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Editorial 

In this our last issue for the college year 1959-1960, we proudlY 
publish the winning stories and poems chosen for our annual Rushlight 
Prose and Poetry Contest. For making this contest possible, we 
would like to thank the judges, Miss Burton, Mrs. Mackenzie, and 
Mr. Burr, who, along with the s talT, were very pleased with the 
quality and quantity of manuscripts submitted. 

Several times during the one hundred and five years of Rush· 
light's service to the literary interests of the Wheaton Community, 
its candle has threatened to flicker out from lack of material, but 
this year we have had another equally disturbing problem: lack of 
subscribers. Because of the large number of manuscripts selected to 
appear in the spring issue, we decided to expand the magazine con· 
siderably. We soon discovered, however, that we had to eliminate 
several poems and stories because Rushlight did not have sufficient 
funds to cover the printing costs. These manuscripts will automat· 
ically be accepted for the fal l, 1960, issue, and by that time we hope 
that the students and faculty wi ll have thought seriously about sup
porting Wheaton's only outlet for literary expression. The material 
is available; arc the subscribers? 

S. M. 



Rushliglzt's 1960 Prize Short Story 

She 
Gerl rude Raymond '6.! 

AS MRS. WALKER slowly and shakily stepped into the kitchen, 
she suddenly fell as if she were reliving a nightmare, as if 

every movement and sound she made \\Crc a dream, and that old 
feeling of wanting to run S\\ cl led up in her body. She \\ as n plump 
woman, around her middle only, \\ ho still bore the mnrks of the 
beauty she once hnd had: the now thin, lifeless brO\\ n hnir that had 
long ago been her greatest asset in catchin~ many an attractive man, 
her lithe muscular legs, and a mouth, now pathetic and thin, made 
to smile and talk cleverly. The world was hers and 1t was real then, 
long ago, but suddenly during her marriage, it had become a cruel 
dream, slipping away from her always. She stood in the doorway, 
living again in the dream, and it was not until her husband took her 
by the arm that she sneaked back into reality. 

"Well, here you arc, sweetie." He gestured sweepingly to the 
half neat kitchen, blotched with pots and dishes, and to the rest of 
the house. "I know we don't look like much, but we're awfully glad 
to have you back." He kissed her fondly on the forehead. He was 
a tall man, whose kind face was just as it had been when he \\OS a 
boy a pug nose and a mouth curled up at the corners. Ile talked, 
not for the sake of talking, but only because there was something of 
importance to say, and because of this many people lo\·ecl and ad
mired him. Morco\·cr, he was devoted to his wife and oftentimes, 
was dominated by her. 

Suddenly a raucous bark from a distant room cut the quiet, 
nervous air in half. A black flulTy cotton-ball of a cocker spaniel 
bounced noisily into the kitchen and jumped to a stop, wiggling her 
fanny like a shimmy dancer and whining loudly. "Sec," Mr. Walker 
said, ··e\en Eloise is glad to sec you." 

"Well, hello Eloisy," Mrs. Walker said quietly. ··Jlcllo, sweetie. 
Now gc>t dO\\n. Dm\n. Yes, it's good to sc>e you, yes." 

But words weren't enough for Eloise. She circlecl the two of 
tllC'm, brought to a stand-still in front of the door, and continued 
wiggling wildly and \\ hining. 

"All ri~ht, Eloise, now get away." Mr. Walker slapped her 
on the fanny, and pushc>d her softly 11\\ ay. "'With your J><'1mission. 
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RUSHLIGIIT 

we would like to go into the living room. I trust it meets with your 
approval?" 

For the first time in a long time, Mrs. Walker felt herself 
laughing now. Not a hearty loud laugh but a quiet throaty giggle, 
Her husband joined in. 

"It's good to be back," Mrs. Walker said, meaning H thC0• 

caught up on that sudden moment of the old happy times. "It reallY 
is." 

"Come on, let's go into the living room. I think you coulcl 
probably use a chair," Mr. Walker offered proteclivcly. ·t 

"I must admit, I do feel a bit shaky," she said, lying. A b• 
h r shaky, she thought, as she felt a shiver of nervousness grasp c 

trembling body, just a bit. Eloise led the way proudly, and Mr5· 
Walker followed out of habit. She followed certainly, because thC 
path from the living room to the kitchen was a familiar one to her. 
It was the path to the liquor closet. The old worn boards of the 
floor felt comfortable under her feet; and as she walked into thC 
living room, she even remembered to avoid the nail that stucl< ob· 
trusively out of the door. Her husband guided her to the low, straight
backed chair that was her favorite, and she sat stilTly and sJowlY 
down, not slumping heavily and quickly into it as she had done 50 

many times before. 
"How do you feel?" her husband asked hopefully. 

"This "Oh, all right. A little bit weary, though," she said. 
1 damn bandage bothers me, Bill. I feel so stupid, so .. . so ... wel' 

just so ugly." She spat the word out, hating the sound of it, thC 
taste of it. 

1 Mrs. Walker had at last had her cataract operalion which hac 
been delayed for a year because the cataracts had not yet ripen~· 
And now she was embarking on two new lives: that of an ex-alcoho)IC 
and that of a person who could sec, who was no longer hampered bY 
a misty, half-vision. 

"Now look, darling, there's no use getting depressed, rnorc 
especially when you're just starting to recover. You look terrific 
much better than you did when you went in for the operation, IJC· 
licve me." ,. 

"I know, Bill," she whined, "but I just feel so unattractive: 
She ran her small hands through her short, now stringy, brown hair 
and then searchingly felt her face. "My hair is filthy dirty and rn~ 
complexion is a mess from all those pills. I'll never look norrnn 
again," she said. . 

"I told you, you haven't looked better in a long time," he1 

husband said meaningfully. "Now stop worrying, please?'' There 
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'.~ns a pause in the conversation. Her husband spoke up again. 
So Od, I'm ti1·ed. I think I'll have some tomato juice. Can I get you 

Ille too?" he asked hopefully. 
rn Mrs. Walker wanted to cry. Her husband liked a cocktail 
bore than anything when he was tired. And she heard and fe lt and 
r rcathed the hope in him. She looked sympathetically at his boyish 

0
ace, not knowing now whether she dare bring that hope out in the 

n:n or whether she should leave it there, so quiet yet so loud, so 
~rn d~n yet so obvious, hanging there with unseen movement and 
re Olion. And suddenly, knowing then what she should do, she 
huachec1 out for that hope and grabbed it and threw it out at her 
n !lbanct. "Bill, don't worry," she said half pleadingly, "I don't want 
~I cocktail. I think some tomato juice would taste good, though. 
h aybc with a li ttle bit of lemon." And she thought she heard her 
tisbanc1 sigh a sigh of relief as he went out to the kitchen to mix 

c drinks. 
)' When he came back, he handed her the tomato juice. "There 
you arc," he said. And then he raised his glass to her: "Herc's to 
ou, darling. You don't know what it means lo have you back." 

a And she began to cry, sitting there holding her tomato juice 
nc1 knowing then, suddenly and cruelly, what it meant to be back. 

ly "Molly, what's the matter?" He approached her, questioning-
• curiously. 

0 She felt the hope fill the air once more. "Oh, Bill,'' she burst 
a lit loudly, feeling relicvecl al once. "It's the drinks, and the bandage, 
d~d- Illy ~erves, and just everything. I just don't sec how I can ever 
t 

1 
~t. Right now I want a drink so badly I could scream. I keep 

c hng myself, no, no, you can't, and it's easy to .. . " 
an . He cut her otT short. His brown eyes drew up thin and sharp 

