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Council memben Gordon Knight said

he pLans to introduce a nesolution at
the next Council meeting that will call
gor the seminarny policy on compelling

k9raduates to attend commencement g

exencises to be abolkished.

The nesolution also will ask that .
the possibility of a December graduation
exencise be dinvestigated. An opindion
¥column 4n The ENQUIRY nrecently called
attention fo the practice of compulsonry
attendance at commencement exercises,

and asked that the un-written nule be
abolished as an infringement on

personal kiberty and as a possible
exencise Ain futility. §
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An earthless world lay pure with white.
I saw the snow in early light,

And thought, how could they fail to see
It was God's Gift--and meant to be?

Folded softly, it still was falling

As His promise softly calling.

Surely they'll look and see with praise,
For many moments, many days.

But they all saw with eyes not mine,
And by noon ten thousand lines

Of ugly footprints marched about

As if to trample and to flout,

To stamp and spoil, to melt and hurt
The cotton white with darkening dirt.

How dare they do this to His Word--

The blind, unfeeling, noisy herd!

Angry, I marched forth to proclaim
Their wrongness and assess the blame
Upon each one, to wave them back,

And tell them of their souls’ deep lack.

But then I stopped as I looked down;
Saw at my feet ten thousand hounds.
For' there in all that whiteness sweet
My own tracks marched up to my feet.
My hollow message died away

And all I was about to say--

Surely this was the awfullest sin
That ever will be, or has ever been,
I thought as frozen still I stood

As any tree or ice cube could.

But as I stood the worst I saw

Of all I'd done to help the thaw:

In the distance came one, then two,
Following my tracks with more tracks new.
Their larger feet (and many more)
Stepped 4in my own tracks o'ern and o'ex.
And I wish I knew just how to quote
The scream that died within my throat.
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SOUTHERN BAPTISTS AUD THE LUTHERAWS
WE SHOULD LEARN FROM THEM

Recently it was stated in this column that we
Southern Baptists should learn from the unfortunate split of
the Missouri Synod Lutherans which resulted in the closing of
Concordia Seminary in St. Louis. A parallel was drawn in the
column, though perhaps clumsily done, between their problems
with their ultra-conservative faction and our own ultra-
conservative faction, the Baptist Faith and Message Fellowship.

Now, at least one Baptist state newspaper,

The Westenrn Recorder, the Kentucky paper, has carried an
editorial saying essentially the same thing. Apparently written
by Editor C.R. Daley, the piece states that Southern‘Baptists
should take note of the split in the Missouri Synod Lutherans,
a denomination with about three millioh members, missionaries
in 30 countries and an outlook that features conservative
doctrine, evangelistic preaching and missionary zeal.

The editorial also states that the ultra-conservative
faction in the synod as well as the Baptist Faith and Message
Fellowship draw upon the inspiration of the Scriptures as a
battle issue, and "the battle line is usually the seminaries."

It goes on to state:

"The newly oﬁganized group of Bapitists who call

themselves the Baptist Faitfth and Message Fellow-

ship has announced thein mission as saving

Southean Baptists from creeping Liberalism 4in

some Baptist Literaturne and in oun seminarnies.

They say they plan to try to get mone of those

[Cont., next pagel




alfc
The ENQUIRY

OPINION, Cont.

who think Like they do on boards of trustees

0f seminaries and othern agencies which 4s zhe
exact strategy of the Missournd Synod Lutherans
who werne making the same charges Leadens of the
Bapiist Faith and Message Fellowship are
vodicding.

"In the meantime some membens of Lhis group o4
crndtics are not waditing Lo gain control of
existing seminarnies and publications. They
have stanted thein own seminary to teach Zthe
truth they claim 48 not Zaught in oun s4ix
convention sponsored seminaries and they have

- stanted a conventionwide publication "to Zell
At Like it 48" which they claim 4is not beding
done by existing Bapiisi papers. The seminarny
448 the MAd-Amendica Baptist Seminary Ain Little
Rock headed by Drn. Gray ALLison and the papexr
448 The Southern Baptist Journal edifed by
BALL Powell, a formenr Home Mission Board
employe.”

