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TEAD IN TIE FIAD
By

Ferdie Deering

“"Job er ﬁo job, union er no union, if you dontt get me some
rent money today, out you goi®

The landlady clampned her lips until théy looked like;;gst
another wrinkle in her toothless facé. She picked un a2 pile.of
dishes and started for the kitchen. )

"And.that's final," she added, turning to p&sh the double-
hinged door open with her hony hip.

Arthur Terrel sinped his muddy black coffee.

“roul stuff," he muttered. %A good deal 1like life. You hope
for a lot but you can'®t tell what you're getting. After voultve
gaot it, therets nothing to it but a bad taste and a case of
indigestion.®

He pushed the cup back across the gravy-spotted cloth and
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got up from the table. He had once homed for = lot from life,
years ago whaen he was a yourg and carefree college ctudent. Much
of that hope had vanished when he got a taste of 1life in a world
that, like boarding house coffeze, had been boiled =~ little too longe

The university had graduvated Terrel with high horors but it
didn't tell him he couldnt't use a diploma for a meal ticket., Never-
theless, it didntt take him long to find out that highrhonors and
lofty ambitions have little cash value dhen the country is wallowing
im the depths of depression and jesraire

The two yéars following his graduation had been Jjust one long
nicshtmare of unemployment, digtasteful odd jobs, sterk hu;;er and.
disgppointments 1or Terrel. Then he landed his first real job.
It peid $120 a month and was stendy Wf&k.

That i, it was steady work until the New Deal tcok charg e
of‘prosperity, Hitler saved Germany from the Jews, Mussolini
began eivilizing Bthiovia and the C.I.0. set out to protect the
poor working mane

It was unionksm and Terrelts idealistic notion thet in the
United States a man may Jjoin or not Jjoin that had knocked over
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his time clocke.

"Youtll have to join the ugion or you can't work here," the
superintendent told him,

"You can't make me Jjoin," Terrel exploded. "I8m not going
to send my'wages to some guy in a swivel chair =zo he can tell me
who to work for and to go on;strike whenever the mood hite him,"

He was right. They didn'f meke him join. But they did stop
him from working theref The superintendent kept his words

“You*ll just heve to get in line," his'friends>advised.

Anyhoé, here he was without a jobh again. And practically
broke. His rent was dues And no job in sighte. -

"Progperity is beck," he sneered. "Back where? I'm just as
much out of a job as I ever was and almost as flat broke.®

He Jjerked on his snap brim hat and slammed the boarding

housge door behind hime

That was three weeks ago. WNow, the landlady, %00, haéd kept
her word, Today Terrel was still walking the streets hunting a
jobe A cold rain drizzled from gray skies., And if there's any -
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thing more lonely than being broke and out of a job in a big city,
itts being broke and out of a job in a big eity when it*s raining.

As he sloghed along, Terrel thought hiz tired feet resembled
the water-logged end of a piece of driftweod trying to keep afleat
though doomed to sink.

Lead in his feets, Lead in the sky. Lead in nis heart. Wy
not a little lead in the head and be done with it 2117 He had
asked himself that question = hundred times in the past week.

Probably one good reason that he hadn't answered it in the
affirmative glready was that he didn't have a gun, Het'd never
owned one. And if he had, it likely would have gone for food
daye agoe.

Food. How good a nice juicy steak with fried potatoes and
hot coffee woudd taste right nowl Terrel clutched a coin in his
pocket. It was a silver dollar. He had picked it up somevhere
months ago and had kept it~--just for luck. If it had brought him
any luck, he mused, it was moctly bad.

$till, he'd held onto the dollar vwhile the remainder of his
lean purse had dwindled to 75 cents, 50 cents, 40 cents, 15 cente

and finally nothing. He had held onto it while he stayed the
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griping of hunger with inzipid lunch counter coffee, stale %“sinkers"
and cigerettes.

"Keep it a little longer," he had reasoned, “and maybe the
damthing will change my luck."

It wae not late hut already neon signe were glowging through
the foggy mist and'lights in shop windows tried feebly to send
a cheerful invitation throush the gloom to prospective customers.
Terrel drifted down the street, paucing before each lighted window,
looking in but hardly seeing the displayed mefc%mniiﬁe.

