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/The teacher, a dean, nervows, Little man Atood’m tront of the
window and dooked towarde the classroom, vacated and empty except for
an oversized oy who was sdouched in his chair,etaring abeently at the
floor. Outedide the door a final oslamming Lochers echoed through the hall
and the lasi sounds of wmizex adolescent voices giggleing and chatéering
inanely disappeared down the steps. And the iteacher who had siopped talking
for a moment suddenly began again as if the {final ohuffling of {fett down
the steps had been his que.

" TJwenty years old. . . . Twenty years old and 4in the eigih grade.

Jt's an inguotice, that's what it 4is. Jt's an injuciice o you and to the
other membero of this closs. "

The Loy did noi ocy anything, nor did he move. Out of the cozner of
his eye he could see the teacher, a dark silohette dwarfed against:the
high claseroom window. He could see the man nervously running his fingers
through his thinning hair, then making jeiky effeminate movements with hio
hands as he spoke.

" Uosu know that you could be expelled for what you did today. Did
you zealize that? "

The loy stidl didn't move. His long Ulondish hair fedl careless ly into
his eyes and he ga and he was trying to blow it back into place. His eyes
were sitidl on the floor. He had hio kadxkixs hando folded Loosely across
his chest and they moved olowly up and down 4in the sdow aythm of his breathing.

" 0f cowwse you didn't realize that, nor did you care. This may be the
Lirst year that gou have been in my classes, but J knowwhat you are like.
Your record goes back a dong ways, beatings, 4insolence to your teachers,
trvancey. J just don't undemotond it, though. J have talked to your mother
and she just won't change her mind about your education. She is going %o
have to le made to realige that a secondary education the type that io given
1o the others is not for you. Perhaps if you were expelled, oshe might lbe
made to realize that. Ae it otands now you would never make through highschool."

The teacher reached 4into his pocket and pulled out a small, black,
oblong t:ing. He pressed a button and a shiny {flach of steel shod out.

" Don't you realize that you could be expelled for this, that you
will be expelled if J take it to the office? "
The oy did not move.

" How can J zeach you. What do J have to do to make you underoiand.
How can T make you sitop doing the things that you doe « « o o ¢ o o o @
David, 7'm not going to expell you. J not going to turn this knife in. J




The teacher, a dean, nervous Little man in front of the window




an going to try té talk to your mother again and iy to get her to help
mestdn s . .

The boy oud enly turned, jerked hio head around with a fury to meet
the dark apprehensive Little eyes of the teacher. The worde seemed to die
in hio mouth and the man otepped back againet the window for support.

e o o o You have no father,@avid. J could help you. J will go and call
your mother right now « + « o "

" Shut up, damn you, shut up, oshut up! "

e Daidl

" Shut up, ohut up¥ "

" Your forcing me to do osomething that J don't want to do. "

The teacher started edging along the wall.

n

Don't call my mother. Don't you say a thing to hex. "

" You insolent young man."

" You jus' don' call my mother.”

" J'm soary, but you have asked for it. "

fL:Shut up& "

Suddenly the boy was up out of his seat. The teacher was lbacking away

aling the edge of the wall.

" You sit back down there till J say gou can get up. Your being held
after class as punishment and you have to obey what J say. "

There was more fecr than anger in ithe iteacher's words, the worde came
doud and fasit at fireit but then tapered off %o only the movements of his
pale Lips. The Little man held hio kxx awm out in front of him as if he
were carring an dimaginarny shield dinstead of a shivering elbow.

" Cet back to your seat. "




Leaves and birds. Leaves or lirde, the wind blew before him. Fat
codd rolins dooked in silence at him and the leaves scraped acroes ithe
side walk in {iont of him. The Light was zed and a truck oqueeked %o
a stop and two men whose faces he wuld not see threw cut a couple of
newspaper bundles, and then they were gone and the Light was green. But
he did cross the atreet, not right away. Down the otreet the truck otopped
again, but the truck didn't start off right away. fte watched the men,
whooe faces he could not see moving the natcks of papers to the batkk.

And then it was gone. A bus otopped and the door opened. He did not dook
at the driver's face which was tightened in a look of annoyance. He stepped
away from the curl and the bus aushed off 4in a smedd of black fumes which
faded quickly to intermingle with wood emoke. The Light was red again.

Hey, David, whutchya +gy?

The Loy was already on his knees, his bhack otained {ingers working
deftly with the lundles.

Oh, nuthin.

Wutchga doin over in this part of town.

Tuot walkin, J guess.

Walkin! Hedl, 7 got to do that for a Livin. J juot can't see nobody
walking for the fun uv it. Hell, know J can't. Where's your motor cycle.

I'm fixin 4it.

They tell me your a real whiz whth them things.

J can fix em if somedin go wrong.

The boy quickley worked the wires off the bundles and had thrown them
out into the street where the others were, many dong since pressed into the
tar when it wao warm. llow the leaves scraped ober them 4in the wind.

