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THE SURVIVOR

We set there)x‘l an' Black Marig)i;both a us a
little drunk. I was scrapin' a beaver pelt, just after

stirrin' the mash in the two barrels behind the stove there.

Tiwas Saturday)/ the third night a the blizzard. The wind

was whistlin' an' howlin' 'round our place fit to blow us
away.,

They was even enough draft to be swayin' the yaller
flame a the kerosene lamp 'tween us there. Least'ways I
don't think it was the corn we was drinkin' that got me
thinkin' serious like to see that cat settin' there lappin!
up that mash, her shadow bobbin' up aﬁ' down the logs a the
far wall. Them ears an' whiskers.

Our clock'd been stopped goin' on three weeks/ «
one day when I was out on the trap line. I figgered by the
friskin' a the mice it was nigh uﬁ%o midnight when Black
Maria's tongue begun lollin'. I knowed then t'was time to
put her in the box behind the stove. They's one cat what
can stand her likker.

I set down again an' eased off my rubber boots an!
1it my pipe. My eyes is gettin' most as bad as my rheumatis;,
but I set there an' read a bit out a the Bible.

A feller's got to be a little Godful up in these
here North woods or the Devil'll get him sure. Look it old
Peter Moore. They found him last spring hangin' from the
rafters a his cabin. Down at the forks a the Mulligan an!

the Big Dead. Pete never read out a the Bible. A course I

reckon an' old trap-stealin' rum hound like Pete could'nt a




read anyway, but he could a kept it handy like.

I figger I must a got kind a dozins 3/;ett1n' there
with my socks steamin', half listenin' to the blizzard howlin'
outside. Sudden like they was a crunchin' in the snow out

there. I heard a thud what set the traps a=-jinglin' on the

door. Then t'was still;ﬂ/nothin‘ but the wind laughin' out

there 'mongst the trees.

I takes the rifle off a the wall an' goes over to
the &oor. I opens it slow like. The snow drift there come
tumblin' in on the floor. Just 'fore the wind blows the
lamp out I sees a feller lyin' there. i drug him in an' laid
him on my bunk. I 1lit the lamp an' shovelled the snow in a
empty barrel there. I was goin' to use that barrel next day
for runnin' off the mash in.

Pore feller was 'most done. 7;ravellin' out there
without no snow shoes, no pack an' ng mitts. Looked sort a
young too, an' froze stiffer'n a bear trap. His feet'd swoll
an' bust his boots. Both hands was bleedin' an' raw. Through
his whiskers I could see his face an' ears was gone sort a
blue)l'like old salt pork. But them eyés a his kept peerin'
out at me without a wink.

I put a couple a pine knots in the stove an' mixed a
couple a stiff toddys;J/one for me an' one for him.

They was some trouble pryin' them swoll lips a his
apart. I could hear the likker crack along his gullet like pourin'
water on a froze window,

He was too far gone for much savin'. Guess the corn
likker must a helped him a mite though. His swoll lips begun
to move an' he sﬁ?rts blowin' bubbles like a baby do. I mixes
two more stif{;ziégiys-an' give him one more. I goes back an'
set at the table sippin' mine. I figgered if he's got to go on
my bunk there an' I got to watch him, we might as both well be

drunk. —IEeEEsbEEEes -
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I set there quite a spell)l/;mokin' an' drinkin' an'

watchin' him there. He was breathin' pretty heavy. The wind
was howlin' worse,. |

Then he says a word.

"Father.®

He'd turned his swoll head toward me. Them glistenin!
eyes a his was gazin' at me again, lookin' sort a like a buck
what you shot down an' ain't killed.

"What is it son?" I says $Soft like.

He was gobblin' his lips somethin' awful.

"Father, come by me," he says. "Bring - bring the
&ook ¥

Froze or no froze, he'd spotted the Bible settin!
there on the table, I fetched a couple a more drinks an' the
Bible an' sets down 'side him at the bunk there.

He reaches‘?gffggg‘a them froze hands a his. They
was drippin’ frost(ggjwplodaﬁnow from the heat.

"The Bible," he says.

He puts out his hand. I took an' laid it on the
Book for a little bit.

He laid there gazin' at me for a time.

"Father, do you believe in the instinct of self -
preservation?®

Seemed to me he was tryin' to smile.

I figgered this feller must a been pretty well
eddicated, springin' such big words. "Instinct of self -
preservation."

I tells him that considerin' the amount a whiskey
an' moonshine I'd drunk in my day, I allowed as how I did.

He tried to smile again. It was pretty bad. They's
water runnin' from his eyes an' big ears an' down his nose an'
out a his swoll mouth. Outside the storm was gettin' worse,
if that it could. He close his eyes.

- 8 &
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Then he begun to talk)!,low an' quiet like)f/;yin'1£;¢4
with his eyes shet ,there. ‘£ike a little babé what's tellin'
somethin! to his méther.

"Father," he says, "it seems years since I've been
so comfortable - and so w§;g. You'll probably think I'm
crazy but it seems I'm a&h:hy again - and that you are my -
my mother." V

I nods. I did'nt think he was cragy.

"I am the only one left. All the others are back

there." 8Slow like he points south. "All down there in the

e

AL

mine; snug « and warm." zLﬂegj;nwmﬂ"

"Louise's fathe%kand I went dowh in hiéaﬁine that

morning to see if it could'nt be worked a little longer before
being abandoned. The men were complaining that the seepage from
the swampy Lake Louise was running with dangerous freedom into

" the mine)-‘/particularly in the north drift."

His eyes 1lit up a litf}e, lyin' there.

"Louise is —ég%g?zt;; wife," he says.

I set there blinkin' an' holdin' the Bible.

"We got to the bottom of the shaft:.‘ﬂe had to climb

A
timbers in the sha.ft/w'\the skip could'nt run."

down on the ladder. T%ﬁﬁ;ater had sprung and, swollen the

He was talkin' like to hisself - like a feller who
wag just recollectin' somethin'.

"Both of us started up the tram car tracks to the
north drift. The tracks were almost buried in water and mud,
though the pumps were working constantly."®

"Every now and then we'd splash past a dent in the
drift. Mules stalls. Their big ears looked weird in the
bobbing light of our carbide lamps. Some of those mules had
been there since I was a boy;J/;o snug - so warm."

I give him another big gulp a the toddy.

"When we reached the miners they were standing

_4-.
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together in a huddle, muttering among themselves. B8Bome were

leaning on their picks and shovels.

E i ”')‘laww

“Herﬁfethar greeted them.

None made a pretense of
working."
They did not speak. The
water was literally pouring from overhead."

"Then a little Italian pointed up. I see him
standing there, looking up. I see the whites of his eyes.
1No lak, boss.

her lake.

