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THE SNOWS OF KILIMANJARO

‘The marvellous thing is that it’s painless,” he said. “That’s
how you know when it starts)

‘Is it really?

‘Absolutely. I'm awfully sorry about the odour,
though. Thar must bother you,

‘Don’t! Please don't”

‘Look at them,’ he said. ‘Now is it sight or is it scent
that brings them like chat?”

The cot the man lay on was in the wide shade of a
mimosa tree and as he looked out past the shade on to
the glare of the plain there were three of the big birds
syuarred obscenely, while in the sky a dozen more sailed,
making quick-moving shadows as they passed.

‘They've been there since the day the rmuck broke
down,” he said. “Today's the first time any have lit on the
around, I watched the way they sailed very carefully ac
first in case I ever wanted to use them in a story. That's
funny now’

‘T wish you wouldn't,’ she said.

T'm only talking,’ he said. ‘It's much easier if I ralk.
Bur I don't want to bother you!’



128 THE SNOWS OF KILIMANJARD

You know it doesn’t bother me,’ she said. “It’s chat
T've gotten so very nervous not being able to do anything,
1 think we might make it as easy as we can until the plane
COITHES.

‘Or unnl the plane doesn't come.”

‘Please tell me whar 1 can do. There must be
something T can do’

“You can take the leg off and that might stop it,
though I doubt it. Or you can shoot me. You're a good
shot now, 1 taught vou ro shoot, dido't 12

‘Please don't talk that way. Couldn't I read to you?”
‘Read whar?*

‘Anything in the book bag that we haven't read”

T can’t listen toit,” he said. “Talking is the easiest. We
quarrel and that makes the time pass/

‘I don’t quarrel. I never want to quarrel. Let’s not
quarrel any more. No matrer how nervous we get.
Maybe they will be back with another truck today. Maybe
the plane will come.’

‘[ don't want to move,” the man said. “There is no
sense in moving now except to make it easier for you.'

“That's cowardly”

*Can’t you let a man die as comfortably as he can
withour calling him names? What's the use of slanging
me?’

You're not going o die

‘Don’t be silly. 'm dying now. Ask those bastards.
He looked over to where the huge, filthy birds sat, their
naked heads sunk in the hunched feathers. A fourth planed
down to run quick-legged and then waddle slowly
toward the others.
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“They are around every camp. You never notice
them. You can’t die if vou don't give up.’

“Where did you read thar? You're such a bloody
foinl.”

“You might think about someone else’

‘For Christ’s sake,’ he said, “That’s been my trade’

He lay then and was quiet for a while and looked
across the heat shimmer of the plain to the edge of the
bush, There were a few Tommies that showed minute
and white against the yellow and, far off, he saw a herd
of zebra, white against the green of the bush. This was
a pleasant camp under big trees against a hill, with good
water, and, close by, a nearly dry water hole where sand
ATOHISE ﬂ.igh‘md in th' mnrningﬁ

“Wouldn't you like me to read?’ she asked. She was
sirting on a canvas chair beside his cot. “There’s a breeze
coming up.’

‘Mo thanks.

‘Maybe the truck will come.”

‘l don't give a damn about the truck”

I do’

“You give a damn about so many things that Tdon't”

‘Not so many, Harry’

“Whar abourt a donk?’

‘It's supposed to be bad for you. It said in Black’s
-y avoid all alcohol. You shouldn't dank.”

‘Molo!" he shoured.

“Yes, Bwana.

‘Bring whisky-soda.’

Yes, Bwana.’

“You shouldn’t,” she said. “That's what 1 mean by
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giving up. It says it's bad for you. T know it’s bad for you”

‘No,' he said, ‘It’s good for me.

S0 now it was all over, he thought. So now he
would never have a chance to finish it. 5o this was the
way it ended in a bickering over a drink. Since the
gangrene started in his right leg he had no pain and with
the pain the horror had gone and all he felt now was a
great tiredness and anger that this was the end of it. For
this, that now was coming, he had very linle cunosity.
For years it had obsessed him; but now it meant nothing
in itself, Tt was strange how casy being tired enough made
it

Now he would never write the things thar he had
saved to write untl he knew enough to write them well.
Well, he would not have to fail at trying to write them
either, Maybe you could never write them, and that was
why you put them off and delayed the starting. Well, he
would never know, now.

T wish we'd never come,” the woman said. She was
looking at him holding the plass and binng her lip. “You
never would have gotten anything like this in Paris. You
always said you loved Paris. We could have stayed in
Paris or gone anywhere. I'd have gone anywhere. I said
I'd go anywhere you wanted. If you wanted to shoo
we could have gone shooting in Hungary and been
comfortable.

Your bloody money,” he said.

“That’s not fair,’ she said. ‘It was always yours as
much as mine. [ lefr everyrhing and I went wherever y
wanted to go and I've done what you wanted to d
But T wish we'd never come here)
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“You said you loved it

T did when you were all right. But now I hate it. 1
don't see why that had to happen to your leg, What have
we done to have that happen to us?’

‘I suppose what 1 did was to forget to put iodine
on it when [ first scratched it. Then I didn’t pay any
attention to ir because I never infect. Then, later, whenir
pot bad, it was probably using that weak carbolic solution
when the other antiseptics ran out that paralysed rhe
minute blood vessels and started the gangrene.” He
looked at her, Whar else?”

‘I don't mean that

. “If we could have hired a good mechanic instead
of a half-baked kikuyu driver, he would have checked
the oil and never buened out that bearing in the ruck.’

‘T don't mean that.”

‘If you hadn’t left your own people, your
coddamned Old Westbury, Saratoga, Palm Peach people
w take me on -’

“Why, 1 loved you. That's not fair. 1 love you now
I'll always love you. Don't you love me?’

“No.” said the man. ‘I don't think so. I never have.

‘Harry, what are you saying? You're out of your
head.”

‘No. I haven’t any head to go out of”

‘Don’t drink that, she said. ‘Darling, please don't
drink that. We have to do everything we can.’

“You da it,” he said. T'm dred.

Now in bis mind be saw a railwgy station at Karagatch
andl he was standing with his pack and that was the headlight of



132 THE SNOWS OF KILIMANIARD

the Simpplon-Ortent cutting the dark now and he was leaving Thrace
then after the retreat. That was one of the things be had saved fo
write, with, in the morning at breakfast, looking out the window
and seeing smow on the mowntains in Bulgaria and Nansen s
Secretary avking the old man if it were snow and the old man
lookine at it and saying, No, that’ not smow It too early for
enane. And the Secretary repeating to the other girls, No, you see.
12% not snow and them all saying, 11 ot snow;, we were mistaken.
Buit it was the snow all right and be sent them on into it when be
exoived the excchange of papulations. And it was swaw they tramped
along in tntif they died that winter.

It was swow too that fell all Christoas week that year up in
the Ganertal, that year they lived in the woodcutter’s house with
the big square porcelain stove that filled balf the room, and they
shept on mattresses filled wich beech leaves, the fime the deserter
came with his feet bloody in the smow. He said the police were right
bebind hime and they gave him woollen socks and beld the gendarmes
falking wnmiil the tracks had drified over.

In Schrung, on Clristmas day, the snow was jo bright it
hurt your eyes when you looked out from the weinstube and saw
everyone coming bome from church, That was nhere they walked
up the sleigh-smoothed wrine-yellowed road along the river with the
steep pine bifls, skis beary on the shoulder, and where they ran that
great min down the glacier above the Madiener-bans, the srow as
smooth to see ar cake frosting and ai lpht ar powder and be
rememibered the nofseless rush the speed made as you dropped doun
fike a bird.

They were swoun-bosund a week in the Madlener-hans that
time in the biigzard playing cards in the smoke by the lantern
light and the stakes were higher all the time as Herr Lent lost
more, Finally be lost it all. Everything, the skischule money and
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all the season’s projit and then his capital. He coutd see him with
bis long mose, picking up the cards and then opening, 'Sans 1oir’
There was always gambling then. When there was no snow you
samibled and when there was too much you gambled. He thought
of all the time in his lifre be bad spent gambling.

But he had never written a fine of that, nor of that cold,
Ligaht Christmas day with the mosntains showing across the plain
thet Johnson had fioun across the lines to bomb the Ausirian
afficers” leave train, machine-gunning them as they scattered and
ran, He remembered Jobuson afterwards coming into the mess and
sharting to tell about it. And bow quet it got and then somebody
saying, * You bioody murderons bastard!"

Those were the same Ausirtans they killed then that be
chied with later. No, not the same. Hans, thar be skied with alf
that year, had been in the Kaiser-Jigers and when they went bunting
fiares together up the little valley above the saw-mill they had talked
off the fighting on Passibio and off the attack on Pertica and Asalone
and be had never writien a word of that. Nor of Monte Corno,
war the Siete Compn, nor of Arsieds,

How meany winters bad be lived in the Voralberg and the
Arlberg ? It wat four and then be remembered the man who had
the fox fo seld when they bad walked into Bludensg; that time to
bugy presents, and the cherry-pip taste of good kirsch, the fast-slipping
riishy of running powder-sinow on crust, singing ‘Hil Ho! said
Roily!" as you run down the last stretch to the steel drop, taking it
itraight, then running the orchard in three turns and ouf across
the ditch and on to the icy road behind the inn. Knocking your
bindings loase, kicking the ikis free and leaning them up against
she wooden wall of the inn, the lamplipht coming from the windos,
wlere inside, in the smoky, new-wine smeliing warmith, they were
playing the aariion,
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Whete did we stay in Paris?’ he asked the woman
who was sitting by him in a canvas chair, now, in Africa.

‘At the Crillon. You know that.'

“Why do I know that?’

“That’s where we always stayed.”

‘No. Mot always)

“T'here and at the Pavilion Henri-Quatre in St
Germain. You said you loved it there.

‘Love is a dunghill,’ said Harry. ‘And I'm the cock
that gets on it to crow’

“If you have to go away,’ she said, s it absolutely
necessary to kill off everything you leave behind? I mean
do you have to take away everything? Do you have to
kill your horse and your wife and burn your saddle and
your armour?”

“Yes, he said. “Your damned money was my armout.
My Swift and my Armour’

‘Don't’

‘All right. I'll stop that. T don’t want to hurt you.'

‘1¢'s a litdle bit late now.’

‘All right then. Pl go on hurting you. It's more
amusing. The only thing 1 ever really liked to do with
you I can’t do now)

‘No, that's not true. You liked to do many things
and everything vou wanted to do 1 did”

‘Oh, for Christ sake stop bragging, will your

He looked at her and saw her crying,

“Listen,” he said. ‘Do you think that it is fun to
this? I don't know why I’'m doing it. I¢’s trying to kill
keep yourself alive, I imagine. I was all right when
starred talking, I didn’t mean to start this, and now I
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crazy as a coot and being as cruel o you as I can be.
Don't pay any artention, darling, to what I say. 1 lave
vou, really. You know I love you. I've never loved anyone
¢lse the way I love you,

He slipped into the familiar lic he made his bread
and burter by.

You're sweet to me.

“You bitch,” he said. “You rich bitch. That’s poerry.
I'm Full of poetry now. Rot and poetry. Roten poetry.”

“Stop it. Harry, why do you have to turn into a
devil now?’

‘I don't like to leave anything,’ the man said. T don't
like to leave things behind!

