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We set there,.( I an' Black Maria; X both a us a 

little drunk. I was scrapin1 a beaver pelt, just after 

stirrin 1 the mash in the two barrels behind the stove there. 

T1was Saturday)/the third night a the blizzard. The wind 

was whistlin 1 an• howlin1 'round our place fit to blow us 

away. 

They was even enough draft to be swayin-1 the yaller 

flame a the kerosene lamp •tween us there. Least•ways I 

don't think it was the corn we was d.rinkin 1 that got me 

thinkin1 serious like to see that cat settin1 there lapp1n1 

up that mash, her shadow bobbin' up an' down the logs a the 

far wall. Them ears an• whiskers. 

Our clock1d been stopped goin1 on three weeksj✓ 

one day when I was out on the trap line. I figgered by the 

' friskin 1 a the mice it was nigh ,mto midnight when Black 

Maria's tongue begun lol11n 1 • 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' 

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 God.ful up in these 

here North woods or the Devil 1ll 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 1 rum hound like Pete could'nt a 

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

I figger I must a got kind a dozin' .lsettin' there 
) 

with my socks steamin1 , half listenin' to the blizzard howlin 1 

outside. Sudden like they was a crunchin 1 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 
I 

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 the 

lamp out I sees a feller lyin' there. I drug him in an• laid 

him on my bunk. I lit the lamp an' shovelled the snow in a 

empty barrel there. I was goin' to use that barrel next day 
I 

for runnin' off the mash in. 

Pore feller was •most done. iravell1n1 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
1

ll' 1ike 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;-Y"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 savin1 • Guess the corn 

likker must a helped him a mite though. His swoll lips begun 

to move an' he starts blowin' bubbles like a baby do. I mixes 
rtddy.s 

two more stiff/\m:L@keya an' give him one more. I goes back an' 

set at the table sippin' mine. I figger.ed if he's got to go on 

my bunk there an• I got to watch him, we might as both well be 

drunk. 

- 2 -
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I set there quite a spell) /smokin' an' drfnkin' an• 

watchin1 him there. He was breath1n1 pretty heavy. The wind 

was howlin 1 worse. 

Then he says a word. 

"Father.• 

He'd turned his swoll head toward me. Them glistenin1 

eyes a his was gazin' at me again, lookin 1 sort a like a buck 

what you shot down an' ain't killed. 

"What is it son?• I says $oft like. 

He was gobblin1 his lips somethin1 awful. 

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

\'t)ook. 1 

Froze or -no froze, he'd spotted the Bible settin1 

there on the table. I fetched a couple a more drinks an• the 

Bible an• sets down 1 side him at the bunk there. 

He reaches out one a them froze hands a his. They _ ___,,-
was drippin' frost ~ blood ow from the heat. 

1 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 tryin1 to smile. 

I figgered this feller must a been pretty well 

eddicated, springin1 such big words. •Instinct of self -

preservation.• 

I tells him that considerin1 the a.mount 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 1 s 

water runnin 1 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. 

- 3 -
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Then be begun to talk){ low an' quiet 11ke)/2yin1~ 

with his eyes shet~taeY&, !ike a little babewhat 1 s tellin' 
) 

somethin' to his mother. 

1 Father," be says, •it seems years since I've been 

so .comfortable - and so warm. You'll probably think I 1m 
rM) 

crazy but it seems I 1 m a ~~ again - and that . you are my -

my mother.• 

I nods. I did1nt think he was crazy. 

1 1 am the only one left. All the others are back 

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

mine; snug ✓ and warm.• ,U. ~ -_ !,.A . 
"Louise's father and I 

,J!t ,IJ 
A 

went down in his, mine that 

morning to see if it could1 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 lit up a · little, lyin 1 there. 

"Louise is -~- wife, n be says. 

I set there blinkin 1 an• holdin' the Bible. 

1We got to the bottom of the shaft. We had 
II' 

down on the ladder. T~ater had sprung andAswollen 

timbers in the shaftfl,')~f:b.e skip could1nt run.• 

to climb 

the 

He was talkin 1 like to hisself - like a feller who 

was just recollectin' somethin 1 • 

"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. 11 

•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;/eo snug - so warm.• 

I give him another big gulp a the toddy. 

1When we reached the miners they were standing 
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together in a huddle, muttering among themselves. Some were 

leaning on their picks and shovels. None made a pretense of 

working.• µ~ 
1 Her 4&ther greeted them. They did not speak. 

I\ 
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. 

'Holak, boss. No lak wat•.• We were right under Lake Louise -

her lake. I recall that I shivered, though the heat from the 

mine andfrom the bodies of the men was oppressive.• 

"Her ~ather stood there in the flickering light and 
~ 

gave the men a~verbal lashing.• 

The pore feller stopped a minute, like he was reflectin'. 
Ct11,-.i j,.-~ -t. 4r l ·" j; " 

"I guess he had the instincts of a bully j ,. He told 

them they were lucky to have jobs in such times without 'belly -

aching.• about working conditions. n 

• '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 shaft. I was•nt 

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 much chance those poor men had of quitting -

with their fa.miles starving then on the reduced wages.• 

•we were almost to the foot of the ladder. Suddenly 

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

from there. I heard the 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.• 

• 1 God man,' shouted her father. ' Its happened. 