No lak wat'.' We were right under Lake Louise -
I recall that I shivered, though the heat from the
mine and from the bodies of the men was oppressive."

"Her father stood there in the flickering light and

'U'LLMM
gave the men a,\verba.l lashing,."

The pore feller stopped a minute, like he was reflectin'.
Wes a gl old bgelard -

"I guess he had the instincts of a bully.‘AHe told
them they were 1ucky to have jobs in such times without 'belly -
aching' about working conditions."

# ' Afraid of a little water and mud,' he said. ' You
fellows are whiners, not miners. If you don't like to work in
the Louise just get to hell up and get your time. There're
plenty more waiting to take your place.! ¥

"We turned and walked back to the shaftﬂ I was'nt

relishing the long climb up the ladder. As I waded along behind

her father, the flame of my lamp
thought of how much chance those
with their familes starving then

"We were almost to the
I heard a terrific roar from the

from there. I heard the shrieks

rushed down the drift upon us, blowing out our lamps.
whinnying wildly, raced past us."
# ' God man,' shouted her father.

The bottom% fallen out of Lake Louise.

dancing on hig broad back, I
poor men had of quitting -
on the reduced wages."

foot of the ladder. Suddenly
north drift. We had just come
of the men. A cyclone of wind

A mule,

' Its happened.

Run for it. ' @

"Both of us stumbled to the foot of the ladder.
-5—




There was a terrible roar from the rush of mud and water behind
us. The shrieks of the men had ceased.®
T'was plain the feller was gettin' excited. He tried

to set up. I give him another drink.
ey
f\f'z:h:h:az:started up the ladder like a mad ape.

The mud and ooze from the lake bottom was pressing up the

WHer

gshaft after us. I could hear it belching and sucking - like
hot lava - just below us. I almost lost my grip on the ladder
thinking of the mangling and foul slipping among the men back
there,"

"I felt that her father was tiring. I climbed
alongside him and shouted to him to grab onto my belt. After
that we made some progress. Youth - youth - = ¥

The pore feller was gettin' awful worked up. His
eyes opened wide an' was blazin' like coals. Then his voice
got sort a sobbin' like,
olifr7“‘“* "That hellish stuff began to gain on us. ©Suddenly her

faﬁhpfhlost his grip on my belt. His two hands caught my ankle."
He begun talkin' fast, chattefin' through those swoll
lips a his.

"I looked down. There was a dim light from the top

of the shaft. I could see the head and limp ears of a@ e

mule swirling around5¢/swirling and spinning.®

#The mud and water caught up to her father - over
his boot#s, over his knees."

"I tried to pull him out, I tell you. Then ¥/without

the obd Lrecolors

a sound,\h relaxed his grip. The damned stuff was around his
neck. He was grinning at me. Grinning, I tell you. Then he
went."

The pore feller's voice was husky an' sobbin'.

*I tell you he slipped. He lost his grip."

Then his voice got sort a wheedlin' like,

-l
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a,u,g? Me e BA f; fn
"He was an old ma.nMHe would'nt ha.ve 1ived Dekic.

Sudden like he set up in the bunk, his eyes burnin'
into mine, accusin' like. He begun to shriek.

"He slipped. 8ay something, damn you. He slipped.
He lost his grip, I tell you."

"Yes son, he Blipped,“VI says quiet like.

Then he laid back, pore feller, gettin'! weaker.

Guess the likker'dd be to wear off. He begun to whisper,

yi t’“

insistin! like) /‘/J‘"él& o L-L,s ) 4 é¥ st ol évna,’h,n I{,'tt(d:.f)g,w :

"I climbed out of the shaft into the sunlight. I
wag blinded for a moment - and sick and old., There was no
one around. The few surface workmen were‘gathered in a horrified
cluster about the yawning crater of what was once the Lake
Louise. "

"I fled into the woods and headed North. Seems like
I've been running for years.~ North, always North. But that
damn mud won't freeze, I tell you. Iﬂ% always at my heels.

= ol mian —
Then I look down, 4 and there he is Agrinning at me."

7
The feller was pretty all in. I figgered he would'nt
last long. I propped him up on.a pillow. Then I set down by
the stove an' 1it my pipe. I could hear the wind whistlin'®
down therchimney. R
He was lyin? there starln' wild at me when I sees
his eyesm starin' at %e stove. Then I sees

N«t&u

the cat'M/Black MariaVJ/come out a her box, alli%ris%lin' an'

humpbacked, reelin' to the bunk where he laid there. /
/"’/ A, e
W The feller begun to work his lips, an‘ ‘commenced to
Eag moan. 'ihﬂ&}ﬁe braced hisself on those drippin' hands a his
an' come out a the bunk,
He stood there pantin' a second. Then he stomped
drunk like on those froze club feet a his toward the door.
He wrapped one a his froze hands ' round the chains a the

traps hangin' from the door.
%’ﬂv& man., ﬂuhﬂ'}f ﬂff,ilt/?'




"Here there son," I says, comfortin' like. #"Your
hand will be slippin' too, soon enough. Get back to the bunk."

He turned them terrible eyes on me.

"Its a lie - a damnable lie," he shouted.

He was sobbin' an' slobberin' somethin' awful.

#I kicked him., I kicked his hand away. He'd have

dragged me down, I tell you. I kicked his hand. He was old.
I was - I am - young. Youth. Youth."

He stood there, his swoll lips beefy an' burstin' -

uge | ol
like a +er- - Then he turned an'

A A

open the door. The wind an' snow came howlin' in.

He faced me, puffy an' wild lookin', an' laughed.
It was pretty awful, lookin' at that face a his. I starts for
him. He turned an' run stumblin' into the storm. The lamp
was gutted by the wind 'fore I could Effmﬁgwkiﬂa

(/_,_/\_/v et vy
I stood in the door there. I could hear a laughin!

e T e

out there mixin' with the howlin' a the wind.

Somethin' rubbed agin' my leg. I reaches down an'
they's Black Maria purrin! peaceful like. I close the door an'
1it the lamp an' shovelled the snow in a barrel there. I
figgered there'd be no findin' that one 'till spring. An' a
old feller has got to mind his strength, with a batch to run

off in the morniﬂhp '

"Instinct ef self-preservation." That's a right

good one.




The feller begun to work his lips an' commenced
to moan. Then he braced hisself on those drippin'
hands a his an' come out a the bunk.

He stood there pantin' a second. Then he stomped
drunk like on those froze club feet a his toward the
door. He wrapped one a his froze hands 'round the
chains a the traps hangin' from the door.

"Here there son," I says, comfortin' like,

#Your hand will be slippin' too, soon enough. Get
back to the bunk."

He turned them terrible eyes on me.

