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OUh l\10DEST JOUINfL LiCKS .' Nf.l'vlB ••.. Iuitially we thought we would print 
under the har:d, World lournnl Tribune. Much to our chagrin, the locrl copyz.ight 

office sl .- mmed the door --metrphoric r lly, that is-- on the iden. The Boro of --Munhnttan Co~JmUni ty College =. United Federation E!_ College Teachers Newslet-
ter nnd Journcl hns n nice ring to it but it is n mite too long. J-JJ.ywny, we 
'dC>no:r-know how to spell "boro," so scrotch thnt. i'.IJ. office wrg suggested 
thnt we dub our pcper, Modest Journr l, but then we r re not thct modest. Possi­
bly, by wit of collective effort, we cr~ resolve the dilemmr 2t our first 
choptermeeting. 

VOL I.' NO 1 u~ited Federvtion of College Ter chers - R~CC Chnpter Oct 1966 

Statement of Purpose 

Ne·wsletters usually mnke for dull rending. Rather than oppress you with still 
another i'onn of institutionnl prose, we dress up our journr l with stories, 
poems, reviews, essnys, r nd satire. Timely accounts of pressing union iscues 
will complemeut -our li ter::cy offerings. \/e seek to CJe8.te r Vi £1.ble intellec­
tunl di alogue between f cculty members. Hopefully, our pnges will bristle 
with di t> sant. If our journcl is successful, it will genarnte controversy suf­
ficient to necesai t r te n "letter' sn column. 

Ideally, humor will brighten our copy, countering tendencies tow2rd pretentious­
ness on the one hand nnd h::>.rnessing despair on the other. 

We welcome nud will consider oll contributions from union members r nd letters 
from the college coillmunity at l r rga. 

!!! OFFICEf6 

On June 15, 1966, ct the final meeting for the ncodemic yer r 1965-1966, the 
chnpter elected new officers. They ore: 

Willi~ P. Friedheim -- Chni~on 

Roger Dooley -- Vice C"nniimr:n 
J nno. Pol1t er -- Seoretnry 

Their teDna of otfioe extend through June of 196?. 

CBJ.PTER M~lNG 

The chapter hns scheduled its first meeting for Fridr y, October 7 nt One 
O'Clock in Roo~ 217. The tent~tive r-gendr rends es follows: 

1 • . " discussion of fl Ction necessit nted by the hesit :--ncy of the miministra­
tion to compensate those due p0y and/or vncntion ns n result of the 
trnnsition to the semester system. 

2. discussion of regulr tions governing multiple positions. 

(Continued) 
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3. The election of ~ per.mr nent grievance committee. 
4. The election of delegntes to the Executive Committee of the 

Nc,w Yurk locr l. 
5. The selection of a name for the ULion journal. 
6. The selection of on editor for the journr·l. 
7. Discussion of o membership drive. 
B. Other business. 

C(AvlPhHSJ TION ,B!! FJ _(lJLTY 

The ['dministrotion ha s not moved with dispntch to compensate f a culty members 
due .money or vacation time r·s a result of the trflnsi tion to the semester 
system. On September 19, the first dDy of clc:sses, the union directed n com-­
munication to the President requesting substnntive infoDnr.tion of the cdmini -
stration' s intentions to resolve the metter. The President replied on Mondny, 
October 3. He explnined thDt the press of administrative duties hod delr yed 
his [l!lswer and prevented his office from exnmining the problem more thoroughly. 
He relayed the ir~or.mation thot the odministrntion wns now pursuing the issue 
in granter detail. 

J.t the first f aculty meeting on ~·iednesdny, SeptOOJ.ber 28, the President spoke 
to the problem euphemisticnlly. &'1ther than compensation, he promised vr~ c r-tion 

time which is due the f f.:' culty r s n matter of course. ! endemic courtesy dtictates 
thnt where possible the Ddmir.;.istrc.tion should spa re the faculty of extrn duties 
during intersession. Relief from 8 day of registrntion or D dep~rtmental meet­
ing is not compensation for n month to two months of vacation. President 
Block's presentotion flew in the f r·ce of the f [' cts when he stnted thr t most 
f aculty members were not called bock to the college before the str rt of cl~ssas 
ou ~eptember 19. On September 6, the doy nfter l abor doy, many faculty m~bers 
rejsu:rned to proctor placement exnminr tions. Three proctors and one student 
aide t~dministered the ex.runinrtions in each room. In mr.ny rooms there were only 
thirty students. To soy the least, the use of f ncu.lty l n.bor r-ppro r- ched extrr. ­
vagnnce. Members vf the English Depa rtment spent up to n weak, in addition, 
grrding the tests. They c~e br ck <long with their colleagues from other 
departments ~ few duys l ater to help with registration. 