The editorial goes on to recount what happened
at a national church bus clinic in Louisville, Ky., hosted by
LaVerne Butler and the Ninth and O Baptist Church. Among the
speakers invited to this clinic was Dr. William Hull of Southern
Baptist Theological Seminary, a man who has been severely
criticized by some of the Faith and Message group for an article
on the infallibility of Scriptures printed in The Baptist Program.
The editorial comments on what happened at the clinic.

"Hull should have known he would be treated
as a Daniel in a Lion's den and that he was
convicted before being heanrd.

"After his address and time had expired fon
Zthas parnt of the program BiLL Powell anrose

and challenged Professor Hull by asking nine
questions to be answenred 'yes' on 'no.' Hull
Like mosi Bible scholans knows many questions
cannot be answered s0 simply without Laying a
background forn the answers and 40 did not fall
into the trap Laid by Powell. It will be
Aintenesting to see how Powell theats Dn. Hull's
address in the publication he edits.

[Cont., next pagel
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"1 had hoped Powell and his coflegues would
go about thein objectives in an ethical way.
This apparently 48 a vain hope. Anyone who
would try to conviet a guesit speakern of heresy
unden the guise of a bus clindc 48 obviously
out fon blood. These taciicst are at Least as
old as the scrnibes and Pharnisees whose
Ritenalistic and traditional views of God's
rnevelation blinded them to Zruth, put thein
Laws above the value of their gellowmen and
§inally put the Son of God on the cross.

"I don't believe Southenn Baptists will make zLhe
mistake of Missound Synod Lutherans. They
have confidence Lin our denominational Leadens
and our seminary teachens and know we don't
all have to agnree on the intenpretation of
every passage in the Bible. We believe 4n
the authornity and Ainfallibility of Lhe

Bible but oun bond 48 not in one view of

a book but in ocurn shared faith in a penson
Jesus Chnist, the Son of God, ourn personal
Savdion, the Lond of ourn Lives, our world
evangelization mission and brotherly Love."

The editor of The Western Recorder thus has said
much better and clearer the issue over the Baptist Faith and
Message Fellowship. Certainly, there is a place for conservatives
within the essentially conservative Southern Baptist Convention,
but it is doubtful that the Faith and Message Fellowship is
any sort of an answer.

It is almost certain we are to hear and see more
sparks flying from this probtlematic group. Let us begin thinking
about the issue now, and avoid the trouble our Lutheran brothers
have encountered.

#
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You probably have heard the news already.

The rent goes up soon, effective June 1. It is the
second such increase in two years here. Southeastern's trustees
approved the action in their meeting March 1u4.

The new schedule looks like this:

Room Rent in Johnson Dormitory:
Single,$120 per semester, payable in advance..........30.00
Double $§ 90 per semester, per man, payable in adaance 22.50

Room Rent in Women's Dormitory:
Double, $100 per semester per occupant, payable

monthly in advance........... DB HX Suddt S s nins 2800
Colonial Apartments
Two Bedroom Units, per month......... SRS SRS « s vab v o 60.00
Simmons Apartments:
Two Bedroom Units, per month........... « DOBBB, B wvornes 77.00
One Beédvoom Units , ‘pér montit. 543 . 323000, 2048l neeeans 72.50
Bostwick Hall Apartments (Furnlshed) ‘ g
Efficiénioy \Unite ) ipem mMonthii il ARSSDSIIODNDU e s o s 0 s o 65.00
One Bedroom Units, per month... ....... R e R 82.00
DupXex ‘Apartments, 'one ‘bedrdam'’l. Sid. Jo. SOTib0. 8dde v oo oo 60.00
Boptex Apartments; TWO DRAYOOM ..isvsisvesroassnssnanns ..70.00
Duplex Apartment, three bedroom......icoie. P. Diie. codi ed. 80400
Dormitory Room Deposit, each occupant...... N T e 10.00
Apartment Deposit, each unit .......veveeenens wolled. onsi 40.00
Mobile Jiome Park, per space mONthly...cocesvonvesssesssons 20.00

