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City Song
Scotty Stallings

“Bill, ge t  up. I t ’s la te .”
I o p e n ed  m y  eyes. T he  su n l ig h t  

p o u r in g  th ro u g h  th e  w in d o w  over 
m y  bed  b l in d e d  me.

“Com e on, son. Y o u ’re going to 
b e  la te  fo r  school aga in  unless  
y ou  h u r r y . ”

D ad  looked  old a n d  t i re d  as he  
stood looking  d o w n  a t  me. T h a t  
job  of h is  w as  e n o u g h  to kill  
h im  . . .  he  w a s  too old to be 
w o rk in g  on a co n s tru c t io n  crew, 
b u t  th a t  w a s  th e  on ly  t r a d e  he
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k n e w  an d  he  h a d  been  rigg ing  
s teel since  he  was s ix teen .

"S on ,” he  said, “y o u r  b r e a k 
fast  is in  th e  oven. I ’ve  got to 
be going n o w  . . . I ’ll see you 
a t  su p p e r .”

“T hanks ,  D a d .” I y a w n e d  as 
I p u l led  on  m y  shoes a n d  w iped  
th e  s leep  ou t  of m y  eyes.

The  old m a n  p icked  up his 
coat a n d  lu n ch  pa il  a n d  shuff led  
ou t  th e  f ro n t  door. I f in ished  
d ress ing  th e n  w e n t  in to  th e  b a th 
room  an d  sp lashed  cold w a te r  
in  m y  face  an d  com bed  m y  hair.  
H e  su re  w as  a  g re a t  old guy. 
I t  h a d  b e en  h a r d  fo r  h im  since 
m o th e r  d ied; i t ’s n o t  easy  for a 
g u y  to ra ise  a  k id  alone.

I a te  b re a k fa s t  a n d  w e n t  d o w n  
to th e  pool hall.  A  b u n c h  of the  
guys  w e re  s i t t in g  on  th e  floor 
a ro u n d  th e  s tove  shooting  craps. 
I k n e l t  d o w n  beside th e m  and  
w atched .

I w as  su re  g lad  th e  old m an  
d id n ’t k n o w  th a t  I h a d n ’t been  
going to school. H e  w a n te d  m e 
to  ge t  a n  ed u ca t io n  a n d  be a big 
sho t  some day, b u t  I ju s t  c o u ld n ’t 
see a n y  sense  in  going to school 
w h e n  I d id n ’t  ge t  a n y th in g  ou t  
of it.

I h u n g  a ro u n d  w i th  th e  gang  
u n t i l  a b o u t  fo u r  o ’clock; th en  I 
w e n t  back  to  th e  a p a r tm e n t  to 
ge t  so m e th in g  to  eat.

W h e n  I w a lk e d  in  th e  f ron t  
door  I saw  D ad  s i t t in g  in  the  
l iv ing  ro o m  sm o k in g  h is  pipe. 
I could  te l l  t h a t  so m e th in g  h ad  
h a p p e n e d  b ecause  he  n e v e r  got 
h o m e  before  s ix - th ir ty .  He g lan c 
ed  up  w h e n  I s h u t  th e  door.

“Com e here ,  son. I ’ve  got so m e 
th in g  to tell  you .” I p u l led  up  a 
ch a i r  an d  sa t  n e x t  to him . He 
s ta re d  a t  th e  p ic tu re  of m o th e r  
on  th e  m a n t le  a n d  s u c k e d  
th o u g h tfu l ly  on  h is  pipe.

“Bill,” he  sa id  a f te r  a long 
pause,  “I ’ve b e e n  la id  off. M is te r  
S tokes  says I ’m too old to do the  
work . H e ’s h i red  a y o u n g  fe llow  
to tak e  m y  place. T h ings  a re  go 
ing  to  be  a  l i t t le  ro u g h  a ro u n d  
h e re  for a  w hile  u n t i l  I can  find 
a n e w  job .”

T h ings  w e re  ro u g h  a lr ig h t  . . . 
an d  th ey  d id n ’t ge t  a n y  be tte r .  
E v e ry w h e re  th e  old m a n  w e n t  
look ing  for  a job  th ey  ju s t  l a u g h 
ed  a t  h im  an d  told h im  th a t  he  
w as  too old. I did som e odd jobs 
a ro u n d  th e  ne ighborhood ,  b u t  the  
m o n ey  I m ad e  w a sn ' t  ev en  a d rop  
in the  bucket .  A f te r  f ive  w eeks  
o u r  m o n ey  w e  h a d  sav ed  up  was 
ju s t  ab o u t  all gone.

