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lamp, the

That was one of the

better points ol teaching,
spend free tume at home.
thought, | could have been a traveling sales

man, working in the Onent I'hen Tin

headis g 1n the paper ught
his eV and h inked IMERIC AN
TURNCOAT RETURNS FROM RED

CHINA, TI ater nn the n rint
Jim Henderson plans to study en rin
it one ot ti ta hoo pin (
wccept employment | 1 wdustry
Professor John Martin halted ti
ht rig iteriud It |
0ate | i S5 ].\ |\ e And 1 ni, 15 1
b '— how many year i L« i
teent H id fled from the years as t
wad passed. trving to forget the Pacih
imp Wi e only diff ce | ¢
nd tl 1815 Ol the nearby jungie wa
the tiny flickering spark called conscic
He could recall 1idly the faces of 1
vho had 10W Bataa ind Corregi
I | L 1 th W ir 1t 'I'I |
nce, ve
He me ] 1 re ves agi he
I |' ien n the CWSPax 1z remem
wered when Henderson had defected 1«
Red Chin alte | tay ! the Koreai

imp, though he could not recall

prison

how the boy looked, except
been voung. Sergeant Jack Martin had been

\.-'tl‘:'._: .\';]i ‘.l'l:-!\ .|In:. |'4_|~\:'\\'.‘

-

fairly young, too, 1n

twenty '.';\:..-||_ |':1'_;:‘1I' now l"l':-’:"nnl |<‘..1‘.‘.

Martin was not too voung, owned a pair
ol eves that |1.t-.] to be .II IIU:-"1| and was not ¢
l'.':{' moment I'.t'i:l'.l__‘ very heroic.

‘Rest your eyes, Jack,” Ann said gently.
She was standing in the doorway, and

whether her brother wanted to admit it or

about teaching

not, the passing years had no

N 1 "
rible mark on her. She looked as pretry

1s the dav he'd married her. Or mavbe his

dn
[axce
Beside 1 15

Y ]} I i\.\ Or sa ,'

You Riaaimng | Oy A 0D |
and t I 1 D b oward the di g room
W L A1 AW | XCO W W
I I'hen Il , ue « il

(4 | £ W 14 ) wch o ou
\air.

B[ i Lr { L oLl
T i 1 A | eves that [
1 CONsta ol h ir day B
omehow | kering image of the news
aper item kept leaping in front of his
T mingling with the tiny specks that

hen he was tired

lanced before him w
Henderson will come here if he wants to

study engineering, he thought. It's the clos

est school to his hometown. He'll be over

bearing and dehant, demanding has rights;

]]1'i| O oul ol \~I|'llr<|..

ind 1'll have to see o
and into a good job that pays him more
than I'm making, probably. He swore and
W '.I!]'\('-! to the

\\IHJ!I!\\. I{l \UHL{ SEC {:.11‘.

campus in the distance, the oval a :.1.11\]1 ol

gray and the surrounding buildings dark

splotches against the evening sky.
“You remember the Henderson boy who
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Pace 19

Marcn, 1959



l'id;
§ e

nally at dinner. “Just out of high school.”

“I saw the item in the paper,” Ann nod-
ded. "I knew you'd read it. Maybe he won't
come here to school, Jack.”

“He's going into engineering,” Martin
said. He was angry now that the matter
was in the open. “He'll come here. What
right does he have, flaunting his views
about this country one minute, then coming
home the next demanding the same country
educate him so that he can make a mint of
money from its resources?”

“He does have the right lhough Jack,”
Ann reminded him gently. “Any other
time you'd be the first to defend his right
to it. Maybe he won’t come here. And it he
does maybe you won't have to teach him.
Maybe Scott will draw him, or Andrews.
Scott is older and Andrews never had w0
go into the army.”

“Jim Henderson will be a freshman,”
Martin said. He enunciated each word, as
though not only to impress it upon Ann's
mind but upon his own. “Scott and An-
drews both teach Advanced. I'd say maybe
the other students would ostracize him and
scare him away from class, only freshmen
don’t remember World War Two.” The
thought horrified him and he rose slowly,
pushing his chair back from the table. “Do
you know that, Ann? Freshmen don’t even
remember World War Two. Most of them
barely remember Korea!”

“Ostracize him?” Ann sounded shocked.
“What’s come over you? You know how
you take on over incidents like that at other
schools! You're tired. Come on. Eat your
roast beef,”

Yet he knew what was nauseating him
most. He, John Martin, would have to hold
firmly to his creed as an instructor, Socrates
in the market teaching the young to oven
their eyes, while his own vision dimmed:
asking questions and demanding answers
while his own questions went without
reply.

