








singing of a hundred birds and introduced by the shining of a 
thousand glossy leaves. The world was all gold and green 
and it was so good t be ten years old and alive. 

Paul and I reached the old fence that dipped into the 
creek and scampered over. On the other side was a huge 
oaktree that had �b�e�e�~� ·toppled by a hurricanetheyearbefore. 
Now it sprawled into the creek and here is where we parked 
ourselves to do some serious fishing. 

For the next three hours we lounged in the limbs of 
that oak tree and pulled in the perch, bass, creek cat 7 and 
gar that darted through the waters. The great white clouds 
chased each other across the sky and the breezes wri nkled 
the cr ek and ruffled the huge mounds of lover that lined 
the ba.nk. 

nwell, I gu ss wevd better go, " Paul sighed as he 
strung up a dozen fish on his line, "Your p p and mine are 
gonna be coming home soon and w 9ll probably at hit for 
ducking out of school and going fishing." 

I agreed as I jerked a hook out of the perch that Pd 
just aught. I attached the still j erking fish to my line with 
nine others and followed Paul down off the tree. We agreed 
that this would be the best place to d our future fi ·hing and 
stashed our poles and line under the t ree. Throwing the 
fi sh a ross our sh ulders, we started back for home with 
Paul inthe lead. The sun still poured :t rth it s great wealth 
of innocent sunlight and scores of birds belte out their avian 
symphony. There was no hint of terror anywhere. 

Suddenly, at the top of a clover-rugged knoll Paul 
st ppe . I was about to say something to him when I noticed 
his eyes. He was gazing down towards the creek and his pu
pils grew wide in horror. 

I turned. Down by the creek was a man in overalls 
and a tattered brown shirt. He held something in his hand 
and stared at some hidden object in the clover . As he r aised 
his hand to wipe his forehead, I noticed what it was that he 
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held. The breath caught in my throat as the sun sparkled 
on the crimson tipped scythe. Then I noticed the leg. It ap
peared to be a woman's leg and br ight red blood glistened 
against the whiteness of it as it poked out from behind a wild 
oleander bush. The fish slipped off my shoulder and plopped 
into the dirt. 

The man jerked his head toward us abruptly. It was 
Mr. Beck, who had the land next tctthe;I>hillips'. His brown 
eyes flashed under bushy black brows. The scythe slid from 
his handc 

"Come here, boys," he said evenly as his eyes nar-
rowed. 

"Let's run, Paul!" I yelled and grabbedathis shirt. 
ButPauldidn9tmove; hejust stared, his eyes wide with fear. 

I never saw Mr. Beck pick up the shotgun; I didn't 
even know he had one. I only heard the boom and felt Paul 
fly backwards and away from me. He landed in the green 
clover with blood splattered over his right side. 

The next instant I was running down the path with the 
wind roa:ring in my ears. My heart screamed as the branch
es clutched and tore at my skin. Suddenly the path dipped 
abruptly beneath me and I went sailing into some scrub brush. 

I stared dazed, my eyes blinking. Then I heard 
heavy footsteps falling on the packed earth of the path. They 
were near, too near. I jumped up and began to run. Sud
denly there was another loud boom and the tree limb to the 
right of me jerked violently upward and fell away into the 
brush. As I ran on I felt a warm dampness on my neck and 
shoulders. 

Then my shirt was jerked tight around my neck. My 
feet flailed out from under lfie. I was turned and twisted a
round as a huge fist slammed against the side of my head 
and sent me plummeting into the dirt. 

I lifted my head slowly and only fear kept me from 
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passing out. The trees and sky whirled about in a blue
green kalaidescope. Through a thousand multi-colored lights 
I made out Mr. Beckv s face quivering in rage. In his hand 
he held the still bloody scythe. 

"Now you gotta understand, boy," Mr. Beck said 
slowly as he bent toward me, ''I never wanted to do anything 
like this. " 

My eyes were riveted on that red-tipped sicle as it 
rose slowly in the air. The bright stars flashed everywhere 
and I was dimly aware of a choking grip on my collar. BUt 
my only thought was on that blade and I watched in awe as 
the sunlight climbed and danced on its silvered edges. 

Abruptly the blade was gone and the grip disappeared 
from around my collar. Mr. Beck was gone--but that was 
impossible. Then I heard the thrashing in the brush by the 
creek. I sat up. 

Someone was struggling :With Mr. Beck and getting 
beat up plenty for it, too. Then I caught sight of a shock of 
sandy hair. Benj ie ! 