The bottom~ fallen ·out of Lake Louise. Run for it. ' 1 

•Both of us stumbled to the foot of the ladder. 
- 5 -
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There was a terrible roar from the rush of mud and water behind 

us. The shrieks of the men had ceased.• 

to set up. 

T1was plain the feller was gettin 1 excited. He tried 

I give him another drink. 
~~ 

•Her l\f:a t)ie:c:: started up the ladder like a mad ape. 

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

shaft 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. 11 

1 1 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 gettin1 awful worked up. His 

eyes opened wide an• was blazin1 like coals. Then his voice 

got sort a sobbin1 like. 

"That hellish stuff began to gain on us. Suddenly her 
~/}'tt,,/1, ~ 

-fa:ta_e:eAlost his grip on my belt. His two hands _caught my ankle. 11 

He begun talkin' fast, chatterin1 through those swoll 

lips a his. 

1 1 looked down. There was a dim light from the top 

of the shaft. I could see the head and limp ears of a(9- ..-i,-

mule swirling aroundj.v'swirling and spinning." 

1 The mud and water caught up to her father - over 

his boob, over his knees.• 

...t.1i "l trieq_to pull him out, I tell you. Then ✓without 
(-h£(Jf,J..t,l.{,I,,, 

a sound I'\_. relaxed his grip. The damned stuff was around his 

neck. He was grinning at me. Grinning, I tell you. Then he 

went. 11 

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

1 1 tell you he slipped. He lost his grip.• 

Then his voice got sort a wheedlin 1 like. 

- 6 -
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~mt-lJ¼ ,,tJ, 
nHe was an old man He would 1nt have lived long, 

anyway.n 

Sudden like he set up in the bunk, his eyes burnin' 

into mine, accusin' like. He begun to shriek. 

1He slipped. Say something, damn you. He slipped. 

He lost his grip, I tell you.n 

"Yee son, he slipped,• I says quiet like. 

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

Guess the likker'~d be~ \o wear off. He begun to whisper, 

insistin' like) ~o... 24v rµ.,.u ~~ µVfM,4.-. 

"I climbed out of the shaft into the sunlight. I 

was 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. It's always at my heels. 
- -Ju,,,_, o-ltf' m p, i -

Then I look down1 .,.and there he is ;\grinning at me. n 

The feller was pretty all in. I figgered he would1nt 

last long. I propped him up on ia pillow. Then I set down by 

the stove an' lit my pipe. I could hear the wind whistlin 1 

down the chimney. 

He was lyinl there starin 1 wild at me when I sees 
iL, .1,,I. 

his eyes.,...asb&i Jib& &ti•~ starin't,.. at the stove. Then I sees 

the cat, ✓Black Maria
1

M'come out a her box, all~bris~lin1 an• 

humpbacked, reelin' to the bunk where he laid thefe· 

\\. ~ The feller begun to work his lips,_arl
11 

commenced to 

~- ~Hie braced hisself on those drippin' hands a his 

an• come out a the bunk. 

He stood there pantin 1 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 hang in I from the ~oo:r;. ._, . .J.; 
a.M trr a • 1:1. t , " /J.A.;rv- • 
(J ' ) - 7 -
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"Here there son," I says, comfortin1 like. 1 Your 

hand will be slippin' too, soon enough. Get back to the bunk.• 

He turned them terrible eyes on me. 

"lt"s a lie - a damnable lie," he shou.ted. 

He was sobbin' an• slobberin' somethin1 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 stoo~ there, his swoll lips beefy an' bur~stin1
• -

()..~,J 'h.c..,;11 • 
like a~haifl e 1'01111: lynohe'1.:,. Then he turned anA:-.,._iljilllolilllM,I~ 

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

He faced me, puffy an' wild lookin1 , an' laughed. 

It was pretty awful, lookin1 at that face a his. I starts for 

him. He turned an• run stumblin 1 into the storm. The lamp 

was gutted by the wind -'fore I could get to him. --------I stood in the door there. I could hear a laughin1 

out there mixin' with the howlin1 a the wind. 

Somethin1 rubbed agin' my leg. I reaches down an' 

they 1s Black Maria purrin1 peaceful like. I close the door a.n 1 

lit the lamp an' shovelled the snow in a barrel there. I 

figgered there'd be no findin' that one 1 till spring. An' a 

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

off in the mornillf'· 

•Instinct ~self-preservation.• That's a right 

good one. 

- END -
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The feller begun to work his lips a.n' 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, comfortin1 like. 

•Your hand will be slippin1 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 1 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' - like a feller what's been lynched. Then 

he turned an' wrenched open the door. The wind an' 

snow ca.me howlin1 in. 

He faced me, plJ#fy an• wild look1n', an' 

laughed. It was pretty awful, lookin' at that face 

a his. I starts for him. He turned an' run stumblin1 

into the storm. The lamp was gutted by the wind 'fore 

I could get to him. 
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THE SURVIVOR 

by 
Robert Traver 

We set ther:,,- I an• Black Mari~- both a 

us a little drunk. I was sorap1n 1 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 w,s whistlin 1 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 thinkin1 serious-like to see that 

cat settin1 there lappin1 up that mash, her shadow 

bobbin' up an• down the legs a the far wall. Them 

ears an• whiskers! 

