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The Good Fortune of Frank Rees.
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Well, there it was, He had done it: I had not. He could remzin
indefinitely here at the Cross, his own boss: my holidays would be
over in iwo days time and back I'd go to my dead-end job in Port L
Gwynfi. He had been good at Art in school; I had been better. But
there it was; he wes a commercisl artist; I washed motor-cers,

I looked over his shoulder at the design on the draswing-board.
It wes clear, simple, eye-catching, brilliant.

"Like it?" he said, frowning. L

"Yes," I said, "It's good."

PIt's a2 cartoen," he said. "I thought just three colours: black,
white and green. What do you think?"

"Looks 0.K. to me 2= it is," I said. "Who's=it for?"
"West Glomorgan Deiry Farmers' Associstion," he said.

"Whet'll it bring?" I asked, and felt & strange thrill &s I
awaited his reply. * knew I would feel envious,

"Forty guineas," he said,

"Look," I said, "I used to be keen oan Art, as you know, and was p
pretiy useful at it. But if the boss had to put 'Thomas Willisms
aud Son' on 2 truck he wouldn't trust me with the job. Here's you
& successful commercial artist. Wes there any single eveat, any
turning-point, I mean any single moment when you thought: "Well, 0.K.:
this is for me, Now I'm right.," '

He slung his peancil onto the drawing board., His frown deepened.
"NOss.," he said, "I just drifted on ... took it up when I left
school and ... just drifted on..."

He gazed out of the window.

"] was lucky," he said. "I married the right kind of women." #

He shoved his hesuds in his pockets, and his gaze became remin-
iscent, and not without sadness.

"As & matter of faet,"” he said, half to himself, "you might
heve said that wes the turning-point..., & thing that happened just
down on the Cross there... near the church..."

"What weas that?" I said.

"I*11 tell you,™ he szid. *

And this wazs his story.
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Anyone who knew Griffith's Cross st all well, could see that
Spring was going to come early that year, for no smoke troubled
the bright blue sky over Bert Meadow's Teavern, and Bert was out-
side stretching like a cat that awekes from a long slumber. 0ld
Geor.e James was shuffling nesr the door, =zud though you felt they
would both presengly be facing each other over the bar, you zlso

felt that each wes on the verge of suggesting just one ale at the
tzble out under the horse-chestnut tree. George pointed his pipe,
end shuffled some moke, znd loocked old 2nd wise and tolerant as
Julie Reed left he:r father's cottsge in a manner that clearly
suggested Szturday, and the grest flat stones overlooking ghe river
below the schood, and the sun shining at last.

Julie felt it wes good to be dive, zad fourteen, and free until-
five-o'clock when it would be time to get the tes ready, Her slim
young body was soom squeezing between two bars of the school rail-
ing, flitting ascross the deserted playground in 2 joyous short
cut, sgueezing through the back railing, snd escaping down through
the ferns and foxgloves tewards the river, gleaming below, If her
mother had been alive she would douttless have csutioned her child
sbout such 2 reckless descent of the steep slope, but Julie ran
out onto the femiliar shelf of smooth rock like = hurdler who has b
been coafronted with & mere two-foot.obstacle. She paessed the remai
remains of lest Saturday's wood fire, her face smiling and expec-—
tant ;44

But he wasn't there,..

The light reflected off the calm surface of the pool seemed
to cerry nervous smiles across her face, but her eyes were serious
now, zs& if she were suddenly faced with an unfemilisr problenm.

When the noise of her footsteps end heartbeats subsided, she lifted
her eyes quickly to the other path, which led ur to the church,

eand round the cemeiry to the main rozd, where Tom lived. Tom was
crashing up the overgrown path, head down. He disappeared over the
skyline,

She looked at the spot where he went out of sight, wondering
Why she hadn't called out to him. Her eyes fell waveringly to the
gleeming river, to the place where they usuzlly sat. Then she was
so hurt that her eyes filled with tears. She went over to the fout
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femilar objeécts, lying close togefher near the edge of the rock.
She stooped znd picked them up; then with 2 movement of infinite
weariness threw them into the wuter,

The pencil-sher_ ener and the ersser, being small and solid
sank guickly like her hope, snd were lost.
¢ The penny shimmered back and forth as if struggliag agsianst
its fate, until it too setiled in the mud of the river-bed, never
to be discovered sgain.

