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THE FRESHMAN FORUM: I

(In the following essays, freshmsn
stuuents express their opinions on
issues which they feel to be important.)

THE EqUsLITY OF WEGEOS

"411 persong born in the United States, anu subject to
the jurisuiction thereof, are citizens of the Uniteu States
anu of the state wherein they resiue." These worus from
the Constitution mean that all persuns borm in this country
ere citizens without regardu to race, color, creed, or
cncestery .«

The hegro is the most freyuent victim of recial discrim-
ination because prejucice on the basis of coulor is domin-
ent in the Anmerican Community. The wegro must en.ure Jis-
criminatory practices in almost cvery &spect of his life.
That such practices gau attituues are rootedt in the history
of our country uoes not moke it easier for him to bear them.

The problem of uiscerimination ie complicated in the
seventcen southern stutes end the District of Columbia where
legalized separaticn limits euucational oprortunities for
the Negro, Customs anc attitudes in the Ssuth have reyuireu
that Negroes be venieu adrdission to the institutions of
higher leerning for whiteg, Seperstion of the races in
educutional institutivns legally requires the maintensnce
of a double school system. In most stutes this grectly
increases the total cost and csuses wifficulty in muking
education eyually open tu all, & wouble system thus mesns
an almost certein leseening of cuucational opportunity and
a lowering for all of the  uzlity of cuucation. The Negro
has & mind thc samn ag whites so wiy sh.oulun't he have an
eque 1 chance to ucvelp 1tY Such men as George Ucshington
Carver and Bocker T, tushington Luve proved that just |
beczuse a man's skin is black he is not nccessrrily fgeble-
mindec.,

I believe it is essential for man to have eén egual
chance to put his skills anc knowleuge to use. Ulegcrimi-
nations in employment comeges lives, both the hudies nau
the minus, of those uilscrimineteu zgoinst onu these who
discriminete. The withholuing of joos ana bueiness
opportunitiss from some reople voes not meke more jobs ond
business opportunities for Hthers. Such a policy tends
to dJrag uwown the whole econcmic level.

Equality of op ortunity to rent or buy homes should
exist for every americen but it is the solicy of lundlords
anu real estate agents to prevent kegros from renting
outside of certain areas, Therefore, lorge erens of land
are barre. againgt use by varicus clusscs of american
Citizens.

There is clso an acute shortage of liegro physicisns.
This is no feult of theirs, however, beceuse muny of the
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medical schools will not admit them. Also, s ome mediecal
societies and many hospitals refuse to admit Negro
physicians and internes for practice,

Some Americans, because of their color, are barred
from entering some places and are given unequal service
in otlers. In many sections of this country, some people
must pause and give thourht before they enter places
serving the public if they wish to avoid embarrassment,
arrest, or ever possible violence,.

It was not the Negro's desire to come to this country
in the first place., He did not come wvoluntarily nor was
he brought here to swell the population of citizens. He
was brought to this country under the condition that he
would remain a slave. FEven from the very beginning he has
been sn uneguel.

Summarized, Vegroes=-fellow citizers of the United
States=do not have equal chances to go to school, to rent
or buy a house, to secure a good job, to get medical care
or even practice medicine, or to get povernmental services
or accommodations. Also, wvarious mecans are used to kecp
many citizens from voting,

We boast of the freedom enjoyed by our pecople above
all other pcoplcse But it is difficult to reconcile that
boast with a state of the law which practically lowcrs the
sclf=respect of a larre class of our fellow citizens,.
ocur oquals before the law..

The nation's own Capital illustratcs the nced for a
change in the opportunities for the Fepgro rece. It should
symbolize to our own citizens and to the pcople of all
combrics our greet tradition of civil liberbty but it
definitcly does not. It illustrates a failure of democracys .
The shamefulness of Washington's treatment of Negro Americans
is hipghlighted br the precsence of many dark-skimmed vistorsa.
The custems of the Capital not only humiliate colored
citizens, but is = source of considerablec embarragsment %o
those visitorss TForeign officials are ofter mistaken for
American Negroes and rcfused food, lodging and entertaine
mente

Most of us feel préotty "hot" when our rights have been
invadeds Vot all of us, however, have thc same feeling when
it hoppens to someone elsce If o majority of pcople forget,
don't care about or deny the rights of others, then the
phrase”all men are ercated froce and equal" loscs its mesn=-
ing. Mon has no right to interfore with the chance for
rappiness of other human beings = merely beeause he may
not like their skin color.




Negroes nre citizons of the United States and I
belicve they should be recognized as such and granted
the privileges. which they, also, deservece.

Ina Kay Adams




THE FRESEMAN FORUMs II «

FULL CITIZENSHIP FOR YOUTH

In forty-seven states of the United b tates, only persons
who have passed their twenty-first birthdeys will be permitted
to vote. In the forty-eighth state,Georgis, anyone eighteen
or over is able to cast & bzllot for President of the United
Stotes 2s well ag for other offices.

I believe that everyone who has reachea the sge of
eighteen should be allowed to vote.

There are a number of reasons why the voting age should
be lowered, We ask eighteen-year-olds to fight and to die
for democracy; yet we do not give them the most fundamental
democratic right; the right to vote. Our eightecn-ycar-olds
take on tremendous responsibilities in our armed forces.
Surely they are e ual to the responsibilitiecs of good and
informed citizenship. I zgree with President Eisenhower
when he said, "If they are old enough to fight, they are old
enough to vote,"

Youth is trusted with other heavy responsibilities. In
most states the minimum age for merriage without parent's
consent is eightesn or even less. In meny states young
pecple are legally frce to sign contracts at eighteen. They
can be held to those contracts as strictly sas persons over
twenty-one,

There is no logiczl recson for the choice of ege twenty-
onec as the standard for maturity. The only reason we use
that stendard is habit and cusiom stretching back to the
mivdle ages. Other countrices in Latin America and clsewhere,
have already lowered the voting age to eightecn. We should
do the same.

Today young people are more yualified to vote than they
were in the past. When the Constitution was written 165
years ago, schools were few anu far between. Travel snd
commumiicotion were slow and extremely difficult, Most young
persons heu no chance to get the knowledge and political
awareness needed to cast an intelligent vote.