"S on ,” D ad  sa id  one  n ig h t  
a f te r  supper ,  "Son, I ’m  going to 
give  it to you  s t ra ig h t .” H e took 
o u t  his w a l le t  a n d  slow ly  fished 
o u t  tw o  bills a n d  laid  th em  on 
th e  tab le  . . .  a five an d  a one. 
T he  one h ad  a p iece of b lue  p a p e r  
g lued  across th e  m id d le  w h e re  
it h a d  been  to rn  a n d  m ended .

“Bill,  th is  is all th e  m o n ey  we 
h av e  lef t  in th e  w o r ld .”

I ju s t  sa t  th e re  t ry in g  to th in k  
of so m e th in g  to say. T he  look on 
th e  old m a n ’s face  h u r t  m e  as he  
ca re fu l ly  fo lded th e  bills and 
pu t  th e m  back  in  h is  pocket.

“I ’m going o u t  now, son,” Ho 
said l a te r  a f te r  w e  h ad  c leaned  
up  th e  dishes. “I ’ve ju s t  got to 
find som e w ork , w e c a n ’t last 
long on six  do lla rs .” He p u t  on 
his o vercoa t  a n d  crossed th e  room 
to th e  f ro n t  door. “Bill,  p leaso 
fo rg ive  m e . . . I ’m ju s t  a s tup id  
old m a n .”

I sa t  w a tch in g  the  fire  in the  
areo la  for a long t im e  a f te r  he  
h ad  gone. T his  w as  wrong . All 
w rong . W h y  did it  h av e  to h a p 
p en  to  m y  old m an?  He was so 
good and  tr ied  to m a k e  th ings  
w o rk  o u t  . . . H e  n e v e r  th o u g h t  
of h im se lf  . . . ju s t  of me.

It  w as d a r k  ou ts ide  a n d  it  was 
b e g i n n i n g  to snow  again. I 
th o u g h t  of Dad  w a l k i n g  the  
s t ree ts  a lone  a n d  cold looking  for 
a job  so I could  h av e  d e ce n t  food 
a n d  a p lace  to sleep . . .  I had  to 
do som e th in g  . . . T h en  it h i t  me!

CHARLOTTE COLLEGIAN

CC Enters Float In 
Christmas Parade

T h e  m o st  a m b it io u s  u n d e r t a k 
ing of its k in d  y e t  a t t e m p te d  by 
C h a r lo t te  College s tu d e n ts  was 
th e  f loat  w h ich  a p p e a re d  in  th t  
a n n u a l  C h r is tm a s  p a rad e ,  h e ld  in 
C h a r lo t te  on N o v e m b er  16.

T he  f loat  w as  d es igned  to call 
a t t e n t io n  to th e  va r io u s  fields 
of educa tion ,  a n d  C h a r lo t te  Col
lege s tu d e n ts  re p re se n t in g  the  
va r ious  professions a p p ea red  on 
th e  float.

The  f loa t  w a s  th e  idea  of 
M ar t in  J .  Sherr i l l ,  w ho  was the 
sp a rk  p lug  in designing, c o n 
s t ruc ting ,  an d  h a n d l in g  all the 
de ta i ls  of e n te r in g  th e  f loat in 
th e  parade .

T h e  C olleg ian  s a l u t e s  J a y  
Sherr i l l  an d  his h e lp e rs  in  the  
p ro jec t  fo r  th e  idea of b r ing ing  
th e  college to th e  a t te n t io n  of 
th e  peop le  of C h a r lo t te  a n d  for 
th e  successfu l w a y  in  w h ich  they  
ca r r ied  o u t  th e  idea.
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I w e n t  into th e  k i tc h e n  and  
fo u n d  th e  ice pick . . .  it  had  a 
nice  long blade. I s tu f fed  it  in to  
m y  jac k e t  p ocket  an d  w e n t  ou t  
th e  f ro n t  door. If w e  c o u ld n ’t 
e a rn  th e  m oney , t h e n  I ’d tak e  it! !

I t  w as  snow ing  h a rd  by  the  
t im e  I got to th e  avenue .  I tu rn e d  
lef t  a n d  h e ad e d  for th e  u n d e rp as s  
. . . t h a t ’s w h e re  I w o u ld  do the  
job  . . . w h e re  i t  w as  lone ly  and  
dark .

W h en  I re ac h ed  th e  u n d e rp as s  
I s l ipped  b e h in d  one of th e  co n 
c re te  p i lla rs  a long  th e  s idew alk  
an d  w a tied .  I t  was freez ing  cold, 
b u t  m y  sh i r t  w as  glued to m y 
back  w i th  sw ea t  a n d  I could  feel 
th e  blood p o u n d in g  in m y head.