It was evening now and he had been asleep. The
sun was gone behind the hill and there was a shadow all
across the plain and the small animals were feeding close
to camyp; quick deopping heads and switching tails, he
watched them keeping well out away from the bush
now, The birds no longer waited on the ground. They
were all perched heavily in a tree. There were many more
of them. His personal boy was sitang by the bed.

‘Memsahib’s gone to shoot,’ the boy said. ‘Does
Bwana want?

‘Nothing,

She had gone to kill a piece of mear and, knowing
how he liked to warch the game, she had gone well away
<t she would not disturb this little pocket of the plain
that he could see. She was always thoughtful, he thought.
(O anything she knew about, ot had read, or that she
had ever heard.

Tt was not her fault that when he went 10 her he
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wag already over. How could a woman know that you
meant nothing that you said; that you spoke only from
habirt and to be comfortable? After he no longer meant
what he said, his lies were more successful with women
than when he had told them the truth.

It was not so much that he lied as that there was no
truth 1o tell. He had had his life and it was over and then
he went on living ir again wirth different people and more
money, with the best of the same places, and some new
ONes.

You kept from thinking and it was all marvellous,
You were equipped with good insides so thar you did
not go to pieces that way, the way most of them had,
and you made an atatude that you cared nothing for the
work you used to do, now that you could no longer do
it, But, in yourself, you said that you would write about
these people; about the very rich; thar you were really
not of them but a spy in their country, that you would
leave ir and write of it and for once it would be written
by someone who knew what he was wnting of. But he
would never do it, because cach day of not writing, of
comfort, of being that which he despised, dulled his
abiliry and softened his will to work so thar, finally, he
did no waork at all, The people he knew now were all
much more comfortable when he did not work, Africa
was where he had been happiest in the good ume of his
life, s0 he had come out here to start again. They had
made this safan with the minimum of comfort. There
was no hardship; but there was no luxury and he had
thought that he could get back into training thar way.
That in some way he could work the fat off his soul the
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way a fighter went into the mountains to work and train
in order to burn it out of his body.

She had liked ir. She said she loved it. She loved
anvthing that was exciting, that involved a change of
scene, where there were new people and where things
were pleasant. And he had felt the illusion of rerurning
srrength of will to work. Now if this was how it ended,
and he knew it was, he must not turn like some snake
biting itself because its back was broken. It wasn't this
woman's fault. If it had not been she it would have been
another. If he lived by a lie he should try to die by it. He
heard a shot beyond the hill.

She shot very well, this good, this rich birch, this
kindly caretaker and destroyer of his talent. Nonsense.
He had destroyed his talent himself. Why should he
hlame this woman because she kept him well> He had
destroyed his talent by not using it, by betrayals of himself
and what he believed in, by drinking so much that he
blunted the edge of his perceptions, by laziness, by sloth,
and by snobbery, by pride and by prejudice, by hook
and by crook. What was this? A catalogue of old books?
\hat was his ralent anyway? It was a talent all right bu,
instead of using it, he had wraded on it. It was never
what he had done, but always what he could do. And he
fad chosen to make his living with something else instead
of a pen or a pencil. 1t was strange, too, wasn't ir, that
when he fell in love with another woman, that woman
<hould always have more money than the last one? Bur
when he no longer was in love, when he was only lying,
15 1o this woman, now, who had the most money of all,
whir had all the money that was, whao had had a husband
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and children, who had raken lovers and been dissatisfied
with them, and who loved him dearly as a writer, as a
man, as a companion, and as a proud possession; it was
strange that when he did nor love her at all and was
lying, that he should be able to give her more for her
money than when he had really loved.

We must all be cut out for what we do, he thought.
However you make your living is where yout ralent lies.
He had sold vitality, in one form or another, all his life,
and when your affections are not too involved you give
much berter value for the money. He had found that out
but he would never write that now, either. No, he would
not write that, although it was well worth writing,

Mow she came in sight, walking across the open
towards the camp. She was weating jodhpurs and
carrying her rifle. The two boys had a Tommy slung and
they were coming along behind her. She was still a good:
looking woman, he thought, and she had a pleasantbod
She had a great talent and appreciation for the bed, she
was not pretry, but he liked her face, she read enormous
liked 1o ride and shoort, and, certainly, she drank to .
much. Her husband had died when she was srill
comparatvely young woman and for a while she
devoted herself to her two just-grown children, wh
did not need her and were embarrassed at having he
abour, 1o her stable of horses, to books, and to bortles!
She liked to read in the evening before dinner and shi
drank Scotch and soda while she read. By dinner she
was fairly drunk and after a bottle of wine ar dinner sh
was usually drunk enough to sleep.

That was before the lovers, After she’had the love
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she did not drink so much because she did not have w0
be drunk o sleep. But the lovers bored her. She had
been marded to a man who had never bored her and
these people bored her very much.

Then one of her rwo childeen was killed in a plane
crash and afrer thar was over she did not want the lovers,
and drink being no anaestheric she had to make another
life. Suddenly, she had been acutely frightened of being
alone. Bur she wanted someone thar she respected with
her

It had begun very simply. She liked what he wrote
and she had always envied the life he led. She thought he
did exactly whart he wanted to. The steps by which she
had acquired him and the way in which she had finally
fallen in love with him were all part of a regular
progression in which she had buile herself a new life and
he had rraded away what remained of his old life.

He had rraded it for securirty, for comfort too, there
was no denying that, and for what else? He did not know:
she would have brought him anything he wanted. He
kncw that. She was a damned nice woman oo, He would
1= soon be in bed with her as anyone; rather with her,
because she was richer, because she was very pleasant
and appreciadve, and because she never made scenes.
And now this life that she had built again was coming 1o
2 rerm because he had not vsed iodine two weeks ago
when a thorn had scratched his knee as they moved
‘orward trying to photograph a herd of waterbuck
standing, their heads up, peering while their noswmls
searched the air, their ears spread wide to hear the first
noise thar would send them rushing into the bush. Ther
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had bolted, too, before he got the picrure.

Here she came now.

He turned his head on the cot to look toward her.
‘Hello! he sad.

‘I shot 2 Tommy ram,’ she rold him. *He'll make
you a good broth and T'll have them mash some potatoes
with the Klim. How dd you feel®’

‘Much berter”

“Lsn't that lovely? You know I thought perhaps you
would, You wete sleeping when I left

‘1 had a good sleep. Did you walk far?”

“No. Just around behind the hill. | made quite a
good shot on the Tommy!

“You shoot marvellously, you know!’

‘T love it. I've loved Africa, Really, I you're all right
it’s the most fun that I've ever had. You don't know the
fun it’s been to shoot with you. I've loved the country?

‘I love ir oo

‘Darling, you don’t know how marvellous it is
see vou feeling berter. 1 couldn’t stand it when you
that way. You won't talk to me like that again, will y
Promise me?

‘Mo, he said. ‘T don’t remember what 1 said.’

“You don’t have to destroy me, Do you? I'm only
middle-aged woman who loves you and wants to
what you want to do. I've been destroyed two ot
omes already. You woulda't want to destroy me
would you?®

‘I'd like to destroy you a few times in bed,’ he

“Yes. That's the good destruction, That's the
we're made to be destroyed. The plane will be

tomorrow,
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‘How do you know?’

‘I'm sure. It’s bound to come. The boys have the
wood all ready and the grass to make the smudge. 1
went down and looked at it again today. There’s plenty
of room to land and we have the smudges ready at
both ends”

“What makes vou think it will come tomortow:’

‘I'm sure it will, It's overdue now: Then, in town,
they will fix up your leg and then we will have some
Lf“}d destruction. Not that dreadful talking kind.’

‘Should we have a drnk? The sun is down.’

‘Do you think you should?’

T'm having one’

“We’ll have one together. Mol letti dui whisky-soda?’
she called.

“You'd better put on your mosquito boots,” he told
her.

‘I'll weair ull I bathe ...

While it grew dark they drank and just before it
was dark and there was no longer enough light to shoor,
3 hyena erossed the open on his way around the hill

“That bastard crosses there every night,” the man
said, “Every night for rwo weeks!

‘He’s the one makes the noise at night. I don't mind
ir. They're a filthy animal though.”

Drinking together, with no pain now except the
Jdiscomfort of lying in one position, the boys lighting a
fire, its shadow jumping on the tents, he could feel the
rerurn of acquiescence in this life of pleasant surrender.
she was very good to him. He had been cruel and unjust
n the afternoon. She was a fine woman, marvellous
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really. And just then it oceurred o him that he was going
to die,

It came with a rush; not as a rush of warer nor of
wind; bur of a sudden evil-smelling emptness and the
odd thing was that the hyena slipped lightly along the
edge of it

“What is it, Harry?' she asked him.

‘Nothing,” he said. “You had better move over to
the other side. To windward.'

‘Did Molo change the dressing?’

Nes. I'm just using the boric now’

‘How do you feel?’

‘A licde wobbly”

‘I'm going to bathe,” she said. T'll be nght out. I'll
cat with you and then we’ll put the cot i)

S0, he said to himself, we did well to stop thl:
cuarrelling,

He had never guarrelled much with this woman,
while with the women that he loved he had quarrelled
so much they had finally, always, with the corrosion
the quarrelling, killed whar they had rogether. He h
loved oo much, demanded oo much, and he wore 1
all o,

He thought abowut alowe in Constantinaple that tinre, havi
guarrelled in Paris before be had gowe out, He had whored
whale fioe and thew, when that was over, be bad favled to kil b
bomeliness, bud only made if worse, be had weitten her, the firit o
the ane who left him, a letter teliing her how he had never been

to kil it. . .. How when be thought be saw ber outside the
owe fime it made By go all faint and sick inide, and that
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wemild follow a woman who leoksd like ber in some way, along the
Boalevard, afraid to see it was noi the, afraid to lose the feeling
zave bim. How everyone be bad slept with had only made hiss mitss
her more. How what she had done conld wever matter since he
knene be conld not cure himself of foving ber. He wrote this letter
at the Club, cold sober, and mailed it to New York asking her to
urite bzt at the offce in Paris. That seemed safe. AAnd that night
wrissing ber so much it wace him foel bollow sick inside, he wandered
up past Taxim’s, picked a girl up, and took: her ont to supper. He
heidd gome to a place to dance with ber afterwards, the danced badly,
and left her for a hot Armenian slut, that swung ber belly against
him 50 it almost scatded, He took her away from a British gunner
sibaitern after a row. The gunner asked lim outside and they
fught in the street on the cobbles in the dark. Hed hit bim tatce,
baard, on the side of the jaw and when be didn't go down be knew
he was in for a fight. The gunuer hit him in the body, then beside
iis eye. He swung with his left again and landed and the gunner
tell on him and prabbed his mat and tore the sleeve off and be
cAubbed him twice bebind the ear and then smashed hime with hes
woht as he pushed bine away, When the gunner went down his
head bit first and be ran with the givl because they heard the M.E.s
cansing. They got into a taxd and drove out to Rimmnly Hissa
adong the Bosphorus, and around, and back in the cool night and
went to bed and she felt as over-ripe as she looked but smooth, rose-
oetal, syrupy, smooth-bellied, big-breasted and needed no pillow
anler her buttocks, and he left her before she was anake boking
ausy enough in the firit daylipht and twrned wp at the Pera
Bulace nith a black eye, carrying his coat because one sleeve was
HEFIHE,

That same night he fdjl'.? for Anatolia and be remembered,
Later on that trip, riding all day through fields of the poppies that
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they raised for apinm and how strange it miade you feel, finally, and
all the distances seemed wrong, to where they had made the attack
with the newly-arrived Constantine officers, that did not know a
goddamned thing, and the artillery bad fired into the troops and
the British observer bad eried like a child,

That was the day bed first seen dead men wearing white
ballet skires and spiurned shoes with pompoms on thenr. The
Turks bad come sieadily and lumpily and be bad seen the skirted
mien running and the officers shooting into them and running then
themselves and be and the British observer had run too wntil bis
lungs ached and his mouth was fill of the taste of pennses and they
stopped bebind some rocks and there were the Turks coming as
lurpily as ever. Later he had seen the things that he could never
think of and later still be had seen, much worse. So when he got
back to Paris that time be conld not talk about it or stand to have
it mentioned. And there in the cafe as be passed way that American
poet with a pile of saucers in front of bim and a stupid look on bis
potato face talking about the Dada movement with a Romanian,
who said bis name was Tristan Tyara, who alvays wore a monocl
and bad a headache, and, back at the apartment with his wife
that wow be loved again, the quarrel all over, the madness all over,
ghad fo be home, the office sent bis mail up fo the flat. So then the
letfer in answer to the one bed written came in on @ platter one
morning and when be saw the bandwriting he went cold ail
and tried to slip the letter underneath another, But his wife sai
Who is that letter from, dear?” and that was the end of
beginning of that.

