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Editorial 
A. literary magazine is very much like a 

Pers0 . ·t h . t t' n, i as a personality, a name, a repu-t Ion, and a philosophy all its own. Rush?ht has a name all its own which it has 
s et~ined because of the long tradition as-
ociated with it. It also has a precious 

~ePutation which it has preserved by prov
ing itself worthy with the publication of 
each · ind· .issue. But, as is the case with many 
u lViduals, its philosophy or motto has 
/dergone several changes. (Particularly 
i ince it is in the unique position of acquirtg ?ew "parents" every year). From time 
,,~ hrne it has disowned its original motto: 
tJ Rushlight flickering and small is better 
e)l~n no light at all." I should like to re
e~irn this motto for Rushlight, with the 
sp_P~asis on the symbol of the candle as the 
0 trit of creativity rather than on the size 1· • 
\\i 

I 
significance of its flickerings. It is a 

e/ 1 ~nown literary analogy to liken man's 
0;ative ability to the flame of a candle. 
fu -~ rnight perhaps extend this analogy e/ her and liken the room in which it flick
A.~ to the world in which the artist creates. 
th an too-common complaint today is that 
th\ candle is not as strong as it used to be; 

a We no longer have literary geniuses 
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like those of the past. But, the powers of 
illumination of the candle or of the author 
have not diminished; the room and thP 
world have expanded. Where once every 
corner of the room could be known and 
lighted, now the walls of the room have 
faded away and the ceiling of the room has 
disappeared. T.he candle and the author 
must try to illuminate mysteries far be
yond man's once-known boundaries of ex
istence: new heights and depths must be 
explored; new ways of searching must be 
found. Ii is true that man is growing, but 
his growth is hardly commensurate to that 
of the world. 

Through the years (almost 100) neither 
the essence nor the nature of RushUght has 
changed. Its position on campus is· some
what precarious today just as man's position 
in the world is also insecure. Although 
Rushlight has tried several changes in the 
general lay-out of this issue, we have not 
sacrificed om· high standard of literary ex
cellence for the sake of novelty. We must 
remain true to ourselves just as man must 
preserve his integrity. The real question 
is, therefore, not the size of the flame, but 
whether or not it keeps flickering, especially 
through adversity. Considering Rushlight's 
long-standing on the Wheaton campus, r 
would say that a flame, "flickering and 
small" is truly "better than no light at all". 

Although past editors, unimpressed with 
the modesty of this assertion have chosen 
to discard the quote from which the name 
?f Ru~hlight is taken, I would like to adopt 
it agam as our motto. I should like to re
affirm its humble position. Doestoevsky 
claims that one comes to know a person or 
a thing according to his or its amount of 
humility or pride, rather than goodness or 
badness. We feel that we represent a 
"light of culture" and happily add our steady 
flickerings to those of other candles in that 
never-ending, universal attempt to illumin
ate ourselves and the ever-expanding world 
in which we live. 

-M. R. S. 
With special thanks to the staff, without 

whose extra efforts these many changes 
would not have been possible. It is exciting 
for us to present to you this "flicker" in the 
form of our Winter Issue. 
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T omorrow . .. 
Nina Hall 

"B 
1 ey, Frankie, what are ya' doing? You're 
oafing, that's what. Always loafing, never 

Working." Mi·s. Giovanni leaned further out 
the window of the dirty tenement house and 
~hoo~ her fat finger accusingly at a small 
oy in the yard below. He was sitting on 

; hand-made swing: a plank of rough wood 
dastened over a long, looped rope. "Why 
t)

0?'t Ya' go out and sell papers or some-
11ng '? Earn a little money." 
"I' lll reading, Momma," answered Frankie 

:bsently. As if to emphasize his point, he 
f unched himself further over the book. His 
eet rnade a soft scuffing sound on the ground 

a~ he Pushed the swing back and forth, stopf tg only long enough to dislodge a stone 
at had caught in the toe of his torn shoe. 
''R v _ea~ing ! he says. Reading!" Mrs. Gio-

h ann1 wiped her flushed face with a large red 
b andkerchief, then pushed it angrily into the 

080m of her stained, gingham dress. "I 
sweat over a hot stove in this stinkin' sum
mer heat, and what do I get for it? Not 
one red cent! Just like your pa-never did 
a th· 
111 ~ng for me. All he thought about was 

akin' things for you: a scooter, a wagon, 
:nd now this damn swing. And what for, I 
~!k You? Just so's you can sit and act like 
Ull' F 

· ancy Pants from Park Avenue. Frankie 
· ·,, · FRANIGE . . . are you listening?" 
t _Yes, Momma." But Frankie wasn't lis
/ning. Ile was far away from the grimy, 
iiot-covered area he lived in. He was smell
th g ihe open sea and the scent of rare flowers 
istt drifted into his boat from tropical 
Odands, far away from the rotting, putrid 

01' f t'h O ihe fish vendor's cart on the corner. 
di· e hot sun beat down .on his head and 

fuenched everything with a blanched, stifling 
l'y 

bi· · Frankie did not feel the heat; soft 
lh eezes blew about his bared neck and teased 

~
1 
~l"ow~ locks of hair on his forehead. 

fl'o 18
· Giovanni lifted an open can of beer 

S\v i the window sill and took a long, hard 
ti·i~low. A little stream of amber liquid 
do\ led out of the corner of her mouth and 
to vn her chin. "I'm tellin' you, you'll come 
ab no good." She str etched her heavy arms 

ove her head, sighed, and retreated into 
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the blackness of the third floor. 
"Hey, Frankie, whatcha doin' ?" It was 

Sammy. Frankie hated Sammy. He hated 
this short, fierce boy with his flat, scaned 
face and dirty, raw knuckles. And Sammy 
knew it. 

"I said, 'whatcha doin' ?" Sammy moved 
up close to Frankie and caught the rope of 
the swing in his hand. 

Frankie leaned back and closed the book. 
'What's it look like ?" 

"Look Runt, don't get tough with me. I 
ain't standin' here for my health." 

"Then what are you standing here for?" 
Sammy clenched his fists and started to 

bring one forward, but restrained himself 
with an ecort. "Okay, wise guy, rll tell 
ya'." He paused and looked half embar
rassed, as if afraid to betray himself. "Gim
me a swing." 

"No." 
"Why, you ... Listen, did you hear me?" 
"Yes, but I'm not going to let you use 

my new swing." 
Sammy glared at Frankie with a fierce 

and intent hatred. His face twisted with 
loathin,g and disbelief. With a quick, violent 
motion he brought his fist up and knocked 
Frankie to the ground. 

Blow after blow fell on Frankie. His nose 
became swollen and bleeding. There was 
blood everywhere-red, stinging, and con
tinuously flowing. And, through it all in 
the dark recess of his mind, Frankie c~uld 
hear Sammy's voice saying over and over in 
rhythm to his hammering fists, "I'll be back 
tomorrow . . . tomorrow . . . tomorrow 
. . . and then maybe you'll see it my way 

" 
When Frankie awoke it was dark and the 

room smelled of garlic and beer. He did not 
know how he had gotten there, but he was 
in his own bed in the corner of the kitchen. 
Ile felt his face-ii was bruised and aching. 
With an effort, he pulled himself up and 
tried to recall all that had happened. Sud
denly, as if at a signal, Frankie got up and 
wenl over to the kitchen table. He opened 
the drawer and took out a small, shiny 
knife. Ile felt the sharpness of the blade 
and smiled. Then he ran lightly down the 
stairs and out into the yard. 

The moon was only a small sliver of yellow 
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that shone wanly over the black line of build
ings. Frankie crouched down beside the 
swing and took the knife out of his pocket. 
Carefully and methodically he drew his knife 
back and forth over the rope under the 
plank of wood. "Just enough," he thought, 
" just enou,gh .. . and then, w.hen he's up 
there, up high . . . " 

Frankie straightened and put t he knife 
back into his pocket He turned slowly and 
began to walk bar.k towards his flat, not 
shuffling his feet, whistling softly, and think
ing to .himself , "Tomorrow . . . t omorrow 

. . tomorrow " 

Nina Hall has been a past contributor to Rush
light with her poem, Sea Change. It is largely 
through her economy of words that she has created 
such an effective story and through her ec<>nomy 
of finances that .~he has been able to balance our 
budget. 

Mourning For Maud 
Jnne Scovell 

SCENE: The living room of a modest four roo111 

house which is cluttered with old furniture that iS 
cast around the room with what appears to bC 
neglect, but is actually someone's idea of a fairl!/ 
good job of amateur interior decoration. In t/1.C 
back-center of the stage is a fcided green couch a,id 
on either side of it, two dilapidated blue chairs 
are placed on a slant towards the front of t he stage, 
A scratched coffee table is in f ront of the coiic/1., 
and on it sits a glass bowl that holds a bO'U(11.Wt of 
dying daffodils. The rest of the room is imi1W 
portant, and is just a mixture of bric-a-brac and 
broken-down chairs and chipped tables. Two small 
windows are at the back of the stage and bcncat/1 
them, two large f lower pots send their vines up tliC 

wall. At stage r ight is a small alcove throug/1 
which the f ront door can be seen. Upstage lef t 
ther e is a swinging door which leads to the kitchC11' 
A cheap oriental rug stretches apologetically acroS

5 

the f ront of the stage. The time is the presc111· 
As the curtain rises, Amy Draper is seated on t/1.C 
couch, engrossed in crocheting a sliapeless mass of 
white lace. She is a small bird-like woman, pltw1P• 
but with small wrists and ankles. H er hair is a 
80ft grey in color and it is neatly pinned back fr0111 

her face. Her countenance is utterly pleasan~ t~ 
see, in fact, were she not an old maid, one migli 
say she is the "grandmother" we go "over the rit'c' 

15C 
and through the woods" to see. After ct brief p<J,1 /l 
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Bm,lah Draper enters from the kitchen door. Bc1tlO 
is Amy's cottsin and also a maiclcn lady, but !/IC~c 
the resemblance ends. She is thin and pathctwal ~ 
scrawny. Her skin is a trcmsparent yellow and tl 

imtncdiatcly know that she si,ff ers from 1110
11: 

aches and pains, most of which are in1aginary. Sil 
is 1wt a mean person as her demeanor would sttU' ,.c, 
gest, b1,t rather a pathetic and ludicrous crcat11 

1, 
and with deeper observation we realize she is s/ig/i 
ly demented. She walks in the room a few stch; 
and then storm. Amy docs1i't notice her until s 
speaks. 
Beulah : (matter-of-factly) Maud is dead· ) 
Amy: (looking up from her needlcwor~ 

Oh, Beulah! How did it happen ? 
Beulah : (turning and facing the audience) 

but speaking over and not to the111 

She swallowed a fish bone and chO~~ 
on it. (She s ighs audibly and tur1

;~ 

back to Amy.) Poor Maud. If oil 0 
she didn't .. . I mean hadn't eaten s 
fast. I warned her to chew thoroughli; 
but everytime I put .her dish on th 
floor, she'd leap on it and start gulpiJ11i 
and now she's dead. (pause) We sh9 

have to have a funeral. lt 
Amy : (rising and walking over to Beul9 

j 
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and speaking in a haJf sympathetic, 
half humorous tone) Of course, dear. 
We'll have a lovely funeral. We'll in
vite a few of Maud's friends and we 
can bury her in the backyard, under 

B the rhododendrum bush. 
eulah: Yes, she'd like it t hat way. She 

A. did love that rhododendrum bush so. 
tny: (mildly sarcastic) She should have; 

she fertilized it for seven years. 
(Beulah frowns and Amy changes her 
tone) We can put her in that lovely 
hatbox I've been saving for a special 

B occasion. 
eulah: (immediately taken with the idea) 

A.in Do you think she'll fit? 
Y: (walking over to the window back 
left, and gazing out) Well, we could 

B kind of twist her into it. 
A. eulah: (shocked) Amy, that's nasty ! 

tny: ( turning toward Beulah) Dear, I'm 
only practical. .After all, Maud is, or 
~·ather, was a large cat, and the hatbox 

B 1s the biggest coffin I can think of. 
euJah: 1 guess you're right, but it does 

A. seem so brutal. 
tny : (walking towards Beulah) By-the

B way, (suspiciously) where is Maud now? 
euJah: I left the poor darling in the 

A.in kitchen. 
Y:. In the kitchen! But, Beulah, why 
?1dn't you put her outside? (reproach
tng) You know dead things have a 
tendency to . . . to, well, acquire an 

B odor. 
eulah: (irritated) Maud does not smell! 