Hey, David, you sick or oomedin? The boy had juet looked up for the
Lirot time. " You Llook sick as hell. "

Jt ain't nutin.

Hell, man, you osure look Like some . . .

Can J {fold one.

Fold what. . . . one of these? Your crazy ( oh god, I mmand .

Could J just fodd one.

Hell, yes, if you want to. Hell you can fold all you want. Here . .
no, not that way . . . no, no not that either. . . the top fodded in « «
Like that . . . ya see? Great. Jt dooks beautiful. J couldn't of done

bettern myself.




" Could J do another?

" Sure here's five. "

The boy was bent ober his papers again. He pushed five papers to the
sdide, then osturted. folding the papeis dlengthwise, s0 that he could fit them

in his bag and—fotd-ithem while he walked.

" J got two hundred to deliver today," he suid without looking up.
Sundayos 4o difernt, but J got my work cut out for me. J have to leave the
other stack here and come batk and get 'em when J haead that way. That's
90 J don't have to carty the whole Load. "

" Frankie. "

" Sometimes it aindit so bad though, cause some of the old women see
me out here totem all them papers around and the get to feelin sorry for
the poor Little whimp and they give me ostuff io eat, and osomethmes even
tip me, but that don't happen ofen. "

" Frankie, could J come with you today? "

" Naw, you better git on home, you gonna catch a cold Like you are,
besides if lir Leach, he's thz route manager, catches wes J'AL probalbly
catch hell for it. "

" Can J come juost this once. J don't feel like goin home juot right

"

They given you a hard time at school again? . . . . well, hell, runnin

aint going to get nuthin accomplitdhed. "

® T know 4L, tut J kinda done somdin that . . . "

" Hell, they didn't give me any extras today. J got to talk to Leach
about that. Those oldd Uiddies over ok Clovie Street never can find the papexr,
00 they call in firet thing and J catch hell for it. J'AL fuot tell 'em
ite leaches fault. "

" J'UL carny that other bundle for ya, and you won't have to come back
gndiiget it. !

" Aw, hell, J couldn't ask you to do that. "
¥+3J can do 4t eaoy. "

The boy fodded the laot of the first bundle into his bag, then ostood
up and adjuosted the weight which already seemed too much for him.

" Ok, Ok, common. J'dL catch hell for this too J guess, "

The ULig boy stooped to pick up the ather bale of papers, it the
Little kid stopped him.

" Don't oweat that. We'll get it comin back, besides 4t'AL get your
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ohirt dirty. "

The big'otood rather stooped, his awms hanging Llimplg at his sides,
his mouth hanging blightly opamr. The wind blew his Ublond hair into his
eyes, but he didn't try to omooth the hair back. He Just stood there,
not looking at the boys face, but just staring at hio ocoty hands already
quickly fodding the newspapeis.

" Well, zaxxmxx come on, dets get. . . . no, not that way . . .
over here. . . . Wait a minute., "

The newspaper boy stared at the side walk for a moment, as if making
a deciodon.

" Leach will give me hell if he se s you carrying this, but its better
than you freezing ito death. J know you can carry this bag ten times bettexr
than J can and khe damn thing'll keep you warm. Here put it on . . o .o "

The boy ohifted the weight from his shoulder and det the bag drop io
the odidewalk. " Yeh, balance it on your shoilder Like that. . . lUeh, that's

greats .. s Come on. "




The teacher, a #a#l, lean, nervous mn otood in front of the window
and dooked towards the class room, all empty except for an oversized boy
was was slouched din a chiir, staring abeently at the man's feet.

e quddacirens T

The boy didn't move. He didn't take hio eyes off the teacher's feet
and out of the corner of his eye he could see the silohette move its
nervous hands through thinning hair.

" David, are you liotening to me? "

R b ST i e v tonint !
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e o s« oo« Oh3Jcan't do a thing with you., "

" Den why don' you jus' gimme them licks; J got 'em comin don' J? "

" That's not why you'zre here and you know it. "

" J don' somthin wrong ain't J? Well, den J got 'em comin. "

" What can J do to mde you undersiand. You don'i seem to respond io
kindness and you don't even respond to punischment. Jt's not just the matter
of your beating up one of your classmates. Even a person who's . . . well
evenyone can dbe taught respect and kindneoss., "

The teacher paused, hoping for the boy to say oomething, but the lboy
didn't take his eyes off the floor. He had his hande folded loosley across
his chest and they moved slowly up and down in the slow aythm of his breathing.

" So you are not going to say anything are you. Oh, if J could only
tedl what ie goding on 4n that mind of yours, then maybe J could do something
VorRUotiay oy STl !

TR didpiimean to it Yem. I Juali iRl

" You just couldn't control yourself. That's one of the things that
49 wrong with you, one of the things that is going to e your deownfall

when you get eut in society. J have faith in gou, though, David. J know that
you don't learn as fast as the other boys and girds. T realize that, bit
J otidl have great faith in you. "

" The boy otidl didn't day anything. "




The teachexr, a tall, lean, nervous man ostood in front of the widdow
and dooked towadds the
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