He remsembered the good times with them all, and the g
They atways picked the finest places to have the quarrels.
why bad they always quarrelled when he was feeling besi? He
never written any of that becanse, at first, he wever wanted to
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arnyone and then it seemed as though there was enowgh to write
without it. But be bad always thought that be would write it
Jinally. There was so much to write. e bad seen the world change;
uat just the events; altbongh he bad seen many of them and bad
watched the people, but be had seen the subtler change and be conld
rensember bow the peaple were at different timves. He bad been in it
and be had watched it and it was his duty to write of it; but now
he mever nonld.

‘How do you feel?” she said. She had come out
from the tent now after her bath.

‘All fight.

‘Could you cat now?” He saw Molo behind her
with the folding table and the other boy with the dishes.

‘T want to write,” he said.

“You ought to take some broth to keep your
strength up)

‘I'm going to die tonight,” he said. ‘I don’t need my
strength up!

‘Don’t be melodramatic, Harry, please,’ she said.

“Why don’t you use yout nose? I'm rotted half-way
up my thigh now. What the hell should 1 fool with broth
for* Molo, bring whisky-soda.”

‘Please take the broth,’ she said gentdy.

‘All right

The broth was hot. He had to hold it in the cup
unril it cooled enough to rake it and then he just got it
down without gagping,

“You're a finc woman,” he said. ‘Don’t pay any
trention to me.)

She looked at him with her well-known, well-loved
aace from Spur and Town and Cosntry, only a litde the
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worse for drink, only a litde the worse for bed, but Town
and Country never showed those good breasts and those
useful thighs and those lightly small-of-back catessing
hands, and as he looked and saw her well-known pleasant
smile, he felt death come again. This ome there was no
rush. It was a puff, as of a wind that makes a candle
flicker and the flame go tall.

“They can bring my net our larer and hang it from
the tree and build the fire up. I'm not going in the tent
tonight. It's not worth moving, It a clear night. There
won't be any rain.’

So this was how you died, in whispers that you did
not heat. Well, there would be no more quarrelling, He
could promise that. The one experience that he had never
had he was not going to spoil now. He probably would.
You spoiled everything, But perhaps he wouldn't.

“You can't take dictation, can you?’

‘I never learned,’ she wld him.

“That’s all right”

There wasn’t time, of course, although it seemed
as though it telescoped so that you might put it all in
one parageaph if you could get it right. :

T'here was a log bouse, chindeed white with mortar, on a bi
abase the lake, There was a bell on a pole by the daor to call th
peaple in to meals. Bebind the howse were fields and behind
fields was the timber. A line off lombardy poplars ran from
howse to the dock. Other paplars ran along the point. A mad '
up to the bills along the edge of the finmber and along that road
picked biackberries. Then that log bouse was burned down
all the guns that had been on deer-foot racks above the apen fi
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were bwrned and afferwards their barrels, with the lead melted in
e mmapagines, and the stocks burned awey, lay osf on the beafy of
asher that were wsed to make e for the big iron toap kettles, and
v arked Crrandfather if you condd bave them to play with, and
te sard, me. You see they were bis puns still and be never bonght any
athers. Naor did he haunt any more. The house was rebuilt in the
semte place out of lumber now and painted whete and from ity
porch you suw the poplars and the lake beyond; but there were
wever any more guns. The barrels of the guns that bad bung on the
dver-feet on the wall of the log honse lay ont there on the heap of
ashes and wo one ever foviched them,

In the Black Forest, after the war, we rented a tront stream
and there were twe ways fo walke to it Owe was dowm the valley
iwane Triberg and around the valley road in the shade of the frees
shat bordered the white road, and then up a side-road that went
up through the bills, part many small farms, with the bip
Schwarswald bowses, until that road crossed the stream. That
was where our fishing began.

The other way was to climb stecply up to the edge of the
wonds and then go across the top of the hills through the pine
woods, and then out to the edge of a meadow and down across this
weadow fo the bridge. There were birches along the stream and it
was not big, but narrow, dear, and fast, with pools where it had
ctit wnder the roots of the birches. At the Hotel in Triberg the
oroprietor bad a fine season. It was very pleasant and we were alf
areat friends. The nexct year came the inflation and the money be
hal meade the year before was not enough to buy supplies to open
the hotel and he hanged bimself.

You comid dictate that, but you conld not dictate the Place
Condrescarpe where the flower sellers dyed their flowers in the stree:
and the dye ran pver the paving when the aniobus started and the
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old meen and the women, always drank on wine and bad mare; and
the children with their noses running in the cold; the smell of dirty
sweat and poverty and drunkenness at the Cafe’ des Amatenrs
and the whores at the Bal Musette they lived above. The Concierge
who entertained the trooper of the Garde Republicaine in ber
dodge, his harse-hatr-plunted belmet on a chair. The locataire across
the hall whese busband was a Bcyele racer and ber joy that morning
at the Cremerie when she bad opened L.Auto and seen where be
placed third in Paris-Tours; bis first big race. She had blushed and
laighed and then gome wpstairs erying with the yellow sporting
puaper in ber band. The husband of the woman who ran the Bal
Museite drove a taxi and when be, Harry, bad to take an early
plane the busband knocked upon the door to wake bim and they
each drank a glass of white wine at the gine of the bar before they
started. He knew his neighbosrs in that quarter then because they.
all were poor.
Arownd that Place there were two kinds: the dmnkm'iir
and the sportifs. The drunkards killed their poverty that way; the
spertifs took it out in excercise, They were the descendants of -l'.'h
Cammunards and it was no struggle for them to knaw their politic
They knew who had shot their fatbers, their relatives, their brothe
and their friends when the Versailles troops came in and took e
town after the Commune and execnted anyone they conld caldh
with calfowsed hands, or who wore a eap, or carried any orher rign
e was a warking man. AAnd in that poverty, and in that guaria
deross the street from a Bowcherie Chevaline and a wine-cooperats
he had written the start of all be was to do. There never
another part of Paris that he loved like that, the sprawling tree
the old white pk:mmf howses painted brown below; the long grea
of the autobus in that rosnd square, the purpie flower @r i
the paving, the swdden drop down the bill of the rue Cardin
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[ emaine to the River, and the other way the warrow crowded
world of the rue Mongfetard, The street that ran up toward the
Pantheon and the other that be aiways took with the bicycle, the
anly asphalted street in all that quarter, smooth under the fyres,
with the bigh narrow howses and the cheap tall botel where Paul
| erlaine had died, There were anly two rooms in the apartments
where thqy lived and be had a room on the top floor of that botel
that cost bim sixty francs a month where be did bis writing, and
frua it be cowid see the roofs and chimney pots and all the bills of
s,

From the apariment you could only see the wood and coal
wan's place. He sold wine, too, bad wine. The golden horse’s bead
antside the Bowcherie Chevaline where the carcasses bung yellow
ol and red in the open window, and the green painted cooperative
where they bought their wine; good wine and cheap. The rest was
plester walls and the windows of the neighbosrs.

The neighbours who, at night, when someone lay drunk. in
the sireet, moaning and groaning in that typical Fremch ivresse
thett_you were propaganded fo believe did not exist, would open
dheir windows and then the murmur of falk.

Where is the policemant When you dow't want bim the
bugger is ahways there. He's sleeping with some concierge. Get the

Agent. " Till someone threw a bucket of waterfrom @ windww and
she moaning stopped. What's that? Water. Ab, that’s intelligent.”
Lined the windows shutting. Marie, bis femme de nrénage, protesting
saiinst the eight-bosr day saying, If a hushand works until six
Y gets omly a little drunk on the way home and does not waste too
witch. If e worlkes only until five be is drunk every night and one
faas o money. 1t is the wife of the working man who suffers from
shis shortening of bowrs.’
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“Wouldn't you like some more broth?’ the woman
asked, now.

“No, thank you very much. It is awfully good.’

“Try just a licde.”

‘I would like a whisky-soda.’

It’s not pood for you!”

‘Ne. It's bad for me. Cole Porter wrote the words
and the music. This knowledge that you're going mad
for me.

“You know I like you to drink.

“Oh yes. Only it’s bad for me.

When she goes, he thoughr, I'll have all T want. Not
all 1 want but all there is. Ayee, he was tred. Too tred.
He was going to sleep a lirtle while. He lay still and death -
was not there. It must have gone around another street. .
It went in pairs, on bicycles, and moved absolurely silenty
on the pavements.

No, be had never written about Paris. Not the Paris that!
e cared about. But what about the rest that be had never written?’

W hat about the ranch and the sifvered grey of the sage
brush, the quick, clear water in the irrigation ditches, and 1oe
beary green of the alfalfa? The trail went up into the hills and th ;
cattle in the summer were as shy as deer. The bawling and the
steady noise and sk ntoving mass raising a dust as you brovgh
thens down in the fall AAnd bebind the mrountains, the clear sharpn
of the peak in the eveming light and, riding down along the irain -'
the moonlight, bright acrass the valley. Neiw be remembered comi
down through the timber in the dark holding the horse’s lail wh
you could wot see and all the stories that be meant to write.

About the half-wit chore bey who was left at the ranch th
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time and told not to let amyone gef any bay, and that oid bastard
from the Forks who had beaten the boy when be had worked for
hine sigpping fo get some feed. The boy refusing and the old man
saying be would beat him again. The boy got the riffe from the
Fitchen and shot him when be tried to come into the barn and
when they came back to the ranch be'd been dead a week, frozen in
the corral, and the dops had eaten part of bim. But what was left
yoi paked on a sled wrapped in a blanket and roped on and yow
got the boy to help you hanl it, and the two of you took it ot over
the mad on skis, and sixty miles down to town to turn the bay
orer. He baving no idea that he would be arrested. Thinking be
lad dowe his duty and that you were bis friend and be would be
rewarded, He'd befped to hawi the old man in so everybody conld
dknow bow bad the old man bad been, and bow be d tried to rieal
some feed that didn’t belong to hims, and when the sheriff’ put the
handesffs an the by be couldn’t believe i1. Then e d started to ery.
That was one story he had saved to write. He knew af least
twenty good stories from owt there and he bad never written one.
1 by?

