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Against the
Wall

DOC turned the key in
the lock, and the door clicked open. He
walked up the narrow stairway. It was three
Hights up to his own apartment. He passed
an old man on the stairs.
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“How is the cough, Mr. Trimble?” Doc
asked. The old man looked at Doc with
bleary eves and nodded.

“Better now, thanks to your cold tablets,
Doc,” he said.

Doc smiled and patted the man’s

shoulder. Then he went on his way up the
stairs. |

Everyone in the neighborhood called him
Doc. He had moved into the upstairs
apartment several years ago. He was a
pleasant fellow—young, tall, and quite
handsome. Doc had dark hair and dark
eyes. He had a ready laugh and a bit of an
accent.

Most everyone knew that Doc had
grown up in a small country in South
America. No one knew just when he had
come to the United States, or exactly how
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and why he had come. He was very quiet

about his past—mysterious, some would
say. He never spoke about his family, and
he had very few close friends. But he was
always willing to sit out on the front porch
of the old apartment building on a summer
night making small talk with the other
tenants.

Doc worked for Lester Chemicals, a
company that made various medicines.
That was how he came by the name of
“Doc.” He always had a ready supply of the
newest remedies.

“Backache?” the neighbors would say.
“Go see Doc. Those new pills of his will do
the trick.”

Doc went into his apartment now, apart
ment 4-G. He turned on the light and put
his briefcase on the table near the door. He

xR MR 00T £ A S AR F OISR, AAFRREN K, KN
Mo BB RIS, 165 B 3L E BB 69T 5 AR 5 & AW
EEN—FUHNN- DR RRANEEEMEERANLNIA. B, AT
BHRRE N ST(EAEMMK)", MUNTULRARKGES.,
“REMUTREHSEE, BELRRRENE AARHOEAEGR"
s AE R T WS AN R MRITIFAT, BN AXRRERTTHR
Fko



took a sdda trom the refrigerator and took
oft his white lab coat. He flicked on the
television to watch the evening news.

The screen showed a serious-faced
reporter standing in front of a burning
Jeep. People in the background were
shouting in a foreign language. There were
the pops and bangs of gunfire from afar.

Doc shook his head. I am so lucky to be
living in the United States now, he thought.
And he wondered what his life might be like
it he had not come.

He had arrived in America seven years
ago, when he was only 18. Then, people
could leave his country if they wanted to.
They could leave the heat, the mosquitoes,
and the poverty behind them. The people
there were very poor. They were poor, but
at least, at that time, they were still free.
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The DeConta family had saved its money.
When there was enough for one fare to
America, Doc, the oldest child, was chosen.
He still remembered his father’'s words.

“You're a smart boy. You'll make some-
thing of yourself. In America, you'll have a
chance. Maybe someday your sister can
join you. Maybe someday we can all go to
America! It is best you go now, son. Go
quickly.”

Maybe Mr. DeConta had known what
was coming. Maybe he knew that it his son
did not leave then, he might never leave.

So Doc came to America. He was alone,
and he was afraid. But he was lucky, too.
He found part-time work, and he went to
school. He met people who were willing to
help a bright young man who needed a
chance. By the time he was 22, he had a
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good job with Lester Chemicals. He worked
as a laboratory assistant, and he went by
the name of “Doc.” It was much easier to
say than the real first name he had carried
with him to America.

Doc shivered, although the apartment
was quite warm. The scene on television
made him think of home. It was not his own
hometown on the screen, but it might as
well have been. His own country was being
torn apart by an evil, power-hungry
government.

Most of the people from Doc’s homeland
were uneducated. The country had been an
easy- target for evil men. A cruel govern-
ment had taken over. Doc's family would
never join him in America now. They were
prisoners in their own land.
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Doc wrote letters home. He even sent
some money. He guessed, however, that
very tew of the letters made it home.

