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The sparrow sits on a telephone pole in
the alley jn the city.

The clty is the world in microcosm.

The city lies in splendour and squalor.
There are many doors to.the city. Many
things hide behind she many doors. More
lives than one are lived in the city, more
deaths than one are met within thg® city's
gate,

The city doesn’t change.

The people come and go, the visirors.
They see the front yard.

But what of the city’s back yard, and ghe
alley? Who knows the lives and minds
of the people who live in the alley?

Knock on any door down this street, in
this alley. =

A

HE was at the prayer age. When St. Augustine's bell blessed
the neighbourhood, rolling out across the scaticred red and
green rooftops, sounding acioss the shy in a deep-throated
benediction, he stood facing the shurp-pownted cross-peaked
steeple, made the sign of the c¢ross and said the Angelus, three
Hail Marys, slow and reverent. He went 1o Holy Communion
on the nine First Fridays and made novenas, praying ear-
nestly. He formed the prayers with his child mouth, clasping
his small hands over the high, carved oak rail of the last pew
with all the candles and lights and crowned plaster saints
shimmering around him; and the sanctuary lamp glowed
steady-red from its hig® place over the altar where it fell
straight down from the vaulted ceiling on its single gold chaia
and hung like a misty star for everybody to see and know
that God was there. He felt small in that great church. Ande
he felt God there, near to him.
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.. Hé'd see an 'old woman on the street with a wrinkled face -

.and a thin moustache, an old woman shambling along in

,dbabby out-of-tashion clothes and he'd say five Hail Marys

. and five Our Fathers for her. Or a tramp would come beg-

. ging at the back door and he'd go upstails and kneel by his
little bed with the quiet, sad crucifix on the stern-grey wall
over the bed and pray for the hobo Ma had given sandwiches
and coffee to on the back porch. (She had carefully locked
the door afteh she had handed, the sandwiches out past the
chain and bolt that let the door come open only a few inches.)
His lips woulg, tremble over the prayers and his eyes raised
to the outstretched Jesus, white against the ebon, would
sometimes fill with tears,

Then, when he was old enough, he was an altar boy. He'd
get up at twenty to six every morning and, rubbing the sleep
out of his eyes with his fists, hurry up and dress and start for
the church. The streets would be shrouded with the grey
quiet of da#break. Down past the streetcar tracks St. Augus-
tine’s sat in the first grey whisper of dawn, calling its sparse
early-mass worshippers, taking in the men and women.
Womerr in dark clothing, meagre against the long streets and
the angular blildings and the slanling splinters of sunlight,
trudged to the charch. TheAs would be a few men, but only
a few., A policeman or a streetcar conductor would pass ap
the k:-ut stone steps and under the high arched doors carved
with the figures of saints. But mostly they werd women. An
old Italian woman, fat, dirty, with a black shawl pulled over
ber head and shoulders, always sat on the top step saying her
beads until the bell died away and mass began. He thought
that God, way ¥p and way off somewhere, liked to see her
there on the top step of St. Augustine’s, mumbling over the
black beads as they slipped one by one through her oily fingers
away from the crucifix and back to it.

He bad to pass the brick school building, the cinder play-
ground inside the black iron picket fence and the convent. He
always slowed up as he passed the Sisters® house. In the grey
frame convent through the softly lighted windows he could
se¢ the nuns in their gentle black as they knelt at prayer,
their hands like the spreading wing# Of doves. This always
made him feel good inside and when he slipped out of the
cold into the church to get into his cassock he would think of

ghe Sisters saying their prayers all together. And some morn-

ings he would remember his first Holy Communion, coming

into the church slow and all trembly and carrying a lighted:
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<andle while the otgan played and the choir sang, “ O Lord, I
Am Not Wotthy 1hat [hou Shouldst Come to Me” And
the grrls all 1in white with whate veils, the faces all turned to
them as they marched up the heavily carpeted middle aisle
to the front pews*faces he could feel looking at bim but
could not see, tot he kept his hcad bent and tus aands ponted
together like the chuich steeple Hu remembered the tinkle
ot the altar bell, how he stuck his tongue far gut and how
tenderly he held the Host in lus mouth, thinking all the ume
ot Jesus 1nside the wafer He had come home that warm blue
and gold Sunday morning with uts hittle breege ruffing the
lawns and the tree leaves and the lace colikrs of women
passing by and had sat on the froat poich saying his rosary
over and ovei, the white bead rosary Ma had given him for
making his first Communion while he thought of Jesus put-
ting Himsel{ mto the watcer, and comung into the bodies of
good peoplc

Ma and Pa said that they weie blessed to have such a good
son  Pa, standing straight backed and square-snouldered, hus
face never loung that swvere losk, sud inehis stern voice,
*Our Niek 1s a fine boy Our Nick 1s going to be a priest
We are go ng to grve our Nick to the church ' Ana uk 1gh
Ma nagged hun ibout brushing his teeth and shining his
shoes be often heard her sav 1o the npeighbows, or to com-
pany, “ Nick 1s s0 kind and géntle Hes ike a little saint ™

Her voice would tremble with pride, and she would go on*
*“ One day by Rankin s grovery stote a cat had a httle bit of a
mouse cornered and was playing with it —just pawing 1t and
slapping 1t this way and that A viowd ot people were stind-
g around watching Do you know what Nick did’? You
couldn’t guess! lhat child walked up piched that mouse up
and stuck it 1 his pocket and walked away as fast as he
could! It Nick wis to die hed go straight to heaven’ It
was Ma's lavourite story Nick would bang his head self-
consciously when he heard it But he still thought aboat that
mouse and felt sorry 131 %t

LJ L *

Ang and Tuliin wete swell His sister Ang, who was a
couple of years older than he wais, bked to tahe him out with
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her, out walking or to the park. And she’d buy him ice
cream sodas at Torricelli's Jiugstore. Julian, his brother,
who was sixteen and in high school, was always helping him
with his homework or making model aeroplanes for him or
playing cat¢h with him at St. Augustine’d playground. Other
fellows' big brothers didn’t play calch with them. He had a
keen family.

And there was Aunt Rosa, a fat, lumpy, middle-aged woman
with stringy grey-streaked hair that was always hunging loose
from its knot in the back, and a friendly smile and a big mole
on her cheek,near the corner of her mouth with one long,
blonde-grey h#'r growing out of it. She came over to their
house a lot. He liked his Aunt Rosa. She had a way of
talking that was nice and when she talked to him it was almost
like one of the fellows. She didn’t go around dressed up all
the time and she didn't act classy. She said she didn't go
bustin’ her head against the aliar rail every Sunday, but that
she was a Christian and didn't give a damn for the hypocrites
who filled the churches on Sunday mornings and 1n a race
for heaven she bet she’'d beat a lot of them by a country
mile. Ma would send him out of the room when Aunt Rosa
got wound up, but he'd sometimes stand in the hall Iistening,
and he liked titz way Auut Rosa talked and looked and
smelied. But he wished she would go to church every Sunday
likes ;o 34id in the prayer book that you should, and he didn't
like to hear her say those curse words. ‘They hurt him inside.
But she was always jolly and good—natured and slapped her
leg hard and she laughed and brought him something good to
eat when she came over.

Sometimes she would pinch his cheek and cluck her big
tongue and say to Ma, “1t's a shame to go making a priest
out of Nick when he’s so damn good-looking and hus those
big dreamy brown eyes.” Ma would start freezing up, but
Aunt Rosa always went right on as if she enjoyed shocking
people. “ He could break a lot of hearts when he gets older.
Damn it, people are going to be attracted by this boy. You
shouldn't hide him awav in a pulpit.” She'd pull his car or
muss his hair while Pa’s face got stormy and Ma closed her
eyes and opened her mouth in a hotrified gasp and Nick got
redder and 1edder.

® ] *

The best day of his life had been his twelfth birthday.
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Spring tumbled down over the hills and through the city, -
making everything warm and green. The sun lay on the streets
in long, yellow-gold patches and the flowers and trees and
lawns spread their colours everywhere. Then spring folded
into summer., Syamer lay over Denver, indolent and caress-
ing. Ang and Ma sat side by side in wicker chairs on the
front porch and crocheted, and Julian made the high school
baseball team. Aunt Rosa went away (o visit friends. Pa’s
business was doing swell and he bought a ne% Buick. Ang
won a cake-baking contest at the Catholic Women's Sodality’s
drive for funds to build a new convent. Thep it was Nick's
birthday and he was going to serve at High fMass,

He walked along the tree-shaded streets where the leaves
threw shadow patterns on him, running down his back on to
the sidewalk behind him. His fingernails haa been scrubbed
clean. Ma had given his ncatly combed huir a final pat and
pecked him on the cheek with her cool lips, straightening his
tic at the same time. He walked through the su#ight now in
the new suit Pa had bought for him. thiiiking about the sacristy
where he would put on his cassock and where Father O’Neil
would be waiting for him with his gentle eyes and -his soft
smile. He thought about bemg twelve and going, on that day,
to serve God. It was %onderful..'l’o-day wig his birthday and
it was St. Augustine’s Day, too. There would be a ceremony
for St. Augustine late in the aflernoon, and vespers ansy Rene-
diction. He would carry a lighted candle.

“ Ad Deum, qui laetificat juventutem meam,” he said, half-
aloud. These were his opening words when he stood at the
foot of the high altar at the beginning of Mass. The sun had
a warm arm around his shoulders. The small breeze wrinkled
his dark hair over his forehead, tossing the end of his tie
against one of his cheeks.

Nick came to the side gate of the church square. He walked
along the little sidewalk close against the wall of the church
and pushed open the heavy door at the back. Father O’Neil
stood in the sacristy by the cabinet where the sacred vessels
were kept. He stood in his flowing white alb near the tail
stained-glass window through which the light streaked, show-
ing in beams across *hs back. In his hands was the gold
chalice that no one but the priest could touch. He turned
slowly and looked down at Nick with his eves shining and
taking light from the window. * Happy birthday, son. May,
God bless you.”

“Thank you, Father.”
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Nick pulled off his coat and hung it on a hook. He took
the red cassock he would wear 1o-day from the chest against’
the wall. He buttoned himsell into it. It fell to the tops of
his shoes, cardinal in colour, tight around his shoulders and
closs to his neck. He shpped the lacy white linen surplice
with the deep sleeves over his head and smoothed his hair
back with his hands. Father and he worked without words
getting xeady for Mass. He liked Father O'Neil: better than
Pa, even. Favher O'Neil was so kind and gentle and moved
about in his long garments like a saint. His voice was so soft.
Never gruff orstern like Pa’s. Ma never spoke that kind. And
his eyes were ‘ohe nicest ey¢s he had ever seen. All saints
must have eyes like that. 1t was nice just being with Father
O’Neil, moving about the sacristy, not talking, helping with
the candles and the sacred vessels. They didn’t need words.

Nick lit the tall candles on the altar, touching them with
the long taper and seecing them come alive; he genufiected
before the &abernacle where Christ was, returned to the sac-
risty. The other altar boys had come in and were putting on
their cassocks. The cruets and censers were waiting on a side
table. Father O'Neil had on his silky white chasuble with
the large embroidered gold cross all eptwined with leaves and
tiny little flowerseon the baek of it. Then they were ready to
go into the sanctuary. The altar boys lined up. Fatber O'Neil
put«2 biretta on his head. They moved slowly towards the
door leading to the altar. Their garments 1uflled. And the
carpet whispered under them.

The altar was shining white marble with the rays of the
noon sun falling through the scmicircle of high-arched,
stained-glass windows behind it, crossing and recrossing and
lying golden all over it. The candles stood straight in their
gold holders with their flames like crowns. Flowers were on
the aitar,

They moved towards the holy place. Father O'Neil was
taking off his biretta, he wus kissing the altar stone.

“In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Amen.”’

“ Et introibo ad aliarem Dei: ad Deum qui laetificat juven-
tutem meam,” said Nick. “ And I go unto the altar of God:
to God who giveth joy to my youth. . . .”

The orgun swelled its notes fo all the walls. The people
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knelt with heads bowed. Father O’Neil turned to them and.
made the sign of the cross over them. ’

“ Dominus vobiscum.”

* God be with you,” That was beautiful,

“ Et cum spirituei¥o,” Nick answered, feeling all the people
kneeling behind him and the soft rays of sunlight falling on
Father O'Neil’s shimmering chasuble and travelling to him
where they were warm on his hair and forehead,

* » »

[ ]

They had a little pile of presents for him he#ped up on the
cushions on the front room sofa. They weie all singing,
“ Happy Birthday to You,” even Pa, who dida't look like he
enjoyed it. Nick opened the packages with excited fingers
while Ma, Pa and Julian and Ang stood in a smiling group
near the door, watching. He liked Julian’s present best—a
football. And as soon as he had wiggled out of s new suit
and hung it up on a wirc hanger like Ma made hum, he and
Juilan tried the football out in the backyard, even if football
season was way off yet.

At dinner Pa frowneg at him proudly over the big silvered
serving plate of veal scallopiru, *Ma piled &is plate and at
dessert time gave him a second helping of spumone fromr
Torricelli's drugstore when she wasn’t telling him not % eat
so fast and to take his elbows off the table. Ang, sitting next
to him, sneaked her hand under the table and put it on top
of his when Ma was scolding. And sometimes Julian, across
the table from him, winked at him. And he blew out all the
candles on the cake.

] * *

The procession that evening started from the chapel, went
to the church, where the choir sang; forty voices lifted and
the big bell in the tower rang oul. The procession wound
down the broad streets and the little crovked, cobbled streets
of Denver near the parish. People lined the sidewalks or
followed behind. The chdir went in front in dark blue with
two altar boys in the lead swinging censers. Then came the
statue of St. Augustine borne on a cross-barred platform
covered with flowers. Behind it Nick walked with a lighted
candle in his hand. His cassock touched the cobblesiones
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and his eyes shone. With the other aliar boys he walked,
their red and white garments a touch of colour against the
drab street. Lastly came Father O’Neil in the richly coloured,
heavily fringed cope fastened across his shoulders by a velvet
clasp and with a cape at the back. 1n Iis, hands, held high,
was a relic of St. Augustine.

At dusk Nick knelt in the gold and white chapel singing
the Gregorian chant. Somewhere a sparrow chirruped and
the tongue of the chapel bell was solemn across the twilight.

Nick went home with every minute of that day still fresh
in his boy—migd. He was named after St. Nicholas of Tolen-
tino, he knew,wnd he had read the life of his patron saint. It
was wonderful to him that St. Nicholas had belonged to the
Order of Hermuts of St. Augustine, and that here he was an
altar boy at St. Augustine’s. His hair now fell all over his
head, shaken loose by the wind. His eyes were dreamy. He
would be like St. Nicholas. And some day he would bc a
priest. He ¢hought about it all the way home and about how
when he was a priest he would convert the littlc Jewish boys
and the little coloured boys. Then some day he might be a
saint too, with a crowned statue in a pretty church and thou-
sands of candles at his feet. All the way home, hardly notic-
ing people or stezets, he thaught about 1t

2

THEN THEY were poor. The door opened and shut, but no
footsteps came intu the house, and Pa was standing just mside
the door in the hall, leaning buck against 1t heavily and
looking as if he couldn’t see anything clearly: as if everything
were strange. And nothing seemed to focus for him.

He was still like that in the hall when Ma came through
the house with biscuit dough on her hands, asking, *Is that
you, Pa?"

Pa’s face was drawn up and more stern-looking than Nick
had ever seen it. But when Pa spoke his voice shook; he just
reached out his hand to Ma, blindly, and said, “Lena—
Lepa—-" [

His eyes seemed to be trying to tell her something his mouth
couldn’t find words for. And Ma, who hnew something was
wrong right away, told him not to talk in iront of the kids.
“Come on upstairs, Pa,” she pleaded. standing at the foot
of the steps and staring at him with deep, troubled eyes. But

14
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Pa stood there stunned-like, not hearing her. And Ma wiped
her bands on her apron and got crumbly balls of dough on
the floor without noticing. “ Come on, Pa,” she begged gently,
and finally he moved towards her as if he were feeling his
way in the dark.,'When Ma's hand touched his coat shoulder
and went around him bis body shook a little. He looked as if
he were going to cry. They went upstairs to their room and
closed the dvor, Pa holding on to the bdmster and half
pulling himself up the steps.

In the downstairs front room Nick, Julian and Ang waited
quietly, fearfully. Ang sat in a corner pulling at her hand-
kerchief until she tore it. Then, ior no reasorgat all, she burst
into tears and ran out of the room. Julian, getting more like
Pa every day, had put on his grown-up face with the sad
expression in his eyes. Nick stared out the window without
looking at anything, and he tried to hear what the voices were
saying behind the closed door upstairs. All he could hear
was the low murmur without being able even ® tell which
was Ma and which was Pa. His whole body seemed to be
beating in the front of his chest.

At last Ma came down and fixed supper just as if nothing
had happened, but N'g:k could tell that she had been crying,
fur her eyes were red with a dried-up look sround them. The
others didn’t ask about Pa, but Nick did, When the food was
on the table he said, ** Ain’t Pa going to eat?”

Ma stood with the frying-pan in onc hand, and he thought
she was going lo drop it, her hand shook so. She pulled in
one corner of her lip and bit*it. Then her {ree hand quivered
to her hair and stayed there, {retful. The words came out
hollow, then with an irritable snap to them: ' No, Pa don’t
feel good. Nick, you're always asking too many questions.
Haven't 1 told you about being so inquisitive?” Her voice
broke. * Now, you children sit here and eat. I'm going up-
stairs to your father.,”

L] L) »

On the way from school next day Nick walked past the
store near downtown W&h the gold-leaf lettering on the plate
glass spelling out: L. RoMANO-—IMPORTER OF ITALIAN FoOODS.
The store was locked. The big wheels of cheese weren't in
the windows, or the little dirty-looking ones that hung from,
ropes and were good when you cut into them past their rusty-
brown outsides. Most of the cans, and -the big boxes of all
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different kinds and shapes of spaghetti with long, funny
Italian names were off the shelves, Even the bottles of olives
were gone. And when Nick got home strange men were in
the house, in all the rooms, examining furniture, feeling it
and saying how much they’d give for it. FPa’s eyes still looked
balf-blinded and bewildered. The sternness was only in the
centres now.