“You tell them why,” he said.

“Why what, dear?”’

Why nothing,’

She didn't drink so much, now, since she had him.
But if he lived he would never write about her, he knew
that now. Nor about any of them. The rich were dull
and they drank too much, or they played too much
backgammon. They were dull and they were repentious.
He temembered poor Julian and his romantc awe of
thern and how he had started a story once that began,
“The veey rich are different from you and me.” And how
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someone had said to Julian, Yes, they have more money.
But that was not humorous to Julian. He thought they
wete a special glamorous face and when he found they
weren't it wrecked him just as much as any other thing
that wrecked him.

He had been contemptuous of those who wrecked.
You did not have to like it because you understood it.
He could beat anything, he thought, because nothing could
huet him if he did not care.

All right. Now he would not care for death. One
thing he had always dreaded was the pain. He could
stand pain as well as any man, undil it went on too long,
and wore him out, but here he had something that had
hurr frightfully and just when he had feleir breaking him,
the pain had stopped.

He rementbered long ago when Williamson, the bombing
officer, had been bit by a stick bomb someone in @ Gernian patrol
had thrown as be was coming in through the wire that night and,
seveaming, bad begged everyome fo kil him. He was a fat man,
very brave, and a good officer, althongh addicted to fantastic shows.
But that night be was caught in the wire, with a flare lighting bine
up and his bowels spilled out inta the wire, so when they bro
him in, alive, they had to cut hims loose. Shoot me, Harry.
Christ sake ihoot mie. They had had an argument one time
ouir Lard never sending you anything yos conidd mot bear and s
theory had been that meant that a certain fime the pain passed
out antoratically. But be had always remembered W ilizams.
that night. Nothing passed ost Williamson wntil he gave bini
his morphine tablets that be had always saved to use bimself
then they did not work right away.
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Still this now, that he had, was very easy; and if i
was no worse as it went on there was nothing 1o worry
about. Except that he would rather be in better company.

He thought a little about the company that he
would like 10 have.

No, he thought, when everything you do, you do
100 long, and do too late, you can’t expect to find the
people sill there. The people are all gone. The party’s
over and you are with your hostess now.

I'm getting as bored with dying as with everything
else, he thought.

It's a bore,” he said out loud.

What is, my deat?’

‘Anything you do too bloody long’

He looked at her face berween him and the fire.
She was leaning back in the chair and the firelight shone
on her pleasantly lined face and he could see that she
was sleepy. He heard the hyena make a noise just outside
the range of the fire.

‘I've been writing, he said. ‘Bur 1 got tired

‘Do you think you will be able to go to sleep?’

“Prerty sure. Why don’t you wrn in?’

1T like to sit here with you.”

‘Do you feel anything strange?” he asked her.

“Wo Just a lietle sleepy.”

I do, he said.

He had just felt death come by again.

“You know the only thing I've never lost is curiosiry.
he said to het.

“You've never lost anything, You're the most
complete man I've ever known.’
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‘Christ,’ he said. ‘How little a woman knows. What
is that? Your intuition?”

Because, just then, death had come and rested its
head an the foot of the cot and he could smell its breath.

“Never believe any of that about a scythe and 2
skull,;” he told her. Tt can be two bicycle policemen as
easily or be a bird. Or it can have a wide snout like a
byena’

It had moved up on him now, but it had no shape
any more. [t simply occupied space.

“Tell it to go away,

It did not go away but moved a lirde closer.

“You've pot a hell of a breath,” he told it. “You
stinking bastard.”

It moved up closer to him still and now he could
not speak to it, and when it saw he could not speak it
came a little closer, and now he tried to send it away
without speaking, but it moved in on him so its wei
was all upon his chest, and while it crouched there
he could not move, or speak, he heard the woman sa
‘Bwana is asleep now. Take the cot up very gently a
carry it into the tent.

He could not speak to tell her to make it go a
and it crouched now, heavier so he could not brea
And then, while thev lifted the cot, suddenly it was
right and the weight went from his chest.

It was morning and had been morning for so
time and he heard the plane. It showed very ony
then made a wide circle and the boys ran out and lit
fires, using kerosene, and piled on grass so there w
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two big smudges ar each end of the level place and the
motning breeze blew them toward the camp and the
plane circled twice more, low this time, and then ghded
down and levelled off and landed smoothly and, coming
walking toward him, was old Compton in slacks, a rweed
jacket, and a brown felt ha.

What's the matter, old cock?” Compron said.

Bad leg.” he told him. ‘Will you have some
breakfast?

“Thanks. I'll just have some tea. It’s the Puss Moth,
vou kaow. I won't be able to take the Memsahib. There’s
only room for one. Your lorty is on the way”

Helen had taken Compton aside and was speaking
to him. Compton came back more cheery than ever.

“We’ll get you right in,” he Said. T'll be back for the
Mem. Now I'm afraid I'll have to stop at Arusha to
refuel. We'd better ger going’’

“What abour the tea?’

‘I don't really care about it, you know”

The boys had picked up the cor and carried it
around the green tents and down along the rock and
out on to the plain and along past the smudges that were
burning brightly now, the grass all consumed, and the
wind fanning the fire, to the little plane. It was difficule
getting him in, but once in he lay back in the leather sear,
and the leg was stuck straight out to one side of the seat
where Compton sat. Compton started the motor and
got in. He waved to Helen and to the boys and, as the
clatter moved into the old familiar roar, they swung
around with Compie watching for wart-hog holes and
roared, bumping, along the stretch berween the fires and
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with the last bump rose and he saw them all standing
below, waving, and the camp beside the hill, flartening
now, and the plain spreading, clumps of trees, and the
bush flattening, while the game trails ran now smoothly
to the dry waterholes, and there was a new water that he
had never known of. The zebra small rounded backs
now, and the wildebeeste, big-headed dots seeming, to
elimb as they moved in long fingers across the plain,
now scattering as the shadow came toward them, they
were tiny now, and the movement had no gallop, and
the plain as far as you could see, grey-yellow now and
ahead old Compie’s tweed back and the brown felt hat.
Then they were over the first hills and the wilde-beeste
were trailing up them, and then they were over mountains
with sudden depths of green-rising forest and the solid
bamboo slopes, and then the heavy forest again,
sculptured into peaks and hollows unal they crossed,
and hills sloped down and then another plain, hot now,
and purple brown, bumpy with heat and Compie looking
back o see how he was riding, Then there were other
mountains dark ahead.

And then instead of going on to Arusha they turned
left, he evidendy figured thar they had the gas, and looking
down he saw a pink sifting cloud, moving over the
ground, and in the air, like the first snow in a blizzard,
that comes from nowhere, and he knew the locusts were
coming up from the South. Then they began 10 climb
and they were going to the East it seemed, and then it
darkened and they were in a storm, the rain so thick it
scemed like flying through a waterfall, and then they were
out and Compie rurned his head and grinned and pointed
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and thete, ahead, all he could see, as wide as all the wordd,
great, high, and unbelievably white in the sun, was the
sqquare top of Kilimanjaro. And then he knew that there
was where he was going,

Just then the hyena stopped whimpering in the night
and started to make a strange, human, almost crying
sound. The woman heard it and stirred uneasily. She did
not wake. In her dream she was at the house on Long
Island and it was the night before her daughrer’s debut.
Somehow her father was there and he had been very
rude. Then the noise the hyena made was so loud she
woke and for a moment she did not know where she
was and she was very aftaid. Then she took the flashligh
and shone it on the other cot that they had carnied in
after Harry had gone to sleep. She could see his bulk
under the mosquito bar but somehow he had gotten his
leg, out and it hung down alongside the cot. The dressings
had all come down and she could not look at it.

“Molo, she called. ‘Molo! Molol’

Then she said, ‘Harry, Harry!” Then her voice rising,
‘Harry! Please. Oh Harry!”

There was no answer and she could not hear him
breathing,

Qutside the tent the hyena made the same strange
noise that had awakened her. Bur she did not hear him
for the beating of her heart.

Q



UP IN MICHIGAN

Jim GiLmore came to Hortons Bay from Canada. He
bought the blacksmith shop from old man Horton. Jim
was short and dark with big moustaches and big hands.
He was a good horseshoer and did not look much like
a black-smith even with his leather apron on. He lived
upstairs above the blacksmith shop and took his meals
at D. . Smich's.

Liz Coates worked for Smirh's. Mrs Smith, who
was a very larpe clean woman, said Liz Coates was the
neatest pitl she'd ever seen. Liz had good legs and always
wore clean pingham aprons and Jim nodced that her
hair was always neat behind. He liked her face because it
was s0 jolly but he never thoughr abourt her.

Liz liked Jim very much. She liked it the way
walked over from the shop and often went to the kitche
door 1o warch for him to start down the road, She liked
it abour his moustache. She liked ir abour how whire his
reeth were when he smiled. She liked it very much
he didn’t look like a blacksmith. She liked it how mu
D. |. Smith and Mrs Smith liked Jim. One day she fou



UP IN MICHIGAN 12

thar she liked it the way the hair was black on his arms
and how white they were above the tanned line when he
washed up in the wash-basin outside the house. Liking
that made her feel funny.

Hortons Bay, the town, was only five houses on
the main road between Boyne City and Charlevoix. There
was the general store and post-office with a high false
front and maybe a wagon hitched out in front, Smith’s
house, Stroud’s house, Dillworth’s house, Horton's house,
and Van Hoosen's house. The houses were in a big grove
of elm trees and the road was very sandy. Up the road
a ways was the Methodist church and down the road
the other direction was the township school. The
blacksmith shop was painted red and faced the school.

A steep sandy road ran down the hill to the bay
through the timber. From Smith’s back door you could
look out across the woods than ran down to the lake
and across the bay. It was very beaudful in the spring
and summer, the bay blue and bright and usually
whitecaps on the lake out beyond the point from the
breeze blowing from Chartlevoix and Lake Michigan.
From Smith’s back door Liz could see ore barges way
our in the lake poing toward Boyne City. When she looked
ar them they didn't seem to be moving at all bur if she
went in and dried some more dishes and then came out
again they would be out of sight, beyond the point.

All the time now Liz was thinking about Jim
Gilmore. He didn't seem to nouce her much. He talked
about the shop to D, ]. Smith and abour the Republican
Party and James G. Blaine. In the evenings he read The
Toleds Blade and the Grand Rapids paper by the lamp m
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the front room or went out spearing fish in the bay with
a jacklight with D. J. Smith. In the fall he and Smith and
Charley Wyman rook a wagon and tent, grub, axes, their
rifles, and two dogs and went on a trip to the pine plains
beyond Vanderbilt deer hunting, Liz and Mrs Smith were
cooking for four days for them before they started. Liz '
wanted to make something special for Jim 1o take but
she didn’t finally because she was afraid’to ask Mrs Smith
for the epgs and flour and afraid if she bought them
Mrs Smith would catch her cooking, It would have been
all dghr with Mrs Smith but Liz was afraid.
All the time Jim was gone on the deer-hunting trip
Liz thought about him, Tt was awful while he was gone.
She couldn’t sleep well from thinking about him but she
discovered it was fun to think about him teo. If she let
herself go it was better. The night before they were 1o
come back she didn't sleep ar all, that is she didn’t think
she slept because it was all mixed vp in a dream abo
not sleeping and really not sleeping, When she saw th
wagon coming down the toad she felt weak and si
sort of inside. She couldn’t wait dll she saw Jim and i
seemed as though everything would be all right when
came. The wagon stopped outside under the big e
and Mss Smith and Liz went out. All the men had be
and there were three deer in the back of the wago
theit thin legs sticking stiff over the edge of the
box. Mrs Srn.'irh kissed ID, ). and he hugged her. Jim sai
‘Hello, Liz,’ and grinned. Liz hada’t known just w
would happ:n when Jim got back but she was sure
would be something, Nothing had happened. The
were just home, that was all. Jim pulled the burlap sa
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off the decr and Liz looked at them. One was a big
buck. It was stiff and hard to lift out of the wagon.

