
threats into the darkness, and the running patter 
had stopped, but in the morning someone else 
was gone. Thomas had been one of these. and 
he couldn't believe, for a while, that Thomas 
had gone. Thomas - why he had treated him 
so much better than any of the rest. only to 
have him run away when he called to him. 

They had taken away the black pencil and 
little white paper pad he had brought along. in 
case he wished to write. He had had it a while. 
though, and had written. as nearly as he could 
remember them, the names of each old friend 
as they had left him. and he has asked the 
nurse what day it was then. and had had a fair 
record of what was happening. At fir st he 
missed one a week, then maybe two a week. 
then three or four, and the night Thomas ran 
off was the start of this week. just four nights 
ago. and they had taken his paper away. and 
his pencil. and the little drawings he had made 
of the cheats that had run away. but the picture 
still hung over there on the wall. And he knew 
three had left since then - they were running 
away from him, one a night. Now only two were 
left. Two there in the picture with him. The 
three of them stood there. smiling as they always 
had, over on the right-hand side of the almost 
blank white picture in the shiny black frame. 

The white door opened and a white uniform 
came in and looked down at him. "It's late. and 
you should be asleep." She fluffed his pillow . 
gently guided him down from his cross-legged 
sitting position at the head of the bed. down 
under the white cover. "Do you feel all right?" 
I won't talk to her. "Did you have enough to 
eat?" Yes. 1 had enough, but I won't tell you. 
I can only trust Johnny Barden. there in the 
picture, and that towhead - what was his name 
now - was it Dick? The nurse shrugged and 
glanced at the wall. 

She's in with this some how. he thought. 
She always watches ... maybe she helps them 
get out. I can't trust her. 

"Well, good night. and try to sleep a bit to
night. won't you?" No, no answer. She turned. 
switched off the light, and walked out. Sleep. 
she said. Sleep. so she can steal another of my 
friends. Steal! That was it. They hadn't left 
him - they had been stolen. and she had done 
it! She was what was against him. she. and 
all the others in white. They wanted his picture 
to be white. too. He yelled a curse after her. 
but the darkness swallowed it up. 

But I heard them scampering off ... by them
selves. And remember once I thought I might 
have seen one, squeezed in between the water 
pipe and the baseboard, but by the time I had 
crept across the room to trap him. he was gone 
. . . or was he there at all? 

He would watch. always. Even here in the 
darkness. he might hear one drop. and he knew 
he could jump to the door and head him off, and 
find out why they were leaving. 

* * * 
"He certainly is worse", said Nurse Conklin. 

as she sat down at the floor desk beside plump 

Mrs. Stirling, the head night nurse here in psy
copathic detention ward. "He hasn't talked for 
five days now. He doesn't eat much. and then 
only the potatoes, or the centers of his bread. 
Drinks his milk right properly, though." 

" I suppose Dr. Barden will see him tomorrow 
again. A pity." And Mrs. Stirling slipped the 
call sheet Nurse Conklin handed her into the 
flat file before her, and closed the drawer. "All 
the rest were an right, 1 hope?" 

Nurse Conklin was surprised to find Mrs. 
Stirling so talkative. She didn't appear very 
attractive, and in the two week's Miss Conklin 
had been assigned there she had had to do the 
great majority of the talking. "Oh yes. Room 
Three asked for water again, but I explained 
the orders and he calmed down. Only Room 
Six bothers me any more. Do you know any
thing about him before - before this?" She 
welcomed the possibility of a little talk, and 
especially since it concerned her biggest prob
lem - Room Six. He was different - she 
doubted if he belonged there, with the other 
men that improved at least a little each day. 
But she was not the one to decide, and he 
really was no special trouble - just wouldn't 
talk now, which was very disturbing to a young 
lady like Nurse Conklin. She doubted very 
much. though, if they could ever rebuild his 
mind. 

"Well," began Mrs. Stirling, turning her 
chair a bit toward the younger woman. "he 
came here through some friends of his. I think 
there were only two of them with him, maybe 
four at most, but �t�h�~�y� wanted him here instead 
of out at the State Hospital. thinkin' he would 
maybe snap out of it. It's really a pity." 

"Yes, but what was his work? 1 wonder about 
that so much. He only sits there now, and 
stares at that wall where the picture is. And 
he's never closed his eyes once while I've been 
around." 

"They tell me he wasn't much of anything 
in particular. High-class bum, I guess. Spoke 
nice when he came in here. But about that pic
ture - don't even mention it. He's zany over 
it, �s�o�m�e�h�~�w�.� Claims it's disappearing, or some
thin'. Hollered somethin' terrible one day, and 
when we goes in he's crawling about on his 
knees, 'huntin' Jerry', he says, and points at the 
picture and cusses to high heaven. We learned 
to forget about the picture. Dr. Barden says it's 
all he has, let him keep it, and tha t' s tha t." 