My heart raced as I jumped to my feet. Dizziness 
and nausea almost made me black out, but again, fear kept 
me going. Regaining stability, I leaped towards the creek. 

Mr. Beck was forcing Benjie's head under the muddy 
water. I sent my foot into the burly man9 s side as hard as 
I could and he let out a w i 1 d yelp. Regaining his 
balance,hhe lunged and caught me by the shirt. He drew his 
hand back and prepared to hit me full force. Just as he 
swung, Benjieleapedonhim, buttheblowsent me sprawling. 

My mind in confusion, I frantically pulled myself out 
of the clover. Mr. Beck forced Benjie' s head beneath the 
water. My stomach heaved sickly as I watched the air bub
bles boil to the surface. 

Befor e I knew it, I was lunging toward Mr. Beck 
with a large limb in my hands . He lifted his head up to me 
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as I swung with all my strength. The blow caught him full 
in the face and propelled him backwards into the cr eek. I 
jumped over Benjie and struck him again. My mind refused 
to give up the picture of that blood covered scythe suspended 
in mid air. I struck again, landing the wood squarely on the 
side of my attackerw s head as he reared slowly out of the 
water. Again and again and again, I brought the club whist
ling down. 

Then I r'emembered Benjie . I dropped the limb and 
scooped his limp form out of the water. I rolled him on his 
stomach in the clover and forced the brown water out of his 
lungs. After what seemed to be hours, Berijie ' s eyes flut
tered open. At first he stared blindly at me and then he 
moved his mouth in jerks as if he were trying to say some
thing. I smiled and hoped that it would show him that nothing 
needed to be said. 

Paul lived. I must take the blame , however, for 
Mr. BeckY s death, and for that, I guess I shall always be 
somewhat sorry. Later we found that it was Mr. BeckY s 
wife that had been killed down by the cr eek. 

And Benjie? He died the following winter in a fir e 
with his mother, three sisters , and four brothers. But I 
donYt think that I shall ever forget him and that day on that 
other path when he became my friend. · · 

* * * * 
"Inspiration is largely a phony and is practi

cally a synonym for laziness .... " 
--Max Herzberg 

"Write something to suit yourself and many 
people will like it; wr ite something to suit every 
body and scarcely anyone will c re for it. " 

--Jesse Stuart 
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THE MAGNOLIA 

By Linda Orth 

Jennifer was right. She had heard him calling to her 
as he cut across t he yard and came toward the big old mag
nolia tree she was lying under . 

"Jenny 7 " Randy cal<led , "I need your help . " 

"Famous last words," she thought. Watching him, 
she- remembered back t he first grade when he had per
suaded her to help him lea n the alphabet , to t h sixth grade 
when she made he science project he won firs prize for in 
the school science fair . ;Her life for years afte that had 
. been devoted to Randy , against her bett e judgment. 

"Jen7 listen; I' got a pape due in English next 
week 7 and you know how I am in English. My old p o said 
I had to do good on it, o flunk the ou se . ha en't even 
read t he stuff. '' 

How like Randy, o be away from her for nine weeks 
and to ask her for help the fi st t ime he saw her . Randy al-
ways had something be r o do han study . his ime it 
was track. And Jenny was a br ain. 

"Pm supposed o t ake irst p ace in the track 1r eet 
next weekend, and '11 have to keep in shape fo r it . So I 
won't have time to work out and research the paper at t he 
same time. We ' ll ha t o divide the work. " 

"We'll have o di ide the wo k, Randy?" It was al
ways "we" when there was wo k t be done, and it was always 
she who did it. "We" wer e supposed to make the ostumes 
for the senior pa y , but it was Jenny who worked all night 
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on them while Randy went out with his latest girl, she re
membered. 

17Hey, Jen, quit daydreaming and tell me you'll do 
it . " 

HAll right, Randy, I'll do it. " It was really tough 
living next door to a boy like Randyl and being in love with 
him. Especially when he knew it. It was a good thing they 
were going to different colleges, or Jenny would have flunked 
out . 

"Hey, guess who I have a date with tonight," Randy 
said, pulling a blossom from the tree and tearing its petals . 

''Lisa McElfish." Responding to her shocked look he added, 
"That's right, Miss Many, Louisiana of 1968. " Jenny re
membered Lisa from high school. It seemed to her that 
Lisa collected boys like many people collect coins, treasur
ing each one until a better one was found to put in its place , 
one that would bring a better car or greater popularity to 
her. 

