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I wrestled the monster and myself into the only seat lef£ on the coach, 

next to a little dark man with l.~ie:MP dark moustaches. "Pardon me," I said 

as I inadvertently jostled him.--and gave myself over to reading the ti! • C Jc 

bad news mn the morning paper. 

unhappily been commissioned to 

~ .¥• poned ~xg fo1 days. And 
/\ 

The "monster" was 'my son I s 1 cello which I bad 
-?n~"7'-' 

haul into the city to be restrung. I\ I had post-

it was really curious when I thought of the 

dark plans and strategems I had conceived to keep from being caught at large 

with the thing. First, I had taken the 8:42 "shoppers special" instead of my 

usual 8:17 train so that I wouldn't run into the regular morning canasta gang. 

They would have ribbed me unmercifully ..• Then, in an excess of caution, I had 

had Grace drive me to the opposite end of the train, as far froi¢he smoker as 

possible, so that I wouldn't meet any late stragglersJI knew. If just one of 

the boys had caught me, all would have known .•• 

--~~ 11Tell them to be ~ n ~ nave it ready for you to pick up by tomorrow 

afternoon, 11 Grace had warned me for the tenth time as I had tugged' and lurched 
~ < 

the ungainly 'cello case out of the car. "Junior' 11 need ~ for the rehearsal 
I'\ 