KRR K 0 & kK kKRN DN

OTHER FEES

Other fees that have been set are as follows:

ACADEMIC APPAREL-
Certificate Graduates = $10.00
M.Div. & MRE Graduates 12.50

' I.D. Card 1
Renewable annually, effective fall semester, 1974 $2. -
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To the Editon
A Crisis

A cndisis 4s something that you hean about and
something that usually happens Lo anothern person or Ain someone
else's family and Lt 44 harnd for us to undernstand the true meanding
0f grnief until it actually happens to us. We in the Beddingfield
family have expendienced jfust such a cnisis; howevern, we did not
bearn it alone and it 48 at Lhis point that we would attempt fo
express oun sincerne gratitude and thankfulness from the depths
of our heants to the people here in the Wake Forest area and
the surnnounding community.

And yet At 48 hand to express our hearntfelt
appreciation to the men of the Rescue Squad who were there s0
promptly, to the people who were at the scene and assisted and
also to the Police Deparntment, and to you, my brothen in Chrnisi,
James Hall, gon coming to our home that moaning, and o Dnr.
BLackmonre gor having prayer with us and praying with us at that
moment of desperate need.

Oun special thanks goes to ithe faculty of Southeastenn
Seminary fon their many kind deeds and gesturnes. And now especially
to those of you who prayed, for God truly answenrned prayer, and we
saw the visible, actual mirnacle that God wrought in answer to
these prayens. Due to the head infurny they wene not allowed %o
administen any medication for pain and had L% not been fon the
miracle there would have been excrucdating pain. We praise the
Lond forn His answer and for you.

The Don Beddingfield Family
(Jon says "Me Too")
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"The Enquirny’
SEBTS
Wake Forest, N.C.

To whom £t may concean:

This Letten 44 a nesponse to the position stated 4Ain
Rev. Winbuan C. Davis' Letten of February 28, £974. 1 do not
feel that 1 can Let his Leiten go by without a neply, even 4§ the
matien 448 closed to him, '

This nesponse 4s not to be faken as a personal attack
in any way, since 1 do not know him personally. 1 do Zhink that
the theological position taken 4is open o discussion and opposing
views . ‘

The position unden discussion 44 based on faulty
concepts o4 God and man's relationship to Him. TImplied An this
position 44 that God 48 to be equated with the Bible. The
problem with this Lype o4 reasondng 44 that 4t Limits God %o
being found 4in one place and to one way of revealing Himself,

a God who does not Limit Himself as man would do. This same
position Leads one fo equate “‘church Zradition” with God's will.
The problem here 45 that this hind of thinking has Led to such
concepts as "Holy UWar." These "wars" have included the Crusades,
the Amenican CAviL Warn, Amerdican Mandifest Destiny which included
the Amenican Anvasion of Lhe Philippines aften President MeKinley
recedved a vision from God Zo go and “Christiandze’ the heathen
who had been Roman Catholic forn 300 yeans. 1t also included

that "hornon" of our own time, Viet Nam. 1§ events such as these
are the nesulis of God's will, then 1 suggest that we have been
goLLowing the wrong "God."

The position we are discussing never botherned Zo
elaborate on just what one should expect to necedve from this
Seminary. 1 suggest that Aif one expects Lo recedve affirmation
0f his on hern "tradition,” or nedinforcement of preconcedved
concepts of the nature and existence of God, then perhaps the
seanch on educational "endeavor” shculd be carrnied on elsewhene.,

The primarny and most basic problem of the position
unden discussion, which {8 also that held by the Baptist Faith
and Message Fellowship, 44 that it L4 an atitempt to "pigeonhole”

a God who will not allow Himself to be "pigeonholed,”’ non
classified by any of man's classdifications. Indeed this position
makes a vain and boastful attempt to "create God in man's image”
instead of allowing "man to be created in God's image,’ as
documented 4in the Book which this position considens to be "Holy."”
Until we nevense this pervented ornden of Creation, then we are
goreven condemned to nepeat history, the history which has

[Cont., next pagel
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produced the Inquisition of Hedieval Europe and the witch hunts
0f early Amenica. 1§ we are unable on unwilling Zo bring about
this nevensal, may God truly have merncy on us while being ounr

Judge.