She was clean in life, and now, even in 
death, (dramaticaJly) s.he smells beau-

<'\rn t.iful~y ! . 
Y • Im not msulting poor Maud, dear, 
I fost think it would be wiser if we 

l3 moved her to the back porch. 
euJah: (stomping off to center stage and 

Whirling around toward Amy Have you 
no respect for the dead! I refuse to 
cart that beautiful cat out to the back 
Porch like a common dead . . . mouse 

<'\rn ~r something! 
Y • Well, we can't leave her in the 
~itchen, and we certainly can't bring her 

h 1n here 
ue I · 

u ah: I know, Amy; we can put her in 
the icebox until we're ready for the 
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funeral. 
Amy: What about our food? 
Beulah: Maud wouldn't touch it! 
Amy: (walking over to the couch and pick

ing up her knitting ) Beulah, I'm going 
upstairs to get the hatbox. Now prom
ise me you won't touch Maud till I 
get back. 

Beulah: Oh, very well, but you take the 
joy out of everything. 
(Amy exits stage left and Beulah walks 
ov,er to the couch and sits down.) 

Beulah: (to herself) Poor Maud, poor, 
dea1·, Maud. I warned her a hundred 
times, but she wouldn't listen. She was 
so stubborn, just like Papa used to be, 
only Maud could be sweet sometimes, 
and Papa never was. Amy doesn't feel 
sorry. She's really glad Maud's dead. 
Amy doesn't like cats, neither did Aunt 
Bertha, and Amy's just like her Mother. 
Amy's just interested in the funeral 
and after that she'll forget all about 
Maud, but I won't. If only Maud had 
had some children, but Amy fixed that! 
(She leans over and takes small bottle 
from the coffee table and quickly takes 
a big swallow. Amy enters stage left 
with a large, gaudy hatbox.) 

Amy: Let's go, Beulah. We've got to get 
her outside before she begins to sm 

Beulah: (interrupting) Don't say it! (.Sh~ 
rises and slowly walks across the roo 
towards the kitchen. Amy falls in b: 
hind her. As they reach the door 
Beulah stops.) . . A.my, do you think it 
would be sacrih.g10us if we said the 
last rites over her? (Beulah walks 
through the door, but Amy hasn't ent
ered the kitchen yet as the front door
bell is heard. Amy walks acros.s the 
11oom.) 

Amy: (to Beulah in the kit.chen) You wait 
there 'till I answer the door. (She 
crosses stage to front door) 

Beulah: (offstage) All right, but Maud"s 
getting cold. 

Amy: (reaches the alcove w.h.ere the front 
door can be seen. She opens the door.) 
Yes? 

Mr. Bemer: (he cannot be seen yet.) Are 
you Miss Amy Draper ? 

Amy: (suspiciously) Yes, that's right. 
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What can I do for you ? 
Mr. Bemer: I represent the Mayfair Mag

azine Society, and your name was given 
to me by Mrs. Holton. 

Amy: (visibly relieved) Oh, of course. 
She spoke to me about it yesterday. 
Won't you come in? 

Mr. Bemer: What say'? 
Amy: I said, won't you come in? 
Mr. Bemer: Yes, thank you. (Amy widens 

door and Mr. Bemer is seen. He is a 
short, pudgy, little man, probably in hls 
early sixties. He is bald, save for a 
slight fringe of white above his ears. 
He wears a grey suit and carries a large 
briefcase under his arm. He tilts his 
head ever so slightly towards the left, 
looking somewhat like a worm-minded 
robin. His voice is wheezy.) 

Amy: Won't you sit down? (She gestures 
toward the couch) 

Mr. Bemer: Excuse me? 
Amy: You may sit down! 
.\Ir. Bemer: Why, thank you. (He cros.5es 

stage and sits down on the couch and 
Amy s its down in one of the chairs.) 
You'll have to speak real loud, Miss 
Draper. My hearing just ain't what 
it used to be. 

Amy: (correcting) Isn't. 
Mr. Bemer: Isn't what? 
Amy: My hearing isn't what it used to be. 
Mr. Bemer: Is that a fact. Well I vow, 

when did you start hearing those buzz
ing noises? 

Amy: No, l\1r .... 
Mr. Bemer: Bemer, Josiah Bemer. 
Amy: l\1r. Bemer, what I meant was you 

shouldn't say "ain't." 
Mr. Bemer : Oh. Beg your pardon, Ma-am. 
Amy: That's quite all right. Now about 

the subscription. 
Mr. Bemer: Yes. (reaches into briefcase 

and brings out sheaf of papers. ) Mrs. 
Holton said you were interested in get
ting the National Goographic. 

Amy: That's right. My cousin likes the 
pictures. 

Mr. Bemer: (coughing suddenly) Well, all 
you have to do (cough) is fill out this 
subscription. (coughs again) 

Amy: Would you like a drink ? 
Mr. Bemer: No thanks. I'm very comfort-

- 8 -

able. 
Arny : Hmm ? 
~Ir. Berner : No, thanks, I'm fine. This 

chair will do. 
(Beulah walks in s lowly and sees Mr, 
Bemer) 

Beulah: Excuse me. (to Amy) I didn't 
know you had company. 

Amy: This is Mr. Bemer; Mr. Bemer this 
is my cousin Miss Draper. 

Mr. Berner: (ris ing) Why you don't )ool< 
old enough to be Miss Draper's l\Iothel'· 

Beulah: I beg your pardon! 
Amy: Never mind, dear. Mr. Bemer is 11 

little deaf. 
Beulah: Oh, well maybe he'd like to . · · 
Mr. Bemer: (coughing) Excuse me. 
Amy: (ris ing) I'll get Mr. Bemer a nice 

cool glass of orange juice. Beulah, yot1 

keep him company. (Amy exit kitchel1 
door) 

Beulah: (walks over to chair, s its doW11· 

watches Mr. Bemer as he coughs . fie 
finally stops and s its down on the couch,) 
l\Iaud coughed before she died. 

Mr. Bemer: What's that? 
Beulah: I said, Maud coughed a blue stretu' 

before she died this afternoon. She 
lived with us, you know. t 

Mr. Bemer : l\1y, that's a shame. You rnt15 

be very unhappy. 
Beulah : Yes, I am, but Arny isn't. Sh~ 

said ~laud was getting ratty looking nJ1 

it was about time we got rid of ,her. 
Mr. Berner : (shocked) Well, I vow. . 
Beulah: (confidentiaJly) 'Course I nevel 

told Amy, but I knew Maud was eati~~ 
garba,ge again. Why if Amy knew, she 
have killed Maud herself. 

Mr. Bemer: Yes, when they get that W11~ 

you really feel you should put them ot1 

of their misery. That's mercy killiflf 
you know. . 

Beulah : Mercy me, Maud was never in n11) 

misery. Why up to the last minute sh~ 
was as spry as a chicken. She caugli 
a mouse this morning. 

Mr. Bemer: What? 
Beulah: She was as spry as a chicken! 
Mr. Bemer: Oh, a sudden heart attack. 

~ 
Beulah: (exasperated) She choked on 

fish bone! 
Mr. Bemer: When's the funeral? 

j 
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Beulah: We don't know yet; Maud's still 
on the kitchen floor. 

l\ir. Bemer: In the kitchen? 
Beulah: Yes, would you like to see her? 

(Amy enters with tray in hand contain
ing a larg,e glass of juice) 

A.my: (walking over to Mr. Bemer) Here 
l\i You are. 

r. Bemer: (grabs glass and gulps down 
contents) Thanks. 

A.my: (puts down tray on table and sits 
down in other chair. To Beulah) Well, 

B we'd better get her out of the kitchen. 
eulah: Very well. (to Berner) Mr. Bemer 

Will yo·u help us put Maud in the box? 
(Tu Arny) I told him about Maud's 

l\i death. 
r. Bemer: Well, I don't rightly know jf 

I should or not. After all isn't it up to 
A a mortician or something ? 

my: Why should we have a mortician? 
We're just going to bury her in the 

8 
backyard. 

11eulah: Under the rhododendrums. 
r. Bemer: Well, I vow. 

J\.rny: Perhaps we shouldn't bother you. 
Beulah and I can do it later. Now 

B about the subscription. 
euJah: But Maud's getting colder and 

11 
colder. 

r. Bemer: (faintly) I think I'd better 
A come back. 

my : (to Beulah) Never mind Maudi, 
11 she'll keep for a few more minutes. 

r. ~emer: (clutching briefcase) I'm go
B 1ng_ 

eulah: (to Amy) But you said she'd 
hii· smell. 
~ Bemer: (stands up) Excuse me. 
Mi- Y: Keep quiet, Beulah! 
Be· 1 Bemer: I think I'd better leave. 
~ ~h: {crying) Amy, you're heartless. 

Y · Beulah stop that, I just want to take 
~1i· care of this for a minute. 
~ ~emer : Good-bye. 

Y · (to Bemer) Would you like another 
1fi .. : lass of orai:ige juice? I made it myself. 

emer: Poison! (he runs across room 
J\in/nd out ~e front door.) 

· (bewtldered) What a queer man! 
~t least he left the blank so I can mail 
he subscription myself. (She goes 

over to the couch and picks up the paper 
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that Mr. Bemer left in his haste to get 
away.) 

Beulah: (impatient) Couldn' t we please 
have the funeral now'? 

Amy: (placing the paper on the table) 
Yes dear, we'll do it right away. 

Beulah : Goody. I'll run upstairs and get 
my new hat and my gloves. Do you 
think we should wear black? 

Amy: No, I don't think that will be neces
sar y. You get ready and I'll see to 
Maud. 

Beulah: Oh, this is so exciting, it's almost 
wo1·th losing Maud. (exit rigillt.) 
(Arny starts toward kitchen as the 
front door opens and Martha Bolt ap, 
pears. She is fat and jovial and enjoys 
the disHnction of being a widow·.) 

Martha: Yoo-hoo, here I am again. 
Amy: (turns around and walks toward 

Martha) Martha dear, how nice of you 
to drop in. 