1~0
d his mouth pinched up sternly. "Now, look Mol. You're a grown 

a lllan, who has got to learn to face the world. And this is where 

8 nct When to start." She watched his face mellow. "I'm sorry to 
~~~n~I mad, but even my understanding wanes at times. And I know 
1'~!1 1s all easier said than clone. But please try to hang on, sweetie. 
it ~ World's not so bad, and liquor doesn't do a thing for it. It makes 

Vorse in fact, you know that." 
n "All right I'm sorry. Let's forget about the whole thing 
h~cl change the subject," she said, wanting to escape another one of 
ti~"" dreaded lectures then, feeling as though she were a baby who 
nl Cd()(J someone to care for her and not wanting to be that way at 
lhl. She pulled herself upright in the chair as if to convince herself 

1
,., at She didn't care and that she could conquer that wicked, screaming 
ant With in her. 
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"Bill, I hate to be a bore, but I'm awfully tired. The excite· 
menl of today has worn me out. Do you mind if we just make llP 
some sandwiches and then go to bPcl?" she asked in a half ques tio?1 knowing that she really didn't havo to ask because of course )le < 
say yes. .

1 "No, sweetie," he confirmed her thoughts, "of course I don 
mind. I think some sleep would do both of us some good." Be walked 
over to her ancl helped her out of the chair a nd into the kitchen, 
where he made some tomato sandwiches. She left ha lf of hers sittini: 
on the plate, while he gulped his down. "What's the matter, Mol? 
Aren't you hungry?" 

She shook her head wearily, a nd then suddenly changed thC 
subject: "Before we go," she ordered kindly, "turn the lights off and 
check lo sec if all the cigaret tes arc out and if E loise is in." 

As he d id what she told him, she looked around the roorTI, 
seeing only mistily. It fell good to be back, in a s tra nge way, shC 
thought. She felt the emptiness and the coldness of the room around 
her, hugging her without emotion. Funny how things change when 
you're away, she thought. ,, 

Her husband returned. "All set," he said. "Come on, Eloise, 
T he clog bounded up the s tairs, \\'ailing for them a t the top. J-fC 
helped her slowly up the stai1·s and into their room. She could seC 
that the becl was turned dO\\ n, and that there was a vase of roses on 
the table beside the bed. 

She turned to him. "Oh Bill, thank you. They're lovely." And 
she kissed him, not a big kiss and hug, but just a ges ture kiss. 

And he returned the kiss, more passionate ly a nd more opcnl)' 
loving. "Nothing but the best for my gal. Goodnight, sweetie." 

• • * • 
Every clay Mr. Walker put the drops in his wife's eyes and 

changed the bandage. And she took the scores of pills the doctor 
had given her. The small \\ hitc ones that looked like aspirins, thC 
big brown ones that looked like footballs and went down as eas ilY• 
she always said, and the bright orange and green capsules. 

About two \\ eeks later, the bandage came ofT and the next claY• 
she and her hushancl went to the doctor to get the sti tches taken out 
of her eyes and to be fitted for a pair of glasses. They were drivini: 
slowly, as Mr. Walker always did in his careful manner. They said 
nothing. Even as they clro,c up to the door of the Medical Center 
they said nothing. Mr. Walker pullecl to a stop, go t out, and went 
around to the other side of the car to help his wife out. When the)' 
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11ent · · 1 ,,
1 

instr c, Mr. Walker clid all the talking except the occasional 
"iello" that Mrs. Walker said warmly to the nurses. 

They waited in the silting room outside the doctor's office, 
\Vh' 

•ch bulged with reel leather chairs, and Mrs. Walker smoked cig-
arette after cigarette, shaking nervously. 
\V "Arc you all right, darling? Why so many cigarettes?'' Mt·. 

alkcr asked, watching her hand shake as she put the cigarette out. 
"Yes, I'm fine. It's just the \\!tiling and the m, ful clean smell 

\V · and the efficient nurses they all scare me," ,,hich was Mrs. 
alker's way of saying that she really was nervous. 

. Just then the immaculately clean nurse walked in: "All 
~
1Rht, Mrs. Walker, Dr. Pierson will sec you now." Her voice was 
Oney-smooth and practiced. 

"Thank you very much." 
They walked into the office. 
"Well Molly and Bill, how arc you both?" Dr. Pierson stood 

Uri from his desk and greeted them as they walked in. He was a 
Short man, with eyes that told stories his mouth never uttered. His 
~hitc doctor's unifonn was wrinklcd but clean, and he looked tired. 
"1olly, you look wonderful. !low do you feel?" His eyes took on a 

boyish gleam. "And do I detect a few pounds disappearing? I hope 
Yhou detect it too, Bill, and follow the example?" He laughed, almost 
c ortling. 

h "I'm afraid you're right, Chris. A few pounds oIT wouldn't 
llrt me a bit," Mr. Walker said, enjoying the teasing. 

Se . "Good, Bill. I'm glad you realize it." Dr. Pierson grew more 

1 rious. "Well Mol, today is your day. Now, come over here and 
ct me have a look at those eyes." 
h She obeyed willin~ly. He sat her down and began to examine 

l
er eyes. Once she felt the cold steel of some sort of instrument 
0 ' llch each of her eyes, and that was all. 

h . "Arc you going to take the stitches out now?" she asked, 
0Ping that maybe he would put it oIT for a while. 

c "They're all out." He patted her softly on the shoulder. "Now 
~me on downstairs and we'll see what \\C can do in the way of some f asses for you. They'll only be temporary, just to find out if the s:,s is right as time wears on." He led them downstair:;, he going 

I: _1fUy down, saying hello to all the pretty nurses on the way, they 
c Oing more slowly, because of Mrs. Walker's difficulty in seeing. They 
h~lerec1 a room that was filled with eye charts and Dr. Pierson seated 
or rs. \VnJkcr m front of one. He put several thick lenses in front 
Co her eyes one, then another, then a~othcr until Mrs. Walker 

llld read every letter on the chart. Having filled out a prescription, 
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Dr. Pierson sent them on their way, wishing Mrs. Walkct· luck with 
her eyes. 

She had been nervously quiet during the whole appointmc11l. 
but when they got outside the door of the Medical Center, she cried 
out loudly, surprising even herself. 

"Bill! Did you sec how thick those lenses arc? I'm going !0 

look like a cow." She didn't know whether to laugh or to cry, until, 
without knowing it, she was laughing, because she did know th(l1 

she was :;cared, so scared. Scared of the \\ hole process of lcarninli 
how lo sec again, scared of how the world wou ld laugh at her when 
they saw the ridiculous glasses. 

They went to the optician to get some frames and Mrs. WaJl<Cr 
picked reel ones, because she thought they would be gay and clistr(lct 
from the sight of her large, plaintive eyes. 

When they got home, Mrs. Walker was not anxious to trY 00 

the new glasses. 
"Molly, come try the glasses on. I want to know how the.Y 

feel," her husband called to her, sounding like a boy at Christrn°5 

when his mother and father have forgotten to open one package 
his present to them. 

"I will in a minute," she muttered. "Just give me a Jit!lC 
while to relax." I 

"Oh, come on, l\'Iol. Herc, I'll bring them into you." Ile walkCC 
into the den \\here she was sitting. "Just give them a try.'' 

"I will, Bill, in just a minute," she screamed angrily, cmph11• 

sizing every word heavily. . 
"Now, Molly, stop getting mad." Mr. Walker was losing h15 

temper. "It isn't as if I were asking you to build a house or coJY 
qucr the world," he rationalized. 

"Build a house, no," she quipped, "but conquer the world, ye5· 

IIcrc, give me the damn glasses." She grabbed the glasses from hi111• 
1' and as she began to put them on, her manner became less bold. ThC. 

were heavy as heavy as a small Steuben ashtray. She felt thC 
lenses they were at least an inch thick. And then she hesitated, :is 
she lifted the glasses up to put them on. Once they were on, sh~ 
felt as though a weight were pulling her face down, and she felt 11e1 

entire self yield to this pull. A haze formed in front of her eyes. 
"I can't sec a thing," she said, suddenly scared, because sh~ 

felt that if the glasses didn't help her then, they never would. AJ11 

then, just as she had said the wonts, objects came into focus and t!JC 
face of her husband, looking anxiously at her, was clear and distinC~· 
She moved the glasses up and down on her nose, to find in what posi· 
tion it was best for her to sec. After much debate, she finally de· 
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c·ct 1 Cd on one about one quarter of the way down the bridge of her 
nose, and took her hands away, leaving the glasses resting heavily 
and uncertainly. 

"There, that's· better," she assured her husband. 

1 
"How do they feel? Can you sec clearly? Try walking." Her 

lUsband bubbled over with curiosity. 
"Wait a minute Bill," she laughed. They were like two chilcl

l'en riding a bicycle f~r the first time both wanting to try it, both 
curious as to what the whole thing was like and what it was about. 
"Give me a chance to breathe!" 
. They were both happy now, sharing her difficulty, living within 
it one moment, then standing aside and observing it the other. She 
got up from the couch to go look at herself in the mirror, wondering 
now, wondering with a ll the curiosity of a child. The sudden shift 
~. Position for her eyes was too much and she lost her balance. 

1zzily, she leaned on her husband who stood by her and caught her, 
carefully and protectively. 

''Take it easy sweetie. Remember what Dr. Pierson said. It 
\Vi.lI take your eyes 'quite a while to get used to making any jumpy 
Shifts from one position to the other. You have to look up and clown 
rnd from side to side slowly and precisely," he told her authoritative
Y, feeling suddenly extremely superior. 

"Well, I guess so. That was a terrible feeling- as though the 
tho!~ world was collapsing. Herc, let me try again. This time I'll 
uke 1t slowly." She took two steps, and hung on to the door, again 

~vcrcomc by dizziness. ''Bill, what's wrong? I did everything slowly 
nd I still feel dizzy." 

k "Don't forget, Mol, it will take a while," he answered, not 
nowing what to say then. 

.• "A while ... a while," she was beginning to lose her temper. 
J\t the rate I'm going now, it will take forever. Damn my eyes." 

"Molly, stop it," he said forcefully and hardly. "Stop it." 
l "Stop it ... stop it, yourself. You don't know what it's like 
i~ have these ugly thick thin~s pushing down on your nose, or what 
t~ s like to kno,·.r that every time you take a step you'll be so dizzy 

at You won't even be able to stand up. Stop it, stop it," she 
:OCkcd, and then started to walk again. This time she made it all 
u e way to the hall, where the mirror was. She looked, suddenly 

nc1 harshly, as thoui:;h no longer wanting to keep the secrets of her 
appearance from herself. 
l·t . "Oh, God, Bill no, no," she criccl out to the world, not really 
t' I king to her husband at al l. "Look at me. I do look like a cow, 

do." She touched the glasses and picked them up otT her nose, 

11 



I! t i S II LI C II T 

feeling re lie, ·ed at onl'e of the weig ht. "You damn g lasses. It's your 
fault, all yours. What will people say? They'll laugh inside and 
think, 's he looks ugly, poor woman . Too bad s he had to have cat· 
aracts.' Too bad, too bad. Damn right it 's too bad. I'll never be 
normal again. I'll be queer and ugly and practically blind. A lot 
of good these glasses do." And as she saicl this, she s lammed the 