Sincenely,

JOHNNIE M. DAVIS JR.

¢ ,9 .6 0.% S H .0 B KL % . 8.8
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Counten-0pinion

I gelt the opindon column entitled "Siudents and
Stumbling BLocks” was both shallow and shornt sighted. 1 have no
quannel with some of the premises of the anticle. 1 do not "drink,
smoke, chew, or run with women who do.” 1 get no particular
Lthrdil 4in manking oi stealing Librany books. The problem with
the anticle was not with what was sadid, but rnathern with what was
Left unsadid.

Why 48 it that Baptists always "strain at the gnat and
swallow the camel”? The "siumbling blLocks”’ we often Lrdip oven
arne pebbles in comparison to the walls we run into while paying
such close attention to sdide-stepping pebbles. VYes, 1 too believe
that we as mindstens are "stumbling bLocks.” Buf my neasons anre
somewhat different.

A "stumbling bLock” Zo me 48 the minister who has
s00thed his conscious (sic) concennding his bRack brothens by an
occasdional nemarnk from the pulpit about all men being equal and
the need to Love everybody. As Long as we simply phreach the
brothernhood of all believens and never attempt to incarnate it
in our congregation, we will have no neal opposition. 1§
nepetition has anything to do with inspirnation then the wonds,
"We must move sLowly” should be canonized Ainto scripture.

A "stumbling block” Zo me 4is when we ministerns ignonre
the poorn and needy 4in our community. Christmas baskets arne fonr
the most part "conscdience so0othens.” 1t takes too much money,
time and above all, 4involvement with these people to make
helping the needy a "populan” church project. Besddes, most of
us are in such a financial or social strata that we cannoft
neally "Aidentify" with the pooi.

A "stumbling blLock” to me 4As our schizophrendic
theology concernning our enemy. We have taught our youth to "turn
the othen cheek” and to Love the unlovable one even at the cost
04 the crnoss. Then we have nemadined silent from the pulpit

e [Cont., next pagel
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while oun government drafted ourn young men in ordern to destroy
a forneign enemy that threatened the dictatornship of the country
we were supposedly "defending."” We kept politics out of Lhe
pulpit and sent the young men who werne the future of Amerdica
044 to a foreign Rand to be mutilated in mind and body with

the send-o04f wornds, "We will pray for you."

A "stumbling bRock" to me 4is the fact that we have,
An mass, folLowed the Lidea of achieving the Amernican success
storny. Thene 48 something ternibly Anconsistent about ourn Rife-
style as mindstens. Do the cans we drdive, homes we Live 4n,
salanies we make, neflect the Lifestyle of Lthe "sufferning servant?’
This is not to say we are to be ascetics on marntyrns. Bui what
L8 consistently "Chrnistian" about a ministern with a family of
two on three making $10,000 to $15,000 a year while the janitoxr
in his church with a family of s4ix orn seven makes $4,000 %o
$5,000 a yearn? 1t is hard to picture this ministen as the humble
servant of the fanditon.

Pictune forn a moment, Lif you will, the mighty prophet
Jernemiah. 1§ he stood before us today and opened his Lips Zo
deliven a Word gfrom the Lord, would 4L be, "You betfer quit
smoking and dainking! You need to be on Wedight Watchers! Quit
stealing and tearing up those Librany books!"™ NO! Jenemiah
would be scrneaming about ITT and storming the doorns of Zhe
White House. He would probably be accusing us of beding count
prophets.