Our clock 1d been stopped goin' on thre~ 

weeks,- one day when I was out on the taap line.A I 

figgered by the friskin 1 a the mice it was nigh onto 

midnight wheh Black Maria's tongue begun lollin 1 • 

I knowed then t•was time to put her in the box behind 

the stove. They 1 s one cat what can stand her likker . • 



I set down again an• eased off my ~:e:bbH 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 111 get him sure. 

- 2 -

Look it old Peter Moore. They found him last~pring 

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 1 old trap-stealin' 

rum- hound lik.e Pete could1nt a read anyway, but he could 

a kept it handy-like. 

I figger I must a got kind a dozin'- settin1 

there with my socks steamin', half listenin1 to the 

blizzard howlin 1 outside. Sudden-like they was a 

crunchin 1 in the snow out there. I heard a thud what 

set the traps a-jinglin1 on the door. Then t 1was still -

nothin' but the wind laughin 1 out there •mongst the trees. 
' 

the rifle off a the wall an• goes over 

to the door. I opens it slow-like. The snow drift there 

come tumblin1 in on the floor. Just 'fore the wind 

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



him in an' laid him on my bunk. I lit 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. 

- 3 -

Pore feller was •most done. Travellin' out there 

without no snow.shoes, no pack an' no mitts. Looked 

sort a young1too, an' froze stiffer'n a bear trap. 

His feet 1 d swell 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. 
r 

But them eyes a his kept peerin1 out at me w-4.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 pourin1 water on a froze window. 

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

corn iikke» must a helped him a mite though. His swoll 

lips begun to move an• he starts blowin1 bubblesJ 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 watch him, we might as both well be drunk. 
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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 a his was gazin 1 at me again, lookin' 

sort a like a bu.ck what you shot down an• ain't killed. 

•What is it 1son?• I says soft- like. 

He was gobblin 1 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. 

1 The Bible,• he says. 

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

the Book for a little b!~A "':,,,.. 

~ here gazin1 at me for a~: 

"Father, do you believe in the instinct of 

self-preservation?• ..eJ.e, 

Seemed to meAhe was tryin' to smile. 

I figgered this feller must a been pretty 

well eddicated, springin1 such big words. •Instinct 

of self-preservation." H'/l")'\ . 
I tells him that considerin' the amount a 
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whiskey an' moonshine I'd drunk in my day, I allowed 

as how I did. ' 
He tried to smile again. 

.J; o;rt 

It was pretty bad.to~. 

They•s water runnin' from his eyes an• big ea.rs an• 

down his nose an• out a his swoll mouth. Outside the 

storm was gettin' worse, if that it could. He close 

his eyes. 

A 

Then he begun to talk -low an' quiet like -

lyin'~ th his eyes shet~there... Like a. little babe 
" ~ , 

what's tellin 1 somethin' to his . 

•Father,• he says, •it seems years since I've 

been so comfortable - and so warm. ~~~11 probably 
~ D°')'\..<,,C..-

th ink I'm crazr,but it seems I'm a ~ llagain~d 

- --11'ffa:~ are:-.;:m.y ..,...., mM-.." 

I nods. I did 1nt think he was crazy,J,~;;;.;2. 

•1 am the only one l eft. All the others are 

back there.• Slow-like he po:tnts south. "All down 
a.JL,a.,-0 

there in the mine, snug- An~ warl}l. " . . // . £ ,, 

~ 
" ..P A - , ; -,; .(j.e u-c,.,<." I'),<,,~ ~a ~ • 

, 4AH1 I ~ I 
n ouise•s father and I went down in his mine 

that morning to see if it could1nt be worked a little 

longer before being abandoned. The men were com~laining 

that the seepage from the swampy Lake Louise w~ g 

~ dengeraue treoa,111 into the mine - particularly in 

the north drift.• . 



Hie eyes lit up a little, lyin' there. 

•Louise is - my wife,• he says. 

- 6 -

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

"We got to the bottom of the shaft. We had 

to climb down on the laddei~;he water had sprAung and 
,a,()11,.A 

swollen the timbers in the shaft" ~e skip could 1nt run. 11 

He was talkin1 like to hisself- like a feller 

who was just recollectin 1 somethin'. 

"Both of us started up the tram car tracks to 

the north drift. The tracks we:e almost buried in 

water and mud.,al-though the pumps were working conetantly.n 

"Every now and then we 1 d splash past a dent in 

the drif t . Mules stalls. Their big ears looked weird 

in the bobbing light of our carbide lamps. Some of 
\'\ 

those mules had been the r e since I was a boy., - &Q 11nag --

Db Warm. * ~ ~ 

i¼~er 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.• 

11 Her father greeted them. They did not speak. 

The water was literally p}ring from overhead.• 
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"Then a little Italian pointed up. I see 
~ 

him standing there, looking up. I see the whites of 

'" his eyes. 1 No lak, boss. No lak wat•.• We were 

~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 aAverbal lashing." 