g lasses, too thick to break, clown on the table ancl began to cry, 
because now she wanted a drink. And tha t was only the first time 
~;he cried because of the g lasses that began to serve as an excuse 
for a lot of things. 

She seldom left the house, where she was happiest, although 
many of her old fricncls began to come lo sec her once again, and, 
s he thought, to inspect her. As weeks ran by, Mrs. Walker became 
m ore and more accustomed to the g lasses and the life "ithout drink, 
but it was hard, very hard. This fac t s he admitted only to herself 
now, because she didn't want to hurt her husband, or to burs t the 
bubble of pride that surrounded him lately, or destroy one bit of the 
faith he had in her. 

Her clays at home had become a routine for her now often 
happy, often not. And many were both, like the day of the surprise 
pa rty her husband had arranged for her. 

She got up at seven o'clock, as s he had c, cry morning, a nd 
went do" nstairs to start breakfast for her hus ba nd, "ho usually 
came clown al>0t•t twenty minutes later. 

When he came clown, he was a ll smiles, and she was puzzled . 
"What arc you so happy about this morning?" she asked quizzically. 
"It's too early to be smiling." 

"Oh, it's just that the sun's s hining a nd you're so beautiful, " 
he teased, kissing her. 

"Bill Walker, you're crazy," s he said, depositing a plate of 
fried eggs ancl bacon in front of him. "Just as c1·azy as a coot." But 
she couldn't help smiling at him a nd loving him when she thought 
of how he was a l\\ ays encouraging her late ly, and sho" ing her off, 
and kissing her s\\'eclly \\ hen she did some thing he was proud of, 
and watching her w ith amazement as two parents watch their child 
when he first ,-.alks. 

"Well, darling, off to work." l!e smashed her thoughts. llc 
snuggled up to her : "Sweetie, you're the best in the morning. Even 
over a fried e'{~. you look good to me!" J\ncl then he kissed her with 
one of his gooclbye-dearie-I-have-to-run-but-I-lovc-you-so-much-kisses, 
and left for work. 

S he cleaned up the dishes, a nd then began s traightening the 
house. The house that had been a perpetual m ess for years, the 
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house that bore the marks of drunken parties and frequent and fierce 
fami ly fights, the house that hadn't been a home to anyone but her, 
always in her drunken stupor, she thought. And she shivered, not 
because of shame but because of fright a deep fright that this was 
al( going to happen again. She tucked the thought deeply away in 
her mind, ;ind having finished dusting and making the beds upstairs, 
She went downstairs to neaten up. 

She hummed "My Romance", their 1-ong, as she fluffed the 
Pillows in the living room, shaking each one fiercely and giving each 
a soft punch as she put it back in place. She dusted the pictures on 
the grand piano and stopped ,~hen she started on her wedding pic
ture. She picked it up and lookecl at it, thinking those were the clays, 
those \\ t're the clays that will never come again, and that old fatal
istic feeling swelled up in her again. She turned to the picture of 
their twentieth anniversary party, and she began to tremble as she 
looked at herself sitting in the cha ir. She knew how she had felt 
then: happy, vivacious, witty, and on top of the world and she yearned 
to feel thnt way again because it hadn't been like that in such a 
long time. She hadn't been anything like her former self, which 
lately haunted her frequently. She wanted so badly just once to 
have that \\'tlrmth in her stomach, and that old on-top-of-the-world 
feeling, and to forriet the glasses and the eyes that ached and the 
oppressing world of hateful wicked people and to reassure herself 
that she <·ould conquer the ,, orlcl. She knew she ,, as alone now and 
that alone, she ne,·er could conquer the world, and she hated herself 
for that. As she thought, her eyes roamed out the ,dndow to the 
garden, and to the flowers, \\ hich she suddenly and passionately 
wanted and hue! to have then and there. 

She left her dusting, took a pail· of scissors out of the kitchen 
drawer and went outside to the flowers, which she loved so clearly, 
as though they were her children. If I were a flower, she thought, 
I'd have somethin~ to live for. Just to be able to stand alone and be 
proud because I'd know I was beautiful and loved. She nestled a 
yello\\' ro:.e between her thumb and fore finger, and drank in its 
aroma. How she lo\'ed those' flowers, she thought, so fr~h and clean 
and unadulterated, unlike her, rotten through and through. She 
picked some roses, and some daisies and took them into thC' house, 
where she arranr,ed them artistically and placed them carefully in 
various places around the house. Il looked sunny and happy no\\', 

freck led with flowers and sweetened by the smell of cleanliness. 

On her way out of the living room, she stopped in front of the 

mirror. Except for the glasses, she was pleased with what she saw, 
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although she felt that no one else besides her husband would notice 
the change. But at least he had noticed: 

"Mo!, you look so well," he had said. "Just like the girl I 
married. I like your hair that way it sets off your rosy complexion-" 
Ile always tried to sound very professional when he talked about hair· 
styles. "J\nd I don't mind telling you you're giving me a complc~ 
losing so much weight. Don't you dare get those beautiful legs of 
yours any skinnier though." He had patted her on the knee the!'l· 
"Remember, they're what I married you for." He had smiled ancl 
blown her a kiss. 

Because it was getting late and her husband would be gcttin~ 
home soon, she decided to go upstairs to take a bath and change. ThC 
warm summer day and the flowers had put her in the mood for :i 

gay cotton dress. She thought of the days before the operation when 
she had lived in slacks all day ancl night and how much her husband 
had hated them ancl how she counted when he would come home bY 
how many more drinks she could have rather than what time it was. 
That had been the life. Not a care, not a care. 

Just as she stepped into thl' warm bath, her husband arrive<! 
home. 

"Mol, hey Mol. I'm home. Where arc you?" he bellowed. 
"In the bath," she shouted back. "What arc you doing home 

so early? It's only 5:30." 
"Oh, I got spring fever. Decided it was much too nice a daY 

to be sitting in the stuffy office." 
"I'll be down in about twenty minutes," she told him. "I just 

got into the bath." 
''Take your time," he answered. 
Mrs. Walker got out of the bath about fifteen minutes later, 

changed into the sky-blue cotton dress she had been thinking about, 
and came downstairs. On her way down, she heard shuffling and then 
silence. "Bill," she called, puzzled, "what arc you doing?'' ShC 
emphasized the word "arc". 

"Nothing. What arc you doing? Come on down. I'm in thC 
living room." 

She descended the rest of the stairs and walked into the Jivini.: 
room. 

"SURPRISE, SURPRISE," came the shouts of about thirlY 
people. She stopped in the doorway, amazed and frightened. Her 
husband came up to her, kissed her, and handed her a swcct-smcllin~ 
gardenia. "Just thought I'd give you a little coming-home party," hC 
whispered to her. And she stood there, in the doorway, overwhelmed, 
looking at the smiling, cager faces that were suddenly picturc-lil<C 
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anct awkward and distorted because the surprise was o,·cr and sud
denly they didn't lrnO\v what to do with their hands or their feet or 
their bodies, like little boys that ha\ c grown up too quickly. 

She was embarrassed. "Oh my God. I don't know what to say." 
. "Don't say anything," someone shouted from the crowd. "Let's 
Just all sit down and have a drink." i\ncl then motion came to the 
Photograph mob, clustering together, and the life and animation in 
them returned. 

She circulated around, slowly ancl awk,, m'Clly because she had 
never before been in a crowd ,, ith her glasses on and because she was 
scare(]. 
h She was surrounded by comments: "Mol, it's good lo hmc you 

0 me," "H's good to sec you, Mol," and by friendly hugs and kisses, 
anct suddenly, she fcl t the world descending on her. She sat do,, n on 
the couch next lo i,~rancie Long, an old friend. 

"Francie, how arc you?" 
"Just couldn't be better, Mol. You look so well ... how arc 

Your eyes? Was the operation bad?" 
"Well, nolhinl{ loo bad, but nothing loo pleasant either. For 

that matter, it's nothing to talk about!" she laughed. "You haven't 
Rot anything to drink there. What's the matter with Bill?" 

"I'll gel one," Francie answered. "Can I l,'(Cl you anything?" 
Oh you wish you could, Francie, you ,\ish you could, Mrs. 

Walker thouf{hl. "No thanks, dear," she said aloud, "I'm just fine." 
Ginny Baker came waddlinl,'( up. "Molly clear, how arc you?" 

lihe cooed. "Honestly, I'm so jealous. You'n• 1-'(etting so thin." 
W "Thank you, Ginny you don't look so bad yourself," Mrs. 

alker answered. 
"Well now, tell me, how was the operation and how do you 

feel? Arc those glasses uncomfortable?" she bubbled on, not giving 
Mrs. Walker a chance to answer. "Those thick lenses aren't noticeable 
at all." 

"They're a little bit tiring at times, and hard lo get used to, but 
Otherwise, they're not bad" Mrs. Walker said, thinking what a liar 
~he was and what a liar' Ginny ,, as when she said they weren't 
110ticeable at all. She felt like grabbing her ancl squeezing her until 
She lolcl the truth and snid ho,, u!{IY the glasses ,,ere. 

But Mrs. Walker didn't have time 10 finish her thoughts, be
cause suddenly she was enveloped by a group of friends, gay and 
happy and speculating, she thought. Speculating about ,, hether I'll 
have a drink or not. And just to let them know openly she said in a 
1<>ucl voice, "Would someone get me another glass of tomato Juice?" 
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And suddenly all the smiling faces turned, in her eyes, to sinister 
faces, Jeering at her. 

"Mol, how the hell are you?" John Middleton, carefree John 
Middleton, gave her a kiss on the cheek. "You look terrific. I-J011 

are the eyes?" 
"Oh fine, John, fine," she answered timidly. And then the grouP 

descended on her with a thousand curious questions. They're caJcU· 
lating, she thought, they're calculating. 

She realized then that she couldn't let the world descend on 
her so she wanted to descend on the world. They watched 11cr 
carefully with anxiety dripping from their curious eyes and u,cY 
waited, almost hopefully, she thought, to sec if she would get herself 
a drink. And they dominated her. She felt quiet and unpretentious 
and not at all gay or funny or the life of the party now. And shC 
ached for just one drink just one drink to bring back the music and 
the fogginess and the gaiety. Just one drink and she could do so 
many th ings: go up to John Middleton and kiss him and say, "Well. 
how the hell arc you?" and forget the g lasses and the eyes so thll1 
she could tell Ginny Baker, "I never e\'cn know I have the da(Tll1 
things on." John Stenson broke into her dream world. "Mol, you're 
so quiet. What's up?" 

"Oh, I was just thinking what fun it is to sec you all again 
and how well I feel and a thousand thoughts that wouldn't interest 
you, dear." She smiled. 

"Listen, Mol, we all feel the same way. You look terrific, 
really, Gee, it's good to sec you. I wish we didn't have to go bll.~ 
I'm afraid we do. Thanks a million, Mol. Take care of yourself, 
Ile kissed her goodbye and left. 

She sat dejected and depressed. and a ll the while the voice 