Sometimes Doc got letters from his
tamily. The letters were short and very
formal. Doc knew that someone else read
the letters before they left the country.

Doc saved his money. Now he had
enough to bring his sister, Reena, to
America to live with him. He missed Reena.
She was gentle. Things were hard, but
nothing could sour Reena on life.

“We may be poor,” Reena used to say.
“But oh, just look at that sun. Just look at
that blue sky. It is enough that we wake
each day to such a beautiful world.”

And what a wonderful laugh Reena had.
Doc smiled, remembering how he would
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make silly faces and Reena would double
over with laughter. He was, she would say,
the funniest, cleverest big brother in the
world!

Doc got up and turned the television off
angrily. He pushed the button so hard the
television almost fell from its stand. These
were just the kind of memories he tried to
avoid. Reena could not come to America.
A country that would not allow a letter to
leave unread would certainly not allow a
citizen to leave at all. Doc worried about his
family, but there was little he could do. So,
he worked hard at forgetting the past.

Doc had a good life now. He had an
interesting job. Lester Chemicals was a fine
company. Their products helped people.
Doc had learned a lot about the over-the-
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counter remedies they made. He would
never have a chance at the education it
would take to become a real doctor. But
he could give advice to his neighbors, along
with some samples of nonprescription pills
they might not otherwise be able to attord.

Doc pitched on the company softball team
on Saturdays. He hung out with a few of
the guys after work on Fridays. All and all
he did a pretty good job of thinking of
himself as an American. He liked the small,
northern city he lived in. The damp, cool
weather was so different from home. And
the less that reminded him of the past, the
better!

Doc was 25 and an American now. He
felt as if his life had really started when he
came to the United States. Everything had
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been fine for seven years. Doc lived in the
present—not the past. That was the way it
was until Lester Chemicals got the govern-
ment contract. And then Doc’s past came
around to haunt him.

Lester Chemicals had
always developed and manufactured
medicines. They made nonprescription,
over-the-counter remedies for colds, flu,
and backache. Their labs were highly
thought of across the country. Their
products were good, their scientists
well-paid.

But times were hard. New competing
companies seemed to spring up every day.
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Lester Chemicals needed to expand in
order to keep up its profits.

The government needed a private lab to
produce a new chemical. This chemical was
powerful. When released in the air it would
react with any water sources within 500
miles. The chemical would speed up the
evaporation process. Enough of it could dry
up rivers, lakes, ponds, and reservoirs.

Used properly, the chemical could
control floods and save lives during storms.
But it could also be deadly if it were used
to dry up necessary water supplies.
Released in the wrong place, it could cause
an immediate and total drought.

The people who ran Lester Chemicals
thought long and hard before bidding on
the contract to produce the chemical. It
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would mean a new direction for the

company. But without the contract, they
might begin to suffer business losses. So,
Lester decided to work for the government.

“What do you think of it all, Julia?” Doc
asked the young woman sitting across from
him in the coftee shop. “Should the
company have taken the contract?”

Julia Ward was a scientist for the
company. She hardly looked old enough for
such complicated work. She was tall and
slim with light hair that hung straight to her
shoulders. And she was a very bright young
womman who had come to work for Lester
right out of college.

Doc had trouble keeping his eyes off of
her right from the start. He watched her
closely in the lab they worked in, and tound
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himself forgetting to do the simplest things.
He looked for excuses to work near her. He
remembered every word she said, every
smile she sent his way. He finally gathered
the nerve to ask her for a date, and was
amazed when she accepted.

Now they saw each other regularly. Julia
was taken with Doc’s dark, good looks, and
the hint of mystery about his past. It made
him seem all the more romantic. As time
went by, Doc told Julia more about that
past than he had ever told anyone else.

“We were so poor, Julia. I remember
playing in the dusty road and daydreaming
that there might be meat on the table at
dinner. But I remember festivals, too. 1
remember bright colors and music, and
lots of laughter.”
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