The pore feller stopped a minute, like he was 

reflectin 1 • ,p 
•I guess he hadf the instincts of a bully. He 

told them they were lucky to have jobs .in such times 

without belly-achingi about working conditions." 

n 1 ~d of a little water and mud,' he said. 

1You ~efiare 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. •11~ ~~ fz~ ~~ 4M-U....~ 

ft.We turned and walked back to the shaft. I 
I 

was nt relishing the long climb up the ladder. As 

I waded along behi4 her father, the flame of
1
:~a:mp 

dancing on his broad back, l thought of how~chance 

those poor ~ad of quitting,- with their families 

a.tu", starving ~ on the reduced wages.• 

"We were almost to the foot of the ladder. 

Suddenly I heard a terrific roar from 

We had just come from there. I heard 

the north drtft. 

th~ks of the 
A 
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men. A cyclone of wind rushed down the drift upon 

us, blowing out our l amps. A mule, whinnying wildly, 

raced past us." 

" 'God man!• shouted her father. 'It1 

happened. The botto~s fallen out of Lake Louise. 

Run for 1 t -! 1 " 

ladder. 

•Both of ua stumbled to the foot of the 

There was~ roar from the rush 

of mud and water behind us. The shrieks of the 

men had ceased.• ~ 

,_ . . ,_ J 'was plain the feller was gettin j\exc;;te. 
~ ~,_.., • " , /J.~1 II • bk/YJ 

He tried to set up. I give him another drink .,/(LU,(1/t,nn • 
fr/l~~ , uud eaa.,;,,' /Y/1£ ,d_~,~~ · 

ft •Her fafher startea up the ladder like a mad 
~~ 

ape. The mud and ooze~from the lake bottom was 

I coul ~ hear it pressing UJ the shaft a5-ter us. 

belching and sucking
1

../11ke hot lava) V just below us. 

I almost lost my grip on the ladder thinking of the 

mangling and foul slipping among the men back there.• 

"l felt that her father was tiring. I climbed 

alongside hint and shouted ~ him to grab onto my belt. 
t L , , 

After that we made some progress. Youth - youth~ 
\ > ' 

The pore feller ~'&&e ~ett~n• ewf~ we~•&a 1>p: . 
Ur-',,.L 

~ eye~ open• wide an'....,_ blazin' like 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--ks 

two hands caught my ankle.• 

- 9 -

He begun talkin' fast, chatterin' through those 

swoll lips a his. 

1 1 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.• 

•I tried to pull him out, I tell you. Then -

without a sound - he relaxed his grip. The damned 

stuff was around his eek. He was grinning at me. 

Grinning, I tell you. Then he went." 

The pore feller's voice was husky an' sobbin1 • 

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

Then his voice got sort a wheedlin 1..-like. 

"He was an old man. He would 1nt have lived 

long, anyway.• 

·sudden--like he set up in the bunk, his eyes 

burnin1 into mine, accusin 1 like. He begun to shriek. 

•He slipped. Say something, damn you. He 

slipped{ He lost his grip, I tell you.• 
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•Yes , son, he slipped,• I says quiet-like. 

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

Guess the likker' l d begun to wear off. He begun to 

whisper, insistin 1-like.,lJ.va, 'k,,~o-«t,a;~ 

•I climbed out of the shaft into the sunlight. 

I was 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 Nort h. 

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 
/\ 

-tU, 
would 1nt last iong. I propped him up on~ pillow 1lM,...' 

{\ ~wi.d· 
d;;en I set down by the stove an' lit my pipe~ -f eo,z3.~ 

w«,~ · ~~I ' 

~jhe wind/\whistlin';t down the chimney,WffUV,?'!., .t,v-W, 

He was lyin' there starin 1 -w-ftd at me when 
. ~ 

I sees his eyes, startled like, starin 1,Aat 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. 

braced hisself on those drippin' hands a his an' 
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come out a the bunk. ~ ~'. 

He stood there pantin' a bi~. Then he stomp -

ed drunk-like on those fro~e club feet a his to the 

door. He wrapped one a his ~ hands 'round the 

chains a the traps hangin 1 from the door. 

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

~be slippin 1 too, soon enough. Best 

_ you ease back to your be" 

He was hang in 'A.. bulgy-eyed -tillai»&... by one hand, 

like a feller slippin' from a cross. His swoll lips 
I 

was beefy an' burstin', like a lynched niggers. 

Then I heard the cat, Black Maria. She was 

back there in the shadows, hissin 1 an' spittin'. 

"It's a lie - a God damned lie]" 

He shouted that there from the door, his eyes 

holdin' me off. ,l::,b 1.1, co '4.•,,,;to~cia ' ,,,vz,,ec,, ,6;f;.. -&z ~. 