On to!J of this, the President sought to rntionnlize r·wny tlle problem of compen­
sation by insisting thnt vacations under the semester c~lendr r are more exten­
sive thun thuse under the qua rter systecr. True eno u.gh but the logic of the 
statement is not persuDsive. Longer vncations follow from longer hours. Under 
the semester system, f 2culty m~bers te2ch up to fifteen hours r week, not ten 
ca wns the case under the qua rter plr~n. V: .. cotions ordinn.rily due under the 
semester systam by no means replnce those owed --but never enjoyed-- under 
the quarter cr lendor. 

(continued) 
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CO!vlPENSJ·.TION LUJ FLCULXY (continued) 

Finally the President fell ba.ck upon the old odministrntive ploy of "the report~ 
He told us that his office would issue n report comprehensively chcrting the 
time owed each f aculty msmber. On M2y 1~. 1966, the Dean of F~culty released 
n chart which efficiently detailed compensation due every member of the freulty 
ns r result of the chcngeover to the semester mode of operation. The chart 
wns so complete that it covered every conceivrble contingency. It wns the end 
product of c commi ttce chnrged to study the problem. Now the President wishes 
to 0ppoint another committ ee ~nd release yet nnother report. 

~·.s the chief odrni llistrr. tor of r· growing college, President Block is caught up 
in n mnze of duties. He cnillot oversee r ll odministrntive :.ctivities directly. 
It is underst r:ndnble if he wcs unnwnre of the chr rt circulr ted by the l)eon or 
the chores assigned faculty before the ~ st ~rt of clr sses. President Block has 
nlwuys i mpressed us : s c lll£in who is both re r sonnble nnd politic. i:.S n result, 
we find it .. ~dirficult to comprehend his stcnd on this issue. Reluctcntly we 
find it necessary thr;t the union t [.ke up the problem. It will be the f'irst 
order of business nt our meeting on Fridoy. 

THE F; ... aJLTY COUNClL 

The welcome establishment of a F~ culty Council by no means pre~pts the ground 
of the union. A F· cul ty Council does not ope r ote in r. vncuwn. Nor does 
democrPcy. The body politic of the Fuculty Council must be nourished with 
ideas from r variety of sources. Tbc union 8ffiong othe~must stQnd vigil~nce 
over its nffnirs. 

U~deniably the Council bears the mcrk of President Block 1 D sincerity; a sin­
cerity manifest by the fulfilL~ent of [' promise to provide the faculty a 
pnrticipr ting voice in the detenninotion of college policy. The tenn, "F:--·culty 
Council," however, is somewhat of o misnomer. The Council represents f.ldmini­
strution ns well es f r culty. Seven officers of the college ond thirteen 
departmental chcirmen, who owe their stntus to ndministrotive nppointment, 
automcticr.lly sit on the Council. 

Given its autonomy from the ::~ dministration, the union cnn net r s r sounding 
boc rd for the f r culty by refining issues for present0tion to the Council. 
On occasion, the u .. ion mf' y even t nke exception to the Council's decisions. 
Democracy, after all, is not f 0shioned out of n dullin~ 0~ mediocre consensus, 
but rather civilized ; nd reasoned di t:. sent. 

-----------------------------------····--·· ·~--

~iithout su1Ticient numbers, the Union, or rny other f vculty r ssocietion for 
thot mntter, crnnot set in motion qunlit r tive progr:.oms. Too often, prospective 
members fall victim to circul2r reasoning. They conclude thnt without 
sufficient membership, union r.ctivity will mire in o nihilistic bog. By friling 

(continued) 
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Tfu. NLJLVlB~ES Gb vlE (continued) 
~ --
~o join, although syhlpathetic to the eims of the union, they create a 
self-fulfil~ing prophecy. Some of the union's strctegies mdscarry precisely 
pecause sympathizers stop short of membership. 

I s the new ncademdlc years begins, the uniorJ. roll lists fo:rity-f'ive names. 
Considering that the Ch£pter never proselytized aggressively in the past, as 
it will this year, the number looms large. Last year the union effected the 
openiug of observation reports.__ I~' the coming months, buoyed by steady 
growth, the UF~T can mark the .way to a still more comprehensive and democratic 
vision of Universitas at BvlCC·, 

Hold back no more! Join the UFCT now! 