He felt strangely old, yet he was barely
forty. But into those years he had packed
the memories of two wars and terms of
struggling through endless economic pres-
sures in order to earn his master’s degree,
For what? To help teach an arrogant young
turncoat how to go into a world he had once
rejected and earn a mint of money!

But he went back to the table, though he
could not even have said what food he ate.
Then he slipped into his topcoat and went
out into the night air. It was warm for Jan-
uary, with only a touch of crispness in the
air, and he walked slowly, his mind a vor-
tex of emotions, all of them centering on
tke resentment. He thought of the

The new job would offer no demands other
than service. No babying laggards, no coax-
ing the slow worker. A small spark of him-
self would not have to go into every piece
of Tim’s product. The teaching prolession
was a self-consuming monster. He had al-
ways felt a glow of pride in knowing that
if he had to burn himself out to ignite the
flame in only one student a year, it had been
worth it. He would sacrifice that small
portion of himself.

But not for this Henderson turncoat who
expected life to be an eternal gravy train
paid for by someone else’s blood.

He saw the figure of Bill Andrews, who
taught advanced math, and he hailed him,
They had gone through school rogether
and had usually been located in the same
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Mary Agnes Thompson, the viva-
ctous Kingfisher-born authoress
whose short story begins on Page 19,
sold her first story to Saturday Eve-
ning Post in 1952 while enroled in
O.U's Professional Writing School.
Since then she has sold Post four ad
ditional stories, which puts her in the
over-§2000 bracket (Post increases
authors’ pay checks by $200 for each
additional story sold to them). Her
most spectacular sale was the movie
rights to a slick magazine story which
ended up as Elvis Presley's second
movie, Loving You. Mary Agnes re-
cently has moved to Norman where
she meets house payments with
steady sales to newspapers and reli-
gious and confession magazines.

town except for the war years, when Bill’s
childhood bout with rheumatic fever had
left him ineligible for army duty and he had
utilized the years by teaching math in Air
Force schools.

“Tim's been after me again about the
job in the plant,” he told Andrews casu-
ally as they neared the Administration
Building. They halted to light cigarettes
and Martin could sense Andrews’ keen in-
spection in the dim glow of the lighter.

“He's always been after you, hasn’t he?"
Andrews asked.

“This time he's pressuring me,” Martin
admitted. “All this competition in the rock-
et business has made the man lose his mind,
apparently.”

“You've never been uncertain before.
You sound unsure this time. Why?”

Yet he could not give the real reason, even
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“Sometimes it ul'.cl a Hﬁm !
stay with a job than it takes to quit ;-* e
takes a lot of nerve to go on signing a con-
tract year after year when your wife's broth-
er is criticizing you for doing it.”

“Are you trying to find an out for some-
thing?" Andrews asked.

“I don't think so,” Martin said slowly.
He contemplated the sky. “I think maybe
I've just started wondering how long a man
can light a spark in another man’s soul be-
fore he burns himself out completely.”

“Boy, you need a recharge,” Andrews
laughed. “You need a good hassle with a
problem your math text doesn't cover.” He
hesitated, then plunged into it: “For in-
stance, this one. Henderson will be attend-
ing school here at the start of the second
semester, Jack. The chances are you're go-
ing to have him in one of your classes. He's
a lot younger than you are and he's prob-
ably got twenty-twenty vision. You're go-
ing to have to sit there and teach him math.
Is that what's eating you?”

Martin was silent, and they left it at that
They stood by the Administration Build-
ing looking at the sky. The stars etched
themselves against the blackness, spelling
out the lines of Carl Schurz against Mar-
tin's mind: “Ideals are like stars: you will
not succeed in touching them with your
hands, but like the seafaring man on the
desert of waters, you choose them as your
guides, and following them, vou reach your
destiny.”

They sounded old and trite and unreal-
istic in an age when too many values were
gauged by money, Maybe on Bataan they
had sounded good because men, like the
scafarers Schurz had spoken of, had to
cling to something, and anything was better
than nothing.

“That is it, then isn't it, Jack?™ An-
drews asked. “You dont want to teach a
turncoat. But you can't figure out how you
can refuse without shortchanging the other
students.”