The new car, only half paid for, had to go back. They
had to mové. They took only the table and chairs from the
kitchen, two beds and a couch, and the big old-fashioned gilt
frame all caryed with leaves with the picture of the Blessed
Virgin in it. Ma cried and Ang helped her, Julian had to
quit school, and that broke him up a lot. He had only a year
to go, and it was his biggest ambition to get a high school
diploma and maybe go to college. But after a few days of
moping around he took it all right and went out hunting for
a job every morning. Nick couldn’t go to St. Augustine’s any
more. It wis way over on the * good " side of town.

They moved over to West Denver near Lincoln Park, and
Ma couldn’t tell any of her friends where they were moving,
because that neighbourhood had a bad name all over the city,
and Pa wouldn't stand for her telling anyone. That was
where they had.gangsters @nd hold-ups and killings. Every-
body said that was the worst part of Denver.

They Iived on Rio Street. There were four frame houses
huddled close together, Only four, and thei® house was the,
worst one. The four dark rooms were hare and sullen and
dingy from having been lived Y by other poor people who
had been vnable to buy paint or wallpaper to make them
look any other way. OQut beyond the gate Rio Street was only
a dirt road one block long, worn lumpy and giey by auto-
mobile tyres, {ronted by the Denver & Rio Grande Western
railroad tracks swollen to eight sets of rails here. From the
front porch lookiug across the tracks Nick could see the rear
ends of a paint factory and a foundry. The weeds grew waist-
high against the abandoned foundry and its windows were
broken, with here and there a shuttered pane standing stark,

with blackness behind the broken windows.
i
® » L ]

Pa and Ma never had a cent in the house any more. Pa
couldn’t find a job. He walked all around the city looking
for work, and he didn’t do anything, he said, but wear his
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shoes down and get a big appetite. ** And another mouth to
feed,” he always added. He went to the employment agencies
downtown at first, but they all wanted money for a job and
they didn't guarantee that he'd work for long. . ..

Then Pa startegi+going to a free place on Larimer and 18th.
He came home from there one day and said, “ Well, I got a
job.” But he didn't look any too pleased, not the way his
mouth bhardened down over the last word.

“ Oh, thank God! Thank God!* Ma said. -

Pa burst right in with: “It ain’t much of a job. It’s just
piece work. Trenching celery. You dig ditches to bury the
young celery in. 1 found that out from oneﬁf the men they
hired.” There was a pause. “ 1 had to tell them I knew how.”
And with that Pa walked into the uncarpeted room in the new
l};ouse where he and Ma slept and closed the door behind

im.

When the celery gave out Pa came home to sit again, not
saying much, his eyes mcan brown, just wanting to be alone
and not bothered.

Julian couldn’t find work either, but he went out all day
long looking. Aunt Rosa, who had a part-time job, helped
them out with a dollar or iwo every once in a while, or
brought some groceries. She’d ~ome in angl set the groceries
cn the middle of the table, smacking them down hard, like
to-day, and look around for an argument. Ma looked at her
as if she wanted 1o say, * Rosa, we can't uceept it—-—-" Ma
didp’t have to say anytbing. Auni Rosa camme out with,
* Listen, Lena, damn it—=21"

“ Rosa, please! 'tThe children—-—"

* That’'s who I'm thinking about—them kids. You can be
as proud as you damn please and not eai, but them kids have
got to have some grub.” Her big hand carmme down on the
table, bang, making the cups dance. And she started peeling
pofatoes and onions. There was no stopping her. Ma wiped
one eye with the corner of her apron, then the other. Then
Ma helped get the food Logether and they all ate, Aunt Rosa
shoving half her food off on Nick's plate and saying, ™ Got
to see that my boy is big and strong.” Another trick she had
was to put on her hAteand coat, slap a dollar down on the
table and get out of the door before anyone could stop her,
just yelling, kind of mad-lke, * So-long!”
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He didn't like the new school at all. The Sisters were mean.
They slapped the kids’ hands hard with rulers and made the
whole class stay after school, writing, “1 will try to please
God by being quiet in class,” even if only a couple of kids
were bad or talked. It got so they had to, stay after school
two or three days a week filling paper after paper with pro-
mises to be good. Then Ma would scold him for being late
when he got home.

He was an‘altar boy when he first started going to the new
school. It was different from St. Augustine’s. Father Scott
always had a s;owl on his face that was wrinklcd like a walnut
shell, and his shaggy eyebrows stuck way out from his face
like two moustaches, and were always drawn close together
in the middle of his forehead in a deep, lined frown. His
eyes were wrinkled back into his skull, but they flashed out
at you angrily when he leaned his head out on its long neck
and stuck his face in yours. He was always sneaking up on
someone 1abthe dusty oid hallways of the school, or on the
street, even, and you never knew he was there until it was
too late. Some of the braver kids called him Father Gum-
shoe. But they were all atraid of him. And at Mass Nick
had to have the cruets there for him_ at the very second he
wanted them. If be didn't, bather Scott would clear his throat
loud or go, “Humph! Humph!” deep down, And after
Mass Nick would catch it.

» . -

i

The kids in the scventh grade were all older than he was.
Most of them were fourteen or fifteen years old, but he was
as big as they were. Some of them came to class in overall
pants and ragged sweaters and shirts. They needed haircuts
and their clothes were dirty. They were tough. They were
always throwing spitballs or shooting bent pins actoss the
room or throwing erasers. And sometimes they had fights
right in the middle of the aisle, with Sister trying to separate
them.

You never knew what was going to happen in their room.
Class would be quiet, with only the'sdund of chalk scraping
on the blackboard and geography book pages turning. And
when it was quict like that you could feel the air getting
ready to explode. It was always dangerous when the room
‘got so quiet. Maybe one of the fellows would yell, *“ Ouch!”
just for the fun of it and rub his neck as if he had been hit
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with something. Sister would look up at someone—maybe
Tony—and he'd say, mad-like, “ 1 didn't do it! I didn’t do
it! Don’tlook at me!™ Or one of the girls would turn around
and slap one of the boys for pulling her hair and yell, * Sister!
Sister? Make hip: leave me alone!™ Or Ben would get up
and walk out, saying, “1 got to go, Sister.” Jack and Chuck
would get up and walk out right after him. Then Tony.
And Manuel and Steve. Pretty soon half of them would be
gone and the rest of the kids would be giggling.

The Sister in ¢harge had divided the room. 1{ you were bad
you had to do penance and you couldn’t talk to anyone all
day. One side of the room was for talkers agfd the other for
penitents. Even so, she could hold them down just so long,
and thea there’d be another outbreak.

3

Tony was a good kid. He liked Tony, and if they hadn’t got
poor and movad tb that neighbourhood he would never have
hnown him. They became friends in class one day. Sister
Ignatius was sore, and started fussing first thing. What made
Sister really mad wa® the dry ice. A buych of the fellows
brought some of it to class that they got {from the young guy
who sold ice cream bars on the corner near the playground.
Manuel put some in the big ink botile on one of the buack
desks and shoved the rubber cork in tight. Pretty soon the
cork popped off and ink hiseed all over the back of the room.
Sister lgnatius came swishiug down the aisle past the desks
on her short angry legs. The other fellows ducked their dry
ice, but Tony had a hold of a piece and was juggling it from
hand to hand to keep from burning himself. Sister stopped
by his desk, watching him. her heel beating up and down on
the bare, warped floor. “ Give that stuff 10 me!” Tony gave
it to her. She¢ stood there with the dry ice in her hand and
her eyes leaped out at Tony while she tried to s:ttle on his
punishment. The ice lay on her palm. It ate through the
outer surface of skin. Ben waltched, hiding a grin behind the
back of his hand. Suddenly Sister jerked her hand away fast
and let out a scream. Then she stood there ciyiag and beating
Tony across the face with the back of her hund. Tony hid his
face in his arms and she slapped away at his hair and skull
until her knuckles got sore.

That started her off on Tony. She rde him all day. She
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asked him the hardest questions and gave him zero when he'
stuttered the answers. She kept him in at noon without any
lunch and made him clean all the blackboards. Manuel
sneaked an apple in to him and she made him bring it up to
her desk, where it sat on top of the dictichery all afternoon,
and she made Manuel stand out the rest of the day on the
penitents’ side of the room with his face to the wall.

“It’'s a very fine apple, isn’t it, Tony?"” she asked. “1 am
going to give it to the pupil who does the best work this
afternoon.”

Tony took out his handkerchief and, imitating Sister when
she went back #o her desk snivelling and feeling her burned
hand, he sniffed into it.

*“Stand up!™ Sister shouted. And the girls sat upright at
their desks.

“Young man, I've had enough of you,” she said. The
voice came out even and measured. *“ One more thing—one
more thing—*and I'm going to expel you!” Her finger wagged
at him over the heads of the class with the dark robe falling
from her arm and hanging deep at her elbow. Tony bobbed
his head up and down in rhythm with her finger.

“Do you understand me!” “

* Yes, Sister.” eAod underchis breath, “ Damned old hag.”

Class grew quiet atter that. And the kids waited for some-
thing to happen. But nothing did. Even the mogt mischievous
boys knew you could bend Sister Ignatius only so far. Then
she snapped back at you, and it was just too bad. Getting
licked in the cloakroom, bringing their parents to school,
getting licked agnin by mothers and fathers, who used any-
thing handy and held the church, Father Scott and the nuns
inviolable, was carrying the punishment too far. Heads bent
over books, teeth bit points on pencils. tongues licked pencil
lead; and-towards three o'clock Sister Ignatius’ face had its
usual tight-lipped calm.

Only Tony squirmed, chafing under Sister’s chastisement,
restless under Sister’s eyes triumphant behind the silver rims.
He watched the clock. He waited. Then, when it was lacking
only a minute to three, he slipped the rubber band ofl his
wrist from under the ravelled swéafer sleeve, twisted it
around his first and second fingers and fitted a bent pin into
the little slingshot it made. Manuel’s behind, in frayed overall
pants, facing out from the corner the wall made by the
blackboard and the windows, w; get. Tony drew
his right hand back slowly, t His eyes went
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to Sister and back to the target. The rubber band snapged
against his fingers, stinging them. The pin went true and.
Manuel's “ Ouch!™ was loud at the same minute that the bell
sounded. And he rubbed himself behind with both bands.

It was an illchosen moment. Father Scott had come into
the room on his quiet footpads and closed the door without
making any ncise. His old eyes leaped to the back of the
room and his lumpy nose twitched with anger. Tony pulled
the rubber band from his fingers and threw it®on the floor.
It landed in the aisle, half-way between Tony and Nick. Nick
reached out with his foot, remembering that Tony would be
expelled. His toe barely reached it; the rupber band was
stubborn and jelly-like beneath his toe as he tried to pull it
under his desk. He stooped over and picked it up, palming
it quickly. As he straightened, Father Scoit’s bony fingers
closed on his collar.

“ Did you do that?” It was an accusation.

“Y-y-yes, Father.”

Nick was marched into the cloakroom, where Father Scott
picked out the biggest ruler in the cabivet. And even his
beads as big as marbles around his waist and his cassock and
the collar turned aroupd wrong didn’t keep him from doing
a good job of bealin§ Nick. Never beforg had Nick, with
the memory of St. Augustine’s and Father O'Neil close,
thought that pricsts would ever whip anyone. That was what
made lm cry. And right then, with the beaas rattling and
the ruler coming down hard, something started feehing wrong
inside of him, * .

Tony was waiting outside. ** Thanks, kid!" he said, real
warm and friendly.

They waiked in silence then, marching step for siep. The
leaves, beginming to wither. hung st and britde from the
trees. A tag-picker polled his mukeshift cart stacked high
with old newspapers, mashed-down cardboard carions and
pieces of metal along the curbstone. “ Did old Gumshoe burt
you much?” Tony asked, embarrassed.

“Naw.” Nick took a pleasure in hcaring Father Scott
called Gumshoe,

A soiled woman cairied bags of dried milk beans, prunes
home from the relicf station. On the bags were printed in big
letters: NOT TO BE SOLD. Of from the curb, in the street,
sat a little boy playing with a broken toy truck. On one knee
blood had dried. And some leaves blew in the gutter.

“ It was swell of you,” Tony said
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Nick blushed.
Thev came to Osage Street. *1 go this way, [Iony sail.
“See you t{o-morrow.”

» ] *

Nick went home feeling w um mnside  He could hardly wart
untd to-morrow to see Tony agan  He knew alt the {dlows
tiied to haug around Tony  Whatever he did, everybody dse
tiied to do  Tony had said, * 1hanks kid!”’

Lach day tound Iony and Nick wote closely allind--1ony,
the 1oughneck, leader of he school, and Nick the * good
kid™ Yot each scemed to recogimise in the othar what he
himscdt didnt have  Ang each was o httle 1n awe o1 ths
diffuient thing That was w it hedd theimn togetha

One evemng lon' whistled oy the house low, hogen g Nick™s
folks wouldn t hear Nk got up quickly and supped out
the bach vay He and lory swamnled actoss he 1aliowd
acks m the dark and throagh tne lugh wee s by 'he fovndry
noul they cune under o shoet lamp and va to the sidewalk
lowdimg towaras the park

Foralong tmae they ditnt o amvilung Then swhen they
wate alore m the puk sitwng up ddose o the boshes Nk
card gquichly, atrud 1ed sticl and then >top Toas, Ahy 15
my mother gotting tat?’

Tony was pleased bee tuse Nick shed hin® and proud thit
he knew Thev lav 1 the arass deal quet I ghney bags
fitted arouni thar heeds Ta off w0 addet hose hissod A
Manican's gu tar twanged while a 2ul was laugtune  Tony
told Nk And Nick Ly theie with tus 1wec prossaed into the
green cruched down graw bisteming  And le was ashaned,
a-humed

Tory 'nd, * My old ladv told me all 1bout those things
long ago”

He wouldn't ¢ry  He wante! to But he wouldrt He held
his teetls toead r, hud Al kinds of things fcdl pod' mddl on
s young brun  Then when the storm almost ¢ime but
didnt wahen he could look mto the dark at the o m of Tony
crouching near um oe turncd over v his side snll dlenching
his teeth, letting the storm ebb away insude of hun like a
paun lessening

fony rollcd the aigatette and smoked 1t i the duk It
went dovn, wav smill Then “ Tike a pull * he sard N ¢k
put his lips to 3t and diew 1 the smohke fast. It +ide him



choke and cough; his nose ran. But somchow it steadied
him.

That clinched it for Tony and Nick. They were always
together after that, Nick was at Tony’s house more than at
home. Tony forsouk most of his friends for Nick. To Nick
this relationship took the place of the closeness he had felt Lo
Father O’Neil, the comradeship be had enjoyed with his
brother before they moved, the sympathy Ma hgd never given
him and the understanding Pa had always withheld.

4

SoMeTIMES Tony and Nick would flip on the backs of trucks
or stand on the bumpers ol automaobiles, holding on to the
spaie tyre and crouching low so the driver couldn’t see them
through the rear-view mirror. They could go all over town
like this. But most of all they'd ride across®the Colfax
Avenue Bridge and go io the section where the well-to-do
Jews lived in swell new houscs on hittle hills with rolling
lawns and hcedges and flowerbeds in front of them. [lony
didn’t hke Jews and geailed them kikes. Julian went over
there about once a week and made sometinees u dollar, some-
times fifty cents, beating rugs and scrubbing floors or wash-
ing wandows. But when Tony and Nick were over there
they'd just go through on thewr way to Sloan’s Lake, looking
at the big houses, and Tony would swear at the = dirty kikes.”
Sometimes. coming home affer dark, he'd upset {lower-boxes
or write dirty words in c¢halk on the sidewalks, hoping to get
a shag.

One day they took Manuel with them. The Romanos didn't
have any money that day and no food in the house, so Nick
weni without until he got to 1any’s house, where Mis. Amato
made him ecat with Tony. Then they called Manuel and
hitched a ride on a farm truck out to beyond the bridge. They
weat into 4 store Tony knew about that was run by a little
man with a greying beard and weak eyes behind heavy shell
glasses. Munuel spent a micke! for candy. and when theyv
came out he and Tony Rad threc packs of cigarettes and two
packages of Cool-ade stuck in the tops of their socks and
under their belts.

They hiked out to Sloans Lake. Out there they found a
couple of milk boltles and dissolved the Cool-ade in them.
Then they broke down some reeds near the like and had a
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battle with them. Before they knew it, it was dark and they
were hungry. They stole rides on bumpers all the way back
to the neighbourhood. Then Manuel said, “ There won't be
any supper left at my house.” And Nick, remembering, knew
there wouldn't be anything at his house ‘either.

“Say, Manuel!” Tony said, hooking an arm around
Manuel's neck and tightening until their heads were close
together, ™ Let’s get some pies from the bakery. You know!™

“It’s just about time, too!” Manuel said. e bad been
wrestling with Tony and putting hum down in a hedge.

Nick knew jL meant they'd steal the pies. He didn’t want to
go. “Come on,” Tony coaxed, his arm lnked in Nick’s.
“You don’t have to take anything.”

“You can just be the lookout,” Manuel added.

He went with them. They took to the alleys when they got
near the bakery, stuinbling over cans and into ash heaps m
the dark, and at last walked close up to a fence where they
could smelPthe pies. Two delivery trucks were parked in the
alley behind the bakery. They walked past fast to make sure
no onc was in the trucks. Then they cut back. In the yard
they could see the door open, light coming through from the
two barred windows, and in the room were many pies cooling
on long metal ricks. And-occasiopally a man' all in white
with his sleeves rolled up and a baker's cap on his head would
bring more pies on a long wooden thing like g shovel and put
them on the rack.

“Any pariicular kind?” Manuel asked, grinning, his
shoulders dark and big in his ragged sweater.

“Boy! I like peach!™ Tony said. And he pulled his cap
low over his eyes. “ You wait here, Nick. If anybody comes,
whistle and run for it.”