CO!V.Ii.V!ENT 

TBE U.Nl ur~: ~ £> LLCE / T §.vlQQ by William Frmedhe~ 

Genteel, middle-class biases often lead educators into the error thnt unions 
nre ill-fitted to an acad.ernic environment. The word "union" conjures up 
scenes of unruly workers massed against menagement nnd couspiring through 
shrikes, pickets, slowdowns, and even violence to force the machi~ery of 
illdustry to a halt. The image, although apocryphnl, gives pause to the col­
lege teacher. His reluctance to sew the UI.a.ion label ihto his white collnr is, 
of course, not a phenomenon restricted to educ e1 tional circles. \•hi te collar 
workers generally, prodded by r· traditionally anti-union press, are quick to 
tur the labor movement with a proletarian brush and identify with their 
admi.L.Listrative superiors. T!leir posture toward unions calcifies with a 
contempt bred of an obsession with stFtus. 

The U .. ion in the Foce of Overwhelming Bureaucracy 

li..creasingly, however, unions are entering the once otf-limits domain of the 
white-collar worker. Confronted by mammoth and ubi ~uitous bureaucracies, 
professionals find themselves enmeshed in red tBpe and estranged from those 
who shape institutional decisions. Geuuine co.mmunication between employer 
and employee --or, in our case, between faculty and administration-- bends 

· before impersonal and administrative machinery. B.u:eaucracy becomes- an end 
unto itself, particularly when decisions are rationalized in the name of its 
own efficiency. The greatest danger &5~ bureaucracy is a totalitPrianism., 
not of hwnvn direction, but of mechanistic oppression. / t its monolithic 
worst, bureaucracy dehumanizes administrator and administered alike. 

There is no bogey man here. The blPme for the ills of bureaucracy are ~ot 
easily assigned nor should they be. The uxgent question is: how does one in 

(continue~ I 
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THE UNIOH: 11§. P.LACE J .. T Bv.I<.;C { co1 tinued) 

the face of an overwhelming bureaucracy transcend his alien~tion and assert 
his humanity. Increasing Lumbers of white collar workers have turned to labor 
unions for an enswer. 

&-.libor union such as the UFar pulls as a counterweight against the centr~li­
zing tendencies of bureaucrAcy. It draws the white-collar worker into deci­
sions which vitally affect him. Disaffection gives way to involvement. No 
longer bandied about as the passive pawn of impersonal corporate processes, 
the professional integrates more meaningfully with his work. 

Unions are, of course, not immune to the cuncer of bureaucracy. The amorphous 
administrative apparatus of l cbor often rivals thPt of management. l'~ert to 
the dangers of a top-heavy administration, the UFCT has sought to preserve the 
autonomy of its local units by building iuto its structure protections against 
9entralized control. f_t B.vlCC, our chapter is master of its own house. 

The Union as a Force for Democracy and Humanism 

Specifically, the task before the union is contoured by two words: d~aocracy 
and humanisn. In concert with administration and students, the UFCT must 
press with humanistic zeal to democratize the college structure. In little 
less than a year President Block has moved the school in this direction with 
dedication and dispatch. We begin the semester with a newly constituted 
faculty council and a promise, originally tendered by the President to the 
union and now founded in official college policy, to open all obersvation 

reports. By example of its own conduct and by assiduously suggesting 
progressive --albeit unconventional-- progrems, the UFCT can help translate 
the rhetoric of enlightened administration into a sanguine reality. 

Neutralizing Pedantry and Pettiness 

If the union's VlSlOll is myopic, restricted to wage and fringe benefits for 
its members {as vi t el as they are), its:.approach to the challenges of higher 
education will harden into self-interest and mediocrity. The union must do 
bat tle -~ithin and without its ranks against pedantry ~nd pettiness. When 
educators demand additional pay for teaching a make-up class necessitated by 
a tr~ n8it strike, they demean their status as professionals with unbecoming 
smallness. L s dedicated teechers, the least they owe their students during 
a period of crisis is an extra hour of their time without compensation. 
(Jn extra month or more cannot be dismissed so grc:!tuitously) Conversely, 
when treatment smacking of condescension or mistrust weighs heavily on the 
morale of any 1..1ember of the college community, it is B matter which merits 
more than a submissive mutter, a matter which builiks l r rge and most definitely 
falls within the purview of a professionBl association of the UFCT. Ldmini­
strators who seem to tyrranize those under them with~a barrage of memoranda 
usually do so unwittingly and a :rmed with the best of intentions. Freouently, \ 
words are misconstrued. By focussing on problems of communication --problems 
which beset any large institution where necessity mothers buraacrE~ cy-- the 
union helps to open a free flowing and mature dialogue which can only lend 
dignity to faculty and administration. 

