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Her hand lingered on the receiver
as she placed it back in its cradle;
time seemed to hang suspended as
the chimes of the Catholic Church
four blocks away began to strike
the hour of noon. Below her win-
dow the hot city streets pulsed with
the noise of people and machines.
A woman’s amplified voice floated
up from the parking lot across the
street . . . "Ticket 439, green '51
Chevrolet”. A policeman’s whistle
screamed at passing cars, and the
rowdy laughter of the city workmen
mingled with the other sounds.
From the hallway came the noise
of hammer blows, objects being
moved, and indescribable sounds of
construction.

Why should sounds be so inevit-
able? Chimes, laughter, whistles,
hammers! She tried to jerk herself
into reality, but it faded from her
as the chimes droned louder.

She was back years before when
bells had pealed on her wedding
day, not Catholic chimes, but the
bells of a small white church on the
edge of town. Two years later on
the same day the bells had rung
again, but this time they tolled. He
had died so young, but thank God,
she had their infant son to rear.
Now he was her life. She remem-
bered the lonely years that followed,
and how Bobby's childish laughter
had gradually pulled her life into
normalcy.

Would the noise from the hall-
way never stop! What were they
doing.® And those chimes!

Her memory slipped back again.
When Bobby was a few years
younger she had stood in the church
with his tiny hand in hers as the
preacher prayed a final prayer over
the body of her father, her last
fortress of strength on earth. Hers
alone was the struggle now of rais-
ing a fatherless son. Each day she
had left him with Mrs. Carter, and
each night she had hurried home to
share his smiles and tears. He was
a beautiful child, so full of life
and . . .

The hammer blows from the hall-
way seemed as though they were
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her very heartbeat. She drew her
hand from the receiver and pushed
away from the desk. The office
teemed and vibrated with the echo
of the last Catholic chime, but the
hallway was cool, and without feel-
ing she walked more quickly toward
the east side of the building. All she
had to do was turn the corner and
there would be the window, open,
and thirteen floors above the pave-
ment. It was a long way down, and
so cool.

A workman rounded the corner
with tools and a work-case. An-
other followed. "Mornin’, Mam, nice
day”.

She reached the corner, turned,
and stopped. The hammers—that
noise—those workmen! There were
bars at the window, cold, black, iron
bars.

Back at her desk she again picked
up the receiver and dully dialed a
familiar number. Distantly she
heard her voice saying,

Frances, can you pick me up?
Mrs. Carter called. A truck hit Bob-
by; he’s in the emergency clinic at
Grady. Yes, I'm at the Hurt Build-
ing, thirteenth floor. No—no. I'm
all right.”

Evening

(Continued from Page 10)

plain. They looked like the tracks
of a barefoot man, | really got
scared!

We instinctively squatted right
there. As | used my ears and nose,
| felt the hair rising on the back of
my neck. There was a distinct scent
of dog about the place. Our dogs
were back where we had left them,
and they were down wind. We
didn’'t speak. We didn't have to.
We left that place as quickly as
possible and have never been back.
Someday it may be that curiosity
will get the best of me and | will
go back, but I doubt it.
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