He tried to think of pleasant things, a warm fire, good
companions and a steaming dinnev. But hig mind wouldn't let him.A
enjoy his dream. It kevnt twmi- ook, worbidly, to the question,
that haunted himi

"Why not a little lead in the head and be done with it alle®

= - S >
a eyes amnt =rridly

Lt

He halted a moment hefore a pawn:hon. 7
aver the heape of odds and ends, some new articles, others which
obviously had been used and nearty all of them shoddy.

He szterted on again when his attention suddenly was focused

" on a smeary, handpainted placardsg

SPECTAL SALE THIS WEEK ONLY -
(Continued)
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BLANK CARTRIDCE REVCOIVIRT
ONLY 95 €¢ENTS
A miscellaneous assortment of guns was displayed in the window.
Several of them had the barrels stuck down over large nails driven
into the shelf, so that their hattered stocks resembled gnarled
trees blown over by a2 wind too long from the same direction.

Terrel's face darkened as he pondered the guectiong Whyr-not-

~& 1ittle lead in the head? Way notf He hadn't even 2 rlace to

i

o+

Leep tonighte He hadntt had the night befefe, nor the night
before that. What was the use? Ty not a 1little leadw=-9

He whirled and went inside the musty pavmshiop. & beli-tinklgd
ag the door opened. A short squat Hebrew, wearing thick glasses
and a black egkull cap, srpeared from somewhere and bustled o
the iront of the store.

"Goot efening, vat can I do for you this efening?" he inguired
in an accent as thick as the dust on the shelves.

Arthur hestiated. He grasped hiz "good luck! gilver dollar in

Q
:
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hies sweaty »nalms.
"ITwl-I=w-why, er, I came to buy a gun,% he stamme—ed,

"Wat kind, pliz? Ve haf all kinds of guns. Something to
‘ (Continued)
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hunt with? About twenty-five dollars?"

"o, T want & chean gun, scmething to shoot a rat with. Will
that blank cartridge piztcl you hage in the window for nimety-five
cents ghoot real cartridges?®

"Yesg, probebly nerhapsas it will," The Jew shruggeé his
ghoulderss "But if it don't, remember, ve aint rerponssible
for accidents.t

He knocked over a small vase as he goueezed his stout shoulders
through a smell opening to retrieve the gun from the show window.

"Do you naf many rats at your blace?" ne asked as he handed
the weanon to Terrel for examinatione. -~

“lo=--not many," was the curt answer. "No, I only know of
cne, a big one." He clicked the ermnity gun. "If yout'll throw in
a couple of cartridges, I'll take it.B

The Jew rumbled something about "losing money" but dug a couple
of dusty cartridges from somenlace heneath the counter and picked
¥p the silver dollar from the glass tone. He looked =2t the coin
suepiciously, then handed Terrel his five cente changea

Terrel hesitated in the lobby, as if undecided. Then, pulling

hic hat brim down and his coat collar up, he walked briskly ayay.
(Continued)
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It wasn' far to the river. He completed his leﬁﬁal plans as
he hurried along. He would stand on the bridge and pull the trigger.
If the bullet didn' do a good job, well, hec'd be hard to find in
that river during such a fog ac this.
The gléasant odor of food attracted his attention. Coffee,
The smell of good, steaming hot coffee. Inside a tiny restaurant
he saw three or four workmen hunched over the counter, eatinge.
He watched them through the window a momento.

Wherets that nickel? Might as well spend it,too3" Terrel
jerked the gun from hie coat pocket and *hen oulled out the two
greasy cartridges and the lone five cent piece.

He looked at the nickel, Then holding it closer in the\light,
he stared at it, as though he'd never seen one 5efore. He turﬁed
it over and stared againe

Then quickly he turned and begen walking, sometimes half
running, back towards the pawnshon. The Jew was just turning out
the lights when he dashed breathlesely inside. Terrel leaned
against the counter to regain his wind.

"Heys « + » you," he panted. "This . . . ni€kel . . . you gave

« » o mMe. » o 12 . » « made out of lead « « » o and . . . it has g
buffalo . « » an both sidest®™ THE EXD