Touay every young person is reguired to attend school.
Travel hes become swift and simple. Recio and television
bring important political events into every home end allow
young people to share in them, :

) Young men and young women of eighteen years of age today
are in most instances more capoble of ueciuing clearly and
accurately the issues presenteu by candidates,. then were the
youth of the country one hun.re. years ago at the age of
twenty-one,




I believe that giving younger persons the vote would
raise our political standards. Men and women in their late
teens are fresh and vigorous, courageous and forward-looking;

5 not burdened with all the habits and prejudices of older
persons. Young voters would put new life into the political
blooustrean.

The minds of young people have ideas that are new and
useful, while the minds of oluer people are filleu with
things of the past.

Men anu women of the older age group are move inclined
to vote along strict party lines, whereas the younger group
is more likely to probe into parties end considor the
candidates and then make their own decisions.

In our schools today stuucnts uiscuss the problems of
government. They develop an interest in politics that even
their parents may not have. But when the stuuents graduzte
at seventeen or eighteen, they find that they cannot put
their knowledge to use. Their political enthusiam drops
off. Polls show that when they reach twenty-one too meny
do mot bother to vote.

Lowering the voting age to eighteen would solve that
problem. Young people would have a chance to put into
prectice what they learn about government in thelr classrooms.
Teachers, in turn, would be put on the alert and challenged
to improve training for good citizenship. Youthn would also
get experience valuable towerc poesible careers in public
life.

Young voters are needed to balance the poiiticel power
of the aged. The United States is grauually growing oluer.
Our birth rete has veclined, anu at the same time 1life
expectancy has increased,

Both Democrats and Republicens heve alreacy begun to
court this influential "oluer vote." If we wish to preserve
our political balance, we must counter the influence of our
oluer citizens who lean towaru the conservative and stocgy.
We can wo this by lowering the voting age to bring in more
younger votes,

One of the most alarming problems in our cemocracy
touay is voter opathy. Only sixty-three per cent of our
people voted in the last national election. I think that
many people are more intecreste. in politics anc politicel
issues and are more better informed on these issues when they
are between the age of eighteen anu twenty-oae then they
are later on. when they have been out of schocl for a
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longer time, they become more absorbed in the everyday
business of earning & living, and they become subject to the
voter apathy which affects so mony of our citizens,

The young people of this generation are better prepared
educationelly for political responsibility than were
Americans of previous generations. Our young people would
be more than mere passive voters; they could be an informetive
force in Americen politics. They have the cnthusiasm end
ideelism of youth, anc have at the same time levrned to know
responsibility in many welks of life. Meny of them are
fresh from our schools and colleges, with ¢ lively intérest
in political &nd social affairs. They would ttke on their
civic responsibilities at an age when they are more rpt to
place national interest above those more particular interests
which they moy later acquire.

There is no better civic trazining then the exercise of
the vote. VWithout the vote, 2ll other forms of civic
training c¢re lacking in meaning und effectiveness. It is
essentisl that our young people teke on political
responsibilities ss scen @ they are reauy to do so, for
the recl value of euucation comes from its assoeiation with
respongibility.

Youth ought to have @ voice in determining its own
future, It has o definite contribution to make to the future
of our whole country. I hopec that the Congress zud the
states will zet soon to pernit eighteen-year-oids to toke
their deserved place as full citizens.

Williem F, Perry
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KENTUCKY'S RURAL HIGH SCHOOLS 'RE INADRJUATE

Many people think that all & child should have to
learn is reading, writing and arithmetic. This opinion is
held especially by people in rural mreas. Young pcople
don't need any special schooling to run a farm or a home
so why waste monoy sending them to collego or even letting
them finish high school? This is the thought of many pcople
even in our times.

The fallecy in this type of thinking is that now more
than over boefore & collcge education or at least a high
school cducation is nceded to get a decent jobe Also boys
can study egriculturc to learn bettor methods for manesing
o ferme« Girls can learn to run their hemes and bring up
their children in a healthier end more beneficial way by
studying home cconomics. College life is an experience
in human rolations that tonds to give people a2 broader oute-
look on life. It also brordens their intercsts snd mekes
possiblc 2 better understanding of many thingse

Now let us look at somo of the facts conccrning Kontucky's
rural high schools.

We have fewer poople who have had any high schonl education
than eny stote in the union. Only obout 32.2 percent of
farm boys and girls 16 tc 17 years of age in this state
attend school. The average pcrcent for ths entire country
is 5648 but wo are far below even thate

The majority of rural schools in the state are so small
(wa have over 4,000 one room schools) that they cannot provide
an attractive or varied curriculume. Many of them teach only
the most necessary subjoects and few subjects that are necded
for college are taught. If 2 boy wanted to attend college
and study engineering he might not be able to get the neces-
sary higher math in high schoole. Many times there are not
enough other students wishing tuv teako a certain course to
warrant toaching ite

The income of rural people is inmdequate to support
efficient schools either large or small. The teacher's
salaries are so low that finding good teachers is a big
problem. A large percent of the teachers in Kentucky have
net finished their training but are teaching on emorgency
certificates. Many of thom have less then two ysars train-
ing. TVhen we don't pay teachcrs fairly hizh salaries then
we must hire pesple who are hardly out of high school thom=
selves. How can they tesch young people when they do not
have propor training? The truth is they can't. Thereforec
students graduczte cevery year from our high schools with very
little preperetion for college.



The main thing to get out of an education is not
necessarily book learning. Just as important is learn-
ing how to live and how to become a better person in
all wayse Kentucky, with few good schools and fewer
good teachcrs, cannot hope to teach the children these
things. The people in our state must learn to appreciate
an education and to want their children to have one
before we can start building better schools,

Carel Hafer




Autunn ceuses the leaves
to chenge-and it mnakes
an effect on people, 9=
as well,
-essay -

THE waY I FEEL VidEN LEAVES
FALL £BOUT WE IN THE AUTUmMN

#s I sat under the tree, I looked up to the hills in
the distance. I sew nany different colors. Then I begen
to think just how I felt wher the leaves began to fall., The
trecs were very black anu barren. I realized thrt winter
was alimost here., I shivered at the thoughts I like the
sumney when the nights are warm and I can go swimning when
I want to.

how the lesves began to rustle as the wind helped thenm
along their wey. One of them blew 2geinst my leg. I jumped,
not kuowing at first, what it wes. I thought thet it had
been a bug. I pickeu the leaf up and held it in vy hand.
Looking at it I pictured it back on the tree, green ond
fresh looking, Now it was dead and lifeless.

