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Ballad of the Bottom Dollar
BB —F ) #&™TF

Down and out himself, what could he possibly give to a needy stranger?

ameron Mounger and I have been friends since we were

teenagers . Both of us liked rock ‘n’ roll, and several years
after we left high school, Cam' became a *disc jockey?.

[2] Recently he told me the story about the day he *was
down to® his last dollar. Tt was the day his luck—and his life—
changed.

(3] In the early 1970s, Cam was an announcer and disc jockey
at KYAL in McKinney, Texas, and had attained celebrity* status.
He met many country-music stars, and he enjoyed flying to
Nashville in the company plane with the owner.

(4] One night Cam was in Nashville for an evening at the
*Grand Ole Opry’. After the show an acquaintance invited him
backstage with all the Opry stars. “I didnit have any paper for
autographs, so I took out a dollar bill,” Cam told me. “Before
the night ended, I had virtually every Opry personality’s auto-
graph. I guarded that dollar bill and carried it with me always. 1
knew I would treasure it forever.”

(5] Then station KYAL was * put up6 for sale, and many em-
ployees found themselves without a job. Cam landed’ part-time
work at WBAP in *Fort Worth® and planned to *hang or’ to this
job long enough for a full-time position to *open up'”.

[6] The winter of 1976 — 77 was extremely cold. The
heater in Cam's old Volkswagen emitted only a hint'' of warm
air; the windshield defroster didnt work at all. Life was
hard, and Cam was broke'?. With the help of a friend who
worked at a local supermarket, he occasionally intercepted"
outdated, dumpster-bound *Tv dinners'. “This kept my wife
and me eating, but we still had no cash.”
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[7] One morning as Cam left the radio station, he saw a
young man sitting in an old yellow Dodge in the parking lot.
Cam waved to him and drove away. When he went back to
work that night, he noticed the car again, parked in the same
space. After a couplé of days, it *dawned on'> him that this
car had not moved. The fellow in it always waved cordially to
him as he came and went. What was he doing sitting in his
car for three days, in the terrible cold?

(8] Cam discovered the answer the next morning. This
time as he walked near the car, the man rolled his window
down. “He introduced himself and said he had been in his
car for days with no money or food,” Cam recalled. “He had
driven to Fort Worth from out of town to take a job. But he
arrived three days early and couldn't go to work right away .

[9] “Then, very reluctantly, he asked if he might borrow a
dollar for a snack to *get him by' until the next day, when he
would start work and get a salary advance. I didrit have a dollar to
lend him; I barely had gas to get home. I explained my situation
and walked to my car, wishing I could have helped him.”

[10] Then Cam remembered his Grand Ole Opry dollar.

He wrestled'” with his conscience a minute or two, pulled his

wallet out and studied the bill. Then he walked back to the
man and gave him his bottom dollar. “Somebody has written
all over this,” the man said, but he didn’t notice that the
writing was dozens of autographs. He took the bill .

[11] “That very morning when I was back home trying
not to think about what I had done, things began to happen, ”
Cam told me. The phone rang; a recording studio wanted him
to do a commercial that paid $500. It sounded like a million.
Cam hurried to Dallas'® and did the spot’®, and in the next
few days more opportunities came to him out of nowhere.
“Good things kept coming steadily,” said Cam, “and soon I
was back *on my feet®.”

(12] The rest, as they say, is history. Things improved
dramatically for Cam. His wife had a baby. Cam opened a
successful auto-body shop and built a home in the country .
And it all started that morning in the parking lot, when he
parted with his bottom dollar.

[(13] Gﬂmonneversawthermnintheoldyellow'Dodgeagain.
But whether the guy was a beggar or an angel doesn't matter.

(14] Cam was tested that cold moming—and he passed. m
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The Romance of a Busy Broker
AR HE G ERT T &

P itcher had worked for many years in the office of Harvey
Maxwell, the stockbroker. Pitcher was a quiet man. He
didn't usually let his face show his feelings. But this morning
he looked surprised—and very interested. Harvey Maxwell
had arrived energetically? as usual at 9:30. But this morning,
the young lady who was his secretary had arrived with him.
Pitcher watched them with interest. Harvey Maxwell didnt
pay attention to Pitcher. He said only a quick “Good mormn-
ing”, and ran to his desk. He dug energetically into the
mountain of letters and telegrams that waited for him.