within her kept screaming for a drink. She knew then that the 
world was too much for her, seeing it again for the first lime in a ion~ 
time. She cringed into the sofa as everyone made their farewcll'j 
and even when they had left, she did not get up. Iler husbanc 
returned from sending everyone ofI at the door. 

"I thought that was a good party, dcaric. Everyone was so 
glad to sec you. Did you have fun?" 

"Yes, sweetie, it was a lot of fun. You certainly did surprise 
me." 

"You should have heard the compliments about you. God r 
was proud. Everyone said you looked just wonderful.'' Ile came over 
to the sofa where she sti ll sat, and kissed her. "Diel I ever tell yotl r 
loved you? You'll always be my gal." 
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b And she cried and screamed within because she wanted so 
act1y a lways to be his girl and for him to be as proud of her always 
~ he was tonight and because slowly, slowly, she felt all the fight 
;•thin her dropping oul. And she couldn't s top it. Seeing the world 
r a~ started it, and now she knew it was too la te to r etreat and she 
esigned herself slowly to this belief, because she could now use her 

eyes as an excuse. 
'I'h "I think some dinner is in order," her husband said wearily. 

1 ~Y went out to the kitchen and made sandwiches, picking at them 

1;
211Y, uninterested. Finally, she said, "Let's go to bed. I'm exhausted. 

t I clean up tomorrow." Oh God, she thought, please don't eve1· let 
ornorrow come. Please, please. 

She got up early the next day and did her routine chores. The 
~~ly d~erence was that she wasn't happy any longer bccau~e ~ow 

e outside world had invaded her house and her own world, unmVJted 
~d unwanted. And she thought again of the party and of the vul
t Ure-like, watching faces she now knew by heart. She began walking 
awards the kitchen, s till thinking and seeing in her mjnd's eye. It :ns not until she had gotten an old-fashioned glass out of the cabinet 
at she realized what she was doing, and realized that she wasn't 

even shocked at herself as she probably would have been two days 
earlier. All the old excuses she had used before and the new ones 
~bout her eyes and her glasses bubbled in her mind and she rational
~'l.Cd. and rationalized until she knew and felt and believed tha t by 
aving a drink, everything would be all right again. And it was just 

'.18 she was getting some ice out of the ice-box that the Cooks walked Ill, 

"Charlie and Susie, how arc you? Come on in. Why Susie, 
1"ou look wonderful." 

"Hi, sweetie," Susie shouted. "We were just going out to the :a of the Island and just as we passed by we said, 'We haven't seen 
01 and Bill in months. Let's stop in.' So, here we arc!" 

d , "And glad to have you," she said enthusiastically. Oh, you 
. on t know how glad, she thought. You just don't know. "I was 
:st about to mix myself a drink. Won't you join me?" she queried 

nocently, hoping that the longing and want in her were not ap
Parent in her voice. 
qu· "Mol, you ought to know us by now," Charlie answered all too 

ICkly. "We never were ones to refuse a drink." 
Sh ~o, sh.e thought, Charlie, you're right. And I never_was e ither, 
h e ra tionalized. She mixed up three strong old-fash1oneds, and 
li~ded two to Charlie and Susie who inunediately went into the 

lllg room and made themselves comfortable. She caressed hers. 
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It felt good in her hand: the cold moisture dancing under her palm, 
the music made by the tinkling ice cubes, and the hfc and the gaiety. 
She was excited now, and suclclcnly lifted the g lass to her lips ancl 
took a long slow drink. It trickled clown her throat, and the unac
customed taste burned. It raced clown to her stomach, and when it 
hit, a sudden calmness and lucidity prevailed within her. 

"Come on, Mo!," Charlie bcllO\\ ed. "What arc you doing out 
there, sneaking another shot into your drink? No fair," hc- laughed, 
snorting raucously. 

"I'm coming, Charlie, you tease." 
She went into the living room and they talked on anti on about 

old times and old friends . Every once and a while she would asl,, 
"How about another? You can be the bartender, Charlie." These 
interjections became mere and more frequent as the afternoon wore 
on. And as the drinks flowed freely, so did her laughing and her talk. 
Only her movements dulled to half-motion. Oh God, this is wonder
ful, she lied to herself. No worries, no cares, no staring eyes, and 
they C\'Cn complimentccl me. Sec, I knew it. Things arc better all 
over when a pe1·son has a few drinks in himself to get life moving. 
And \\hen they lcfl, she slumped into the chair. She felt warm and 
cozy and happy on top of the world, not a care in the world. Not a 
care. The world was bright and carefree and people were easily 
conquerable and she \\ as the victor channing, willy, vivacious. To 
prove it lo herself, she picked up the phone, deciding it wns time to 
call one of her friends, Kay Middleton. The phone buzzed, ringing 
the number. 

"Oh, bzz, bzz," she giggled. "Come on little phone, I can't 
wait. I want to talk, talk, ... Hello Kay? lli, how arc you? Oh, 
it's Mo!. Yes. Oh, I just couldn't be bettc-r, and you? Well, Susie 
and Charlie Cook, you remember them, came over this afternoon 
and we had the gayest time just talking. Oh, and have you heard 
that Bill and Jean Martin arc getting a divorce and ... Why? Oh 
I don't know. I think he's an alcoholic or something," she spat the 
word out. It didn't taste good. "And there's Jots more news. Look, 
can't you come o\·er for a drink? What? Cook dinner? Who cm·es 
:ibout dinner. I haven't even thought of it. I'm going to make Bill 
take me out fot· dinner. Oh, wait, don't go yet. You have to? Oh 
damn. I did so \\ant to talk to you. Well, dear, I'll be in touch. 
Bye-bye." She slammed clown the 1·cceivcr, disguslccl. Sometimes 
Kay is so dull, she mused. "Wel l, time for anothe1· drink, all right 
Eloise?" She bumpccl into the dog as she staggered limply to the 
kitchen and mixed herself another drink. 

When her husband came home that night, she gree ted him at 
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the door, recking of whiskey. "Bill, il's been the most wonderful 
day. The Cooks came," she announced slowly and thickly. 

"Hello, darling." He smelled her breath. "Molly, no. Oh 
God, no, please." Ile looked over at the empty glasses on the bar 
and at the empty whiskey bottle. "O, God, no." 

She didn't know what to do or to say then when he went up
stairs, sobbing like a child. 

"Bill," she cried, but he didn't hear her. 
And then she began drunkenly to cry. She waited for him to 

come downstairs, and finally, two hours later, he did. By then, she 
had sobered up a bit, and since she had, she was nervous and afraid, 
and felt very much alone. 

"Why, Molly, why?" he pleaded. "You were doing so well. 
Everyone I ha\·c seen has told me in long- detail about how \\Cll you 
look, and how much like your old self you arc. And I would blush 
with pride because I was so happy I wanted lo cry, because suddenly 
you were the girl I had married, because suddenly your life had 
taken on some meaning for you, and because thl'i is what I've wailed 
ten years to sec. I don't understand, I just don't understand," he 
whimpered. 

"No," she said, "and neither docs anyone else. That's the whole 
trouble." She \\Cnt to the bar and mixed herself another drink. 
"It won't work," she screamed. "I don't know why, it just won't work. 
I can't do it." And finally, she felt the withdrawal of her whole 
being into herself and her old \\Oriel and she knew that she was Jost. 
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Rush light's 1960 Prize Poems 
Judith Burke '60 

Tho judges st•lccted theso thrco poems 
by the samo author for tho 11rlzo. 

Our destinies arc in the snow; 
Presumptuous humpty dumpty took a fa ll. 
Broken and blistered is the historic egg; 
Caesar silent; Antoinette's head is cracked. 
And Orpheus weeps that he looked back. 

Whe1·e shall we bury the horror that we know? 
Above the thirsting jew the hungry crow. 

And even you and I my love must die. 
Be bruised and blistered for the mystery; 
Dance but an hour, sing each other's tears, 
Inherit snow to prosper history. 
You and I must s leep the fortieth night 
Of Joan, of Judas, and argue on our knees 
The answer that perished with the light. 
Lost in the law courts of the Pharisees. 
Plagued by our wisdom not to understand 
Why we are milkweed, hanging in a wind. 

Within the birds' unquestioned field 
They build their nests, and thoughtless 
We build our nests within our hearts 
And celebrate unquestioning. 

A silent earth moves inward s till 
Upon itself- the core of things 
Unfoldn to the astonished will 
In an articulate rush of wings. 
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You arc twenty. 
So am I. 
But for all that 
The jagged, the dark bh·ds fly. 
The river runs cruel and black, 
A harlot swelling her sooty breasts, 
Flinging her hair back. 
You are twenty, 
Singing lo the moon 
Like a mad-eyed midnight loon. 
Dancing with delight, a kite swinging 
In a white wind you go; green and singing. 

Dangerous girl, I tell you not loo soon, 
Be skeptical about the light; 
Fear the changing of the moon. 
Recall the terrible fall of the egg; 
All the king's men indifTe1·ent slept. 
Consider Orpheus; at twenty three 
He leaned on his lute and wept and wept. 

Nan<11 Groncmcycr 



Holly Dclava•i '62 

The Palmers had a problem rock 
In their lawn, in front of their door; 
A monster rock with nubs and notches, 
And quite unsightly orange blotches, 
And what was worse, each year it bore 
Up from the ground a little more. 

"Alas, alack," the Palmers cried. 
"What shall we do with our problem rock? 
We cannot possibly ignore 
It since it's right in front of the door; 
It goes too deep for excavation; 
Our home is built on the rock's foundation." 

Then Mrs. Palmer beamed at her clan. 
"I know what to do with our problem rock ! 
We'll cover it up with rambling red roses
Sight for our eyes and scent for our noses !" 
"An elegant plan!" cried the family. "How gay!" 
And they planted the roses the very next day. 

The rock for a time was adorned like an heiress, 
But the delicate flowers were destined lo perish. 
They s truggled, then withered, and died on the stem, 
And the orange-blotched monster was king once again. 
It had heaved from the ground a few feet more, 
And now was pressing against the front door. 

Then Mr. Palmer proposed a plan. 
"I know what to do with our problem rock! 
Now it can't be ignored and can't be extracted, 
Nor made horticulturally attractive. 
The thing's so repulsive and strangely obese, 
Let's make it a conversation piece! 

We'll paint it a color that's r are and outstanding, 
Heliotrope for our problem rock. 
The people who travel through Cranberry, Kansas 
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Will ncrnr forget the Palmer's collosus!" 
The family applauclc<l with rapid velocity, 
And started to glaze their purple monstrosity. 

The town 'vWis aghast when the artists were done. 
The rock so glittered and blazed in the sun, 
That it could be seen on a clear cloudless day 
From Corncob Hill, ninety miles away. 
And wide and far spread the rock's renown. 
All Kansas came rushing to Cranberry town. 

The merchants, of course were more than delighted 
At the surge of business the Palmers ignited. 
Whenever the rock reared it.<, ugly face, 
They swarmed en masse to paint the base. 
They came each week with ladders and rope 
To glaze the rock with heliotrope. 

Cranberry's future was bright and secure; 
