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1. The H%ft? Act
Marc Brandel

I didn’t get into this thing on pumgﬂlhdon’t know
what to do. The only thing I can do now is wait. Wait for the
telephone or the doorbell to ring. Wait for whoever he is.

It started this morning, or rather at noon—all because it
was raining. If it hadn’t been raining, I would have gone to
Chester’s Restaurant as usual. But it’s a long way to Chest-
er’s from my office, so I put on my raincoat and ran across
the street of Pierre’s instead. Pierre’s is expensive, a place
where I can 't afford to have lunch very often.

Well, I left my raincoat in the coatroom in the hall, fol-
lowed the manager to a {able and ordered a drink. I had
two; thai was my real mistake, I suppose.

Just as I finished lunch I saw her. She was the kind of
girl who works for a very expensive fashign magazine', with
a beautiful hat, and long white glo Ss‘ She was too
nice—looking. Her hair was too golden, her face was too per-
fect, her clothes were too expensive. > She walked straight
toward me and smiled charmingly.

“Hello, ” she called. “Where have you been lately? ” 1
looked behind me. There was nothing there but the wall. She
was talking to me! I stood up.

— 1 —



“Hello, ” I said. She was even more beautiful close up. |
pushed a chair toward her, and she sat down.

“I can stay only a moment, ” she said.“But it’s so won-
derful to see you again.” She took my hand and pressed it
between her cool white—gloved ones.’

I had never seen her before in my life. I should have told
her that at once, of course, but I didn’t meet girls like this
every day. I pressed her hand.

“Peter’ s with me, ” she said, smiling. I looked up.
There was a young man standing behind her. “ Peter, 7 she
said, “You remember Jim.”

I was surprised, because the strange thing is that, al-
though my name is Charles, there had been a time years ago
in school when some people had called me Jim.

“Sure, ” the young man said. “ Sure. How are you,
Jim?” He gave me his hand in a friendly way, and I took it. I
didn’t like him at all. He was a large young man in a gray
suit. But something was wrong. He was too handsome; his
suit was too expensive, his hair too short®, his tie too loose.
“Hello, ” I said.

He leaned over the table. “I’ m sorry we have to go,
Alice, ” he said to the girl, and then, turning to me, “We’ve
got to get back to the Waldorf® and pack our bags. We're
leaving for the West tonight.”

I stood up. “ Well, it was nice seeing you both®, ” 1

~
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began, trying to get away. But when I’d left the.table I found
I was still with them. Peter put his hand on my shoulder as
we started for the door. “Where have you been all this time,
Jim?”

“Oh, around.” The effect of the drinks was beginning
to fade. Now I just wanted to get away before they discov-
ered that [ wasn’t Jim after all. I wasn’t their Jim, anyway. [
got the ticket for my coat out of my pocket.

“Here. Let me do it.” He took the ticket out of my
hand before I could stop him. I stood with Alice while he got
our coats, 1 watched him give the tickets to the coatroom
girl.

”

“I wish we weren’t going now, ” Alice was saying. “So
do I, " I said smiling uncomfortably at her while Peter came
back with my plain raincoat and his own expensive coat. He
started to help me put mine on, but I took it and threw it
over my arm. “Good—bye, ” 1Isaid, “It was nice seeing you.”
When I got outside, it had stopped raining, so I just car-
ried my raincoat back to the office over my arm and hung it
up beside my door. It wasn’t until [ was leaving at six that I
put it on again. I was half way down the stairs before I no-
ticed that there was a bundle in the pocket. It was a long en-
velope. It felt as though it were filled with papers. I took it
out and looked at it, wondering where it had come from.
There was no name on it. Then T saw that it wasn’t fastened
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shut. I opened it and looked inside.

I almost fainted, right there. It wasn’t papers—it was
money! I went back up to my office. I locked the door, and
then took out the money and counted it. I counted it twice.
Two thousand, three hundred and sixty—five dollars!

I decided what to do at once. I remembered that Peter
had gotten my coat from the coatroom. I didn’t know what
they had planned to do or why they had put all that money
into my pocket or what I was supposed to.do with it.I didn't
care. All I knew was that I didn’t want any part of their
game.” I went to the Waldorf at once.

It took me some time to find their room. I only knew
their first names, but I described them carefully. I was afraid
that they had gone, but they were both in the room when I
walked in. Peter was packing some shirts. He looked up and
smiled when he saw me. “Well, look who’s here,” he said.
“Hello, Jim.”

I didn’ t smile back this time. “I don’t know what you
want,” I said.“And I don’t want to know. But in case you
made a mistake about who I am, I never saw either of you
before in my life. Here! ” And I threw the envelope on the
bed.

He didn’ t even look at it. He just stood there, with a
frozen smile on his face, staring at me, his large hands hang-
ing at his sides. He was a lot stronger and bigger than I am.

——] 4 —



I turned and walked out of the room as fast as I could.
In fact, T almost ran down the hall. T felt good. I felt I had
done the best thing I could and had gotten myself out of a
questionable situation.®

I went and had a good dinner, feeling better all the time.
In fact, I felt good all this evening—until just an hour ago.