(2] The young lady had been the stockbroker's secretary
for a year. She was beautiful, and she dressed simply. Un-
like some secretaries, she never wore cheap glass jewelry.
Her dress was grey and plain, but it fitted her body nicely.
With it she wore a small black hat with a green-gold flower at
the side. This moming her face shone with happiness. Her
eyes were bright, her face a soft pink.

[3] Pitcher, still interested, noticed that she acted dif-
ferently this moming. Usually she walked straight inside to
her own desk. But this moming she stayed in the outside of-
fice. She walked over near Maxwell’s desk. Maxwell didn't
seem to be a man anymore. He had changed into a busy New
York stockbroker. He'd become a machine of many moving
parts.

(4] “Well—what is it? Is anything wrong?” Maxwell
asked his secretary. He wasn't looking at her. His eyes were
on his mail. Letters and telegrams lay on his desk like snow.

(5] “Its nothing,” she said softly. She moved away with
a little smile. “Mr. Pitcher,” she said, coming over to him,
“did Mr. Maxwell ask you to hire another secretary yester-
day?”

(6] “Yes, he did,” answered Pitcher. “He told me to
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get another one. I asked the secretarial school to *send over’
a few this morning. But i's 9:45, and no one has come yet.”

[7] “I will do the work as usual, then,” said the young
lady, “until someone comes to fill the place.” And she went
to her desk at once. She hung up the black hat with the
green-gold flower in its usual place.

(8] Harvey Maxwell was always a busy stockbroker, but
today he was even busier than usual. The ticker* tape ma-
chine began to throw out tape. The desk telephone began to
ring. Men crowded into the office, *buying and selling, cry-
ing and yelling’. Boys ran in and out with telegrams. Even
Pitcher's face looked more alive. Maxwell pushed his chair a-
gainst the wall. He ran energetically from ticker tape to tele-
phone, jumping like a dancer.

[9] In the middle of all this action and yelling, the
stockbroker realized that someone new had arrived. He first
saw a high mountain of golden hair under a large round hat.
Then he noticed some large glass jewelry. Underneath all this
was a young lady. Pitcher saw that Maxwell didn’t know who
she was. He came forward to explain. “Here is the lady from
the secretarial school,” Pitcher said to Maxwell. “She came
for the job.”

[10] Maxwell turmed around with his hands full of papers
and ticker tape. “What job?” he yelled. His face looked an-
gry.

[11] “The secretarial job,” Pitcher said quietly. “You
told me yesterday to call the school. I asked them to send one
over this morning.”

[12] “You're *losing your mind®, Pitcher! *Why would 1
tell you a thing like that?” Miss Leslie has worked well for a
whole year here. The job is hers while she wants to stay.
There is no job here, Madam! Tell the secretarial school,
Pitcher. Don't bring any more of them in here!”

[13] The lady turned to leave. Her hat almost hit Pitcher
in the eye as she angrily walked past him out of the office.
Pitcher thought to himself that Maxwell was getting more for-
getful every day.

[14] The office became busier and busier. Orders to buy
and sell came and went like birds flying. Maxwell was worried
about his own stocks, too, and worked faster and harder.
This was the stock market, the world of money. There was no
room in _it for the world of human feelings or the world of

3. iR, EONIRE; R, ERICRA .

4. (ko] HHRMILCHIRB ASHENE 5. SHAGIE, MERIE, RARIEBEORE .

RTHHT L) X BB RN A 6. EiE BN AREE AR,

ARk, RIFBBHINERS
REFFEILAAR, BES AT+
BT, AR AR
(A, BB ERIETAE, " E5/)
SHVLE, “E B AR AN AN B i
SLERER MR TP AR . MEIBAR TR & R
SEEORETEEREHESBY .