"It's a lie - a damnable lie," he shouted.

He was sobbin' an' slobberin' somethin' awful.

vI kicked him. I kicked his hand away. He'd
have dragged me down, I tell you. I kicked his hand.
He was old. I was - I am - young. Youth. Youth."

He stood there, his swoll lips beefy an'
burstin' - like a feller what's been lynched. Then
he turned an' wrenched opeﬁ the door. The wind an'
snow came howlin' in.

He faced me, puffy an' wild lookin', an'
laughed. It was pretty awful, lookin' at that face
a his. I starts for him. He turned an' run stumblin'
jnto the storm. The lamp was gutted by the wind tfore
I could get to him.




Written by:

John D. Voelker
1033 Ontario Street
Oak Park, Illinois.

THE SURVIVOR

by
Robert Traver

We set therg,- I an' Black Maria - both a
us a little drunk. I wae scrapin' a beaver pelt,

just after stirrin' the mash in the two barrels behind
the stove there. T'was Saturday, the third night a
the blizzard. The wind wgs whistlin' an' howlin'
'round our place fit to blow us away.

They was even enough draft to be swaying!
the yaller flame a the kerosene lamp !'tween us there.
Least'ways I don't think it was the corn we was
drinkin' that got me thinkin' serious-like to see that
cat settin' there lappin' up that mash, her shadow
bobbin' up an' down the legs a the far wall. Them
|

ears an' whiskers.

Our clock'd been stopped goin' on three

weeksym one day when I was out on the tzap line.4 I

figgered by the friskin' a the mice it was nigh onto
midnight wheh Black Maria's tongue begun lollin'.
I knowed then t'was time to put her in the box behind

the stove. They's one cat what can stand her likker,




I set down again an' eased off my »ubber boots

an' 1lit my pipe. My eyes is gettin' most as bad as my
rheumatism, but I set there an' read a bit out a the
Bible.

A feller's got to be a little Godful up in
these here North woods or the Devil'll get him sure.

Look it o0ld Peter Moore. They found him last Spring
hangin' from the rafters a his cabin. Down at the forks
a the Mulligan an' the Big Dead. Pete never read out a
the Bible. A course I reckon an' old trap-stealin'
rum-hound like Pete could'nt a read anyway, but he could
a kept it handy-like.

I figger I must a got kind a dozin'— settin'
there with my socks steamin', half listenin' to the
blizzard howlin' outside. BSudden-like they was a
crunchin' in the snow out there. I heard a thud what
set the traps a-jinglin' on the door. Then t'was still -
nothin' but the wind laughin' out there 'mongst the t;ees.

I takes the rifle off a the wall an' goes over
to the door. I opens it slow-like. The snow drift there
come tumblin' in on the floor. Just 'fore the wind

blows the lamp out I sees a feller lyin' there. I drug




him in an' laid him on my bunk. I 1it the lamp an'
shovelled the snow in a empty barrel there. I was
goin' to use that barrel next day for runnin! off the
mash in.

Pore feller was 'most done. Travellin' out there
without no snow-shoes, no pack an' no mitts. Looked
sort a young/too, an' froze stiffer'n a bear trap.

His feet'd swoll an' bust his boots. Both hands was
bleedin' an' raw. Through his whiskers I could see his
face an' ears was gone sort a blue—1like old salt pork.
But them eyes a his kept peerin' out at me without a wink.

I put a couple a pine knots in the stove an'
mixed a couple a stiff toddys —one for me an' one for
him,

They was seme trouble pryin' them swoll lips a
his apart. I could hear the likker crack along his
gullet like pourin' water on a froze window.

He was too far gone for much savin', Guess the

corn likkez must a helped him a mite though. His swoll

lipes begun to move an' he starts blowin' bubb1e§glike a

baby do. I mixes two more stiff toddys an' give him
one more. I goes back an' set at the table sippin'
mine. I figgered if he's got to go on my bunk there
an' I got to watch him, we might as both well be drunk.




I set there quite a spell - smokin' an' drinkin'
an' watchin' him there. He was breathin' pretty heavy.
The wind wifhhgziigiﬂzgzggi:>

cffﬂen he says a word.

"Father."

He'd turned his swoll head toward me. Them
glistenin' eyes a his was gazin' at me again, lookin'
sort a like a buck what you shot down an' ain't killed.

"What is it, son?® I says soft-like.

|

He was gobblin' his lips somethin' awful.

"Father, come by me," he says. "Bring —
bring the'bOOk.“

Froze or no froze, he'd spotted the Bible
settin' there on the table. I fetched a couple a more
drinks an' the Bible an' sets down 'side him at the
bunk there,

He reaches out one a them froze hands a his.
They was drippin' frost now from the heat.

"The Bible," he says.

He puts out his hand. I took an' laid it on

the Book for a»li?ﬁlewbit,%m

< He laid there gazin' at me for aﬁéﬁfg:

"Father, do you believe in the instinct of
gelf-preservation?"

Seemed to meAhe was tryin' to smile.

I figgered this feller must a been pretty
well eddicated, springin' such big words. "Instinct
of self-preservation.” H'nny

I tells him that considerin' the amount a




whiskey an' moonshine I'd drunk in my day, I allowed
as how I did. ; )
+ o/‘n
He tried to smile again. It was pretty badgi%%”%zézg
They's water runnin' from his eyes an' big ears an!
down his nose an' out a his swoll mouth. Outside the
storm was gettin' worse, if that it could. He close

his eyes.

Then he begun to talk =—low an' quiet like ——
/‘,
) el
lyin'Awith his eyes shet, there. Like a little babe

what's tellin' somethin' to hie%ﬁrer.
"Father," he pays, "it seems years since I've
been so comfortable - and so warm. Youlll probably

ld et
think I'm crazy,but it seems I'm a beby ,againe=—zmd

A
I nods. I did'nt think he was crazy, 5=t .
"I am the only one left. All the others are

back there." 8Slow-like he points south. "All down

4 ,4,

there in the minehjsngZZ?agﬁaya{g VY R LR P S
f/iiae's father and I went down in his mine

that morning to see if it could'nt be worked a little
longer before being abandoned. The men were complaining
that the seepage from the swampy Lake Louise was, running

with-dangeransg freedem into the mine — particularly in
the north drift."




His eyes 1it up a little, lyin' there.
"Louise is - my wife," he says.