"We 11, congratulations, the n," ;' she answered. 
"Where are you going?" 

11We're going to Le Bistro for dinner, and then out 
to the lake afterwards. Some of my fraternity brothers are 
having a party out there, and! want them to see Lisa. "What 
a girl?" he exclaimed, biting clear through the twig he held 
in his mouth. 

nyeah, what a girl," Jenny responded. It pained 
her to think of the times he had said "What a girl" to her , 
when she handed him a completed term theme, or got him a 
date with a new girl, or solved one of his endless problems . 
"What a girl I am," she thought. "What a sucker!" 

"Jen, I'll see you later, O. K.? Gotto get started 
getting r leady for Lisa. You'll start right away on the paper, 
will you Jen ?" 

"Yes, Randy. I'll go to the library tonight." 
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"What~ no date ~ Jen? A girl like you, with all of 
your intelligence and kindness should have a date . n 

"Yeah, well my beautiful face and form scares the 
boys away. I guess they canwt face the competition. n 

Randy looked embarrassed. Many summer nights 
they had spent talking about beauty, all kinds of beauty. 
Randy was infatuated with all beautiful girls, and he was ex
alted because of his own good looks. Jenny, always the 
deeper thinker, had tried to explain her feelings about beauty 
to him. To her, beauty was reading an ode by Keats, or 
sighing over Wuthering Heights. Beauty was brushing her 
grandmotherw s long white hair and watching it glow serene
ly ; it was watching her dear old grandfather pat his wife's 
cheek and squeeze her hand in front of the fire. 

"Randy, beauty is in more things than just beautiful 
people!" she exclaimed to him one time. "ltv s also in the 
faces of people who aren' t beautiful, when they' re thinking 
beautiful thoughts, or talking about someone they love , or 
doing something they really enjoy. " 

"I see what you mean," he had responded, "but being 
really beautiful is looking like Cathy. " Or Dianne , or whom
ever he was dating at the time. 

And, Jenny admitted to herself, Randy was beautiful. 
His handsome face ~ rugged build and polished manners were 
beautiful to her. In him, she saw the outward beauty she 
lacked and she was attracted to it. Add that to the fact that 
she had grown up with Randy and his achievements, and she 
was pretty sure she loved him. 

"So long, Jen, and thanks." With that, Randy vaulted 
a way, King Arthur going to meet Guenevere . 

The next afternoon she saw him again, while he was 
running around the block in his track pants , and she was 
working on his paper under the tree. And every day of spring 
vacation she saw him, and every night he went out with Efs:a .. 

73 



He seemed quite taken with her 

One late afternoon he paused in his wor kout. " How 9 s 
the paper coming~ Jen? I bet you' re writing a Pulitzer 
Prize essay." 

"Pm nearly finished, Randy . And how are you com
ing with Lisa?" 

nGreat, boy, just great. She' s so gr aceful and cool 
looking, and just smashing all the time. I really crave that 
girl, Jenny, I really do. " 

He was totally wrapped up in tlte glor y of his r ela
tionship with Lisa. Randy's life reminded ifthii~lt¥ the,!gjo
ry in Wordsworth 9 s "Intimations of Immortality. " She re
membered the lines t alking of "the gladne ss of May, the 
r adiance which is so bright ~ splendor in the grass and glory 
in the flower . n She wondered just when all the glory in her 
life was t o come ~ and she cried because ther e was no blaz
ing exp ,rience of rem embrance in her past to comfort her 
now ~ wh3n life wasn9t exactly glorious . Her grandfather had 
told her- "Your time will come ~ Jenny~ Just be pat ient. 
You have to wait for life t o come t o you ~ and one day it will ~ 

and you will experience all the things you want to know a
bout. n But the wor ds were small comfor t now~ when she 
was nearly twenty~ and Randy was so far out of her reach. 

HJen~ you're a doll . A living doll ~ . and Pll never 
forget it~ '' Randy said the day she handed him the neatly 
typed paper~ the last day of the vacation. "You know ~ 1' 11 
bet one day soon some guy is going to latch on to you ~ and 
discover what a truly nice girl you are. Jen, you' ll be a 
r eal good wife . " 

"A good wife! Well thanks , Randy. You' ll be an ex
citing husband, fo r someone . " Inside ~ Jenny exploded. She 
thought, "A good wife , sure thing, now all I have to do is 
begin dating, and cr am about eight year s of lost exper ience 
into about one and come up with a pr oposal fr om someone. 
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After all, Pm particular~ too. I want a beauty of spirit and 
knowledge in my husband ~ a sensitive man who thinks deep
ly on life and its values, a person to tell my thoughts to. n 