* * * 
Good God! another one's gone! Let's see -

that's Johnny up there ... Johnny .. uh .. 
Johnny . . Damn! I can't remember his name 
now. Well, it was that other fellow that ran 
off ... what did he look like, again ... what 
color of hair ... strange 1 can't seem to remem
ber him ... was he wearing a tie ... no, that's 
me - there I am. still in my tie. �T�h�e�r�e�'�~� John 
and I. Good friends. we are. See us smile ... 
you and me John. We're old buddies. Damn 
that bastard that sneaked off last night, though. 
You'll stay here, won't you John? 
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Who's that at the door? I won't talk. No. 
Can't trust you. Well -- a man this time. How 
am I. he asks. Don't answer. He knows. Isn 't 
it a nice day? Sure. Won 't tell you, though. 
Can't trust _y()u .... There's that nurse behind 
him , too. Wonldn 't I like to chat? Hell no! 
-- -- Damn that nurse, she's looking at my 
picture again. My prcture! Holy heIIl I'm all 
alone! He's gone. He ran away, what was his 
name? Wait! he must be in the room! 

... ... ... 
Dr. Barden and Nurse Conklin were hardly 

expecting the frenzied scream that broke into 
the doctor's congenial monologue with the pa~ 
tient, accustomed as they were to more quiet 
cases of maladjustment. The good doctor swept 
the nurse behind him, backed quickly out 
through the white door, and locked it, leaVing 
the screaming man sitting cross-legged at the 
head of his bed. He sighed heaVily and turned 
and moved down the hall. 

"I was afraid of this. but we did what we 
could. I'll call Harper at State, and we can 
move him this afternoQn. Don't open that 
room." The nurse nodded . 

... ... ... 
He sat crosslegged on his high white bed in 

the white room and screamed till he hurt. and he 
sobbed. and wept against his white pillow. but 
he watched the picture. Half~seeing, he watched 
the little man that he had been edge down 
against the black frame. then swing out over 
it and down and onto the white water pipe and 
on down to the floor. and then race on the grey 
floor along the white baseboard. He jerked 
erect, stared at the picture. It was a blank white. 
Even he was gone . now. He looked again at 
the grey floor. saw himself scamper alon~ the 
white wall, up the light blind cord . through the 
white bars. under the white window frame, and 
onto the wide grey ledge. He hesitated a mo~ 
ment at the edge, and stepped off. out of sight. 
He was gone ... 

His body shook horribly. He tensed. And 
like a taut steel spring, he snapped. and col~ 
lapsed a shaking sobbing mess of white cover 
and white flesh and clean white mind . Every
thing was white. And he was gone. 

... * * 
"Yes, Harper, of course I remember him . It 

was just - let's see - Friday. and now it's 
only Tuesday ... No! Very sorry to hear it. 
Much better off though. much better ... How? 
well, it was a queer case." He shifted the re
ceiver to his other ear. crossed his legs. "You 
see, he was a brilliant young man, but couldn't 
manage college. Good fellow then, I guess .. . 
Yes. that's right. treasurer in high school .. . 
Well, seems he borrowed and sponged from 
everyone he knew very well, all separately of 
course, and not too much, you know -- not that 
anyone was really hurt over a period of years 
... Seemed to like to have him around, more 
than anything. Then he met this girl -- woman, 

you 'd say ... What? Yes, yes. In a big w <:.y 
Wanted everything, and him with no job and all 
creditors ... Well , they had him caught -- had 
to borrow more and more to keep her inter
ested, and gradually the old friends faded out of 
the picture. They finally arrested him on a theft 
charge, and there was no one left to turn to 
.. . No, she didn't even see the trial ... Yes -
traffic. Guess that about did it. Went berserk 
at the trial . . . Sure, I imagine you did. Front 
page stuff ... Thou~ht we might correct it, but 
no time ... Yes. Thanks for calling, Harper. 
long." 
Sorry to lose a man, but it's better . .. Well so 

He replaced the receiver, and after a quick 
glance threw the black-framed picture that had 
lain four days on his desk into the big, bright 
red waste basket. How young I looked then, 
thought Dr. Johnny Barden ... 

A Young Girl 

Her face is lovely only 

When seen with loving eyes; 

Its slender shape is lonely 

Beneath the city skies. 

Yet has she gifts for glowing 

With lively laughter-light 

And candle arts for throwing 

White life across the night. 

If {lame be clear and steady 

Beloved glows the dark; 

The well-trimmed wick is ready 

Tol~htatanyspark. 

SALLY CANAN 
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