The wine began to blow rather swiftly just then. I
lookedu at some of the other trecs about me &nd wetcheu the
leeves as they seemed to holu on as long as they could, to
the tiny brenches to which they were attached. At long lost
they would flutter to the groun., lying the:e as if all
hope for their life was gone, now that they were no long-
er on the tree.

These leaves thot nere felling viere 2lso & causc of
a lot of canger. Various forcst fires Laud becn reporte.
in the puaper thut morning. Lricd out leavees which secmed
to be lyingz harmlessly on the grounu huu spresc the flame
which some carcless smoker huu stortec.

Someons welkeu up the sidewalk tower. me. hHe was
on his way to class. As the leaves were crusheu unuer
his feet, I hear. the crockiing sound which czme from then,
Now that they had cropped to the groun., they vere crisp ‘
anl not soft zs they hau once been. The stems were hard
and bent os if they werc crippled,

What power wade these leaves to fall? This was not
for me to question. I felt as if soueone's large hond
nre given ecch tree a goouc shaking., maybe this hond woulu
shuke me. I voii't suppose that I will ever learn the answer
to this yuestion. I uo know that in o senee, Goc speuks to
ne through the fulling of the leeves. ile lete me know
that iiother Wature is ot work arounc me snu that I should
be conscious of this foct.

The felling leaves make nme think of the beautiful
sunsets thet I am privilege. to see in the frll, The
Heavens glow with the reflections of the sun. The leuves
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ulso glow with their shiny siues up. They look like tiny
crystals set in the grass arounu me, Ezch blade of grass
hol s each leuf up from the groun..

& few of the lecves at iy feet begen to uwake 2 for-
nation, s the wine harrie. them s#long. It looke. like 2
tiny cocstle with the « raw briuge at the entrance. I could
cee the horses rasdy to rice out. The reu leaf in the
center, nmight have been the coat of arms.

The leader was a nice big brown lezf who wes always
looking out for the otherss He leu then over to a pile of
yellow leves who secneu to bi the cnemy, for he fell on top
of them unu they were ovbscure. frou 'y sight.

Then 1 hearu someone wnistling. I sBaw ¢ boy kicking
up the leaves “bout him an. ncking some berutiful tones by
whistling ¢ tune. He was heppy in the lecves. I shoreu his
enotion as I watche. hia go into the ist:nce., The lesves
had uone something for me esince 1 hac sut wown to look ut
them. They had made e happy, sau, anu very inaginotive.
I felt better wbout everything as I got up from the prrk
beuch on the cempus, to go home, Tnese leaves have person-
zlities. Tuey hrve eyes to ree, eurs to hear, but for-
tunctely for wen, they have no nouthl!

Lucile Meyhall
TAE FaLLIuG LE&VES

&s I weclkeu from the au Builuing to the Science
Builiing touuy, I foune nyself wauing through ¢ laoyer of
leaves that hau fellen from the uany trees on the campus.
As I lookeu about me, I wiscovere. cnew the nervelous
process of seascnsl chenges. The falling leaves secnm to be
a sign that the time for growth sne cevelopoent has passed;
the tine for hibernation has srrive.. It could be te-
pressing, but I wou't like to think of one of the nost
beeutiful secasons of the year in this way. Instenl, I try
to virect rmy thoughts townr. the beauty an. welcome rest-
fulness of the .inter. Although lesves are the wost besu-
tiful part of =2 tree, they wust fell, or else how coulu the
new ones we like so well grow? The trees nust rest ano
store up energy for the great teosk of replucing the leaves
in the spring.

The winter secson scnes men scurrying .to hide behind
heavy coats, jockets =n. overshoes. In just the sane wiy,

trees hive frou the vinter colu beuin. a covering of bark.
K- : 1
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Heve you ever noticed a turtle when he withdrews into his
shcll? He wvoesn't hove & sign of 1life sbout him, .oes he?

He looks ueau, but just s soon as the venger passes, he will
cone to life ani go about his business. Trecs are the sanme
wiy. As soon as the usnger of colu weether sppecrs, they
crop their leaves anu withoeraw into an outwaru appesrznce

of lifelessness. Then, just as socn £s the -onger is past,
the tree, like the turtle, will conmc to 1lifc sn live ame
ETOV.

Even the usys seem to lenu to this feeling of rest-
fulness an. wormancy. 4as they grow shorter, giving in nore
anu wore to the .ark hours of the night, they seem to be in
herwony with the theme of winter. I am reminued that the
worlu is settling .own for : long rest just as I would
settle down for « night of sleep, so that it will be pre-
parev for the work of being fresh anc beautiful in the
gpring.

I begin to feel scu when I reulize that the beautiful
beaches will be ueserted, but then huw can I stay sod when
the picture of & family gathereu around a fire-place
enjuying the cuzy, safe wurnth of the fire while just out-
side the voor, the winc howls with 21l the fury of 2 bear
caught in a bear-trap is presenteu to iy ninus eyeg No,
it is no longer the sau en.ing of the swuier's plecsures,
it is the beginning of the winter peace anc tranquillity.

No, the falling leaves can't bring the sauness of an
enuing but an anticipaticn of & wuieter znd mor. peaceful
periou of rest. This feeling of enticipation ie assurea,
but why is it so essurec? This is Guu's plan, zn. it
incluces even the smailest vetails, as the felling of the
leaves.

Euna J, Bowers
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"They tell me you are wickeu anu I
believe them, for I have seecn your
women unuer the gas lamps luring
the farm boys.
Anu they tell me you are crooked,
an. 1 answer: "Yes, it is true, *x*Short Story*x*
I have seen the gunman kill ana
go free to kill again,"
Anu they tell me you are brutal
anu uy reply is: "On the faces
of women anu chilire I have scen
the marks of wenton hunger."l

THE CITY IS LeRK

This is & gloomy <&y in Chicago, the fog hns already
settleu ano the rain is beating .own on the roofs of 211 the
homes, In the slums, it lesks through the prntche. holes, mak-
ing a chill spreau through the werk anu uingy rooms. Yes,
the clity is cork, but in o sghabby flat on Fourth Street,
tue gloom an.. fog have no effcct on the occupents. For touay,
the Manago family are facing a bright future an. their
hearts are crying out with joy., To.ay, & son has been born
to them--to carry on the fumily neme-—a son to luve an. to
protect,

The Italian family hes great things in store for their
son. "de shall be a member of the Cctholic Church--he shell
be 2 fine specimen of mumhooul" These worus come from the
wouth of nNicholas Menago, the prouu Fuather, whose fzce lights
up the room with hapyiness. "We shall give hin a fine nene,
iame, a ncime such &s Douglusy Yes, Uouglis dmnogol"

S50 Douglas denego wos brought into the worlu, a beby
with magnificent featurce ane 2 strong bouy. with his life
all plennied for him, how coul. anything g£o wrong? Just how
viu everything turn out S0 wrong? Let's go back to rhen
Douglas starte. out on the roac to erime, sin, an.. passion.