Tony and Manucl moved off together towards the lighted
door. Nick, trembling, waited. His eyes went up and down
the alley, where thcy thought they saw shadows moving
towards him. He hung close to the fence. Twice he started
to whistle. A light shuddered past on the sticet. It seemed
as if they would never come out of the bakery. Nick held his
breath, expecting any minute to see the baker come back
and start at them. Then finally they came out, holding the
pies aguinst their chests with their coats, and started back on
the trot. At the alley they picked him up and ran, ran down
alleys all the way back to Lincoln Park.

In the bushes they ate the pies that were still hot. They
were gummy and sweet and good. Then, when they had each
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caten a whole pie, they crawled out of the bushes, sailed the
emply tins out on to Mariefta Street and went home.

Alter that, half-hungry most of the time, Nick went back
with lony several times. It was easy. They never got caught.

L L g

Winter came, It would have been a tough winter, but Pa
got a job in a factory and that carried them th?ough. There
was even a regular Chrstmas dinper and a litule table tree
Julian had bought cheap out of his newspaper gioney, It had
a dollar's worth of ornaments on it, and therg werc presents
for the kids. Nick wanted a bicycle, but Pa, who wasn't even
making twenty dollars a week, told him they weren’t million-
aires and a leather jacket and a pair of shoes were a lor.

Aunt Rosa bad Christmas dinner with them, and a week
later she went away to Chicago. whete a cousin was getting
her a regular job in a dress factory. Nick remeéfnbered her
going away vividly, Aun' Rosa in the depot, squatting on the
bench, holdmg Rifa so hard 1t hwit, pinchihg hus-ear, giving
him two big wet kisses and saying, “ Damn it, Lena, he’s
getting better looking gvery day. And big and busky. You
can put him out driving a truck in anothes year.” She had
winked at Ma. then said, ™ You be good, Nick. Do you hear
me? O I'll come all the way from Chicago and use a base-
ball bat on vou.”

In the spring Pa lost his job, and they had tough times
again. Juhan was sometimes lucky getting work unloading
trucks at the City Market early 1a the mornings, and he did
odd jobs, Ma went out now twice a weck doing housework,
s0 Pa got miserable and meaper than ever. Early in the
summer ‘Tony went away with his folks to do some ranch
worh out of the city somewhere, and Nick was pretty lonely.
He'd wander all over the city feeling sorry for himself and
wondeiing what Tony was doing.

Nick's shoulders were broadening under his thin summer
shirts and his arms, getting tan, were beginning to harden.
Julian was the good little boy in the family now. The folks
were always pointing’ dut how wonderful Julian was and
asking Nick why he wasn't like Juhan. And Ma would say,
*“To think you used to be an altar boy! I'm ashamed to own
you for my son.”” Teais would spout on Ma's cheeks. * Why
do you treat your mother like this?” she'd say. Ma would
clutch him, holding him tight against her stiff dark dress with
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her check on his head and the tears falling blop, blop on his
bair, making it wet. And he was glad wnen he could puil away
and go outside, feeling guilty, kicking at stones and saying,
“ Aw, damn 1t!”

He was glad when lony came back,

5

ScrooL started again, But they still goofed around. They had
a big fat nugy for the last grade, She Tooked like a scrub-
woman with hsr rouvgh hands and her red, chapped tace. 1he
guys wouldn't come to school, and they'd write cach other’s
absent noles, putting fancy twists to the letiers. She ncver
caught on, and before September was out they were able 10
cut class almost half the time. They'd ditch and go roaining
over the city.

At schoor vne day Nick heard Tony say something about
ditclyog, so he didn't come back 1o class in the afteinoon. He
watched on the corner. When the kids were all going towards
the cinder plivgiound he saw Tony walking the other way,
“Tony!" he called. Tony looked argund, but acted as if he
didn't see him. 3en, a big guy Nick didn't Tike. stepp:d out
of a doorway and fell in step with lony A hot flash o
jealousy leaped up in Nick, and he tzotteyd aljer them, shout-
g, “Hey! Wat, Tony!”

It was Ben who turned and said, “ Come on with, Nick.”

They crossed Cherry Creek and started up towatds town.
Tony didn't ¢ven talk to him. Ben swung his aims and hia
shoulders and threw hus big feet oat. They were far enough
away from school and the neighbourhood to be nosy now
and brave and l-don't-care. Ben started reciting a hobo
poem: “'We are three bums, we are three bums. . . .0

They got down by a corner with a parking lot and a little
shanty sitting m the back. “ You all ready?” Ben asked,
looking at them. Tony saw him take them both in with his
eycs and Tony turned around with lus head just about wiiere
Ben's shoulders were. “Leave Nick out of this. He aiu't Like
us.” *

Ben grinned meanly, * Oh-—he's too geod. huh?”

*Leave him out of 11,” Tony said, * You go home, Nick.”

“No,” Nick said stubbornly.

Tony's tists unballed then and his shoulders drooped down.
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Ben said, “ See, he wants to go. He wants to be one of the
guys. Don’t you, Nick?”

Tony, Ben, Nick walked down the sidewalk. Tony worked
his shirt tail back into his pants, They were down on 19th
Streel. Tony said, with finality, * Nick, wait here, will you?”
He never saw Tony that determined before. He thought
maybe Tony would even want to fight hun. “ All right,” he
suid.

It was a shop where they had three balls 8ver the door,
guitars, holsters, guns, cowboy hats and jewellery in the
window. Tony and Ben went in. Nick stood outside near
the corner. A man walked by the shop and lgoked down into
the shop window. Tony and Ben came out, wulking fast.
Nick noticed the man had gone down the stireet only a few
doors. Then he turned around and came bach.

Tuny and Ben met Nick at the corner and they walked
together. Some blocks away Ben pulled his hand out of his
pochet, and with his back turred to Nick showed®Tony some-
thing. Nick saw the ghitea of the watch cuse. Right then,
when Ben slipped 1t back nio his pocket, someone wus walk-
ing with them. It was the mman who had gone by the pawn-
shop, and he had Ben.hy the arm with his fingers sinking in.
* Where'd you get the watch, kid?™ he asgked.

“T am't got no watch!”

"I uin’t goin’ to hurt you, kid.” the man said smoothly, his
vowce slow, playing with the words. The hand not holding
Ben straightened the tidy knot of his necktie. There was a
big-stoned ring on his finget.

“ Honest, 1 ain’t, mister!™

“Come on! I saw you swipe it.” His voice scoffed at Ben.
His bluck squint eyes watched Ben. He smiled with one
corner of his mouth,

Bun backed away as far as the ~tore front would fet him.
“ What are you going to do to me?” he asked, punchy,

“ Maybe T want to buy if,” the man said. * Let's me and
you talk it over—alone.” He nodded towards Tony and
Nick.

Ben and the man walked a little way into the alley. Nick
could sec them standing near a garbage can close up to the
wall of a building and Ben showing the watch to the man.

After a while the man walked down the stieet and Ben
came over to where they stood. Ben swaggeted up. 1 wasn't
scarcd,” he said, ** He wants 10 buy it. He said he didn’t have
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no money with him, but for me to come by his house. Come
on, let’s go over there.”

They started to hurry over to the address the man had
given Ben. In the next street a truck had pulled up to the
curb near an alley., The tailgate was down. There were half-
bushels of apples, red and green and shiny, in the iruck. The
driver was just carrymng a basket of them imto the store.
“Look!™ said Ben., “Let's get some.”

They hoppad up on the truck, Ben, Tony, Nick. The apples
were under Nick's hands. He started filling his pockets,
crowding them in, and into the front of his shirt next to his
belly. O

“Naw! Nawl Not like that!” Ben velled. *“Take a
basket!”

Nick took a basket. He had just jumped down off the truck
when the driver came out and started after them.

They ran across the street, couldn’t make the :urn into the
alley, and kept going straight down the sidewalk. Somehow a
policeman got into it too, and the cop could run fast. Nick,
forgetting that he had the basket of apples, but hanging on to
it with both arms wrapped around it, saw Ben and Tony turn
a corner. Breathung hard, barely able 1o make it, he 100 turned
the corner, “

A red-headed woman saw the kids running. with apples
spilling all over the sidewalk, saw the cop chasing them with
his bally carried in his hund. When Nick rounded the corner
out of sight with the flat foot almost on top of am this womnian
stepped out of the doorway dizectly 1nto the policeman’s path.
She tumbled & little from the speed with which he ran into
her. But she giabbed his arms and held on. The cop, pant-
ing, grabbed her, holding her up and keeping humself from
falling on top of her,

* Hallo, Casey!” she said, her red mouth smiling at him.

He clutched owe of her arms and shook her, tiying to pry
her loose.

“ You goddam bitch, you! Obstructin’ the law—-" He
was indignant znd angry.

Her fingers tightened into his arms playfully. * Come see
me and 'l make it up to you,” she said, smiling.

The cop grinned. “ All right, Lottie,” he said.

Nick caught up with Tony und Ben. They siill ran, but
not so fast now with no one chasing them. Ben said, “ Hey
—look!” And they saw the man Ben had talked to in the
alley. He stood in a doorway. When they got almost to the
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door his lips moved without makiog much noise; but they
said, “In here.”

They ducked in. It was dark. It stank in the hall. They
stood close together, Ben, Tony, Nick; and Nick waited, not
knowing what 1o gxpect. Then the man opened a door down
the hall. * Come on, kids—get in here.”

They got. He closed the door. Nick set the basket of
apples on the floor and looked around. There wasn’t much
furniture. The man stood with his back Jeaniffg against an
old dresser. He was laughing at them. * Nearly got caught,
uh?” From the way he said it, Nick knew he was all right
and wouldn't turn them in. -

“ Sit down, kids. On the bed—that’s all right.”

The man took out a stuny, gold-looking cigarette-case and
passed smokes around.

Nk drew in on the cigarette and looked admiringly at the
man’s stickpin and the coat, big at the shoalders, draping
down, tight at the hips. His eyes slipped down ® the pants
like you saw on the dummiies 1n store windows, and the sharp-
pointed patent leather shoes. shiny like two mirrors. The
man dropped his only half-burned cigarette on the floor and
stepped on it. To Ben‘he said, " Let’s see that watch again.”
Ren and the man looked at the watch togethgr. After he had
¢xamined it all over, even opening the back, he said, “T'lIl
give vou three dollars for it.”

Ben said quickly, “ Chee! All night!™

The man went over to the dresser and pulled out a woman’s
pocketbook. He opened it dnd fished uround inside of it,
But he didn’t find what he wanted, and he cursed. He threw
the purse on top of the dresser. * You'll have a wait a while,”
he said. Then his eyes came up from the watlch and stared at
Ben meaningly. ** Maybe me and you cun do a Jot of business
together.”

None of them heard the door open or shut. The woman
stood inside the room with her red hair frizzed, with the swile
coming off her face, with her eyes jumping out at the man,
mad. Her mouth twisted up ugly and she said, * Why, you
dirty little white-livered sonofabitch!”

The man looked guiltye He said, “ Aw—Lottie. Pipe down,
will you?”

She didn’t even hear him. She was just staring at him. “I
thought you were a man.”

He shrugged angrily, said between his teeth, * Shut up!™

“Shut up? Shut up!™ There was a catch in her voice.
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“You ought to be ashamed of yourself. These kids—"
She looked around at them blindly. She was laughing just a
little, but it sounded like a sob, “ You no-good bastard!”

He slid around to where she was, like a cat. His hand came
out hard and her head jerked. He brought his hand across her
face again. Agam. She held on to the bedpost with one
hand and gently beat the palin of the other one on top of it
But she didn't whimper.

When he wWas finished she lifted her head. * You ain’t going
to buy that walch from these kids,” she said. Each word was
underlined. A long scar on her cheek was white against the
redness of her,skin where his hand had slappcd.

“ All right! All right!™ he said. Then his hps lifted in a
snee!. *“ You got any money?”

She bent down, reached under her short skirt and pulled
some crumpled bills out of the top of her stocking. She held
them out to him. He counted them and stutfed them into his
pocket. i

She was boss then. She turned on Ben, Tony and Nick.
“You kids get out of here. And don't you ever come back.
Get out now!™ Her voice was angry, but her eyes were funny-
like—sad and hurt.

They got. An;l Nick, putting the Basket of apples on his
shoulders, wondered why her eyes were like that.

They walked back towards the neighboyrhood together.
After a while Nick said. * Was that his wife?” Ben laughed
out loud. Tony looked at Ben and frowned. He said to Nick,
“1 don’t kuow,” :

» * *

He made up his mind, after almost getting caught, not to
steal any more. He didn’t go out with the guys. He stayed
home chopping wood after school and pulling weeds out of
the backyard that was all weeds. Ma asked him, inquisitively,
“How is it you never go out anv more?” He'd say, “ Aw, [
just don't feel like it.” Ma liked having him not go out, He
stood by hoine for a whole week.

t
* ® L

Then Ben came by late one night. Ben had a bicycle and he
was n a hurry. “ Keep this in your barn for me,” he said,
insisting.
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“1 don’t want to.”

Ben got mad. “I'm telling you you're going to keep it for
me"!

“ What if I get in trouble? Why don’t you take it to your
house?”

“We ain't got no room in that little joint where I could
hide it without my old man seeing it and kicking hell out of
me. Anyway, you got a barn, Come on! Let me leave it
here.”

“No. I don't want to0.”

Ben had him by the arm, twisting. “T'm in a.hurry. I can’t
stick around here. You going to put it away gor me, do you
hear?”

He didnt want to fight. He wished he did. He wished he
had ~nough guts. His arms was hurting like everything. Then
Ben said, ** Tony's 1n on it.”

* All right, T'll keep 1t,” Nick said,

» * L]

When the policeman came into the room with s hat off
and went up to talk tg Sister, Nick got scared stifi He stuck
his head way down and slipped as far downgin the seat as he
could. But he kept looking up at the policeman’s mouth
moving and Sister’s mouth moving.

Sister looked worried. She called him right up to the desk.
Then he had to turn around .md facing all the kids, walk out
with a policeman.

The cop had him by the arm, leading him out. Nick hung
his head and walked along beside him. All the kids in the
room made ppppssssssss-- — 1117

He looked for Ben. Ben was sitling looking out of the
window, unconcerned.

He had to pass Tony’s seat. He looked at Tony. With his
cyes he tried to say, 1 won't snitch.” Tony was looking at
him, real sorry, and with his mouth half open as if he were
going to say something.

At the door Nick looked back. The expression hadn’t
changed on Tony’s face® only he was turned away from his
seat as if he were going to get up and follow Nick. Gee, Tony
looked sad. He wouldn’t forget that.
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DavLiGHT touched the bars of the window along the whole
length of the wall. Beyoud the bats there was notlung but
mountains, mountains comung alive m the hght, first foggy,
then turning, purple, gieen, brown Somewhcre m the room
there was heavy bieathing.

All the cots were empty, both rows of them down each side
of the long avalls. All but Nick’s. Nick lay on his stomach
on the dormr'ory bed. The army blanket was pulled down
half-way so that his back was up and out of the covers. His
arms were criss-crossed over his head. His hair was weedy
over onc wrist The mattress moved a little with his breathing
He hadn’t heard the get-up whistle. He wasn't used to whistles
—yel.

Now thete was a beim of sunl.zht on the foot of the bed
A whistle, outside the building, blew 1n 2 command. On the
pillow Nick’s mouth was open a little, taking the air 1n and
letting 1t out. BA-OWW! flhen the houscfather was hitting
bim 1cross the back with a4 strap. “ Oy ! You bastard!™ Nick
yelled, conung :wane wirn the sting of the strap on his flesh

Aad N1k wole up on his fitst div i refonm school.

“Who you caling thst! You sonofabitclel™ The house
father 1ot Nk have 1t

Nk taisted arommd on his hick wmd sprans to 4 sthng
position  He piabbed 1t bhinket up arounu Inn wnd torew
nts arms up, aardiag otf the blows Wt a2 mnute! Wt
a muautet” lhe housctuathier swung the strap not ‘etfing up
for a nunute

Nick jumped o1t of bed. His bare feet hit the cold floor
and sent him namng arounid the durmiory pittag on his
cdothes  The housefither chased him and laid 12 a couple
mote [nen he stood by the door watching Nick's scared eyes
as Nuch stufted lis shirt into his pants and tightened hus belt.

“ Now vou get down those steps fust, you litle sonofu-
bitcir!I” His voice shook with anger.

L ] » L ]
On the green lawn in front of the dormitories all the new

kids stood shoulder to shoulder. Their arm< weie folded
across their chests tightly, Their chins were in. lheir eyes
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were straight forward. In front of them stood an officer with
a whistle clenched between his teeth.

“ Get in line, there,” the housefather told Nick. “ No break-
fast for you.” Then to the officer, “ They're all here now.”

“Thank you, Mr. Wallace.”

Nick fell in line, He was scared. He didn’t know anything.
He withdrew into himself and waited. He was scared.

The officer, with a voice that went Ahhhh-ten-SHUNNN!
marched them up and down, teaching them: * Forward
march! Squads night! About face!” He got mad and sar-
castic when they didn't catch on. Up and down jhey marched,
with his voice in their ears shouting: * Fgrward march!
Squads right! About facel”

At last he lined them up, arms folded stiffly across their
chests again, and looked at his watch. He wouldn’t let them
move an inch. * Eyes straight forward! Shoulders back!
Don't move!™

The superintendent came under the trees and®across the
flagstone walk. He was a tall, skinny man, about forty-five
years old. A snap-brim hat hid most of his face. The left
sleeve of his coat was empty, pinned against his coat and
tucked into the pocket, In hus only hand he carried a slip of
paper. There was anotgcr man with him. Hq was a big, beefy
man who might have played tackle on a college football team
ten years earlier.

They walked up to where the new kids and the officer
waited. The big man grinned at them. * Hallo, boys!™ he
said. *“I'm the director. My’name 15 Mr. McGuire. 1 want
to introduce you to our superintendent. This is Mr. Fuller.”
He grinned at them again and siepped back so Fuller could
have the stage.

