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A DREAM IS A DREAM IS
. . ) ’ /

I thought it was going to rain 30on, just by the way the clouds were,
although I hadn’t looked up at all the whole time. I just knew it was
~ going to rain. Everything had a kind of gray cast to it; all the buildings
seemed dull and dreary, all the people seemed dull and dreary—until
I saw her, anyway, and I probably wouldn’t have noticed her if it
hadn’t been so windy. She was swaying in the wind, and I could tell
that her skirt was going to blow above her any minute. I said to myself,
“Now there’s a girl whose skirt is going to blow sky high,” and I
watched closely to see. People all around me were pushing and shov-
ing along the sidewalk, some stepping into the street’s gutter to pass
by the rest of us. And one old man was shuffling forward alongside me,
his eyes glued. to the watch on his upraised arm. He kept looking at
the watch as if it were a television set or a movie screen or something
and moving along beside me. I had to push his elbow down a little,
" because it kept getting in my ear every now and then and it hurt.

~ Most of the other people just walked and stumbled ahead with their

faces raised up high. I thought maybe something was happening there

ol

atop the Time & Life Building that I, too, ought to see, but I didn’t -

look up with them. Stil, I knew it was going to rain, because it was
very gray and windy out. It was so windy out that it caused her skirt to

blow sky high.. All of a sudden, it just lifted into the air, raising the
hem above the top of her head, and left only her long legs and her

nylon-coated rump to view. And I stood behind her watching closely
and pushing aside the old man’s elbow. And all the other people went

“along with theéir heads in the air and pretended not to notice—or else

couldn’t take the time to notice because they were already late for

» \ ‘ . o
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work. She was probably late for work, too, but she stopped anyway
and fought with the blue skirt and finally- brought it down. She was
crying. I thought, at first, it was only the wind in her eyes; but I saw
her cover the side of her face with one hand, holding the:loose gar-
ment still with the other, and wait for everyone to-pass her by as she
blinked away the tears. And then she walked across the sidewalk and
sat down on the curb-and put her head in her hands; and I-could see
her body vfbratmg spasmodically and decided to comfort her. She was

- glad I'd come. I sat down beside her and told her not to worry, that
it happened to lots of girls, which caused her suddenly to burst mto d
furious fit of laughter. - -

~ She laughed and laughed so ‘hard that the tears began to dnp along
her rouged cheek. “Martha,” I said, “the waiter wants to-take your
order.” But she wouldn’t stop laughing—or couldn’t—so- I waved the
waiter away and told him we’d order in a:minute. He didn’t seem too
pleased ‘and must have thought we were surely-a little insane. And,
still, Martha was laughing. “At least,” I suggested, “tell me wht it is
that’s so funny,” but she only answered that I'd never underst.-. .. and-
broke into another fit..I asked her to excuse me while I went: to ‘the
men’s room, which only provoked further -manifestations:of amuse-
ment, and left the table to go downstairs. It was térribly embarrassing, -
her being such a close friend of my wife andall; and T wanted badly to’
escape any possible scene. I was glad for the least excuse. T-was gladder

- still when on the stairs I chanced to meet an old:friend from college
whom I hadn’t seen for a number of years. He was married now; he
said, with three children to his credit; in fact, that was what he was
domg at Penn Station in the first place, because his family had been:
away in the country for a few weeks and he had come down to meet -
them on their.return. I told him I always had:thought he;was 4 nice,

- considerate guy, and he smiled back at me:from under his. crew-cut

- scalp. He thought I was a nice guy, too, and ‘then: his wife and kids -
arrived and there wasa lot of huggmg and klssmg; and I was»ﬁholdmg .‘

" after a short while, I put the httle gu:l down, I told Clan*e what a
. lovely baby she had and that I did wish she might have brought ' her

along—anyway, wouldn’t she like a drink? She said sh =
,that 1t was such a wonderful party and parties ‘-were su. a