I set there blinkin' an' holdin' the Bible.
"We got to the bottom of the shaft. We had

to climb down on the laddéE; ZThe zzjfr had spr&ung and

20
swollen the timbers in the shaft, ~The skip could'nt run.®

He was talkin' like to hisself~— like g feller
who was just recollectin' somethin',

"Both of us started up the tram car tracks to
the north drift. The tracks were almost buried in
water and mudfﬂxhough the pumps were working constantly.®

"Every now and then we'd splash past a dent in
the drift. Mules stalls. Their big ears looked weird
in the bobbing light of our carbide lamps. Some of

\\
those mules had been there since I was a boy, - -so—anug——

; .
50" 7ar"m.%' A w‘j&“"" %\
,AI give him another big gulp a the toddy.
"When we reached the miners they were standing
together in a huddle, muttering among themselves.
Some were leaning on their picks and shovels. None made
a pretense of working."

"Her father greeted them. They did not speak.

The water was literally é%ring from overhead."




#"Then a little Italian pointed up. I see
himhftanéing there, looking up. I see the whites of
his eyes. 'No lak, boss. No lak wat'.' We were

Apnder Lake Louise - her lake. I recall that I
ghivered, though the heat from the mine and from the
bodies of the men was oppressive."

"Her father stood there in the flickering
light and gave the men dﬁ?g;gal lashing."

The pore feller stopped a minute, like he was
reflectin'.

"1 guess he hadﬁthe instincts of a bully. He
told them they were lucky to have jobs .in such times
without @belly-achingﬂlabout working conditions."

" ' Afraid of a little water and mud,' he said.
'You %ﬁ%&g;;%are whiners, not miners. If you don't
like to work in the Louise just get to hell up and get
your time. There're plenty more waiting to take your
pla"e"d% Ml;m”,‘ bl wink v aslle ti%m. 4

ﬂWe turned and walked back to the shaft. I '

was”ﬁt relishing the long climb up the ladder. As

chance

I waded along behinélher father, the flame Of‘mé lamp

dancing on his broad back, I thought of how

those poor éﬁﬁﬁ%@d of quitting,— with their families
starving &wew on the reduced wages."

"We were almost to the foot of the ladder.
Suddenly I heard a terrific roar from the north darift.

We had just come from there. I heard théﬁshrieks of the




men. A cyclone of wind rushed down the drift upon
us, blowing out our lamps. A mule, whinnying wildly,
raced past us."

" 'God man!‘ shouted her father. 'Iét
happened. The bottoms fallen out of Lake Louise.
Run for it/+ »

"Both of us stumbled to the foot of the
ladder. There was roar from the rush
of mud and water behind us. The shrieks of the
men had ceased.”

E.“2'\vza.s plain the feller was gettin' excite?.

He tried to set up. 1 glve him another drink

MLl bl 1ol (alhocs', i Lol Lo tlivnn
/Her father started up the ladder like a mad

and
ape. The muad and ooze/\from the lake bottom was
pressing up the shaft after us. I could hear it

V/just below us.

belching and sucking,i/like hot lava)

1 almost lost my grip on the ladder thinking of the

mangling and foul slipping among the men back there."
"I fert that her father was tiring. I climbed

~

alongside him and shouted,\ y him to grab onto my belt.

]

After that we made some progress. Youth - youth e==*
\
The pore fellergme—ge-t#mm

A
~His eyes, opene®® wide an' wee blazin' like coals. Then

his voice got sort a sobbin', 1like.




"That hellish stuff began to gain on us.
Suddenly her father lost his grip on my belt.—Jlis
two hands caught my ankle."

He begun talkin' fast, chatterin' through those
swoll lips a his.

"I looked down. There was a dim light from
the top of the shaft. I could see the head and limp
ears of a mule swirling around - swirling and spinming."

#*The mud and water caught up to her: father -
over his boots, over his knees."

#I tpied to pull him out, I tell you. Then =
without a sound - he relaxed his grip. The damned
stuff was around his neck. He was grinning at me.
Grinning, I tell you. Then he went."

The pore feller's voice was husky an' sobbin'.

"I tell you he slipped. He lost his grip."

Then his voice got sort a wheedlin'wlike.

"He was an 0ld man. He would'nt have lived
long, anyway."

‘Sudden~like he set up in the bunk, his eyes
burnin' into mine, accusin' like. He begun to shriek.

"He slipped. 8Say something, damn you. _He

slipped! He lost his grip, I tell you."




'Yes)son, he slipped," I says quiet-like.

Then he laid back, pore feller, gettin' weaker.
Guess the likker'gd begun to wear off. He begun to
whisper, insistin'- like_,ﬁlﬂuw(ﬁﬂwfwm o«lwfutz{/MNM

"I climbed out of the shaft into the sunlight.
I was blinded for a momentr—and sick and old. There
was no one around. The few surface workmen were
gathered in a horrified cluster about the yawning crater
of what was once the Lake Louise."

"I fled into the woods and headed North.
Seems like I've been running for years. North, always
North. But that damn mud won't freeze, I tell you.
It's always at my heels. Then I look down - and there
he is = grinning at me."

The feller was pretty all in. I figgered he
would'nt last 2ong. I propped him up Oni%fplllOW,Cbh\

3 ot
en I set down by the stove an' 1it my pipep —T-eowid

wae Ik
Beaw fhe wind whistlin' , down “the chimney%WWob o,

He was lyin! there starin'—wiizazz me when
I sees his eyes; gstartled like, starinv\at the stove.
Then I sees the cat - Black Maria - come out a her box,
all bristlin' an' humpbacked, reelin' to the bunk where

he laid there.




The feller begun to moan an' work his lips.

4%£; braced hisself on -those drippin' hands a his an'!

come out a the bunk. . =
ovw A4 '

He stood there pantin' =—bé%. Then he stomp -
ed drunk-like on those froze club feet a his to the
door. He wrapped one a his £roze hands 'round the
chains a the traps hangin' from the door.

"Here there son," I says, comfortin' like.

" sl L
K¥eux—hand*mi¥iAbe slippin' too, soon enough. Best
_you ease back to your bunk."

He was hanginb\bulgy-eyed +he#e.by one hand,
like a feller slippin' from a cross. His swoll lips
was beefy an' burstin', like a lynched nigger%.

Then I heard the cat, Black Maria. She was
back there in the shadows, hissin' an' spittin'.

#It's a lie - a God damned lie."

He shouted that there from the door, his eyes

holdin' me off. Loler sttt

7

#I kicked him. I kicked the old bastard's

~

hand away. He'd have dragged me down with him, I say(ﬁ

He was old. I was - I am - young.ﬂ”xouthf Youth."

It seems like.we stood there, him an' me, like

. —
Aggﬁ?e‘was no clocks, no nothingp just me an' him.
Thum
He commenced laughin', hangin' therq,,zﬂ?’

