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VER since the train sped across the Harlem River,
the excitement had been building up in Eddie.
It was good to be here in Grand Central and feel
that you were part of the life and movement that flowed
and eddied across the marble floor.
He watched the crowd delightedly until he saw that
the clock said it was ten after seven; then he ran lightly
up the stairs, a tallish, straight-backed boy, quite slender
in his Navy blues, with a friendly glance and a touch of
rust in his blond hair.
Dusk was rubbing the edges of Times Square when he
arrived there via Forty-third Street. He felt a thrust of
loneliness. But he was excited too, and let himself be
carried northward to the next corner, where he turned
right to look for a hotel that would not be too expensive.
He found two facing each other across the street, narrow-fronted, gray buildings, weather-stained and drab'looking. He ducked into the one on his side without
knowing its name.
There was a small lobby with red upholstered chairs
and pillars and a thin red carpet. When he went up to the
desk to ask about rates, a clerk came from behind a
grilled window and surveyed him disinterestedly. "I can
let you have something for two and a half," he said.
Eddie said that would be fine and wrote, Edward
Grant, Centerville, Iowa, on the registration blank.
The room was swell. There was a bath, and by
squinting between two buildings he could even see a
thin slice of the Hudson River from his window. He
hung up his things and washed and then he counted his
money in his wallet. Eighty dollars, not counting the
folded twenty-dollar bill he had tucked away in his kit
for emergency money.
Eighty dollars and a week to do what he wanted. It
was wonderful. Just being here in this room. He'd never
stayed overnight in a hotel in his life; he'd never been in
New York alone either.
He had dinner in a place on Seventh Avenue, sharing a table with a fat man with glasses and a folded
newspaper. It was real dark when he came out and the
Square was dark too. He let the crowd carry him along
to Forty-second, crossed over and started north. There
were lines in front of the ticket booths of all the movie
houses, but he finally picked one he hadn't seen and
eventually got in. The picture was swell and it made
him forget he was alone until he came out on the street
again.
The crowd was jyst as big as ever. There were a lot
of sailors and soldiers too, but seldom alone. It was the
same with the girls. Always in pairs, or with a fellow;
talking, laughing, gay girls, some pretty and some plain
but always with someone. Seeing them, a curious hollowness grew inside where the warm glow had been before and he knew finally that what he felt was loneliness,
the one thing he had come to escape.
He moved a short distance down a side street to get
out of the crowd and stood on the curb to light a cigarette. There were always, he knew, the dime-a-dance
palaces. He had been to one with his pal Turk and it had
been fun, but now it was different. There would be
girls to dance with but that was not what he wanted. It
had to be something more personal, more intimate. . . .
"Hello, honey."
He hadn't heard the woman come and it startled him
to find her at his side.
"Hello," he said, not understanding yet.
"Lonesome?"
And then some light reflected on her thin, heavily
made-up face, and he knew, and his face was suddenly
hot with shame and embarrassment. She smiled and it
was a friendly smile too, and though he knew what he
had to do he hesitated because it was hard to be unkind.
She misunderstood his hesitancy and slipped her hand
inside his arm.
"Why don't we go down to my place?" she said.
"We could talk and—"
"No," Eddie said, trying gently to disengage hs^
hand. "I-I've got a date, Miss. I'm sorry but I—"
He did not finish. He saw her glance dart beyond
him and then her hand was snatched away and she
turned. Before she could take more than a step a gruff
deep voice said, "Okay, Esther, let's take a walk."
The uniformed poUceman had moved up behind
them and now, as he spoke, he reached out and took the
woman's arm.
"Let go," she said. "Let me go."
"Cut it out," the cop said. "I warned you once before
tonight and this time—"
"Wait a minute," Eddie said. He felt a little sick and
his legs began to shake. "She hasn't done anything
wrong."
"No?" the cop said.
"I stopped her. I asked her if she could tell me where
was a good place to get a drink and listen to some music."
For an interminable moment (Continued on page 52^
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RAN into Joe Stolnick on the street yesterday and
right away I thought of Ted Martin. That seems
funny because there's really nothing in common between them at all. In fact, you couldn't find two people
with less in common. They never met each other, they
never even saw each other; but while I was talking to
Joe I kept thinking of Ted and I kept hearing Ted's voice.
Even now, I'm not sure which one of them this story
is about. Maybe it's two different stories. Joe Stolnick
is a defense worker in Bridgeport today, making airplane parts; and the last time I saw Ted he was flying
with the Air Forces way up in Alaska, halfway around
the globe from Joe. He was flying the kind of airplane
that Joe is making parts for; but that doesn't mean they
ever heard of each other, naturally.