The one-armed man looked them over. His nose was thin,
sharp, coming down 1o a straight-across mouth. You couldn't
see his eyes very well because of the way his hat was pulled
down. But you felt as if he were looking through you all
the time he was talking: “. .. Each of you is given a number
of credits when you arrive here. You have to work these off.
You can get 125 off a month—providing—you have per-
formed your various dut¥es here properly and your behaviour
has been above reproach. You will be checked on your com-
pany record, school record, credit record, and departmental
record. None of you has been given a sentence. You can
work your way out of here. We try to keep before you the
idea of good habits—personal cleanliness, honesty, obedience,
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co-operation, respect for property, and the use of clean lan-
guage. Now, you boys have been assigned to your dormitories
according to age....”

When he had finished his speech he squinted at the slip of
paper he held and read their names and the work they had
been assigned to, glancing up quickly now and then to see if
any of the boys were looking at his empty sleeve.

“ Nick Romano—-kitchen.”

Superintend’épt Fuller went back under the trees and across
the flagstone walk to the office, one side of his body looking
flat with the arm missing. Director McGuire, with a new
cigarette in his mouth, got into a shiny this-year's car and
drove to some other part of the grounds. The new kids were
marched into the big, empty gymnasium and lined up in two
straight ro®s, onc row behind the other. They stood with
their arms folded. Some had their heads down. Some
squirmed uncertainly. There were big ones and little ones.
They were all scared.

The gym. director waited for them. He stood with his feet
on the sideline stripe of the basketball court. Instead of
looking at them he watched the officer trailing back up the Jow
hill to the office. He was a short man, husky, with blue eyes
and straight blond hair that was thinning. T®r a long while
he watched the sidewalk going up to the office. Then {or the
first time he looked at them all standing stiffly with their arms
folded. “ At ease!"” he yclled. He moved his head up and
down the line.. “ Well—here you are. The law says you stay
heie until you're reformed. Oh, yes. You'll be reformed when
you get out of here. Oh, ves.”

His eyes glowered. But every once in a while they shot past
the boys to the wide gymnasium door that stood open with
sunlight in it in big chunks, and that gave a view all the way
up the little incline of hill with a long sidewalk climbing to
the office building.

He went right on talking, like a quarterback yelling signals.
“We mix you all up here. The clean and the unclean, the
young and the old, the innocent and the guilty.” He sighed
heavily. His blue eyes were grey. The thing he was looking at
wasn't there in the gym., but way off somewhere. He looked
out the door steadily and said, * If you refuse to work or are
really the bad type we handcuff you to a cell in the basement
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and shoot the fire hose on you until the water knocks you out
or you decide to behave. That's how we reform you. Ob,
yes.”
He looked all along the line, looking at them seriously.
“ My name is Roy Quinn. Call me Roy. Or Quinn. Maybe
—in front of the big shots—you’ll have to call me Mr. Quinn.
Just don’t try to kid me. I know what goes on around here.
Now, I'm nobody’s father. And I'm nobody’s bjg brother. If
any of you boys get in a jam, come to me. And don’t worry
about me talking. I'm your {riend—and you won’t have
many around here. Well, that’s all.” He clapped his hands
together twice. *“ Grab a ball and some bats."s

They went out into the sun that lay bright and yellow all
over the reform school grounds. Far out they could see the
workfields. On the baseball diamond they chose up sides and
Quinn played baseball with them.

* * L

Their legs, a whole line of them in the reform school blue,
were going down the stone steps beyond the iron fence to the
basement. Nick bent bis head to get through the low door
and went into the basement under the Company B daormitory
where all the guys but the older fellows, those seventeen and
over, had to stay after supper until they were locked up in
the dormitories. He walked in his reform school uniform:
denim blue pants and shirt. They were stiff and itchy. There
were no shorts. Just pants, *shirt, socks, heavv workshoes.
And a blue denim cap. Nick stuffed the cap into his back
pocket and sat on the cdge of one of the benches against the
wall.

Nick looked around. There was the door they had come
through with a long corridor to the outside door. Someone
had closed it and a couple of lucky guys were smoking, off in
a corner with a bunch of the fellows hanging around them
begging for butts. At the other end of the basement was
another smaller room where Nick could see the long white
troughs, stained and dripping water, where you took a leak.
There were some showese stalls, too, with drains in the floor.
Beyond the troughs there was a door. Just bars, like in jail,
and locked with a big lock. A guard sat on a stool on the
other side of the barred door at the foot of the three steps up.
He was leaning sideways with his back against the bars, smok-
ing quietly. Darkness was up the steps.
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Inside the basement room where Nick was, pipes ran all
around the walls, There were a couple of small barred win-
dows, neck-high. The basement was crowded with fellows.
They laughed and talked and wrestled. They cursed a lot.
Four of them sat, tailor-fashion, in the oentre of the floor,
playing pinochle. Two fellows sat facing each other with a
bench between their legs and a chequer-board on the bench.
But most of' them just horsed around.

A husky guy kicked the door open and came into the base-
ment. He was so husky that he was sort of huonchbacked. His
bushed red hgir stood tangled on his head. He had a kind of
flattened-oul ngse and freckies, big freckles. Right behind him
were two other fellows walking close to him. He squinted
around the room at the guys on the benches. The fellows
looked up and all started saying, “Hi, Bricktop! Hallo,
Bricktop? Watcha say, Bricktop?” But the voices were not
friendly—only as if they were all telling him anxiously: We're
on your silie and you’re a swell guy.

One of the fellows was crossing the room to the can. Brick-
top stuck out his foot and tripped him. Then be laughed. And
all the fellows laughed too, looking over at Bricktop.

On a bench a fat kid polished an apple against his shirt
front. Bricktop swvalked over, snatched it out of his hand and
put his teeth half-way around it, biting in. The kid didn’t say
anything. He sat there empty handed. His face got red and
in a little while he got up and walked away 1iKe he was sneak-
ing.
All the fellows watched Bricktop sinking his teeth into the
apple, not turning their heads, just looking out of the corners
of their eyes. But when Bricktop looked at any of them they
grinned at him.

When there was nothing much left but the core he offered
1t to one of the boys who had come in with him, a slim, good-
looking fellow with light brown hair curly under his blue
denim cap that was screwed around on his head so that the
bill was at the back. The youth shook his head no, went over
to a bench, sat down with his legs spread out in front of
him and his head down and began to roll a cigarette. ** Here,
Slim,” Bricktop said, handing the vore to the other fellow
who was with him.

When the cigarette was ready, Bricktop said, * Hey, Rocky,
roll me a cigarette.” Rocky looked up through his hair, He
tossed the cigarette underhand to Bricktop and started another

36



one for himself. Bricktop nodded his head at Slim. “ Watch
the door.”

When Bricktop was sucking in on the cigarette greedily be
noticed Nick, the new kid. For a while he stared at him,
looking him over. Finally he crossed the room to where Nick
was sitting on a bench trying not to be noticed.

Nick saw the big workshoes and the blue denim pants legs
standing close to him and looked up. Hunchbacked, Bricktop
was squinting down at him with the tangle of re®hair over the
narrowed eyes. “ I want to see you outside.”

Bricktop led the way to the barred door ay the back. In
the dark, near the shower stalls, Nick heard spuffling. Brick-
top said hello to the guard—* Hi, Charlie!"—with a lot of
swagger in his voice, and Charlie got right up and unlocked
the door for them.

The door creaked noisily and they stepped out beyond it
into the hushed and cool night. They went behind the dormi-
tory near the engine-room, where a tall smokestack went
straight up. They squatted up close to the smokestack in the
dark, Bricktop motioning Nick down beside him. Nick sat,
scared.

“You look like the right kind of guy,” Bricktop said.

Nick didn’t say anything. His fingers scratched across the
dirt, gathering pebbles in a pile.

Bricktop said, I run things around here.”

The mountains were far out, black in the night. Like cut
from cardboard. There were stars—Jlots of stars.

Bricktop talked out of the*corner of his mouth: *“ We call
oursclves the Spiders, I'm the boss.”

There was a small pile of rocks under Nick's hand. He
could feel them. He pulled at the roots of crab grass. Around
the corner of the building was the guard who had let them
out, smoking.

“You got any money?”

Nick pressed the little pile of rocks down under his palm.
He shook his head no, slowly: “ No.,”

“You'll get some? Your folks are going to send you
some?”

(13 Yes.ll

“How much?”

* Maybe a dollar.”

“ Well, you've got to give seventy-five cents of jt to me if
you want protection. Guys who don't kick in ger all their



stuff taken away from them—like candy and magazines from
home. Understand?”

Nick looked at the black wall of mountains curving all
around like a horseshoe. * Yes,” he said, hardly audible.

Bricktop didn't talk so hardboiled then. . ‘Course we ain’t
goin’ to let you join the gang yet. Not till we find out if you
can take it.,”

Nick looked down into his fear and loneliness. He re-
membered: * You'll be reformed when you get out of here.
Oh, yes.” The strap was twisted in the housefather’s fist and it
touched the flpor.

Bricktop saiq, *“ I think we'll get along.”

The moon was up and beautiful over the reform school.
The open square between the buildings was flooded with it.
There were stars trailing down behind the mountains. In the
workfields, way over. looking like they were plastered up
against the mountains, the long, even rows of corn rustled
gently, touwvhing their leaves together. There were spider
webs: they were silvered with dew. The sugar beets sucked
in the dew. The flagstones, like silver-black discs, walked
under the trees 1nto the reform school grounds. You couldn’t
see the flowers in the dark. But when vou listened you could
hear the crickets all making low, vibrating noises together,

7

Tuge WHISTLE screeched in a lohg-drawn siren howl and the
forty boys got out of bed hastily,

Light spread over the mountains.

Again the bars lit up and the boys inside stooped over their
beds, making them. Nick fumbled with the blanket, trying
to make it fold under the foot of the bed and smooth out.
Twice he tried and couldn’t. Right close to him a quiet voice
said, “ I'll help you.” Nick looked up into the serious grey
eyes of a Mexican boy about his age. The boy stood in the
aisle between the beds. He was skinny. His bones showed
like knots in a rope. His cheekbones were pinched up bigh
with slight shadows under them. amd when Nick smiled at
him he averted his eyes shyly. But he moved in next to Nick
and with expert hands made the bed. Bending over, tighten-
ing the blanket down, he said. “ My name’s Jesse.”

“ Mine's Nick.”
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When the bed was made Jesse said, “ We got to sweep the
dormitory.” He got Nick a broom and they worked close
together.

“ Where do you work?” You had to listen hard to hear
Jesse.

* In the kitchen,” Nick said.

“I'm in the shoeshop.”

Up in front, standing by the door, a hougeboy in blue
denims just like them was bossing the work. Once 1n a while
he'd curse somebody, showing he was a big shot and meant
business.

Jesse and Nick went down the long flight cé steps together.
“ We got to scrub the basement.” Nick followed him.

In the bassment they filled pails with hot, soapy water,
turned up their pants, hung theu shirts over the waterpipes
and, stripped to the waist, started swabbing down the base-
ment. About twelve boys worked there, splashing out the
soapy water and then mopping 1t up. Nick and Jesse hung
close together. With their backs bent, they worked the heavy
mops back and forth over the dirty concrete.

‘When they were finished they didn’t have much time to
wash. They just rubhgd soap and water on their faces fast,
wiped 1t off and started pulling on their sdirts. Jesse didn't
have much chest to button his shirt over; all his ribs showed
through his brown skin. Nick was glad he had a big chest
and big shoulders. But he put on his shirt fast when Jesse,
with his head half-hung, logked over at him, at his busky
chest and arms.

Nick had just started buttoning when a whistle blew.
“Hurry!™ Jesse said, panicky. He hurried. They combed
their hair as best they could with their fingers and Jesse,
walking fast, led the way.

With the other boys of Company B they maiched in line
out of the big upstairs door, down the broad stone steps and
on to the green of the lawn. The man with the soldier’s cap
and the whistle was standing on a little rise of ground. He
blew his whistle. Every boy came stiffly 1o attention. In front
of the other two dormitories the rest of the fellows were in
straight oblong boxes of blue denim against the green lawn.
The officer blew his whistle again. Companies A, B and C
fell in line in order and marched across the grounds, then
back. The long formation started with the big fellows and
petered down to the little kids ten and eleven years old.
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They marched up and down until breaktast was 1eady.
Then another whistle blew somewhere else and they marched
m to breaktast

Jesse, tn line with Nick, said quickly, 1n a whisper, “ I can’t
sit with you—don't talk!”

There were eight fellows to a table. One of the men pointed
to an emply place and Nick went there Ihe eight boys stood
by the tablc with their arms folded All over the dining-100m
it was bike that You had to say blessings with your arms
folded and your head down

Up m tronf, at a long table with a white cloth that was just
for the ofhcery and housefatner, Supciintendent Fuller stood
leading the blessing He said it as it he were God

*. From Thy bounty through Chnist our Lotd, AMLN ™

Then the officer who marched them 1n said out of the
corner of his mouth, “One! Iwo! Ilhreel!”

And evervbody sat down

It was mham then Once you hit that dining-room and said
the blessings you didn’t talk untill you got out One guy took
a chance, a tellow sitting near Nich  He whispered to the
boy next to tum, *“ Let s fog the new kid ™

Arms went out evervwheie 1eachige, filling plates, taking
do ichnuts Platy. of tood went night under Nick's nosc to the
tellow on the other side of him without stopping lung enough
for him to get any QOatmeal lumped up oyt of bowls of
muk Jam was .ed on white <ices of bread Thete weie
sauccts of prunes  And the doughnuts were biown and risp
lovhing )

All the othat faliow, weie eating greedilv  But there was
nothing oa Nick’s plate  And every platter wis calclully at
the other end of the table

Each table had is a water, a reform schoo! boy 1n a white
jacket Theu waiter watched the fogging and gnnned, blow-
mg little snickers ot laughter .hrough his nose 1s he stured at
Nick’s empty plate and his huit and bewildered eyes

You couldnt say a word at the table Not a wotd Ihe
waiters brought the salt, the water, the bread and mulk, and
stuff hke that You held up a hand and signalled what you
wanted by <o many fingers Nick saw the guys get milk and
later bread Nk tried, holling up four fingers The waiter
grinned brought over the pitcher and filled his glass with
water Ounc of the guys laughed, blowing oatmeal across the
table He laughed almost too loud Superintendent Fuller
looked up over a spoon of iced cantaloupe and frowned
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Nick looked at his empty plate and all the fellows shovel-
ling the food in. Then he glanced at the waiter timidly. The
waiter was looking right at hum, encouraging him. Nick held
his little finger.

Salt.

They were allowed just so much time to eat. Then they
heard a whistle. And they went to work.

As he came into the long kitchen Nick sa'%his new boss.
The kitchen officer was a kind of nice-looking man, not very
old. His name was Kennedy and he said he used to cook on
a boat. He talked to Nick and the rest of thgm almost as if
he were young himself. He was one of those men who was
always cursiog.

There were six fellows working in the kitchen—two on the
dishes, two on the range and two on the kettles. Kennedy
laughed and told Nick, * You start on dishes, but you can be
promoted. You can move up to the range and then to the
ketties. But only when some sonofabitch leaves™

Just before they had tv rush to get the lunch ready Kennedy
called Nick over. He said, “ If you do anything wrong 1 have
to fill this out and send it over to the office.”” Nick saw
printed on top in big gapitals: MISCONDUCT SLIP. “ When
you take one of these over there they add some more dis-
credits to your record. 1 seldom send one of them in; but
1 just thought 1'd tell you.” Then he looked away, out the
window, cursed, and told Nick to go back to work.

The other fellow helping peel potatoes said to Nick, “ Them
things go tough on you when you have to take one in. It
all goes by what the officer writes down. And if he writes it
down pretty strong, when you get to the office they say, *I
think you better take a few. Pull them down.'” He screwed
his mouth up sideways and skidded the knife around the end
of the potato. *“ Then you pull down your pants and they let
you have it. You get discredits too. 1 seen guys catch two
hundred and fifty discredits just for whistling. It's all how the
officer feels.”

Then it was noon and they weat back to the dining-room.
Between the buildings Nick met Jesse coming out of the shoe-
shop. They fell into Step together, shyly, without words.
Along the sidewalk there came a negro, a fellow about seven-
teen. He was handsome like a brown, smoothly built race
horse. He had the same bulging muscles that didn't really
bulge, but seemed to ripple like water; with shoulders straight
across, and a slim waist buckled under a wide black belt,
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with arms coming down to big hands. His face was brown
and all shiny. His shoulders were back and he walked kind
of proud, with a certain challenge to the toss of his head. All
the fellows said hallo to him. When Nick and Jesse came
along he didn’t wait for Jesse to say hello. He grinned, and
with it came the words, friendly-like. “How's it goin’,
Bones?” And he looked at Nick {riendly, too.

* They call me Bones,” Jesse said sollly

“Who's that guy?” Nick asked, curious.

“He's champ of the hill.”

“ What do you mean, champ of the hill?”

“ He can fight anybody in nhere. The best fighter is always
champ of the hill. If you want to be champ you challenge
the guy who is and fight him on the hill behind the dormi-
tories. And if you win, you are.”

They walked along towards lunch. Nick watched all the
fellows in blue piling up the steps of the dining-room.
“ What's hi$ name?"” Nick asked.

“ Allen. Nobody wants to go to war with him.”

Under the trees of the square Bricktop, Rocky and Slim
walked towards them. They had their shirts unbuttoned all
the way down to their belts and throwngopen. Their shirt-tails
were out in fronieand knotted with the ends standing out like
bows. On their chests they had their names smashed into
their skin, and under their names, pinched in pruised, dark-
ened skin, was a big S for Spiders. Nick looked below the
twisted-around cap and in belwe\.n the long, narrow V of
open shirt: Rocky.

Bricktop had his thumbs looped in his belt. He didn't
speak to Nick. He just gave hum a superior, dismissing glance
and let his eyes go over to Jesse. “ Well, if it ain’t the bag of
bones. You still walking around?”

Jesse went red.

Rocky looked away from Jesse at Nick, and Nick saw
Rocky's mouth tighten a little. Then Rocky's lips twisted in
a friendly smile. He bobbed his head and said, “ Hil" Nick
bobbed his head, too, and said, “ Hi.” WNick turned around
and looked back at Rocky. All the Spiders had their shirts
pulled out sloppy in the back.