(cant inued) 
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THE UNION: ~PLLCE_ ' T BlVICC (continued) 

Exercising LeverPge Outside the Establisbment 

The union and the administration are not naturally polarized at opposite ends 
of the academic spectrum. In the sometimes oyncial but nonetheless necessary 
realm of politics, for example, the union can add needed leveroge to attempts 
on the part of the college and the Board of Higher Education to mc-rshell 
government monies and public opinion behind enlightened programs. While the 
union does not necessarily move in high administrative circles, it is in a 
posi~ion where it can touch some of the more sympathetic nerve ends of public 
sensitivity to issues. It .. !can expillse to publicity a decaying, overtaxed p:tu si­
ca! plant such as Franklin Hall, a converted factory which blighted a temporary 
campus of New York Cowmuni ty College i r .. Brooklyn. 1' woefully meager budget 
had dictated continued use of the building. Obviously, no administrator was 
comfortable with a facility so l [lcking in functionfl l ond aesthetic amenities. 
Neither was the college's feculty •• · ·~ In this case, the vagaries of public 
budgeting had saddled the college's administr2tion with an unwanted and 
inadequate structure amd, together with established protocol, blocked effective 
action on its part to remedy the situation. Th~ union, unfejyered by any 
necessary deference to the city fathers who feed the college its funds, mobil­
ized an effective publicity campaign to replace Franklin Hall. Its very 
position outside the establishment enabled the union to wage the good and 
successful fight for faculty, administration, and students. 

The Paranoid Style of ~ICC Politics 

~he union exhausts its usefulness only when its members revel in their own 
alienation and seek solace in martyrdom. f t one point last year, communication 
between faculty and administration broke down with tragic results. Both 
sides spun conspiracy theories, usually unsubstantiated, about the other. The 
whole nasty affair left a bitter after-taste. If faculty and administration 
are to avert similar crises, lines of communication must at all cost remain 
open. •t NewJ. .. York eo .. ,.ununity College, President Block left behind him a record 
of good relations with the UFCT, a record that stands as a model of cooperation 
between uuion and awninistration. The late President Dworkis before him, served 
the UFCT in many capacities, including as Vice President of the New York Ci ty 
Local. If history is a reliable gauge, the union and the administr~tion can 
and should pursue common humanistic and democratic goals in the true spirit of 
ecumenicism. 

CONTRIBUTOR) 
Charlotte Croman is a member of the Euglish Department of ·the 

College. 
Boger Dooley is also in the English Department, has written seve-· 

ral novels and is a professional movie reviewer. 
Witliam Friedhe~ is a member of the Social Sciences Department 

and Chai:nnan of the BtvlCC Chapter of the UFCT. 
Jesse Pavis is a member of the socicl Sciences Department. 
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POEl'RY 

~ POEvlS 
by Che rlotte Croman 

(Hote: ulaxwell Bodenheim was n celebrated l merican poet of the 20th Century 
who was murdered in Greenwich Villnge i n 1954. ) 

THE Pi .S&ll\G OF !vL'·XWELL BODENHELvl vs HIS OWN 

CONCEPT OF DEL.TH 

I. 

I wonder is he now a silver bird 
In the block curls of death ? 
I wonder did he feel Denth's kisses 
And he~r Death's voice speak softly? 
;~'- poet he wns, or so they said; 
;:.. pxince, the pupers wrote: 
Born 1892 of woman, 
Died 1954 of men. 

II • 

.. _l_ thin, bent, wea ry, old mun, 
J:..shen and i ncoherent, 
No~ the lyr~cs of the gods; 
Obscene, harsh, bitter sounds only 
Now came from this once darling. 
His heritage wos Israel, 
His genius was words, 
His pleasure was woman, 
J nd his destruction was wine. 
The go at man played him 
A song to Dio:.1ysus 
Jnd a dirge for ''chilles dead, 
Rather his wings of wax 
Soared too near the sun. 

III. 

Is he now u silver bird ? 
How much of a longir~ 
Did Deeth's heart have~ 
~·Jas it raining, 
The air cool and sweet ? 

( cor.~.tinued) 
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ur a shabby, furnished room 
With light bulb on grimy choin ? 
· shelter from the n ight -- :' h! • 

A woman's eyes widened, 
Her mouth fonned a scream, 
Her drunken mute, frightened, 
Impotently frantic --
The black wings of the madman 
Bore down with fUry 
~~d the dark slave uppea~d: 
Dagger and bullet found their quarry. 

AFTERNOON lli APRIL 

1'-.. splach of light made gold of his hoir 
i;.nother deepened the blue of his eyes 
~ bleeding plaid of color shone at the turn 

of his shoulder 
11-s his hand grasped the door jamb; 
She saw the double lines of his lean prairie cheek 
.bnd heard the soft temperate sound of his voice 
~1.s he asked: "Is there any chance • • ?" 