tomorrow night at the school. 11 

"Yes, Mrs. Fowler," I had gravely answered. "Your husband is deeply 

sensible that our son's erill!i!•• m.usiyal future hangs in the balance." It would 
~~~-fftn-,-,,,.,v 

have been prepostlrous to have tried to kiss her goodbye, with the monster 
I\ 

f'r(V ,, 

looming there between us. "Good day, iladam,a I had said, instead, and sadly 
f\ 

turned 8/fay. 

'f~rain clicked along the the next suburban stop, city bound. I turned 

to the editorial page of my paper, thereby the better to fortj:fy my favorite 

prejudices. /Im, .. , (1~ Wlt,c; ~ k.:iJ 



"The 'cello--you play it?" It was the little dark man sitting next to me. 

He spoke softly and with quite a pr~unced foreign accent. Fram the battered 

leather briefcase he held on his lap I judged him to be a fellow lawyer--pro­

bably one of those suburban divorce or collection lawyers, I quickly concluded. 
~ 

Probably the kind that sei-:be fire insurance and real estate on the side. 
i\ 

11 I beg your pardon1 11 I said, sparring for time. 

"You play the 'cello'?" he repeated, smiling in a friendly eager sort of way. 

"Oh, yes, 11 I found myself saying to my utter amazement, immediately wondering 

why on earth I had uttered such a clumsy lie. But it •eemed so much easier-­

and somehow more dignified--thci explaining to a stranger that I was carting my 
~ 

son's 'cello into the city to get a set of strings. 
I\ 

"Ah, the 1 cell0--a beautiful instrument," the little dark man said. "You 

play him professionally?" 

"Oh, yes," I lied again, somehow irressistibly impelled to pile falsehood 

' on grotesque falsehood. I was carried away. "First 'cello with the symphony 

down town." c.v'~ ~ ~ / ~ 
"My, my,fl the little man murmured, impressed, as I buried my face deep in 

the editorial page, bu(ing with shame, wondering what stmnge hidden quirk of. 

character could .make me--a prosperous and reputable middle-aged lawyer--utter 

such a gratuitous series of lies. iet•f• Perhaps, I thought, I had better deliver 
'ti,£~~ ~ 

the hateful 1ce~and spend the rest of the day~on some nice comfortalle psychia-

tristi couch. What sort of dark frustrations was I dredging up? 

The train grated to another suburban stop, and I was debating whether or 

not to leap off and grab a cab the rest of the way into the city when I overheard 

a snatch of conversation between the two women whoEzt ~ind me. 
were 

frozen in my seat. Where xu:/\my weird falsehoods ~ e? 

I was suddenly 



"I'm positive it's him, 11 one of the women was earnestly saying to her companion. 
''$,k, 

111 head,him play )he s_:>lo part in his own 'cello concerto in Boston last winter. 
,A~Al,u{, II ./)a~ ~.,d'--:j !· -
"-7---~was simply ~vine. The critics say he's by far the best since po~os'::.is went 

into retirement. JII strained to listen, caught in a fiend's clutch, feeling a strange 

sense of elation rather than~ame. 
i\ 

"Imagine such a celebrated artist and composer riding with us here on this 
~a..d... 

rattly dusty old suburban train, 11 the other woman said in an awed voice. I aleened 
17 ~ 

/ ~ 
1 .ct R::tt, at the little dark man. From his ~ nodding little smile I saw that 

he had heard) too. ~ Shrugging mentall~I decided I would play my part to 

the bitter end .•• I quickly cupped my hand to my brow, head bent, eyes closed, in 
~ °"~ 

an attitude which I hoped appropriately conveyedl\artistic detachment;Aat once 

lanqui~ and emotionally consecrated; as though I were inwardly consumed by the 

~s of the music I had not yet written. 

" As the train started again I heard the first woman say: "I wonder, my dear, 

if he would think it too bold of me if I spoke to him. I've never done such a 
~ ✓ 

thing... But his music gave me such deep pleasure--" The rest of her words were 
~ • A 

drowned in the clatter of the ~~in. 
~ ,,. 

Never,"aa a *&W¥9i' had I felt such a sense of importance; of accomplishment; 

of really belonging .•• On a sudden charitable impulse I turned and flashed m,­

most winning courtroom smile at the two women, accompanied by ~:standing 
~ A 

little nodJhen/\imm.ediately returned to my musical rev~~~i,;~~ 

carelessly brushing my newspaper to the floor~ After all, a composer and celebrated 

virtuoso on the I cello co\We'l &O&PC'i'J.,.u9'$,~a.ding pr~saic newspaper editorials. 

" "May I ?" It was the little man, still smiling, pointing at my discarded news-

paper. I nodded grave assent and returned to the sombre contemplation of my muse. 

Instead I was 

before one of 

debating how I might bolt from the train when we reached the city 

these f~anaiely ~eople lured me into further falsehood~. 
11 



~ 
The train clickety-clacked its way on to the city. I stealthily stole A glance 

at my little dark companion. Hm.... He was buried nicely up to iljll his ears in 

the financial page. Real JjJa}e !fas right, I thought. I yawned and professionally 
~~~~a,~/~ 7-~~ ~~ c--.., 

~ adjusted the I celio case between my leg~ A The train began to slow down 

for the last stop before reaching the down,.11:,own station. ( 

"Excuse me, please. " 

It was my engaging little dark man that wanted out. With his quaint twxegi• 

foreign accent it sounded .exactly like: "Accuse a me, pliss. 11 

"Of course, "I said, emerging from my musical communion long enough to 
~h,~/>7U,, 

enable him to hurdle both me and Junior's 'cello.I\ I thought I detected the faint 

aroma of garlic~ "Thank you," ije said, reaching the aisle. He stood there /n, 'l.. 
uncertainly gripping his leather briefcase. Then he turned and faced the two 

~ 
women sitting behind us. He removed his hat kl:- a courtly little flourish and 

I\ 

smiled and bowed. 

"Excuse me, please, my dear ladies, 11 he said somewhat timidly• "I could 

not refrain hearing your conversation. It would be bad discourtesy, I feel, 

not to gratify your feminine curiosity--it was indeed I you heard playing my 

concerto in Boston the last winter. Thank you kindly for your good words. 11 

JtiU, •• ~-
He pauseV9rhaps chance 11ay permit you to hear me play my latest composition 

with your symphon): this Saturday. 11 He turned to me, still smiling, his voice 

soft and kindly. "And I am extremely looking forward to playing my first rehearsal 

with you this afternoo~my fellow artist! Goodbye." 