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

hand away. He'd have dragged me down with him, I say" 
,, J~a ,,.v:·,t, ·>, :vet,; .ft1&>,.~, s¼• 

He was old. I was - I am - young. /l ,,~ ! Jpµt.p. ! " 
It seems like .we stood there, him an' me, like 

~~was no clocks, no nothirif~ just me an' him. 
1/.iM 

"He commenced laughin' ,. hangin 1 there, ;ffitfP 
ul ~ -(;.t, I ~ 
~en,

1 
he swang round an I pawed open the door~ The 

wind an• snow e,ame tumblin' in. ~FoeI -~ould move 
~Cd• 

he was stumblin' into the storm. ~ e lamp was gutted 

by the wind I f ore I could move 1--tk 6t , w <C"'t a f,'1-
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laugh1n 1 out there m1xin 1 with the howlin 1 a the wind. 
-1~~ r:,' p.d~~~~ 

~4ometnin 1 rubbed agin 1 my leg. I reaches 

down an• 5 ey 1s Black Maria purrin' peaceful- like txNi-
1
CU,,1,l,;,/ 

(./t,(J-t,Wt,i 4; . 
~ I close th door an• 11 t the ~ • shovelled the 

snow in a barrel there. 1?1ggere-~ there I d be no 

f1ndin 1 that one 1 till ~ring. An' a old feller has 

got to mind his strength, with a batch to run off in 

the morn in 1 , 

a1nstinct of self-preservation." That's a 

right good one. 

- END -



l . 

THE SURVIVOR 

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' whiskersl 

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 Yaria'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. l.fy 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 ~oods 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', 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 1twas 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. 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 lyin1 there. I drug him 

in an' laid him on my bunk. I lit 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, an1 froze stiffer'n 

a bear trap. His feet 1d swoll an' bust hi's 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 

1 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 blowin1 

bubbles like a baby do. I mixes two more stiff toddys an' give him one more. 

I goes back ant set at the table sippin' min~. I figgered if he's got to go 

on my bunk there a.~1 I got to sit an' watch him, both of us might as well 

be drunk. 

I set there quite a spell -- smokin' an' drinkin 1 an' watchin' him 

there. He was breathin1 pretty heavy. The wind was howlin' worse. Then he 

says a word. 

"Father. 11 



t 

L 

He'd turned his swoll head toward me. Them glistenin' eyes a 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 on' sets down 'side him at the 

bun.tc there. 

He reaches out one a them froze hands Q 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 oe for a spell. Very slow-like he began to 

talk. 

"Father, do you believe in the instinct of self-preservation? 11 

Seemed to me like he w~s tryin' to smile. 

I figgered this feller must a been pretty well eddicated, spr:'ngin1 

such big words. "Instinct of self-preservation. 11 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 again. It was pretty bad to sit an' watch. They1s 

water runnin 1 from his eyes an' big ears an 1 down his nose an' out a his 

swoll mouth. Outside the stonn was gettin' worse, if that it could. He 

close his eyes. 

Then he begun to talk -- low an' quiet-like -- lyin' there vtl.th his 

eyes shet. Like a little babe what's tellin' somethin' to his ma. 

"Father," he says, 11 it seems years since I've been so comfortable 

and so •rarm. You 111 probably think I 1ffi crazy, but it seems I"!!:. 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. 11 Slow-like 

he points south. "All down there in the mine, snug - and all so warm. 11 

11Yes, son," I said, 11they be a.11 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 sv,ampy Lake Louise was running into the 

mine -- particularly in the north drift. 11 

His eyes lit up a littl6, lyin' there. 

"Louise is - rrr:, 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. 11 

He was talkin1 like to hissel! -- like a feller who was just recol

lectin 1 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. 

"Every now and then we'd splash past a dent in the drift. 1i.ules 1 

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' splutterin1 an' I give him another big gulp 

a the toddy. 

"When we reached the miners they were standing togetner iri 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 little Italian pointed up. I see him now standing there, 

looking up. I 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. 

11Her 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. " 

1'1le 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, wliinnyine wildly, raced past us. 

11 'God man J' shouted her father. 'It's happened. The bot tom rs fallen 

out of Lake Louise. Run for itl' 

"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." 



I 
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'Twas plain the feller was gettin1 terrible excited. He threshed 

aroun1 an' tried to set up. I give him another drink an1 held him down. He 

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

11Her father started up the ladder like a mad ape. The n;.ud and ooze 

and water from the· lake bottom was pressing up the shaft 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. 

111 felt that her father was tiring. I climbed alongside him and 

shouted for him to grab onto r:ry 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 sobbin1-like. 

11That hellish stuff began to gain on us. Suddenly her father lost his 

grip on my belt -- his two hands caught 'f!lY' angle." 

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

111 looked dOffll. 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. 

111 tried to pull him out, I tell you. Then -- without a sound - he 

relaxed his grip. The damned stuff -.ras around his neck. He was grinning at 

me. Grinning, I tell you? Then he went." 

The pore feller's voice was husky an' sobbin1
• 

111 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 burnin1 into mine, 

accusin'-like. He begun to shriek. 

"He slipped. Sa.y something, damn you. He sliwedl He lost his 

grip, I tell you. 11 

11Yes, 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, insistin1-like, like a .1hore frcm 

out a open window. 

"I climbed out of the shaft into the sunlight. I was blinded for a 

moment - and sick and old. There was no one around. The few surface work

men were gathered in a horrified cluster about the yawning crater of what 

was once the Lake Louise. 