She sat stiffly upright in the old brown chair 
Imid the gloom and pall of the late afternoon; 
The shadow disanbodied the S8gging line of her head 
As it turned swiftly toward the wall 
! s if to utter a sound 
The fine lines of her mouth parted --
A heavy silence, then u closing of the door. 

CINEMA 

TliE WORLD Q! ~tALT DISNEY by Roger Dooley 

Fantastic Voyage 

In dramatizing science fiction, the visual possibilities of the screan, eppnrent 
even to the earliest motthe-makers, still remain unparalleled. With nll the 
resources of trick photogrephy enhanced by color and Cinemnscope, becked by 
expert technical ndvice, Twentieth Century -- Fox ha s come up with one of the 
most diverting examples in years of this genre, the aptly (if not very intri­
guingly) nomed Fantustic Voya.ge. ..Js in all good science fiction, once a single 
premise is granted, everything else is completely realistic and convincing to 
the tiniest detail. I n this case the necessary hypothesis is that hum~n beings 

(continued) 
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and their equipment could be reduced, i ntnct, to microscopic size and injected 
by n hypouennic into the bloodstrerun of r living mBn. The victim is ~ scientist 
himself an expert in ttminiaturizat ion ," about to defect to the ~fest when ' 
seriously injured by the other side -- so seriously thnt unless a blood clot 
can be cleared from his brain, he will dieg taking his secret with him. Just 
to make the stakes .more hazardous, rnini ::-turization l o.sts exnctly one hour, so 
the chosen team of five i n their ntomic-powered submarine must reach the br.nin, 
destroy the clot by l c-lser beom, and mal~c their exit withi n those sixty minutes. 

Needless to say, every conceivable ur..foreseen obst a cle a rises, from a r E"pids­
shooting crisis through the temporarily stopped heart to a catastrophic noise 
thf•t occurs in the middle ear, to hostile : .. uti-bodies nnd menacing white cor­
puscles. ? hotographed with startling special effects (neve r the least unplea­
sant or repellent, the squeamish m2y rest r ssured), this would be splendid 
cinematic entertLirunent with ony cast, but it boasts such stalwart perfo:rmers 
a s EdrJ.und O'Brien and ~ rthur 0 'Co1mel among those tracking the voyage by radar, 
and 1 rthur Kennedy, Stephen Boyd, and Donald Pleasance on the team within. 
V• i th coJ.ilDlendable restraint, the producers refrained from using I've Got You 
Under J.VlY Skin as theme music or even trying to a rrange n tie-in-with!naide 
Daisy Clo~ 

.. } 

The Fighting Prince of Donegal 

Besides the now only occasional cnrtoons, the nature studies, and the family 
type f a rces (usually starring Fred 1VlaclVIurray or Hayley Nlills), Walt Disney has 
for some years been producing, perhaps os a means of thwwing funds frozen in 
England, a less publicized series of costume ro.monces. The trademnrks are a 
script based on some mi nor British clcssic now in public domain (e.g. \~hen 
ID.oighth•..~ od -~Jaa in Flower}, authentic castles and countryside photographed in 
lu sh color, frequent but not bloody swordplay, and a cast of those sterling 
cheracter a ctors always available in England. 

Hoving by now used nll the mor·e obvious mat eri2l of British history, from 
Robin Hood to Jacobite risings, the Disney craftsmen ha.ve now turned their 
attention to the Lnglo-Irish-Bpanish situation as of 1587 --cert <- inly not an 
over-used background. But if the mileu is not f amilia r, the story line cer­
t airJ.y is. Here instead of Richard Todd ns Rob Itoy we have young Peter 
McEnery as :t,ed Hugh, "The O'Donnell," hereditary leader of a turbulent Irish 
clan just as ready to bottle the O'Neills or the MacSweeneys us their tradi­
tional exter.n~ l enemies. Poss ibly to avoid offending English audiences, the 
real villuin is a sneerir~ captain of the guard who, in the viceiOy's absence, 
acts on his own in clear opposition to the presumably benevolent Irish policy 
of rueen Elizabeth I. 