With a final DXi±x grave little bow he turned and quickly left the train. 

Just then Junior's I cello thumped to the floor with a strangled "plink, 11 I~ 
A 

my face in my newspaper. 



Written byi 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

TflE OSTER AND I 
by 

Robert Traver 

I wrestled the monster and myself into the only seat lett on the coach, 

next to a little dark man with dark moll8tacbes. "Pardon me," I said as I inad 

vertently jostled him--and gave Jqael! over to reading the bad news in the 

morning paper. The 11.monat.er" was my soo' s 'cello which I had W1happ1l7 been 

commissioned to haul into the city to be restrWlg. For days I had postponed 

doing it.. And it was really curioo.s when I thought ot the dark plane and 

stratagems I had conceived to keep from being caught at large with the thing. 

First, 1 had taken the 8:42 "shoppers' special 11 instead o! my usual 8:17 train 

so that I wo11ldn't run into the regular morning canast.a gang. They would have 

ribbed me unmercitully •.. Then, in an excess o! caution, I had had Grace drive 

me to the opposite end ot the train, aa tar from tbe smoker ~s possible, so 

that I wouldn't meet any late strqgl.ers I knew. It just one ot the boys had 

caught me, all would have been known .•• 

"Tell them to be aure and have it ready tor you to pick up b;y t011.orrow -
afternooo.," Grace had wamed me tor the tenth time as I had tugged and lurched 

the wigainly •cello case out ot the car. "JWlior'll need it tor the rehearaal 

tomorrow night. at the echool. 11 

"Yea, Mrs. Fowler," I had gravely answered. "Your husband is deeply 

sensible that our son's musical tutl.ll'e hangs in the balance. 11 It would have 

been preposterous and faintly indecent tor me to have tried to kiss her good­

b7e, wit.h the monster looming there between us. "Good day, madam, 11 I had said, 

instead, and sadly turned away. 

My train clicked along to the next suburban stop, city bound. I tu.med 

to the editorial page or IDT paper, thereby the better to tort.it:,~ favorite 

prejudices. Hm... Truman lfaa in hot water again ... 

"The •cello--you pl~ it?" It wa■ the little dark man sitting next to me. 

He spoke sottly and with q~te ,a prcaoW1oed foreign accent. From the battered 
, ,. .. 



Writ.ten b7: 
John l). Voelker 
l1hpeming, Michigan 

THE Meti STER AND I 
b7 

Robert. •rraver 

l wreetled t.he lllClleter and ,ayHlt 1nt.o the onlt eeat. lett on the coach, 

next. to a lit.tle dark man with dark ntlwstache,. "Pardon me,• I said as I inad- . 

vert.•ntly joatled him--and ga,e Jll1••lt over t.o reading the bad n•• in the 

aoming paper. The "mon•ter" was 1111 eon'o 1 oello whioh I had unhappil,r been 

c01mniae1oned to haul into t.be oit7 to be restrung. Por days I had poatponed 

doing it. And it wae reall.7 cm-10111 when I thought ot the dark plane arid 

ttrategema I had oonce1ved t.o keep troa being caught. at lara• w1tb the t.h1ng • .. " 
Firet., I had taken the 8:42 "ehoppere• apecialt1 instead ot 1111 uaual 8al7 train 

10 that I woUldn 1 t rmi into the regular morning canasta gang. They would have 

ribbed ae unmeroitully... Then, 1n an .-x.oHa of caution, I had had Grace drive 
.. 