After lunch they had half an hour off in the basement,
where they sat around. They werc hardly down there, with
their butts eased down on benches and some of the guys
cutting up, when a kid hopped in through the door and
shouted, “ Here comes Fuller!™
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All the fellows stopped horsing around. They all hunched .
up stiff and tense. Some sat with their heads down. Some
watched the door. They could hear the superintendent’s feet
clicking on the concrete like a soldier’s as he came along the
hallway.

He came in. He looked around at them like he owned
them. His grey eyes were just a cold stare.

Nick looked at the empty sleeve and a little shiver ran up
his back. The fellows all said that he had m8re strength in
his one aim than most men had in two.

In the only hand he had Superintendent l-uller carried a
small wooden box of matches. He swung h;s arm back and
forth with the box showing 1o between his lean, bony fingers.
He went through to the back, and they could hear him yelling
at the guard, bawling hell out of him about something. Then
his clicking heels carried him back through the room where
they were and out of the basement.

The fellows were quiet even after he had goife.

8

In e krrcaen Nick peeled more potatges. He sat on a
bench with a newspaper between his feet to catch the peelings
that curled from under the blade of the knife. There was a
big five-gallon can half full of water on the floor near him
-for the potatoes. He liked to finish a potato so he could toss
it into the pail, hear it go sptii-lash! and watch it setile down
at the bottom on top of the other potatoes. The big kitchen
smelled good with neat baking and pots bubbling on top of
the stove where the range boys, with long spoons, took care
of them. For a moment. mingled in the smell of the food
and the familiar sounds of a kitchen. the faces of his parents
loomed large before his eyes. . . .

He saw Pa standing straight-backed and square-shoulderea,
his face never losing that severe look. saying in his stern
voice, “Our Nick is a fine boy. Our Nick is going to be a
priest. We are going to give our Nick to the church.” And
Ma nagging him abou4 brushing his teeth and shining his
shoes. And Ma’'s favourite story. He still thought about that
mouse and felt sorry for it.

» L] -
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. . Alongside of Ranhkin's grocery store there was a crowd
of people in a circle, their legs shutting out what wus going
on in the circle . . . then, between trouserlegs, he could
see a cat crouching over something. He maoved up to the legs
hesitantly, squirming in between legs, and stood inside the
circle ... and . .on the ground . . . by the green and crumbly
boards of the grocery stare . . . there was a tiny little mouse
with pleading eyes looking up . . . there was a cat playing
with it, but gdting ready to eat it . . the cat slapped, slapped,
.\Iapped . . the cat didn’t have its claws all the way out . . .
it just patted and slapped the mouse, trying to make it run .
trying to have.. fun with the scared litle, black-eyed Imlo.
trembling little mouse Black little eyes scared little eyes .
and the cat's paw reaching out . . . toying, slapping, plaqu
. . slapping, playing, 1ipping . . . he walked over real fast
with his head down end drawn in because he was shy und
ashamed and embarrassed . . quickly he pi( ked up the mousc
and stuck # in his coat pocket . . in the darkness of his
pocket and the palim of his hand hc could feel the tiny, soft
little mouse trembling . . and qui kly he had squirmed past
the legs und walked away . . . in the alley he let the mouse

go. ...

* * L

Nich lowered his head He conld feel his hanids trembling
He took the Lt of the pesling !rom the potate and fossed st
into the pail

He heard the low muimur of an avtomobile and th= chick-
shut of the car door 1 onking up, he saw Mr McGuue. the
dircctor, get out of hie shins green limousine and wait for the
visitor, who were casing their Jong legs out bevond the lether
upholstery to the gravel path at the back entrance to the
kitchen. Mr. McGuire wore a summer suit and spotiess white
shoes  As usul, he was smiling at the visitors and poinfing :
“This is the kitchan  We prepire four hundred meals here
every day . ."”

The visitors were smoking cigarettes and stood squinting
into the sun in the direction Mr. McGuire was pointing. Then
the three of them came crunching up the gravel walk towards
the green door.

Mr. McGuire said, “ Don't give any of the boys cigarettes.
They’ll ask for them”

They were at the screen door One of the visitors loohed at
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his cigarette that was more than balf gone and tossed it on
the ground. He stepped out only the coal of the cigarette,
carefully. Mr. McGune said, putting one white shoe-toe over
the butt, “ They’d have that 1n a munute.” And he twisted
around and around on it, grinding the paper and flaking the
tobacoo into the dirt. He smiled with one hand holding the
door open and the othe: on the visitor’s shoulder 10 a com-
1adely pat. “ We try to break the boys of smo?mg."

The visitor looked doubtful. [he other visitor carried his
cigarette mto the kitchen with hum,

The kitchen door banged and Mr. McGuure lgd them across
the white-scrubbed boards. lhey had to pasws Nick. Already
the director knew his name. He said. “ Hallo, Nick!” and
rumpled his hair. Nick didn’t like that. It was like when Ma
patted him,

McGuire’s back was to lum now, with the two men follow-
ing him. Nick stated at the cigarette, then up at the man,
wanting to ask for it, begging for 1t with his ey&. The man
looked at McGuire's back, wiinhled his eyebrows 1n 4 trown
aud shrugged his shouldeis helplessly. Nick held s glance
a moment longer 1in giave youthfulncss. There was somcthing
mce i the man’s eygs, something that had been in Father
O'Ned’s  Serwous, yet hindly and half siming, with symipa-
thetic necdle-points of light in their centre<. And now he was
smiling at hum with bis torechead wrinkled into the grnin and
his mouth twisted up at one end He turned, walking to catch
up with McGuire and the other visttor.

Nick followed him with Bis eyes. Ihe man was tall and
slender, with loose shoulders inside an easy-coat, as he nioved
away.

lhey crosced the kichen. The man, nodding towards Nick,
asked McGure, * What did that boy do?”

“T've been here seven year  ami I've never asked a boy
what he did, P'm afraid it would prejudice me against him,”
Diutcctor McGuute satd. lhey were approaching Kennedy
now. McGuire put his hand on the visit or’s arm. ** You «aid
your nanme was Holleway, dida’t you?”—chuckhng —* [ never
forget a name.”

“Yes. Grant Hollowasy,” the man said.

McGuire mmtioduced the wisitois, and they shook hands.
McGiuure's voice went on sinoothly ¢ * Mr. Kennedy 1nstructs
the boys i cooking. When they leave here they are capable
of secking employment in a restaurant or cafeternia. Thiy
boy here—hallo Rob!”—he felt Bob’s i uvwle—*1s Jearning
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how to run a modern range.” Mr. McGuire hoisted one
white shoe up on the round of a stool, took a match from the
box on top of the stove, struck it against the stove and lit a
cigarette. Bob, behind the director’s back, looked hangdog
at Holloway, who still carried his cigarette, and his lips said,
without making noise, “ Gimme a cigarette.”

Nick, going to the stockroom for the carrot scraper, went
over to see jf the man who came in smoking had thrown
away the cigarette. A kid of about eleven came in from the
office with the next day's menu and handed it to Kennedy.
When he was gone Holloway said, * Good lord! What could
a little kid like that do?” -

McGuire laughed pleasantly and explained like a teacher
telling somebody something. He talked about playing hooky,
shoplifting in dime stores, broken families and behaviour
patterns. Kennedy said, “ You'd be surprised what some of
these god—some of these little kids c¢an get into. They can
raise—er—all kinds of devilment.”

“Well, I want to show you the whole plant!” McGuire
said affably. *“ We'll have to move on.” On the way out he
mussed Nick’s hair again.

One of the visitors asked McGuire, “ Do you give the boys
any sex instructinrn here?” .

“Oh, no!” McGuire looked shocked. Then he said,
*“They ve learned about all that on the streets efore they got
here.”

“1 mean—that is-—"" the young man said. “I thought
perbaps you directed their sex knowledge—"

*“ We give them religious instruction,” McGuire concluded.

The two visitors fastened glances and smiled a little.
McGuire didn't see, He was looking sideways up the side of
a far mountain. A sudden frown passed over his features.
It was like a contession, and he walked to the car soberly.
Then he was smuling again when he looked at them.

“You seem quite interested in what we're doing here to
rehabilitate the boys,” he said to the (wo visitors.

“Yes,” the one called Holloway answered. “ We're doing
some research work in penology at the umiversity,” He ran
his fingers into his hair and massagz=d his scalp. “I want to
know all about these schools, so I can write about them
fairly.”

For a moment McGuire looked taken aback. Then he said,
“Fine! Fine! Glad to help you. We'll go over to the shoe-
shop now. The shoeshop is a tremendous saving to the tax-
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payers. All the boys’ shoes are made and repaired there.
New shoes would cost around four dollars a pair on the
market; but we make them of first-class leather for about a
dollar and a half. Socks are knitted in the shop for about
three cents a pair. . . .

The car rolled slowly under the wide spread of trees.
McGuire half-twisted around in the front seat, while one
beefy arm thrown up on the cushion pointed out buildings
and the workfields—* where the boys grow thefr own food.”

- » *

Again their legs were going down the stone steps beyond
the iron fence to the basement. Inside the fellows started
ganging up with pals. Right away Nick saw Rocky, and
Rocky winked at him. Nick bobbed his head hallo and
started looking around for a place to sit. On the long bench
against the wall he saw a coloured kid—a new d. The kid
was looking right at him, and it was a scared-to-death look,
like when you're far away from home and don’t know no-
body. He watched Nick for a long moment. Then he twisted
his lips in the faint I;eginning of a smile. Nick grinned at
him und started to go right over. Brickigp walked to the
centre of the floor, wheie Nick had to pass, and stood there
waiting.

* Hallo, Nick,” he said like he was doing him a favour, but
his eves were mean. Then he said, loud enough for evervbody
to hear, “ They brought a nigger in to-day.” Nick looked at
the kid, quick, and saw his face crumple.

Nick half-hung his head. A little lifted curl of hair fell
over his forechead. He looked over the big edge of Bricktop’s
shoulder at the coloured kid who sat straight up on the bench
with skinny shoulders and not much chest inside the blue
denim jacket that was too large for him. He didn't have
much hair. What there was of it was screwed down on bis
head like flies on fly-paper. He had white cyes in a black
face. And now his lower lip trembled 1s Bricktop said the
words loud, “ They brought a nigger in to-dav.” Then Nick
saw the other kid, a litsle kid, come in from the toilet, look
over at Bricktop and sit down quietly on the opposite end of
the bench. He was real young—only about twelve—and real
small. His blond hair spilled all over his forehcad without
any curl at all. A little kid with big eves that looked every-
where, and skin the colour of a girl’'s. Even his cheeks were
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kind of red. Nick watched, and saw him edging down the
bench.

“ We don’t talk to no niggers in here,” Bricktop was saying
to Nick. Nick’s eyes, hitung over Bricktop's shoulder, saw
the blond kid pushing down the bench, see-sawing down its
whole length. “ You ain’t going to talk to no niggers, are
you?” Bricktop told Nick loudly, bossing him. Nick bung
his head and said softly, hoping the colourcd kid, who was
all of a suddén ditferent and a nigger, wouldn't hear, “ No, 1
won't.”

“You won't what?”

“I won't talk to any niggsrs,” Nick said, shamed.

“Don’t forget.”

The little blond kid had worked his way the length of the
bench; he had reached the opposite end. He was right next
to the other kid. He stretched out his hand and, watching
Brickiop carefully, laid it on the black kid’s knee. And he
smiled at tne nigger kid.

Nick saw and hung his head.

It was then that Bricktop looked over and saw what was
going on.

“ Hey, you! Come here!” Bricktop velled at the white kid;
and he snapped hijs head in a motion that meant: * and hurry
up!” All the fellows were watching now,

The kid stood up, straight, almost proudly, and walked
across the basement to Brickiop.

* What do you want?” His voice was as big as Bricktop
even if he wasn't. And he looked straight ai Bricktop.

Nick stood fastened to the floor. His chin was way, way
down.

“ Did you hear what I s2id?” Bricktop had his shoulders
hunched and he was {rowning with one corner of his mouth
lifted, with decp and ugly wrinkles from his nose to the ends
of his mcuth.

“ Yeah,” the kid said, not backing down.

“ Well, what's the big idea?”

You could tell the kid was breathing hard, and his face
coloured some. Not scared, though. “ I'll talk to anybody I
want.” .

Bricktop put a big hand in the kid’s face and shoved. The
kid went off his feet, folded up in the middle and, landing on
his behind, slid 4cross the floor. It could have been funny
the way he slid across the floor.
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Nick, with his head still down, went outside, He didn't
even hear Charlie the guard say, * You're with Bricktop.
Bricktop told me it was ali right.”

Someone was walking with him in the dark. He didn't
look. Whoever 1t was walked right along with him, side by
side, For a long time he didn’t look. Leaves, under their feet,
made sad little sounds when they crumpled. 1he night gave
its sounds uvnder rocks, in tree limbs, across open fields.
Finally Nick looked. Rocky was walking along®with him.

They didn't say anything. Just walked slow. And when
there were small stones 1n the road Rocky gently kicked them
out of the way. When they came to the big §quare of build-
ings Rocky turned off.

9

Nick sAT on the hard basement bench with his #ead leaning
against the water pipes aad waited tor the go-lto-bed whistle.
He rubbed the back of his head against the water pipe. At
eight o’clock you went to bed. Until then you stayed here.
If you had cards, yqu piayed cards. If you had chequers,
you played chequers.” If you had them. If you didn't, you
just didn't. Theun you sat around saying what you did when
you were oul. “ This s how [ broke into a store.” “This is
how I siole a car.” You wised each other up. And all of
them had plenty of girls on the line. Lots of times the fellows
had asked him what he did. ] didn’t steal that bike, but
because Tony was my pal and becuuse he was a swell guy 1
didn’t squeal. Jt's a bum rap. So you don't tell. You leave it
a blank. . ..”

The whistle blew.

They marched out of the basement, each head bending a
little to get under the low door, and went 1 a long line to the
front entrance of the dormutory. lu the hallway at the foot
of the long ladder of steps up to the bedreom floor stood
Wallace, the housefather. Walluce counted them as they
came in: * One—two—three——" At the top of the steps
by the door leading to the beds, old Hendricks, their night
guard, recounted them: “ One—two—three—

And at the bottom: * Sixteen——seventeen——cighteen-———"

They climbed the stairs with the beds waiting: * Sixteen—
seventeen—eighteen
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Wallace looked at each boy as he passed with his head down.
Wallace tolled the numbers off: * Thirty-three—thirty-four
—thirty-five—"

Nick came with the others, in close-locked step. Wallace
looked at Nick with something meanly critical in his eyes.
The Company B boys went up the steps. And Old Hendricks:
* Thirty-three—thirty-four—thirty-five——" The last of the
blue denim lipne trailed up the steps, checked and double-
checked. Old Hendricks leaned over the banister with darken-
ing light on his thinning hair: * All right, Mr. Wallace.
They're all hege.”

The big outsile door closed heavily. The bolt shot across
loudly. And the key grated. lhen housefather Wallace’s
footsteps went into the downstans part of the dormitory.

Old Hendricks locked the upstairs door and stood inside,
stuffing the key in his pucket. @he fellows started undressing.
They folded their clothes over the foot of the beds and pulled
on their niglitgowns.

Nick, in the white nightgown, flattencd his bare feet against
the coolness of the floor and wiuted. You undressed in silence
and stood by the beds. You didn’t go up there and just hit
the hay. *“ One”—and you kneel down; ** two—three ” and
you pray. ‘

Old Hendricks’ voice rumbled over the heads bent on the
blankets, “ Our Father, Who art in heaven, hal}owed by Thy
name . . ."”

You're supposed to say them to yourself. But you don't.
It's a game to start low, mumbling them; then louder and
louder in differeat parts of the 1oom. And pretty soon dif-
ferent guys keep going, “ Amen! Amen! AMEN! AMEN!
AMEN!" And later, *Wc're fimshed! WERE FIN-
ISHED!” Then Old Hen-Pick yells, * Shut up, you sonofa-~
bitch!™

* One "—and you get off your knees; * two—thrce "—and
you climb into bed with the nightgowns crawling up over your
belly. . . .

Nick lay on the cot, not sleeping—twisting. Around him in
the room things came to life. The partitioned-off toilet way
down at the end of the last beds stoovd out in the dark. The
cots with the humped-up shoulders and rear ends of the guys
all around him. Sometimes a fellow got out of the bed and
went like a ghost between the two long aisles of beds to the
toilet, and Hen-Pick snapped his flashlight on him.

Bars on end with moonlight on them.
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Nick turned on the mattress. Qut through the bars were
hunks of mountains standing up black. No sound now. No
whistles. Sometimes a fellow turning in his sleep. That made
you more lonesome. All the guys asleep and you awake and
alone in the night. ...

Brrrrrrring! ,

The phone went off, making Nick jump. Hen-Pick’s chair
legs hit the floor. He took the receiver off righgaway. *“ Hen-
dricks,” Hen-Pick said. “ Everything okay.” Then the re-
ceiver went back on.

Nick lay real sull, listening for the night sounds. He
strained his ears, but he could hear nothing. ,With his eyelids
shut down tight, the night was heavy against them, but he
couldn’t sleep. If he could have just staved out of trouble . . .
What were they doing at home now? They'd feel bad if they
knew . .. how he felt. ...

... Rring! ... everything ...okay.,,

Nick turned heavily.

A wolf howled.

...thing...o0...kay....

1t was all black. Once a rooster, thinking it was day, awoke
in the chicken barnsg crowed lonesomely; he sounded . . .
scared . . . sleep came twisting in through the straight up
and down bars. Hunks of it. . ..

You can reach way down inside you, and I sat on a fence
in the backyard just when the sun was going down and made
things out of the clouds. That's an eagle and there goes a
three-cornered lake with soft white land all around it. And,
oh! look at the Indian head. Like a penny. It's a man-
Indian with just one big feather sticking up. A rooster opens
his mouth with his head back, but the sound that comes out
is the sound of a whistle, It hurts my ears. There’s a horse
with its front legs up in the air—a big white horse. Maybe
it’s Sir Galahad’s horse. It is Sir Galahad’s horse. And when
Ma says take out this paper and burn it, you set the boxes
in rows in the alley and set them on fire, makiog believe it is
a city on fire. Cornflakes boxes are big buildings like down-
town. . . . In the straight up-and-down church the little bell
sounds like a whistle between clenched teeth . . . and tall
censers . . . swing . . . swing . . . incense in long, wrapping
spirals . . . swing . . . swing . . . it’s only the chunks of night
and sleep coming through the bars . .. a wolf howls .., an
engine hoots . . . and ihe thoughts of. . ..
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McGuire pushed open the screen door, letting in flies, and
came into the kitchen. He walked over to where Nick was
rubbing a greasy dishrag around the bottom of a big cooking
kettle. McGuire smiled at Nick and said in a big-brother
voice, * How'd you like to catch some fresh air, Nick?”