His early yesars would hardly seem to indicate that he
woulu follow this psattern for he became vevoteu to the
Cetholic Church, an. was well respected by the Priest and
by his pareuts. Every Sun.ay, he would march off to the
church, with nis spotless robe an. join the Priest for prayer.
Even though his Fother hau a poor job, anu liveu in the
shabby apartment on Fourth Street, almost every cent went
to pay for his son's ewucation in the Catholic Church and
School. o, for the first eight ycars of Louglas's life,
everything went according tu the plons his purents huu for
hiia.

Then came the depression.! It hit the Manago femily
very hard; Mr. Manago lust his job, and wrs. umanago was

"1 From Chicagy by Carl Samdburg.
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forced to take in a few washings each week in order to see
the family through. Uougles had to be taken out of the
school, ana this hurt the family worse than anything poss-
ibly could.

During these lean yeers, bouglas found himself out in
the strects of Chicugo, bumming for foou ana for money. If
he was lucky, he got a nickel every so often, and with this,
he wo .ld buy something from the bakery store to help satisfy
his hungry stoma:ch.

A friend cume into his life when he met Johnny, & cole -
orea hoy, just a few years oluer then he, and it was then
thiat he began his life of crime. Torever hungry, the two
boys would plan countless robberies of the stores in tosn
and woulu succeed in carrying out their plans. They stole
foou and some articles that they coulu sell to get money.
bouglas saw no wrong in this, because it was satisfying
his hunger for the things he coulun't oruinarily have.

The years passeu, anu Mr. mansgo became ill ana coulan't
work, so ¢ll the fomily had to rely on wus the smull amount
of money Mrs. Menago coulc take in. But Louglas never went
hungry or broke., Unknown to his perents, he hod joined a
gang of teen~age hoodlums who robbeu stores ¢nu yeople on
the streets who lookcd as though they hau some money.
Louglas hod reached the age of sixteen nows he hed picked
up smoking cuw drinking, he hed grown into the form of 2
man---ponusome anv stronz. He consiucreu nimself a "tough
guy", but has the innocent look of an "ungel®. He could
just look at peuvple anu get what he wante., for he trie. it
on all the beer tovern owners anw coulu get ¢ free bottle
of beer enytine he pleascd. 4Any girl woale jump at the
chance to Jate him, and gvery boy on the streed would
glauly become his frienc.

This teeu-age gang wae, of course, run by souc one
higher up, un. the boys hau never scen nis face. They got
each instruction from Joe fobles, the owner of the corner
poulroow. He "fence.! thneir stolen goocs for them, but
they never had the desire to meet hin.

Louglas had been lucky, he had never been caught by
the police) chased u few times, but never caught. Hé con-
sidereu himsz1f "big tiue"; he even bought o gun to prove
it.

His fether uied during the next yeur, lesving only his
tireu, ol.i mother to face the col., hcertless world, Louglss
tolu her he hoo got o job in the fictory, but wis giving
her money he huau teken from the stures or from pecple on the




streets.

Love walkeu in his life, when he met Jane omith, OShe
was clean anu pure--—everything he wosn't., de hoad met her
on a Sun.ay, while he wes walking through the pork, looking
for any person who looked like he ha money. They ha. bump-
eu into cach other tnu it was love at first sipght for both
of then.

bouglas au. June were murrieu only two months later
an: he ha: to get « job to support her an. his mother. He
coulu never let her fino out he was nothing but a hoodlum)
"The Hooulum Saint", he was often callec by his frien.s.
He founu a job in a factory, an. never being use. to har.
work, he coulun't encure the long enu strenous hours. The
next week, Uouglas .rew his psy check, an: walkeu out of
the factory, unknown by his wife.

He went down to the pool roum to see the gang. He
haun't pulled a "job" in so long that his fingers were
itching to grasp 2 gun once more. He had the fullest con-
fidence that Jone would never find out whut he was aoing.
He pullea robbery after rotbery, therefore heving more than
enough nmoney to see them through each veek.

He had never been caught---luck was with him, but was
his luck to hold out forever? He needed money badly, for
he had lost all he huoc in & card game with the boys. He
walked the streets nervously, because btodsy .as payday at
the factory and he didn't have the nerve to face Jane; he
had never had the courage to face reality.

The little restourant on the cormer looked like a good
set-up for him. It made goou business and as he looked
through the windows, it wes closing time and the owner was
alone. He pulled his hut over his eyes, turned up his coat
collar, felt for his gun, and wolkeu in. He walked up to
the counter and told the ewner in & low voice to empty
the cash register. BSeeing the gun, he diun't protest and
hended 211 the money over to Lbouglas. "Two-hundreu dollars
———gooul" thought Douglas, "tnis will keep Jane from finding
out!™ He backed out the woor znu began to run cown the strect.
He hesrd the owner call for the Policae. Luck was running
out, because he heardu footsteps gaining on him. The bullets
began to go over his heau, an. then one struck its mark
in his back. As he lay in the mui and rain, he thought of
Jane, anc of his mother snu father, and his tears fell into
e pudule of rcin., Then his eyes closcd, he had pedid Lhis
debt to society. The city is uark, anu "Chicago is sleeping.”

Lale Frazier




=T

“Short Story=
UATE O WOuN LAKE

From the corner of her eye, Cynthia Hunt ceught sight
of the bright reu shirt moving across the innts wide (ining
room toward her teble. OShe could feel her heort beat faster.
Of all the zirls that were guestsat the Moon Lake Inn, Ronnie
Parker kept choosing her for his attention.

a8 he roachéd her side, she smiled uy «t the now famil-
iar fuce, the pointeu chin, bright Dlue e¢ves anu bleck curly
hair,

"Goou morning," she saiu anu wonderau why her own voice
had the sount of music in it.