me to th• oppoa1t• end ot the train, •• tar tl'Oll the MlOker ae poaeible, so 

that I wouldn't a.et any lat.• at.raalers I knew. It Just one ot the bo7e bad 

caught me, all would have been known ••• 

"Tell tho to be ,ure and ha•• it rea~ tor 10&& to pick up b7 tomorrow 

attemoon," Graoe had warned me tor the tenth time at I had tucged and lurched 

the unga1nly •c llo caae out of the car. ttJunior'll need it tor the rehearsal 

tOJDOrrow nisht. at the aohool.u 

"Yee, Mrs. Fowler," I bad 1ravel7 anawered. 0 You.r- husband 11 deeply 

,enaib-l• that our ac;-n'e auaioal tut\U"e bangs 1n the balance.n It. would have 

been preposterous and faintly 1nd•c~t. tor me to have tried to kiea her goodbye 

with the aanater looming there between ws. ttGood day, madam," l bad said,. 

in1tead, and •adly turned a11a7. 

Jq train clicked almg to the next auburban atop, city bound. I turned 

to the editorial page ot arr paper, thereb7 the better to tort.Uy lti1 favorite 

prejudices. HI! ••• Truman was in hot water again ••• 

"Th• 'c.Uo--,ou plq it "1" It was tbe little dark man sitting next to me. 

ff• spoke aottlT and witb quite a prcaow1ced foreign accent. From tb bnt.tered 



leather brietoa8e b• held 011 bb lap l jQdged him to be a tellow la"7"r--pro­

babl.y' on• ot tho•• auburban di~orce or collection la•yera, I quickl.7 conol~ded. 

Probably t,h k1nd that sold tiH 1neuranoe and real estate on the aide. 

"1 bes your pardon?" I ea1d, aparrina tor time. 

11tou. play the 'oello7'' be re~ted, miling in a triendly eager sort o! 

"Oh, yes," l toimd J17•.u" sa7ing to ffl3 ut.tor runazement, 1mal•diatelj' 

wonderins wh7 on earth l had u.tter.d such a clwuy lb. But it •••lid ao much 

eaaier--and somehow more d~itied--ihan explaining to a at.ranger that I w 

carting rq eon' a 'oello into the oit7 to et a new set ot et.ring,. 

"Ah, t.he •cello--a bea11Utul instrument," the Utt.le dark man eaid. "You 

pla1 him. proteaeicn Uy?" 

"Oh, yee,u l lied again, aomehow irresiatibl7 im,Plllled to p1l t3laehood 

1 on grote&Q.11• taleeh~~ I "'!),arried away. "1'1ret 'cello with the aymphan7 
rn1. ,1,z ~ ~ ,u,UAA,, 4'e, ..NHtl":_. 

fiMft i=,.a~ modeatl1 bowed rq head. 

"117, rq," tho little man murmured, icp?"essed, as I buried 1tf1 tac• deep in 

tha editorial page, bumin with ahems, woodering what strange hidden quirk ot 

character could uke me--a prosperous and reputable adddle-aged lawyer-utter 

euch a gratuitoua eeriea ot Uea. P rhnps, I thought, l had better deliver 

the hat.etul 'cello at the 111uaic store and spend the rest. ot the d 7 l.Jing on 

some nice comfort.able ps7chiatrist'a couch. What sort ot dark !ruetrations 

••• I dredging up? 

The train grated to e.nother aQburban et.op, and I was debating whether or 

not to leap ott and grab a cab ttie rnt ot the wa, into the o1t7 when ! over­

heard a anatoh ot ccnvereatim between th• t110 w<Den who sat behind me. I wae 

auddenl.7 trosen in ,q eeat. Where wore fA1 "Weird talaehoode leading me? . ' 
"l 'm positive it' e him," one of the women wae eamestly saying to her 

COJllpanion. 111 heard him r,la.f the eolo pnrt. 1n his own •cello concerto 1n 

Boetcn laet winter." She eigh-1. "I'll never torget. 1t--1t wae a1mpl7 divine. 

The critioa M7 b•'• b7 tar tbe beat a1noe poor Caaale ant. into retirement." 

l et.rained t.o liaten, caught in a tiend'• olutch, reeling a st.range aenee ot 

elation rather than o! ehame. 