It was a must on the tourist's brochure. 
The freeway from Hollywood lo Los Angeles 
Was subsequently rerouted to Kansas. 

On the purple peak now reign the Palmcrs, 
Supported by Cranberry's Chamber of Commerce. 

Pre-Trial 
Anne Stifel '62 

J WAS SURPRISED. The room was lighter than I had expected such 
a place to be, also cleaner and bigger. Perhaps I had read too 

lllany detective stories in which the courtroom was described as 
dark and gloomy perhaps this was only the author's clTort to create 
an atmosphere to prepare the reader for the trial; my mood was now 
Prepared optimistically for the defendant. 

There weren't many of us watching. I had been separated 
from the Canadian woman in the red flnnncl blouse who had rarely 
stopped complaining about he1· cold feel and why wouldn't they let 
lls in. Relieved to have lost her for I wouldn't have to listen again 
to her hope that her office would let her take time olT to study legal 
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medicine after she takes her bar exam in July, but after all they have 
been so good to her and she should devote more time to her bOY5 

and don't you find playing the piano again relaxing I looked around 
for some young people to sit with. 

We settled in our pew-like spectator seats and curiously awaited 
the entrance of the jury, defendant and other officials. What do you 
think? Is he guilty? How long will the trial last? Will we be ablC 
to stay for the afternoon session? What will he do if he gets off? 
They say all his wife needs is a good beauty parlor. Where did theY 
find the Body? 

Questions. We knew the answers, but we wanted to find out 
how much more "inside story" another of us might have. 

I let the voices around me mingle into a congealed sound, Jct 
them become indistinct as I looked around the room. My friend had 
told me she would love to have had me at the press tables with her, 
but there were just too many people. The reporters were threatening 
to move into the witness stand or the defendant's box. I saw that 
she was right- a man with long legs would not be comfortable unless 
he could stretch his legs between the chairs two rows ahead of him· 
The long desks were empty now, except for the red and white labels, 
curling and torn at the edges, which r supposed served to reserve 
the seats for the reporters. 

A policeman pulled down the shades of the long, slim windows 
behind the judge's desk, filtering the sun-light which fell into the 
room, and enabling me to distinguish the details in front. 

A man with wavy, thick, white hair smiled calmly down to· 
wards the defendant's box, seeming to say: I'm only a portrait, so 
you needn't be afraid of me. You're wondering what it is that I am 
writing it's a statement of your innocence. But, if you're guiltY, 
you'll remember every stripe on my tie, and every wrinkle on mY 
face. I've become a part of your experience, for how many timeS 
have you watched me, waiting for my eyes to follow you to the 
witness stand? How often have you felt them drilling into your 
skull, forcing you to tell the truth? 

I felt guilty myself staring at so venerable a man for so long. 
What was in all those books below him? Did those doors by the 
shelves really close on the books? Why were two books missing? 
The flag. Will we pledge it? That must be a cross-section drawing 
of the ship on the bulletin board. Goodness, I hadn't realized those 
freighters were so big. Even a diver couldn't safely dive oIT that 
if the ship were moving. 

Suddenly, everyone's heads turned to look at the figures which 
had just walked in the door. I knew there were two women, but 
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my eyes were drawn to the taller one. "There she is." "His wife." 
"It's good for him that she's here." "Not very attractive, is she?" 
"Is she Dutch, too?" I remember now only her nose, which was 
delicately upturned and seemed almost out of proportion to her large 
boc!y, and her eyes. Her eyes were large and wet, like a collie's, her 
CYeb1·ows were thick and straight, setting low on her forehead. She 
\Vas strikingly "difTcrent" in appearance. She spoke calmly, even 
smilingly, to the man who made way for her. I heard someone say, 
"Yes, it is good for him to have his wife here. At least we can tell 
that both of them arc pulling together for his life." His wife. I 
Wondered how she felt about it. Would I still love him if he were 
accused of murdering a girl he was carrying on an afTair with? 
Would I let him go back to his old job on the ship? 
. Another door opened. 'I\vcnty men straight-faced, some wet-

ting their lips, none of them smiling flied in and took their places. 
'I'~c judge, the attorneys, the jury. "I hear the judge is planning a 
trip next Friday." I don't blame him, I'd want to get away, too, I 
thought. I hope it's over by then. Bet he doesn't take a freighter, 
Unless he's a daredevil. I wonder what those jury men do for a 
living? Do they really believe in cupitul punishment? I suppose, 
though, that if a man is guilty, he's guilty and deserves his punish
ment. But to have to be the one who makes the decision. What if 
\Ve were wrong? Could I ever forget about it? Would I ever sec 
his wife and run down the other side of the street? Would I pass 
Unblinkingly by her? Would she recognize me? 

I noticed that everyone had quieted down and was waiting 
for the last two men to come out of the door. There he is. Lord, 
he I<; attractive. Poor guy. "I hear he's lost thirty pounds in jail." 
"Maybe I should go to jail. I need to Jose weight." Mc, too, lady, 
but I'd rather work it ofT outdoors than worry it olT in jail. Imagine 
how wonderful it would feel to step out into the springtime after a 
Winter's jailing. I hope he secs a bed of tulips first. I hope he goes 
lo the Gardens with his wife on his first day out. He's tall. And 
how erectly he walks. I suppose he was a really romantic figure in 
his dress whites. He made a lazy square-corner, his head following 
his shoulders as he turned to face us b<.'forc entering his box. An 
attendant opened the swinging gale. The defendant stopped a mo
ment and looked over his left shoulder. Yes, she was there. His 
eyes softened, his lips parted slightly as he smiled slowly at her. 
lier eyes loved back, softening, too, and reassuring him that they 
two were going to win his life. 

"Upt!" "Everybody up, please." The young man's head 
!'.napped forward to face the judge. 
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The people in front of me became massed, blocking my vieW, 
but stirring the air, letting musty wafts of men's wool suits tickle 
my nostrils. " ... February 27, 1960, in the Commonwealth of Mas· 
sachusetts. Court is in session. Be seated, please." I settled bacl< 
in my seat, joining the restless shufTlc of the court as the jury ancl 
defendant answered the roll call. 

Rain. 
Rain. 

Rain. Rain . 

Holly Delavan '62 

Falling from the 
Falling from the sky. 
Why? Why? 
When will I 
When will I die 

When I do, will I 
be a void 
with a husk 
in the grave 

Or will I 
Be One 

with the ivory moon 
and the swirling stars 
and the swirling time 
with the Earth and the wind 

and the toss of the tree 
and the sighs of man 

and the sighs of the sea 
And will I 
Be One with the 
Rain. 
Rain. 
Falling from the 
Falling from the sky? 
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We Can't Go Home Again 
Jo. Kane '60 

lf E SAT DOWN on the stump and wept. Long ago he couldn't 
remember when he started \\-Ulking. There was no reason, 

really. It was just that time had told him he had to, so he untied 
the apron strings and set olI down the highway whistling. For a 
\Vhilc, all went well. The road was black-topped and smooth; the 
sun was shining and warm; the fields stretched out to the sides and 
ronca gently on ahead. He stopped to pick a devil's paintbrnsh for 
his buttonhole and whistled back al a meadow lark singing out in 
the Oeld. Then, before he noticed it, the highway turned into a dirt 
roac1, and stones got into his shoes and made it uncomfortable to 
\Valk. He didn't have time to stop and take them out; he had lo keep 
\Valking, but he slowed clown a Jillie. Soon, a huge, gray cloud bank 
could be seen hurrying up over the horizon and across the fields lo
\val'<I the sun. Drunn it, he thought; looks like rain, and I haven't 
Rot a raincoat. The cloud split, rolled back together, and split again. 
Ire tripped over a branch that had fallen across the road. Hump. 
Where'd that come from? No trees round here. Ile looked up. 
1:J1ere was an old, dying pine tree on the bank above him. Guess 
l d better watch where I'm going and forget that cloud bank for a 
\VhiJc. The dirt road had turned into a rutted path while he'd been 
\Vatching the sky, and he noticed he'd walked into the outskirts of 
sorne woods. He started olT clown the path and began whistling 
again. Wonder where this goes, anyway. Wish I had a map .. . 
compass at least. 
. Soon, the fields had gone. There were only trees on both 

Sid~ and cat briers and gigantic ferns. He had stopped whistling a 
\Vhile ago; his feet hurt too much. Thank God for these pine needles 
at least; they made it a little easier. Hmm. Funny looking little 
t~adstools there between the ruts. Fwap! A low pine branch slapped 
hirn across the mouth. All right! All right, I'll watch where I'm 
Roing, but do you have to be so damned pushy about it? Ile shoved 
the b1·anch aside and walked on. The ruts got deeper and narrowed 
Until they were just the width of his feet. The clouds covered the 
sun, and the spotlights on the fern fronds went out. A damp wind 
started to weave through the pines. They sighccl as it passed. At 
least I've got my sweater on. Wish I could slop and lake those stones 
out of my shoes. Mayl>c I can. He started to squat down on the 
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bank to untie his laces. Don't stop, you fool, his self said to h~· 
You'll never get there if you stop. Okay, okay. Tic got up, ducktn~ 
a swaying branch as he moved on. The sighing turned to an irr•· 
tated whine that set his teeth on edge. Soon, the ruts disappeared 
altogether, and there was no path any more. It was growing dark· 
The first drop of rain splattered on his forehead. Well, if I'm goinl( 
to get wet, I just guess I'll have to get wet. Doesn't seem to be an~ 
shelter round here anywhere. 'Sides, 'f there were, I probably couJdn 
see it anyway. Ile jumped over a brook and immediately found hirTl· 
self in a cat brier thicket. Ouch! Damn it! Ile edged up the strenrTl 
until the underbrush thinned out a little. By then, the rain was c0~· 
ing down steadily. IIc turned away from the brooks and, headin~ 1

~ 

through a forest of giant ferns found he hadn't skirted all the brlC~ 
after all. Stumbling over a decaying log, he fell onto a mouncl 0 

moss covered with ripe skunk cabbages. Phecuw! What a stinl<! · · · 
Oh, well, 's comfortable now that I'm here, and the fcrns'rc so thick, 
they'll keep some of the rain ofT. But he lay there for only a fc11 

moments before the dampness of the moss began to soak him more 
than the rain, so he got up again and brushed the t1vigs and deacl oO~ 
leaves ofT. He looked around. It was pitch dark. The rain peJtc< 
through the trees and dripped clown his forehead. Hmm. Which wn~ 
was I going? Ile kicked around for the log he'd tripped over. nur11P· 
Now I need it, I can't find it. Ile stretched out his hands; there ,,ere 
just as many brier;:; on every side. Well, no path of least resistance, 
that's for sure. Guess I'll just follow my nose. Ile wiped a rain ctroP 