Then I went to hunt in my raincoat pockets for my ciga-
rettes. But there weren’t any cigarettes in the coat. I looked
at the name of the store sewn inside my coat. It wasn’t my
coat!

Yes, of course I called the hotel. They’d gone a few
hours before. They must have gone as soon as they looked in
the envelope. And they didn’t leave any messages, any enve-
lope, any address where I could reach them.

What can I do now? 1 sit here and worry. And wait.
What will happen next?

Sometimes I try to pretend that the raincoat is mine af-
ter all. But I know that someone else has mine. He must
know it too by now. He has to know it. Because my raincoat
has my name in it.

Notes:
1. fashion [fafan] n. #F;BH#E fashion magazine: B¥E44&E
2. She was too nice—looking. Her hair was too golden, her face
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was too perfect, her clothes were too expensive. {E# 7EiX B
T—RFI too, BEIRITHE RS KEMAE, KT 8w A
REEN EERHZBAY.

. She took my hand and pressed it between her cool
white—gloved ones.fti$i 7 & #— R F, #8E K K 27 AL XN
WEAFENKENTE. T8 &7 XE. LHRIRES®ZA
HAMABFRNALBRTFE . BHERRH . HALBANF
B OFRERER B RBELITHEAEET .

. His hair too short. ﬁﬁ?fﬁkiﬁﬁgi’tﬁs HAERLA B
YRR,

5. Waldorf: A — R EKEIKIE.

. it was nice seeing you both. ¥ &: WA B T L6, BRE
B E .

. All T knew was that I didn’t want any part of their game. 3 X
HERAES 5 MITHIER. .

. questionable situation: %k EF 55 #h



2. My First Teacher
by Helen Keller

Have you ever been at sea in a thick fzg when it seemed
as if a white darkness shut you in, and the big ship felt her
way' carefully and anxiously toward the shore? I was like
that ship before my education began except that I did not
know where the shore was.

The most important day I remember in all my life is the
one on which my teacher Anne Mansfield Sullivan, came to
me. I am filled with wonder’ when I think about the differ-
ences in the two parts of my life which were connected on
that day. It was March 3, 1887, three months before I was
seven years old. _

On the afternoon of that exciting day, I guessed from
my mother’s signs and from people hurrying about in the
house® that something unusual was going to happen, so I
went to the door and waited on the steps. The afternoon sun
was shining brightly. I could feel it on my face. My fingers
touched the familiar leaves and flowers which were a part of
the spring. 1 had felt angry and bitter for weeks, and now I
felt tired and quiet. I did not know what the future would br-
ing to me.
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I felt someone coming toward me. I thought it was my
mother and stretched out my hand.* Someone took it and
then I was caught up and held close in the arms of the person
who had come to reveal’ everything to me, and more impor-
tant than that to love me.

The morning after my teacher came she led me into her
room and gave me a doll. When I had played with it a little
while, Miss Sullivan slowly spelled in to my hand the word
“d—o—I-1". This play with the fingers interested me, and I
tried to do just what my teacher had done. When 1 finally
succeeded in® making the letters in the right way, I felt very
proud of myself. I ran to my mother, held up my hand and
made the letters for doll. I did not know that I was spelling a
word, or even that words existed. I was simply doing what
someone else haa done. In the days that followed, I learned
to spell a great many words, without understanding them.

I learnt pin, hen, cup, and a few verbs like sit, stand and
walk. But my teacher had been with me for several weeks be-
fore I understood that everything has a name.

One day while I was playing with my new doll, Miss
Sullivan gave me my old doll, too. She then spelled
“d—o—1-1" and tried to make me understand that “d—o—I1-1"

applies to® both. Earlier in the day, we had had a struggle

over the two words “cup” and “water”. I could not under-

stand that they were different. From time to time during the
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day, my teacher returned to the problem of cup and water .
She was patient, but I was not. I became so angry because I
could not understand that I took my new doll and threw it
on the floor breaking it into pieces. I was not sorry after my
fit of temper.’ In the dark, still world where I lived, there
was no strong feeling of lov‘e for anything.

My teacher brought me my hat, and I knew we were go-
ing out into the warm sunshine. This thought, if a feeling
which is not expressed in words'® may be called a thought,
made me very happy. We walked down the path to the spr-
ing."" Someone was drawing water, and my teacher put my
hand into the water as it poured out. As the cool stream
poured over one of my hands, she spelled into the other
word “water”, first slowly, then rapidly. I stood still; my
whole attention was fixed on'’ the motion of her fingers.
Suddenly I seemed to remember something I had forgotten. I
felt a thrill of returning thought. Somehow the mystery of
languages was revealed to me. I knew then that
“w—a—t—e-1” meant that wonderful cool something that
was pouring over my hand. That living word awakened my
soul and set it free.

I left the well-house eager to learn. Everything had a
name, and with each name a new idea came. As we went
back to the house everything that I touched seemed to be full
of life. That was because I saw everything with the sirange
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