"Hi, Cynthia. morning, Wr. Hunt."

"Goou morning, Ronnie, Have & seat." Mr. Hunt nouddeu
towaru & cheair.

Ronnie sliu sideways into the chair, his long legs sprowe
leu out to one siue. te picke! up a fork an: begin meking
wesigns on the tablecloth. "Lo you huve anything plonned
for this morning, Cynthia?"

In a yuick gesture of embarrassment Uynthia pushecd
back her hair. OShe hsu not reciized weting woulu be like
this. Part of it was pure delight, but some times she felt
as 1f she was too youny, & little awkwur.. &nu now to be
making & date right in front of Laugy!

"Wothing snecicl," she saidl.

Mr, iunt smiled, pusheu back his chair. "well, I hoave
a gume of golf., If I .on't get going 1'1ll miss my foursome."
He rose anu pattes Cynthiz on the head. "Be goud," he sacid
and walkeu awuy.

Ronnie leuned toward ner, his foce earnest., "Listen
Cyntnia, I kuoow it is still pretty winugy, but touay is my
lest vegy. Let's puucle up through the inlet?"

Cynthis looked cut the big winwow focing the loke.
The luke woes widte with tumbling waves. It woul. be silly
to 7» eanceing un & vuy like this, Besides, Leuuy trusted
her juugement. It hiu Geen sort of & present on her last
birthusy, his permitting her to make her own aecisions.

"I con't know, Ronnie. Gouulun't we go on another
hike?"

"But I want to show you the inlet."
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Cynthis nervously twisted her ring rounu and round her
finger. ©She knew Ronnie wonteu to show her the inlet. He
has talkec sbout it every uny. But 21l week the weather
had been too winuy. It hac elso been too colu-—too colu
to even go swimming.

"Coulun't we go in a rowboat?" She ciun't want him to
know that she hzu never been in a canoe.

"4 rowboat! Whut for? You can swim,can't you?"

"Mmmhmm."  #ell, she coulw,coulun't she? The length of
the pool anyway.

"Oh come on. It will be fun."

"I'm not much at puculing." Maybe if she aumitted
that much he woulu chinge his minu.

"I'm the man to give you some good pointers on that.
Please, Cynthia."

His urging tugged ot her like a rope. ©She was pretty
sure bacdy woulu not approve., He hoo telked to her sbout
the responsibility of having freeuom, anc he counted on
her not to tuke foolish chunces. Still, o person oweu
something to her friunus, cspecially when she wanted so
much to have them like her. On & suuuen wive of uaring
she said, "Okey Honnie, L'l11 go."

"Swell Cynthiz! Swelll Let's get going.”

Ronnie jumpe. up, but waiteu to follow her out of the
uining room. It muke her feel growm up an: important to be
leauing the way,

Insive the boathouse, their feet mave a hollow sounu
on the floor. Jim, the boat boy, threw zside his book anu
brought his tippeu chair woim with a crack, "Hello," he saia.

"Lo," Konnie welkeu between the rows of upturneu boats
slapping his hanu elong their si.es. "How's szbout a cunoe?",
he asgked.

"4 cenoe?" Jim ceme toworu them. "You going far?"

"Up terough the inlet,™ homnie enswered,

Jim ran his hume tarough his hnir. "Boy! 4are you

going to have a struggle! OUn o oy like this the wine is
apt tu blow up strong by noon."
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sy girl is gome," Honnie grinneu, "You're not ofrai.
of = little wina are you, Cynthiz?"

My Girl! "I'm not zfreiu," she saiu. maybe she wasn't.
Maybe it wos just Ronnie's worus thot made the tightness in
her chest.

while tne boys argue. which cnnoe was the best, Cynthio
walked out to the -ock cn. lookeu ut the wooued hills on
the opposite siue of the leke. They ha. never looked so
fur away. Her eves traveled the whole long lengih of the
lske to the yellow speck which Romnie suic wis & sanuy
bezech at the entrance to the inlet. Wes 1t too late to
back out?

Ronnie anu Jim came wown the ramp with the crnoe, lough-
ing onu kiucing with esch other. OSurely they woulun't be
acting so light-hesrteu if it were really uangerous,
Cynthia heasru the canve urop into the vater, saw Jim hold
out his hen. to help her in.

"Step into the mi..le," Ronnie auvised.

ko, there was no backing out now, ©She put her foot
into the exact niu le of the bout un: set uovn. Ronnie
climbed into the stern and the cinoe wobbled and tipped.
Cynthia's hunds flew -own to grip the siues,

"Just sit tight for o minute," Ronnie saiu.

ohe caught her brezth ns the cunoe moveu slowly away
from the .ock.

"Hopry <rowning,® Jim callec after them checrfully.

"Says you," Romnie shouteu buck.

"wow «ip your paw le anc pull," FKRonnie was mutter—of-
fact anu buginess like, "Take it ecsy though and den't
lean towarc the pauule,"

Cynthia pulleu the pauilde gently through the water.

"You'redcingfine but put more power behind it. You
don't want me to vo all the work wo you?" Ronnie laughed,

She trieu egcin., "Is this =211 rignt?"

"Fine. Keep your arms stroight."

Concentrating " her pauwuling, €yntiic forgot her
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fear. Finally she cwught the hang of it.

Grzoually the op; osite shore changed from woods to
individusl trees.

"Isn't it pretty!" Cynthia exclamed.

"You ain't seen nothing yet." Ronnie was triumphant.
He was @lso right.

"I don't care whut hoppens. It was worth it,"
Cynthia said,

"I knew you'd feel that vuy."
Cynthia felt -« tingle of happiness at the pleasure in
his voice. wnhat would ne hove thought of her if she had

gone vugainst her better juugement?

"I'm 8o gled I cae--" A suduen splush cut off her words.
My=thot was thot?" She stummered.

Ronnie chuckled. "Unly a beaver. Didn't you see
him?"

"No, I viun't. Wwill he come neur the cuanoce?" She asked.

Ronnie rozreu with laughter, "You bub;, of course not."

at the enu of the channcl, they beachec the cance and
got out. They sat on a log, worm in the sun. Neither of

them noticed the wind on the hills wus begining to roar.