. Clane to say that Hatry was out of town for the weekend but I’dbe o

v
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happy to take a- message. She said that he was her husband, after all,
and that sggd prefer to speak to him on her own—and would, too, as
soon as he’d got the kids back from camp. So we sat on the thickly
carpeted floor together, and she-pulled her dress back along her thighs,
and we ‘talked endlessly about what truly beautiful legs she had:
Which was what, she informed me, everyone had always told her,
that she had beautiful legs, and she was awfully proud of them and
tried very hard to keep them in as good condition as possible just
so everyone might continue to enjoy them. And I told her I thought
she was a really admirable person.
But it made no difference to her. She continued to insist that I must
sign a registration “roll” before she could deal with me further. Once
more I explained that I wanted only to look at a single book, not even
to borrow it or use it outside the reference room, and once more she -
explained to me the procedure the h“brary had followed for sixty-seven
years. First there was the registration “roll,” to be signed in octupli-
cate twice; then the questlonnau:q de31gned to determine: my mental
- qualifications for reading books and magazines and my emotional ca-
pacity to bear the challenge; then the physical-fitness examination, not
to.be taken on the same day as the mental-emotional testing of the
questionnaire and to be arranged for at least one week in advance but
never later than the twentieth of the month and never earlier than the
fifteenth, except when a national holiday falls on either date; mean-
while, personal references wonld be checked out as to the essential
integrity and honesty of the applicant; and, finally, the Board of
Governors would meet to pass on my apphcatlon on the basis of the
- aforementioned. Then, and only then, in the event that I proved
card-worthy, would I be entitled to access to the library’s shelves. (Of
course, I would still not be allowed to borrow books until th end of
_my probationary year’s membership.) | ‘
“Kiss me,” said the librarian, her stiff brown hair jiggling about like
a sprung coil. And she began to laugh loudly. I looked around-to see |
if anyone were watching us. There was only one other person stand- °
ing, and she about four or five straps down, a woman in her mid-
thirties and as unmarried-looking as they come. Her head was half- - -
buried in'a pocket-size novel with the picture of a naked girl sprinkled
with blood on the cover. Eveyone else was seated, and -only a few
* looked up long enough to locate the source of the commotion, then ~ ~
- went back to their chattmg and sleepmg But the standmg lady chd.
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not look up. The librarian ‘quit ]aughlng And the train pulled into
the Junction Boulevard station. The doors opened and closed almost -
simultaneously, and we were on our way again. I looked out the
“window at all the dirty buildings, wondering how much longer it -
would take to reach Times-Square. Then:the thirties-year-old woman
- down the car threw back her head in quick alarm, holding her fore-
arm out at me sideways and shrieking, “Get away from me!” It oc-
. curred to me that she perhaps read too many pocket-size novels with
naked corpses on the covers. It also occurred to me that everyone
nearby was glaring at me with open hostility and that two men-were
actually moving down the aisle toward me. Big 'men. 1 turned -and
ran through the next car and into the next, bumpmg into a uniformed
policeman on the way.
-“Let’s see your papers,” he said. I handed him my Times and News
quickly. He threw them on the floor and began shouting.
“Okay, wise guy, now let’s see your papers
“What papers?” “
“Don’t be funny with me, buddy, orI'lL .
I tried to explain to him that we didn’t carry papers in this country,
but he wouldn’t understand and only accused me of trying to tell him
¢ his job. I apologized for my impertinence at the first realization of his
grip on the shoulder of my jacket. Fortunately; he found me too

. stupid to be deserving of his time and went his way, flinging-me first -

- », wmtmg for us with: therr pistols in their: han

“.jh"gk‘tps://digitalrepository.unm‘edu{nmq/vo134/'iss4./,9v, e . L

- along the row of cushioned seats toward the middle of the car. I

-+ landed in an end seat and tried to catch my breath. -

- * The wind was rushing through the open windows on either srde of
 the taxicab, and the lady driver up front just laughed when I told her

it 'was going to rain soon. I dusted off the lapels-of my jacket and

straightened the necktie that hung loosely between them and repeated

my forecast indignantly. As we whizzed crosstown®with the:speed- - |

ometer set at eighty miles an hour, I could see from behind her hands
" barely fecling her- blouse. And when she ‘hirned around to-me,
all the buttons were well undone and the shirttail flapped loudly.in
the wmd “Oh, dont be srlly,” she told me. “It hasnt ramed for
years.”

heard. We went into the kitchen;: she behind me; and th r tood -

" thatl drdn t want any trouble, because 1t was m

“Oh, don’t be silly,” she told me, but1 knew-I’df"heard what 1 Thad .
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* house and they were away and we were only living there for them for

a short while. But they were uninterested in my concerns. “Where is -

it?” they asked me; and I asked them where was what. The leader

pounded his hand on the table and ordered me to get it for him—on -

 the double. By now, Martha and Harry had joined us in the kitchen,
explaining both at once about how Claire had had to stay at home
with the children; they were terribly sorry. I told the man that T had - - -
- noidea what he was talking about, but he responded only by throwing

Martha at me and telling me that he meant business. Then, he took
the tablecloth in his arms and with a small corner began to polish the
barrel of his revolver.

“Even cops don’t use this kind any more,’ ’ he informed me. “Makes
too much of a mess.” And I could feel my knees giving way. I promised
him I’d get what he wanted—on the double—although I still had no
idea at all what it was that I should get. I only wished my aunt and
uncle wonld come home.

““Fhen, it.dawned on me. If only I could get a minute alone-in the

[t
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den, I copld get the police for help. But how to get out there alone,
that was $he problem at hand: I worked on it, worked hard, and sud--
denly I was alone in the den. Everyone else was in the kitchen, and I
was out there. A miracle, I thought, and became aware for the first -
time of the slipperiness of my perspiring hands as I pulled the re-

ceiver lightly off its hook.

"The number. I didn’t know the number. I put the phone down on

- the-desk and ran quickly through the pages of the phone book, mak-

ing the necessary notes as I went along. Dial g for.an outside line,
then 555-1212 to ascertain the proper code, then the code itself and -
finally the number—-plus of course, three more digits for the appro-

priate- precmct headquarters and two more for the division whose: as- ‘
* sistance was. required, whether hom1c1cle or burglary or what Iselec-

ted “Geneial Crime Division.” PINE :
- Time was running out. They would be commg for me any mmute
Hurriedly, I twitled the dial with my dampened forefinger. By the

time I'd placed the call; I.was almost sick to-my stomach with fright. P
The number began to nng, and I knew that help was not far off. As

scared as- I was, I was trying to feel better. - _
- Finally, the call 'was answered, and I gasped a prelude to my plea,
but the voice on the other end spoke first. As it began, I saw the lutch-‘ '

~ endoor opening, and I knew my time was near.-

B
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