"I hope you win first place in the track meet~ Randy. 
I feel sure you will. And study , sometimes 9 all right? I'm 
not at school with you to make the grades for you. VI 

VIQh sure, Jen. Mother Jenny . Pll try," he an
swered, "but I have a feeling Lisa will be occupying a lot of 
my time. You work hard too, Jen, and I donvt m ean on 
books. The next time I come home I want to hear about a 
boyfriend. n 

When he came home from school after nine weeks 
and told her , Jenny couldnvt believe it. Her lifev s dream 
was crumbling in front of her. V~ Say that again Randy , " she 
asked, her mind too stunned to comprehend what he said at 
first. 

np m getting married to Lisa, Jenny . " He could 
scarcely contain his joy. "We got engaged last week~ n Ran
dy swung on the br anches of the magnolia tree. "The date 
is August 23rd. " 

"1' m happy for you, Randy. VI It was all she could say. 

The summer passed quickly and from time to time 
Randy would run over and tell Jenny of tneir plans. "Wevre 
going to the Bahamas for our honeymoon. wevre inviting 
500 guests to the wedding. There will be a champagne r e
ception at the country club afterward. She ~n be so beaut i
ful, Jen. I canvt wait to see her walk down that aisle." 

The day before the wedding, Jenny cried. She was 
watching the people streaming in and out of t he house next 
door in preparation. She turned to run up to her room and 
found herself resting her head on her grandfatherv s shoulder. 
"Dear Grandfather, " she thought. It was from him that she 
inherited her love of books and deep thinking. He had found 
lifev s secret of true love, devotion and spiritual unity with 
her grandmother. 
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"What'swrong1 Jenny? Areyou cryingbecause Ran
dy is getting married? I know youYve always had a crush on 
Randy, and I hurt for you now because youYre finding out 
that love , life and happiness aren' t always found where we 
want them to be. Your conception of life and people is so 
carefully drawn, so sensitive. You act on carefully planned 
thought. Randy acts on emotion; he responds to beauty and 
charm automatically and acts accordingly. Jenny, he' s not 
the man to correspond to your ideals." He guided her to 
the sofa and sat beside her. "You'll find someone to love 
you, and cherish the beauty of your mind, and respond to 
your thoughts." Her grandfather added gently~ "He'll be a 
person like you, a deep thinker, a dealer in the soul. He'll 
love books and long discussions as you do. He will enjj oy 
and love you for what you are. Do you know what you are, 
Jenny? You're a magnolia tree. That thought hit me the 
other day as I watched you lying out there under the tree . 
You've t aken a long time to grow and mature ~ but when you 
are through, you'll blossom into the most beautiful and ten
der flower of all. Yes 1 that's what you are ~ Jenny , a mag
nolia. " 

J enny remembered his words the next day as she 
watched Randy recite his wedding vows . And the words 
gave her hope "Maybe, just maybe," she thought , "if 
someone as wise and beautiful as grandfather sees beauty 
in me; if he has realized my qualities 1 someone else will, 
too . Maybe not someone as good-looking as Randy, but the 
other beauty is so much more important. I can't wait to 
meet him. I know I will find him. " 

"I do. " Randy's clear, loud voice startled her back 
to the present. 

"I will , " Jenny said quietly , and walked out of the 
church alone. 
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Poems by Ruth Thomas 

SPIDERS OF AGE 

Spiders 
Weaving cobwebs 
Across the thoughts 
of those 
Who lie stagnant 
in the . cesspool 
of the world. 
The poisonous bite 
Of the widow 
Raises whelps 
on limbs 
Reaching to the timbers 
To grasp, 
Get out, 
And hold on to 
The elusive wisps 
of youth 
And antiquity. 

Help--
I die. 

I try 
To wrap my fingers around 
The silvery strands 
Of imagined Beauty. 
God knows I try. 
Then I gasp 
The last wheeze 
Of life 
In a futile attempt 
To ward off 
The web strung across 

My hand, 
My mind, 
And body':""-
Forming the wrinkled lines 
Of age. 

CillFFON 

Trust--
A silver thread 
Leading to affinity. 

One mis-step, 
One wrong word 
Or action 
Tears asunder 
The filmy piece 
Of nothingness. 