“Yes, sir.”

They went towards the garage behind the officer’s quarters,
“ How are you .getting along?” McGuire asked,

*“ All right.”

“ Do you like it here?”

®It's all right.”

*I thought you might like to get away from the kitchen for
a while,” McGuire said. He ground out a cigarstte . * Mr.
Fuller wants his car washed. 1've got one kid on the job, but
he needs help.”

They were at the back of the garage. A red water-hose lay
twisted across the broad oblong of pavement where a big
cream-coloured Cadillac. shiny with chrome and exira lights,
was wheeled out heyond the garage doors. A kid was stooped
over near one of the white-walled tyres with the nozzle of
the hose in a pail. The water hissed and bubpled and filled
up into the pail.

“ Nick,” McGuire said, *this is Tommy.” Nick looked
and saw the kid Bricktop had shoved across the basement,

McGuire went around the corner of the building towards
the office. Nick filled another pail and dipped a sponge into
the cold water. It made his hands numb.

“ What happened to the nig——7” Nick blushed and
didn’t say it. “Is that coloured kid in your dormitory?”

Tommy looked up from a hubcap. Sun put light in his
eyes and on his straight, mussed blond hair. “Sam? Yes.
He’s in my dormitory.”

They washed the car, scrubbed mud off the tyres, pulled
dead moths and grasshoppers away from the radiator grill.
The sun kept streaking the windows -because they didn’t dry
them tast enough.

“ How old are you?” Nick asked Tommy.

“I'm eleven. How old are you?”

“ Fourteen.”

Their elbows opened and closed down as they rubbed the
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polish over the back of the car. “ Sam’s a nice kid,” Tommy
said suddenly. He smiled a little. “ We're good pals.”

It was hard reaching over the top of the car, polishing it.

“ What kind of work does your father do?”

“ He's dead.”

*“ Oh—that's too bad.” Nick put more polish on his rag,
busy then keeping the embarrassment out of his voice.

*“He wasn’t there much anyway,” Tommy said.

* - »

McGuire came back. .

“ All finished, boys?” he asked cheerfully.

They nodded their heads. The car stood, glistening in the
sun. It was low and shiny and powerful-looking.

McGuire told Tommy that he could sweep out the garage,
and he gave Nick a broom, telling him to sweep the sidewalk
all the way around the building.

Nick loafed near the corner of the building, nul sweeping
fast or much, looking up at the mountains that were beautiful
as they tumbled up and down under the sun. A man, some
visitor who was wa]kigg around alone, was coming towards
him. When he got close he saw Nick and smyled. Right away
Nickh whispered, “ Have you gof a cigarette, mister?” Staring
up into his face, he recognised onc of the men who had come
into the kitchen the first day Nick had been in the school.

The man ran his hand into his hair and the hair stood up
between his fingers. “1 can give vou one here,” he said.
He smiled again, in a friendly sort of way. “It’s heck when
you want to smoke and haven't got one, isn’t it? I'll walk to
the end of the building and drop some on the lawn there.
Then when you get a chance vou can pick them up.”

“ All right, thanks—thanks a t! And leave some matches,
too, will you?"

The man walked along near the edge of the sidewalk. His
hand came out of his pocket. Nick saw the cigatettes fall out
of his fingers on to the lawn,

With his head down and his eyes, under the cap, looking
around everywhere, Nich bent over the broom and swept to
the end of the sidewalk fast. He stooped over, picked the
cigarettes up. Five of them. They were a little damp from
the grass. But he had smokes. He was standing up again
when his eyes went over to the side window of the office.
Superintendent Fuller had his one arm up near the pane. A
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long finger moved back and forth, motioning Nick into the
office.

Fuller sat behind his wide shiny-topped desk. His hand
was up with a big opal ring shooting colours. He pointed to
the desktop and Nick put the cigarettes there.

“You will report at the recreation hall to-morrow when the
whistle blows for lunch,”

» L] L]

Outside on, the sidewalk, coming towards the steps, was
Rocky. Like glways, he walked slow, with a careless grace
and a loose. easy movement, He walked real slow, with his
head turning and his cap, screwed around backwards, turning
too. Rocky hud eyebrows that made him look like he was
always ashing a question. One side of his hair fell over the
end of his forchead. He had a wide mouth that grinned a lot.
He seemca as if he was always having a good time and
everything was a joke. He grinned at Nick, his eyes shutting
down a little and his mouth spreading out red, showlng white
teeth. “ Hailo, Nick.”

Nick liked having Rocky know his nume. He said, * Hallo,
Rocky,” and forzot about the cigarettes, the hand pointing
and the recteation hall to-morrow,

-

L] * L}

The fellows all stood ncar the back of the gym, a whole line
of them. lhey didn’t talk much. Every once mn a while they
glowered up at the stern frosted windows of the building
covered over with heavy webbings of iron. A fellow came up
and asked, * Who is it?”

“ Allen,” said a fellow.

“ Allen’s getting licked,” said another.

* What happened? He took off?”

“Naw. The doll officer called him a name,” said a fellow.

* Allen beat hell out of the bastard,” said another.

They waited.

Bricktop slouched near the fence with his big arms on top
of it and his chin resting on them.

“ Allen can take it,” said a fellow.

Then Allen came

His brown, shiny face was unnaturally pale. Sweat beaded
over it. There was a little blood soaked through on his shirt-
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back. But his head was up fiercely. And he had a ught-
mouthed grin that circled around his teeth.

*Who did it?” a fellow asked.

“ Fuller,” Allen snapped.

“How many?” another fellow asked.

“Pleaty, man!” The grin was tight. “1 told him I had
more ass than he had leather.” His eyes turned mad.

3 L ] L

Bricktop watched. He listened. Then he mowved away with
Shun. “ They shoulda killed the nigger,” he .ad.

Jesse, walking with Nick, said, " Bricktop don’t like him
because he can’t fight him.”

A fellow Nick dida't know said, “ Bricktop was champ of
the hill until Allen came here.” He knew a lot about the
beatings. “ You bend over and grab your ankles or a bench—
with your pants down. Or they lay you flat on a bench and
tie your ankles and wrists.”

*“How many do you get?”

“ It all depends. The least they give you is seven.”

“For nothing at al§,” another fellow put in. ** For just
talking or cussing at an officer they give you a criss-cross.”

“ What's that?”’ Nick asked.

The fellows laughed. “ They run the clippers through your
hair this way, then that way.” He demonstrated with his
fingers,

] * »

In between the shoeshop and the kitchen they had a few
minutes, and Nick said to Jesse, 1 had some cigareites, and
he saw me and told me to go over to the recrcation hall.”
Jesse paled a little. “ What do they do to you?" Nick asked.

“They may chain you and put water on you or——" The
whistle blew. They hung close together another minute.
*“You "—Jesse put his hand on Nick’s arm and tightened
his fingers—* you won’t get any lunch.” From inside his shirt
front he pulled a candy bar and stuck it into Nick's hand.
Then he moved away towards the shoeshop quickly.

Nick went into the recreation hall. This was where they
were supposed to go two nights a week instead of t: the base-
ment. Only when the outside guard came for tihem he'd
almost always say, “ You guys ain't been guiet, s0 you ain't

55



going to-day.” Nick looked around. Near the bookcases he
saw a wooden chest open, with ten-pound iron balls in it.
Facing the wall all around the room with their noses against
it stood about ten fellows. Their arms were stretched to their
sides stiffly, with their hands behind them. In each hand they
held an iron ball. * Grab a couple,” the guard told Nick.
Nick obeyed and went on the line with the rest of the fellows.
The glass dqor came open and someone entered the room.
*“ Here they are. Take over,” the guard said. A voice an-
swered, * Okay.”

Nick jumped a little when he heard the voice, and his nose
scraped around on the wall as he twisted his head towards the
voice.

Rocky.

Rocky saw him and looked away quickly. The guard went
out. For a long time everything was silent and the blood
began to Qrain out of Nick's arms. He stood with his nose
pushed agaiost the wall. His fingers and wrists got tingly.
He beard Rocky walk across the room. Outside a whistle
blew. They were coming out for lunch.

“ You're supposed to stand an hour and rest five minutes,”
Rocky told the fellows apologetically, The sun came in the
glass door and ethrew a pattern of light on the floor. You
couldn’t get tired and drop one. You had to take it in front
of the fellows.

Rocky walked over to the pool table, where the balls were
racked up in their many-coloured, glistening®triangle on top
of the smooth green felt and started rolling them towards
the pockets. They made soft noise on the felt and swished
into the pockets. Nick couldn’t feel his arms any more. They
didn't belong 40 him.

Rocky walked across the room slowly. He leaned against
the window, staring outside, not looking at them, but talking
to them: “I’'m not like those other jerks. Because Bricktop
stands high around this place they’ve made me a lineboy.”
For a while he didn't say any more. Then: *“I don’t squcal,”
And behind him all the guys started relaxing.

At last the wash-up-for-supper whistle blew. Rocky said
softly, * Aill right, guys.” The fellows put the balls back in
the chest, started working their arms around and rubbing
them at the elbows.

Nick was going out when Rocky said quietly, * Nick.”
Nick came back. “ Let’s sneak a smoke.”

Rocky pulled the smokes out. He said, explaining, * You
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got to know somebody in heie to get along all nght. I started
suching up to the big sbols and got in good.”

lhey sat on the pool table smoking and swinging theu
legs. Rocky said, “ Whatever you've done, when you come
hete you're almost bke an angel. 1hey mdake worse crooks
out ol you.’ Atter a while he said, “* Eich house has 1ts own
mob that runs it. kads smuggle in cigaiettes and we steal
tnem If a kid gets two boxes of fruit aud dogen't give us «
boa and a hall, we take them both. See--when you get a mob
together you feel powerful’

Aiter a while they didn t talk, both just sat thinking. Nick,
rememberning, pulled vut the candy bir that was melting and,
breaking 1t 1n half, pushed a piece at Rockv without looking
up They ate 1t, melting the chocolatec against the roofs ol
therr mouths with their tongues

*® L] L ]

Sundavs you didn’t have anvthing to Jo. If your folks
didn t come to sce you §ru loated all day  Nick would forget
all about his folks, and then tiey’'d come When they aerc
gone he'd feel real lonely and hke crying

Lhis Sunday he watched Ma and Pa a, tucv went through
the big gate and it wa, locked behind them  He stood staning
thiough the wite diamonds ot the fence vven after they were
out ol sight . ..

Nick swallowed hard and walked around to the back of the
school bunlding, whuere nobodv wowwu be  Rocky sat back
there m a basement window ledge * Hillo, Rocky ™

* Hallo, Nick.” He didu’t Iift his head, bul went on scratch-
mg in the dirt with a small broken-ofl branch

Nick tubbed the toe o1 hus workshoe 1n the dirt. * Did your
1olks comc to see you?’

¢ 1 amn’t got nu tolks.”

Rochv went on scrawhng tor 1« long munute, Thea ke
snapped his head bach, tossing the hur out of his eyes His
mouth widened cut 1n a smule with his Yips close against his
teeth *“ Let’s take a walk.”

They struck out away from the butldings, walking under
the tices down a straggly path worn and beaten into the
ground with grass on either stde Theur pants were 1olled up
several twists over their ankles. Rocky went with o long
straw 1n his mouth Nick piched up pebbles and tassed them
. .. you meet 4 new fellow and you hhc him You walk along
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and don’t have anything much to say. 1t’s nice walking along.
Not alone. Even if you don’t talk, you know he likes you
and you like him. . .

“'I'ms ain't the only reform school 1 been in,” Rocky said.
“1 was in St. John's Industrial School.” Nick hit the tree
with a stone. * The first thing when you get in is they want
to find out how tough you are. 1 was a battered-up sonofa-
bitch. It didp’t take me long to find out how far down the
line I stood. 1 was just middle class.”

The sun was right over the mountains now.

“1 hit towm broke and hungry. And at night. Well, T ain’t
in town an hour and 1 gets in trouble. There was a store that
loohed easy. ... Yeah, 1 was walking out with the joint--1
had so much swif, 1 couldn't get my coat buttoned. First
thing | knew, * Put up your hands, you little sonofabitch!’ "

“‘What did you take?”

* Oh, mosily cigarettes—stuff I could peddle easy.”

Rocky pulled out cigarcties for both of them. With his
hand on Nick’s shoulder, steadying himself, he struck the
match on the bottom of his workshoe. They dragged in on the
cigarcttes and blew smoke.

“Well, it was the industrial school for me. I got in the
office, see. I'm vunning the switchboard in the office. Then
I'm taking the mail around and going outside the gates once
in a2 while. When I get in 5ood and everybody thinks I'm a
right guy, I take a2 powder.”

They walked way out till they were close uf to the low hills
that bcgan crawling up to the mountains. They slouched down
in the high grass. It tickled their necks and their ears. Nick
looked at Rocky’s name bruised on his chest. “ How do you
smash your name like that?”

Rocky sat up. “I'll do it for you.” Nick unbuttoned his
shirt, Rocky took the skin on Nick's chest in between his
fingers and squeczed, pinched. N---it hurt a little. J—the
skin got all red. Rocky squeeczed harder. C-—Some blood
came oul in one place. K-—his whole name was there, big,
across his chest. Plenty red. Real big.

“Ttl turn brown in & couple days,” Rocky said.

They lay back against the soft swell of ground. Rocky lay
on his back with his feet propped against a tree and slowly
puffed a cigarctte. He waved one arm around and said, “ If
you went over this joint in an aeroplane you'd think it was
paradise.”

The sun over the mountains lit up the far-off buildings in a
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nedtly-arranged pattern. Their tile roofs, some red, some
green, were pretty. In the grass a garter snake wiggled in a
swilt little river of colour,

*“ You're worse when you get out of this joint—and you're
sure wised up.”

Under a rock somewhere a cricket made a sawing sound.
A grasshopper leaped against Nick’s cheek.

The sun was coming down. But it made evergthing beauti-
ful, and shadows were long, long across the field from west
10 east. Rocky sat now with his arms hugging his knees and
his back against the tree. Nick lay with his head.on his hands,
but turned towards Rocky. Rocky pursed his lips. The
whistling notes came out clear, vibrant, echoing. The notes
poured across the empty field, filling it. Nick listened, with
his eyes staring at the leaves overhead, but not seeing.

The whistling notes went up and out. Nick lifted his head
and, through the long grass, looked at Rocky.

Rocky put his fingers m his hair with the cfils sticking
through thein and scratched.

With his head on one side, Rocky whistled. With his lips
pursed, making a red circle. With lus shadow large and
grolesque on the wall gl the grey concrete dairy building.

1

THE DAYS went by slower and slower. They couldn’t be any
longer. At right you were “alone in the dark dormitory,
stretched out on the hard bed, letting the hurt and the mad-
ness soak out of you, with just the loneliness closing in around
vou from all over the room. Before it was light you got up
with the siren scaring vou out of your sleep. When it was
hot you worked. Before 1t was dark vou were locked up in
the dormitory. All the time they made you know you were
bad and were being pumshed. You were a criminal. They
didn't let you forget 1t. For nothing they hit you.

More days went by. Nick endured thrm. They ran in his
memory, branded there. When your f(oiks left on Sunday
afternoons you were lined up in the basement and the office
boys scarched you for cigarettes or anything that could be
slipped to you and that you weren't supposed to have. You had
to take off all your clothes, and if they found anything they
asked for a cut. If you didn’t come across they squealed and
you were called up to the office and got some discredits s'apped
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on. The guards really thought they were somebody because
they were working there, It went to their hcads. They'd have
you uall over the place. And they slapped you around for
nothing whenever they felt like it. T'he only good guard was
Chatlie. He'd sit on his stool on thc other side of the baired
dooi, smoking And he'd toss ugarette butts 1nside, between
the bars, so 4 guy could get them. Duector McGuize went
around rumpling their hair.

* L] .

One Saturday afternoon Nick and Tommy were sent to
clean the chicken houses Tt stank so that every once 1n a
while they had to go outude, spitting to get the taste out of
their noses and thioats One of the times when they stood
rubbing their shoes against the ground, scraping the niess off
them, lommy said quckly, hotly, * I'm not going 1o stay
here.”

“ What do you mean?” Nick asked.

“I'm going to” his hps tightened--* run away"

They went back into the barn. The acrid stink buined into
their nostrils. They worked the hoes, scraping at the boards,
raking up the fculed stiaw

“ Ain't you scared?” Nich ashed Then he remembered:
I'll ralk to amvone I want

Tommy frowned and tossed the damp blond har off his
forehead * I'm not guing to stay here Me and Sam we're
gomy to run awaiv”

“ Sam —he—beciuse he’s a—-"

“ lhey're mean to hin Thuy <all him nimes They're
always blamg him *

“1'd be suared — -

Tommy squared h.s mmmature <shoulders  “ Me and
Sam — "

I hey 1aked some more Tommy looked around “ A lot of
the othar kids say they'lt po ™ He looked around again * Some
of them ashed me 1 T wanted to take off with them™ Theie
was nothing but the empty barn with, outuide, hens fusang
“And T told them.”

Just a Bittle kid Nk looked at bhim with deep-eyed admi-
ration Nick said, ** You've got more guts than me”

Tomuny said, “ And we're all going All the fellows 1n om
dornmtory. Neat Sunday mght ”
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It came out, bit by bit, with the straw and hunks of hard
chicken mess.

Thea it was next Sunday night. In the basement, on the
way up to the dormitories, Nick managed to get up close to
Rocky. *“ Rocky, I want to tell you something.” Then be
didn't tell him. But just as they were starting up the steps to
bed he said, “ The little kids are taking off.”