Rl.rists may ulso object t-bat except for being l~idnapped and imprioomd in Dbblin 
Castle the events bear little resemblance to the life of the historic Hugh 
O'Donnell -- but most audiencea will find-- themselves plensantly entertained, 
perhaps the more so because tlvery twist of the plot is so delightfully predic­
table. The able cast m- kes the dia logue sound much fresher than it is, espe­
ci ally McEnery, who lends his routine role a sensitivity and depth that suggest 
another f. lbert Fi1mey or Peter 0 'Toole. 
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STORIES 

THE DiUGHTE.IB BY J"esse Pavia 

The children lay on the grass and looked through the wire fence 
at the ducks floating on the pondo The water was so dark that they could not 
see the ducks' paddles and they imagined that someone was pulling thsm along 
by a string. The two girls leaned forward with their c: r ms c::-bout each other 
und their heads were so close together that their hair fell in one mass. Moria 
was crying and her older sister _,. !llla was whispering to her. Sometimes / ·i.illa 
would point to a duck but J.Vlaria would not turn her head. 

"Tney' re very pretty, n l'nna said. ff Better than either of us or 
even Papa eyer draws" ~'Ven pictures in o. book a re not like they are." Then 
she turned and looked at l'vlaria .. "Why are you crying? I don't cry ••• " 

"Sometj..m.es you do • • . " 
"Only at night when I'm in bed and hear Papa walking arour.~.d the 

house. Then I have to pull the covers over me so he and mother won't hea r me. 
After a while I stop o.nd try to think of some way to please P E'pa." 

"Why isn't he like us?" .i.v'laria asked her sistor. 
~Somet~es he comes home and I can hear him singing when he comes 

up the steps. - Then he sits in the big choir in the parlor and asks us to 
came and kiss h~. But all this week and nll last week, for such a long 
time, he doesn't talk o.t all." 

'lMama snys he's tired. n 

~But why wasn't he tired before?" .Maria continued. "I ask him 
something and_he answers without looking at me and so low I can't hear whnt 
he's saying. I try it again and then I stop. I don't want to ho r.. r him 
talk like that." 

"But he's not ungry. n 

'!I know but I just don't understand him." 
!!I've told you already, lVlaria. He works ~ too hard and too long. 

Every morning~he has to get up and work and every night he has to go to sleep 
after dinner so he can work the next day. That's all he ever does. So he's 
tired." 

.:i!J:amo was telling him to find another job and he told her he 
was lucky to get this oneo She said he was going to wear himself out. And 
he said, nwell, everybody has to live"" I asked J.V!oma if he could ever get 
an easier ... job ar~d she just shook her head and then she shivered." 

After ~aria fi nished speaking she laid her head · on the gross 
and cried quietly to herself. Jurna sat up. An old man was wclking toward 
them. She looked around& Other people were sitting on benches nenr the 
pond and cars were driving slowly along the twisted lane. ~Ulyway, the old 
man could hardly walk. He held a heavy stick i n his two hands, and placing 
it before him, · pulled h~self forward. ~~na told her sister to look up as 
the man came up to them. He sat down on the grass by the children anc;l 
placed the stick across his knees. He had long grey hair which wns swept 
back over his ears. He wore a red pla id shirt and blue ove ralls. He looked 
kindly at the children and spoke to them. 

"I was watching you and an old man like me sees things that 
most people don't notice. I don't like to see such young girls like you 

(continued) 
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TbE D~''..UG±iTER3 (conti nued) 

unhappy. So I've come over !!ere to ask you what's the matter." When he hod 
fi nished he Lummed a song the children didn't know and watched than look a~ 
each other. 

"Who are you?" lvlaria a sked. 
!.!Hell, I'm the duck lteeper. I make sure that there's enough 

food in the water. I take care of the sick ones. You didn't know thore 
were any sick ducks? See that one?" he sai d, pointing towa rd o brown duck. 
"I had him in my house for o whole week . ,ul the children a round here 
thought he was going to die. a But in u way, ducks a re like people. Watch." 

He leaned his f nce aga inst the fe nce and called the duclt. It 
turned around and paddled toward him. "He likes you! " 4Jnna said. The 
duck keeper was pleased and rest t.d back on the grass. 

"You're worrying about your parents," he said. 
'.!It's Papa ," Ivlaria answered, shaking her head. 
'!It's probsbly not so bad as you make it," he told her. "When 

you're young everything seems bigger than it r eally is." 
' 7Papa ?s not happy. He never does anything , he wants to do. And 

it's been getting like that more and more. When he comes home he just sits 
in the parlor chair, looking at the light fixture or out of the window and 
not noticing unybody." 

"A lot of-people ure like that," the duck keeper said. 
_"But we don't want him like that," Maria interrupted. "If he 

were just like us, lying here watching the ducks through fence ••• " 
"he used to como to the pa rk," P..nna said. "But then he acted 

like he was sleeping. ~le 'd call him and he wouldn't hear us. His eyes 
were open but he wasnvt looking at anything. If we tickled h~ enough, he'd 
play rough with us for a while but soon he would just lie down again. Then, 
even if we crawled over and jumped on his back, it wouldn't make him ploy. 
So we'd just comb his hair or go off end play be ourselves." 