They began to notice it long before they got back to
the l:ke.

"Coulu you pull a little hzrder, Cynthiz?" Ronnie
called.

"Y1l try." She cculu see the luke mows Its great
waves rushed frightfully towcr. her.

"Ronnie, can we mcke 12"
"Sure. Lon't worry."

The canoe movec out onto the loke o Cynthiz founu the
tiny dot that was the inn.

A13 of the sud en ¢ big fosming wnve came, turning
the boat over,
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The next thing she knew Ronnie was pulling at her
trying to see if she was okey.

"You all right, Cynthia?"

"I'w 211 right," she grooned..

"we'll beach the canoe and dump it," he said.

They «ragged the canoe to the beach.

"There's o mutorboat," she shricked.

Ronnie straightened up to look. "It's not the inn's
boat,"

Miave yo.r reu shirt," Cynthia urged. "Maybe they'll
pick us up anyway."

"Listen Cynthia, there's no need to call for help.
I'm sure we can m ke it uncer our own power. 1t mey be a
bit tough, but wePe ot chil.ren anu there's reslly no Jenger,
bon't you see?"

"Ronnie, I cen't swim ascruss the lake. I can only
just make it across the pool," she saiu in desperation.

Ronnie took off his shirt cnd waved it. The boat stopped
and touvk them buck across the luke.

Back at the inn uyntnl_ was stretched out on o lawn
chair in the sunm.

"Cynthia?" FRonnie's voice mate her jump. She had not
hear. him come across the lavn,

"Hello,Ronnie," sle szid, trying to smile.
"Wou okey?" he askeu.
"I'm fine,tiunks. whuot sbout you?"

"I'm okey. J epers, Cynthie, wiy oidn't you tell me
you coulun't swimi You huh me worrieu for a while.”

"well, I --" Cyntkis flushcu. How coul. ghie tell
him she h=. gone to please himd

He lockeu up ot her an. leughed. "eell, I guess you
lecrneu rot to go out in a canoe until you can seim, snu I
learned to find out how gou. & girl can svim before I pauule
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her acruss a luke. How zbout going to a2 s uare dance to-
night?"

A syuare cance! Her fevorite thing in all the worle.
"Okgy," she saiu, "but I have to be home by ten-thirty."

"wkey. Can you be rez.y by eight?"
"I'11 be ready."

Cyntinia smile.. This might be her last anight with
Ronnie, but she wis resuy for uotes with other boys now.
She coulu be herself, speak her own minu, hove her own
iueas. woaying what you thought was right wesn't sc fatal,
after all,

Letitia Tyler

Short Story
THE A%aKE 1ING

The mounlight vwus white on the flagstone walk sn.. the
trees glistenc.. & bit beaceth their coat cf frost. It was
early November anu the lexves were neurly all brown now.

It vas the time of yeur when the uays ove warm cno the nights
are cool, an. the tinme vhen people rather enjoy living.

sarah sat on the floor by the wincow with the white
lace curtains thrown bick over her shouluer so they woulun't
obstruct her view of the rou.. Thevalley wzs bothed in
white moonlight snd the zutwmn winu blew gently through the
trecs anu rustle. the leaves. Lown neer the c'eek wus the
barn anu Sarch coulu sce the mooniight on the roof anv she
coult near the night creatures call.

It was not only the sweet, clear, zutum night that
attracted her tu the upen winuow. Touwy heu becn election
way in Jasper county an. it wes the first time in her short,
merrieu life that Steve had been awsy from her for a uoy.

He hau been angy since early morning ani non it was nercrly
midnight. Tho she knew the .istonce wus long from here to
the county seat, she coulun't help feeling o bit fearful
for bteva,

Then agecin, it seemed to Sarah that nothing could really
happen to him. be was too big anu finc. He was her husbanul
Even if the whole ccunty went hog-wilu crazy, they coulun't
hurt vteve. de wa. too bigl
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Tne far coff sounu of movement of the anim:els in the
barn distracted Sarah's thoughts for & moment. Just why
was she here anyway, in this Gou-for-ssken hill county
where the whele worlu was just outsiue your dosor uvnu the
Valley anu mountaing were your only security: ao! She
coulun't say that. OSteve was her security. Thet's why she
wes here.

Steve was & kiinu anu gentle man in everything he icj
as he telkeu anu liveu undg workeu. Everyone loveu him, even
the animzls he kept. 4#nu sometimes Sarch coulun't keep
from believing thut the vory earth he love: sou much cnu
workeu in every uay, returneu his wsrm affection. de was
a very respected man in the community cnu in the county as
far as thot was.

But tousy, election uay, he ha. gone to bhe county seat
to vote., Of course every mun erounc wouli be there anu she
hau heer. such awful things ebout elections ucys in Jasver
County. The women at the church hac tolu her things that
were haru to believe, especiclly to barah, after her soft,
city roising. They hce told her how nen drank ena fought,
and sometiies even killed, Though she fought the icea'
with her whule heart anu soul, ond tried to tell herself
that nu people coulu reslly be like that, she weg still
efraid, Why she was afraid, of coarse, stemue. from the
foct thet Steve wus there ecneng the other men of the county.

Thus, she sat now before the open winuow with cnly
her thin cotton nightgown on znd the lece curtzins. thrown
over her shouliers. She folued her zrms un the window sill
on. sut listening; listening to the night hum and simg about
her. &n. £g she sat the mounlight sheu its goluen besns
on her nair,

Then ,uite suwuenly, the gilence was broken. Far off
uown the roau she could hear the beut of horses houfs on
the har. roa surface. The roac was zlways har.u enu foirly
smooth this time of year. O5he lifted her heau anu as she
listene. , the houf beat camc closer anu closer.

was it Steve? "Uh Loru, let it be Steve." she praye.
alouu. "Pleuse, let it be Steve."

The wark figure of the horse anu rider cime into the
yaru. It seemeu to Sarun that they were flying. wuite
suuuwenly she was stenuing. "It's Steve," she widspercc
as she ran ovut of the rvom anw own stairs.

Sne bangeu the front screen woor, which they hamn't
takon wown yet, us she ran .ut inte the yorua.
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"Steve, Steve, where cre you? wus it 211 right? what
happened? I--I-." $She pauseu anu listene. for = moment.
"Darling, where are you?"