The small empty bottle stayed afloat, surprisingly, for it
was uncorked, and bobbed herdically towards the place where the
stream narrowed, She watched it curiously, feeling strangely
cruel. It gained speed as the current grew stronger. "Could it,"
she thought, "could it sail on and on, &nd... be found some time
on 2 sofit bank;... 2nd be used". The bottle swirled bol@y into
the repids, There was 2 tinkle 2s it struck & rock and broke.

Julie sszt, She watched the water for a X¥ong time. Then she
wept as reople weep who would give something =2ud everytning but
are not sllowed to, until long zfter she saw the bottle no mote.
She only sew the sun on the water, and Tom disappearing esgain
and agein over the skyline. She did not see the fifth object
nezr her,

She would certainly not Bave seen a source of comfort in it
anyway., Grief finds comfort and hope hard to recognise,

Near Julie was & piece of charred wood....

"Design?" Tom had said = week before, "I don't kmzx want to
win sny competitbon in design: I don't know zan)thing about
fesigni™

"But, Tom, you came second in last year's Eisteddfod."

"] didn't deserve to."

"That's only your opinion,"

"and I repest it: I didn't deserve Bto. My design was no
good."

"The adjudicators thought it wes good, and so did I. I toeld
cusie James that that high-and-mighty Frenk Rees wouldn't win it
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this year - thatyou'd turn the tables on him."

"Then you'd better tell her you've chesnged you:r mind - I'm
not entering." |

"But why, Tom? Gee, anyone who can do anything rezlly well,
should - should try to develop it, and - and... You seem to have
lost 2ll interest in art com;letely."

"] never had sny interest in art:"

"Oh, Tom, how can you say that®"

"Well, maybe I had a bit of interest. But never much enjoyment
in it."

"Eut you were so good at it, Why didn't you like ite" ’
"Oh, 1 dunno... messing about drawing... hopeless subjects,
never anything interesting, having to go over and sharpen up at |

the wastepaper beskeil just when things were beginuning to teke
shape... tryging to rub out with a dirty old rubber.,."

"Oh, Tom, here's a clean one, good quality and soft and - ™

"] don't waant -"

"And a2 pencil-sharpener, you iazy thing - "

"I tell you I don't want -"

"Now you've got no excuse: you must ente. the competition.
For me. Is there anything else you need? Have ycu pieaty of
pencilst"

"0f course I've got - "

"Paper? Have you got proper paper%"

"Yes, yes, I've got everythinmg I need to - "

"Then you'll do it? For me = "

"Everything I need except ability."

"You've got shility."

"Tts strictly limited."™

"Far more ability than Frank Rees or anyone else I know. And
he's going in for it,"

"Th2*

"Going in for it. Commercizl art."

"Huh: n

"Why don't you want toc beat him in the Eisteddfod design fou

me? Huh?" They came to tne main road snd approached Burton's
store,
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"] haven't got time. I've got no time. I haven't got paper,
for a start. Besides; drawing gives me s headszche,™

"Ypu said you'd got paperyend everything else."”

"] meant good paper. You don't wesie good paper on planning
out. I haveaA't got any rough planning paper."

"Why, Tom, anything would do for that - why, a penny note-
book would do for thati"

"I haven't got a penny".

"Why, here's 2 penny, Temi Buy one in Burton's: Now you've
got no excuse... Goodbye... See you tomorrow."

Sshe turned off towards home to get tea ready, thinking "Why
do I try to meke Tom do things, and get myself huri¥" For Tom
had slouched streight past Burton's store, homeward, thinkiag:
"Aw - girls." |

"Aw girls," s2id Tom & few days laier, For Julie hzd over-
come her hurt, and was urging him again,

"But why don't you start, Tom? You have the tiue. Why don't
you get started?"