WH~W 4
en\he swang ‘round an' pawed open the doox, The
wind an' snow came tumblin' in. 'Fore I could move

he was stumblin' into the storm. /{?ﬁe lamp was gutted

by the wind 'fore I could move,anwrwqaaﬁgpa_JZAJ-

/
v




Vv
W/W/M
Ny e
'
gl et
I stood in the doorhthere, I could hear a wu@w

laughin' out there mixin' with the howlin' a the wind.
M 2T
Bomeﬁg rubbed agin' my leg. I reaches
down an' hey's Black Maria purrin' peaceful/likecua'canzih)

‘Mth i
Ko 1 close o %tnd door an' 11t the lamp an' shovelled the
i

snow in a barrel there. ;&P¥iggered there'd be no
findin' that one 'till 5pring. An' a old feller has
got to mind his strength, with a batch to run off in
the mornin',

*"Ingtinct of self-preservation." That's a

right good one.




THE SURVIVCR

We sat, there, I an' Black Maria, both a us a little drunk. I was
scrapin' a beaver pelt, just after stirrin' the mash in the two barrels be-
hind the stove there. 'Twas Saturday, the third night a the blizzard. The
wind was whistlin' an' howlin' 'round our place fit to blow us away,

They was even enough draft to be swayin! fitful-like the yaller flame
a the kerosene lamp 'tween us there. Least'ways I don't think it was the corn
we was drinkin' that got me thinkin' serious-like to see that cat settin!
there lappin' up that mash, her shadow bobbin' up an!' down the logs a the far

wall. Them ears an' whiskers!

Our clock'd been stopped goin' on three weeks -- one day when I was

out on the trap line. But I figgered by the friskin'! a the mice it was nigh
onto midnight when Black Maria's tongue begun lollin'. I knowed then 'twas

time to put her in the box behind the stove. They!'s one cat what can stand

her likker,

I set down again an' eased off my boots an' lit my pipe. My eyes is
gettin' most as bad as my rheumatism, but I set there an' read a bit out a
the Bible,

A feller's got to be a little Godful up in these here North woods or
the Devil?ll get him sure. Look it old Peter Moore. They found him last
Spring hangin' from the rafters a his cabin. Down at the forks a the Mulligan
an' the Big Dead. Pete never read out a the Bible. A course I reckon an' old
trap-stealin' rum hound like Pete couldn't a read anyway, but he could a kept
it handy-=like, |

I figger I must a got kind a dozin' -= settin' there with my socks
steamin?, haif listenin' to the blizzard howlin' outside. Sudden~like they

was a crunchin® in the snow out there. I heard a thud what set the traps




a=Jjinglin' on the door. Then 'twas still == nothin' but the wind laughin?
out there 'mongst the. trees.

I takes the rifle off a the wall an' goes over to the door. 1 opens
it slow-=like, The snow drift there come tumblin' in on the floor. Just
'fore the wind blows the lamp out I sees a feller lyin' there. I drug him
in an' laid him on my bunk. I 1it the lamp an' shovelled the snow in a empty
barrel there. 1 was goin'! to use that barrel next day for runnin' off the
mash in,

Pore feller was 'most done, Travellin' out there without no snow-
shoes, no pack an! no mitts. Looked sort a young, too, an!' froze stiffer'n
a bear trap. His feet'd swoll an' bust his boots. Both hands was bleedin'

an' raw. Through his whiskers I could see his face an' ears was gone sort a

blue —= like old salt pork. But them eyes a his kept peerin!' out at me

'thout a wink,

I put a couple a pine knots in the stove an' mixed a couple a stiff
toddys == one for me an! one for him,

They was trouble pryin' them swoll lips a his apart. I could hear
the likker crack along his gullet like pourin' water on a froze window.

He was too far gone for much savin’, Guess the corn must a helped
him a mite though. His swoll lips begun to move an' he starts blowin!'
bubbles like a baby do. I mixes two more stiff toddys an' give him one more,
I goes back an' set at the table sippin' mine, I figgered if he’s got to go
on my bunk there.an' I got to sit an' watch him, both of us might as well
be drunk.

I set there quite a spell --= smokin! an! drinkin' an' watchin' him
there. He was breathin' pretty heavy. The wind was howlin' worse. Then he
says a word,

"Father."




He'd turned his swoll head toward me. Them glistenin' eyes a2 his
was gazin' at me again, kinda pleadin', lookin' sort a like a buck what you
shot down an' ain't killed.

"What is it, son?" I says soft-like,

He was a-gobblin' his lips somethin' awful.

"Father, come by me," he says. "Bring -- bring the book."

Froze or no froze, he'd spotted the Bible settin' there on the table.

I fetched a couple a more drinks an' the Bible an! sets down 'side him at the

bunk there.

He reaches out one a them froze hands a his. They was drippin' frost
now from the heat.

"The —~ the Bible," he says.

He puts out his hand., I took an' laid it on the Book for a little
bit. He laid there gazin' at me for a spell. Very slow-like he began to
talk,

"Pather, do you believe in the instinct of self«preservation?*

Seemed to me like he was tryin' to smile,

I figgered this feller must a been pretty well eddicated, springint
such big words. "Instinct of self=-preservation.”" H'm,.

I tells him that considerin' the amount a whiskey an! moonshine I'd
drunk in‘'my day, I allowed as how I did.

He tried to smile agein, It was pretty bad to sit an! watch, They's
water runnin' from his eyes an' big ears an' down his nose an' out a his
swoll mouth. ' OQubside the storm was gettin' worse, if that it could. He
close his eyes.

Then he begun to talk -- low an' quiet-like -= lyin' there with his
eyes shet. Like a little babe what's tellin' somethin' to his ma,

"Father," he says, "it seems years since Ifve been so comfortable ——

and so warm,  You'll probably think I'm crazy, but it seems I'm a child once

again,"




I nods. I didn't think he was crazy.

"I am the only one left. All the others are back there." Slow-like
he points south. "All down there in the mine, snug =~ and all so warm."

"Yes, son," 1 said, "they be all nice and warm,"

"Louise's father and I went down in his mine that morning to see if it
couldn't be worked a little longer before being abandoned. The men were com-~
plaining that the seepage from the swampy Lake Louise was running into the

mine ~- particularly in the north drift.n

His eyes 1it up a little, lyint' there.

"Loulse is =~ my wife," he says.

I set there blinkin' an! holdin' the Bible.

We got to the bottom of the shaft. We had to climb down on the lad-
der-way. The water had sprung and swollen the timbers in the shaft so that
the skip couldn't run."

He was talkin' like to hisself -- like a feller who was just recol-
lectin! somethin?.

"Both of us started up the tram car tracks to the north drift. The
tracks were almost buried in the water and mud, although the pumps were work-
ing constantly.

"HEvery now and then we'd splash past a dent in the drift. Mules'
stalls. Their big ears looked weird in the bobbing light of our carbide
lamps. Some of those mules had been there since I was a boy,"

He commence coughin' an' splutterin' an' I give him another big gulp
a the toddy.