I t  seem ed  l ike  h o u rs  before  I 
h e a rd  foo tsteps a p p ro ac h in g  from  
th e  fa r  e n d  of th e  unde rp ass .  I 
took the  i c e p i c k  o u t  of m y 
p o ck e t  a n d  w a i te d  . . .  He was 
a l it t le  guy. I h e ld  m y  b re a th  u n 
til  he  h ad  passed ;  th e n  I moved! 
I go t  h im  f rom  b e h in d  a n d  p lu n g 
ed th e  icepick  into his back  . . . 
low  d o w n  in th e  k id n e y  so he 
c o u ld n ’t  sc ream . H e s t ru g g led  
a l i t t le  th e n  co llapsed  l ike  a sack 
of potatoes.  I fo u n d  his  wallet,  
took  o u t  th e  m oney ,  a n d  got rid 
of th e  billfold. M y  k n ees  fe lt  l ike 
w a te r  as I c ra m m e d  th e  bills in 
to m y  p o ck e t  a n d  s ta r te d  r u n 
ning.

I w as  sh a k in g  so bad ly  w h en  
I got to th e  a p a r tm e n t  t h a t  I 
a lm ost  b ro k e  off th e  key  t ry in g  
to open  the  door. I s tu m b le d  in 
to m y  room  a n d  fell across the  
bed, p a n t in g  a n d  t rem bling .

I lay  th e re  fo r  a long t im e  w i t h 
o u t  m ov ing ;  th en  I got up  and  
tu r n e d  on th e  light. I crossed  th e  
room  to th e  bed a n d  took  ou t  
th e  c ru m p le d  bills, sm oo th ing  
th e m  o u t  on the  b la n k e t  . . . 
T h e re  w as  a f ive  an d  a one . . . 
T he  one h a d  a piece  of blue  
p a p e r  g lued  across th e  m iddle  
w h e re  i t  h a d  b een  to rn  and  
m ended .

L it t le  L ouise: “M o th e r  dear,
w h a t  does d e h y d ra te  m e a n ? ”

M other :  “I t  m e a n s  ge tt ing  all 
th e  w a te r  o u t  of an y th in g .  W h y ? ”

L it t le  Louise: “Well, m y  p u p p y  
ju s t  d e h y d r a te d  in  th e  liv ing  
room .”

T he t r a n s p o r t  w as  shoving  off 
for th e  O rien t.  T w o  w is tfu l  look 
ing  teen -ag e rs  w e re  w av ing  good
bye f rom  th e  dock.

“Gee, I t h in k  i t ’s a sh am e  to 
send  all those  nice  sold iers to 
China.  W h a t  w ill  th e y  do th e r e ? ”

“W h a t ’ll th ey  d o !” rep lied  the  
o ther.  “A in ’t you  n e v e r  been  ou t  
w i th  a  so ld ie r?”

Alumna O f  

The M onth
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usua l ly  car r ies  w i th  it  an  im p l i 
ca t ion  of age. As app lied  to A n r  
Saw y er ,  C h a r lo t te  College a lu r r  
na of th is  m o n th  and  m e m b e r  o 
the  f irs t  class to enro ll  a t  th 
College, a n y  such  im plica t ion  ■ 
en t i re ly  false. W hile  a l a d y ’s ag 
is s tr ic t ly  c lassified in fo rm a t io r  
w e  m a y  say th a t  if A n n  so de 
s ires she  m ay  lega lly  cas t  a votf 
b u t  th a t  she h a sn ' t  en jo y ed  this 
s ta tu s  long e n ough  to h av e  b e 
come accustom ed  to it.

H av ing  e n te re d  CCUNC, fo re 
ru n n e r  of C h a r lo t te  College, in 
th e  fall of 1946, A n n  au to m a tica l-  
l,v qua lif ies  as a c h a r te r  m em b e r  
of th e  o rgan izat ion .  S h e  w a s  
g r a d u a t e d  from  Tech High 
School in the  sp r in g  of 1946 and 
b eg an  h e r  college w o rk  th e  fo l 
low ing  fall.  D u r in g  th e  fall q u a r t  
e r  of 1947, she w o rk e d  as sec 
re ta ry  to Miss Cone.