(8Jva 4t - 22 7 7 5 /R K T R L AT
MBRELH, MSREELTHEEL,
AR PLIT il th K. HAR B
R T . AT AE, KK E
BB B R E o N AT] B B 3 B
Hio KUMBBEEREFEKT. &
R RICAL AR FIE RIS A, 3k
T2 H I B SR YL B IELI % 1 —
7 SEFR TSI

(OTEXIE R 2, X AL
ERA—PHABIR, hEEED—T
KEAEFRTHRRESHRMLMGE L,
BEMTEE WA MBS, &
A ZXEARTR T ROER/NME. thfg
RERFIHFHRIFA B R, fhE
IERARREE . X /A SR B B R K
Yo" HERIXE 2 SE T R UL, s R T
{301

(1I0)ERTHFH/RTFLEEFHILEKAM
B LRk a7 KER),
RIEF,

(L) 8 THEvE.” L AT e i i,
“PREER LRGBS FBITHIE, RiFMAIIS
REBR— Lt k.”

(2)“Lb 1, FMIBR T! REALLRE
PRIEIXFE B IR SERTFT/METEX LI
TR —ET, REMEE, X
BEREMY., T+, XJLBETE! W
1, HEVFRBER A% AR LKL

(BIXL+HERET ., Yk
R L1 5 355 A S0, i i F
ZEILREEI L AR BE . LIRS B AR R
ERNFER—RE—REHREET,

() I AR EH I R, T
IR S — Bt . ERTE
RUHOEHSWIRE, TETE8RR
hRoBREHE. SEMENYS. R
B 5o 763X B AR IRE T R 5 B AR
7. AP would KR BBES, FH A
BEZE. BN 2BEXHRRHR?"
B E, MBI T .

7 e



14 \
7\ B

=i

nature .

[15] Near lunchtime, everything quieted down. Maxwell
stood by his desk with his hands full of telegrams. His pen
was behind his ear. His hair stood up on his head. Suddenly
through the open window came a smell of flowers, like the
thin breath of spring. Maxwell stood still. This was Miss
Leslies smell, her own and only hers. The smell seemed to
bring her before him. The world of the stock market disap-
peared. And Miss Leslie was in the next room—only twenty
steps away .

[16] “Tll do it now,” said Maxwell softly. “Tll ask her
now. Why didn't I do it long ago?”

(17] He ran into her office. He jumped towards her
desk. She looked up at him with a smile. Her face turned a
soft pink. Her eyes were kind. Maxwell put his hands on her
desk. They were still full of papers.

(18] “Miss Leslie,” he said, hurrying, “I only have a
moment to talk. [ want to say something important in that mo-
ment: Will you be my wife? I haven't had time to show you,
but I really do love you. Speak quickly please—there’s the
telephone. ”

[19] “Why—what are you talking about?” cried the
young lady. She stood up and looked at him strangely.

(20] “Don't you understand?” Maxwell asked quickly,
looking back at the phone on his desk. “I want you to marry
me. Ive *stolen this moment® to ask you, now, while things
have quieted down a little. *Take the telephone’®, Pitcher!”
he yelled. “Will you, Miss Leslie?” he added softly.

[21] The secretary acted very strange. At first she
seemed surprised. Then she began to cry. But then she
smiled through her tears *like the sun through rain'®. She put
her arm around the stockbrokers neck. “I know now,” she
said. “*Its this business that put it out of your head.!' I was
afraid, at first. But don’t you remember, Harvey? We were
married last evening at 8:00, in the little church around the
corner. ” ]
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THAT TRHERE DOG OF MINE
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M acquarie the shearer had met with an accident. To tell

the truth, he had been in a * drunken row at a wayside
shanty?, from which he had escaped with three fractured ribs,
a cracked head, and various minor abrasions®. His dog, Tal-
ly, had been a sober* but savage participator in the drunken
row, and had escaped with a broken leg. Macquarie after-
wards shouldered his swag and staggered and struggled along
the track *ten miles to the Union Town hospital’. Lord knows
how he did it. He didn't exactly know himself. Tally limped
behind all the way, on three legs.
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[2] The doctors examined the man's injuries and were
surprised at his endurance. *Even doctors are surprised
sometimes—though they don't always show it®. Of course they
would take him in, but they objected to Tally. Dogs were not
allowed *on the premises’.

