which were the main exits. As he passed under the covered enclosure, there 

was a flapping of wings and a pigeon scuttered out of its hiding place. 

Nervous as he was, he instinctively leapt the small barrier and darted onto

 the field but, as he reached the middle of the diamond, he had the strangest

 feeling that he was being watched-he came to a sudden halt.


Then, without reason, the floodlights flickered into life and pinpointed

him in the centre of the arena. He gasped in terror and fled, as if the devil

himself was at his heels, towards the small, metal turnstiles set in the

concrete walls. But, unfortunately, he tripped over a stray cat which was

stalking in the shadows and, as he lay still, he could hear footsteps, coming

nearer. He pulled himself to his feet and continued his frenzied escape.

" Hey," a voice echoed throughout the stadium-but the shock was too

much for nervous Bill, and he slumped dead to the ground. The figure

approached. " Gee; this one sure got all worked up about the Dodgers

losing," it said, and the groundsman then entered the office and called the

Morgue. 




George Burton, 2A Boys.



ODYSSEY


He walked through the distorted wooden gate, his clothes looking as

if they had been washed in a soggy mass of mud, and his hair dripping

with rain from the heavy shower of a few minutes before. It had been

raining heavily all along and now as night fell, the ground into which he

sank as he walked was soft and soggy. It was now starting to rain again,

so he hurried through the deserted grounds, past the ancient mansion with

few of its windows left, past the old brick wall, through the iron gate which

creaked loudly as he pushed it open. Entering the orchard, he ran on under

the apple trees. He stopped dead, paralysed with fear. He now saw the

cause of his fearfuIness-an old stray cat was chasing a little mouse through

the thickets. Regaining his senses, he moved on through the orchard,

tripping every so often over the protruding roots of the rotting old apple

and pear trees. His objective was now only a short distance away. His

hands trembled as he opened the large green gloss-painted door which led

on to a path through the wood. A feeble little smile wavered at the sides

of his mouth, for his destination was now in sight. He, tired as he was,

began to run but he failed to notice the stone in front of him; he tripped

and fell. Feeling a sharp pain run up his right leg, his first thought was

that he had probably broken it, because he had fallen awkwardly. Never

theless he must continue. It was imperative that he continued. Dragging

himself the rest of the way, he emerged from the wood, onto a busy street.

Through the crowds he pulled himself. No one stopped to help him, but

he did not care. He could now see it very clearly., the bright lights which

surrounded the sign made him laugh, laugh hysterically. He had made it!

He had made it! Despite his fears, his handicapped leg and all else he had

encountered on the way, he had made it. This only goes to show that noth

ing, no nothing, can stop a " Special Man from reaching his Special Agent."



Kathleen O'Neill, IIA. Girls.



GOSSAMER


It wasn't office-work perspiration that ran down his weather-beaten face

today-it was good manly sweat. His body, efficient machine, responded to

every stress as completely as did his bicycle-and he loved the sting of the

cool air on his brow, doing something to counteract the stifling strength

sapping heat of the afternoon. He recognized the rumble behind, as he

raced along the avenue to the music of the spinning wheels and the bird-calls

that filled the air, and pulled over to let the lorry pass. Head low, and legs

whirling mechanically, he interrupted his streamlined thrust forward only

to pull his cap down lower as the sun glinted once more between the sparse

growing elms. He freewheeled, expectant, but the lorry never passed him.