“ Ycah?” Rocky looked surprised.

They started in, with Wallace counting them. * Boy! 1
hope they make it!” Rocky whispered. *“ So do 11 Nick said.
He clenched his fists.

They were all quiet, well-behaved in B Dormitory that
mght. “ The young kids are going to take off” Everybody
scewned to know it; and they all waited tensely.

Nick lay flat and silent on the cot. The nine ®'clock tele-
phone call came in. Nick cracked his knuckles under the
blanket. He could hear his heart beating.

The monotony of night settied over the dormitory. But bed
springs kept squeaking, Boys kept turning on mattresses. And
Hendricks, angrily : gbo to sleep! Go to sleep!”

The cricket noises came up so loud you wanted to stuff
vour fists in your ears. The toilet made dripping sounds. You
could hear Hendricks breathing.

Then—-

Then the siren came up like the wail of an animal. Spot-
lights went ou, shooting out in the dark like snakes striking,
then see-sawing out across the flat, black grounds. Cutting
holes in the dark, showing trees, the parts of buildings, kids
running, where before there had been only blackness,

Every boy in B Dormitory jumped out of bed and ran, in a
floud, to the barred windows. Hendricks' chair legs hit the
floor and he jumped to his feet with his flashlight snapping
on. * Get back in bed, you bastards!” “ Go to hell, you son-
ofabitch!™ That was Bricktop. Someone knocked the flash-
light out of Hendricks' hand. Hendricks stood in the dark,
breathing hard. Then when he saw all of them at the win-
dows he unlocked the door swiftly, jumped past it, stammed
it, locked it. His footsteps ran down the staircase. But no
ope saw him or heard him. They were all at the windows.

Nick was as close to the window as he could get. He saw
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hids ducking all over the place. Some of them had taken off
1n their nightshirts The spotlights streaked, zigzagged swiftly
The siren howled on and on He saw a spothght pick up a
kid stumbling towards the workfields with a guard almost on
top of him. Nick clenched his teeth and hoped 1t wasn’t
Tommy—or Sam.

The guard had him now. He fell on top of hum and was
hitting him. The kid’s bare legs and feet beat back and forth
n the air Then the spotlight went towards somewhere else

Nick saw Superintendent Fuller, only partly dressed, run-
ning with his empty sleeve flying loose He saw the hghts go
on in the back of the garage and two cars standing outside
One of the fellows groaned, “ They're going to get the cars
and 1un up and down the highway after them ™

Jesse, at the window, breathing hard and coughing a little,
said to Nick. “ Rocky took care of that. He punched holes in
the gas tanks ol all the cars to-mgnt”

* L »

Davlight opened up all over the countryside It lizhted the
quiet, peacetul reform school grounds It made the buildings
bewufiful 1 thew pavtein square The dew spaikled 1n the
sunlight

Thirty-four boys had been 1n the breihout Iwentv-two
had escaped

Superintendent Fuller ate his brekfast alone 1n the officers
quarfers and read the news in the town papers Duector
McGuite went about his duties withoat his aft ible snnle and
he mussed no hau  Twelve boys were locked np in solitary —
the twelve who had been retaken

The reform school boys ate, went to classes, worked [hey
grinned at cach other «ll during the day

Ihat eventng when they wese loched 1n the basement after
suppel Rocky pulled something from under his belt next to his
skin It was a poster. folded in four Rocky smoothed 1t out
and held 1t up to the hgbt for the feillows to see It sud
Lscard .. Iwnenty five Dollars Rewurd for the Capture
of ..
In the middle was a photogriph Nick looked and saw
Tummy’s piciutie  Jommy’s face was hike 1t had heen when
he told Bricktop, *“ Tl talk to anyone 1 want!™

Rocky sud, *“ I swiped 1t at the print shop. 1hey're printing
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them of all the kids still out And they re going to put them
up all over town ”

Shim said, “1 hear they take five bucks off tfrom the house-
father’s and guard’s pay for every fellow who escapes™

*“ Swanson wont get no pay for a year!’ someone shouted,
ind they all laughed

Next day five more kids were caught,

Len sull vut

A week later, se.en out

As they caught them they wcre locked up mn soltary

It took three wechs betore Lomiay and Sam were ¢iught,

12

IHE BiG DOOKRS of the assembly hall were spread wide open
Unde  Lic frees across the flagstonee came the lony line of
reform schoel boys 1n blue denim At nlerv4ds of the green,
sme oth cropped  lawn guards stood  heeping them in line
1he slow paced lime filed mnt3 the assembly hall  Snenthy the
bcys squitted on the theutre se ts where 1l of them could
«at  They werent allowed to talk  But heads lcaned towards
each othet, whispenng .

Nich and Jesse sat together waiting  Heat made therr
clothes sticky on them [ lies vuzzed atound the hall Nick
Joohed up at the big stage severil feet above floor level,
with a small platfotm of steps leading to it Tte curtams
were thrust way back  Agunst the wall was the whate square
ol screen whete once evay two weeks they saw a4 movie
the lLghis were on brightly  The beat down bard aganst
the stage boards, ctashing away . highhghts On the stage
the « was only a bench with actoss it, 4 leather st ip  The
strap was long, black, thick —thihker than vour finger At one
end 1he sides had beea cut 1n so that there would be a h.ndle
to gup 1t by Nk hunched wav dovr n ms sert A <hort-
blast whistle blew They should be e.ting ™k <hook 1 fly
ofl his arm  His eves wandered around the hall feartully

Then the little kids came [hey vere marched n by two
guaids, one i front ind one .n hack They were pile,
tightened up, scared They had becn lochea up since they
were caught and ther eyes squinted agunst the hight

On the scats there was 1 st of resentment a1d mum-
bling n0d scraping of feet The dnll oflicer blew iy whastle
warningly
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The little kids were marched up to the front of the hall,
where the guards motioned them down on the two long
benches at the foot of the stage. They sat facing the reform
school audience. Their heads were bowed. Their hands,
between their legs, were fastened together.

Nick looked quickly at the seated line of kid prisoners—
looking for him. He saw him. First on the bench at the foot
of the steps leading to the stage. Tommy’s chin was almost
on his ches{. His blond, straight hair hung down loosely.
You couldn’t see anything but the hair and the thin white
arms disappearing beyond the blue V of pant-legs. Sam sat
next to him,” turned slightly towards him. Sam's white eyes
moved back and forth in his. black face.

Rocky came in late and flopped down next to Nick. Flies
buzzed. There wasn’t any other sound. Outside a window
the branch of a tree moved back and forth, slowly, lazily.
Flies buzzed some more. Even the office boys and the stools
were pale: And every boy in the school was there to see.

Nick dampened his lips with his tongue. He sat up straight,
forcing himself against the seat. He wanted to get up and
run out. He half-rose. Rocky stuck his legs out in the way
and tightened his hand on Nick’s knee. His eyes saw a guard
watching them and stepping closer.® “ Look. Can you do
this?” Rocky asked. Then he started moving his knees back
and forth with his hands on them, with his hands slipping,
criss-cross, from one knce to the other. Nick slumped back
against the scat. As soon as he did that ®Rocky stopped
jiggling his knees.

It came too soon. The sharp heels crashed into the as-
sembly hall, smacking against the hardwood boards, resound-
ing. All the heads turned, looking at him. The eyes of the
reform school boys, watching him come, met his with the
impact of a blow.

The tall, narrow, one-armed body came down the wide
aisle. The empty coat-sleeve clung close to his side, pinned
there. Nick shivered. Morc sirength in one arm than most
men have in two.

Superintendent Fuller went to the stage with a guard fol-
lowing him. He unbuttoned his coat, and when he had to
let the guard help him get oul of it his eycs frowned angrily.
He was even thinner without his coat, more lopsided.

Fuller walked over to the bench. He unbuttoned the collar
of the white shirt and yanked the tie loose. Then he picked
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up the long leather strap. Experimentally he tried it, swinging
it back and forth, It was lazy at the end of his hand like the
tree limb swinging outside the window.

Tommy was first on the bench. And he was first on the
stage. I uller twisted him around so that his back was to the
audience. He stood laced away from them wath huller hoid-
ing the strap. No boy muved or made a sound., They were
all hushed like when they were 1 chuwich,

Fuller said, ** Pull thein dowa.”

Tommy's small hands worked clumaly with his belt The
pants fell down to his shoetups, a circle of blue around his
ankles The immature legs were skinny  His small, nanow
butiochs weie exposed for everyonc to sce. Ihe hard hight
beat dowa.

Fullet said, “ Grab your ankles.”

Nick tightened his hands 1o fiste it the ends of stiffened
arms  Jesse put his torehead down on the scit-back 1 fiont
of him and didn’t look up

“ Grab yow anhles”

[ommy grabbed his ankles. The shiu tightened out across
his behund.

Fuller stood over Igmmy. 1he bight hit the 1op ot his head
where the han, smoothed bick, was thinning, out and turning
uglv grey  tuller rawsed the stiap  Nack saw the muscles
cotl 1t a knot 1 thit one atm Goovsc-punpics githered on
the suifuce ol Nicks skin and be suched his Iips back n
between his teeth  lThe wiup porsed above Tommy's bate
buttocks like a snake about to'stithe Lt tell back over Fuller's
wrist, over Fuller’s Dack Jt was black agamnst the white cloth
of his shirt  Nich saw [ uller’s muscle curl i his atm and then
spring out as the stiap came down

As the whip fell Nickhs mund leaped bk to that mouse by
Rankia's grocery store  He closed lus eyes He beard the
hoirble sharp smck of the whn Then o silaike  He heard
the smuck of the whip agam, cuttu g the flesh, buoewmng the
blood He heard Townmy cry out Joud, 1 a crzam, wnd then
gasp for breathi- sonbing, whimpermg tlubberning

Nick opened his eves e was standing m the muddle of the
row of seats with his fists cdenched He wantud to cry out,
But he sit down weakly. trembhing all over * Stop 11 You
sonofabitch!  Stop 1! he whispered  And he was cnving,
blubbermg, with the fears tunmnyg down has cheels fast sty
on his lips, talling oft the end of his clin on to th, floor Te
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shook his head sideways, hard, to shake the tears from his
eyes. " Goddamn you! Goddamn youl” he sobbed. It was
a long time before the whippings were over.

* - -

The words Tony had taught him came easily to him now.
He lay on the hard mattress cot and clenched his fists and
said, over aAd over, “ Goddamn them! Goddamn them!”

He’d never be sorry for anything he ever did again. He'd
never go crawling home asking for forgiveness again. He'd
never try to reform now. He was on Tommy’s side. All the
way. For good. For ever. ,

He knew how men treated boys. And he knew how they
reformed them. He hated the law and everything that had
anything to do with it. Men like Fuller were behind it. He
was against them. '

For gool. For ever.

13

IN THE FEW wegks since Tommy was'beaten, Nick picked up
five hundred discredits. He'd never get out of this joint. He
seemed to be in trouble all the time. He'd never work his
way out. There was only one thing he could do. . . .

Working in 1the vegetablc garden with Wallace way over
near the other end talking to a guard, Nick looked up at the
far mountains. If he could only get to them. He didn't
know what was over the mountains but anything was better
than this. Without thinking much or figuning things out, he
was running. Running away. Just to get somcwhere else.
Anywhere.

He didn't get far. He wasn’t halfway across the lumpy
workfield with the high wire fence still far away when they
caught him. He got three more months, with, this time,
twenty lashes to be paid to him later.

» » *

After that he had a reputation as a real bad kid with the
officers and guards.
Every time he had a chance now he was with Tommy.
And Sam. They ncver talked about the licking the young
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kids had taken, but, without even mentioning 1t, it tied them
together Sure he went with Sam  He didnt care Sam was
just another kid The hell with Bricktop lhen onc dunaay
in the basement before all the guys Bucktop said, 1 see you
been hanging around with that mgger ™

Nickh swallowed Here 1t came What he had been afiraid
of. He swallowed again “ Yeah,” he said

“What did I tell you?’ 1he big shoulders gere hunched,
the red han knotted, the pufty ey.s oullying

Nick telt the hcads snipping aronnd to attention He
could feel an itchuing under his arms It only Rockv was there
he could look at Rochy and hoow what to say Lverybody
was histening Tommy had said it Why couldn’t he?

He had to say something Bricktop was waiing * Hes all
nght He's 2 nwe kid” That was pleading

‘ I told you not to talk to him ’

All night, hed say it * What do you care if 1 talk to him?™

“ Gettin® wugh, huh?” Bricktops thick lips %necred

Nick ruffled 1 htile ‘T don't sce why vou should boss me
I dunt see where 1t’s any f your business

Brichtop hunched his shoulders up bigger, angnly He
turned, i1ad walking away said over his shoulder, * I'll see you
on the hill after lunch ™

Nick, turned mwaird to all his fear and pank, sat down
heavily on the bench All his strength, even of words, drained
out of him Hec swallowed divly to get his heart back 1n
place and keep his scaredness down mside him He'd just
talked himself 1nto a fight All the guys had heard He
couldn't back out now He sat, lewned torward a little with
Ins sheulders slumped and his palms dJlenched tightly over
the sphntery edge of the bench Jesse came over and sat by
hun without saying anytlung or looking at him

The gong rang and chilled aw+v 1n the bisement It
shivered up against Nick’s cars  With the rest of the fellows
he went out toward the food Jesse valked right along bewde
hun, still not saying anythuing And behind hini, almost aip-
ping on his heels, came Fommy lhere was a small bunch
of fellows on both stdes of him and behu 1 hum  the fellows
kept watching him and when he looked around they bobbed
their hewds Nick bobbed his hexd back at them without
even hnowing he did He went with lagging feet What did 1
do? 1 talked myself mnto 1t But T cant bick owm now The
guys are with me Or rooting for me

They went into the diming room, the fellows al' n.oving
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aside and clearing a path for Nick. Nick went in and more
eyes were looking at him.,

I'm going to catch it. Wait till it comes. Yeah, but he's
going to kick my can through.

They had good food that day. But Nick sat, not eating,
taking little sneak looks at Bricktop. There was whispering
going on at the table. The guys said, “ Give it to him!™ If 1
show I'm scared they won't even yell for me. But fear was
in his heart,‘spelled in capital letters.

So the grub wus over. And at noon on Sundays you didn’t
wait for whistles. As soon as you finished cating you walked
out.

Word had passed around so fast that the whole rcform
school lined the hill. Bricktop was thete already and Nick
walked slowly out towards him. Jesse went right along with
Nick. “Yeah, Nick, you can do 1t,” Jesse said. And there
was Rocky walking out to the hill carelessly with the cap
twisted arolnd. Rocky sneaked him a wink.

Brickiop was all ready with his shirt in his hand, with his
pants rolled way up showing the bulge of his calves, hairy
and big.

Nick walked out to the open spacg behind the dormitory
where an ugly, hall-bald hill Jumped up uvuder the sun. He
still clung to the hope that some way or another Bricktop
would say let’s forget it. But hell no.

Nick started taking off his shirt. As the blue denim slipped
out away from him the sunlight struck the musc®es that moved
smoothly over his arms. and his back, broad, youthfully hard.

The feliows lined the hill silently. There was nothing in
the sky but its bluencss and the sun straight overhead.

Nick took off the shirt slowly. Just stalling for time. He
started rolling up his pants. This was Sunday, visitors® day.
Maybe an officer would find out and make them posipone it
and Brickiop would forget.

The oflicer came---with a pair of boxing gloves.

The only thing he wanted to know was, *“ Who's the gnys?”
And the fellows: ** Nick,”—~they all knew his name now—
*and Bricktop.”

Nick looked up quickly and right into Wallace's face.
Wallace's lips were not quite touching, were curled away in
just the faintest smile, a mean smile.

Yeah, he was going to fight Bricktop.

They were ready now. Bricktop said, * Up there?” and
nodded towards the top of the hill.
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They walked to the top. Wallace said, “ All those om
Bricklop’s side over there——" The fellows picked their sides.
Nick had more on his side that Bricktop, and there were
fellows in Bricktop's line who looked as it they’d like to be
at the other end of the hill. Wallace held out the gloves.
Bricktop pushed thern away. * No. Bare fists.”

Wallace was saying, * Well, boys, rounds or to the finish?"

Before Nick could speak, Bricktop said, “ To the finish.”

Nick wouldn't, couldn't, back down. * All right. To the
finish.”

The fellows on the slope of hill tightened up. Nick looked
over at Bricktop., Bricktop's lips tighlened in a nasty way,
Wallace said, “Go to itl” A couple of fellows whistled
shrilly.

Nick didn’t know much about fighting, but he knew enough
to keep away from Biicktop. He circled around Bricktop
trying to keep out of range. Bricktop threw all kinds of fists
at him {rom: all kinds of angles. So fast that he couldn’t
duck the first one. He caught Nick. Nick stepped back. The
trampled-down grass siragsling up the hill was still damp
from morning dew. Nick’s heavy work shoe slid on a slippery
tongue of gruss. He gipped and fell. He felt a sharp pain
shoot up in his crotch and slowly fold away.

Wallace stood over him looking down at him. The voice
had an edge of satisfaction in it with an undertone of con-
tempt. “ What’s the matter?”

Sitting on his rump Nick could see the big calves of Brick-
top’s legs disappearing into the two columns of his blue
denim pants. His eyes raked the sidelines. He saw some lips
sneer. He saw some eyes turn derisive. Again he looked at
the silent, tight-pressed ring of inmates. Their eyes were like
slaps. Maybe that's what made him get up.

He climbed to his feet, holding one hand against his crotch.
“I'm okay,” he said. “Let's go down in the sand.” The
hostility relaxed in the onlookers’ cyes. Rocky grinned at
Nick approvingly. Tommy kept his lip between his teeth
where it had been all the time. Jesse leaned against a tree
breathing excitedly.

The sand was down the nll a little, near the dormitory.
That gave him more time. And he realised Bricktop knew he
was just stalling. He knew that made Bricktop mad, made
him want to kick the crap out of him all the more. They
started down off the bald hilltop. The sun followed them,
gilding their sweaty backs.
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In the sand your feet sink in almost up to your ankles. It
works its way inside your shoes. In sand like that you get
lired as hell. Nick knew Bricktop realised it too and that
only made Bricktop want to finish him off all the sooner.