"Then hevs just too old," the duck keeper said. 
!.!If he were a s little as -you •. ., o" the duck keeper continued. 
!!Just like us , " ..::illna said. "Then we could all crouch on our hands 

and feet and cha se each othe r around and - shake our mouths like bad dogs. 
Then we could all watch the ducks. And if we got thirsty, we could all go 
to the fountain and t ake turns holding the f nucet for each othe r." 

"And you 9d really like that?" the duck keeper asked. "It 
would have to _be all the time •.. even at homeo.~even around your mother. 
Would she like that?" he stopped and lool{ed at the children. "She'd have 
to know ••• " 

"\what do you mean?n Anna Laughed. 
'!You think I tm playing ~ " he s aid gently. "If you want your 

papa as young -as you are, not only here in the park, but at home too, even 
at dillller, I can make him young for you." 

"Then he wouldn't have to work anymore?" Maria asked. 
'!Even if you could do it, how would we live? Somebody has to 

earn money ••• '! .iu1na said. 
"Someone else would feed you all right," the duel{ tender answered 

.Anna. Then he stood up and leaned against his stick. "If you really want 
your father young, you brillb htm here this Sunday, tomorrow. But don't tell 
anyone. You decide." Then he placed the stick in front of hirn, leaned on 

( cQnt inued) 
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it and walked away. He beckonGd to the brown duck and it paddled beside h~ 
as he walked along the fence. 

""Wle '11 tell Pep a tonight that he's got to come here with us 
tomorrow," i'vlaria said. She held ,l.nna' s hand tightly and squeezed. 

as we are?" 
"What would 1vlc.ma do, ivluria, if he really makes Pop a as little 

"Just tolre ca re of all of us ••• ·" 
!!But thut would be too much worl( for her, Maria." 
!.!It'd be easier than it is now with Papa so sad.'! 
~She'd be too lonesome if Papa were n child. He still eits and 

talks with M£1lla sometimes, eveu now, or goes for a walk around the corner 
with her ••• " 

_ "But she's alweys worrYing obout him and they never play and 
laugh together. If he were little, she could just take care of him and not 
worry so much." 

""~ie 'd better go home," Anna said, getting up and walking toward 
the gate. "Don't tellliJle:.ma about the duck keeper. He's really just playing, 
anyhow." 

"Then why can't we tell her?" 
~I don't know if she'd like it," Anna answered . Then she took 

her sister's hand and broke into a ron down the str,;et. 
That night Muria asked Pcpa to go to the park with them tomorrow. 

Anna tried not to watch when Maria crawled into his lap and whispered that 
they had a big surprise for him. Papa asked J.Vl80la what she knew about the 
surprise. J.viuria tried to put her hands over his mouth but he held her down 
and tickled her. Of course, Mama knew nothing. She laughed though and 
answered, "~fuo knows what your children will do?" 

Anna walked quicl{ly into her room aud pulled the door closed. 
She stood next to it and listened but no one was talking now. Perhaps she 
should really tell her mother, regardless of what the duck keeper said. 
But perhaps it would be better forM~ and P~pa if he were a child. She 
didn't know what to do. She was afraid to tell her mother the secret, even 
if the duck keeper was fooling them. 

"~..-lJJ.na, .{Ulna," IVIama called. 
'!I'm in my room getting something," Anna answered, quickly turn­

ing on the light. 
She met her f ather in the hall; he was already going to bed and 

he touselled her hair as he passed. Then she went into the parlor with Mama. 
" \fuat' s really the matter with Papa?" she asked. 

"He just had a bad day, lUllla." 
Moria was nodding her head. ..;Ulna sat down beside her mother and 

put her anns around her. In a moment they heard Papa raise his window. 
That night ~na tried to persuade Maria not to go to the park. 

n -~/hy? Uhy?" lvlaria insisted • 
. "! 'm just afraid," Anna answered, sitting on Maria's bed and 

watching the hall light spread .under their door. 
"Papa will know what to do, "J.vl;_~rin suid, n little amazed. "I'm 

sleepy now ........ " 
.1\nna . luy down in her own bed end tried to sleep. She saw her 

fcther large, then small. Now he W0s sitting in the parlor chair, d~ing 

(continued) 
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his fingers on the urm; now he was playing jump rope with them and her mother 
wus watching end clapping her hands. 

Marin was already sleeping ond the whole house was quiet. Anna 
thought she saw the duck keeper. He wus standing in the water in the middle 
of the pond, pointing at her and laughing. All the ducks had twisted their 
bills and were laughing too. 