Martha: Yes it is, isn't it. Where's that 
dehydrated cousin of yours? (She 
walks down and flops into one of the 
chairs.) 

Amy : She's upstairs getting dressed. 
Martha: What's the big occasion ? 
Amy: (s itting down in the other chair) 

Maud died. 
Martha : Fancy that! Beulah must have 

,slipped some hootch into her catnip. 
(laughs) 

Amy: Don't be sarcastic. Beulah's very 
upset and we've got to humor her. You 
know how excited she gets. 

Martha: Do I! I'll never forget the time 
that Heiman the goldfish died. Beulah 
wore a black band for three weeks. 
(Beulah enters dressed in a silly hat 
and a worn pail- of gloves.) 

Beulah: Martha, how nice of you to come. 
I suppose Amy's told you about Maud. 

Martha: (feigning sadnes.s) Yes, and you 
know how sorry I am. 

Beulah : It is sad. You'll stay for the 
funeral? 

Martha: Thanks. But I have to be at my 
singing lesson at five. 

Beulah: Oh, you'll have plenty of time to 
get to your lesson. (suddenly) Martha! 

Martha: What's the mat ter? 
Beulah: Martha, I just had the most won-
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derful idea. You must sing at Maud's 
funeral. 

Amy: Beulah ! 
Beulah: I insist. It's only fitting that Maud 

should have music as she slips into the 
earth. Please, Martha. 

Martha: Well, I don't mind, but I'm a little 
bit rusty and I only know one song. 

Beulah: What's that? 
Martha: "My Hero" from "The Chocolate 

Soldier." 
Beulah: That will be fine. It was one of 

Maud's favorites. Maybe you'd better 
practice a bit. 

Martha: I guess I should. Let's see. (She 
gets up slowly and walks over to the 
window right singing. Her voice is 
heard at various intervals throughout 
the scene.) 

"I have a true and no-oble lover, 
He is my sweetheart, and mine alone. 
His life on earth who sh a-all dis
cover . .. 

(She turns ,her back to Amy and Beu
hth.) 

Amy: I'll go in and get Maud ready. 
Beulah: I'll wait here. 

(Amy goes into the kitchen) 
i1artha: "Oh hap-py happy wedding day. 

Come, come, I love . . 
Amy: (rushing onstage) Beulah! 
Beulah: (raising ,her finger to her lips ) 

Shh! You'll disturb Martha. 
Amy: (coming over to Beulah) But 

Maud's not in the kitchen! 
Beulah: Don't be sillv. Of course she's in 

the kitchen. I sa~ her myself, stretched 
out cold and dead. 

Amy : Look for yourself! 
(Beulah walkis over and peeks into the 
kitchen) 

:\fart.ha: "Come, come naught can efface 
you 

My arms are aching now to . . . 
Beulah : (turning) You're right. She is 

gone! 
Amy: You didn't touch her did you ? 
Beulah: Of course not! Where could she 

have gone'? 
Amy: ~he couldn't have gone anywhere. 

~he s dead. Beulah, you didn't put her 
m the icebox after I warned you. 

Beulah: No! I did not. I wouldn't touch 
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her. (Beulah waJl<S around and starts 
whistling and calling) 

Beulah: Here, kitty-kitty 
Maude, pussy, where 
are you? 

Martha: "Come, come I love you 
o-only. Come hero mine." 

Amy: (s houting) Stop that! 
Martha: (turning around) Well, I knew 

it was bad, but I didn't think it was 
that gruesome. 

Beulah: Maud's disappeared! 
Martha: She's probably on her way to 

heaven. 
Beulah: You're not funny! Here pussY ! 

(starts calling again) 
Amy: Beulah, if she's dead she can't heal' 

you. 
Martha: That cat could hear anything, 

(She sits down on couch) 
Amy: Beulah, are you sure that all of thi5 

happened? You're not making uP 
stories again. 

Beulah: There you go calling me a liar. I 
did see her! She choked on the fish, 

1Ia1tha: Just for the "halibut." (laughs) 
Beulah: You ai·e not funny! 
Martha: 'Course, I could have said, "Jler· 

ring" today, gone tomorrow. 
Amy: Stop it, both of you. 1 just want to 

know where the cat is. ·t 
Beulah: (sitting down in chair) I don 

know. You don't suppose that :Mt· 
Bemer took her. 

Amy: Why he wasn't even in the kitchell 
·tll and besides, what would he want w1 

a dead cat '? 
Beulah : Well, people eat horsemeat no'''' 

a-days. 
Martha: Fancy that! Marinated Maud! 
Amy: Nobody would eat that cat. 
Beulah : I would! 
Amy: Stop defending her. 
Beulah: Well, stop insulting her! 
Amy: I'm not insulting her, l'm just trf 

ing to find her. 
Beulah : I'll pack my bags and leave. 
Amy : You've said that before. 
Beulah : I mean it! 
Martha: In this corner we have "Battliflt 

Beulah and . . . p 
Amy: Shut up! (Martha and Beulah st0 

short) We're got to find that cat. 

j 
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Martha: May I suggest we look for her. 
Amy: That's a good idea. Beulah, you 

search the kitchen. 
Beulah : Bossy ! (exit) 
Martha: Did you ever think of having that 

girl put away'? 
Arny: Martha, please don't start that 
~ again. 
1artha: Sometimes I wonder. 

Beulah: (enters) I found Maud! 
Arny: Thank goodness, now we can have 

the funeral. 
~artha: (sings) "Come, come ... 

eulah: (interrupting) But you don't un-
derstand, Maud's alive! 

Arny: Alive! 
Martha: Just as I was beginning to sound 
B good. 

eulah: She'd crawled under the stove and 

1 when I started whistling she came out. 

8Iartha: Good old Maud! 
eulah: (slyly) Amy, do you remember 

that alley cat that came around here 
last Spring, and how Maud's been put

i\rn ting on weight lately? 
B Y: Oh, no! 

eulah: Oh, yes. We've got to be very 
gentle with Maud. You see it wasn't 
right of you to lock her up during the 
season. 

~Y: I should have known she'd get out. 
eulah: That',s all forgotten, but maybe 

1\1 we should take her to the hospital. 
Bartha: She in labor? 

eulah: I think so, she's mewing a mile
a-minute. 
(The doorbell rings and Arny goes to 
front door. She opens it and a police-

}) . 1ll.an r.ushes into the room) 
0hceman: (looking aroW1d) There's been 

a report from a Mr. Bemer that 
ther·e's B ... 

eulah: (rushing over to the man and 
grabbing him by the arm) Thank 
Heaven. Officer, please come into the 
kitchen, Maud's going to have some 

h babies! 
t"oJ· Iceman: Listen, lady, let go of my arm! 
~ (Beulah drags him towards the kitchen) 

Ulah : You can wash your hands in the 
sink. Martha you go get some hot 

h towels. 
t"oJ· Iceman : But . . . 
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Martha: (rolling up her sleeves) I feel 
like a mid-wife. 

Beulah: (in her glory) Come on every
body! Oh, by-the-way, Amy, you'd better 
get some rags. You know what hap
pens when Maud gets excited! ( exit Beu
laih, Martha and policeman into kitchen 
as Amy rushes upstairs.) 

This is Jane's third appearance in Rushllght. 
Last year she was the winner of both the J. Edgar 
Park English Prize for her story, Mr. Antelli, and 
The Rushllght poetry prize for her poem, Zion, both 
of which have appeared in Rushllght. 
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The Snowstorm 
Rosalind Elcman 

Jonathan Jackson stretched one big toe to 
the very end of the bed, with the uncon
scious force of sleep almost strong enough to 
tear the upper sheet into two ragged pieces. 
He shivered under the cool blue and white of 
his summer pajamas, and pulled the single 
blanket closer around his ears, hiding his 
face within its sheltering darkness and 
warmth. Ile sighed in his sleep an animal 
expression of restlessness, and allowed him
self one more look at the other Jonathan 
Jackson, riding his white steed with a grand 
flourish before Carolyn Lang, and picking 
her up off her gold-slippered feet to ride be
side him on the hand-tooled English saddle. 
Ile felt his manly chest expand as he held 
the girl firmly to her place, as they rode 
triumphantly toward the blue horizon. Ile 
shivered again in the coolness of the bed
room air, and finally admitted that it was 
time to wake up and ac.knowledge the day. 

Ilis eyes first hit upon the little green 
clock ticking busily on his night-stand. 
Everyone else in the family couldn't under
stand how he managed to sleep with that 
staccato of time continually beating out its 
1~hythm, but Johnny liked its busy sound 
and the self-sufficient way it carried out its 
business day after day. All it asked was 
an automatic winding each night before 
Johnny crawled into bed, and it kept up its 
part of the bargin; it became a watchword 
of dependability and obedience. Right now 
its gilded hands were pointing to half past 
nine. Not a bad time to get up, for the 
second week of summer vacation. He'd have 
a good big breakfast, have time for a couple 
sets of tennis with Chuck, and then this 
afternoon, the whole gang was planning to 
go swimming at Crystal Pond. As long as 
his mother didn't have any brig.ht ideas of 
things for him to do, it would be a good day. 

Johnny turned over then, and glanced out 
the win.dow. Then he looked long and hard, 
and bhnked his eyes, and looked again. 
Snow! It couldn't be. It just didn't snow 
on June twenty-first in Massachusetts. 
Snow! Snowt R 1 . · ea , honest-to-goodness, 
white powdery stuff covering all the bushes 

and trees in the back yard, covering the 
pink roses which had just begun to bloom, 
and covering the garden rake Johnny had 
forgotten to put back in the garage. Johnn)' 
popped out of bed, unmindful of the cold 
and pressed his nose a,gainst the windo\\' 
pane. But his proximity to the natural 
phenomenon didn't lessen its reality, and 
the only result was that the tip of his nose 
grew exceedingly cold. 

With a quickness induced partly by the 
cold and partly by his disbelief in the situ· 
ation, Johnny thrust his long legs awkward· 
ly into paint-spattered dungarees which had 
been lying sprawled out on the floor at the 
foot of the bed, just as he'd walked out of 
them the night before. In a few minutes 
he came bounding down the stairs, almost 
tripping over his two little brothers as the)' 
sat playing with their blocks near the kitchen 
door. 

"Mom-it's snowing out! Snow in June!'' 
"Yes, dear. If you want eggs this morn· 

ing, you'll have to scramble them yourself. 
We've all eaten hours ago. There's a glass of 
orange juice in the refrigerator for you.'' 

Eggs-orange juice. Ilow could she tal~ 
so casually about eggs and orange juice, 
when it was snowing in June ? 