- 2 -



"Imagine alloh a oelebrated art.iet and composer riding wit,h us here oo 

th11 r&ttl.y, duat7 old al.ll>Vban train," t.h• other woman said in an awed voice. 

I stole a &lance at the little dark ,man. From hia nodding little ail.e I 1aw 

that h• had he rd, too. hruc&i,ng Mntally l decided I •oul.d plq rq part to 

the bitter end... I quiokl.7 cupped my hand to 1117 brow, bead bent, •JH oloaed 

1n an att1t11de which I hoped appropr1atel7 oonve7ed llJ7 art.iatio detaohlll8ntJ 

a detachment at once ~ldd and emotionally consecrate~ a• though I were 

inwardl.7 conswned bY' the ra&ina tiria ot: the 11aic I had not 7-1. written. 

• the train atartad aaain I heard the fir t woiaan say: "l wondw, my 

dear, it be would think it too bold ot me it I spoke to him. I've never done 

0110h a. t.h1ng betore ••• But hie mnsic aave 11 al.lCh d•9P phuure---11 be Net 

ot her words were drowned 1n the clatter ot th moviria train. 

NeYer betore had I telt eucb a ae.nae ot importance; ot ccomplishmant; 

ot really b.ionging. • • On a awiden charitable impw.ee I tum•d and naehed rq 

aoat. winning courtrooa Mile at the two women, accocpan.i•d by a quiet, under­

standing little nod. Then I ime i tel7 return d to rrq musical reverie, t th 

sue ti.Ille caralessl7 bruah1ng m:y newepapor t.o tho floor. tter all, 1 a 

much too inartistic tor a aanpo er and celebrated virtu.oeo ant.be 'cello to be 

aitting there reading proaaio newspaper ditorials. 

"May 11° It waa the little =an, till amillng, pointing at rq dieoarded 

newepaper. I nodded grave aaaent and returned to the aombre contemplation or 

mt auee. Instead 1 wae debaUng ht»11 l might bolt !roa the train when •• 

re ched the city bef'ore one ot these t1end1ah people lured me int.o tt.U"ther 

talaebooda. The train clioket7-clacked it.a wa7 on to the city. I etealthlly 

stole anoth•r glance at ,q little dark companicn. Hm... He waa buried nicel1 

llP to hi• eara 1n the tiriancial page. Real eat.ate waa right, I thought. I 

ya:wned and proteeaicnal.l.y adJuet.ed the 'cello case between rq lega, de!tl1 

tlecking an wginQ.f7 mote ot du.at trom the caa • The train beae.n to elow 

down tor the last atop ~tore reaching the downtown etat1on. 

11.Excu.oe me, please. 11 

It.••• a, -.ngaging little dark man that wanted out. th bis quaint 

toreign accent it sounded u.aotl.7 like: "Accuse a me, pliae." 

- 3 -



uot ooune, 0 l taid, uerging tram -, musical cOlllllW'lion lQn& mough to 

enable him to hurdle both •• and Junior'• 'oe.Uo. .Ae he pa.end o.e I thouabt 

I d.tected the taint aroma ol 1arUc. "Thank you," he eaid, reaohin& th• aiel. 

He etooct there tor a .llOl\ent unoert.airll.y gripping hie leather brietca••· Then 

be turned and faced the two women aitting behind us,. He reJ110Ved hie hat with 

a courtly little flourish and amllcd and bowed. 

11Excuee e, plea••• rq dear ladiea, 8 M said 101'1lnhat timidly. nl could 

not retrain httaJ"ing 70ur conversation. It would be bad diaoourtee7, I t-.el, 

not. to gratit7 7our feminine cur1oaity-1t we.a indeed I you heard playing ,q 

concerto 1n Booton th• laat. winter. '?hank 70u kindly t'or 7our good •orde." 

ff• paused, still smiling dittidently. "Perhapa cbanoe m7 permit yeti to hear 

•• plq rq lateet. compo8it1cn with .l2!!t ayaphon7 thie Baturda7.n He turned to 

ine, etlll em111ng, his 'foioe eott. and kindl7. nAnd I am ex.treuly l00k1ng 

tcrward to playing 113' first reheareal with 1011 this attemoon, a, tell<>W 

rt.ht l Goodb7e. 11 

ith a tin l graYe li~tle bow h• turned and quickly lett the train. Juat 

then Junior's •cello ~humped to the floor wi~h a etrangled "plink,• I qllickl,­

buried rrq taoe 1n ey nnapaper. 