‘Did you shoot i, Jim?' Liz asked.

“Yeah, Ain't it a beauty?” Jim got it on to his back to
carry to the smokehouse.

That night Charley Wyman stayed ro supper at
Smith's, It was too late 1o get back o Charlevoix. The
men washed up and waited in the front room for supper.

‘Ain’t there something left in that crock, Jimmy?” D.
]. Smith asked, and Jim went out to the wagon in the
barn and fetched in the jug of whisky the men had taken
hunting with them. It was a four-gallon jug and there
was quite 2 little slopped back and forth in the bottom.
Jim took a long pull on his way back to the house. It
was hard to lift such a big jug up o drink out of it.
Some of the whisky ran down on his shir-front. The
rwo men smiled when Jim came in with the jug D. ].
Smith sent for glasses and Liz brought them, D. . pourcd
out three big shots.

Well, here’s looking at you, D. ], said Charley
Wyman,

“That damn big buck, Jimmy,’ said D. ].

‘Here's all the ones we missed, D J.,’ said jim, and
downed his liquor.

“Tastes good to a man.’

“Nothing like it this time of year for what ails you.

‘How abour another, boys?”

‘Here's how, D1 )7

‘Down the creek, boys”

‘Here's to next year.”

Jim began to feel great. He loved the taste and the



162 UP IN MICHIGAN

feel of whisky. He was glad to be back to a comfortable
bed and warm food and the shop. He had another drink.
The men came in to supper feeling hilarious but acting
very respectable, Liz sar at the table after she put on the
food and ate with the family. It was a good dinner. The
men ate seriously. After supper they went into the front
room again and Liz cleaned off with Mrs Smith. Then
Mrs Smith went upsrairs and pretty soon Smith came
out and went upstairs 100, Jim and Charley were still in
the front room. Liz was sitting in the kitchen next to the
stave pretending to read a book and thinking about jim.
She didn’t want to go to bed yet because she knew Jim
would be coming out and she wanted to see him as he
went out 50 she could rake the way he looked up to bed
with her.

She was thinking about him hard and then Jim came
out. His eyes were shining and his hair was a little rampled.
Liz looked down at her book. Jim came over back of
her chair and stood there and she could feel him breathing
and then he put his arms around her. Her breasts fele
plump and firm and the nipples were erect under his
hands. Liz was terribly frightened, no one had ever
touched her, but she thought, ‘He’s come to me finally.
He’s really come.”

She held herself suff because she was so frighrened
and did not know anything else to do and then Jim held
het tight against the chair and kissed her. It was such &
sharp, aching, hurting feeling that she thought she coul
stand it. She felt Jim right through the back of the chai
and she couldn’t stand it and then something click
inside of her and the feeling was warmer and so
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Jim held her tight hard against the chair and she wanted
it now and Jim whispered, ‘Come on for a walk’

Liz took her coat off the peg on the kitchen wall
and they went out the doot. Jim had his arm around her
and every little way they stopped and pressed against
each other and Jim kissed her, There was no moon and
they walked ankledeep in the sandy road through the
trees down to the dock and the warchouse on the bay.
The water was lapping in the piles and the point was
dark across the bay. It was cold but Liz was hor all over
from being with Jim. They sat down in the shelter of
the warehouse and Jim pulled Liz close to him, She was
frightened. One of Jim’s hands went inside her dress
and stroked over her breast and the other hand was in
her lap. She was very frightened and didn’t know how
he was going to go about things but she snuggled close
to him. Then the hand that felt so big in her lap went
away and was on her leg and started to move up it.

‘Don't, Jim,” Liz said. Jim slid the hand farther up.

“You mustn't, Jim., You musm’t” Neither Jim nor
im’s big hand paid any attention to her.

The boards were hard. Jim had her dress up and
was trying to do something to her. She was frightened
but she wanted it. She had to have it but it frightened
her.

“You mustn’t do it, Jim. You mustn’t

‘I gor to. I'm going to. You know we got to.

‘No we haven’t, Jim. We ain’t got to. Oh, it isn't
right. Oh, it's so big and it burts so. You can't. Oh, Jim.
Tim. Oh

The hemlock planks of the docks were hard and



164 UP IN MICHIGAN

splintery and cold and fim was heavy on her and he had
hurt her. Liz pushed him, she was so uncomfortable and
cramped. Jim was asleep. He wouldn’t move. She
worked out from under him and sat up and struightened
her skirt and coat and tried to do somerthing with her
hair. Jim was sleeping with his mouth a lintle open, Liz
leaned over and kissed him on the check. He was sill
aslecp. She lifted his head a litde and shook it. He rolled
hiz head over and swallowed. Liz started to cry. She
walked over to the edge of the dock and looked down
to the water. There was a mist coming up from the bay.
She was cold and miserable and everything felt gone.
She walked back o where Jim was lying and shook him
once to make sure. She was crying,

Jim,” she said. ‘Jim. Please, Jim.’

Jim stirred and cutled a livtle ughrer, Liz took off
her coat and leaned over and covered him with it. She
rucked it around him neatly and carefully. Then she
walked across the dock and up the steep sandy road to
go to bed. A cold mist was coming up through the
winds from the bay.

a




THE THREE-DAY BLOW

THE rain sropped as Nick turned into the road that went
up through the orchard. The fruir had been picked and
the fall wind blew through the bare trees. Nick stopped
and picked up a Wagner apple from beside the road,
shiny in the brown grass from the rain. He pur the apple
i the |1{]L'I|:r:.t of his Mackinaw coat.

The road came out of the orchard on to the top
of the hill. There was the cottage, the porch bare, smoke
coming from the chimney. In back was the garage, the
chicken coop, and the second-prowth omber like a hedge
against the woods behind. The big trees swayed far over
in the wind as he watched. It was the first of the auromn
ALOTITIS.

As Nick crossed the open field above the orchard
the door of the cottage opened and Bill came our. He
stooered on the porch looking out.

Well, Wemedge?” he said.

‘Hey, Bill,' MNick said, coming up the steps.

They stood together, looking out across the country,
down over the orchard, beyond the road, across the
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lower fields and the woods of the point to the lake. The
wind was blowing straight down the lake. They could
see the surf along Ten Mile point.

‘She’s blowing,’ Nick said.

‘She'll blow like that for three days,” Bill said.

“Is your dad in?" Nick said.

“No. He’s out with the gun, Come on in.’

Nick went inside the cottage. There was a big fire
in the fire place. The wind made it roar. Bill shut the
door.

‘Have a drink?” he said.

He went our to the kitchen and came back with
two glasses and a pitcher of water. Nick reached the
whiskey bottle from the shelf above the fireplace.

‘All right?’ he said.

‘Gaod,' said Bill

They sat in front of the fire and drank the Irish
whiskey and water.

‘It’s pot a swell, smoky taste,” Nick said, and looked
at the fire through the glass.

“That’s the peat,’ Bill said.

“You can't get peat into liquor,’ Nick said.

“That doesn’t make any difference,’ Bill said.

You ever seen any peat?' Mick asked.

No, said Bill.

‘Neither have 1, Nick said.

His shoes, stretched out on the hearth, began to
steam in front of the fire,

‘Berter take your shoes off,’ Bill said.

‘I haven't got any socks on.’

“Take them off and dry them and I'll get you some,’
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Bill said, He went upstairs into the lofr and Nick heard
him walking about overhead. Upstairs was open under
the roof and was where Bill and his father and he, Nick,
sometimes slept. In back was a dressing-room. They
mowved the cots back out of the rain and covered them
with rubber blankets.

Bill came down with a pair of heavy wool socks.

“It’s getting too late to go around without socks,” he
said,

‘T hate to start them again,’ Nick said. He pulled the
sacks on and slumped back in the chair, putting his feet
up on the screen in front of the fire.

“You'll dent in the screen,’ Bill said. Nick swung his
feet over to the side of the fireplace.

‘Got anything to read?” he asked.

‘Only the paper.’

“What did the Cards do?”

‘Dropped a double header to the Giants.”

“That ought to cinch it for them.

“It’s a gift,’ Bill said. ‘As long as McGraw can buy
cvery pood ball player in the league there’s nothing to it

‘He can’t buy them all” Nick said.

‘He buys all the ones he wants,” Bill said. ‘Or he
makes them discontented so they have to trade them to
him,’

‘Like Heinie Zim,' Nick agreed.

“That bonehead will do him a lot of good.”

Bill stood up.

‘He can hit,’ Nick offered. The heat from the fire
was baking his legs.

‘He’s a sweer fielder, too,” Bill said. “‘But he loses
ball games.”



168 THE THREE-DAY BLOW

‘Maybe thar’s what McGraw wants him for, Nick
suggested,

‘Maybe,” Bill agreed.

“There's more always to it than we know about,’
Nick said.

“OFf course. But we've got pretty good dope for
being so far away!

‘Like how much berter you can pick them if you
don’t see the horses.”

“Thar's it

Hill reached down the whiskey bortle. His big hand
went all the way around it. He poured the whiskey into
the glass Nick held our.

‘How much warer?’

‘Just the same.”

He sat down on the floor beside Nick’s chair.

‘It’s good when the fall storms come, isn’t it?” Nick
said. '

Te's swell!

“It's the best ime of year,’ Nick said.

“Wouldn't it be hell o be in rown?” Bill said.

T'd like to see the World Series;” Nick said.

“Well, they're always in New York or Philadelphia
now,’ Bill said. “Thar doesn’t do us any good.

T wonder if the Cards will ever win a pennant?”’

“Not in our lifetime,” Bill said.

‘Gee, they'd go crazy,” Nick said.

‘Do you remember when they pot going that once
before they had the rrain wreck?

‘Boy!" Nick said, remembering,

Bill reached over to the table under the window
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for the book thar lav there, face down, where he had
put it when he went to the door. He held his glass in one
hand and the book in the other, leaning back against
Nick’s chair.

What are you reading?”

Rivhard Fevere!

‘T couldn’t get into it

“It's all right,’ Bill said. ‘It ain’t a bad book, Wemedge.’

“What else have you pot T haven't read?” Nick asked.

‘Did you read The Forest Lovers?’

“Yup. That's the one where they go to bed every
night with the naked sword between them.’

“That’s a good book, Wemedge.

Ttk a swell book. What I couldn’t ever understand
was whar good the sword would do. It would have o
stay cdge up all the time because if it went over flat you
could roll right over it and it wouldn’t make any twouble.

‘Tt’s a symbol,” Bill said.

*Sure,” said Nick, ‘bur it isn't practical.”