The only sounu she could hear was water spleching sguai-
nst the ruck wash bowl neur the well. at first the silence
neazrly ueafene. her. Then she hear. his faint answer.

"I'm here Sarah., Herel" And then nothing,

"I'm coming uear.," She answvereu cuickly. "I'm ——
Oh Stevel"

Sne feune him lying on the grounc near the wash bowl.
The sleeve of his shirt was nearly torn away an: he had o
huge reu place on his shouluer. The blood wes running wown
his erm. Not far aswsy were his j:cket #nu hat} the jacket
had &« huge brown stein on it. his mare stoo. shyly by the
flower row of the garuen.

Sarah stuou with her han. over her mouth for a mowent.
She «iun't know zhetuner to ery or not. He uecide. for her.

"It's my shoul.er honey, you'u better call Lr, Sam."
Sarah cruprew to her knees 2nu tuuched nis srm «ith her
fingers. "The bullet's still in it."

"fes vear. Don't talk." oOhe Jiun't really know why
he shouluntt talk, but she hio hecru it somewhere. A
feeling of horror camc uver her for she had never seen Steve
hurt before, never seen him suffer. Tho she was horrified,
she kncew she must o something. "I'1ll go for ir. Sam,
but I can't leave yuu herel"

"Go on. I ean' go in." He growsaneu = little snv put
his hanu over "herg. "Hurry, Sarah! Hurry!"

She uiun't say snother word. Tho fear paralyze. her,
the fact that Steve necuew her help was upperwmost in her
mind an. she realizeo that the only way she couals help
was to go for br, Sam,

S0, with only Steve's jocket arounc her, she touk the
little mare an. rocve as haru us she woult go, through the
Valley, and into Jasper Creeck Hollow,

Ur., SBem was in beu, but he vwug up and awzy with her in
only a few winutits time., The mile they roue seemcd never
encing anu sarsh felt they woulu never reuch home,

when they reached him, oteve wos still lying in the
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same place, only now, he was unconscious. Swrsh wes even
more stunneu, but some how she helpeu Lr. Sam carry Steve

in the house anu then helpe. us she couluy, as the woctor be-
gun to try to remove the bullet. Everything that hup; ene.
seeme. tu be a uream uan. yet she knevw it was very rosl.

sometime or othur, she vasn't sure when, she «ressec
eanu tiew back her hair. when she wnsu't running to an. fro
for the woctor she just stoud "nu sturew. It coulun't
be bSteve! ie might uie!

aAs alwaye in 2 crisis the hours udragged by. 23ut when
she went into tne kitchen to hest some water, she hesrd the
doctor calling from the stalrwsy. "oarah! Sarah dinthrop,
Come in hecre."

Her heart bent wiluly as she ran to the stair wuy.
"enat's wrong? He will be nll right, won't hef' she cske.
& bit excite ly.

"Well of course. He's lost a lot of blood, but with
rest ne'll be fine. Now as for you--" He tiun't finish
for the tecrs of joy flowed,  uite su..enly, from Ssrah's
gyes. #4s she took up her apron to ury them, Lr. Sam took
her in his arms onu gaid nothino.

when she gaiune. suone control of herself she whispereu,
"I coulln't beleive it. wnot Steve! He's so strong, so
big. How coul: they hurt him? when «i: it hapren? uwhy?"

"He's not huly,my wear. sde's just hapyened to ster
in tov juickly wher Jeu Conn an. Clen dallcy - ot in an ar-
gument. Clem shot him, but he wre too «rTunk to know whet
he vog Joing. I know it isn't a small mattzr to you. It
has no reczson to be. This is your first cncounter with
pain but woubtlessly, not your lagt, Steve neeus you, now,
You can't let him cowne You've hadtogrow up in one night,
but I think you've passed the test,"

"Grown up in one night." The worus clung in Ssran's
mind, Vas that it, only a few houre ego she was » child,
anu now she was 4 wowan? "iow can 80 nuch harren in such
a2 short length of time?V she wuskeu the woctor.

"The tnings that mcke cur lives teke the shurtest
lengths of time! You were burn wuickly, you were married
aickly, you will uie uickly. Tonight yuu heve grown up

quickly."

Somehow sarsh uncerstocw enu she knew Steve necueu her.
vhen the woctur left, he promiseu to cull agein tomorrow to
see about Steve, His only oruer vas to keep him quiet.
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after he hzu gone, barch climbeu the stairs with a lamp
in her hanc an. went into the room where her husband leay.
He was sleepring.

45 she looked at him, she realizeu that ne was still hig
enn he was still ner security, but he wes no longer holy,
Suc.enly he was very real anu very humon, de was just ag
sie, herself for he was something to ner now se houd never
been Lictfore.

He hed alweys been abuve her, now he wis a part of her.
It was true that she hau grown up, that she hou reached o
tine of ausk ning.

Steve wus hers now en. &8 she touchew his hanu, she

no longer folt ewe ane feer of him, but she feit his life
tuo bg her lifc and she knew he wag just her Steve.

annelle Mciullen
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~Short Story-
25«

CHabE

I walked down Front Street for the first time in twelve
years. I had lived there all of my life before I left to go
to the army. I hadn't come back until now,

Front Street had changed a great dezl since I wzs there
last., The railroad end the depot were the ssme, dirty and
desolate. e used to pley around the platform until the
police ran us home at night. There wus a crazy sort of game
we used to play, chase, we calleu it. It was a wilu form of
"hide enu seek". we chosec up sides an. flipped 2 coin to
see which side wag "it", Then the others would all go hide.
There were no bouncary limits , we went all over town. The
"it" gide woulu give the ovaer siuve long wvnough to get out
of sight; then they woul W go after them. Each moember hau
to catch one member of the other siuve and bring him back
to the railrcad platforn,

scross the street was toe Gault Builuing., It was & very
old buil.ing, built before 190U. It hau first been usce as
& hotel. During the time I heu lived on Front Street, the
first floor of the Guult na. been useu us an "all-night-
joint", as my mother h:u celleu it. Kate's place was its
naie, 1 remember sceing wrunks fz11 cut of the woor on the
sicewalk., The second floor wes then use. as o kinu of
"rooming house".

