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}; - ,, > THe Mowsrer Awd I
ﬁ}: Taevey Aol brbtf A lRFAE T
& wrestled the monster and myself into tgh'e” cm seat left on the coach,
next to a littl'e dark man with luxurdent dark moustaches. "Pardon me," I said
as I inadvertently jostled him--and gave myself over to reading the uméfcoemiy
bad news in the morning paper. The "monster" was 'my son's tcello which I had

Fo2 el
unhappily been commissioned to haul into the city to be restrung. /lI had post-

poned/m:gf:orm. 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'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 fromthe smoker as
possible, so that .I wouldn't meet any late stragglersfI knew. If just one of
the boys had caught me, all would have known...

"Tell them to be sure im ave it ready for you to pick up by tomorrow
afternoon," Grace had warned me for the tenth time as I had‘tugged‘: and lurched
the ungainly 'cello case out of thé car. "Junior!'ll need ﬁ,\ for the rehearsal
tomorrow night at the school."

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

sensible that our son's bridddend musical future hangs in the balance." It would
: o >

and M e/
have been prepost rous;\ to have tried to kiss her goodbye, with the monster

mv
looming there between us. "Good day,hiadam,}l I had said, instead, and sadly

turned avay.

&‘hei train clicked along the the next suburban stop, city bound. I turned

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

prejudices. /(/rn,-.-o OWW Whe o M Mu Q'?é;wua




"The fcello--you play it?" It was the little dark man sitting next to me.
He spoke softly and with quite a proAGunced 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 aei-L?‘ fire insurance and real estate on the side.

"I beg your pardon3" I said, sparring for time.

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

"Oh, yes," I found myself saying to my utter amazement, immediately wondering
why on earth I had uttered such a clumsy lie. But it weemed so much easier--
and somehow more dignified--then explaining to a stra.ngér that I was carting my
son's 'cello info the city to get a/\ﬂ;gf‘of strings.

"Ah, the 'cello=—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/m,m,&} M/m? Lood .

"My, my," the little man murmured, impressed, as I buried my face deep in
the editorial page, bur:\g.ng with shame, wondering what stange hidden quirk of @
character could make me--a prosperous and reputable middle-aged lawyer--utter
such a gratuitous serles of lies. Rexigx Perhaps, I thought, I had better deliver
the hateful 'celg/z and spend the rest of the day/\on some nice comfortabbe psychia-
trlst)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 overheard

a snatch of conversation between the two women who sat behind me. I was suddenly
were %
betkdng nle

frozen in my seat. Where maz my weird falsehoods ?

A . A




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

\\%

"I head,him play the solo part in his own 'cello concerto in Boston last winter.

- i b
’ ﬁ/‘was simply divine. The critics say he's by far the best since poor Cgsals went
\) A

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

o

sense of elation rather thanAshame.

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

rattl;p dusty old suburban train," the other woman said in an awed voice. E‘ Emrmia

Tm at the little dark man. From his qube$ nodding little smile I saw that
he had heard)too. Shmxgg Shrugging mentally‘l 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 convegggrtistic detachment?Aat once
lanquid and emotionally consecrated; as though I were inwardly consumed by the
xﬂéfz;;{?e’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

-
thin%... But his music gave me such deep pleasure—-/;" The rest of her words were

; mevIrgT
drowned in the clatter of the mm-i.ngﬁtrain.

Neve!;\as-a—iaawe? 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;a Aunde;standing
little nod,jhen immediately returned to my musical reve:;ie/ at the same time 5 &
carelessly brush/':ng my newspaper to the floor, After aﬁz,; %mposer ?ﬁg celebrated
virtuoso on the 'cello c.o\&d—-aeanasla;‘ st there reading pz{;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 debating how I migl?t bol:o from the train when we reached the city

before one of these fi 3 5 people lured me into further falsehoods.




Mw

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 klix his ears in
the financial page., Real estate was right, I thought. I yawned and professionally
g AL i /mo-&/ozfdlwgﬁmy@w'

zdjudg adjusted the 'cello case between my legglA he train began to slow down
for the last stop before reaching the down town station. 1-( 2 ", /";”‘*""";;'t"':-'m.