As Long as we hold onto the petty s4ins of the Bapiist
cultune as the madn thrneat on "stumbling block," we will nevexr
have to deal with the far greater s4ins which are commitfted. As
Long as we 4Lgnore Zhe example of Jesus and fail Lo seek Truth and
Justice we will continue Lo be Like a parenthesis in the world
which could easily be deleated without making much difference.
1t is true that we have many s4ins that must be dealt with, both
personal s4ins and fhose sins committed 4in relationshdip to ourn
fellow man., Bul we must being to set our priornities stradght.
This can only be done by the Holy Spirnit. God can show each of us
what a "stumbling bLock" is. 1 would by far rathen He do it than
our Baptist culturne and traditions.

--EDWARD C. WOODARD

EDITOR'S NOTE:

; _ Woodard's comments are well taken. He has much to say
that is true about our task as ministers in the world today. His
comments are Scripturally sound--just read the first two chapters
of James, especially 2 :14-26. But this does not in ‘any way negate
the remarks about ministers who are stumbling blocks because of
their personal habits. It is a case of both-and, not either-or.
Ministers must make sure their personal lives are in tune with the
message they proclaim, and we must get busy with the social

‘ [Cont., next pagel
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concerns "loodard talks about. These same concerns were discussed
in a previous opinion column. As in sermons, the danger in
writing such a column is not what one says, but what one leaves
unsaid. Yet one must take a narrow bit of information to focus
on in order to give proper attention to the issue at hand.

This earlier opinion column stated in part :

"The question 40 often asked about where was

the vodice of the chunches 4in 1954 when civil
nights wene beding forged by the counts L4 a

fain one. Where are the churches now, as the
fruits of this forging are being worked out by
Local schools and Local persons? Where were

the chunches in the campus niots of the 6047
Where wene the chunrches when the slaughtern 4in
Vietnam and Cambodia were nrecedving 40 much
attention from concerned citizens outside the
churches? Whene have the chunches been, and
whene has thein voice been, 4in the many, many
issues that have come up in recent yeans? Some
small, shouted-down voices came f{rom the churches,
centainly, but nothing Like the shrieks of

"Foul PLay" that come fornth on ithe LAquorn Assues.

"What is our fadith? What is oun ne£49¢04{ Are we
80 shont-sided that'we Can Fee only the damdg‘=’ %
: caused by drunk drivens and othen ZLQ on-nelated
S T adnob eehts - and no s e the ihcnediBle Wreckage
g persons caused by (for example) segregation?
Why 448 ourn fadith capable of speaking Lo one
Li88ue with vigorn and clearness, and not fo the
other? Aftern all, compared to the sheen
magnitude of the pnabzemé rnelating to the one
Lissue of Vietnam--murnder, disease, maiming,
death, starvation, Lack 06 humanity, Lack of peace,
Lack oﬂ shelten, efe.--LAiquor-by-the-drink seems
a nrathen sunrface issue, paliry alongside many
othens."

When a minister forgets such issues as these and puts all of

his attention on more minor vices, he is indeed a stumbling block.
But when his own habits of living cause a brother to fall, he
‘again is failing his calling. Our calling to the ministry, whether
as preachers or teachers or newspaper editors, is not only bhigger
than we imagine, it is bigger than we can imaginel!!!
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Walter J. Skelton awoke from a fitful sleep in his
antique three-quarter-length bed, and lay staring at the dusky
ceiling in the darkened room. His‘short, wizened body was
well-suited to the short bed and Skelton felt safe in it.

A single brave soul of light ventured through a crack in the
gingham curtains of the window opposite him, reflected off the
array of medicine bottles on the bedside table, and found its
way into Skelton's good right eye. He moved his head and the
light beam now'spotlighted a shortenihg—white eyebrow.