-4-



Written by: 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

THE MONSTER AND I 
by 

Robert Traver 

I wrestled the monster and myself into the only seat left on the coach, 

next to a little dark man with dark moustaches. "Pardon me," I said as I inad 

vertently jostled him--and gave myself over to reading the bad news in the 

morning paper. The "monster" was my son's 'cello which I had unhappily been 

commissioned to haul into the city to be restrung. For days I had postponed 

doing it. And it was really curious when I thought of the dark plans and 

strategems I had conceived to keep from being caught at large with the thing. 

First, I had taken the 8:42 "shoppers' special" instead of my usual 8:17 train 

so that I wouldn I t run into the regular morning canasta gang. They would have 

ribbed me unmercifully ... Then, in an excess of caution, I had had Grace drive 

me to the opposite end of the train, as far from the smoker as possible, so 

that I wouldn't meet any late stragglers I knew. If just one of the boys had 

caugh~me~ all woul have been known ... 

"Tell them to be ~ and have it ready for you to pick up by tomorrow 

afternoon, 11 Grace had warned me for the tenth time as I had tugged and lurched 

the ungainly 'cello case out of the car. 11 Junior 1ll need it for the rehearsal 

tomorrow night at the school. 11 

II "Yes, Mrs. Fowler, I had gravely answered. 11Your husband is deeply 

sensible that our son's musical future hangs in the balance." It would have 

been preposterous and faintly indecent for me to have tried to kiss her good­

bye, with the monster loo.mirig there between us. "Good day, madam, 11 I had said, 

instead, and sadly turned away. 

My train clicked along to the next suburban stop, city bound. I turned 

to the editorial page of my paper, thereby the better to fortify my favorite 

prejudices. Hm ... Truman was in hot water again ... 

"The 'cello--you play it?11 It was the little dark man sitting next to me. 

He spoke softly and with quite a pronounced foreign accent. From the battered 



leather briefcase he held on his lap I judged him to be a fellow -lawyer--pro­

bably one of those suburban divorce or collection lawyers, I quickly concluded. 

Probably the kind that sold fire insurance and real estate on the side. 

"I beg your pardon?" I said, sparring for time. 

"You play the 'cello?" he repeated, smiling in a friendly eager sort of 

way. 

"Oh, yes," I found myself saymg to my utter amazement, immediately 

wondermg why on earth I had uttered such a clumsy lie. But it seemed 

easier-and somehow more dignified--than explaining to a stranger that I was 

carting my son's 'cello mto the city to get a new set of strings. 

11Ah, the 'cello--a beautiful instrument," the little dark man said. "You 

play him professionally?" 

"Oh, yes," I lied again, somehow irresistibly impelled to pile falsehood 

on grotesque faj.~ehood. I was carried away. "First 'cello with the symphony 
~ t/4.~._p,;,tn,.,.~~u~.I( 

do:wR t ~ I modestly bowed my head. 

"My, my, 11 the little man murmured, impressed, as I buried my face deep in 

the editorial page, burnmg with shame, wondering what strange hidden quirk of 

character could make me--a prosperous and reputable middle-aged lawyer-utter 

such a gratuitous series of lies. Perhaps, I thought, I had better deliver 

the hateful •cello at the music store and spend the rest of the day lying on 

some nice comfortable psychiatrist's couch. What sort of dark frustrations 

was I dredging up? 