“You will have to tum that dog out,” they said to the
shearer, as he sat on the edge of a bed.

Macquarie said nothing.

“We cannot allow dogs about the place, my man, said
the doctor in a louder tone, thinking the man was deaf.

“Tie him up in the yard then.”

“No. He must go out. Dogs are not permitted on the
grounds.”

Macquarie rose slowly to his feet, shut his agony® behind
his set teeth, painfully buttoned his shirt over his hairy chest,
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took up his waistcoat, and staggered to the comer where the
swag lay. :

“What are you going to do?” they asked.

“You ain't going to let my dog stop?”

“No. Its against the rules. There are no dogs allowed on
the premises.”

He stooped and lified his swag, but the pain was too
great, and he leaned back against the wall.

(3] “*Come, come now! Man alive!®” exclaimed the
doctor, impatiently. “You must be mad. You know you are
not in a fit state to go out. Let the wardsman help you to un-
dress.”

“No!” said Macquarie, “No. If you won't take my dog
in you don't take me. He's got a broken leg and wants fixing
up just—just as much as— as I do. If I'm good enough to
come in, he’s good enough—and-—and better.”

[4] He paused a while, breathing painfully, and then
went on.

“That—that there old dog of mine has follered® me
faithful and true, these twelve long hard and hungry years.
Hes about—about the only thing that never cared whether I
lived or fell and rotted on the cursed track.”

[5] He rested again, then he continued: “That—that
there dog *was pupped" on the track,” he said, with a sad
sort of smile. “I carried him for months in a billy'?, and af-
terwards on my swag when he knocked up. ... And the old
slut® —his mother—she’d foller along quite contented—and
sniff the billy now and again—just to see if he was all right.
... She follered me for years. She follered me till she was
blind—and for a year after. She follered me till she could
crawl along through the dust no longer, and—and then I
killed her, because I couldn't leave her behind alive!”

[6] He rested again.
“And this here old dog,” he continued, touching Tally’s
upturned nose with his knotted fingers, “this here old dog has
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follered me for—for ten years; through floods and droughts,
through fair'* times and—and hard—mostly hard; and kept
me from going mad when I had no mate nor money on the
lonely track; and watched over me for weeks when I was
drunk—drugged and poisoned at the cursed shanties; and
saved my life more'n once, and got kicks and curses very of-
ten for thanks; and forgave me for it all; and—and fought for
me. He was the only living thing that *stood up for’® me a-
gainst that crawling push'® of curs'” when they *set onter'® me
at the shanty back yonder'®—and he left his mark on some of
‘e’ too; and—and so did 1.”

) &

"N‘

[7] He took another spell2l )

Then he drew in his breath, shut his teeth hard, shoul-
dered his swag, stepped into the doorway, and faced round a-

%':") )
e

gain.

The dog limped out of the corner and looked up anxious-
ly.

“That there dog,” said Macquarie to the hospital staff in
general, “is a better dog than I'm a man—or you loo, it
scems—and a better Christian. He's been a better mate to me
than I ever was to any man——or any man to me. He's watched
over me; kep™ me from getting robbed many a time; fought
for me; saved my life and took drunken kicks and curses for
thanks—and forgave me. He's been a true, straight, honest,
and faithful mate to me—and I airit going to desert him now.
I ain't going to kick him out in the road with a broken leg.
I—Oh, my back!”

" [8] He groaned and lurched forward, but they caught
him, slipped off the swag, and laid him on a bed.

Half an hour later the shearer was comfortably fixed up.
“Where's my dog?” he asked, when he came to himself.

“Oh, the dogs all right,” said the nurse, rather impa-
tiently. “Don't bother. The doctor’s setting his leg out in the
yard . 7 »
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Spring Thaw'

EZR %

By Robert Klose
WAty

| It was just an old apple tree, but in winterbound Maine’ it fostered community. #FRE—BHEHER

B EERFLEERRNARM, TR T HER,

E very April I am beset® by the same concern—that spring

might not occur this year. The landscape looks forsak-
en*, with hills, sky and forest forming a single gray meld,
like the wash® an artist paints on a canvas® before the master-
work. My spirits ebb’, as they did during an April snowfall
when [ first came to Maine 15 years ago. “Just wait,” a
neighbor counseled, “Youll wake up one moming and spring
will just be here.”