‘Did you ever read Fortitude?’

Tt’s fine,” Nick said. “Thart’s a real book. That's where
his old man is after him all the ume. Have you gor any
more by Walpole?”

© The Dark Forest,' Bill said. ‘It's abour Russia.'

What does he know abour Russia?” Mick asked.

T don't know. You can't ever rell abour those guys.
Maybe he was there when he was a boy. He's got a lot
of dope on i’

‘I'd like to meet him,” Nick said.

T'd like to meet Chesterton,” Bill said.

‘1 wish he was here now;” Nick said. “We'd ke hum
fishing to the Voix tomorrow.’
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‘I wonder if he’d like to go fishing,’ Bill said.
Sure, said Nick, “He must be abour the best guy
there is. Do you remember The Flying Inn?

‘If an angel out of heaven

Gives you something else to drink,
Thank him for his kind intentons;
Go and pour them down the sink!’

“That's right,’ said Nick. ‘T guess he’s a better guy
than Walpole.”

‘Oh, he’s a berter guy, all dght,” Bill said.

‘But Walpole's a better writet

‘1 don't know;” Nick said. ‘Chesterton's a classic.”

“Walpole's a classic, too; Bill insisted.

‘I wish we had them both here; Nick said. "“We'd
take them both fishing to the Voix tomorrow.

‘Let’s get drunk,’ Bill said.

‘All right,” Nick agreed.

‘My old man won't care, Bill said.

‘Are you sure?’ said Nick.

‘1 know it Bill said.

‘I'm a litde drunk now,” Nick said.

You aren't deunk,” Bill said,

He got up from the floor and reached for the
whiskev bottle. Nick held out his glass. His eyes fixed on
it while Bill poured. :

Bill poured the glass half full of whiskey.

‘Put in your own water, he said. “There’s just one
more shot.”

*Got any more?” Nick asked.

“There’s plenty more but dad only likes me to drnk
what’s open’’
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“Sure, said Nick,

‘He says opening bortles is what makes drunkards,’
Bill explained. '

“That’s right,” said Nick. He was impressed. He had
never thought of that before. He had always though it
was solitary drinking that made drunkards.

‘How 13 your dad?’ he asked respectfully.

‘He’s all right,” Bill said. ‘He gets a little wild
somenmes.”

‘He's a swell guy,’ Nick said. He poured water into
his glass out of the pitcher. It mixed slowly with the
whiskey. There was more whiskey than water.

“You bet your life he is Bill said.

‘My old man's all rghe,” Nick said.

“You're damn right he is,’ said Bill.

‘He claims he's never taken a drink in his life,’ Nick
said, as though announcing a scientific facr.

“Well, he's a docror. My old man’s a painter. That's
different.”

‘He's missed a loy,” Nick said sadly.

“You can't tell, Bill said. ‘Everything’s got its
COMpENsatons.

‘He says he's missed a lot himself,’ Nick confessed.

“Well, dad’s had a tough tme,’ Bill said.

‘It all evens up,’ Nick said.

They sat locking into the fire and rhinking of this
profound truth,

‘I'll per a chunk from the back porch,’ Nick said.
He had noticed while looking into the fire that the fire
was dying down. Also he wished 1o show he could hold
his liquor and be practical. Even if his father had never
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touched a drop Bill was not going ro ger him drunk
before he himself was drunk.

‘Bring one of the big beech chunks,’ Bill said. He
was also being consciously practical.

Nick came in with the log through the kitchen and
in passing knocked a pan off the kirchen table. He laid
the log down and picked up the pan. It had contained
dried apricors, soaking in water. He carefully picked up
all the apricots off the floor, some of them had gone
under the stove, and put them back in the pan. He dipped
some mare water on 1 them from the pail by the table.
He felr guite proud of himself. He had been thoroughly
practical.

He came in Carl}'ing the I"‘E and Bill got up from
the chair and helped him put it on the fre.

“Thar's a swell log,” Nick said.

T'd been saving it for the bad weather,” Bill said. *A
losgr like chat will burn all nght.”

“There'll be coals lefr to starr the fire in the morning,
Mick said.

“That's right,’ Bill agreed. They were conducting the
conversation on a high plane.

Tet’s have another drink,” Nick said.

‘I think rtheres another bortle open in the locker,
Bill said.

He kneeled down in the corner in frone of the
locker and brought out a square-faced bottle,

It’s Scotch,” he said.

T'll et some more warter,” Nick said. He went out
into the kitchen again, He filled the pitcher with the dipper,
dipping cold spring water from the pail. On his way
back to the living-room he passed a mirrot in the dining-
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room and looked in it. His face looked strange, He smiled
at the face in the mirror and it grinned back at him. He
winked ar it and went on., It was not his face bur it didn't
make any difference.

Bill had poured out the drinks.

“That's an awfully big shot,’ Nick said.

Mot for us, Wemedge,” Bill said.

“What'll we drink to?* Nick asked, holding up the
glass,

‘Let’s drink to fishing,” Bill said.

‘All right,’ Nick said. ‘Gentemen, 1 give you fishing’

‘All fishing,” Bill said. ‘Everywhere”

‘Fishing, Nick said. “That’s what we drink 1o

Tt's better than haseball,” Ball said.

“There isn't any comparison,’ said Nick. ‘How did
we ever get talking about baseball?”

‘It was a mistake,” Bill said. ‘Baseball is a game for
lours”

They deank all that was in their glasses.

‘Now ler’s drink to Chesrerton.

‘And Walpole,” Nick interposed.

Nick poured out the liquor. Bill poured in the warer.
They lnoked at each other. They felr very fine.

‘Gentlemen,” Bill said, ‘T give you Chesterton and
Walpole.”

‘Exactly, gentlemen,’ Nick said.

They drank. Bill filled up the glasses. They sat down
in the big chairs in front of the fire.

“You were very wise, Wemedge,” Bill said.

“What do you mean®" asked Nick.

“T'o bust off that Marge business,” Bill said.
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‘] guess so," said Nick.

‘Tt was the only thing to do. If you hadn't, by now
you'd be back home working trying to get money enough
to get married.”

Nick said nothing,

"‘Once a man's married he’s absolutely bitched,” Bill
went on. ‘He hasn't got anything more, Nothing. Not a
damn thing, He's done for. You've seen the guys that get
married.

Mick said nothing,

“You can tell them,” Bill said. “They get this sort of
fat married look. They're done for”

‘Sure," said MNick.

It was probably bad busting it off; Bill said. But
you always fall for somebody else and then it's all right.
Fall for them but don't let them ruin you”

Yes,' said Nick.

“If yowd have married her you would have had to
matry the whole family. Remember her mother and thar
puy she marred.

Nick nodded.

‘Imagine having them around the house all the time
and going to Sunday dinners ar their house, and having
them over to dinner and her relling Marge all the time
what 1o do and how to act.”

Nick sat quict.

You came out of it damned well,’ Bill said. ‘Now
she can marry somebody of her own sort and serte
down and be happy. You can’t mix oil and water and
you can’t mix that sort of thing any mose than if I'd
marry Ida that works for Strattons. She'd probably like
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ir, too”

Nick said nothing. The liquor had all died out of
hirn and left him alone. Bill wasn't there, He wasa't Eltﬂ.l.'lg
in front of the fire or poing fishing tomorrow with Bill
and his dad or anything. He wasn't drunk. It was all gone.
All he knew was that he had once had Marjorie and that
he had lost her, She was gone and he had sent her awar.
“That was all that mattered. He might never see her again.
Probably he never would. Tt was all gone, finished.

‘Let’s have another drink,” Nick said.

Bill poured it out. Nick splashed in a lirde warer.

‘If you'd gone on that way we wouldn’t be here
now,” Bill said.

That was true. His original plan had been to go
down home and get a job. Then he had planned to stay
in Charlevoix all winter so he could be near Marge. Now
he did not know what he was going to do.

‘Probably we wouldn’t even be going fishing
tomorrow, Bill said. “You had the right dope, all right”

T couldn’t help it,’ Nick said.

T know. That's the way it works out,” Bill said.

.*All of a sudden everything was over,’ Nick said. T
don’t know why it was. I couldn’t help it. Just like when
the three-day blows come now and rip all the leaves off
the trees.’

“Well, it's over. That's the point,” Bill said.

‘Tt was my fault, Nick said.

Tt doesn’t make any difference whose fault it was;
Bill said.

Mo, 1 suppose not, Nick said.

The big thing was that Marjorie was gone and that
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probably he would never see her again. He had ralked
10 her about how they would go 1o Italy rogether and
the fun they would have. Places they would be together.
It was all pone now.

‘So long as it’s over that’s all that matters,” Bill said.
T tell you, Wemedge, 1 was worried while it was going
an. You played it right. | understand her mother is sore
as hell. She told a lot of people you were engaged.”

“We weren't engaged,” Nick said.

‘It was all around that you were.’

I can't help it,’ Nick said. “We weren't!

“Weren't you going to pet married?’ Bill asked.

“Yes. But we weren't engaged.” Nick said.

“Whar's the difference?” Bill said judicially.

‘I don’t know. There's a difference.’

1 don't see ir,” =aid Ball.

‘All right,’ said Nick. ‘Let’s get drunk.

‘All ripht,” Bill said. ‘Let’s get really drunk.’

‘Let’s get drunk and then go swimming,’ Nick said.

He drank off his glass.

‘I'm as sorry as hell about her but what could 1
do? he said. “You know what her mother was like!’

‘She was rerrble, Bill said.

‘All of a sudden it was over,) Mick said. ‘T oughtn't
1o talk abour it”

“You aren't,” Bill said. ‘I talked about it and now
I'm through. We won't ever speak about it again. You
don’t want to think abourt it. You might get back into it

agann

Nick had nor thought about that. It had seemed so
absolute. That was a thought. That made him feel better.
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‘Sure,” he said. ‘There's always that danger”

He felt happy now. There was not anything thar
was irrevocable, He might go into town Sarurday night.
Tomorrow was Thursday.

"There’s always a chance,” he said.

“You'll have to watch yourself,' Bill said.

'l watch myself] he said.

He felt happy. Nothing was finished. Nothing was
ever lost. He would go into town on Saturday. He felr
lighter, as he had felt before Bill started to talk about it
There was always a way out.

“Let’s take the puns and go down to the point and
look for your dad,’ Nick said.

Al right)

Bill toak down the rwo shotguns from the rack on
the wall. He opened a box of shells. Nick put on his
Mackinaw coat and his shoes. His shoes were stff from
drving. He was still quite drunk but his head was clear.

‘How do you feel?” Nick asked.

‘Swell, 've just gor a good edge on,” Bill was
buttoning up his sweater.

There™ fio use gcrﬂng drunk.’

‘No. We ought to get ourdoors.

They stepped out the door. The wind was blowing
a gale,

“The birds will lie dght down in the grass with this
Nick said.

They struck down toward the orcharnd.

T saw 2 woodcock this morning,” Bill said.

‘Maybe we'll jump him,” Nick said.

“You can't shoot in this wind,” Bill said.
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Outside now the Marpe business was no longer so
wragic. It was not even very important. The wind blew
everything like that away.

‘It’s coming right off the big lake,” Nick said.

Against the wind they heard the thud of a shogun,

“That's dad,’ Bill said. ‘He’s down in the swamp.’

“Let’s cut down that way, Nick said.