otT the end of it and stepped out. Skloosh. Oh, (' crying out ... JJC 
put his other foot clown and stepped into mud with that one, too. 

The rain had stopped a while ago. Now a cold drizzle 11·115 

whipped against him by the gusty wind. No part of him was clrY 
enough to wipe his face ofT, and drops trickled down his cheekS, 
stinging the scratches. The mud on his trousers and the water 
squashing in his shoes made it even harder to walk. His muscles 
ached, and he was colcl. Ile whacked his foot into a rock. Damn, )IC 

swore. Damn it all anyway. Why do I have to go on? Nobody else 
docs. Besides, where the hell am I? Ile paused and looked to th~ 
right, but all he got for an answer was the slap of clammy oak JeaV';: 
on his left shoulder. Okay, I'm going. I'm going. I just asked, thnt ~ 
all. But you haven't any right to ask, his self said. Don't ask anY~ 
thing; just keep going. Okay, I'm going! Sec? And he pushc< 
through a thick fern plant, bumped into a sticky pine trunk, ducked 
its low limbs, and squished through a patch of soaked pine needleS· 
Ile kept stumblinrr on for what seemed like hours. The more hC 
tripped and bumped, the angrier he got. Ire cursed the trees, thC 
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~lld, and the briers. Ile swore at the stones in his shoes and at his 
;ct clothes. Oh, hell! Can't I stop just for a ... But you haven't 
Dny right to ask, he mimicked the voice that kept purshing him on. 
h.00't ask anything; just keep going. He remembered his answer to 

1~S Self: Okay, I'm going! Sec? Again he moved faster. But now, 
c faster he went, the worse off he was. Ile tripped on a mangled 

oak root but caught his balance in time to come up smack into an 
overhanging limb. He stumbled to the side to avoid a jagged boulder 
?01Y to find himself up to his knees in mud again. His anger screwed 
~lsclf farther down into him and began to burn. Ile felt hot and 
li0 Pelcss, and a Jump stuck in his throat when he tried to swallow. 

c Yanked his legs out of the muck and found solid ground. It 
l\'asn't dry, but it was hard anyv,:ay. His knee cracked against a 
stump. 

h' He sat down on the stump and wept. Ile crossed his arms on 
•s knees and put down his head and just plain cried. The angry 

ache ran down his cheeks and soaked into his sweater, and a new 
ache filled his lungs the ache of being in the cold, dark, wet woods, 
the ache of crying itself, the ache of loneliness. And when his should
~rs and ribs stopped sobbing, he sat still with his head on his arms. 

ventually, the wind died down, and slowly, steadily, the rain began 
to fall again. He ached. Inside and outside, he ached until he 
~hought he would split like the clouds he'd watched before the sun 
ad been covered. I'm like those clouds, he thought, I'm just like 

thcrn, only I'd never roll back together again the way they did. 
It was silent in the woods. The splat and patter of the drops 

on the oak leaves and the rocks and the moss became a quiet hum, 
steady and without a beginning that he could remember nor an end 
that he could imagine. It was an eternal rain storm, and he ached. 
Oh, Goel! Please ... " An oversized fern frond bowed in the drum 
or the rain and gently, featheringly nodded on his shoulder. Some
Where a branch had kept itself from getting waterlogged; it cracked. 
What . . .What's that? He sat up and stared ... Nothing, I guess. 
Ire bent down again ... No, of course it's noth ing. What could it be? 
Guess there's not even a water rat out in this. He sat for a long 
While. He waited. What arc you waiting for? his voice asked. 
You've wasted enough time. Oh, go away. He pushed his head 
harder into his sweater and down a little between his knees. Well, 
Why arc you waiting? Oh, I'm waiting ... for something to happen. 
'!'hat's what I'm waiting for. Now, go away, and leave me alone. 
But You know nothing will happen unless you make it happen. The 
fern frond nodded on his shoulder again. He lept up, scratching his 
face on a dead oak branch. Damn it! Will you get the helJ out of 
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here? Ile yelled out loud and listened as the rain washed out his 
echo. Then, a surprised answer came back: Good Lord! Who? Mc~ 
The voice sounded smaller this time and farther away. Yes, 0 

course you! Just get the hell out of here, and let me wait in pcaCC· 
Okay? Why, sure, if you insist, the voice answered. What arc you 
waiting for, though? Look, I just told you; I'm waiting for some· 
thing to happen, that's all. It was silent except for the regular hUi:11 
of the rain. Ile slumped down on the stump again, and, pulling '115 

elbows on his knees, clasped his hands behind his hearl. Fo1· cryint:: 
out loud! This just doesn't happen to people, he thought. Or if it 
has to happen to someone, why docs it have to happen to me? w11nt 
did I ever do wrong? The fern tapped his shoulder a third time, and 
just then, another branch cracked, this time very near. His hcncl 
snapped up. Oh, my God, he murmurred. Who's 'at? Ile raised 
his voice. A yellowish-orange light came around the tree almost 
directly in front of him, and he lept to his feet. 

Oh, my God, answered the voice. I was about to ask you thC 
same question. The voice smiled. Do you know where we arc? il 
asked. 

No. do you? He stared at the darkness where the voice cUJTlC 
from behind the light. 

Nope, but I guess it doesn't really matter. God awful weather, 
isn't it? Getting no reply, the voice held the light up and moved it 
back toward its face. 

Oh! The boy let out a long sigh. The voice was just another 
person, an ordinary person like himself with perfectly regular feat· 
urcs and holding a lantern in his hand. Where'd you get the lantern? 

Oh, this? I came across a couple of old fishermen a few milcS 
back. They had no place left to go and had scllled down for thC 
night, so they gave it to me. 

Oh. . .. Where arc you going? 
Well, I don't know really. 
Oh. Well, why are you going? 
Don't know that either, really. Just have to go . . . You're 

wailing for something to happen? 
Yes. IJow'd you know? 
Well, you yelled it loud enough at me a while ago. I should 

know . . . Waiting for anything in particular? 
Well, no. Not really . . . Just somebody to come along, I guess, 
Yuh. Don't s'pose I'd have gotten this far if those old men 

hadn't given me this lantern. . . . So you don't know where you're 
going either, huh? 

Nope. 
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Okay, said the friend. Tha t doesn't make any difference. We 
c_an't go home again, so come on, let's go. lie lifted his lantern a 
little higher and out in front of them. The boy didn't move. Well, 
come on. Aren't you coming? 

The boy looked a t the friend . Okay. . .. He smiled. Come 
on, let's go! 

Cynthili Smith '63 

Who is he? she asked. 
"He is . . . 
A boy I used to . . . " 
I faltered 
Not knowing what to say. 
But from the look upon my face 
She thought she unders tood, 
And looked away. 

But the question 
Could not be denied . 
Who is he? 
I wondered 
That boy I used to 
Stand wi th 
That boy I used to 
Walk beside . .. 
Hand in hand with 

A boy I knew 
So well. 
I neve1' thought 
I could forget 
And yet ... 
Oh, shame today 
He is only a boy I used to ... 
I CANNOT REMEMBER ms NAME. 
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The Plehian Family 
Claudia Gros/jman '6S 

"UBIQUITOUS matches being everywhere." 
"Omnipotent goes with all powerful." 
"Belie matches to give lie to." 
"Parsimonious means ... " 
"Lila, Dinner's ready!" 
"I'm coming in a minute, Mother," I called back to her. 
"Parsimonious means ... Well, there're only five meanings 

left in the other column. I'll find out by the process of eJimjnation, 
Mmm ... " 

"Yoohoo, Lila, dinner's ready and Mother wants you to set 
the table," my little sister said to me from outside the room. 

"Sue, darling, sweetie pie," I replied sugarly, "Would you set 
it for me tonight? I'm so busy that I'll hardly have enough time to 
cat, let alone set the table." This remark drew her speedily over 
the threshold to my side at the table. 

"Let's sec what you're doing," she said while peering over rnY 
shoulder. "Oh, Thirty Days to a Better Vocabulary, that certain1Y 
fits in with the rest of your library." Then she turned around to rnY 
bookcase and scanned the shelves. "There's Words of Power, Tell 
\Voeks to a Better Memory, How to Appreciate Poetry, How to Ap· 
1>reclato J\fodern Art, How to Utilize Your Power as a Woman, and 
How to Malm Friends and lnfiuenco People. That's the one MoJJl 
gave you for your birthday when you had a fight with her, right?" 

"Shut up." 
"Don't you know how to do anything by yourself- without 

reading about it?" 
"Susan, I happen to be working in a very tight schedule to· 

night, but I just might be able to accommodate your strangulation." 
"Don't do me any favors." 
"By the way, young lady," I asked, "When was the last time 

you washed your hair? I could smell it in this room a minute ago
all the way from the hallway. At ten years old, how do you expect 
to be fit for human society when . . . " 

"Susan, Lila," Mother shouted from the kitchen again, "ho\\' 
many times must I call you! I set the table myself!" 

"See," said Sue with a wink, "what a little patience will do
and my hair doesn't smell." With that she scooted out of my roorn 
and let the door slam behind her. 

32 



RUSl!LICHT 

A Knowing her appearance in the dining room would pacify 
Iothcr, I hastily matched "parsimonious" to "stingy." 

When I appeared at the table, my family already had assumed 
their dining positions. There was Father at the head of the table, 
concentrating on his medical journal with an intense expression. My 
father ... tall, thin, myopic, and wrinkled much more, I felt, than a 
:an in his early forties should be. He was always reading medical 

Oks reading when he was not away on private calls or at the 
hospital- reading, whether in the office until early morning, before 
~ears at the dinner table, or before being dragged otr to a rare party 
>y Mother. God! He never takes a break, I thought, he can't even 

Speak well or enjoy cultural things. What important doctor in all of 
~ng Island says, "he don't"? Yet, whenever I try to use big words, 
~n order to speak over his head, he always knows what I mean 

Ut he never talks that way himself. 

There sat Sue at the opposite end of the table engrossed in a 
~lassies comic after I had given her an excellent lecture this morn
l~g on reading the actual book instead of a sketchy comic book ver
sion. That child is going to grow up with just a veneer of knowledge. 

Well, since both of the boors were reading, I decided to join 
the activity and slipped into my scat with The New Yorker. 

At Inst Mother appeared with eyes beaming proudly at the 
Plate of lamb chops which she carried ceremoniously from the kitchen. 
She placed it on the table and shouted, ··For goodness' sakes, put 
those books away! Do you want to cat books or food?'' Then she 
scurried back into the kitchen for the dish of squash. On her return, 
She c.xclaimed in the direction of my father, "George, do you want to 
cat now!" 

Father raised his eyes from the journal while his intense cx
Prcssion faded into blankness. ··or course; where's the food?" 

"Daddy, it's right in front of you," Sue saicl sweetly as she 
turned the last page in her comic book. 

""Wherc·re the girls?" he ques tioned further. 
It was my turn. "Herc we arc, Dad." 
"Well, let's cat," he said, breaking into a slight smile. 
"Not until each book is taken of£ the table ancl out of this 

roorn !" Mother insisted. 
Then we grudgingly put our literature in its respective places 