111 fled into the woods and headed North. Seems like I've been run

ning 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 - grin~ 

ning at me. 11 

The feller was pretty well all in. 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, 

starin' wild at the stove. Then I sees the cat - Black llaria -- come out a 

her box, all bristlin1 an' humpbacked, reelin1 to the bunk where he laid 

there. She was drunkerr'an a fiddler's bitch. 

The pore f ller begun to moan an'" work hi lips. Then he braced his

self on those drippin' hands a his an1 come out a the bunk. 

He stood there swayin' an1 pantin', Then he stomped drunk-like on 

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

the chains a the traps hangin1 from the door. 



11Here there son, 11 I says, comfortin' like. "You'll be slippin1 too, 

soon enough. Best you ease back to your bunk. 11 

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

from off the cross. 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' spittin•. 

"It's a lie -- a God damned lie1 11 

He shouted tha~ there from the door, his eyes a-holdin' ma off. 

111 kicked him~ I kicked the old bastard's hand away. Hetd have 

dragged me down with him, I say. He was old. I was -- !...2 - young. Youthl 

Youth ••••• " 

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 

howlin1 a the wind. 

I was just goin' out there after him when somethin' rubbed agin 1 my 

leg. I reaches down an' they's Black Maria purrin 1 peaceful-like an' curlin1 

'round my leg. So I close the door an' lit the lamp an' shovelled the snow 

in a barrel there. tJpon refl-ectin .figgere theret--d -be no -findin' that on 

till Spring. An' a old feller has got to mind his strength, with a batch to 

run off in the mornin'. 

Instink a self-preservation. That's a right good one .•••• 



I 
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THE SURVIVOR 

'lie sat th~re, I an' Black J.faria, both a us a little drunk. I was 

scrapin I a beaver pelt, just after stirrin' the mash in the two barrela be

hinQ the etove there. 'Twas Saturday, the third night a the bli~zard. The 

wind was whistlin 1 an' howlin' 'round our place tit to bl.ow ua any. 

They waa even enough draft to be awayin1 tittul-like the yaller flame 

a the kerosene lam.p• 'tween us there. Lenat•waya I don't think it was the co 

we was drinkin' that 5ot me thinkin' sorious-11.f• to see that cat sett.in' 

there lappin' up that mash, her shadow bobbin• up an• down the logs a the tar 

wall. Them ears an' whiskers J 

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

out on the trap line. But I figgered by the tr1akin1 a the mice it was nigh 

onto midnight when Black Ilaria I s tongue begun lollin' • I knowed th,n 'twaa 

time to put her in the box behind the stove. Thq' s one oat what can stand 

her likker. 

I set down again an' eased ott my boots an• lit -rq pipe. lcy' eyea is 

gettin• most as bad as my rheumatism, but I set there an• read a bit out a 

the Bible. 

A teller• s got to be a little Godtul up 1n theee here North woods or 

the Devil 1ll get him sure. Look it old Peter Moore. They tound him last 

Spring hangin• from the raf'tors a his cabin. Down at. the torks a th• Kullig 

an' tho Big Dead. Pete nevor road out a the Bible. A course I reckon an' old 

trap-steal.in' rum hound like Pete couldn't a read anyway, but he could a kept, 

it handy-like. 

I !igger l must a got kind a dozin' - aettin' there with my socks 

steamin', halt liatenin• to the blizzard how:J.in' outside. Sudden-like thq 

1Jaa a crunchin1 in the snow out there. I heard a thud what set the trap• 



a-jinglin' on tho 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. I opens 

it elow-like. The snow dritt thero come tumblin' in on the .O.oor. Just 

• tore the wind blowe the lamp out I seee a teller lyin' there. I drug him 

in an' laid him on my bunk. I lit the lamp an' shovelled the snow in a empty 

barrel there. I was goin• to use that ba:r;-rel next dq for runnin' ott the 

mash in. 

Poro teller was •most done. Travellin' out there without no snow

shoes, no pack an' no mitts. Looked sort a young, too, an' froze stifter•n 

a bear trap. His teet 1d awoll an' buet his boots. Both hande was bleedin' 

an• raw. Through his whiskers I could see his !ace an• ears was gone sort a 

blue -- like old salt pork. But them eyes a his kept peerin I out at me 

'thout a wink. 

I put a couple a pine knots in tho stove an' mixed a couple a stitt 

toddys - one for me an' one tor hiti. 

They was trouble pry-in• them swoll lips a his apart. I cotiid hear 

the likker crack along his gullet like pourin• water on a froze window. 

He was too far gone tor much savin 1 • GuoH 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' givo him one more. 

I goes back an• set at the table aippin' mine. I tiggered it he•s got to go 

on my bunk there an' I got to sit an I watch him, both ot us might as well 

be drunk. 

I set there quite a spell -- smokin• an' drink1n 1 an• watohin' him 

there. Re was breathin• pretty heavy. The wind was howlin' worse. Then he 

says a lford. 

"Father." 



He'd turned his swoll head toward me. Them gli1tenin1 eyes a his 

was gazin' at me again, kinda pleadin', lookin' sort a like a buok what you 

shot do,m an I ain I t killed. 

"!/hat is it, son?" I says so.f't-like. 

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

''Father, oome by me, 11 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 Biblo an' sets down •side him at the 

bunk there. 