"Excuse me, please." ' ' ;

It was my engaging little dark man that wanted out. With his quaiﬁt Rexegin
foreign accent it sounded exactly like: "Accuse a me, pliss,"

"Of course, " I said, emerging from my musical communion long enough to

4t Krnzaco e

enable him to hurdle both me and Junior's 'cello.A I thought I detected the faint
aroma of garlic. '"Thank you," e said, reaching the aisle. He stood there ﬁuz ]
uncértainly gripping his leather briefcase. Then he turned and faced the two
women sitting behind us. He removed his hat i;::%;ourtly little flourish and
smiled and bowed,

"Excuse me, please, my dear ladies," he said somewhat timidlxb "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 iq Boston the last winter. Thank you kindly for your good words."
He Ezgggs:T:tEZrhaps chance ;my permit you to hear me play my latest composition
with your symphony this Saturday." 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 afternooq,my fellow artist! Goodbye."

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

Just then Junior's 'cello thumped to the floor with a strangled "plink," ;iburiea

my face in my newspaper.




Written by:
John D. Voelker
Ishpeming, Michigan

THE MONSTER AND I
Ly
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 Jjostled hig~—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 cuiious 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 unmsrcifully..; 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
caught me, all would have been kmown...

"Tell them to be sure and have it ready for you to pick ap by tomorrow
afternoon," Grace had warned me for the tenth time as I had tugged and lurched
the ungainly 'cello case out of the car. "Junior'll need it for the rehearsal
tomorrow night at the school.”

"Yes, Mrs. Fowler," I had gravely answered. "Your 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 looming there bstween us. "Good day, madam,” I had said,
instead, and sadly turned away.

My train clicked aleng to the néxt 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?" It was the little dark man sitting next to me.
He spoke softly and with quite a pronounced foreign accent. From the battered

cw




Written by:
John D. Voelker

Ishpeming, Michigan

THE BONSTER 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 mfustaches. "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 t:h; 8:42 "ghoppers'’ opoéhl" 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‘ t!;- 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
caught me, all would have been known...

"Pell them to be sure and have it ready for you to pick up by tomorrow
afternocn,” Grace had warned me for the tenth time as I had tugged and lurched
the ungainly 'cello case out of the car. "Junior'll need it for the rehearsal
tomorrow night at the school.”

"Yes, Mrs. Fowler," I had gravely answered. "Your 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 goodbye)

with the monster looming there between us. "Good day, madam,” I had said,

instead, and sadly turned away.

My train clicked along to the next suburban stop, city bound. I tumed
to the editorial page of my paper, thereby the better to fortify my favorite
prejudices. Hm... Truman was in hot water again...

"Phe 'cello--you play it?" It was the little dark man sitting next to me.
He spoke softly and with quite a proncunced foreign accent. From the battered




leather briefcsse he held on his lap I judged him to be a fellow lawyer--pro-
bably one of those suburban divorce or collection lawyers, I gquiekly concluded.
Probably the kind that sold fire insurance and real sstate 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," 1 found myself saying to my utter amazement, immediately
wondering why on earth I had ut.torodr such a clumsy lie. But it seemed so much
easier--and somehow more dignified--than explaining to a stranger that I was
carting my son's 'cello into the city to get a new set of strings.

“ih, the 'cello--a beautiful instrument,” the little dark man sald. "You
play him professionally?"

"Oh, yes,” I lied again, somehow irresistibly impelled to pile falsehood
on grotesque falsghood. I wa ﬂu'riod away. "First 'cello with the symphony

& A nriy 4 it o af o’
ddnml-ﬂ[\l modestly bowed my head.

"My, my," the little man murmured, impressed, as I buried my face deep in
the editorial page, burning 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, 1 had better deliver
the hateful 'cello at the music store jnd spend the rest of the day lying on
some nice comfortable payoﬁiahrist'a gouch. 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 greb a cab the.rest of the way into the city when I over-

heard a snatch of em"rutim between the two women who sat behind me. I was
suddml,y frozen in my mt. whom were ny weird falsehoods leading me?

"I'm positive it's hin, one of the women was earnestly saying to her
companion. "I heard him play the scleo part in his own 'cello concerto in
Boston last winter." She sighed. "I'll never forget it--it was simply divine.
The crities 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. .




"Imagine such a celebrated artist and composer riding with us here on
this rattly, dusty old suburban train,” the other women said in an awed voice.
I stole a glance at the little dark man. From his nodding little smile I saw
that he had heard, too. OShrugging mentally 1 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 sppropriately conveyed my artistic detachment;

& detachment at once languid and emotionally consecrated as though I were
inwardly consumed by the raging fires of the music I had not Yot written.