Then for all time afterwards 
The glimmer 
Of the dainty material 
Can be seen 
Floating in the breezes 
Of hot air 
While groping hands 
Reach 
And try to catch 
To mend 
That which is 
Not there. 
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HIGH STAKES 

By William Rutledge 

·As if for protection, the billiard ball nestled against 
the green, felt rail waiting for the white cue ball. It slowly 
rolled across the table, smacked with surprising force the 
billiard ball and, at the same time, the cushioned rail. The 
billiard ball scurried the rail and, with a clear thud, dropped 
into the corner pocket. 

" Man, I'm hotter 'n hell tonight, hey boys? What tro 
that? Four racks in a roll I've run? Boy, you hicks ain't 
gonna forgit me," Dutch Benson bragged as he circled the 
table which was now surrounded by nearly 20 onlookers . 
"That two-hundred point game is lookin' better all the time/ 
How's about us making things a bit more sportin'? Sonny 
boy, you good for another four hundred big ones ? '' 

"It'd be worth that much seein' you run four more 
racks," answered Dutch's opponent, Sandy Haskins . "Bet
ter not miss, Dutch. If I ever get to ¢loot , the only part 
you'll play in this game is to hand me your money . " 

Dutch took the comment with a grin, while panic 
tugged at his insides. Chalking his stick with long bony 
fingers, Dutch stalled, wondering if anyone noticed his shak
ing hands. Dutch's mood changed as he shouted to the spec
tators, "Get the hell back. Gimme room to breathe!" 

Shooting painfully slow and cautious, Dutch cursed 
as he missed the sixth shot of the rack. 

"The show's over, Dutch. Make your self comforta
ble. I'm gonna shoot till hell freezes over." Dutch's light 
complexion reddened as Sandy spoke. 

Dutch watched as Sandy ran rack after rack without 
a miss . Helplessly, Dutch lost the game and $400. 
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''You said 400 big ones, didn't you, Dutch? Pay up, 
pal." 

"Now Sandy, don't get bugged. I'll pay. How 'bout 
another quick game? Just a hundred pointer? What'll you 
say?" 

!f..Nochance. Pay up now. Thenwe'lltrythequickie." 

"Okay, okay." Dutch rose slowly and jerked a wad 
of bills from his left back pocket. Dutch counted out .$ 4 0 0. 
and slapped the bills into Sandy's outstretched hand. 

The spectators noisily moved to other tables as Dutch 
gripped the crumpled $50 biU+-all that was left after drop
ping the four hundred dollars to Sandy. 

"You're my fab,orite competition, Dutch. T a k e 
care." Sandy laughingly called as he left the pool room. 

Gazing around the smoky; dingy pool room, Dutch 
loudly challenged, "Anybody wanna match my stick for this 
$50?" 

The challenge silenced the pool room. Dutch grabbed 
a chair and pulled it to the nearest wall. He:ldanedille.ehair 
against the knife-carved wall and held his cue stick between 
his legs as he eyed the group. 

"I feel lucky now. What's the m_atter/? Don't none 
of you hot sticks wanna try me?" 

"Well, _ Dutch, " a short man by the bar said, "if you 
really feel hot, I'll shoot a quick game for the $50 . " 

Dutch studied the balding man as he left the bar, 
picked a cue, and moved to a table. 

From his chair, Dutch called to his new opponent, 
" Little game of eight-ball suit you? We'll shoot one game, 
ev.en-money. My $50. for yours, okay ? " 

"You're on, " the man replied. 

Dutch left his chair and moved rapidly to the table . 
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as Mike 9 the huge pool room owner, racked the balls. 

'
1What's you name, pal'?'' Dutch asked ashe chalked 

his cue. 

0 Marty, Marty Farrell. Why?n 

HJust like to know a manv s name before I take his 
money, thatv s all. " Dutch winked. 

Dutch knew he- could win. This v d ll1e the turning
point game. His luck was gonna change and he was gonna 
start winnin'. "Over two thousand dollars lost in four days! 
My God, Dutch thought as. he set to break. 0 How could I 
lose all those damn games? Just bad luck? Yeah. Helll~ 

this litth~ guyv s my ticket to luck. PH be a winner from now 
on." 

Dutch felt great. H e stalked the table, dropping 
shots, and shooting quickly toward a $50 victory. Making 
his object balls ~ Dutch called the eight ball for the side pock
et. He !C;tudied the shot carefully before shooting. As soon 
as the c 1e stick hit the cue ball, Dutch knew he had won the 
game. A shark knows when he shoots i:hevs hit or missed, 
~d Dut0h knew this one was a winner. 