"When we reached the miners they were standing together in a huddle,
muttering among themselves. Some were leaning on their picks and shovels.
None made a pretense of working,

"Her father greeted them. They did not speak. The water was liter-

ally pouring from overhead.




"Then a 1little Italian pointed up. ‘I see him now standing there,

looking up, 1 see the whites of his eyes. !'No lak, boss. No lak all da

wat'.' We were directly under Lake Louise ~~ her lake, I recall that I
shivered, though the heat from the mine and from the bodies of the men was
oppressive.

"Her father stood there in the flickering light and gave the men a
vicious verbal lashing."

The pore feller stopped a minute, like he was reflectin'.

"I guess he had all the instincts of a bully. He told them that they
were lucky to have jobs in such times without belly-aching about working con-
ditions.

"'Afraid of a little water and mud,' he said. 'You yellow=bellies
are whiners, not miners. If you don't like to work in the Louise just get
to hell up and get your time. There're plenty more waiting to take your
place,!

"The miners turned to their work in sullen terror, All but the little
Italian -~ he stood there with his foot resting defiantly on his shovel. We
turned and walked back to the shaft. I wasn't relishing the long climb up
the ladder. As I waded along behind her father, the flame of my lamp dancing
on his broad back, I thought of how little chance those poor devils had of
quitting —=- with their families already starving on the reduced wages."

"We were almost to the foot of the ladder. Suddenly I heard a terri-
fic roar from the north drift. We had just come from there. I heard the
hollow shrieks of the men. A cyclone of wind rushed down the drift upon us,
blowing out our lamps. A mule, whinnying wildly, raced past us.

"!God man}' shouted her father. 'It's happened. The bottom's fallen

out of Lake lLouise. Run for it}!
"Both of us stumbled to the foot of the ladder. There was an awful
roar from the rush of mud and water behind us. The shrieks of the men had

ceased,"




'Twas plain the feller was gettin!' terrible excited. He threshed

aroun' an! tried to set up. I give him another drink an' held him down. He

kept on babblin' an' talkin', me a~holdin' him there.

"Her father started up the ladder like a mad ape. The mud and ooze
and water from the lake bottom was pressing up the shaft after ﬁs. I could
hear it belching and sucking, like hot lava, just below us. 1 almost lost my
grip on the ladder thinking of the mangling and foul slipping among the men
back there,

"I felt that her father was tiring. I climbed alongéide him and
shouted for him to grab onto my belt. After that we made some progress.
Youth -~ youth,...."

The pore feller's eyes was open wide an! blazin' like hot coals, Then
his voice got sort a sobbin'-like.

"That hellish stuff began to gain on us, Suddenly her father lost his
grip on my belt -~ his two hands caught my angle."

He begun talkin' fast, chatterin' through those swoll lips a his,

"I looked down., There was a dim light from the top of the shaft. I
could see the head and limp ears of a mule swirling around -- swirling and
spinning,

"The mud and water caught up to her father —- over his boots, over
his knees.

nI tried to pull him out, I tell you, Then —- without a sound -~ he
relaxed his grip. The damned stuff was around his neck. He was grinning at
me. Grimming, I tell youl Then he went."

The pore feller's voice was husky an' sobbin’.

nT tell you he slipped. He lost his grip."

Then his voice got sort a wheedlin'-like,

"He was an old man. He wouldn't have lived long, anyway,"




Sudden-like he set. up in the bunk, his eyes burnin' into mine,
accusin'~like, He begun to shriek,
"He slipped. Say something, damn you. He slipped! He lost his

grip, I tell you."

"Yes, son, he slipped," I says quiet-like.

Then he laid back, pore feller, gettin' weaker. Guess the likker'd
begun to wear off. He begun to whisper, insistini—like, like a 'hore frem
out 2 open window.

"] elimbed out of the shaft into the sunlight. I was blinded for a
moment -~ and sick and old. There was no one arocund, The few surface work=
men were gathered in a horrified cluster about the yawning crater of what
_was once the Lake Louise.

"] fled into the woods and héaded North. Seems like I've been run-
ning for years. North, always North, But that damq mud won't freeze, I tell
yous It?s always at my heels, Then I look down -- and there he is — grin-
ning at me,"

The feller was pretty well allqin. I figgered he wouldn't last long.
I propped him up on the pillow, an! then I set down by the stove an' lit my
pipe to wait. The wind was whistlin! an' soughin! down the chimney worse'n
ever, |

He was lyin' there starin' at me when I sees his eyes, startled like,
starint wild at the stove. Then I sees the cat - Black Maria -- come out s
her box, all bristlin' an' humpbacked, reelin' to the bunk where he laid
there, She was drunker'fan a fiddler's bitch,

The pore feller begun to moan an' work his lips. Then he braced his-
self on those drippin' hands a his an' come out a the bunk.

He stood there swayin' an' pantin', Then he stomped drunk-like on

those froze ¢lub feet a his to the door. He wrapped one a his hands 'round

the chains a the traps hangin' from the door.




"Here there son," I says, comfortin! like. M"You'll be slippin! too,
soon enough. Best you ease back to your bunk,!

He was hangin' there bulgy-eyed by one hand, like a feller slippin?

from off the crosé. His swoll lips was beefy an! burstin', like a lynched

nigger's.
Then I heard the cat, Black Maria. She was back there in the shadows,
hissin' an! spittint,

"It's a lie =— a God damned liel"

He shouted that there from the door, his eyes a~holdin' me off.

"] kicked him, I kicked the old bastard!s hand away. He*d have
dragged me down with him, I say. He was old. I was -- 1 am - young. Youth}
Youth.seeo"

It seems like we stood there, him an' me, like they was no clocks, no
nothin' -- just me'and him.

Then he commenced laughin', hangin' there, when sudden-like he swang
'round an'! pawed open the door, The wind an!' snow come tumblin! in., !'Fore I
could move he was stumblin' into the storm. The lamp was gutted by the wind
'fore I could move,

I went an' stood in the door in the dark, there, the sleet a-whippin'
my face, an' I could hear a wailin' an' laughin' out there mixin' with the
howlin' a the wind.