As the train started Again 1 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 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 1 felt such a sense of importance; of accomplishment;
of really ;bp_lm On a sudden charitable impulse I turned and flashed my
most winning courtroom smile at the two women, acccnpmicd by a quiet, under-
standing little nod. Then 1 .’umediately rebturned to my musicsl reverie, at the
same time carelessly brushing my newspaper to the floor. After all, it was
much too inartistic for a composer and celebrated virtuoso on the 'cello to be
sitting there reading prosalc newspaper editorials.

"May 1?" 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 from 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 my 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 professionally adjusted the 'cello case between my legs, deftly
flecking an imaginary mote of dust from the case. The train began to slow
doun for the last stop befors reaching the downtown station.

"Excuse me, please."

It was my engaging little dark man that wanted out. With his guaint
foreign accent it sounded exaotly like: "Accuse a me, pliss."




"0f course,” 1 said, emerging from my musical communion long enough to
enable him to hurdle both me and Junior's 'cello. 4As he passed me I thought
1 detected the faint aroma of garlic. "Thank you," he said, reaching the aisld.

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

‘he tarned 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 somewhat timidly. "1 gould
not refrain hearing your conversation. It would be bad discourtesy, I fesl,
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 hear
me play my latest composition with your symphony this Saturday." He turned to
me, still smiling, his volce soft and kindly. "ind I am extremely looking
forward to playing my first rehearsal with you this aftemoon, my fellow
artist! Goodbye."

With a final grave little bow he turned and guickly left the train. Just
then Junior's 'cello thumped to the floor with a strangled "plink." I quickly

buried my face in my newspaper.




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't run into the regular morning canasta gang. They would have
ribbed me unmercifully... Then, in an excess of cantion, 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
caught me, all would have been known...

Tell them to be sure and have it ready for you to pick up by tomorrow
afternoon," Grace had warned me for the tenth time as I had tugged and lurched
the ungainly 'cello case out of the car. "Junior'll need it for the rehearsal
tomorrow night at the school."

"Yes, Mrs. Fowler," I had gravely answered. "Your 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 looming there between us. "Good day, madam," 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?" 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 saying to my utter amazement, immediately
wondering why on earth I had uttered such a clumsy lie. But it seemed so much
easier--and somehow more dignified--than explaining to a stranger that I was
carting my son's 'cello into the city to get a new set of strings.

"Ah, 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 falsehood. I was carried away. "Fir:t 'cello with the symphony

on Yhe . aﬂn/fovgybl%737k23
dom-f.ef;?/;I modestly bowed my head.

"My, my," the little man murmured, impressed, as I buried my face deep in
the editorial page, burning 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 2 cab the rest of the way into the city when I over-
heard a snatch of conversation between the two women 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 own 'cello concerto in

Boston last winter." She sighed. "I'1] 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 & fiend's clutch, feeling a strange sense of

elation rather than of shame.




"Imagine such a celebrated artist and composer riding with us here on
this rattly, dusty old suburban train," 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 had 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 languid and emotionally consecrateq; as though I were
’/Z;;;;;I;iggﬁfgfig/by the raging fires of the music I had not yet written.

As the train started agaein 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 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 my musical reverie, at the

same time carelessly brushing my newspaper to the floor, After all, it was
much too inartistic for a composer and celebrated virtuoso on the 'cello to be
sitting there reading prosaic newspapér editorials.

"May I?" It was the little man, still smiling, pointing at my discarded
newspaper. I nodded grave assent and returned tc the sombre contemplation of
my muse. Instead I was debating how I might bolt from 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 io the city. I stealthily
stole another glance at my little dark companion. Hm... He was buried niceiy
‘up to his ears in the financial page. Real estate was right, I thought. I
yawned and professiocnally adjusted the 'cello case between my legs, 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 guaint

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




"Of course," I said, emerging from my musical communion long enough to
enable him to hurdle both me and Junier's 'cello, As he passed me I thought
I detected the faint aroma of garlic. M"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 somewhat timidly. "I could

not refrain hearing your conversation. It.would bé‘bad discourtesy, I feel,
not to gratify youf’feminine cﬁriosityh-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 hear
me play my latest compositionlﬁiéhbjgég symphony this Saturday." 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 afternoon, my fellow
artist! Goodbye."

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." I guickly

buried my face in my newspaper.