[2] And 16®, on May 3 that year I awoke to a green so
startling as to be almost electric’, as if spring were simply a
matter of flipping a switch. Hills, sky and forest revealed
their purples, blues and greens. Leaves had unfurled!®,
goldfinches'' had arrived at the feeder and daffodils'? were
fighting their way heavenward.

(3] Then there was the old apple tree. It sits on an un-
developed™ lot in my neighborhood. It belongs to no one and
therefore to everyone. The tree’s dark, twisted branches
sprawl in unpruned'* abandon. Each spring it blossoms so
profusely that the air becomes saturated'® with the aroma'® of
apple. When I drive by with my windows rolled down, it
gives me the feeling of moving in another element, like a kid
on a water slide!” .

(4] Until last year, I thought I was the only one aware of
this tree. And then one day, in a fit of spring madness, I set
out with pruner® and lopper’® to remove a few errant®
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branches. No sooner had I amrived under its boughs®' than
neighbors opened their windows and stepped onto their porch-
es”. These were people I barely knew and seldom spoke to,
but it was as if I had come unbidden® into their personal gar-
dens.

[5] My mobile-home* neighbor was the first to speak .
“You're not going to cut it down, are you?” she asked anx-
iously. Another neighbor winced as I lopped off a branch.
“Don't kill it, now,” he cautioned.

(6] Soon half the neighborhood had joined me under the
apple arbor® . It struck me that I had lived there for five years
and only now was leaming these people’s names, what they
did for a living and how they passed the winter. It was as if
the old apple tree were gathering us under its boughs for the
dual purpose of acquaintanceship and shared wonder. I
couldn’t help recalling *Robert Frosts® words:

The trees that have it in their pent-up” buds
To darken nature and be summer woods—

[7] One thaw led to another. Just *the other day28 I saw
one of my neighbors at the local store. He remarked how this
recent winter had been especially long and lamented not having
seen or spoken at length to anyone in our neighborhood. And
then, recouping29 his thoughts, he looked at me and said,

“We need to prune that apple tree again.” .
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All happy families are like one another , each unhappy family is unhappy in its own way .

HAEFRAFRAT SR AEIAREGRRES AL B RE,

— Leo Tolstoy
— AR -FERERREAER)

It is not easy to find happiness in ourselves and it is not possible to find it elsewhere .

—Agnes Repplier

REAMALE ERANFBARED G, MR AR RS RIFBER TS, —BRFE(ZERR)
Dost thou love life? Then do not squander time ; for that's the staff life is made of .

FRREAEGD? B2, AR Fotia; BAH L2 dotammed.,

— Benjamin Franklin
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It requires a very unusual mind to undertake the analysis of the obvious .
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—Alfred North Whitehead
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The Model Millionaire
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H ughie Erskine was a very good-looking young man. He

was liked and admired by both men and women. He
never said an unkind word about anyone. But he was not very
clever, and never had any money. He was always changing
his job and had tried everything. At one time he had worked
on the *Stock Exchange?, which lasted for six months. He
had been a tea merchant’ for a little longer than that, but soon
got tired of selling tea. Then he tried selling sherry* instead,
but again he failed. At last he gave up trying to work, and
lived on two hundred pounds a year, given to him by an old
aunt.

[2] Now, he was in love with a girl called Laura Merton,
who was the daughter of a retired colonel®. Laura loved him
very much, and together they made a handsome couple. Of
course neither of them had any money. The Colonel, although
he liked Hughie, would not allow them to get married.

[3] “Come to me, my boy, when you have got ten thou-
sand pounds of your own, and we will see about it,” he used
to say. Poor Hughie! He was very miserable.

[4] One moming, on his way to see Laura, Hughie
called in to see a friend of his who lived quite near. His
friends name was Alan Trevor, and Trevor was a painter. He
was a strange man, with a red beard. However, he was a very
clever artist, and many people bought his paintings.

