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' ‘quiet it was. before the. Frisbee attack last yearp: . e
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! and left through the"lunch hour.”” -

: you what we should do. You maneuver around past - ¢
* those boys who are shaking down the second graders for

* the milk money and on beyond the group who are de- |
" stroying themselves on that patch of ice. Then double

{ life is treated with: so little regard.
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- don’t you? Give s an extra six;months out here,”

I think it is.”

As I stated on several oééasions,
sors should receive cggnbat,_ pa
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- There is‘no other job in this world where conditions
are ‘as hazardous, the enemy so well-train, and humax; !
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JEe M}friendEs er and T used to crouch.in-a trench

 hear the vent fan-of the cafeteria to keep warm and talkc

there,

“They’re awfully quiet out"
out over a field: of children.

»] sighed looking
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©“It’s always quiet before the battle. exnémber .hovwfjj

' “How many. adults did tﬁé‘fioge‘z‘n that battle?" 4
-“Three, counting Mrs. Marshwho‘wgs; tied to a slide--

“My feét are cold and;;vet I '
“You know what they’d do toyus if we left our po

“‘Hey, the kids are regrou%ing.._lfeg me it isn’t what.
“I'm afraid so. They're lining up to play crack th
whip. You wanta go on thig.one?” ., e S
“Do-1 have to?” s = 2ot o A
“Do-it for the Gipper.” . - R Bk
“You mean little Ronnie Gipper who was airborne*
for 10 minutes and landed in a cornfield three miles
down the road?” - Sl SR A
“That’s the one.” A %
‘Wait a minute, ™I hesitated. “They’re having chick- .
en fights on the horizontal bars. This may be a trap to “‘
get us in the middle.” o e ‘
Esther held her breath. “You may be right. I'll telt
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back by the kids sailing over the bars on the swings and -

‘act like you're going for the group that’s putting eggs. |
{

on the slide, only don’t fiddle with them. Go for the
crack-the-whip line. Got it?”” - ' el

“I got it,” T said burrowing my head in my coat col- }
lar, “‘but what are you going to be doing?” =~ - !

Esther threw herself on the ground and clutched |
pathetically at my legs. “Give me a break,”” she sobbed. -
“I've only got two weeks left here before I begin library °
daty. Don’t ask me to go out there!” =P AR,
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