“Listen to me, listen,” Martin said, his
voice suddenly harsh. “I haven't beefed
too much about the deal 1 got, have 1?7 All
right, so I haven’t had good eyes since the
prison camp days. I haven't asked for spe-
cial quarter because of it, have I? But 1
know this, Bill. It's on the days the ROTC
fellows come to class in their uniforms that
I do remember. 1 remember everythin
over again every time I see a un
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Annually the Board must decide what is
to be done with the llﬁ!lj one-thousand ap-
plications for committee posts. Interviews
with each applicant and applicants’ conse-
quent dedication and ability (or lack of it)
usually thin out the staggering ranks of ap-
plicants. But since few are chosen for the
Board itself, the playing-favorites charge is
bound to follow.

T tis is probably the sulking source of
most of Union Activities criticism, and
Director Caldwell’s greatest contribution
has been o make Union Activities elastic
enough to considerably cool the jealousies
and encourage the ambitions of its ever-
increasing list of Board hopefuls.

But even bigger and better committees
draw criticism nowadays. If the activity re-
volt among collegians gains momentum,
Union Activities may be in for some rough
sledding.  Its past success, however, sug-
gests that its critics will find themselves be-
guiled into joining a Union Activities Cri-
tique committee which will award cups for
its most eloquent critics.
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were. But they didn't show it. And they
didn’t jump the first freight out of the coun-
try, and then try to ride a gravy train back
in when the going got rough somewhere
else. Am I supposed to be some kind of
god, just because I've got a degree? Or do
I have the inalienable right of being just
a human?”

“At ease, Sergeant,” Andrews laughed to
lighten the tension, then turned to go home.
“Rest up for the next couple of days.”

Martin watched Andrews’ slight figure
until it disappeared out of the halo thrown
by the streetlight, then he himself headed
home. The gray branches of the trees along
the campus walks cobwebbed a winter
sketch.  Soon the jonquils would bloom.
Maybe spring would bring the recharge
Andrew- had said he needed. And maybe
Tim was right, too. Maybe this would be
the last spring here on campus.

The new semester began the following
Monday and Martin did not face it with the
same sense of challenge with which he had
usually greeted a change of term. He was
sullen, almost resentful and was almost
tempted to wire Tim that he was ready for
the job in the plant. His personal identity
had been annihilated by a young man who
was just a name to him. Even before they
had clashed, Martin had been defeated by
him; and when the time arrived when Pro-
fessor John Martin could no longer regard
a student as just a name in search of knowl-
edge, the only possible solution was resig-
nation from the staff.

He walked into the classroom and sat
down. Without looking at the faces, he ran
his eyes over the names on the sheet of pa-
per. Adams .. Brown .. Blair ., Forrest ..
Henderson. He could not bring himself to
look at any of them. He knew how most of
the faces would look . . . young, with that
air of confidence that is a gift nature has
given youth to hold in escrow against the
day when he meets his first Bataan face to
face. Even without looking at them, Pro-
fessor Martin knew which one was Hender-
son. He sat alone, deliberately, leaving a
chair between himself and the others.

Martin had started to open the text when
it occurred to him that young Forrest had
not yet arrived. He glanced at his watch.
He was almost afraid to speak, fearing the
angry resentment would loose itself.

The dw opened and young Forrest
| y f turned his
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lowed hard and fought the black film
scemed to shimmer in front of him.

Henderson had half-risen from his chair
at the sight of Forrest in uniform, and now
he slumped back, as panic-stricken as a
jungle animal trapped in the darkness of a
pit and awaiting the sound of footsteps, If
there had ever been an arrogance or con-
tempt in him, it was gone at that moment
when Martin first dared to look at him, and
that would be how he would always think
of him, conscience-trapped and waiting for
the sound of footsteps closing in around
him, following him, circling him.

He 1s the weak one of the lot, Professor
Martin thought, a strange pity filling him.
He is the laggard who will have to be car-
ried over the bad spots. Every Monday he
will have to live this hour of hell, terrified
by the uniform he has betrayed and worn
now by a young man who has no idea why
anyone should fear his particular Monday
garb. The name Henderson mean nothing
to these freshmen, even the ones who might
possibly remember Korea but have forgot-
ten Bataan.

Ex-Sergeant John Martin, who did re-
member Bataan, took off his glasses and
shined them. Somehow in polishing he re-
moved the sergeant’s stripes and replaced
them with the words he had remembered
that night on the campus after learning that
the turncoat would attend class there:
“Ideals are like stars; you will not succeed
in touching them with your hands, but like
the seafaring man on the desert of waters,
you cbooselhemesyourgmdu,and fol-
lowing them, you reach your destiny.”

He put on the glasses that were Ais battle
scar. He looked at Forrest's army uniform,
then at Henderson's white face. His iden-
tity returned to him. He was professor John
Martin, who would some day take his fam-
dymavmwﬁmevmtfthq
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uniform.