“Let’s cur across the lower meadow and see if we
jump anything,’ Bill said.

‘All right,” Nick said.

None of it was important now. The wind blew it
out of hig head. Sull he could always go into town
Sarurday night. It was a good thing to have in reserve.

a




OLD MAN AT THE BRIDGE

Ax old man with steel immed spectacles and very dusty
clothes sar by the side of the road. There was a pontoon
bridge across the river and cans, trucks, and men, women
and children were crossing it. The mule-drawn carts
staggered up the steep bank from the bridge with
soldiers helping push against the spokes of the wheels.
The trucks ground up and away heading out of it all the
peasants plodded along in the ankle deep dust. But the
old man sat there without moving, He was too tred to
go any farther.

It was my business to cross the bridge, explore the
bridgchead beyond and find our to what point the enemy
had advanced. I did this and rerurned over the bridge.
There were not so many carts now and very few people
on foor, but the old man was sall there.

Where do you come from?” I asked him.

‘From San Carlos, he said, and smiled.

‘Thar was his native rown and so it gave him pleasure
to mention it and he smiled.

1 was taking care of animals, he explained.
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‘Oh,’ 1 said, not quite understanding,

“Yes, he said, ‘T stayed, you see, taking care of
animals, 1 was the last one to leave the town of San
Carlos”

He did not look like a shepherd nor a herdsman
and T looked ar his black dusty clothes and his grey dusty
face and his steel dimmed spectacles and said, “Whar
animals were they?'

“Various animals,” he said, and shook his head. ‘1
had to leave them.'

1 was watching the bridge and the African looking
country of the Ebro Delta and wondering how long
now it would be before we would see the enemy, and
listening all the while for the first noises that would signal
that ever mysterious event called contact, and the old
man still sar there.

“What animals were they?” I asked.

“T'here were three animals altogether,” he explained.
“There were two goats and a cat and then there were
four pairs of pigeons”

‘And you had to leave them?' I asked.

“Yes. Because of the artllery. The eaptain told me
to go because of the artillery.

‘And vou have no family?’ I asked, watching the far
end of the bridge where a few last carts were hurrving
down the slope of the bank.

“No,” he said, “only the animals I stated. The cat, of
course, will be all right. A cat can look out for itself, but
1 cannot think what will become of the others.

“What politics have you?' I asked.

71 am without polirics,’ he said. ‘1 am seventy-six
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vears old. T have come rwelve kilometres now and 1
think now 1 can go no farther

“This is not a good place to stop, I said. Tf you can
make ir, there are trucks up the road where it forks for
Tortosa.”

T will wait a while] he said, ‘and then I will go.
Where do the trucks go?’

“Towards Barcelona,’ 1 told him.

‘[ know of no one in that direction,” he said, ‘but
thank you very much. Thank you again very much.’

He looked at me very blankly and tredly, then said,
having to share his worry with someone, "The cat will be
all right, 1 am sure. There is no need to be unquiet abour
the cat. But the others. Now what do you think about
the others?’

“Why, they'll probably come through it all right.

You think so?”

“Why not?' 1 said, warching the far bank where now
there were no carts.

“But what will they do under the artillery when 1
was told o leave because of the artllery?’

‘Did you leave the dove cage unlocked?” I asked.

Yes

“Then they'll fly”

“Yes, certainly they'll fly. But the others, It's better
not to think about the others,” he said.

“If you are rested [ would go,’ I urged. ‘Get up and
try to walk now

“Thank you, he said and gor to his feet, swayed
from side 1o side and then sat down backwards in the
dust.
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¢ 1 was only taking care of animals,” he said dully,
but no longer to me. ‘1 was only taking care of animals’

There was nothing to do about him. It was Easter
Sunday and the Fascists were advancing toward the Ebro.
It was a grey overcast day with a low ceiling so their
planes were not up. That and the fact thar cars know
how 0 look after themselves was all the good luck that
old man would ever have.

a




A DAY’S WAIT

HEe came into the room to shut the windows while we
were still in bed and I saw he looked ill. He was shivering,
his face was whire, and he walked slowly as though it
ached o move,

“Whar's the matter, Scharz?®

‘T've gort a headache”

“You better go back to bed.

™o, I'm all right.

You go to bed. I'll see you when I'm dressed.”

But when I came downstairs he was dressed, sitting
by the fire, looking a very sick and miserable boy of
nine years. When 1 put my hand on his forehead I knew
he had a fever.

You go up to bed, T said, ‘you're sick.”

T'm all right, he said.

When the doctor came he took the boy’s
temperature,

What iz it I asked him.,

* One hundred and rwo!
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Downstairs, the doctor left three different medicines
in different coloured capsules with instructions for giving
them. One was to bring down the fever, another a
purgative, the third to overcome an acid condition. The
germs of influenza can only exist in an acid condition,
he explained. He seemed to know all about influenza
and said there was nothing to worry about if the fever
did not go above onc hundred and four degrees. This
was 2 light epidemic of flu and there was no danger if
you avoided pneumonia.

Back in the room [ wrote the boy’s temperarure
down and made a note of the time to give the varous
capsules.

‘Do you want me to read to you?’

‘All right. Tf you want to, said the boy. His face was
very white and there were dark areas under his eyes. He
lay still in the bed and seemed very detached from what
wis going on.

I read aloud from Howard Pyle’s Book of Pirates,
but I could see he was not following what I was reading,

‘How do vou feel, Scharz?’ | asked him.

‘Just the same, so far,” he said.

1 sar ar the foot of the bed and read to myself
while T waited for it to be dme to give another capsule.
It would have been natural for him to go to sleep, bur
when I looked up he was looking at the foot of the
bed, looking very stranpely.

“Why don’t you tey to go to sleep? I'll wake you up
for the medicine.”

T'd rather stay awake.”
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After a while he said to me, “You don't have to sy
in here with me, Papa, if it bothers you.”

‘It doesn’t bother me.”

‘Na, I mean you don't have to sray if it's going to
baother you.

I thought perhaps he was a litde lightheaded and
after giving him the prescribed capsules ar eleven oclock
I wenr out for a while.

It was a brght, cold day, the ground covered with
a sleer that had frozen so that it seemed as if all the bare
trees, the bushes, the cur brush and all the grass and the
bare ground had been varnished with ice. I took the
young Irish serter for a little walk up the road and along
a frozen creek, but it was difficult to stand or walk on
the glassy surface and the red dog slipped and slithered
and I fell rwice, hard, once dropping my gun and having
it slide away over the ice.

We flushed a covey of quail under a high bank with
overhanging brush and I killed rwo as they went our of
sight over the top of the bank. Some of the covey litin
trees, bur most of them scattered into brush piles and it
was necessary to jump on the ice-coated mounds of
brush several times before they would flush. Coming
out while you were poised unsteadily on the icy, springy
brush they made difficult shootng and I killed rwo,
missed five, and started back pleased to have found a
covey close to the house and happy there were so many
left to find on another day.

Ar the house they said the boy had refused o let
anyone come into the room.
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“You can’t come in,” he said. “You must't get what
1 have!

1 went up to him and found him in exactly the
position 1 had left him, white-faced, bur with the tops
of his cheeks Aushed by the fever, staring stll, as he had
stared, at the foot of the bed.

I took his temperature.

“What is it

¢ Something like a hundred,’ 1 said. 1t was one
hundred and two and four-tenths,

It was a hundred and two,” he said.

“Who said so?’

“The doctoe”

Your temperature is all right,’ I said. “Tt’s nothing ro
worry abour”

. ‘I don't worry,” he said, ‘but 1 can’t keep from
thinking

‘Don't think, T 2aid. “Just rake it casy.”

‘I’ taking it easy; he said, and looked straight ahead.
He was evidently holding tight on to himself abour
something,

“Take this with water.”

‘Do you think it will do any good?’

YOf course it will)

I sar down and opened the Pirate book and
commenced to read, but T could see he was not
following, so 1 stopped.

‘About what tdme do you think I'm going to die’
he asked.

“What?

‘About how long will it be before T die?’
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“You aren't going to die. What's the matrer with

you?'

¢ Oh, yes, I am. I heard him say a hundred and
‘People don’t die with a fever of one hundred and
two. That's a silly way to ralk)

T know they do. At achool in France the boys told
me you can’t live with forty-four degrees. I've got a
hundred and two.

He had been waiting to die all day, ever since mine
o'clock in the morning,

“You poor Schatz,’ | said. ‘Poor old Schatz. It's like
miles and kilometres. You aren't going to die. That's a
different thermometer. On that thermomerer thirty-
seven is normal. On this kind it's ninety-eight.”

‘J"‘J.b.'.iﬂlui_{;l}r,’ I said. "It's like miles and kilometres.
You know, like how many kilometres we make when
we do seventy miles in the car?’

'Oh,” he said.

But his gaze at the foot of the bed relaxed slowly.
The hold over himself relaxed oo, finally, and the next
day it was very slack and he cried very easily at lirde

things that were of no importance.

a0,
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ONE READER WRITES

SHE sat at the table in her bedroom with a newspaper
folded open before her and only stopping to look out
of the window at the snow which was falling and melung
on the roofs as it fell. She wrote this lerer, writng it
steadily with no necessity to cross out or rewrite anything,

Roanoke, “Virginia
6 February 1933

Dear Doctor,

May 1 write you for some very important advice I
have a decision to make and don’t know just whom to
trust most, [ dare not ask my parents - and so I come o
vou - and only because T need not see you, can I conifde
in you even. Mow here is the situation - I martied a man
in US. service in 1929 and that same year he was sent to
China, Shanghai - he stayed three years - and came home
- he was discharged from the service some few months
ago - and went to his morther’s home, in Helena,
Arkansas, He wrote for me to come home - I went, and
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found he is taking a course of injectons and I naturally
ask, and found he is being treated for I don’t know how
to spell the word but ir sounds like this * sifilus * - Do
you know what I mean - now tell me will it ever be safe
for me to live with him again - I did not come in close
contact with him at any time since his return from China.
He assures me he will be QLK. after this doctor finishes
with him - Do you think it right - 1 often heard my
Father say one could well wish themselves dead if once
they became a victim of that malady - 1 believe my Father
but want to believe my Husband most - Please, please
tell me what to do - 1 have a daughter born while her
Father was in China -

Thanking you and trusting wholly in your advice I
am
and signed her name.

Mavbe he can tell me whats right to do, she said to
herself. Maybe he can tell me. In the picture in the paper
he looks like he'd know. He looks smart, all right. Every
day he tells somebody what to do. He ought to know.
want to do whatever is right. It’s such a long time though.
It’s a long time. And it’s been a long time. My Christ, it's
been a long time. He had to go wherever they sent him,
1 know, but I don't know what he had to get it for. Oh,
1 wish to Christ he wouldn’t have got it. I don’t care
what he did to get it. But T wish to Chast he hadn’t ever
got it. It does seem like he didn't have to have got it. I
don’t know what to do. 1 wish to Christ he hadn’t gor
any kind of malady. T don't know why he had to get a
malady.
a
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WHEN he saw vs come in the door the bartender looked
up and then reached over and put the glass covers on
the mwo free-lunch bowls.

‘Give me a beer,” T said. He drew it, cur the top off
* with the spatula and then held the glass in his hand. I put
the nickel an the wood and he slid the beer roward me,

“What's yours?' he said to Tom.