Joe's maybe twenty-seven, twenty-eight; Ted was
only twenty-five when I knew him, though actually he
looked older than Joe. You get old in a hurry, flying in
Alaska. Joe, of course, is just the opposite type—big and
slow and easygoing, without a nerve in his body. He
used to work in a garage in Bridgeport before he got
this job in the airplane plant, and he has a wife Rose
and a son Joe, Jr., three years old, on whom he thinks
the sun rises and sets.
He used to carry a picture of Joe, Jr., around in his
pocket all the time, and whenever I'd stop at the garage
he'd take it out and hold it gingerly in his greasy fingers.
"He's quite a kid, a'ready he can lick his old man. Last

night he gimme a punch in the stummick it like to knock
me cold. He's gonna be a boxer when he grows up."
I saw Joe yesterday after I got back from Alaska. I
was walking to the station, and he stopped and gave me
a lift in his car. He had a big car with brand-new tires
and he was smoking a big cigar, and his wife and son
were all dressed up and sitting in the front seat beside
him. I was a little surprised to see him driving around
in the middle of the morning. "Aren't you working today, Joe?"
"It's the kid's birthday," he said. "I'm driving him
up to the country to his grammother's. It's his birthday."
The kid was just three years old today, Joe said;
he kept telling me about the kid, but somehow all the
time he was talking, I was thinking of Ted, and I could
hear Ted talking to his own son: "Well, son, you're
growing up pretty fast, you'll be a man before your
mother, so I thought on your birthday today we ought
to have this little talk together. . . . "
I was glad to see Joe was doing so well. He has a good
job at the airplane plant, he told me; he was averaging
ninety bucks a week, that was better than thirty bucks he
was making before the war. This way, he was helping
win the war, he said, and he wouldn't get drafted, and
he could earn a good Uving and buy clothes and things
for the kid. He let out a cloud of cigar smoke contentedly, and Rose said, "Roll that window down, Joe,
you want the kid to get carsick?"
"He's all right!" Joe grinned, roUing down the window. "Maybe he'd like a cigar himself. Here, kid, have
a cigar?"
You could see his son meant a lot to Joe. That was
why he was taking the day off, he explained to me, so he
could be with the kid. He never got a chance to be with
the kid, just Sundays. Nights, by the time he got home
from the factory, the kid was going to bed. Now the
kid was three years old; he didn't want the kid to grow
up and not even know his old man. He could afford to
take the day off; he was making plenty of money.
I asked, "Won't they say anything, your not coming
in today?"
"What can they say?" He shrugged. "Everybody
else takes a couple of days off now and then, to sober
up or else go to a ball game or something. I guess I got
a right to be taking a day off to be with my own kid on
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I could hear Ted's voice, the way I heard it in
Alaska, a couple of weeks ago, talking to his
son. "Be a good boy, son. Take care of Mamma"

his birthday. One day don't make any difference." He
reached in his pocket and handed the kid a piece of
candy. "He's quite a kid for three, don't you think?"
"Don't give him any more," Rose said, "he on'y
throws it on the floor."
"He's gonna be a baseball player when he grows
up," Joe said. "He's got a great pitching arm. Hey, kid,
you gonna grow up and be Joe DiMag someday?"
I got out at the station and stood there and watched
him drive away, and all the time I kept thinking of Ted.
I could hear Ted's voice, the way I heard it in Anchorage, Alaska, a couple of weeks ago, talking to his own
son: ". . . and you'll grow up, Teddy, and maybe you'll
have a son of your own, and I hope he means as much to
you as my son means to me. And I hope when you grow
up, there won't be a war, and you can be with your son,
instead of way off here in Alaska somewhere. I've
never seen you, son. You were born after I came up
here. But I hope I'll be home someday. . . ." There was
a long silence, and we could hear the steady scratching
of the needle, and then Ted's voice said very quickly,
"Be a good boy, son, take care of Mamma . . ." just as
the record ended.
The man in the phonograph store in Anchorage
asked us what to do with the record. Ted had come in
and made the record just before he left for the Aleutians,
and the man wanted to know what he should do with it,
now that Ted wasn't coming back.
We never found out what happened to Ted. His
plane crashed against a mountain in the fog; that was all.
He was a good pilot, but of course they had to fly any
old crate they could lay their hands on. There weren't
enough planes. Production back home had been a little
slow....
We paid the man in the store for the record and we
mailed it back home to Ted's son. We thought that
was what he would have wanted. That was one thing
Ted had in common with Joe Stolnick: His son meant a
lot to him, too.