"But mother, it's snowing out!" 
"Yes, dear. And you really ought to be 

wearing something heavier than that 'f • 
shirt. Why don't you go up and put on il 

sweater? And, for heaven's sake, put oil 

some soc.ks." . t 
Johnny looked at his mother, noticing Jlls 

then that she was wearing the heavy bhle 
sweater that she always wore over her hous~ 
dress in winter. Ile looked at Jackie an 
Jimmie on the floor, and they were wearill~ 
twin reindeer sweaters over twin corduro) 
rompers. Ile listened to their baby-talk fof 

re a few seconds, and noticed that they we 
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building sleds out of the blocks, and pref 
tending to be sliding down great hills O

. 

slippery snow. Johnny felt a certain terr0
~ 

when he realized how casually t.he rest 0 

the family was accepting the unnatural stat~ 
of nature, and with one backward frightene 
glance at his mother, he started upstairs t~ 
put on socks and a sweater. Ile felt reail. 
cold now, and it wasn't all from the tef!'lP' 
erature of the room. 

j 
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lie had just finished tying dull white 
sneaker laces over thick wool socks when 
th ' e telephone rang and his mother called 
Up to him that it was Chuck Gordon. Johnny 
ra, d 
1 

1 own the stairs to the phone, and he 
leard the eager voice of his pal. 
fi "lli Johnny. C'mon out for a snow-ball 
~ht. Meet you in the back yard in ten 

minutes." 
"But Chuck - Chuck." 
''C'mon. Let's not stop to talk now. See 

Yo · u in ten minutes." Johnny hung the phone 

k
U!) automatically and turned toward the 
,t h c en. What was wrong with all these 

People? · 

''Mom-Chuck wants me to go out and 
""~:11 have a snow-ball fight." 

Yes, dear. Be sure and dress warm. And 
eat somethin,g before you go." 
a J?hnny gulped the orange juice and ate 

1 Piece of bread, spread thick with peanut 
ttter. He found his mittens and heavy 
/cket right in the closet where they always 

d
vere. And his boots stood waiting by the 
00r w·t1 ti h in . ' 1 1 1e triangular red patch on t e 
Side of the left one. 

a As soon as he got outside, he scooped up 
sl soft pile of t.he white snow and let it sift 
n:tly through his fingers. Before the first 

b I
f ul! had reached the ground, a hard snow

a I h't v . 1 Johnny's left shoulder, and Chuck's 
p oice screamed across the yard, assigning 

hosts for the battle royal. J ohnny didn't 
ave t' ill1 .1me to question, to doubt; he was 

e ~ed1ately and thoroughly involved in the 
c Xistence of the snow. The back yard betne a forest of Verdun. Each boy was a 
1·ave A · · · f th oth . mern.:~m sergeant conce1v1~g o e 

Do/1 as a dn-ty German with !ugh black 
fr !shed boots. The artillery was spit forth 
an~in the white fortresses with all the speed 
co 

I 
Precision that a fourteen-year-old arm 

t1} d muster. After about two hours of 
Icky t l'a· s rategy and raging battle, Chuck 

UpISed his aims as a sign for a truce, a let.. 
va of Waif are. T.here was no victor and 
th~quished here; both boys jumped over 

e,r s Dli h now walls with the prowess of accom-
in st ed tennis players, and they shook hands 
sp he accepted fashion of the world of 

Ott weu s. Then they both sank down upon a 
bl'e ·beaten patch of snow to catch their 

ath, and indulge in a bit of boy-talk. 
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"Made up your mind to ask Carolyn to 
the party yet'!" 

"Party'?" Johnny frowned a bit. "Oh
the pai·ty. I'd forgotten all about it. Naw
you know I'm not going to ask any girl to 
any party. That's not for me." And Johnny 
thought of Carolyn Lang and the dream of 
the fair-haired girl he'd had that morning. 
"Nope-no girls for me." 

"Aw-e'mon. There's always got to be a 
first time. The first time I asked Janie to 
a movie, I was scared stiff. But she didn't 
bite my head off or anything. And now she 
even lets me hold her hand when we sit in 
the movies. And she told me that Carolyn 
would be glad to go with you. Nobody's 
asked her yet, and she wants to go." 

"Nope-no girls for me." And so the con
versation turned to other channels. Just 
before they went home for dinner, they made 
plans to meet the rest of the gang to go 
skating at Crystal Pond in the afternoon. 

It felt good to gel into the house, to feel 
its warmth and smell, the good smells of 
dinner. Ile took off his boots, and put his 
wet mittens and socks on the radiator to 
dry in time for the afternoon fun. He aot 

"' out his skates, and found that the blades 
weren't l'Usty and didn't need to be scoured 
off, as he'd expected. 

As he sat down at the kitchen table and 
tied a bib around the chubby neck of one 
of his little brothers, he opened the con
versation tentatively, add1·essing a question 
to his mother. 

"Doesn't it seem awfully funny to have 
snow today?" 

"No, dear. Not so funny." 
After this quiet rebuke, Johnny repressed 

his queer feeling of unreality and disbelief. 
He followed the example of the rest and 
talked about his clever movements in ~now
ball attack, about the coldness of his ears 
even under his warm ear flaps, and the plan~ 
for Crystal Pond skating in the afternoon. 
After finishing his dessert, he took the twins 
upstairs and tucked them under wa1m blank
ets in their cribs. Then he grabbed his coat 
and skates and rushed out to join the other 
fellows who were already gathering on the 
corner. 

Crystal Pond was frozen over solid and 
smooth, and the snow which had been 
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ploughed off its surface was piled in high 
banks along the edges. There weren't ioo 
many people there yet, so Johnny and his 
gang took over the place, scaring the more 
timid souls to the very edge of the pond. 

In about a half hour a group of six gig
gling girls appeared on t he scene, swinging 
their skates upon their shoulder s and having 
eyes only for the group of boys playing tag 
on the ice. After about fifteen minutes, a 
few of the boys designed to acknowledge 
the presence of the feminine skaters. Chuck 
skated over to say a few words to Janie, and 
then rejoined the boys. Bobby Green 
skated up behind Edna Sears, and managed 
to give her a little push that sent her slid
ing and screaming off-balance across the 
slippery ice. Johnny glanced at Carolyn 
Lang, looking tall and beautiful and aloof in 
her navy blue ski su it, and he saw her again 
seated on his white charger , galloping to
ward the blue horizon. But he didn't speak 
to her or shove her across the ice, or even 
wash her face in snow. Ile turned from ihe 
,girls instead, and skated alone to the center 
of the pond. 

By four o'clock it began to get dark, and 
the briskness of the afternoon changed to 
real cold ; so the skaters started for home, 
the boys in a long line stretching across ihe 
~idth of the street. T.he girls followed, a 
httle way behind, talking in two small groups, 
their laughter bouncin,g off the hard-iced 
trees. 

Johnny was quiet at supper and he spent 
a quiet evening. Ile played checkers with 
his father, and read a few comic books. A 
couple of times he got up and wandered to 
the front window. shaking his head and 
frowning just a bit. But mostly he tried 
to forget the shock of the morning and the 
queer details of the w.hole day. He thought 
about his friend Chuck, he t hought about 
his little brothers, asleep and complete in 
their innocence, and he thought about Carn
lyn Lang. 

It was exceptionally early w.hen he said 
good-night and started upstair s. His mother 
looked t h' · . up a 1m, a httle surprised, but she 
smil.ed a good-night and went back to her 
sewmg. 

Johnny undressed slowly I . h ' d , p acmg 1s un-
garees somewhat neatly on ti I . d 1e c 1all', an 

r eplacing the h eavy sweater he'd been wear· 
ing in the bottom drawer. He got into bed 
carefully, and sat staring blankly at an open 
comic book on his lap. He heard his mother 
come up to check on the twins, and she 
stopped in his room before going back down
stairs. 

"Why don't you turn out your light and go 
to sleep? You've .had a busy day." 

"Yeah." And he turned out the bed-latnP· 
tossing the comic book under the bed. Jiis 
mother came over to sit on the edge of the 
bed and to kiss him gently. "Are you go· 
ing to ask Carolyn Lang to the party, dear ?'' 
she asked. 

"Well- I might, Mom. I just mig.ht at 
that. Girls aren't so bad, I guess." 

After his mother had walked out and shut 
the door, Johnny turned over in the bed and 
buried his nose against the warm sheet. .AS 
.he closed his eyes, he saw Carolyn Lang; 
but this time she was wearing a summer 
dress of red and blue print, and he W9

5 

next io her in a new sports shirt of sunnf 
yellow. They were walking down Grove 
Str eet, and as t hey crossed the street, Johnn~· 
saw himself catch .hold of Carolyn's hand to 
guide her, and she just smiled and lei J,in1

· 

The Wheaton News editor makes her first aP· 
pearance in Rw,hllght with this st01·y. She has bfC

11 

a previous staff member a.~ our Publicity and D1
·''. 

tribution clwirman. May Rrn,hllght's Toss be Ne'' ~ 
gain. 
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Account of A Countess 
Lois Barty-King 

The winter sunlight filtered slowly be
tween the tall buildings. It moved timidly 
over the pale, smooth stones of an apart
ment building toward a window on the third 
floor, but its mission was rejected for the 
shade was drawn and the window t ightly 
closed. Inside the darkened room the in
sistant sound of an alarm clock cut sharply 
through the stillness. From the depths of 
the bed, an arm emerged languidly and 
groped its way to the clock on the beside 
table. There was a small click and the room 
Was silent once again. The form beneath 
the mound of blankets stirred faintly for f moment and was still. The sun beat vain
Y on the drawn shade but there was no 
response. Finally the pink sheets were 
~hrown back and Nina sat up, smiled faintly 
0 herself and began taking the curlers out 

of her long black hair. W,hen this process 
Was over she reached over and t urned on 
the radio. "And now " came the brisk voice 
Of ' the announcer "for Barbara J oe Tom 
a d ' ' ' t~ Sue, we're going to play a little number 

1 at reached fo urth place on the Hit Parade 
d~st Week." Nina shuddered and turned the 

t ial impatientlv until the sounds of the Bos-o • 
b n SYmphony filled the room. Ah, much 

1 etter ! She relaxed against the pillow and 
0?ked at her refl ection in the full length 
tnn·1·or across the room. She str etched 
~l'aceful!y and tried various gestures with 

1 er hands, admiring the crimson gleam of 
~er fingernails. Then she slid slowly out of 
t~d, and g liding to t he window, pulled up 

e shade . 
. 
1
1'he impatient sunlight poured over the 

S1 1 1· 
w ' Ightly every corner of the room. The 
1'!~1!s were not all painted the same color. 
f lee of them were lime-green and the 
~Ulth was a dull purple. In one corner 

!/?cl a large bookcase crammed with rows 
M 101Pressive volumes, all looking very new. 
,,. 