The train grated to another suburban stop, and I was debating whether or 

not to leap off and grab a cab the rest of the way into the city when I over­

heard a snatch of conversation between the two wanen who sat behind me. I was 

suddenly frozen in my seat. Where were my weird falsehoods leading me? 

"I'm positive it's him," one of the women was earnestly saying to her 

companion. "I heard him play the solo part in his Ol'IIl 'cello concerto in 

Boston last winter. 11 She sighed. "I'll never forget it--it was simply divine. 

The critics say he's by far the best since poor Casals went into retirement." 

I strained to listen, caught in a fiend's clutch, feeling a strange sense of 

elation rather than of shame. 

- 2 -



"Imagine such a celebrated artist and composer riding with us here on 

this rattly, dusty old suburban train, 11 the other woman said in an awed voice. 

I stole a glance at the little dark man. From his nodding little smile I saw 

that he bad heard, too. Shrugging mentally I decided I would play my part to 

the bitter end •.• I quickly cupped my hand to my brow, head bent, eyes closed, 

in an attitude which I hoped appropriately conveyed my artistic detachment; 

a detachment at once lanquid and emotionally consecrated_) as though I were 

~ ~by the raging fires of the music I had not yet written. 

As the train started again I heard the first woman say: 11! wonder, my 

dear, if he would think it too bold of me if I spoke to him. I've never done 

such a thing before... But his music gave me such deep pleasure---" The rest 

of her words were drowned in the clatter of the moving train. 

Never before had I felt such a sense of importance; of accomplishment; 

of really belonging •.• On a sudden charitable impulse I turned and flashed my 

most winning courtroom smile at the two women, accompanied by a quiet, under­

standing little nod. Then I immediately returned to rrr:, musical reverie, at the 

same time carelessly brushing my newspaper to the floor. After all, it -wa.s 

much too inartistic for a com.poser and celebrated virtuoso 

sitting there reading prosaic newspaper editorials. 

"May I?" It was the little man, still smiling, pointing at my discarded 

newspaper. I nodded grave assent and returned to the sombre contemplation of 

my muse. Instead I was debating how I might bolt trom the train when we 

reached the city before one of these fiendish people lured me into further 

falsehoods. The train clickety-clacked its way on to the city. I stealthily 

stole another glance at rrr:, little dark companion. Hm ••• He was buried nicely 

up to his ears in the financial page. Real estate was right, I thought. I 

yawned and professionall~ adjusted the 'cello case between~ egs, deftly 

flecking an imaginary mote of dust from the case. The train began to slow 

down for the last stop before reaching the downtown station. 

"Excuse me, please." 

It was my engaging little dark man that wanted out. With his quaint 

foreign accent it sounded exactly like: "Accuse a me, pliss. 11 
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110f course," I said, emerging ft-om my musical CO.IJl1llWlion long enough to 

enable him to hurdle both me and Junior's I cello. As he passed me I thought 

I detected the faint aroma of garlic. "Thank you," he said, reaching the aisle 

He stood there for a moment uncertainly gripping his leather briefcase. Then 

he turned and faced the two women sitting behind us. He removed his hat with 

a courtly little flourish and smiled and bowed. 

"Excuse me, please, my dear ladies," he said sanewhat timidly. 111 could 

not refrain hearing your conversation. It would be bad discourtesy, I feel, 

not to gratify your feminine curiosity-it was indeed I you heard playing my 

concerto in Boston the last winter. Thank you kindly for your good words." 

He paused, still smiling diffidently. "Perhaps chance may permit you to bear 

me play my latest compositicn with your symphony this Saturday." He turned to 

me, still smiling, his voice sott and kindly. "And I am extremely looking 

forward to playing my first rehearsal with you this afternoon, my fellow 

artist ! Goodbye. 11 

With a final grave little bow he turned and quickly left the train. Just 

then Junior's 'cello thumped to the floor with a strangled "plink." 

buried my face in my newspaper. 