Be reaches out one a them froze hands a his. They was drippin1 frost 

now from the heat. 

"The -- the Bible," ho eaya. 

He puts out his hand. I took an• laid it on the Book tor a little 

bit. He laid thero gazin• at me .f'or a spell. Very slow-like be began to 

talk. 

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

Seemed to me like he was tryin• to smile. 

I figgered this teller must a been pretty well eddicated, springin• 

such big words. "Instinct ot selt-preservation. 11 H•m. 

I tells him that considerin• the amoW'\t a whiskey an• moonshine I'd 

drunk in my day, I allowed as how I did. 

He tried to mnile again. It was pretty bad to sit an• watch. Thsy•s 

water runnin• .from his eyes an• big ears an• down his nose an• out a his 

ewoll mouth. Outside the storm was gettin• worse, it that it could. He 

close his eyes. 

Then he begun to talk - low an• quiet-like - lyin• there with hie . 
eyes shot. Like a little babe what•• tellin' somethin 1 to hie ma. 

"Father, •t he says, 11it seems years since I•vo been so comfortable -

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

&g&ino II 



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

n1 am the only one left. 11 the others are back there. 11 Slow-like 

he points south. 11All down there in the mine, enug -- and all so warm. 11 

"Yes, eon, 11 l said, 11they be all nice and warm. 11 

"Louiae•s father and I went drnm in his mine that morning to see if it 

oouldn•~ be worked a little longer before being abandoned. The men were com-
,, 

plaining that the eeepe.ge trom the swamw Lake Louise was running into the 

mine -- particularly in the north drift.." 

His eyes lit up a little, ly:in' there. 

"Louise ie - my wif'e, 11 hes..,... 

I set there blinkin' an 1 holdih1 the Bible. 

1'We got to the bottom of the shatt. We had to climb down on the lad

der-way. Thd water had sprung and swollen the timbers in the shatt so that 

the skip couldn't run. 11 

He was talkin' like to hisself -- like a teller who was just recol-

lectin• eomethin•. 

"Both of us started up the tram oar tracks to the north drift. The 

tracks were almost buried in the water ana mud, although the pumps were work

ing constantly. 

"Every now and then we'd splash past a dent in the dritt. Mules 1 

stalls. Their big ears looked weird in the bobbing light of our carbide 

lamps. Some of thoee mules had been there ainoe I was a boy. 11 

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 theJD8elvea. 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 trom overhead. 



"Then a little It&lian pointed up. I see him now standing there, 

looking ap. I see the whites ot his e;yes. 'No lak, boss. N~ lak all. da 

wat' • ' We were directly under Lake Louise - her lake. I recall that I 

shivered, though ~ho heat trom the mine and from the bodies ot the men was 

oppressive. 

11Her father stood there in the !liokeri~ light and gave the men a 
< 

vicious verbal lashing." 

The pore teller stopped a minute, like he was renectin•. 

111 sue.ea he had all the inetincta ot a bully. He told them that the7 

were luck,- to have jobs ·1n such times without belly-aching about working con

ditions. •· 

"'Afraid of a litti'e water and mud,' he said. 'You yellow-bellies 
' ' • 

are whiners, not miners. It you don't like to work in the Louise just get 

to hell up and 'get your time. Tbere•re plenty more waiting to take 70ur , 

place.' 

"The miners turned to their :work in sullen terror. All but the littl 

Italian -- he stood there with his toot resting defiantly on his shovel. We 

turned and walked back to the shaft. I waen•t relishing the long climb up 

the ladder. As I waded along behind. her tnther, the name ot m, lamp dancing 

on his broad back, I thought of how little chance thoee poor devils had ot 

quitting - with their families alre~dy' starving on the reduced wages. 

''We were alinost to the toot ot the ladder. Suddeply I hoard a terri

fic roar from the north drift. We had just come trO!!l there. I heard the 

hollow shrieks ot the men. A oy-olone of wind rushed down the drj.tt upon us, 

blowing out our lamps. A mulo, whinnying wildly, racea past us. 
' . 

"'God man1 1 shouted her father • . 11t 11-happened. The bottom•s fallen 

out of Lake Louise. Rwi tor itJ• 

"Both ot us stumbled to the toot of the ladder. There was an awful 

roar f'rom the rush of mud and water behind us. The shrieks ot the men had 

ceased." 



'Twaa plain the teller was gettin' terrible excited. He threshed 

aroun' an• tried to aet up. I give him another drink an• held him down. He 

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

"Her rather started up the ladder like a mad ape. The mud and ooze 

and water .from the lake bottom was preBSing up the ebatt after us. I co~d 

hear it belching and sucking, like hot lava, just below us. I almost loat m;r 

grip on the la~der thinking ot the mangling and toul slipping among the men 

back there. 

"I !elt that her father was tiring. I climbed alongaide him and 

shouted tor him to grab onto my belt. Arter thnt we made some progreea. 

Youth - youth .••• •" 

The pore teller'• eyes was open wide an' blazin' like hot coals. Than 

his voioo got sort a sobbin'-like. , 

"That hellish· etutf' began to gain on us. Suddenl1 her rather lost hia 

grip on my belt -- his two hands caught my angle." 