All the furniture in the room was antique, unlike the
contemporary formica-topped pieces in the rest of the house. The
bed in which he lay, a chest of drawers, a dresser with cracked
mirror, the bedside table and a chair were all antique. Like
their owner, they had aged with the years, accumulating tiny
nicks and blemishes in their years-darkened surfaces until ¥
finally when looked at they stood shameless while the viewer
thought, "Ah, ha. These are antiques." Like their owner, the
pieces of furniture had been made for another day--made rougher
than the machine-turned pieces of more recent vintage, made with
scrollwork and decorations that seemed purposeless when seen under
the electric glare of suburbia.

Walter J. Skelton lay with the covers up to his chin
as he surveyed his world in the kind light of early morning dusk
now, and he wondered how long it would be before the kind
dimness would grant him the final boon of darkness. The thought
had grown more insistent in the years since Emma had gone on.

He did not wonder why he had awakened. Below him,
throughout his son's house, the getting-up noises of his son's
family created substantial evidence of localized anarchy as
Sam shouted at Sylvia, and Sylvia shouted back; as both shouted
at the three children and the children shouted back; as the
dishwasher and electric razor whined in unison; as the dog
barked. Skelton's bed vibrated as the clomp-clomp-clomp sounds
of midget feet traveled the length of the downstairs hall and
back.

Skelton strained his ears towards the voices of Sam
and Sylvia. He could catch phrases here and there from his son,
and phrases here and there from Sam's wife. They were debating
again.

wpdtus [Cont., next page} ' e T
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FOG, cont.

"Well, my God Sam, don't you shout at me...I don'Zt
feel Like...if you'd taken that IBM job...months ago...then
maybe, fust maybe...and the ofd man could be put away in one of
those homes some place...have a guest room again and a bathroom...
old guy's Loony...but no, not you...his Social Security...”

"How many times...to tell you...job didn't Rook night
and...can't afford...to stick the old guy...one of those homes...
$200 a month...besides, if you hadn't had...new station wagon..."

Skelton turned his head, and tried to quit listening.
He would have to get up soon, but he would wait until the house
was cleared out. Today was the day he went downtown to shop.
Sam always tried to get him to stay home, said he was too old
to go out like that. And Skelton always replied he was over
twenty-one, and very able to take care of himself. The trip was
an ordeal, though. People always rushing around, and driving
like the world was going to end tomorrow. But he hated the idea
of someone else buying his tooth powders and his denture sticker
and all the other signs of aging. A man has to have some privacy,
after all.

Footsteps approached, and a soft knock sounded on his
door. "Uh, yes, yes, who is it?" he said, feigning sleep.

"I'm sorry to wake you, Pops," said Sam, "but I just
wanted you to know there's some oatmeal and toast for you on the
stove. OK?" -

"Yes, son, that's kind of you. I'1ll be down directly.
At my age I need my beauty rest, you know."

Yes, well, be careful if you go downtown today, OK?
I won't try to talk you out of it today. Watch out at those
crosswalks, and don't forget your medicine.”

"All right, son, have a good day."

The door which had been cracked open closed, and foot-
steps went off down the hall. A horn sounded outside the front
of the house. That would be Jake Wilkinson, Sam's ride to
"thoffice."” It always sounded as if Sam were going to some little
town in Oklahoma, when he said he was going to "thoffice." It
would be better if Sam could say he was going to "the fields"
every morning, but nobody does that any more. Skelton clenched
his hands as though he were still holding a set of plow handles,
or a tractor steering wheel. Sam wouldn't have stomach trouble
if he went to the fields every morning.

Finally, a few minutes after Sam left, the four
hurricanes that were Sylvia and the children grew silent behind
‘the slamming of the side carport door. Sylvia would go by the
school to take the kids, then go on to do "eclub work," whatever

[Cont., next pagel
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FOG, cont.
that was.

Now Skelton thought of getting up. He could feel age
lying over him like an extra heavy blanket as he roused himself
and sat up on the edge of the bed. The age blanket did not fall
away as the others did when he sat up. He had tried for years to
get Sam to turn the thermostat down at night so it would not be
so warm in the house, but he refused to do so, probably at
Sy1v1a s bidding. The house remained too warm in winters and too
cool in summers. Skelton kept his window up nights so his room
would be cool. Even now at mid-December, wind lifted the checked
yellow curtains and pushed past the wrinkles on Skelton's face.
He walked over, closed the window and opened the door to the hall
to let some heat come in. He inserted his teeth, and then washed
down his morning's dose of pills with stale water left in a glass
on the bedside table.