[5] When Hughie came in, he found Trevor finishing the
full-size® picture of a beggar-man. The beggar himself was
standing on a raised platform in a comer of the room. He was

an old man, bent and wrinkled’ with a pitiful look on his
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face. Over his shoulder he had a ragged brown coat, all torn
and dirty. His thick boots were patched and well womn, and
with one hand he leant on a rough stick. In the other hand he
held out a hat for money.

[6] “What a wonderful model!” whispered Hughie, as
he shook hands with his friend.

“A wonderful model?” shouted Trevor at the top of his
voice. “I should think so! You won't meet a beggar like him
every day!”

“Poor old man!” said Hughie. “How miserable he
looks. ”

“Of course,” replied Trevor. “You don't want a beggar
to look happy, do you?”

“How much does a model get for sitting?” asked
Hughie.

“Ten pence an hour.”

“And how much do you get for your picture, Alan?”

“Oh, for this I get two thousand pounds!”

“Well, I think the model should get some part of that,”
cried Hughie, laughing. “Hes working quite as hard as
you.”

“Nonsense, nonsense. Why, look at all the trouble of
putting on the paint, and standing up all day. It's not easy
work I can tell you. Now do stop talking. I'm very busy.
Smoke a cigarette and keep quiet.”

(7] After some time a servant came to tell Trevor that the
frame-maker wanted to speak to him.

(8] “Don't go away, Hughie,” he said, as he went out.
“Tll be back in a moment.”

[9] The old beggar-man sat down on a wooden seat that
was behind him. He looked so lonely and sad that Hughie
could not help feeling sorry for him. He felt in his pockets to
see what money he had. All he could find was a sovereign®.

[10] “Poor man,” he thought, “he needs it more than I
do,” and he walked across the room and slipped the sovereign
into the beggar's hand.

[11] The old man jumped, and a faint smile crossed his
Lips.

[12] “Thank you, sir,” he said, “thank you.”

[13] Then Trevor arrived, and Hughie said goodbye and
left, feeling a little silly at what he had done.

[14] That night he went to the Palette Club at about
eleven oclock, and found Trevor having a drink by himself.

[15] “Well, Alan, did you get the picture finished all
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right?” he asked, as he lit a cigarette .

“Finished and framed, my boy,” answered Trevor,
“and you might like to know that the old model you saw likes
you very much. I had to tell him all about you, who you are,
where you live, how much you eam, what you are going to do
in the future—"

“My dear Alan,” cried Hughie, “I shall probably find
him at home waiting for me. But of course you are only jok-
ing. Poor old thing! I wish I could do something for him. I
think its dreadful that anyone should be so miserable. I have
got heaps of old clothes at home—do you think he would like
any of them? Why, his rags were falling to bits.”

“But he looks so wonderful in them,” said Trevor. “I
wouldn't paint him in a good suit for anything. However, TlI
tell him of your offer. And now, tell me, how is Laura? The

”

old model was quite interested in her.
“You didn't talk to him about her too,” cried Hughie.
“Certainly I did. He knows all about the Colonel, the
lovely Laura and the ten thousand pounds.”
“You told that old beggar all my private business?”
cried Hughie looking very red and angry.
“My dear boy,” said Trevor smiling, “that old beggar,
as you call him, is one of the richest men in Europe. He
could buy all London tomorrow and never miss the money. He

has a house in every capital city, *eats off gold plates, and .

can prevent Russia going to war when he chooses.”

“What on earth do you mean?” cried Hughie .

“What I say,” said Trevor. “The old man you saw today
was Baron Hausberg. He is a great friend of mine, buys all
my pictures and that sort of thing. He asked me a month ago
to paint him as a beggar, and since he's paying, well I could
not refuse. And I must say I think he made a splendid mod-
el.” '

“Baron Hausberg!” cried Hughie. “Good heavens! I
gave him a sovereign!”

“Gave him a sovereign!” shouted Trevor, and he burst
into a roar of laughter.

“T think you might have told me, Alan,” said Hughie
crossly, “and not let me *make such a fool of myself'.”

“Well, to begin with, Hughie,” said Trevor, “I did not
think that you went around giving away your money in that
way. And really, when you came in I didn't know if Hausberg
would like his name mentioned.”
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