A fte r  h e r  tw o  y e a rs  a t  C ha r  
lo tte  College, A n n  w e n t  to t l  
U n ivers i ty  of N o r t h  C aro lin  
w h e re  she g ra d u a te d  in  J u n '  
1950 w ith  a n  A. B. in  Jo u rn a l isn '

Im m e d ia te ly  a f t e r  f in ish ing  
college, A nn  s ta r te d  to w o rk  for 
th e  Charlotte N ew s and  is now  
em p lo y ed  by th a t  p a p e r  as A s 
s is tan t  to th e  C ity  Edito r .  I n 
c luded  a m o n g  h e r  o th e r  du t ie s  
is t h a t  of tak in g  care  of the  
’phone  a t  th e  C ity  Desk (a job 
w hich  looks to us as if i t  w o u l j  
r eq u ire  severa l  people  and  ru n  
th em  all crazy). A n n  hopes  t 
b e c o m e  a n e w sp a p e r  r e p o r te r  
some day. T h a t  has  been  hei 
am b it io n  for a n u m b e r  of years , 
and  ju d g in g  from  th e  d e te r m in a 
t ion  she show ed  in  ta lk in g  ab o u t  
it, w e  a re  w il ling  to b e t  t h a t  she 
will succeed.

A nn  lives w i th  h e r  pa ren ts .  
Mr. a n d  Mrs. D. W. Saw y er .  She 
has  a b ro th e r  w ho  is a s tu d e n t  
a t  G eorg ia  Tech.

Calls For 
Abolishing 

Pre-M ed Training
N e w  York, N. Y.- (I. P.) C a ll 

ing  for  th e  a b o l i sh m e n t  of “p r e 
m ed ic a l” e duca t ion  in  th e  n a t io n ’s 
colleges and  un ivers it ies .  Dr. W il 
l iam  C. R app leye ,  D ean  of C o 
lu m b ia  U n iv e r s i ty ’s F a c u l ty  of 
Medicine, declared , “th e re  is no 
such th in g  as ‘p re -m ed ica l  e d u 
c a t ion .’ College s tu d e n ts  w ho  p lan  
to e n te r  p rofess iona l  schools in 
o u r  f ields shou ld  n o t  be  r e g a r d 
ed as p re -m ed ica l  o r  p re -d en ta l  
s tu d e n ts .”

In  his a n n u a l  re p o r t  to p re s i 
d e n t  D w ig h t  D. E isenhow er,  Dr. 
R ap p ley e  said t h a t  th e  college 
p r e p a ra t io n  for m edical,  denta l,  
a n d  p ub lic  h ea l th  f ields should  
no t  be  p rofess iona l  in charac te r ,  
b u t  should  be  dev o ted  to the  
ob jec t ive  of p ro v id in g  as b road  
a c u l tu ra l  e duca t ion  as th e  p a r t i c 
u la r  in s t i tu t io n  can  give.

“It  shou ld  be  a p re p a ra t io n  not 
fo r  m ed ic ine  or d e n t i s t ry  o r  p u b 
lic h ea lth ,  b u t  for l ife ,” he  d e 
clared .

S tu d e n ts  shou ld  be se lec ted  
for p rofessional  e d u ca t io n  n o t  so 
m u ch  on th e  basis  of g rad es  or 
sub jec ts  as for c h ara c te r ,  p e r 
sonality ,  in te l ligence ,  abil i ty ,  i n 
du s try ,  g e n e ra l  c u ltu re ,  re so u rce 
fu lness ,  m a tu r i ty ,  an d  ev idence  
of a g ra sp  of th e  p r inc ip les  u n d e r 
ly in g  th e  sciences u p o n  w hich  
m ed ica l  s tu d y  is d ep en d e n t .  Dr. 
R ap p le y e  s ta ted .
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tlie g ir ls  a t  C. C., so if th e re  a re  
a n y  girls  w ho  a re  no t  a l re ad y  
m em b ers ,  p lease  a t t e n d  th e  n e x t  
schedu led  m ee t in g  w h ich  will be 
an n o u n ce d  on the  b u l le t in  board  
in th e  m a in  hall.

S igm a  P i  A lpha , n a t io n a l  h o n 
o ra ry  lan g u a g e  f r a te rn i ty ,  has  
se lec ted  n u m e ro u s  s tu d e n ts  w ho 
h av e  m a in ta in e d  a “B ” a v erag e  
in a fo re ign  lan g u a g e  a t  C. C. 
for in i t ia t io n  a t  th e  n e x t  c o n 
v en tion ,  w h ich  w ill  be  h e ld  d u r 
ing  th e  w in te r  q u a r te r  e i th e r  a t  
W ak e  F o re s t  of  a t  E a s te rn  C a ro 
l ina  T each e rs  College.

I sneezed a sneeze  in to  th e  air, 
I t  fell to e a r th  I k n o w  n o t  w h e re :  
B u t  cold an d  h a rd  w e re  th e  looks 

of those,
In w hose  v ic in i ty  I snoze.
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