ... to an ambidextrous Capricornus . 

• 
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ULTRA 
putt van dyke 

Sing! Sing a song of progression 
of thrusting movement with a greasy head. 
Sing of patterns and of space 
neatly boxed and squared and very right. 
Sing these things of modern man 
in measures true and meticulously melodic. 
Breathe not a word of what has been. 
For he of the past worked by candlelight - 
Rude were the boards of the stage 
on which he danced - sing not of him. 
Sing of the crispness of the new age, 
its polished pews and electric lights. 
Sing of huge cities and millions of ants - 
Ants are very modern and mechanized. 
What do you see in the prairie? 
Wind in grass makes such a disorderly movement. 
If you draw a square the lines should meet. 
For Heaven's sake, we must be consistent and orcrenized. 
It is impossible to understand a square 
unless you follow the rules. 
And after all, and don't you agree, 
if it can't be understood - 
WHY 
BOTHER 
DRAWING 
IT? 
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SORRY 
It was two A.M. and the cafe was empty. The place was small and not 

well lighted, but it looked clean enough to him. He pushed the door open 
and walked in. For a second he eyed the "L" shaped counter and the two 
tables which were on the opposite side of the cafe. He started toward the 
nearest table, paused, then walked to the last seat at the counter and sat down. 
He stared impatiently at the clock that hung above the door. Seconds passed. 
He looked at the grill in front of him. It had lost its luster. Its aluminum 
shine had been dulled by smoke and grease, he supposed. He heard the 
waitress working in the back room. He waited a few more seconds, then 
coughed loudly, artificially. The waitress appeared through the swinging 
door, stopped before the metal sink and filled a glass with water. 

"Hello," she chirped automatically as she placed the glass on the counter 
before him. The glass was wet and water ran on the tiled counter. "Menu?" 
she asked. Over her shoulder he saw a sign listing sandwiches. Hamburger 
and coffee, forty-five cents, it read. 

"Black coffee," he replied, "and a hamburger." Turning, the woman took 
a cup from beside the coffee urn and filled it with the steaming fluid. 

"Hamburger'll be ready in a minute," she said, holding the coffee out to 
him. 

She took a red patty from the refrigerator, placed it on the grill and re­ 
turned to the back room. A minute later she stepped out to turn the ham­ 
burger. When she dropped it back on the grill, the grease sizzled. She hummed 
a :flat note as she placed a bun on the plate and stepped back to the grill. 
Wearily she shifted her weight to her other foot as she stood, waiting for 
the meat to brown. Her back was turned towards him and he watched her 
hips roll under the green cotton dress. He shifted his eyes back to the water 
glass. He tapped it lightly. 

"Excuse me," she said, pushing the plate before him. He straightened on 
the stool and breathed a sigh. His breath was heavy with alcohol and the 
waitress winced a little as she noticed it. She stepped back and stood for a 
moment, watching him. He took a few small bites from his sandwich. His 
throat was dry from smoking and he choked a little. She took the empty glass 
and refilled it with water. The glass bumped his plate as she set it down. 
The tinkle broke the silence. 

"My wife died tonight," he said blankly. The woman looked puzzled. 
"Sorry," she said, trying to sound sympathetic. 
"She was only twenty-seven. The baby died too," he added. 
"Oh, that's too bad," she said thoughtfully. 
The man lowered his eyes, moving his head slowly from side to side. His 

lips opened as if he would speak, but he remained silent and stared past her 
at the pale green wall. His face was flushed and he looked tired. A street-car 
passed outside. When it was gone, the silence returned. More minutes passed. 
The woman tugged nervously at her .apron. 

"Have some dessert?" she asked. 
The man took some coins from his pocket and counted forty-six cents into 

his left hand. Laying it on the counter, he stood and walked to the door. 
"Goodnight," the waitress whispered. The door closed. "Sorry," she said, 

walking to the back room. 

john brinker 
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