"] dunno. I don't get auy ideas, I can't seem to think of
enything. I've got a2 headache,"

"you've only got a few days, Tom."

“pw, I can't think of a desiga."

"But it's ouly a2 matter of arrzngement, Tom. Design is only
erranging. Shuffling things up into some sort of pattern. All
the notes ale the:e wailing for & composer to tu.m them into
bezutiful masic. The wood and stone are there waiting for the
sculjtor. jou heave the bRzins to do those thiigs, Tom - not
like me. L so wish I had your ability to meke beautiful things."

"I tell you I've got no ability - at least, no creative
ability."

"Ti{'s only arraagementi”

"It's trainingi"

"It's a gifti"

"Gift my foot! It's training - knowledge!"




Jemes' yesterday evening. 1 saw Frank Rees's desiga. 1 didn't
think much of it. You can do much betteri™

ing.

in his pockets., He was w®arly.

time. Oh, hell, that's right - she sazid her father might not

let

and

{

"What sbout last yeer? You came second, "

"I'm not arguing with you. I'Té got a headache,"

“"Oh, Tom, here's & bottle of headache pills. Tzke two -"
"-2w, I don't need-"

"-Take two every theee hours! ... Tom, I dropped in at Susie

"It was prebably very gocod."
"You csn do better,'

"Aw, Juli€.e.oi”

"You can win itl"™

"I tell you for the lsst time I'm no good at it. I'm not enter-
n

"But what avout last year? You'fe entry was maryellious!"”
"It wes no goodi™

"Why do you say it was no good?"

"I segw it in a book!"™ l
NEI]".;"

"I copied iti“ h

. - - - . -

Tom sat on the flat stome, watchning the river. His hands were

"Arrangementl" said Tom, disgustedly.

Tom kicked the surfsce of the pool.

"Girlss" said Tom.

"I wonder why she's late," thought Tom. WShe's usuzlly on

— —

her come today." “
Then he said aloud: "Juliel™ H
He emptied his pockets,

He regarded the sum totesl of his worldly possessicons.

He swilled the lsst two pills down with 2 handful of water,
put the empty bottle near the other things - the eraser, the

-~ BLETOT
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rencil-sharpener,and the penny-piece,

He handled them, listlessly, splashing his foot in the water.

"Arrengement," he said., He placed the eracsep on its edge,
making it a perallelogram in two colours, He placed the pencil-
sharpener on its eand, making its silhouetite an immediztely recog-
nisable outline., His doodling beceme more purposeful now, The
penny and the bottle set on slternzte sides of the disgonal eraser
completed....

"A design!"

Tom knew it would fit into an ever-repeated square as soon as
the arrangement was made - given a smaller bottle perhaps and an
exaggereted blade to the sharpener - could see it patterned in his
mind all over the rock shelf. Four sticks were not to hend, but
there was a piece of charcoal from last Ssturday's picnic fire.

He oullined the objects in charccal, duplicated the pattern,
tripliceted it, then jumped up. He'd nave to do it now or never!

"Julie can't come."™ All right, the next time she saw nim he
would show her the entry that would win the Eisteddfod Design.

Tom crashed up the overgrown path towards the church, head

down, znd disappeared over the skyline zs Julie Reed czme upon
his forgotien worldly goods.

0ld George James and I saw Tom Harris plunge out from beside
the church that afternoon, and get struck down by Bert Mezdow's
cer, We saw him die two minutes later. We hzd to make 2z statement.
I've had to piece this story together. You take my word for it,
Tom would hzve won the Eisteddfod design thst afternocon, Fate
permitting, as sure as my name's Frank Rees., But onefellow's loss
is another's gsin, I reckon. My wife, Julie, helped me & piece the
story together, but didn't like to talk zbout it until the char-
coel had been weshed off the rocks a2 long, long time,
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