I was Jjust goin' out there after him when somethin' rubbed agin' my
leg. 1 reaches down an' they's Black Maria purrin! peaceful-like an' curlin?
'round my leg. So I close the door an! 1lit the lamp an'! shovelled the snow
in a barrel there. . Upon reflectin' -l figgered there'd be no findin' that one
till Spring. An' a old feller has got to mind his strength, with a batech to
run off in the mornin',

Instink s self-preservation. That's a right good on€.evee
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THE SURVIVOR

by
Robert Traver

We set there, I an' Black Maria, both a us a little
% drunk. I was scrapin' a beaver pelt, just after stirrin' the
; mash in the two barrels behind the stove there, T'was Saturday,
w the third night a the blizzard. The wind was whistlin' an' howl- |

in' 'round our place fit to blow us away, T

They was even enough draft to be swayin'Athe yaller
flame a the kerosene lamp 'tween us there, Least'ways I don't :
think it was the corn we was drinkin' that got me thinkin! serioué—
like to see that cat settin' there lappin' up that mash, her %
shadow bobbin' up an' down the logs a the far wall, Them ears anﬁ

i whiskers! |

Our clock'd been stopped goin' on three weeks -- one
day when I was out on the trap line, But I figgered by the frisk-
in' a the mice it was nigh onto midnight when Black Maria's
tfongue begun lollin', I knowed then t'was time to put her in the
box behind the stove., They's one cat what can stand her likker,

1 set down again an' eased off my boots an' 1it my pipe.

My eyes is gettin' most as bad as my rheumatism, but I set there
an' read a bit out a the Bible,

A feller's got to be a little Godful up in these here
North woods or the Devil'll get him sure, Look it old Peter
Moore. They found him last Spring hangin' from the rafters a his|

cabin, Down at the forks a the Mulligan an' the Big Dead. Pete

i
never read out a the Bible, A course I reckon an' old trap- ;

stealin' rum hound like Pete couldn't a read anyway, but he could

:

a kept it handy-lkke,




I figger 1 must a got kind a dozin' -- settin' there

i with my socks steamin', half listenin' to the blizzard howlin'

| outside, Sudden-like they was a crunchin' in the snow out there,
I heard a thud what set the traps a-jinglin' on the door. Then
t'was s8till -- nothin' but the wind laughin' out there 'mongst
the trees,

: I takes the rifle off a the wall an' goes over to the

; door, I opens it slow-like, The snow drift there come tumblin'
% in on the floor, Just 'fore the wind blows gjif the lamp out I

| sees a feller lyin' there, I drug him in an' laid him on my bunk,

' I 1it the lamp an' shovelled the snow in a empty barrel there, I

|
was goin' to use that barrel next day for runnin' off the mash inj

Pore feller was 'most done, Travellin' out there with- |
out no snow-shoes, no pack an' no mitts. Looked sort a young,
too, an' froze stiffer'n a bear trap. His feet'd swoll an' bust ;
% his boots., Both hands was bleedin' an' raw, Through his whist&r%
; I could see his face an' ears was gone sort a blue -- like old
{ salt pork, But them eyes a his kept peerin' aut at me !'thout
; a wink,

I put a couple a pine knots in the stove an' mixed a

i couple a stiff toddys -~ one for me an' one for him,

j They was trouble pryin' them swoll lips a his apart, 1
i could hear the likker crack along his gullet like pourin' water

i on a froze window,

He was too far gone for much savin', Guess the corn

; must a helped him a mite though, His swoll lips begun to move an!
| he starts blowin' bubbles like a baby do. I mixes two more stiff

; toddys an' give him one more, I goes back an' set at the table

i;sippin' mine, I figgered if he's got to go on my bunk there an'
f o, LoV o) o

| 1 got to,watch him,%ye might as besh well be drunk,




I set there quite a spell -- smokin' an' drinkin' an!
kaatchin' him there, He was breathin' pretty heavy, The wind was
;zhowlin' worse, Then he says a word,

| 'Fathef."

He'd turned his swoll hea@;toy?fdlmg. Them glistenin!
eyes a his was gazin' at me again;kig:ifﬁ;MZA;f a like a buck
Ewhat you shot down an' ain't killea.
| "What is it, son?" I says soft-like,

He wasiéobblin' his lips somethin' awful.

"Father, come by me," he says, "Bring -- bring the book.

Froze or no froze, he'd spotted the Bible settin' there
on the table, I fetched a couple a more drinks an' the Bible an'!
%sets down 'side him at the bunk there,

. He reaches out one a them froze hands a his, They was

édrippin' frost now from the heat.

| lyjhﬁfﬁhe Bible," he says.
He puts out his hand., I took an' laid it on the Book for

§a little 2&2& &23v}%ég&35e§3?gﬁgiP?Aizﬂme fof a SPeIIQA

#"Father, do you believe in the instinct of self-
preservation?®

Seemed to me like he was tryin' to smile,

I figgered this feller must a been pretgy well eddicated,

ispringin' such big words, "Instinct of self-preservation.,® H'm,
f
i I tells him that considerin' the amount a whiskey an'

%
moonshine I'd drunk in my day, I allowed as how I did.
f

it

I He tried to smile again., It was pretty bad to sit an!
lwatch, They's water runnin' from his eyes an' big ears an' down
;Pis nose an' out a his swoll mouth, Outside the storm was gettin!'
zilvorse, if that it could, He close his eyes,

Then he begun to talk -- low an' quiet-like -~ lyin!
I there with his eyes shet, Like a little babe what's tellin' some-

| thin' to his peremse, Mz




#Father," he says, "it seems years since I've been so
; comfortable =—- and so warm, You'll probably think I'm crazy, but
it seems I'm a child once again."

I nods, I didn't think he was crazy.

i
#T am the only one left., All the others are back there,

| 8low-like he points south. "All down there in the mine, snug —
% and all so warm,"
"Yes, son," I said, "they be all nice and warm,"

#lLouise's father and I went down in his mine that morn-

; ing to see if it couldn't be worked a 1little longer before being

; abandoned, The men were complaining that the seepage from the
i swampy Lake Louise was running into the mine -- particularly in
2 the north drift."

: His eyes 1it up a little, lyin' there,

#louise is -- my wife," he says,

I set there blinkin' an' holdin' the Bible,

"We got to the bottom of the shaft. We had to climb
é down on the 1adde§:oaghe water had sprung and swollen the timbers!

in the shaft so that the skip couldn't ruh.*

He was talkin' like to hisself -- like a feller who was;

just recollectin' somethin', E
i

"Both of us started up the tram car tracks to the northg
drift. The tracks were almost buried in the water and mud, al-
though the pumps were working constantly."

"Every now and then we's splash past a dent in the drifd.
Mules stalls. Their big ears looked wierd in the bobbing light

of our carbide lamps, Some of those mules had been there since 1

>

" :
was a boy. .&%L&ﬁL¢WL

Qt/w
He commence coughin‘han' 1 give him another big gulp a

the toddy,




| "When we reached the miners they were standing together
%in a huddle, muttering among themselves, Some were leaning on
§their picks and shovels., None made a pretense of working."