0dern paintings hung everywhere. They 
"'ei·e ask so modern that when Nina's guests 
b ed about them she was always pleased 
l'~t seldom gave t he same explanation twice. 
fu e top of the bureau was a mass of per
b me bottles, lipsticks, and photographs of 
0Ys. 
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Turning away from the window, Nina 
twirled lightly past the mirror, watching her 
reflection as the lacey nightgown swirled 
around her. She thought gleefully of the day 
ahead. T.he news was too good to keep to 
herself, she thought, as she sank down lux
uriously on the tumbled bed and picked up 
the telephone. A minute later she was talk
ing breathlessly to the sleepy voice at the 
other end, gesturing excitedly with her free 
hand. "I just couldn't have been more 
surprised, Nancy. Mrs. Griffin called up 
yesterday and explained that she was hav
ing t his French lady to stay. She said she 
would be very pleased if I could meet her as 
I had been to E urope and knew French. Can 
you imagine? I know it's going to be just 
wonderful. She'll be fabulously i·ich and 
probably a coun tess or something exotic. 
I'll let you know all about it." Replacing 
the receiver, Nina went over to the closet 
to sta1-t choosing what to wear. Leaning 
against the door she started thinking dream
ily of the coming events of the day. In 
her mind she pictured the countess waiting 
for her in the lobby of a very elegant hotel, 
seated in a conspicuous chair near the door
way. Everyone sitting nearby looked ad
miringly at the beautiful, stately woman. 
Iler proud face was framed by dark, shining 
hair done in the latest style and topped by 
a beguiling wisp of a hat. A mink stole was 
draped around her shoulders and the large 
diamond pin gleamed on the collar of her 
well-cut suit. Iler hands played with the 
handle of a long, slender umbrella and now 
and again she pushed up one sleeve to glance 
at the tiny, jeweled watch. People couldn't 
keep their eyes off her. They didn't have 
to .hear her speak to realize that she was 
French. The revolving door spun slowly 
and Nina appeared. The people in the lobby 
turned to look at her as she paused in the 
doorway. No doubt another foreign person, 
they were thinking, with her black hair 
drawn back and dangling gold earrings in 
her pierced ears. Her olive skin glowed 
faintly from the cold and her eyes were 
dark and remote lookin,g behind the dotted 
veil. She sauntered slowly toward the count
ess who greeted her with a radiant smile. 
"I'm so glad to meet you at last, Nina. I 
have heard so much about you. l\lrs. Griffin 
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said that you were one person I had to be 
sure to meet. I understand you spent some 
time in France this summer." Her voice 
was low and her French accent very notice
able. Together they swept through the lobby 
and into the dining room where a head
waiter, bowing impressively, led them to 
the best table in the room. All heads turned 
in their direction and Nina was elated. A 
small orchestra played behind a screen of 
potted palms and all sorts of delicacies were 
being wheeled around on little carts. Pink 
marble columns supported the ceiling which 
was decorated to represent an expanse of 
pale sky and billowing clouds. The countess 
smiled at Nina. "We have to have wine," 
she said, beckoning one of the waiters hov
ering nearby. "And now, you must tell me 
all about your trip last summer, where you 
went in France and what you did. It is too 
bad I didn't know you then. You could have 
stayed with me at my summer home in 
Monte Carlo." · 

"France was simply marvelous; it must 
be wonderful to live there. The people are 
so refined and everyone actually understood 
what I was saying. I brought back some 
beautiful things," Nina said loudly. Open
ing her bag, she drew out a small lace fan 
which she fluttered casually, turning her 
hea~ to determine the effect she was pro
ducmg. People were looking over at their 
table with admiration. 

A coat hanger fell to the floor of the 
closet with a loud thud jolting Nina from 
the rapture of her daydream. Glancing at 
the clock, she realized that it was getting 
dangerously close to lunch time. Opening 
her desk drawer, she looked again at the 
name of the restaurant where she was to 
meet the French lady. She had never heard 
of it before but it was undoubtedly an ex
clusive place. After trying on a dozen differ
ent outfits she decided on a red suit with 
a velv.et collar, a beaver jacket, and a black 
hat with a dotted veil. By the time she was 
dressed more than an hour had passed. She 
d~bbed her favorite perfume liberally be
hmd her ears, put her glasses in her bag 
and after drawin ti ' g 1e covers carelessly over 
the unmade bed left ti 
b 

. · 1e room. The elevator 
ore her swiftly downwa1·d a d h t a· n s e was soon s an mg on the doorst ep. 

The sun was brighter, and she felt too 
warm in her fur coat, but she couldn't possi
bly go back and chan,ge it. It was so elegant. 
She sauntered along, looking vaguely for a 
taxi. She waved one arm until a yellow 
blur detached itself from the rest of the 
traffic and came to a screeching stop a block 
away. She ran toward it, her hands flutter
ing to keep her balance. Giving the address 
to the driver, she settled back on the seat, 
spreading her skirt carefully around her. 
She opened her bag, drew out a mono
grammed compact and began powdering her 
nose. The taxi sped along passin,g large 
shop windows and stately apartment build
ings. To her surprise, the taxi turned down 
one of the side streets and after a while 
drew up before a small building. Nina 
peered out oJ the window and asked the 
driver if he was sure he had brought her to 
the right place. Ile nodded and motioned 
toward a short flight of steps descending to ,, 
a small green door. "It's right down t.here, 
he said, as she paid him and slid out of the 
cab. After it left, she stood for a moment 
on the sidewalk with a sinking sensation 
inside of her and a hopeful idea that she'd 
come to the wrong address. Finally, de· 
ciding that she had no other choice, she 
descended to the green door. 

Once inside, she immediately wished that 
she had never come. The entrance was 
dark and narrow and there were only a f e'W 

people sitting in quiet groups. No one even 
looked up as she approached them. Beyond, 
she could see a small dining room with dull 
green walls. The tables and chairs huddled 
against the walls and in the center a waiter 
stood in front of a long table tossing salad 
in a large wooden bowl. The place was air· , 
less and poorly lighted and the bar at the 
far end was deserted. What a maddening 
place! Nina was so annoyed that at first 
she took no notice of the old lady who 11nd 
risen to her feet and was approaching hel'· 
"You must be Nina," she said, smiling. "MrS· 
Griflin told me all about you. I'm so glad 
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to meet you." Nina shook hands with her, 
trying hard to conceal her dismay. 'l'he 

I r woman was gray-haired and very small. l e 
eyes. behind the rimless glasses, were tired· 
looking but cheerful. She had small feW 
lures and her mouth turned up at the corri-

j 



hr 

RUSHLIGHT 

ers. She wore a plain black coa t with a 
Worn fur collar, and her hat was trimmed 
With shabby purple flowers. Over one arm, 
she carried a large bag. The whole thing 
~as like a bad dream. As the headwaiter 
t~d them to a small table near the back of 

e room a few people looked up for a 
~oment, but besides them no one was pay
ing the least attention. The woman was 
~.Plaining in a low voice with a distinct 

1 ench accent, "I came to this place the 
hast time I was in America because they 
have such wondeliul French food . Tell me, 
ow did you enjoy your stay in France? Did 

You . travel all over the country? 

1 Nina smiled politely, "We saw Paris most
{ and I just adored it. I would have liked 
i~ stay for years. We had so much fun. 
" Y brother is going to be a concert pianist, 
You know, so he was studying there. Do 
You live in Paris?" she added hopefully. 

"O h no, we've never li ked the city very 
~Uch and anyway, Paris is really for the 1·1ch 

and the tourists." 
t' Nina bit her lip. "We didn't really have 

d
1
.rnd e to see a lot of the countryside as it 
1 n't · mterest us as much, but we might 

&'o over again next summer. I especially 

b\vant to get some more French paintings. I 
l'O 

1 . Ught back a lot for my room last time and 
:,ust adore them." 

Y Ah, so you are interested in art. Then 
ou Probably know Renoir's paintings don't 

You? 1 
111 · always love them; they have so 

~.ch color." 

1 Oh, Yes, but isn't he a little out of date? 
e rnean, don't you find modern art more 
"citing?" 
''A th . rt is never really out of date; I think 

th~ important thing is that it means some-
in_g to you. " 

of Nina was s trangely silent during the rest 
h the meal for she discovered that the 
v1·e 
ti . nch woman wasn't impressed with any-i;~:~. sh~ had to say. She listened without 
tl 

11 Upt1011 to stories of the war, of coun·y r 
\v 1fe, and of various experiences that the 
L ornan had had. She was surprised to find 
•iel's If . 
by e in terested in the conversation and 
Pt· tl~e t ime t he meal was ended, she had 
to 

0
rn1sed to write to two girls in France and 

out t~e woman herself. They said good-by 
Side the restaurant and Nina walked 
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s lowly to the corner. She was expected at 
a party later and before then she had to 
have time to go over in her mind the con
fusing events of the day. She went a long 
numbly, trying to organize her thoughts, and 
to find out what it was about the French 
lady that had impressed her. Certainly 
t here had been nothing exciting or g lam
orous about her and she had looked just 
like any other old lady. There had been 
something beneath that exterior, though
a personality that was waim and alive. May
be she should tell her friends about her 
expel'ience and explain her surprise at how 
intelligent the woman had turned out to be. 

The party was well underway by the time 
she arrived and after leaving her coat up
stairs, Nina appeared in the doorway of the 
room. She paused dramatically for a moment 
while she surveyed the group. Her mouth 
was drawn in a tight smile to hide the 
braces on her t eeth and her eyes had a 
blank expression as she had deliberately left 
her glasses behind. Iler hair was drawn 
back and in it she wore a large flower. Gold 
earrings dangled from her pierced ears. She 
came into the room with her s low deliber
ate saunter, conscious of everyone's eyes 
upon her. It was a swaying walk and as 
she placed each foot carefully in front of 
the other, her billowjng skirt rose and fell 
about h er legs. Her arms and hands were 
never still. As she moved they fanned the 
air gently, her wrists as graceful as a 
dancer's. The hostess took an involuntary 
step backward at her advance, but Nina was 
soon in loud conversation with her. With 
a cornered look in her eye, the hostess man
euvered her toward two people standing in 
the center of the room, introduced her to 
Nancy and Mark and retreated. Nina was 
delighted as she knew them both. Smiling 
briefly at them, and turning toward Nancv 
she s tarted off. "Remember our talk on th~ 
phone this morning? I had the most marv
elous time at lunch today. The French lady 
was so exotic, fantastically rich of course 

" 
A character sketch, is the basis of Lois Barty

l(ing's most recent short story. For several years 
Lois has been developing her skill in the short story 
field, and her position la-st year as editor of "The 
Quill", literary magazine of the Mary c. Wheeler 
school, attests to her creative ability. 
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Rapport 

I met a word in the dictionary 

The other day. I wasn't looking for 

That word, but came upon it luckily 

And paused a while to become acquainted. 

As chance will have it, many a fast friend 

Marcia Silver 

I've made that way. And they have stayed with me 

Longer than those I sought out with intent. 

They are not friends alphabetized for use 

But rather are a part of me that came 

So unexpected and so welcome yet. 

The pleasure comes in knowing that they came 

To me and happily remain although 

Their place may yet. be in the background of 

My mind. But I know now, and they know, too, 

That they will prove more meaningful in time. 

It is enough to know that they are there. 

- 18 -
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No Trace of Saturday 
Barbara W hidden 

d It was early spring, and the dock was 
eserted except for a few watchdog sea 

~lls that squatted calmly on the rope posts. 
e stood in the fresh salty breeze looking 

out Past jutting lands and heaving buoys 
;cross the loosely knit blue green blanket 
oward the Island. It was a late Saturday 

;fternoon, and we had an hour to wait be-
ore the boat came in and reloaded for its 

trip hack. There were four of us: Jean, 
~Y best friend at college and my rnommate
h()..be .next year, Jeff who considered me his 
h ~If-sister, and Tom, who since I had met 
t 1rn and Jeff three months before, had been 
t~p rnost on any list I might have had. For 
l ree weeks we had all planned to go to the 
~ and the first weekend in Apri l. Ever 

d
si~ce I could remember, the family had 

l'JV th en up each June, and we had waited for 
the boat to take us over to our house and 

e surnmer playground only this was differ-
ent· · , ' 
th 

, it wasn t summer, and the family wasn't 
ere. 
"G b ood Lord, I'm thirsty," Jeff said. And 

because we had so much time before the 
, oat left and because it was beer time we 
"'alked over to the Captain Kidd. It was a 

srnan fisherman's bar and we sat down at 
on ' 
f e of the round wheel-like tables in front 

\ a large open fireplace. Jean and I smiled 
: the waitress when she asked, "You're 
Wenty one?" 

th:·~hat_ ~bout Amos?" I said. "He'll be 
la ~e wa1tmg fo1· us, openin,g the house, and 
th~ing the fire, you know. He's bound to 

'.~k something." 
}'he hell with Amos," Tom muttered. 

ct· We'll drive up, let you and Jean off, and 
i;sappear," Jeff suggested. "That's all there 

to it." 
··w J ell, it's got to be convincing," I added. 