The Gault Builuing was completely vifferent now. The
generel frame' ork vas the szme, but the cutsive had been
covereu with white asphalt shingles, The first floor windows
had been wiueneu, @n. nect curtains hung from halfwazy .own,

I laugheu to myself when I sew the sign on the uoor -
"Holiness Mission",

On the other sice of the Gault Builuing was o vacent
lot. This was where the Crain Hotel hau been, before it
burne., The Crcin heu been a thriving business tefore Mr.
Crain began to ~rink, He haJ let Ma Hiil manege it for him,
anu she had turned it into ¢ "rough house". It was closed
by court oruver. While it ves closeu, it burneu, Some people
saiu that Mr. Crain burneu it himself, for suvme mysterious
reason; others seid the seme thing ebout Ma Hill, we ¢iun't
core how or why it burned. It mzde on iuesl place for "ex-
ploring", an. the busement wes the fauvorite place for hiding
wilen we played chese.

Mr. Crcin hau never ucne anything abuut the lot. He
refused to builc: on it, or cleen it. It was much the some
&8 it bau been twelve years carlier, only the scrubby bushes
that grew there were much higher.
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I walkeu on own the street and I czme to whet I knew
shoulu be the little frame builuing that hau been Boggs'
Store. Jim Boggs had been my best friend. Wwe used to play
monopoly in the rear of the store on the nights when there
wus no Chase game. I con't know what ever happened to the
Boggs family. I guess taey left town.

There was nothing to hint that the little frame store
had once been here. & huge garsge was here now, an. a useu
car lot took up what had been several lots.

On «own Frount Street 1 saw something thet haun't
changed, It was what we hau callew the Tin Builuing. Mr,
Crzin owned it anu he liau trected it the same way he haa the
hotel lot. He refused to uo anything wih it. It seemeld
completely useless, and it wes now. It haun't beon useless
once. Before the war people hau lived there. .

I saw two big initials in reu paint, written on the
siue of the bulluing. They were "B..u.". That was Benny
Hillman, His fomily had liveu in the Tin Builuing, but that
wasn't necessarily why his initials were there., Benny hod
his initials everywhere. dis futher crank anc boctleggeu
whiskey, his mother never combed ner hair, an. none of them
ever had enough to eat. Denny trieu to be recognized as a
leader. He played with younger chiluren, He often wore
a mask ma.¢ .ut of a feed-ssck, ile called himself the
magked banuit. Bemy wasn't always with younger children;
he was a bully with older vnes »8 well. 1 aiun't escupe
Benny's bulliness mys<lf.

iy mother had tolu me never to go neer Kote's Place,
but once I went all the way in, That was the rnight Benny
Hillman made me go in. Bemy was older tasn me, and that
night he haut o krnife. He made me take his shoeshine box and
go in anu ask cvery customer if thoy wanteu a shoeshine.
He expected Kate to throw me out, but she encouraged every-
one to get a s.oeshine. She gave me a hamburger and I
made a Jdollar anu a quarter, Bemy wos alecys 2 bully, but
iie never bothered we again (fter thaot.

Benny hau only gone to ubout the fourth grazde. He
had never gone much oi' the fuar years; his mother lied for
him to keep him vuts He never Jid anything but play the
masked banuit in the .aytime or go to the show at night,
if he could bLeg the money. On the nights when he coulun't
get the noney, he playce. chase.

One night Benny enu I were on the same sice in the
Chase gamz, ¢ were hiuing on the svconu floor of an un-
finisheu builcing. Ben wes confiuent.
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"They'1ll never fin. us here," seiu Ben.
"No, they won't finu us," I agreed.

while I was tulking I saw Bob Worris and vavic Miller
coming up the lauuer. It secmou funny to me.

"Well, Masked Bandit, so we'll never finu you," kidued
Bob Morris, grabbing Benuy by the arm,

Benny wiun't take it as a joke though. He knockeu Bob
off the lacuer und ron down cnd kicked him 28 ne lay on
the floor belov. Then Benny went home.

Bob Worris wag in the hospital for two .ceks, but
everyune thouysht it was cn accivent.

Afver tlat I likeu Benny even less than before, 1
trici to manage tu stuy away frum him. when the War stert-
e, Benny wanteuw to onlist in the army, but for some reason
they diua’c toke hin., One ooy he stoppeu me on Front Street.

"I flarke the test," he seid.

twhat test?" I uskeu him.

"Pontt you Xnow? The srmy L.e. Teet.”

"Thatis too bau; if y.u reclly wante. to go."

Yhouk, you were alwuys pratty goou in school; why
uon't you aelp me¥"

Mell, I [vess I coulu tay."

"Coue obiut two."

"okey . "

"Eee your."

I ciunt't exactly want to go, but I hau promiseu, so 1
went. Mg, Hillmen vas surpriged to see me; I had never
gme to Ben's house befire.

"I wuate: tO Ses Ben," I ssid.

"He ain't here aow," she repiied.

"I wes suproses to see him,"
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"well, he ain't here now," she sai., her hair stringing
s it always wid. OShe closed the uovor anu I welked on own
the street. 1 was glaud Ben wasn't home.

nwhen I peescu the Urain Hotel lot, I saw beany with his
feed suck mosk. He was the idasked Banait chasing four little
boys.

I ciun't see Benny zgsin after thet. I went to the army
the next month.

A few wecks ofter I joineu the army I hearu thet Benny
ha. been killeu. He hac uere. Frank dartin to come out of
his house, end Frank hou shot hiz with a shotgun.

I stocu looking ot the initials on the sive of the Tin
Builuing. Benny's lifc haun't been worth much. He probably
woulu have been vifferent if he had hac nalf & chence.

with Front Street changed like it was, nothing like that
coula hap en agsin. Everyone ha. money, Kate's Place had
become & Church, must of the shabbiness was gune from Front
Street. No, it coulun't hepren agzin.

I turneu from the Tin Builuing anu walkeu bock up Front
Strect. It was getting uark c«s I steppeu on the roailroad
platform, The troin woulc be here in & minute. There were
four or five little buys runaing from the platform towrrd
the Crain notel lot. after them wos & lorger boy in an
expensive losking sort of sruce sult, He chuse. bthe Hoys
into tie Crain Lot, onu they «isapresreu ints the Lzsement.

I hearu the train cuming, but it wasn't the wnistle of
twelve years agu that I hewrd, It was thet nerve-terring
blere of the horn on the uicsel, but it serveu the same rvur-
poSe.

Jumes Davis