The children and their father left for the perk in the morning. 
He walked between them, holding their hands and they almost pulled h~ along. 
1'vl.aria reminded him that they hBd a surprise for him. He SD.id, "Please tell 
me, please tell me," and then walked on silently. 

When they entered the pnrk the children were surprised not to 
fi.nd the duck keeper. They led their father to the place where they had met 
the old man and sat down in the grcss. Their father lay on the grass and 
shut his eyes. The children drew close together near the fence, whispered 
to one another and then wulked QUickly away in different directions to look 
for the duck keeper • 

.(tnna walked to t ne l{eeper' s house but no one wus home. She even 
looked through the windows to mal{e sure. 1Vlariu looked behind every tree and 
at every bench. She ruet her sister coming fo:rm the keeper's house. "H:.mi~ t 
come later," 1·~na said, walking back to the duck pond. lviariu didn't answer 
her. She kicked the grass as she walked und shook her head, wondering if 
,qUJnu had really looked for him. 

When they came beck to the fence their f nther wc. s gone. L 
ycun3 boy was standing with his back to thsm watching the ducks. They looked 
nlJ. around but they could not find their father. The boy turned to them. He 
wo-::L·e long corduroy trousers and a white starched shirt. His hair was black 
2}'1:1. uncombed ., 

"I .-;as waiting for you, n he said a little impatiently, as if 
tt-.:~J had been .~ away a long time. 

v1i th you." 

iVlaria turned her back to him and moved away. 
"who are you?" isna asked him.. 
'..!Abthy," he said. "You're supposed to take me home." 
Maria turned around-and came back to him. "What do we want with 

"P J.,_~ ase, Maria," i~~l.a interrupted her. "He'o just playing 

"No, I'm not. I'm really supposed to go home with you." He 
picked· up a handful of gross and laughed as he threw it over Lima's hair. 
tiif you don 9t believe me, you can ask the duck keeper." 

n~rnere is he?" .._r~j,.ua asked him, looking all uround her. 
!.! Right there, - leaning over the fence. fi)n' t you see him?" 
Anna got up aud followed Maria who was already running toward 

hil:!l, The duck keeper heard them coming and turned around. He leaned fo:rward 
on his stick so as to talk with them. "Come close, rome close," he called 
101.1.dly. 

"Why did you fool us?" Mo.ria shouted at him. 
He placed his finger on her lips and spoke softly to them. "The 

little boy is your father." Then he laughed and hobbled away. 

(continued) 
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.t..bthy had followed the girls. "Nuw you believe me," he said. 
He tripped !vl o.rio up und r an around L~illu, punching her lightly on _ the 
shoulders and chest. "Catch me, C8.tch me ," he laughed. 

"Pa:pa, Pupa': i'..una cried. But .J,bthy kept poking his fists 
at her. !vl:.:. ria roll....,d over in the grass and caught -J.bthy 'o legs i n her anns 
and pulled him down. .Lnna ran away from them to look for the duel{ keeper. 
But he was gone. SJ. .. e knew that she was going to cry 8Xld she put her fingers 
in her wouth. P : pa must be somewhere, she thought. She walked all around 
the duck pond, stopping to look behind every tre e and bush, calling her 
father. She even walked ba ck to the duck keeper's house and banged on the 
door with a stone she had found in the road. She climbed on the porch 
railing to look through the windows again. Then she walked slowly back 
to Abthy and J.Ylariu and stood behind a bench to watch them. They were 
quarrelling. 

"I ' ~:1 gonno tell 1Vlr'ma on you, t•_bthy." 
!!She's my 1'vL m.a too," Abthy answered, hitting ivin ria aga in on 

the shoulder ... 
L~ lla beg&U crying. She should have told her mother. The 

duck keeper had not been playing with them. Sile was wrong even to listen 
to what he said. She turned her back on L.bthy and :Mnria and went out of 
the park. 

lillna was still crying when she walked i nto her house. From 
the kitchen her mother called to her. Anna ran in and threw herself against 
her .LilOther. Mama put her hands on her hair and strol{ed it. "Why are yo u 
crying, Anna?" 

!!I'm sorry, I'm sorry," she said quickly, crying more loudly 
now and trembling. 

" Ulna, Lnno," her mother tried to comfort her. But p_nnv. 
cried steadily, although her mother had picked her up and was kissing her 
and rocking her in her arms. " What has happened, my darling? Vfuat has 
happened? Where is Papa?" 

But lillD.a would not answer. Outside she heaxd Abthy and Maria 
calling her as they c~e ruuning down the street . 
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