,vust then the waitress came back, and Amos 
as forgotten. 

buy.here weren't many people in the place, 
fa at the other end of the room a familiar 

< Ce k 
80 . ept turning toward our table. Pretty 

0,.
0 n its owner s lipped off his stool and strode 

•er. 

''Ginny, how've you been?" 

- 19 -

"Hi, Brad. Sit down. I want you to meet 
some friends of mine." He straddled a stool, 
and soon we were deep in Island talk. Brad 
lived on the Island all year around, but he 
was in the Coast Guard, then stationed at 
Newport, and he only got there weekends. 

"Your parents down?" he asked. 
"No, they're coming tomorrow. It was so 

nice we just thought we'd come a day early," 
I mumbled, winking at Jean and catching a 
smirk from Tom. 

As the hour rolled on Jeff, with two more 
years in the Navy to go, and Brad became 
engrossed in sea talk. 

"Sis, how 'bout a party tonight?" he in
quired. Before I could wholeheartedly agree, 
.he had turned to Brad as if he were direct
ing the question to him. 

"Fine idea. I'll come if I can," Brad 
answered. 

"Bring a few of the others-Pete and 
Matt, you know. About seven-thirty," I 
suggested. 

It was almost time for the boat to leave, 
so we headed back to the dock and settled 
on the top dec.k where we met another island 
boy. I asked Bud if he'd like to come up to 
the house too, but like Brad he didn't have a 
date either, so both of them went down a 
likely list, not too enthusiastic about any 
of the names. There were two girls stand
ing at the rail, and Tom suggested asking 
them. Brad laughed, but I noticed he took 
a second look. 

The sun was beginning to go down, and it 
was getting a little cold. The ride over was 
smooth; only a slight ruffle disturbed the 
water. We drove off the boat, and Jean and 
I rushed to the grocery store while the 
boys hurried to buy some liquor. 

About an hour later we turned off the main 
road and into the dfrt way. The Jong low 
house stared at us as we came over the 
rise. A few minutes later we mounted the 
steep hill over-looking the ocean and pulled 
up along side of Amos' jeep. Ile welcomed 
us and said he'd laid a fire and that more 
wood was in the shed. He left after I 
assured him the boys would take in our bags 
before they went back down Island. We 
all breathed a sigh as his bright red jeep 
disappeared down the hill. 

Even in April it was sold, and the stone 
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foundation only served to hold the house up, 
not to keep the sea afr out. Jean and I 
c.hanged into dungarees and white men's 
shirts and heavy blue sweaters and domes
tically s tarted some water for coffee. The 
boys lit the fire in the living room, and from 
the kitchen I could hear "I found my April 
dream in Portugal with you ... 11 

Even with a fire blazing it was cold, and 
up through the cracks in the floor the wind 
billowed the rugs in every room. We sai 
around the fire warming ourselves with Sea
grams over ice. Before long it was eight 
o'clock and no sign of Brad or Bud or anyone. 

"Maybe he couldn't get a date," Jean 
offered. 

"Brad? Hell, no. He looks like a good 
man," Je ff assured. 

About 9 :30 I heard the creak of the back 
door, and Brad and Bud both appeared with 
the two girls on the boat. 

"Good Lord," J eff gaily s ingsonged like 
no one else could say the two words. "Pick 
ups." Ile laughed and filled some more 
glasses. There was another boy with them, 
who I later found out was a distant cousin 
of mine. There were four girls and five 
boys then, and we continued to drink and 
get wa1med. 

Brad had said that others were coming 
later and around t en we heard the rnmble of 
cars pulling up the hill. In a few minutes 
people began swanning into the room like 
flies to a table and candy, only they were 
humans to a party and liquor. There was 
one girl and several boys. Only one of the 
boys looked familiar. Brad shouted intro
ductions the best he could. And one by one 
beer cans exploded in corners, and bottles 
yawned and were r eplaced. 

Then it started. This time I didn't hear 
the noise of the cars climbing the hill, nor 
the creak of the back door. I just saw an 
array of male faces emerge from the dining 
r oom and disappear into the ocean of bobbing 
heads in the living room. They were like 
gulls d~·ifting along and suddenly swooping 
down ~nto the wate1· to investigate the 
mystenes under the sea. The faces never 
seemed to stop and . . , occas1onally1 I recognized 
o~c enough to nod "hello", but most of the 
time I found mvself b . . 

'th d · k . · umpmg mto strangers 
w1 rm ·s m their hands. 

"Who are you?" would be asked. And in 
return, I'd say, "l'm Ginny. I own the house. 
Who are you'!" 

Almost eac.h time the stranger would be a 
Bill, Danny, Richie, or Dave. Bui it didn't 
matter, because I couldn't r emember which 
face belonged to which name anyway. The 
house was a mass of open bottles and open 
mouths. 

I wedged my way to the front of the fire 
place and found a cigarette. A match ap· 
peared, and I smiled thanks. 

"There seems to be an abundance of 
males." my soft voiced, gallant guest ob· 
served. I was more than forced to agree, 
The ratio was greater than I ever could have 
imagined. But over by a table a possible 
remedy was being thought of. The most 
popular obj ect of the moment was the phone, 
Diligently a group of dateless boys thumbed 
through the phone book. After a few grim· 
aces and an overriding amount of nods the 
attempt was put into action. Brad had taken 
over and was shouting into the phone, "An'f 
girls over twelve there? Lei me talk to 
them." 

Ile was prodded on by the eager, but Jess 
daring. And I guessed he was calling the 
bowling alley. Evidently he was successful, 
because within the hour a few eager, thirst)', 
tight-sweatered females appared ready to tr.Y 
to outwit anyone of their highly liquored 
callers. And there must have been some 
fas t games because each one of the girls I 

periodically disappeared and reappeared after 
some time. Bui there were too many cars 
lining our hill to look through. 

"Danny and I brought some oysters over, 
We'll leave the ones that aren't eaten. Yoll 
might like them," a voice whispered in rnY 
ear. 

"Fine: Thanks," I hesitantly said on\~ , 
because I didn't know what else to say. 1 
never tasted an oyster and never had ih~ 
urge to, but the offerer seemed elated i 1 the thought of giving them to me, and d 
didn't quite dare t ell him, a full-fledge 
fisherman, that t he idea really was repuJsi,,e, 
I wandered from the living room into t)ie 

dining room, that looked like a bar roofl
1 

and sounded like a free-for-all and was quicl-' 
ly caught up in a spontaneous, but passion~t~ 
embrace. OfT in the midst of a group 0 
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~~gers I heard Jeff's laugh and "Good Lord." 
1th one arm around Jean and the other 

aro d un a bottle of Scotch he pushed his wav 
over to me and in his brotherly way kissed 
me on the cheek. 

"H " ow're things going, Sis?". 
. My God, I've never seen so many people 
~ all my life!" I yelled above Roll Your Leg 

er. 
::where's Tom?" Jean asked. 
I haven't seen much of him. I guess he's 

Wand · I . ering around somewhere. I don't know," 
said. 

e/ust then I felt a heavy slap on my should
th·. I turned and worried eyes told me some

'.~g was wrong. 
b tThere's a fight on the back porch. You'd 
e ter come out." 
1 hurried through the babbling crowd 

and st d as eppe out on the porch. There were 
.. rnany people out there as inside. 

n You God-damn-son-of-a-bitch" was all I 
t:J~de_d to hear. I moved in between two 
th giants and pleadingly looked from one to 
the t other. The smell of whiskey told me 
dl'~ reason wouldn't win, so I picked the 
st. ~kest and went to work. Ile stood 
ti 

1f1ght; eyes g lued on his opponent; arms 
at~ lt by his sides fists clenched. I put my 
alt around his stiff shoulders and gathered 
bluethe seductiveness I could find in faded 
it dungarees and a heavy wool sweater. 
b~ attempt was fruitless for a few minutes, 
tn gradually his bloodshot stare t urned to 
,...., e. He raised one arm and t ightly squeezed , .. y w . . 
P a1st m acceptance of my whispered pro
osal t . d stu O go to .his car. We weaved an 

lti· mbled off the porch and over to a ligh t fo? Dodge. I left him waiting in the car 
the rn~ to return, and the last I knew my 
ho ·minute-sweetheart was headed back 
hismbe aided by a singer who said he was 

rother. 
Back · tne in the kitchen again I saw what was 

of ~~t by a "few" oysters. In the middle 
With le floor was a large burlap bag bulging 
and b them. The sink was piled with shells, 
of ta lack slime from them covered the tops 

''II hies and chairs. 
''Nave one," Danny suggested. 

so 0
, no, thanks. I don't think it would go 

•. ~ II ,with gin," I replied quickly. 
on t make any difference. Come on. 

~ .. 
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l'll open one." 
More out of em·iosity than anything else, 

I submitted to the trial. Ile slit the shell 
open with a knife and carefully pulled the 
horrible looking thing out. 

"Open your mouth. Wait a minute. 
Ketchup." He turned the cold water on 
and put the almost empty ketchup bottle 
under it. He swished the thinned red liquid 
around and poured some on the oyster. 

"Open." I gulped it down whole not daring 
to think about the taste until after it was 
gone. 

"How was it ?" 
"Fine, just fine. Thanks," I stammered, 

edging closer to the comic songsters in the 
dining room. Once there I was swept into 
the fanciful gaiety of the hour forgetting 
facts, fights, and fishes. The songs were 
loud and lusty and friends were friendlier 
to friends and enemies and strangers. 

Leaving the football-like huddles there for 
the swoon-like clutches of dancing in the 
living room, I pushed my way into the less 
strenuous circle of quests. The radio blared , 
a lmost drowning out the noise from other 
parts of the house, and though the rug was 
doing its best to compete with steady grace
ful dancing, a few couples, almost the num
ber of the minority of girls, swayed back and 
forth in and out of step with the music. 
I slumped down into a vacant chair and dis
carded the stale drink in my hand. 

"It's getting late," Jean weakly siO'hed 
from the next chair. For the first tiJ~e r 
looked at my watch. 

"God! It's past that," I said. 
Evidently the same idea crossed the more 

alerted minds of the hangers-on and slowly 
coats were pulled down off rafters and re
trieved from where they had been flung. r 
stood at the back door and watched the cars, 
one by one, start up and roll slowly down the 
hill. A few conscientious detectives stayed, 
wandering the house and hill, picking up 
emptied beer cans and bottles. 

"They can't stay here. Can't you take 
them with yo~ and leave them at the dump," 
I pleaded with Percy, my guardian and 
helper. 