He removed his white wool pajamas and donned heavy
wool socks, gray work pants, a clean white shirt and heavy yellow
sweater. His shoes and socks were the biggest problem, since he
had to ease his foot into each shoe and sock with his hand, an
effort for his back. Finally, dressed and out of breath, he
brushed his handfull of white hair back, and went down the stairs.
He went down each step slowly, all fifteen of them, one at a time.

He ate several mouts full of the oatmeal and toast
on the kitchen table. Only the grinding of gears in the kitchen's
electric clock broke the silence. He sat with both elbows on the
table while he drank two cups of Sylvia's weak, spineless coffee.
He would not leave for town until one o'clock. Then he would
catch the bus down at the corner and ride it in.

The morning passed slowly.

He tried again, as he often did, to make some sense
of the television shows that were on in the mornings. But he
never laughed at the same time the audience did. Why was that?
It frightened him. The game shows he never understood. After
a few hours in front of the screen, he gave up. He started to
read his Bible, but he accidentally let the pages - open to where
it read, "To my Walt on our First Anniversery, from his wife
Emma." He basked a while in the glow of his memories, but they
started crowding in, so he stopped. He finally watched cars pass
on the street outside, watching from thée picture window in the
living room. . :

When it was near one o'clock, he got out his black
wool overcoat and his battered wool dress hat from the hall closet
and put them on, got out his cane and went outside. He walked
slowly through the icy December wind out the front walk and down
the sidewalk towards the bus stop at the corner. He was just:
stepplng out onto the sidewalk when something struck hisg right
leg in the side with a sharp pain. It was one of the neighbor
children in a pedal car. Skelton had stepped in front of him.
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The child, approximately a five-year-old bundle of
coat and hat and gloves, backed up, sniffled, and shouted,

"Yay, you mean old Mr. Skeleton, go away:"

Skelton started to extend a helping hand, but
instead waved his cane in the air. The child pedaled away for
dear life. Skelton smiled, and walked on towards the bus stop,
with the pain in his right shin decreasing slowly.

He waited what seemed a long time in the chill, and
then the bus, a big chrome and yellow monster, chugged to an
abrupt stop in a swirl of engine fumes. Skelton mounted the
steep steps slowly, while he fumbled with change in his coat
pocket. The driver was unfamiliar to Skelton. It seemed they
were always changing drivers. He turned his head to peer at
the man better with his good right eye, while he waited for
his ten cents in change.

"Sorry, old timer, new rule," said the driver,
pointing to a neatly-lettered sign above the windshield. "we
can't give change any more. Too many robberies. You still wanta
go?"

Confused, Skelton said, "What's that? No change with
you today? Well, you can give it to me another time. It's just
a dime."

The driver said, "No, you don't understand..." Then
he stopped in mid-sentence, waved his hand and said, "Thanks."”

Skelton walked down the aisle as the bus jostled off
to a start, and he realized there were no seats. He walked on
to the back of the bus, walking slowly as he braced himself
against the movements of the vehicle. Finally, he caught a wrist
loop suspended from the ceiling and stood swaying with the bus
as it wove a path through the thickening traffic. Nobody looked
at Skelton. Newspapers or the windows held passengers' attention.
His back started twinging after a few minutes, and his shin had
developed a dull ache that soon was a real pain.

After what seemed a sizable portion of eternity, the
bus pulled up on Eastside Avenue near Bumgardners Department
Store, and Skelton made his way off the bus, last of the fifty
or sixty persons riding it. As he started down the steps, the
new sign caught his eye. It read, "For Secunity Reasons, We
Can No Longer Make Change. PLease Bring Corrnect Change. We Regret
The Inconvenience.” He caught the bus driver looking at him,
and Skelton tried to hurry down the steps, feeling needles of
embarassment adding to his back pain.

