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BEATING THE CLOCK 

ciry, which but an hour ago was sleeping, has come alipe. 
ueal and horns blast. Streetcars rattle and clang. Trams 
verhead and buses whiz by on the street. A milling horde 
ans fill the sidewalk and often overflows into the street. 

r of frantic haste. Streetcars narrowly avoid 
mobiles as one or another tries to get across the 
the light changes. People push and jostle their 

pt to crowd onto an already packed bus. 
the crowd. Each is for himself. There is, 
object . . . . to get there on time. Everyone 
001 children is trying to beat the clock. 

ust emerge into this rude, noisy world and become part of 
ash across the street to the bus stop, I note that the Flock 

rner store says a quarter to eight. The less encouraging 
the cleaner's window point to five minutes to eight. MY 
ch, which is usually fast, declares the hour to be eight 
From this information I deduce that it is ten minutes . 

eight and one minute before bus time. 

ps m y  deduction is wrong, 
wait, or to walk; that is the 

ve walked almost the six blocks 
e the bus pass me, and discharge a 

ded ahead of me onto the streetcar1 

e streetcar stop just in time to miss my car. As I 
eadily increasing, and the 

into the street. A car comes 
u t  to meet it. This particular 

no mood to cope with the crowd 
TOP sign in the window, clan s 

y mean it. The rest of us 
ally, an anxious five minutes >. later, 

s, my bus arrives and I get on. 

die-hards run a few yar % s 

in a jam-packed streetcar, we 
d world of the subwav station. 

and up two flights of stairs, I 
SkP 
Afte 

i 6nd 
lance at a clock in the spire of a nearby chur+ con- 

I attempt a short-cut by crossing the street m the 
lock. It is one of the busiest streets in the area, but 
killed . . . yet. I am only half-way across when I am 
a stern policeman who sends me back to the curb. 
ile I go back to the corner and cross there. While 

ges, I wait, but the clock does not, 



are already exhausted. 
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THE CLOSET 

Now every day Old 
EveryWy would stop a 
to-;the end of the cape. 

hinges on the worm-eaten door. 
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