Boxes were filled to capacity and arranged 
and rearranged in the trunk of his little light 
blue coupe that wouldn't close; the bag of 
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oysters propping it up. He drove off rattling 
and clanking as a junk man with a super 
haul. I closed the door behind him and 
switched off the kitchen light blocking out 
t.he mess that would have to wait until later. 

The house was cold again. The fire had 
long since gone out, the whiskey's effects 
had died away, and the crowd's warmth had 
disappea1·ed. The four of us puffed weakly 
on our last cigarettes, motionless and almost 
speechless. 

"What a night" was the unanimous senti
ment. We dragged ourselves up and into 
the one bed room assigned to all of us for 
warmth and lack of strength to open another 
one. And with blankets piled high, clothes 
left on, the alarm set for a too-soon eight 
o'clock, I turned off the light, and we crawled 
in. 

Minutes later a loud ring sounded in my 
ear, and I reached up and turned the sound 
off. It was another sunny day, and the 
shadeless windows didn't leave its bright
ness to the imagination. I buried my face 
under the pillow and tried to pull the covers 
over my head makif\&' it dark again. But 
they wouldn't move with my weak attempt, 
and I lay there thinking of the work ahead. 
Slowly I swung my legs over the edge and 
stood up. My shirt, which had come out 
and my sweater weighed heavily; I felt 
sticky. 

"Jean, Jean, it's time to get up," I called 
across the room. "It's morning." For a 
minute there was no reaction; then a groan, 
and &he rolled over. 

"Okay." 
Silently I opened the door to the living 

room, and a smell of stale beer and whiskey 
rolled over me almost sweeping me back into 
the night. I opened all four doors to the 
house hoping that a sudden breeze might 
wash away the floating evidence. 
. T~e smell of coffee brought Jean, dressed 
m city clothes, and Jeff into the kitchen. 

"Nothing like getting up early and goif\&' 
to church," Jeff mumbled, shaking his head. 
"Can't see it." 

:?ou going to drive Jean down?" I asked. 
Yuh. That's all." 

Righteously Jean started down the hill 
!~llowed less reverently by Jeff who literally 

ought of Sunday as a day of rest. I 
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watched them disappear over the dirt road 
and then set about thinking how and where 
to stai·t resettling the .house. MechanicallY 
ru,gs were righted, ash trays emptied, table 
and chairs straightened, and oyster she!ls 
collected and dumped into a large wooden 
container. I washed the sink and washed 
away the traces of liquor that patterned the 
surfaces of the tables. I swept the three 
main rooms and put little objects back on 
the mantle or where-ever they belonged, 
And eventually there was order. I passed 
a mirror and retraced my steps to peer into 
it. Deep circles underlined my eyes, and 
strands of hair clung together wildly. 1 
rummaged through my suitcase and closeted 
myself in the bathroom for improvement. 

There was no sound from Tom as I looJced 
down at him rolled tightly in layers of 
blankets. 

"Tom, better get up." I leaned over and 
shook. "Get up, Tom." 

"All right. Just a minute." 
"No, right now. It's late. Really, please 

Tom," I urged. Ile sat on the edge of the 
bed and groped lazily for his socks. 

"Good Lord, just getting up?" Jeff grinned 
from the doorway. 

"Too early," Tom said looking into a shoe1 Back in the .kitchen again Jean and 
started getting lunch. I got things for tJie 
table while she scrubbed potatoes. we 
opened string beans and put water on to 
boil and shaped hamburger to fit in the 
frying pans. ,, 

. ? 
"Hey, what do you want done with this· 

Tom called. 
"What?" 
"This." Ile held up a small round tnble, 

one leg dangling helplessly. 
"Oh! Give it to me." I placed it, poor Jeg 

behind, next to the desk in the living roofl1 

where untouched it would go unnoticed, 
The boys dressed in Oxford grey suit_5

' 
white shirts, and ties, and Jean and I i!l 

Bermuda shorts and sweaters sat restiflg 
and waiting in front of the fire. My e~::i 
were burning and my hea1-t pounding wi 
the waves on the beach below. 

"I'm exhausted," I said. 
"You're not the only one," Jean added· 1 
"Good Lord. Can't you take it? I fee 

pretty good," Jeff energetically offered. 

j 
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b "I have a feeling I'm going to be back in 
.. ~d a couple of hours from now," I sighed. 
b ey, listen, if anything's said you boys 
drought us down yeste1·day and went back 

0;;n_ Island to visit a friend. All right?" 
Right," Jeff assured "Don't worry" ''It' . . 

th · II be all right. They won't know a 
'.~g. I hope," Tom asserted. 

I I hope so. If they do ... I don't know," 
A answered. "It's those first few minutes." 

0
t I reached for a cigarette, I caught sight 
fa lone beer can rolled underneath the 

:~ a .. I got up from the floor and rushed to 
the kitch~n where I pushed it down into 
p e Waste box covering it with wads of 
t:Per: Just then I heard a ca1· coming along 

0 
e dirt road, and out of the window I saw 

u ur long green Packard majestically start 
P the hill. 
''M W other, Dad, I'd like you to meet Tom 

J aeland and Jeff Rogers and you remember 
ean " I . , 

su·t' mtroduced. The boys carried in 

C 

1 cases and bags and boxes of food and 
Utt · th ain materials and things that had loaded 
e car. 
In th 1· · With e ivmg room Je~n and I chatted gaily 

th Mother about this material here and 
v· at there while Jeff told Dad about the ser-
lce and . t· W , m par 1cular, the Navy and Iceland. 

p e talked fast trying to avoid any lapse or 
I ~Use When questions might be asked. And 
d ;oked quickly around the room trying to 
t~ ect any remains of the night before. But 
an ere were none visible, and if there were 
•t ~ odors except that of hamburger and 
., l'In b 
oi·ct· g eans no mention was made of it. An 
ho inary peaceful atmosphere invaded the 
'W Use and in the background Tom had found 
SeJ~I·dsworth and was reading aloud to him-

' ··o T ne moment now may give us more 
han years of toiling reason: 

Our minds shall drink at every pore 
The spirit of the season." 

11g!~rbara. Whidde,i is a new contributor to Rush
e~. This story is based o,i several of her own 
rep

0 
iences. Barbara plans to take a job as a 

rter thi.s stimmer in Plymouth where she lives. 
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Star Light, Star Bright 
Mary Jane Lincoln 

Becky didn't want to go on a blind date. 
She was successful enough without having 
to chance a horrid weekend. All the way 
on the train she felt silly, and fingered the 
glossy knowing pages of her history book. 
Every muscle in her eighteen year old body 
was alive, yet deeply tired. Heavy dark 
lines accented her green eyes, and dominated 
the chalk white of her face. She felt the 
muscles gently loosening, one by one. It 
always amazed her, the way each little part 
seemed to resign itself to nothing. Oh, she 
was so glad to be away; away from school. 

The jogging train jostled her, and her 
stomach felt as if it was in a Waring Blender. 
"Damn this animated tincan !" Becky started 
as she realized what she had said. Her eyes 
darted around the train, to see if anyone 
had heard. She felt a clammy blushing feel
in,g creeping up her neck, and blazing on her 
cheeks. Quickly she ducked her head, and 
patted the little aqua blobs perched on her 
cars. 

Suddenly the wizened conductor was shout
ing something that ended in "Junction," and 
she slipped her pink-tipped toes into the little 
black leather heels. The tugging weight of 
her suitcase felt secure in her black gloved 
hand. The smiling faces peered through the 
thick windows, looking, and then flashi 
white teeth in recognition. ng 

The crowd of bubbling fem ales pushed 
forward, and she was helplessly caught u 
and carried along, like a wisp of milkwee~ 
in the autumn gale. 

Oh, Lord, why don't I get back on that 
train and go back home ... home to school 

"Becky? I'm ~ete." A tall strong body bent 
and took the smtcase from her stiff fingers. 

"Ili, Pete." She couldn't think of any
thing else to ~ay, so she didn't say anything. 
He tucked his hand under her elbow and 
guided her across the glinting railroad ti:acks 
I must be friendly, and sweet, and nice .. : 
yes, I'll try, but I know I'll just be me. 

That night they sat and sipped. His eyes 
watched her, and she basked in his open 
admiratio.n. ~fter the party, when he held 
her coat m his strong hands, she whispered 
to the pale green walls, and thanked the soft 
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candle glow. 
When she fell into bed, she hardly noticed 

the unaccustomed softness of the sweet 
sheets. She could only think of the next 
day: the game, and the dance. Sleep came 
quickly, and she couldn't wait to wake up. 

The band could hardly restrain itself, and 
the gay laughter bounded happily around the 
stadium. All that pseudo-excitement of 
T. V. football games sprang to life, as she 
inhaled the acrid smell of beer, and the 
greasy warmth of mustardy hot-dogs. The 
teams banged and bumped each other, and 
Becky was lost. 

The sky was blue, and the leaves were 
a maze of brilliant color, shouting back to 
her, and laughing at her excitement. Her 
little white hands dashed merrily from the 
rustling program pages, to the soft fuzzy 
felt of her green banner, and back to the 
muted gray of her tailored Bermuda shorts. 

The last minutes of the game were the 
best, and the crowd roared their approval, 
and then moaned, as the ball skidded crazily 
out of the clutching fingers of the men in 
green. The cheerleaders begged for more, 
but there was no more. The whistles 
shrieked, and the bands burst out, one in 
the wild exultation of victory, and the other, 
the one in green, just played. 

That evening, the college donned its fin
est, and threw the gym doors open for the 
gayest of gay festivities. The lights seemed 
to be shining just for her. Every light caught 
the polished smokiness of her hair, and the 
balloons caught the light and threw it laugh
ingly back into her face. Pete lifted her face a 
bit, and looked at her. He wanted to kiss 
those parted pink lips, but the thought of 
what that color would look like on his face 
stopped him. She shrugged her shoulders and 
wrinkled up her nose, and laughed. It sur
prised her! That laugh sounded so different, 
like a little bird lost in the powerful, but soft 
and warm paws of a cat. Becky stood still. 
Iler skin kept making little rippling noises 
from within, and she met his eyes. 

They walked onto the floor and she 
watched the whiteness of her skirt, as the 
hoo~ sent it back and forth, in little purring 
~otwns. She tipped her head a little, and 
listened to her whispering earrings. 

Her eyebrow shot up, and she took the 

small crystal glass that Pete held out to 
her. She smelled the Yardley's lavender 
that indicated gin. She was amused by the 
way her fingers barely touched the delicate 
bit of glass, and pleased by the cold moist 
tingle that spread from the pinked ovals of 
her finger tips, to the lotioned softness of 
her hand. 

Again she tilted her head, and her voice 
drifted up from the cool lace of her dress, 
past the flashing stones encircling her neck, 
Her voice was caught in the rising bubble of 
conversation. The orchestra was threading' 
through, "You, and the Night, and the 
Music", and Pete took the untouched glass 
from her white fin,gers, and put it on the 
table. 

The dance floor was a mass of swayin8' 
skirts, like madly colored inverted Easter 
lilies, with their uniformed black gardeners, 
Waves of fragrance radiated from her hair, 
her hands, her shoulders, the fragrance that 
was Becky. Her soft filmness clung to hiil'l, 
and they moved as one, slowly, smoothlY· 
The music swelled, and the dancers sighed 
and pressed closer together. 