Skelton had been buying his small needs in Bumgardners
for longer than he cared to think about, and he picked up the
three or four items he needed as quickly as he could walk up and
down the crowded aisles. : '
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It was when he rubbed his face while pondering tooth
powder prices that he suddenly realized he had not shaved that
morning. A stubbly shadow of white-gray whiskers covered his
face, he saw in the mirror on a column. Again, embarassment
flooded Skelton, and then fear, as he marveled that he could
forget such a routine part of his morning ritual. He kept his
hand to his face as he navigated his bent frame through the
crush of afternoon shoppers. It had been an hour's bus ride,
and he shopped a couple of hours.

Thus, it was some time later when Skelton noticed his
way blocked by a husky man in a gray suit. Looking up, he stared
into the eyes of a hard-faced middle-aged man who wore a small
mustache. "Excuse me, but would you mind moving?" said Skelton.

"I'm the store detective. Would you mind holding
your coat open, please?"

"Hold my, hold my what?" said Skelton, confused again.

The tall man took Skelton's coat and opened it at the
lapels, holding it open briefly while he surveyed Skelton's yellow
sweater.

"0K, you can go. We have to keep an eye on shoplifters.'
With that, the man turned and vanished into the crowd who stood
looking with one great eye at Skelton.

The needles of embarassment sharpened, flooded in on
Skelton and he made for the check-out lane. It seemed to take
a long time to get to the cashier, to get the $2.89 from his
wallet, to get his change, pick up his small sack and start for
the exit door. The line of people seemed to crowd behind him,
pushing him out.

He had just struggled with the heavy door and gotten
onto the sidewalk when a half-dozen young boys suddenly appeared
from nowhere, pushed him out of the way and ran into the store
through the exit door. Skelton was pushed half-way around, was
knocked off balance, was shoved sprawling on the sidewalk. The
tall buildings and a tiny snatch of darkening sky twirled around
as he looked up, as he tried to regain his footing, as he tried
to keep a hold on his sack and his cane. He felt a pain at the
back of his right hand when someone stepped on it. He finally
stood up with pain seering his back and his hand. He recovered his
hat and walked with the crowds down the sidewalk. Jazzed-up
Christmas carols rang out from the store fronts and joined in -
perfect unison with the bleak faces of the crowds that swirled
around him like rain water racing to a sewer.

Skelton limped on for a time on the sidewalk. He felt
suffocated by the concreteness of it all. The very air was
metallic. He took shelter in a building, but it was no better, for
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here again, crowds of people moved back and forth. Skelton
noticed it was growing dark already, and that a thick
white-gray fog was rolling in from the river.

He sought out an elevator, found one empty and

pushed the button marked, "Roof."” His stomach sickened as the
tiny cubicle sped upwards into the higher guts of the big steel
and concrete building. It seemed he rode a long time. Then,

the floor seemed to rise, the doors swished open, and Skelton
stepped out onto the roof. Here were no people and only a slight
breeze and street noice muffled by distance broke the silence.

The elevator door shut, and Skelton could hear the device descend.

He walked over to a platform marked, "Observation Deck,"
and mounted the three steps. He sat down on a bench. From here,
he could see over the building's edge.

The fog was consdidernably thicken now, and all Skelton
could see was more skyscraperns protruding from the gray cotton.
Lights danced here and there through the {§og, but the ground

w;qtzidden by the stuff. Thenre was no movement. 1t was bLessedly
sT4ALL.

Skelton sat verny s1tiLL, and nubbed his aching hand
as he Looked at the edge of the building. He could have been
anyone s4itting there as he Looked at the fog, the comfornting fog.
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EXPERIENCED SECRETARY NEEDE
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An experienced secretary is needed in the
business office, and any interested student's wife is asked
to contact Business Manager O.L. Cross.

Cross said the work will be temporary, but will

possibly develop into a full-time position.
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