They were fighting again, Nick keeping away, or trying to.
Cricling around, dodging, dragging the sand with him, plod-
ding backwards in it with Bricktop's fists slashing out like
whips, stingigg, with the sun breaking sweat all over him.
His arms were up warding off the hard fists, his head held
down. The fists, like rocks, kept breaking against your arms,
making them . . . so ... tired . . . with ever so often a fist
coming through and turning him numb.

Bricktop bore in, carrying his weight with his sudden im-
petus. The big, cube-square fist found space, came through
on the side of Nick’s head above the temple. The sun fell,
suddenly, out of the sky and bounced like a huge rubber
ball, yellow, red, black. It blurred. The sonofabitch hit him
so hard he"forgot his name or where he was.

The hard-knuckled fist pecked solidly at Nick’s head in the
same place. To Nick it seemed liked a hundred times.

Finally he went down. He was sent spinning half around’
by one of Bricktop’s hammer fists. He hung in the air for a
split second. Then he stumbled over forward, fell to his knees,
posed there. Slowly the upper part of his body leaned way
over forward until he was lying on his face with sand in his
mouth, and his nose and his hair.

He wanted to stay down. Wanted to terribly. Something
dragged him up. He came up. Only to go down again.

Nick was mumbling inside his head. * He can’t do this to
me . . . all my friends yelling for me . . . or hoping for me
... Tommy...Jesse...Sam...and Rocky ... Rocky....”
From his knees and his elbows, through all the fuzz and
haze and twisting sounds he saw Rocky’s face with the fun-
niest tense look in his smoky eyes. And while the buildings
rocked, he tried, with his mind, with his eyes, to grasp hold
of Rocky's eyes and pull himself to his feet.

He came up.

Like before, cvery time he came up Bricktop worked him
over some morc. But now he was beyond fear. He was out
somewhere where you weren't afraid of anything. Where
something inside of you drove you on . .. on.

Nick, in a haze that had a circle of fists spinning around
his head like cartwheels, started to fight back.
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Not retreating now. Going in. Shaking off blews. So mad
he could cry. So mad he could kill.

And was Bricktop surprised. Bricktop now gave ground,
backing slowly in the heavy trampled sand, backing towards
the wall of the dormitory, looping out with a hard, sweaty,
defensive fist.

Nick had it in his mind to fight. But Bricktop changed his
mind. Bricktop beat the hell out of him some gnore. That's
when Nick started praying for a miracle. Right then he was
praying for rain, a fire or an earthquake. Anything to stop
the fight. He was even hoping Bricktop would hit him so
hard he wouldn't be able to get up again.

But Nick wouldn’t quit. Not him. You got to kill me first.

Bricktop moved in, ready to end it. Then Nick threw one,
The way Nick felt he didn’t think it did anything to Bricktop.
But Bricktop staggered.

There was a shout that came {rom all around the ring of
reform school boys. One big yell—a cheer.

“ Finish him, finish him. . . .” But Nick couldn't lift his
arms any more. Jt was as if they were dragging in the sand
at his ankles. Like somebody was hanging on to them. His
lungs were busting. Ha head was busting. . . . Finally he got
enough strength to walk up to Bricktop where he was leaning
against the dormitory wall. Nick got up close to him and,
putting all his strength together, let him have another one.

The maturing muscle, the tanned arm, the tightened fist
shot out through the sunlight. Straight it went to Bricktop’s
face and buried itself there. Bricktops face turned sickly
white. Blood jeiked out of the big, flattened-out nostrils.
Bricktop slid halfway down along the building, supported only
by the wall.

Alter he hit Bricktop Nick sort of staggered back. But that
wasn’t to give Bricktop a chance to get up. Hell no. That
was to get his strength to hit him again.

So he went back and hit him agamn. And Bricktop went all
the way down. He lay crumpled up against the foot of the
wall. Blood all over his face, spitting like a bull, foam on his
lips.

Even after Nick saw him do that he was still hoping some-
body would stop the fight. If he gets up aguin I ain’t got
the strength to go back and hit him again.

Bricktop sat heavily, his large hunched shoulders crashed
against the ground. He had landed by a big rock. Nick saw

T



him with his head lying against the rock. With them heavy
workshoes you can sure do some damage. Something told
him to go kick Bricktop. That's when you get in the mood to
kill . . . go kick him.

Wallace saw what was coming. He walked up to Nick,
intercepting him. *No, you don’t.”

And that’s where the fight ended. Bricktop said, “ I've had
enough.” @

Nick felt like getting down on his knees and thanking God
for that.

“TI've had enough,” Bricktop said again.

Aflterwards Nick staggeied up the low bank of lawn and
lay there, face down, tasting blood and sweat and hute,

Bricktop walked away.

. 14

AcGaIN 1T was Sunday. Nick wandered around the grounds
looking for Rochy. He couldn’t find huni, and cut back to-
wards the admumistration buildings. Parents and visttors, like
on cvery Sunday, were walking all agound the grounds. A
man Nick thought he recognised was coming {rom the oppo-
sito direction. When they werc aimost abreast the mun
happened to glance up and, seeing Nick staung at hm, smuled
and said, “ Hi. there!” Nk pomted at him., “ Aren't you
the guy who gave me the cigurettes?”

“ Oh, yes! I remembei you now.” He stopped on the side-
walk alongside Nick. “I've only got rollings to-duy.” He
seemed to be laughtng at humself. Then he said, * Don't you
work in the kitchen?” His voice was friendly.

“Yeah.”

“1I thought I saw you there. How long have you been iu?”

“Too damn iong!™

*“When do you get out?”

“I don’t know. Maybe never. Not the way 1 get dis-
credits.” He looked up at the man suspiciousiv. ™ You trying
to get a job here?”

“Hell, no!” the man said. “ I'm just casling the joint.” He
looked quizzically at Nick. Then his eyes moved across the
grounds with curiosity and eagerness. “I've been hanging
around here just to see what it’s like.”

“ What for?”

“1 told them in the superintendent’s office that I was doing
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some research work, I'm on a trip around the country—
looking these places over.” He glanced at the lawn under
the trees. “ Let's go over there and sit down and talk,”

“I don’t care.”

“What’s your name?”

*“Nick Romano.”

* Mine's Grant. How old are you, Nick?”

“ Fourteen.”

They sat on the lawn together. Grant nod&ed at the hand-
some buildings beyond the flower-garden. *“ Do they teed
you well?”

“ Oh, I guess so. Only it doesn’t seem like it.”

Grant felt around in his pocket, toock out a tobacco sack
and a wrinkled cigarette paper. Carefully he emptied tobacco
into the paper. Nick looked at his worn coat and trousers.
Graut twirled the paper into a cigarette, licked it, lighted it.
“I'in from Chicago. I'm on my way to the coast.”

Blue smoke hung in the sunlight. * What’s Ghicago like?”
Nick asked, remembering Ma had said they might go there
to live with Aunt Rosa.

“Oh, it's big and it’s dirty, and there are a lot of slums
there. But it's a gregt town. It's a man's town. It’s alive.”

The trees threw patterns all around them. Sunlight slanted
through the branches, cut across Nick's face and laid a pat-
fern at his feet. The breeze ruffled his hair. His chest and
shaulders stood out, broadened in his blue denim shirt. Nick
hung his head. He pulled at the grass with his fingers. He
kept pushing the soles of his workshoes against the lawn.

“This doesn’t seemn to be a bad place,” Grant said. Nick
didn’'t answer. Grant smoothed the grass under his palm. “Is
it all right here?”

Nick kicked the soles of his shoes against the lawn. Anger
rose suddenly in him. "I hate it! They beat us. They make
you think you're bad, no marter what you do. They make
you think you ought to be punished for cverything.”

Grant locked at the sagged-down shoulders in the blue
denim shirt, at the legs drawn up and the workshoes pressing
against the grass, cutting black wounds in the lawn. He
scarched for something to say and saw the watch on Nick's
wrist. “ Where'd you get the watch?” he asked. making his
voice sound casual. “ I bought it for ten cigarcttes.” Some
boys in blue denim uniforms crossed the grounds with shovels
over their shoulders. A sparrow chinned a worm out of the
grass a few yards away from Grant’s feet. Nick measured the
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fence with his eyes. “JI'm going to run away. It won’t be
hard (o get out of here.” His eyes slid over the high wire
fence again. The worm was all gone now but the very end,
and the end waggled helplessly in the sparrow’s beak.

“You couldn't run far,” Grant said. “ You'd only go home
and they'd find you and bring you back.”

“I'd go over to Chicago by my aunt. I took off from here
once, but they gaught me. They won't catch me next time!”
His mouth and eyes were hard.

Grant rolled another cigarette, looking down into the tobac-
co. “The superintendent tells me that they teach you boys
a trade. What do you want tc learn?”

“1 don't want to learn anything.”

Grant shoved his fingers into his hair and rubbed. * Oh,
you must want to be something,” he said.

Nick leaned forward, head down. His hair touched the
path of light. “ Well, 1 did want to be a baker.” He turned
bitter again. '* But they wouldn’t let me. They said my
record was too bad. No, I don't want 1o learn anything!”

Grant fastened his long fingers around his knees. He looked
&cross them at Nick. “It’s none of my business,” he said,
* but you can’t get away from the law. You’re only fourteen.
You don’t want to be chased and hounded and locked up, do
you? 1 guess they mean well here,” his hand gestured impo-
tently. *“You can't understand that, though. Neither can I
I think they're wrong. But keep the right slang on things.
Stay here and learn a trade——" Grant stopped talking and
followed Nick’s eyes to where they were staring darkly and
angrily at the oflice building. Nick tightened his lips. Then
he twisted over on his stomach and with a long forefinger
started searching in the grass for four-leaf clovers. After a
while Grant grinned and began telling Nick about his trip,
what he had scen. . . .

Nick listened then. “Want to see the place?” he asked.

Grant rose, brushed his trousers with his hands, combed
his hair with his fingers. They walked with their backs to the
administration building.

“Look,” Nick said when they had taken a few steps, “ 1
stole a bicycle—or they said 1 did, anyway.”

“ Whut you did,” Grant said, * doesn’t worry me. 1t’s what
you'll do later.,”

“Let’s go this way, Mr. Grant,” Nick said.,

* Grant,” said Grant.
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Nick’s half-sorrowful smile came hesitantly, stayed that
way. “ Grant,” he said and nodded.

Nick led Grant around the grounds, through the dormitory
and into the shops, into the dining-room where boys were
setting tables. All about the grounds boys came and went
with their heads downm.

Finally Nick took Grant into the shoeshop. The fellows
working there crowded to the door. Grapt bad wrapped
cheap tobacco in paper. Their eyes focused on the cigarette.
Each boy whispered, “ Got a cigarelte, mister?” Nick said,
laughing and pushing them away, *“ Come on, guys, cut it out,
will you?™ and led Grant into the shoeshop. Jesse looked up,
saw Nick, grinned. Nick went over. * Who is he?” Jesse
asked in a half-whisper. “ Mi amigo,” Nick said in his newly
learned Spanish words.

The officer was saying to Grant, “ I'll have one of the boys
show you the work we do here.”

Jesse advanced politely. * May I show him} Mr. White?"
Grant smuled and followed Jesse around the workshop. “ This
1s where we cul the leather,” Jesse said. * Here is how the
leather looks.” He picked up a piece of it for Grant to see.
* And this is the mpchine where we sew the soles on. These
are the heels. We put them on too.” Grant followed, listened,
walched the grave, thin Mexican facc.

Jesse held a finished shoe in his hand. In his eyes there
was a youthful pride in the work. Grant asked, “ And you
boys do all this?”

*“ Oh, yes, sirl™

Struck by his carriage, his politeness, Grant asked, * How
much longer do you have to stay here?”

“ Ob, I'm leaving for home next week. I'm waiting for my
clothes. I've been here twelve months.” His hand, holding
the shoe, shook.

Grant and Nick again wem across the grounds, away from
the buildings, following Nick's wandering route. Nick was
more restless than he had been before. ** All the little kids
took off a couple of weeks ago.”

They walked in silence.

“Still thinking of taking off?”

L1} NO,”
Grant looked down at Nick. This kid had personality. He
was well built. A sensitive face . . . very sensitive. Not a

dumb kid. Could go somewhere in the world.
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They walked on . . . across the baseball diamond , . .
beyond the workfields the boys had ploughed and planted. . ..
The mountains thrust upwards under their vision. Close to
them was the long, low-roofed cow barn. It was open at
both ends. Nick led Grant under the rafters. It was cool
and quietly dim inside, with sun throwing a whole broad
shaft of light through the far door, putting colour in the
straw that was goread across the floor. The barn smells were
pleasant. Cows stood in the stalls. Their tails swished. Thelr
udders were swollen. From fhe other end of the barn, small
against the stalls, Tommy came towards them. He carried a
pail in one hand, leaning way over to balance its weight
against his strength. The pail was only inches off the ground.
Water spilled over its top; Tommy limped a little.

Nick said excitedly, *“ Here comes one of the kids who got
licked!” And he called out through the barn, ** Hey, Tomny,
come here!”™ Tommy came with a slow limp. * Show him!”
Nick said. "

Tommy obeyed. He fumbled with his belt like that day on
the stage. He let the pants slip down to the divide of his legs
From his thin back to where his immature legs disappeared
into his trousers his flesh was black and blue, showing the
rise and fall of the lash. The whip had torn away the flesh in
places. One of the sores was festered. The welts could be
counted.

Tommy pulled up his pants and trudged away s@arrying the
pail. He hadn’t spoken. He didn't look up. He limped out
of the barn carrying the heavy pail.

Grant and Nick moved out from under the roof of the
barn at its other end. Grant passed his sack of tobacco to
Nick. They both rolled cigarettes. Granl’s legs curried him
down to the edge of the ground where the mountains were
beginning to crawl up against the sky. He stopped with his
legs spread, with the long hight of afternoon full on him.
Nick waited there too. They stood with their heads raised a
little. looking out towards the mountains.

They sat with their knees drawn up tight under their chins
Time slipped around them. They were lost in long, long cor-
ridors of thought, *It's—it’s like a wilderness,” Grant said,
as if speaking to himself, *like those mountains over there
if no one had ever been into them.”

[ ] - L ]
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They walked back towards the grounds. Their long shadows
walked in front of them. Neither spoke. And now they were
back in the quadrangle, on the spaced flagsiones. A whistle
blew. Immediately all the boys filed out of the buildings and
went across the grounds in silent lines of blue.

Grant attempted a smile. “ Well—" he said.

Nick stared up at him with dark eyes and slumped shoul-
ders. “ So-long, pizon,” Nick said.

Grant laughed. “ So-long, pizon.” he said.

A whistle blew again. Nick watched Giant walk past the
administration building, the deep-banked beds of flowers, the
neatly trimmed shrubbery to the high wire gate. The guard
unlocked the gate and let bin out, locked it again. Nick
watched Grant until he wus out of sight. Yhen he turned and
walked under an archway back towards the command of the
whistle.

15

You DON'T go to reform school without seeing and learning a
Jot of things. And gach aliront to one ot the nmates is an
affiont to you. You suffer with them. Their wrongs become
your wrongs; their resentment is your resentment. No boy
gets beaten without you fecling the lash of the whip on your
skin. It reaches cut and cut until vou're not alone. You're
all together. You're one. Agamst this thing they do to you.
They, here, and the pohice outside,

And the days go by. . ..

Nick lived the days with dulled but heavy bitterness. You
never let on how you reully feit. You stayed in there and
acted tough and kidded each other. You didn't give a damn.
That was the only answer you had. Even the little kids were
ithe that now. The little kids hzd been scared stiff when they
first got there, but afier a while they were worse thun any-
body. Sometimes some of themn ran away because the big
guys did dirty things to them. If they 1ol about it when they
were caught they'd have to point somebedy out. And they'd
point—Iots of times to th wrong guy because they were
scared to get the right one.

Ma came tu see Nick every visiting day that she could scrape
the money together. Sometimes the whole family came. They
had been there to-day. When they left part of him always
went with them. That part knew whal they did when they got
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back home; what they had to eat; what Ma would be saying
at the table; how Ang cleared off the dishes and washed
them; how sometimes without being asked Julian would roll
up his sleeves and wipe them; how Pa looked sitting on the
kitchen chair smoking and reading a two-day-old paper from
one end to the other; how the park looked on the late Sunday
afternoon; what the guys were doing. The part of him that
was left in the reform school was the loneliest, bitterest part.

* L] *

It was close 1o the end of Jesse’s time in reform school. In
the basement he walked over to Nick, averted his eyes, said in
a shy whisper, “I've got some cigarettes.” Nick looked
around. Jesse couldn't pull them out there, or all the guys
would mooch him. * Charlie will let us out,” Nick said. He
led the way to the barred door. Charlie saw Nick and opened
up immediafely. * Don't go too far away,” he said.

Nick and Jesse went behind the ¢ngine house. They lay on
their stomachs with their heads close together. When the
cigarettes were just tiny butts glowing in the grass they still
stayed there. Jesse said, “1 get out Menday. 1 only got "—
he counted on his fingers—" three days more!™

Neither of them heard the footsteps. They both jumped
when Fuller said, “ How did you boys get oul here?”

They couldn't let Charlie down. “ We ducked out of line,”
Nick said.

Fuller saw who it was. His face scowled. “ What! You!”
He tapped his four fingers against his thumb in a slow rhythm.
*“We're having 4 bttle burlap party Monday. Both of you be
there—belore breakfast!” He Jooked at Jesse: *“ What's your
name?”

“ Jesse---Garcia.”

Fuller looked at Nick. “ You,” he said. “Come to my
office every moining for a week before breakfast and clean
it. Now get back in that basement.”

Monday morning a heavy rain beat against the grounds, so
hard that it even blotied out the mountains. Rain rattled on
the tile roofs and ran down the sides of the buildings. Re-
form school whistles sounded hoarse and far away in it
Streaks of lightning made everything look wet green and
slime grey. Thunder crashed too close overhead and rumbled
into the distance.

Jesse and Nick lifted their shirt collars up around their
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