Too soon, too soon, the hated "Goodnight, 
Sweetheart," floated around the lights, 
snuffing each as it slid caressingly by. Onb' 
the smallest sig.hs and touches of happiness 
could be heard, and then they too cease1· 
Becky shivered a bit, as the cool night a.it 
rushed at them from the open doors. 'fheY 
walked out of the gym into the soft night· 
Only the tap tap of her heels disturbed tll: 
blackness. They walked, hand and hand, afl 
she gulped in the coldness, like a kitten ~t~ 
a bowl of cream. They didn't talk, the nigh 
said all there was to say. They turned i 

corner, and she jumped at the sound of : 
car horn. Pete dragged out a cigarette, an 
knew enough not to offer her one. The 
breeze caught .her hair, and lifted it, running 
its caressing little sighs through the siJlcefl 
softness of it. 

The next day the train was there, wait· 
ing to take her back, and she felt the }ittl~ 
droplets of sadness behind her eyes. The) 
waited and chatted, about nothing and ever)'~ 
thing. She climbed the iron steps, and 11e1 

tight skirt jerked her back. Pete stood ther~ 
for a moment, and she looked into those gro~ 
eyes. Suddenly she was in his arms, afl 
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~ r feet weren't on the ground any longer. 

1 e sweetness of life flooded her, and she 
~ _ung to his lips. She rested her cheek on 

18 chest and blinked back the tears. 
p 'the wizened conductor shouted aagin, and 

ete loo.ked down at her. Then he was gone ~d , 
th . the little pools over flowed, and traced 

eir way down her cheeks. 

t School was the same, but Becky was in a 
Ul""" 'I •uo1 . She couldn't think· her thoughts rn , 

tharched backwards. The phone just sat 
ere, it rang, but the person on the other 

:~d neve~· had Pete's voice. She smiled with 
h the girls, but she was a zombie. She ate, 

s ~ slept, and she breathed. She just existed. 
th ach day the post office was stormed by 
~ e hopeful girls, but Becky was never re-
av~ded. A week, and two weeks went by, 
1 n Becky died inside. She smiled and 
:~g~ed, but there was always a dull ache 
b 

I 
hin .her to remind her. Her friends 

bl'ought her silly little things, like movable 
ears d · . 

Ill. : an Jumping frogs, but they never 
ha:n~ioned "him". The days dragged by, 
n hng Becky with them, and always the 
li;xt day came, with its sun, or rain, and 

;, but there was nothing there for Becky. 
Ill.. he found herself counting the hours, 
h Inutes, and seconds, until she could get 
a~;e to the sheltering arms of her mother, 
Sh the gruff playfullness of her father. 
litt~ ne~er went to the mailbox now. Those 
d e dials and knobs jeered at her, and 
1:nced cajolingly before her flooded eyes. 
~e1· 1 on t ·oornmate always dropped her lette~·s 
srn .1 he dresser, and smiled a sad sympathetic 
ly 

I 
e. She fingered the envelopes, and slow

the0P~ne~ them, read the contents and wrote 
unq 1 ephes. Every day it was the same, 
lia 

1 
she saw that white square, with the 

Sh nover postmark. Her eyes misted and 
he~ softly picked it up, and pressed it to 
op cracked lips. Then she ran past the 
th:\ doors of the cheery rooms, out into 
c1•0 ittle woods behind the dorm. She sat 
he1,

88
~egged, and cradled the paper against 

couici :art. She couldn't open it yet, she 
\\1h t n t even see, but she knew, she knew 

a had to be inside. 

~JL· . . 
to ll · mcoln., a freshman., is a new contributor 
hioh llshlight. She wa-s on. the litera111 staff of her 
i>ite11d

8
chooz P'Ublication, the Nolrad. Mar'IJ Jane 

'~ to become a Biology major. 
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Genus irritahile vatum 
Marcia Silver 

No light, but rat'her darkness visible 
Mr. Arnold 
Mr. Eliot 
Mr. Arnold: This can't be 
Mr. Eliot: What can't be? 
Mr. Arnold: You and me 

Having tea 
I'm dead and you're alive 

Mr. Eliot: You're alive and I am dead 
Death or life or life or death 
Death is life and life is death 
I don't know if you're alive and 

I am dead 
I don't know if I'm alive and 

you are dead 
I don't know if we're both alive 

or both are dead 
Mr. Arnold : What's the year? 
Mr. Eliot: Eighteen hundred eighty-eight 
Mr. Arnold: That's my death 
Mr. Eliot: That's my birth 
Mr. Arnold: That's my birth 
Mr. Eliot: That's my death 
Mr. Arnold: During my lifetime I wrote a 

poem 
Mr. Eliot: During my death time I'll write 

a poem 
Mr. Arnold: I sat and looked at the sea and 

land 
I watched the waves and heard 

them i·oar 
And toss the pebbles on the 

shore 
I had a thought about 
The lifelessness of life 
And endless repetition 
Again and again 
Again and again 
How men fight on in ignorance 
Destroying selves and other 

selves 
To no end at all 
But with your age you' ll see 

a change 
I hope 

Mr. Eliot: Who'll see a difference? 
What's the difference? 
We have no eyes to see 
We have no lips to kiss 



RUSIILIGHT 

We grope together 
And avoid speech 

Gathered on this beach of the 
tumid river 

l\lr. Arnold: That's what I mean when I 
talk about beaches 

You get the idea 
Mr. Eliot: My beaches aren't the same 

as yours 
Neither are my shores 

i\Ir. Arnold: You'll have 3D 
You'll have TV 

l\Ir. Eliot: What is 3D '? 

l\Ir. Arnold: 

Mr. Eliot: 

l\Ir. Arnold: 

Mr. Eliot: 

l\Ir. Arnold: 
Mr. Eliot: 

Mr. Arnold: 

Mr. Eliot: 

1Ir. Arnold: 
Mr. Eliot: 

Doubt, dissatisfaction, and des
pair 

That's all, that's all, that's all, 
that's all 

Doubt, dissatisfaction, and des-
pair 

Look at .the sea 
\Vhat do you see? 
Look at a scarecrow 
What more do you know? 
The sea rolls in bringing sad-

ness 
Let the dead bury their dead 
A scarecrow blows in the waves 

of the wind 
Stuffed with intellectuality 
Insensitive 
Incapab~e 
Si vis me flere . 
Do you mean what you say 
I say what I mean 
I mean to say that 
We're not lost 
We're just weak 
And stiff and stuffed 
And full of emptiness 
But you've got 3D 
You've got TV 
What about them. Alas! 
We'll have 3D 
We'll have TV 
0 tempora ! 0 mores! 
Darkness, deceit, and doom 
That's all, that's all, that's all, 

that's all 
Darkness, deceit, and doom 
What, no death'? 
Death's a dream 
Sleep is death 
Death is sleep 
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i\Ir. Arnold: 
i\Ir. Eliot: 
i\Ir. Arnold: 

i\Ir. Eliot: 

l\Ir. Arnold : 

i\lr. Eliot: 

i\fr. Arnold: 
l\I r. Eliot: 
i\I r. Arnold: 

l\fr. Eliot: 

Life is sleeplessness 
You'll have purity 
We'll have sterility 
You'll have 
Condensation 
Medication 
We'll have 
De.hydration 
Prolongation 
You'll have the ideas 

the motions 
the conceptions 

But no reality 
actions 
creations 

Jn between 
Slips the shadow 
What's the shadow'? 
ls it struggle? 
It's surrender 
Thoughtless thought 
Loss of meaning 
Loss of morals 
Absence of 
Spirituality 

Keep your 3D 
Keep your TV 

i\lr. Arnold: You mean 

l\Ir. Eliot: 

Desire, dreams, and develoP' 
ment 

I mean 
Depression, despondency, 

desperation 
That's what I mean 
That's all the facts when 

come to brass tac.ks: 

yoll 

Dreariness, dissolution, and de-
struction. 

All the people 
Peering through their peep 1ioJe 
Leaning and leering 
Listing and twisting 
l\lotionless movement . ,c 
Shallow depth, passively act1\ ' 

Sincere deception, cyclical sY::'· 
tern; 

A pretense at prayer 
Perpetual pleas 
Round and round we roll 
We do not die of death: 
We die of vertigo. 

.:\Ir. Arnold: Modern man 
Ts that what he'll be 
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Mr. Eliot: 

But what'll he do besides be
ing bored? 

He'll play games 
Panem et Circenses 

Ring around the Rosy 
Pocket full of money 
Hop-scotch Hop-scotch 

Mr. Arnold: 
Horray 

Where'll he live 
Or hibernate? 

Mr. Eliot: 

Mr. Arnold: 

Mr E1· t ' 10 : 

He'll be rootless and restless 
Dehumanized 
Is there no hope 
No slight saving 
Look to love 
Cling like children lost in the 

night 
Let's live and love 
Let us be true to one another 
Or is there a curse from long 

a.go on all of man 
Not just on the head of one 
What will happen to the ebb 

tide? 
This life has neither joy, nor 

love, nor light, 
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor 

help for pain 
There is no rest 
There is no relief 
There is no revelry 
Between the notion 
And the motion 
Between the purpose 
And the plan 
Slides the surrender 

Our father who art in 
Heaven 

Between the yesterdays 
And the todays 
Between the todays 
And the tomorrows 
Slides the surrender 

Living is laborious 
Our father 

Nii· A Living 
· rnold : What will happen 

~ .. 

Will there be 
Frustration 
Repression 
Minds muddled 
Always all ways 
Utter emptiness will be man's 
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lot 
Look at the sea or antiquity 
At arniies clashing 
At igrio.rance 
The emptying sea struggling 

still to survive 
What will save us 
What will clothe the nakedness 

of the world 
Mr. Eliot: What will clothe my scarecrow 

What will bring him breath 
Will he always wear such delib

erate disguises 
Rat's coats, crowskin, crossed 

staves 
Borrowed bits of covering 
Will he come to believe and die 

with a bang · 
Or wither away with a whimper 

Mr. Arnold: The time has come 
For me to go 
Come to the window, sweet is 
the night-air! 
T'is hard to believe 
What we conceive of life as 

being 
is true 

Mr. Eliot: Soon you'll cross with direct 
eyes 

Soon you'll know 
If it's so 
But don't tell me 
If life can be 
Like this in death's other King

dom 
Mr. Arnold: We shall meet in death's other 

Kingdom 
Mr. Eliot: Of Mr. Arnold 

I remember twilight 
Death, thou shalt die 

Taking tongue out of cheek . . . 
Genus irritabile vatum 

The irritable tribe of poets-Horace, 
Epistles, II 

No light, but rather darkness visible 
-Milton, Paradise Lost, I 

Si vis me fiere . . . 
If you would have one weep, you must 
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feel grief yourself. --Cicero, First Ora
tion against Catiline 

Around, around the sun we go: 
The moon goes round the earth 
We do not die of death : 
We die of vertigo. 

~Archibald Macleish, Mother Goose's 
Garland 

Panem et Circenses 
Bread and circus games-Juvenal, Sat
ires 

Death, thou shalt die 
-John Donne, Holy Sonnets 

This by-line serves as an opportunity for the rest 
of the staff to thank Marcia Silver for the expert 
leadership she has shown in editing Rushllght. This 
is only one of her many appearances in Rusbllght 
during her four years at Wheaton. 
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