"Whatta think vbout that? Boy, xv m hotter vn a depot 
stove~ Farrell, gimme that $50 of yours !n Dutch snatched 
the $50 from FarrelPs hand and circled the table, laughing
ly slapping men on the back. "I'm gonna be the biggest damn 
winner this dump v s ever seen! Y a hear me~ Mike? You v 11 
name this hole after me ! v' 

nHey, Dutch, gimme a chance to win it back. Man, 
that was my last $50. 

" Now, Farrell, I ain't gonna play you again for noth
in v . How you gonna raise the · money if you ain vt got it?~' 
Dutch faced Farrell and continued, "Now maybe some pf these 
boys'll back you. Then we'll shoot fo r all you can get! 11 

" I!ll;se:rewhjrt: r:can>.~dO.:.~Dutch. Man, I gotta win that 
back. n 
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As Farrell talked to several others at another table, 
Dutch moved to the bar and Mike. Feeling confident, even 
with the burly Mike, Dutch said, "I know I can win now, 
Mike. Advance me a grand and l' ll pay you back when I fin
ish this guy. " 

"Really think you can take him?" the big man said. 

"Know I can. Mike, I tell you, I'm a winner. Ain't 
nobodY-~gonna beat me again. I can win! .I'll cool him ! '' 

"Okay, I've backed other sticks and come out on top. 
I'll back you. You tell Farrell, I'm good for the grand." 

"You won't regret it, Mike. l' ll make us both rich. " 

Dutch followed Mike back to the table as Mike racked 
the balls. Dutch saw Farrell and a group of men coming 
toward the table. "I thought we'd stop wasting time, Far
rell. We'll shoot this one for one grand. " 

Dutch illh!:tbllem~ a!Silthe:{Xeiol<T<!Jbm became oddly quiet, 
then suddenly noisy. Play on oTher tables stopped and chairs 
were pulled around Dutch's table as all eyes turned to Farrell. 

"Well, I dunno, Dutch, Tllat' s pretty steep. I. .. I. .. " 

Dutch cut him off, "Put up or shut up, Mouth. Enitner 
shoot or get the hell out." 

A thin ~mile spread over Farrell's wrinkled face. 
"Okay, Benson, we'll go for a grand. You ready?" 

"Hang on, Mike," Dutch called. "Your boy's gonna 
make you rich! 11 

Since the stakes were high, Farrell asked for a 100 
point game of call-shot, which Dutch, feeling generous to 
the sucker, agreed to. Dutchquicklyranthe first four racks 
and called a "safe" for his break-shot of the fifth rack. 
Dutch's 56 point lead made him feel smug as Farrell started 
shooting. 

When Farrell finally missed, Dutch figured it was 



over for Farrell. All he needed was four more racks and 
Farrell' s grand would be won. Sweet victory! ::Dutch could 
feel it! Making the shots was nothing now. Dutch moved 
quicker, shot sharper, and aimed less. He couldn' t miss! 

"Mike, where am I?" Dutch asked after several 
racks." 

''You're 76. Two more racks to game. " Mike spoke 
gruffly through his smoky cigar. 

Dutch thought he noticed Farrell squirm. Dutch set 
himself and started counting his points as he made shots. 
"Seventy-seven, seventy-eight, seventy-nine." Dutch slowed 
down. nEach shot is closer to a grand. n Dutch couldn't 
think of anything else. His hands shook. He stood motion
less for. several seconds after missing his 84th. point by a 
fraction. 

"Really had me worried ther e for a minute, Benson," 
Farrell quipped as Dutch dropped into a chair beside the 
table. Speechlessly, Dutch watched Far r ell run four more 
racks , toss his cue stick on the table , face Dutch, and der
mand his one grand. 

Cursing between cigar puffs , Mike yanked $1000 from 
the ·cash register behind the bar and handed it to Farr ell. 
Dutch ~ feeling beaten and afraid, moved towar d the door. 
Mike yelled after him, "Where the hell you goinY'? Ther e 's 
a little matter of one grand we have to talk about . " 

"Save it, will you, Mike? I' m good for the dough, 
you know that !'' 

"Just how're you gonna pay me back?" Mike asked 
lightly. 

"Well, I'll shoot for it. Jt won9t take long to hustle 
it . " 

'.'Sure it won't 7 n Mike said sar<;:astically. "You bet 
t er t r y =muggin v old ladies if you figure on gettin' ttuy' 

Coming back to the bar, Dutch .faced Mike and st at -

82 