not really out of the room. 
When Mom went back into the kitchen for an extra fork, we 

Sitnultancously ancl surreptitiously slipped our books uncler our seats. 
lJpon her return, we settled clown to cat. 
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"Gee, Sarah, that Fitzgerald's a real screwball. Uc don't kn01'° 
when he's well ofT," Father said casually. 

"Well, what do you want from ... " 
"Excuse me, Mother," I said, "Daddy- he clocsn't know when 

he's well off." 
"You're right, Dear, I shouldn't have said he don't,' ' Father 

replied to me kindly. "Now ... oh, what was I saying?" 
"George," Mother boomed, "will you put her in her place! 

Lis ten, Lila, when your father says something , you let him say it 
no matter what he says. It's not for you to correct your father's 
English. As long as you understand what he mea ns that's il1'1· 
portant." 

"Mother, the only allergy specialis t in all of Freepart shoulcl 
use illiterate expressions of English? My God!" With tha t, I glarecl 
defensively at Mother who reciprocated and then at Father who was 
staring at his lamb chop. 

"Let's drop the matter,'' he said quietly and looked up at sue 
with a smile. What did you do in school today?" 

"As if he really cared,'' I muttered. 
"Lila, hold your tongue!" 
When Mother said tha t I began to get furious. Who did shC 

think she was! Jus t a plain old housewife wilh no college education 
and furthermore, absolutely no cultural interests only vague pre· 
tentions to impress her friends. Herc I was, trying to help DadclY, 
who's nearly amenable to being helped a t this late s tage, and she 
butts in! Look a t her hands pufTy, red and rough. It's so easY 
to put hand cream on them but no, she doesn't have "enough time 
for her appearance." I've been buying Vogue magazine for the past 
year. 

Sue was continuing her recitation. ''We had tha t zany hornc 
economics teacher this afternoon, Dad. She made us spend the whole 
period writing our faults on a piece of paper. 

"How many did you write?" I asked. 
"My paper was blank." 
"It figures. Doesn't anyone want to hear what I did?" 
"Of course,'' my parents chimed. 
"Well, do you rea lly want to know?" 
"We said we did!" 
"But you don't want to now, is that it?" 
"Lila, tell us what you did, already!" Susan screeched. 
"I got an A+ on my La tin tes t." 
"Raise the flag!" Fathe r shouted and broke into a wide grin, 
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lI: looked a t Mother for approval and was sa tisfied lo sec a s illier 
l;rin than his illuminating her face. 
n Ugh, I thought, if they think that 's funny they must have 

0 conception of wit. 
Then the telephone rang. 
"Sarah, would you gel il ?" Fathc1· asked. 
"Yes," she said and wen t out into the ha llway lo answer the 

telephone. 

p . "Hello, Dr. Green's of!ice. Who's calling, please? Oh, hello, 
b hil, well, he's not here just now. No, I don't know when he'll be 
ack. Do you want to leave a message? I'm flne; goodby." 

. . "Oh, those freeloading GoodolTs!" Mother exclaimed as s he 
f~Ined us at the table. "George, I wish you'd make them pay, jus t 
•kc anyone else; so wha t if they're first cousins. For heaven's sake, 

they lake rnorc of your precious lime than the patients who pay 
You well! I don 't know why you' re a fraid to ask them." 

"Listen Sarah, I'm working my \\'HY up to it. I .. . " 
"He has lo \\'Ork his way up to il! Ha! For a ll those cardio

l'trams and skin tests you're going unpaid a nd s leepless. George, 
You're only ge tting five hours a night as it is. My God, no wonder 
.You 're so grouchy and irritable all day and have to lake so many 
Pills!" 

"Let's not confuse the issues! And I get enough s leep, if it's 
any of your business. 

" It '" my b11'ii 111•<,<, because you're my husband! " 
"Tha t's telling him, Mom," I cheered her. 
She was ungrateful, "You, shut up!" 
"Let's a ll have peace and quiet now," Father said. "Let's 

Change the subject. Jlo\\''s your piano practicing coming, Sue?" 
"Fine, Dad." 
" I Iow's your singing coming, Lila?" 
"Just grand, Daddyo." 
"Lila, that's disgraceful," Mother said. "Why do you s tudy 

n]] those vocabulary books if you never make use of the words?" 
" Looks as if it's going to rain tonight," was Father's bid for 

a new topic. 
"Oh, Daddy," I said, "The only people who ta lk abou t the 

Wea ther arc those ,,ho don't have comcrsa tiona l savoir fa ire." 
"What's that?" Mother asked me. 
"Don't you know, Mother," I sa id while trying to look as blasc 

a~ Possible. 
. "George," she appealed to my fnthcr, "what am I going to do 

\\>1th her?" 
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"She's just going through a stage that we a ll went through 
when we were her age." With that he beamed at me. 

"I am not!" I screamed. 
"It's nothing to be ashamed . . . " 
"But I'm not going through any stage. I'm just trying to 

improve myself. I'm trying to learn things that aristocratic children 
naturally get from their parents." 

"Well, what's wrong with your upbringing may I ask?" Mother 
looked at me amazed. 

"First of all ... " 
"Well, good-day, ladies," Father said as he stood up from thC 

table. "It was a fine meal. Then he kissed my mother on the check 
and said, "Thank you, my dear." 

After he left the table, I exclaimed, "Oh, sec, there he goes 
backing away from the truth." 

"What truth arc you talking about?" Mother said. "I rton'l 
think you even know what you're saying yourself. You'd better start 
thinking in the right track, girl. Perhaps doing the dishes after 
every meal will get you thin:<ing on the right lines." 

"Mother, you're so plebian. You never read a thing other 
than that vile newspaper, The M irror. You can't appreciate music 
or art! You can't even speak good English. No wonder you barclY 
got through high school!" 

"Well, what brought all this on!" she exclaimed. 
"You," I screamed at her. "You're so crude.'' I ran into rnY 

room and slammed the door. I felt a little exalted from getting 
those feelings otT my chest! How in heaven's name am I going to 
grow up to be an aristocrat, to have elegance, with such a domineerin.C:, 
crude influence! Oh, God, do I hale her! If it weren't for me, DadclY 
would never have bought the subscription to the opera, we would 
never be going to Broadway plays, we never would have had anY 
decent magazines in the house. Oh, God! 

Late1· on in the evening, I ventured out of my room for thC 
first time since the flare up. I had forgott0n my tremendous emotion 
of a few hours ar,o; I wanted to tell Mom about a new trick for re· 
membcring people's names. But the house was dark, she must have 
gone to sleep early a ~ign that she was upset. 

I lingered in the darkness outside her room for a moment ancl 
thought of all the things that I had said to her at dinner. 

Then I tiptoed into the shadows of her bedroom. "Mom, arc 
you sleeping?" I whispered. 

"What is it?" she said in a dry cracked voice. "What rlo yotl 
want now?" 
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"Oh, I just wanted to say goodnight" 
"Goodnight." 
"Mothe1· ... Mother ... oh, mommy, forghe me for being 

sueh an ass tonight" I cried, "I Jove you, Mother, just the way 
You at·e." 

"I know, clear," she said softly and tousled my hair. 

1960 Honorable Mention Poem 

Mm'!/ Grew '61 

A swallow gave a summer clay to me 
And dropped a piece of sky into my lap 
Unwitting of his generosity. 
Hit flitting, I greedy, would have clapped 
My hand down hard to pin his wings together, 
Shaking the sky to pluck out heaven's feathers. 

Sailing the afternoon sun he flew 
(With a lilting, lifting S\\ oop and a quick-flash.quick) 
Over the walls of Kendal on Kent 
Mellowed by sky drenched, wind wet years, 
And the river falls down tumbled into the town 
Quivering out of the hills. We could see 

What blocked the horizon was filling our vision 
The ancient incredible towers and turrets 
Chipped from the lumped hills' memorial granite, 
Stronger than pride and more lonely than Jove. 
The fortress remembered from Catherine Parr 
And Henry the Eighth and the warrior Scots. 

Your hand warm entangled my fingers then, 
Leadin1: us upward into the \\ aist high field 
\Vhere the startled river clnncingly, nc-rvously, 
Sprang from our feet and we smiled to sec 
How the cows disnppro,·ed at the exploration. 
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The path arched up, twist upon stubble 
Of cropped green slides. Dim roof tops hide 
The melting flame d issolving the last of day 
Into broad smears of sun run through 
With the fading peals of carillon bells. Curled up 
From the valley ringing the world with pink, the chimes 

Strike black oaks. Before us l imbs 
Dark locking the fortress open like bones 
Round an ancient heart. The tumbled rubble 
Of scattered stones breaks on the eyes, 
The castle smashed and still. 

I drop your hancl and wondering, stunned -
Too rapid succession illusion and ruin. 
The splintered turrets on the turf 
Prick red the evening on their tops, 
Center the wheel of a thousand w ings 
Where an endless ring of swallows reel. 

1960 Honorable Mention Short Story 

The Sleeping Beach 
Cl,rislinc Johnson '60 

JT WAS Alan's second summer at the Woods IIolc Marine Biological 
Laboratory. Out from the city he had come again, with his phase 

microscope and his wire rat cage, a young embryologist, tall and 
tense, with oddly angular features. He was independent and had 
strange ways about him. Most people thought him a little queer, 
but Martha didn't. He sat now at a wooden table in the old mess 
hall, eating his lunch. His plate held four hnmbu1·1{crs, each with 
onion slices and catsup spilling O\'Cr the edges of the toasted buns. 

"How can you cat all that?" Martha asked. She \\ as a bright, 
serious girl, and she was sitting across the table from Alan with 
only a little food on her round plastic plate. 

"I can do it!" he saicl. Alan was like that, his words bruskly 
precise, adequate. He liked lo talk, and to think, and to investigate. 
But most of all he loved nature, and the great wildness of it. 
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"Ha\'e you read "l ohy Dil'I< yet?" he asked her, s tretching a 
long arm '\cross the ta ble to harpoon one of her hamburgers with 
his fork. In the few clays they had known each other they had made 
two agreements tha t they would both read l\lo by Dick again, be
cause WO<>ds Hole is a good place to read it; and that, if they hap
pened to cat together, he would have some of her meat, because he 
,·:as always hungry. 

"I've s tarted it. I should be finished in a few clays, then we 
can discuss it or something." 

"Good." 
Ala n's Jong face was fringed with a close crew cut and with 

a two-clay beard ,, hich he had allowed because of a three-day sun
burn, because of the painfully red skin which the s tiff ocean wind 
had scratched raw. His ches t and shou lders g lowed dark and ho t 
beneath the thin, soft jersey. 

"Oh, Alan, you mus t do something about tha t sunburn." 
"It's all right," he said, shaking more catsup on a hamburger. 
"Do you want me to g ive you some lotion for it? " 
"No. I like the sun. I'm going to the beach again this after

noon. 
"Oh, Alan, tha t's foolish." She looked a t him, a t his hurt 

skin. It was foolishness, this business of s taying out in the sun. 
Yet somehow it seemed almost noble, like a mysterious Medieval 
Crusade or an ancient, consecrated devotional lo the Sun God. Alan 
was like that. He made the crazy things seem sane. It was a weird, 
frightening power which he had. 

"You going swimming Saturday?'' he asked her. 
"Yes, I guess so," she said. "I wish I could swim like you, 