"Her father greeted them. They did not speak. The
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\water was literally pouring from overhead,"

; "Then a little Italian pointed up. I see him now stand- |
?ing there,lookizﬁlup. I see the whites of his eyes, 'No lak,
§boss. No 1ak8wat'.' We were directly under Lake Louise -- her
élake. I recall that I shivered, though the heat from the mine and
|from the bodies of the men was oppressive,®

| "Her father stood there in the flickering light and gave

the men a vicious verbal lashing.®

The pore feller stopped a minute, like he was reflectin',
"I guess he had all the instincts of a bully. He told
;them that they were lucky to have jobs in such times without belly-
;aching about working conditions."

| #1Afraid of a 1ittle water and mud,' he said, 'You
éyellow—bellies are whiners, not miners, If you don't like to work
ﬁin the Louise just get to hell up and get your time, There're
?plenty more waiting to take your place,! "

: *The miners turned to their work in sullen terror. All
;but the 1ittle Italian -- he stood there with his foot resting
%defiantly on his shovel, We turned and walked back to the shaft,

:I wasn't relishing the long climb up the ladder. As I waded along

zbehind her father, the flame of my lamp dancing on his broad back,
iI thought of how little chance those poor devils had of quitting —
Ewith their families already starving on the reduced wages,"

| "We were almost to the foot of the ladder, Suddenly 1

%heard a terrific roar from the north drift. We had just come from

%there. I heard the hollow shrieks of the men, A cyclone of wind

gggshed down the drift upon us, blowing out our lamps. A mule,

%whinnying wildly, raced past us.,"




" 8God man!' shouted her father, 'It!s happened,
% bottom's fallen out of Lake Louise, Run for iti' "

"Both of us stumbled to the foot of the ladder, There

| was an awful roar from the rush of mud and water behind us. The
ghrieks of the men had ceased,"

T'was plain the feller was gettin' terrible excited.
He threshed aroun' an' tried to set up. I give him another drink

R

ow -
an' held him down, He kept,babblin' an' talkin', meﬁpoldin' him
/

there,

"Her father started up the ladder like a mad ape. The
mud and oozeAfrom the lake bottom was pressing up the shaft after
us. 1 could hear it belching and sucking, like hot lava, just
below us, I almost lost my grip on the ladder thinking of the

mangling and foul slipping among the men back there,"

#] felt that her father was tiring. I climbed alongside
him and shouted for him to grab onto my belt. After that we made
some progress, Youth -- youth,..."

The pore feller!'s eyes was open wide an' blazin' like 4ot
coals, Then his voice got sort a sobbin'-=like,

"That hellish stuff began to gain on us., Suddenly her
father lost his grip on my belt -- his two hands caught my ankle.!

He begun talkin' fast, chatterin' through those swoll
lips a his,

"I looked down, There was a dim lgght from the top of
the shaft. I could see the head and limp ears of a mule swirling
around -- swirling and spinning."

"The mud and water caught up to her father -- over his
boots, over his knees,"

®] tried to pull him out, I tell you, Then =- without

a sound -- he relaxed his grip. The damned stuff was around his

_fuﬁneck. He was grinning at me, Grinning, I tell you! Then he went




The pore feller's voice was husky an' sobbin',
®] tell you he slipped. He lost his grip."
Then his voice got sort a wheedlin'-like,
"He was an old man. He wouldn't have lived long, anyway
Sudden-like he set up in the bunk, his eyes burnin' into
f mine, accusin'-like, He begun to shriek.,
| "He slipped. 8Say something, damn you, He slipped!
He lost his grip, 1 tell you."
"Yes, son, he slipped," 1 says quiet-like,
; Then he laid back, pore feller, gettin' weaker, Guess
? the likker'd begun to wear off, He begun to whisper, insistin'-
like, like a 'hore from out dﬁg?ndow,
"I climbed out of the shaft into the sunlight. I was
i blinded for a moment —— and sick and o0ld. There was no one around
; The few surface workmen were gatheréd in a horrified cluster about
i the yawning crater of what was once the Lake Louise,"
"] fled into the woods and headed North, Seems like I'v
; been running for years, North, always North, But that damn mud
i won't freeze, I tell you., 1It's always at my heels, Then I look

f down -- and there he is -~ grinning at me,"

U«!«( A |
The feller was pretty mmeh all in, I figgered he would-|
K %

2 n't last long. I propped him up on the pillow, an' then I set

i down by the stove an' 1it my pipe to wait, The wind was whistlin'
% an' soughin' down the chimney worse'n ever,

| He was lyin' there starin' wi3d at me when I sees his
eyes, startled like, starin'psat the stove, Then I sees the cat —-
é Black Maria -- come out a her box, all bristlin' an' humpbacked,
£ reelin' to the bunk where he laid there, V¢ teme druunbeen'an o feddid,;
| Thef?Ziler begun to moan an' work his lips. Then he '

braced hisself on those drippin' hands a his an' come out a the bu




| drunk-1ike on those froze club feet a his to the door. He wrapped

5one a his hands 'round the chains a the traps hangin' from the door

slippin' too, soon enough. Best you ease back to your bunk.,"

|

é

é sleetf&hippin‘ my face, an' I could hear a wailin' an' laughin!

%Erubbed agin' my leg. 1 reaches down an' they's Black Maria purrin
E}peaceful-like an' curlin' '‘round my leg. So I close the door an'
%glit the lamp an' shovelled the snow in a barrel there. Upon

§ reflectin' I figgered there'd be no findin' that one !'till Spring.

| An' a old feller has got to mind his strength, with a batch to run

ifeller slippin' from‘R.cross. His swoll lips was beefy an' burst-

l4n', 1ike a lynched nigger's.

me off.

i"He'd. have dragged me down with him, I say. He was old, I wag ==
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I am -- young. Youth! Youth"-r--
?no clocks, no nothin' -- just me and him,
;11ke he swang 'round an' pawed open the door. The wind an' snow

| storm, The lamp was gutted by the wind 'fore I could move,

§§off in the mornin', B
i pp”(

He stood there swayin' an' pantin', Then he stomped

"Here there son," I says, comfortin' like., "You'll be

He was hangin' there bulgy-eyed by one hand, like a
Hw

Then 1 heard the cat, Black Maria, 8She was back there
in the shadows, hissin' an' spittin',

®It's a lie -- a God damned lie!"

He shouted that there from the door, his eyesiﬂoldin'

"I kicked him. I kicked the old bastard's hand away.

1t seems like we stood there, him an' me, like they was

Then he commenced laughin', hangin' there, when sudden=-
come tumblin' in. ‘Fore I could move he was stumblin' into the

I went an' stood in the door in the dark, there, the

out there mixin' with the howlin' a the wind.

I was just goin' out there after him when somethin'
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