‘Beer”

He drew that beer and cut it off and when he saw
the money he pushed the beer across to Tom.,

Whart's the marter?” Tom asked.

The bartender didn’t answer him. He just looked
ewer our heads and said, "Whar's yours?’ to a2 man who'd
come in. .

‘Rye,’ the man said. The bartender pur out the bottle
and glass and a glass of water.

Tom reached over and took the plass off the free-
lunch bowl, Tt was a bowl of pickled pigs' feet and
there was a wooden thing that worked like a scissors,
with rwo wooden forks at the end to pick them up with.
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‘No,’ said the barrender and put the glass cover back
on the bowl. Tom held the wooden scissors fork in his
hand. * Put it back,” said the bartender.

Nou know where, said Tom,

The bartender reached a hand forward under the
bar, warching us both. 1 put fifty cents on the wood and
he straightened up.

“What was yours?” he said.

‘Beer,” 1 said, and before he drew the beer he
uncovered both the bowls,

“Your goddam pigs” feet stink,” Tom said, and spir
what he had in his mouth on the floor. The bartender
didn’t say anything. The man who had drunk the rye
paid and went out without looking back.

“You stink yourself,’ the bartender said. ‘All you
punks stink.

‘He says we're punks,’ Tommy said to me.

‘Listen, 1 said. “Let’s get out.”

“You punks clear the hell out of here,’ the bartender
said,

‘T said we were going out,’ 1 said. ‘It wasn't your
idea”

We'll be back,” Tommy said.

‘No you won't, the bartender told him.

“Tell him how wrong he is] Tom turned to me.

*Come on,” [ gaid.

Ourside it was good and dark.

“Whar the hell kind of place is this?” Tommy said.

T don’t know,’ 1 said, ‘Let’s go down to the staton.

We'd come in that town at one end and we were
going out the other. It smelled of hides and ran bark
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and the big piles of sawdusr. It was gettng dark as we
came in, and now that it was dark it was cold and the
puddles, of water in the road were freezing at the edges.

Down ar the staton there were five whores waiting
for the train to come in, and six white men and four
Indians. [t was crowded and hot from the stove and full
of stale smoke. As we came in nobody was talking and
the dcket window was down,

‘Shut the door, can't yon!" somebody said.

I looked o see whao said it. It was one of the white
men. He wore sragged trousers and lumbermen’s
rubbers and a mackinaw shirt like the others, bur he had
no cap and his face was white and his hands were white
and thin.

‘Aren’t you going to shut it

*sure,” I said, and shot it

“Thank you,” he said. One of the other men
snickered,

‘Fiver interfere with a cook? he said t me.

™o

You can interfere with this one’ he looked at the
cook © He likes it

The cook looked away from him holding his lips
tight topether.

‘He puts lemon juice on his hands,” the man said.
‘He wouldn't get them in dishwarter for anything, Look
how white they are.’

One of the whores laughed out loud. She was the
biggest whore I ever saw in my life and the biggest
woman. And she had on one of those silk dresses that
change colours. There were two other whores that were
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neatly as big but the big one must have weighed three
hundred and fifty pounds. You couldn’t believe she was
real when you looked at her. All three had those
changeable silk dresses. They sa side by side on the bench.
They were huge. The other two wete just ordinary
looking whores, peroxide blondes.

‘Look at his hands,’ the man said and nodded his
head ar the cook. The whore laughed again and shook
all over, :

The cook turned and said to her quickly. “You big
disgusting mountain of flesh.’

She just kept on laughing and shaking,

¢ Oh, my Christ,’ she said. She had a nice voice.
*Oh, my sweet Chrst.!

The other rwo whores, the big ones, acted very
quiet and placid as though they dida'’t have much sense,
but they were big, nearly as big as the biggest one. They'd
have both gone well over two hundred and fifty pounds.
The other two were dignified.

Of the men, besides the cook and the one who
ralked, there were two other lumberjacks, one that
listened, interested but bashful, and the other that seemed
getting ready to say something, and two Swedes. Two
Indians were sitting down at the end of the bench and
one standing up against the wall

The man who was gerring ready ro say something
spoke to me very low. * Must be like getting on top of a
hay mow’

I laughed and said it to Tommy.

‘I swear to Christ I've never been anywhere like
this he said. ‘Look at the three of them.” Then the cook

s ke upk
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‘How old are you boys?’

T'm ninery-six and he's sixty-nine,” Tommy said.

‘Ho! Ho! Ho!’ the big whore shook with laughing,
She had a really pretty voice. The other whores didn't
smile,

‘Oh, can’t you be decent?” the cook said. ‘I asked
just to be froendly)”

We're seventeen and nineteen,’ 1 said.

“What's the matter with you?’ Tommy turned to
me.

“Thart's all rght.’

“You can call me Alice, the big whore said and then
she began o shake again.

‘Is that your name?" Tommy asked.

“Sure, she said, ‘Alice. Isn't it?" she turned o the

man wha sat by the cook.

' “Alice. That’s right.

“That’s the sort of name you'd have,' the cook said.

‘It’s my real name,’ Alice said.

“What's the other girls’ names?" Tom asked.

‘Hazel and Ethel’ Alice said. Hazel and Ethel smled.
They weren't very bright.

“What’s your name?’ I said to one of the blondes.

‘Frances, she said.

‘Frances Wilson. What's it to you?’

“Whar's yours?’ | asked the other one.

* Oh, don't be fresh,” she said. _

‘He just wants us all to be friends the man who
talked said. ‘Don’t you want to be friends?’

“No, the peroxide one said. ‘Not with you”
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‘She’s just a spitfire,’ the man said. ‘A regular lirtle
spitfire.

The one blonde looked ar the other and shook her
head.

‘Goddamned mossbacks,” she said.

Alice commenced to laugh again and ro shake all
over.

“There’s nothing funny,’ the cook said. “You all laugh
bur there's nothing funny. You two young lads; where
are you bound for?”

“Where are you going yourself?’ Tom asked him.

‘I want to go o Cadillac,” the cook said. ‘Have you
ever been there? My sister lives there.

‘He's a sister himself, the man in the stagged trousers
said.

‘Can’t you stop that sort of thing?” the cook asked.
*Can't we speak decently?'

‘Cadillac is where Steve Ketchel came from and
where Ad Wolgast is from,” the shy man said.

* Steve Ketchel,” one of the blondes said in a high
voice as though the name had pulled a trigger in her.
‘His own father shot and killed him. Yes, by Christ, his
own father. There aren’t any more men like Steve Ketchel”

Wasn't his name Stanley Kerchel? asked the cook.

‘Oh, shut up,’ said the blonde. “What do you know
about Steve? Sranley. He was no Stanley, Steve Ketchel
was the finest and most beautiful man that ever lived. |
never saw 4 man as clean and as white and as beauriful
as Steve Ketchel. There never was a man like that. He
moved just like a tdger and he was the finest, free-est
spender thar ever lived.”
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‘Did you know him?” one of the men asked.

Mid 1 know him? Did T know him? Did I love
him? You ask me that? I knew him like you know nobody
in the world and I loved him like you love God. He was
the greatest, finest, whitest, most beauriful man that ever
lived, Steve Ketchel, and his own father shot him down
like a dop,”

“Were you out on the coast with him?’

No. 1 knew him before that, He was the only man
I ever loved.

Everyone was very respectful to the peroxide
blonde, who said all this in a high stagey way, but Alice
was beginning to shake again. I felt it sitting by her.

“ou should have marred him,' the cook said.

‘I wouldn't hurt his career,’ the peroxide blonde
~said. ‘I wouldn't be a drawback to him. A wife wasn't
what he needed. Oh, my God, what a man he was.,

“Thar was a fine way 1o look at it,' the cook said.
‘Didn’t Jack Johnson knock him out though?'

‘It was a trick,” Peroxide said. “Thar big dinge took
him by surprise. He'd just knocked Jack Johnson down,
the big black bastard. That nigger beat him by a fluke.”

The ticket window went up and the three Indians
went over to i,

‘Steve knocked him down,” Peroxide said. ‘He
turned to smile at me!

‘] thought you said you weren’t on the coast,’
someone said.

‘I went out just for that fight. Steve turned to smile
at me and that black son of a bitch from hell jumped up
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and hit him by surprise. Steve could lick a hundred like
that black bastard.

‘He was a great fighrer, the lumberjack said.

‘I hope to God he was,’ Peroxide said. ‘1 hope o
God they don't have fighters like that now. He was like
a god, he was. So white and clean and beaudful and
smooth and fast and like a tiger or like lightning’

“ I saw him in the moving pictures of the fight,
Tom said. We were all very moved. Alice was shaking all
over and I looked and saw she was ceying, The Indians
had gone outside on the platform.

‘He was more than any husband could ever be;
Peroxide said. “We were married in the eyes of God
and I belong to him right now and always will and all of
me is his. 1 don t care about my body. They can take my
body, My soul belongs to Steve Kerchel. By God, he
was a man.”

Everybody felt terribly. It was sad and embarrassing,
Then Alice, who was still shaking, spoke. “You're a dirty
liar, she said in that low voice. “You never layed Steve
Ketehel in your life and you know it.

‘How can you say that?’ Peroxide said proudly.

‘[ say it because it's true,” Alice said. ‘T'm the only
one here thar ever knew Steve Ketchel and 1 come from
Mancelona and 1 knew him there and it's true and you
know it's true and God can strike me dead if ir isn't
R

‘He can strike me 100, Peroxide said.

“This is true, true, e, and you know it. Not just
made up and I know exactly what he said 1o me/

“What did he say?" Peroxide asked, complacendly.
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Alice was crying so she could hardly speak from
shaking so. ‘He said, “You're a lovely piece, Alice.” That's
exactly what he said.

‘It’s a lie, Peroxide said.

‘It's true,” Alice said. “Thar’s rruly whart he said.’

‘It’s a lie,” Peroxide said proudly.

* No, it's true, true, true, to Jesus and Mary true’

“Steve couldn’t have said that. It wasn’t the way he
talked, Peroxide said happily.

“It’s true,” said Alice in her nice voice. ‘And it doesn't
make any difference to me whether you believe it or
aot. She wasn't erying any more and she was calm.

Tr would be impossible for Steve to have said thar,
Peroxide declared.

‘He said it,” Alice said and smiled. ‘And I remember
when he said it and I was a lovely piece then exactly as he
said, and right now I'm a berer piece than you, you
dried- up old hot water-bottle”

“You can’t insult me,’ said Peroxide. “You big
mountain of pus. I have my memories.”

‘No, Alice said in that sweer lovely voice, “you
haven't got any real memories except having your tubes
out and when vou started C. and M. Everything else you
just read in the papers. I'm clean and you know it, and
men like me, even though P'm big, and you know it, and
I never lie and you know 1.’

‘Leave me with my memories,” Peroxide said. “With
my true, wonderful memories.

Alice looked at her and then at us and her face lost
that hurt look and she smiled and she had the prertiest
face 1 ever saw. She had a prerty face and a nice smooth
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skin and a lovely voice and she was nice all right and
really friendly. But my God she was big, She was as big
as three women, Tom saw me looking at her and he
said, ‘Come on. Let’s go.
‘Good-bye, said Alice. She cerrainly had a nice voice.
‘Good-bye,’ T said.
“Which way are you boys going?” asked the cook.
“The other way from you,’ Tom told him.

Q
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