though; you're such a good swimmer." 
"No, not really. I don't do things to be good at them. I do 

them to have fun. " Bu t Ala n was a strong swimmer, with his con
fident, undisciplined s troke which direc ted him into the most wild, 
forbidden waters. Once, even he had gone out a lone to the edge 
of the great Hole, the frantic, swirling cha nnel for which the town 
was named. Three men in a boat had seen him and had forced him 
ashore. 

"Ma rtha? How's your paper chromatography goin g? Hm·e 
you found a good solvent yet?" 

"No, not yet." Martha looked up from her plate slowly and 
her eyes, behind the g lasses with the light brown rim, appealed to 
him with a kind of comprehensive sadness. 

"This morning we threw a bucketful of prawn's, about three 
hundred of them, into the garbage can because they \\ ere too small 
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for us to use. Our injections, by sheer volume, would have killed 
them. We could have gone outside and put them back into the 
water, I guess. But it would have taken time, and we were bUSY 
with the chromatography. It seems unfair somehow that, in order 
to understand life, we have to hurt so much of it." 

Alan stopped eating for a while, thinking about Martha, the 
girl in the glasses with the light brown rim. She was sensitive and 
young. She was wearing some kind of fragrant perfume and he 
liked that. 

"No sense in putting them back in the ocean," he said to Ml' 
finally. "The crabs would cat them. Those green crabs arc vicious. 
They can put a good dent in a lead pencil." One had put a sharp dent 
in Alan's finger and the scar still showed. "Say, arc you coming 
back next summer?" 

Martha was smiling now. 
"I don't know." 
"Oh." 
Alan leaned over his plate and ale the hamburgers very quick· 

Jy, taking large bites and chewing almost not at a ll. She watched 
him, smiling slightly at his long-boned clumsiness. Other people in 
the mess hall were laughing at him, shielding their grins with coffee 
cups, and muffling their giggles in paper napkins. When he finished 
he straightened up in his chair and spoke to her. 

"I've been trying to locate an enzyme in the rat for two years. 
These histochemical things arc problems, you know. I may never 
find it, but I'll keep looking. It's there. I know that ... The ne,v 
microscope's tremendous. I get beautiful contrast with it. It accen· 
tuates the tiny, fuzzy things, picking the details out of the dark and 
framing them. And the secret's all in the use of the light, getting 
it to bend in the right way to cut down on interference. Think of 
the things there arc that we don't even know about ... I'll need a 
full-time assistant next summer. I can pick anybody I want." 

He rose suddenly, picking up his round plastic tray to go. 
"I'll see you on the beach Saturday," he said. He left then, 

walked away from the table, his head slightly forward on his muscle· 
thin nc.'Ck, his knobby knees bowing out a bit at the base of his khaki 
bermudas. 

That night he sat on the beach alone, for he loved the beach 
and stayed there long hours. All his life he had lived in New York 
and he hated that toxic, ugly city where taxis honked and fumed 
in the crowded streets, where legless beggars squatted on dirty side
walks selling pencils. It is perhaps the most terrible thing in thC 
world to live in New York, hating it. Woods Hole was different. 
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!Icrc on the beach life was vigorous a nd wonderful, the breeze sweep
~ng fresh always, sucking the nC\\ air from the wild sea and whipping 
it over the warm shore. Calmly clean, pure and cool was the night 
0 n the beach. 

1 
The beach belonged to him now, for the lovers had said "good

>ye" and had gone home to the gray-shing led cottages. Even the 
\Vaves had drawn back from the shore, splashing quie lly now in 
~Orne far sea. He sat on th0 soft sand \\ here the once agar-rich 
seaweed lay crumpled, salted and dried. The air had cooled and 
\\hite fog clouds mo\·ed in from the sea. Ile was damp from the 
fog, hot from lhc sunburn. He was thinking of Martha. It was a 
strange feeling he had, as though he were a fresh, new creature, the 
firs t of a jus t-evolved species, selected and brought ou t of the salt 
ocean to soft sand where the nourishing a ir waited. 

He was free from New York and the squalor, from the cops 
With their hateful mouths. HC' thought not of their pick-ups, of the 
hypo he carried in his dungaree pocket, of the s tuIT he mixed from 
the mulberries and the laboratory alcohol. He thought not of the 
2-hour appointmen t with the six-dollur psychiatris t on which his 
mother had insisted. 

The tide moved s lowly the crest of each wave glittering r . . . 
nint1y from the August biolumincsccncc, from the cool light of the 

fire.fly li ke dinoflagcllatcs living in the water. This was his s lceping
:~ach .. Al,1n s lipped clown into his canrns s leeping bag which was 
. Incd w ith the cheap yellow flannel that stained his underwear when 
it 1·aincd. One night his underwear had got so yellow tha t he had 
hac1 to carry it up to the laundromat to wash it in a machine. It had 
Cost h im 1,evcnty-fi\'e cents. Somctime1,, \\hen it thundered, he went 
lip to the lab and worked a ll night embedding tissues. Or sometimes 
he slept on the floor there, bu t mostly he slept on the beach in the 
canvas sleeping bag. 

The sun was high and hot on Saturday \\ hen Martha came to 
the beach. Alan had been s\\ imming and had been looking for her 
a lt morning. She sat dO\\ n on a lo\\ rock and he watched her for 
~- long time. He sm, her polish her g lasses with a green, ll'ish li~en 
•lndkcrchie f. He saw her leaf through a brilliantly colored m agazine. 

/\. very 1,m ,111 child almos t naked toddled by her, a little boy, wearing 
only a blue-striped T-shirt a nd carrying holding it chubbily close
a large, ugly beach she ll with dry sca\\l'Cd ha nging from it. All 
things arc espeC'iu lly precious to a \ cry small child . Martha smiled 
a~ the child, and it giggled and put the shell on her lap. The child 
giggled again and \\ avt•d its arms, ancl trod on through the sand. 
,\Jnn wat('hed it all, and floated on his back close to the shore. 
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"IIcllo," he said a t las t, coming to her and s ilting beside her 
on the sand at the base of the low rock. 

"It's wonderful out today, isn't it?" she said. 
He nodded and started to sift sand through his toes. His toes 

curled crookedly into the sand, so bent they had become from wear· 
ing the city shoes, the heavy shoes of stifT, thick leather: s ize ten 
a nd a half. 

"Arc you ever lost?" he said, looking not at her but at his 
crooked toes. 

"Yes, I guess everybody is." 
"But docs it bother you?" he said. 
"It frightens me when I'm alone a nd s tar t thinking abou t ideas 

that arc wide beyond my physical or sensual reach. The most im· 
portant thing for a person lo do is to g rasp the power of his own 
mind. And a lmost no one docs." 

" What about a psychiatrist? Would you go to one, for help. 
I mean?" 

"Tha t depends, Alan." 
"On what?" 
Alan began to stare at her in a pleading kind of way. ShC 

picked up the shell w ith the seaweed on it, the one that the child 
had given her, and began to scrntch it on the rock and to file the 
seaweed ofT of it, wanting lo make a loud noise. 

"I don't know, Alan." She stopped serntching for a while 
and he pulled his toes out of the sand. He could smell that sweet 
perfume again. It reminded him of the chloroform a nd of the fresh. 
clean sea. He spoke very slowly. 

"I never rea lly knew anyone named Martha before." 
Martha pulled her knees into her ches t and leaned over them, 

speaking to him, smi ling, feeling close to his intensely blue eyes. 

"I finished l\1ohy Diel<." 

"You did. That's good. In fact, it's grea t!" Ile drew thC 
outline of a whale in the sand and Martha s lid ofT her rock a nd sa t 
beside him and added the eye of the whale. 

"Ho!" he cried, and people on the beach began lo watch him won· 
deringly. "That's Moby Dick, the great white wha le! Wouldn't il 
be splendid to be a \\ hale and to Jive in the ocean?" 

It was noon and the sun r<'flected ofT the billions of sands on 
the beach, making everything pale in the brightness. And the sancl 
whale was white, sparkling like life. A mother s tarted to collect 
her things from the beach. She took the child's ha nd a nd began to 
tug him home for lunch, but the child cried unhappily, pulling nl 
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his blue-striped T-shirt as he went along. He waved his a rms and 
kicked on his way. He scuffed through the whale in the sand. 

"Ahab!" Alan shouted, and they both began to giggle and 
Martha laughed until the tears welled up in her eyes so tha t she 
had to take her g lasses olT to wipe her cheeks with the Irish hand
kerchief. 

"Do you believe in God?" Alan said, quickly. 
"Of course," she answered, and she stopped laughing then. 
There was something about this girl which he wanted very 

much. She was the first fully good thing which he had ever known. 
She was very quiet , looking olT toward the sea. Alan spoke to her, 
loudly. 

"I like the Scarlot Letter better. It's truer. There's the 
fan tas tic mixture of the good and bad in it. Like confused, real 
Peoplc--the bad ones aching to know some thing good, and the good 
ones refusing to help the bad because "bad" is some devil-contrived 
lure to which they must not yield for fear of damnation ... And 
there's evil and virtue in both, really. Like Arthur Dimmesdale ... " 

The wildness scared Martha and she tried to s top him. 
"No, Alan, you're wrong." 

. But he continued, reaching out to grab her, but simply waving 
instead, a mad gesticulation, like an old preacher in a hell-fire tirade. 

"Dimmesdale. You know wha t that name means? ll means 
V?lley-of-the-shaclow-of-dea th. Tha t's good. Isn't it?" He s topped, 
~15 chest heaving with the s ilent deep breathing tha t comes from ex
austecl emotion. Martha spoke softly. 

"My father's a minister, you know, Alan." 
h But he had not known, and it was very s trange, _because he 
ad never known one before, a minis ter's daughter, that 1s. He had 

only heard the s tories and the jokes, exactly as he had heard the 
stories abou t old ma ids with cats and abou t the Loch Ness monster. 
'they were all topics for jokes and idle conversation, in his life. He 
\Vas frightened now, more frightened than he had ever been. Martha 
~Vas standing beside him, brushing the dry sand from her green bath
ing suit and saying someth ing about having to go back. 

"Alan, I really must. I 'm afraid rJ f getting a sunburn." 
C "You won't get one; you 're not even pink," he said, motioning 
or her to si t down again. "Come on and sit in my shadow. Look. 

~k." and he stretched and stretched and leaned over to le~gthen 
is shadow ; but it was noon, and the deficient, s tubby shadow cr1mpled 

over the wrinkled sand like a little black pool, only. 

11
. She smiled at him. "I guess it won't work,'' she said, leaving 
1111, her smooth, straight toes s tepping carefully on hot ground. 
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He sat looking at the black pool which he had made and then 
he looked at the catholic ocean. 

He would go back to the lab and mix solutions and smell t hC 
clean chloroform. He would make sections of the rat tissues, ancl 
embed them, and look at them through the phase microscope. Per· 
haps he would find the enzyme there, clustering around the epithelial 
cells, latent and powerful. 
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