He begun talkin' rast, chatterin' through those swoll lips a hia. 

"I looked down. There was .a dinilight from the top of the shaft. I 

could see the head and limp eare ot a mulo sld.rling around -- swirling and 

spinning. 

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

his knees. 

11I tried to pull him out, I tell 1ou. Then -- without a sound - he 

relaxed his grip. The damned atutr was around hie neck. He waa grinning at 

me. Grinnihg1 I tell you! Then he went. 11 

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. 

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



Sudden-like he eet up in the bunk, his eye1 bu.min' into mine, 
•· . 

acouain'-like. He begun to shriek. 
,· 

"He slipped. Say somet.hins, damn you. He slippea 1 : He lost hie 

grip, I tell ,ou." 

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

Then he laid back, pore teller, gettin1 weaker. Guea• the likker'd 

begun to wear ott. Re begun to whisper, insiatin•-like, like a 'hore trom 

out a open window. 

111 climbed out ot the eha!'t into the sunlight. I was blinded for a 

moment ·- and sick and old, There was no one around. The tew sur!ace work-

men were gathered in a horrified cluster about the yawning crater ot what 

was once the Lake Louise. 

"I tled into the woods and headed North • . Seema like I've been run-

ning for ;rears. North, always North. But that damn mud won't freeze, I tell 

you. It I s always at ~ heels. Tnen I look down -- and there he ie ...:. grin

ning at me." 

The £eller DS pretty well ill in. I ~iggered he wouldn't last long. 

I propped him up on the pillow, an• then I set down b;r the stove an' lit M3' 

pipe to wait. The wind was whistlin' an• aoughin' down the chimney woree•n 

ever. 

H~ was l;riil' there starin' at ma· when I ae~i hie ey~•, startied like, 

etarin' wild at the stove. Then l sees the oat - _Black Maria - eo:ne out a 

her . box, all briatlin • an I humpbacked, reelin' to the bunk where he laid 

there. She was drunk• •an a fiddler' a bit.oh. 

The pore teller · begun to moan an• work his 11~. Then he braced hie-

eel! on those drippin' hands a lil.s an• come out a the bunk. 

He stood there awayin' an• pantin'. Then he stomped drunk-like on 

those troce club teet a hia to the door . . He wrapped one a his h.ande •round 

the chains a the traps ~in' trom the door. 
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11Here there son," I says, oOtlf'ort.in' like. "You'll be slippin' tco, 

soon enough. Best you ease back to your bunk." 

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

trom ott the cross. -His swell lips was beef'y an' buratin', like a lynched 

nigger's. 

Then I heard the cat, Black Uaria. She was back there iri the shadowa, 

hissin' an' spittin•. 

"It's a lie -- a God damned liel" 

He shouted that there trom· the door, his eyes a-holdin' me otf'. 

"l kicked him. I kicked the old bastard's hand awe.y. He'd have 

dragged me down with him, I say. He was old. I was -- l,.!! - young. Youthl 

It seems like we stood there, him an• me, like they was no clocks, no 

nothin' -- jw,t me and him. 

Then he c0Inll18nced ·1aughin', hangin' there, when sudden-like ha sw6Ilg 

•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 

•tore I could .II!OVe. 

I went an' stood in the door in ,tho dark, there, the sleet a-whippin' 

m:, face, an• I could hear a wailin' an• laughin' out the .. --e mix.in' with the 

howlin I a the wind. 

I was just goin' out there art er him when somethin' rubbed a.gin' m:r 

leg. I reaches down an• they•e Black Maria purriri' peaceful-like an• curlin' 

1 t-ound my leg. So I close the door an I lit the lamp an' shovelled the snow 

in a barrel there. Upon renectin' I figgered there'd bo no findin' that one 

till Spring. An' a old teller ~B got to mind his strength, with a batch to 

run o!f in the mornin'. 

Instink a selt-predervation. That's a right good one ••••• 
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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 

ma.sh !n the two barrels behind the stove there. T1was Saturday, 

the third night a the blizzard. The wind was whistlin• an• howl-

in • • round our place fit to blow us away. . £Ju, 

They was even enough draft to be swayin~: 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' seriou 

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 frisk 

in' a the mice it was nigh onto midnight when Black Maria's 

tongue begun lollin1 • I knowed then t•was time to put her in the 

box behind the stove. They 1 s one cat what can stand her likker. 

I set down again an' eased off my boots an' lit my pipe 

Uy 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 
'----t----

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

stealin1 rum hound like Pete couldn't a read anyway, but he could 

a kept it handy-like. 
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I figger I must a got kind a dozin' -- settin' 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 - nothin' but the wind laugh1n1 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 ~j~ the lamp out I 

sees a feller lyin• there. I drug him in an• laid him on my bunk. 

I lit the lamp a.n• 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 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 bleedin1 an' raw. Through 

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 

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 pourin1 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 

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• 
~ Qvvv' ~ ~D ~ 

I got toAwatch him,~ might as~ well be drunk. 
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I set there quite a spell -- smokin' a.n1 drinkin' an• 

watchin' him there. He was breathin' pretty heavy. The wind was 

howlin' worse. Then he says a word. 

•Father.• 

He 1 d turned his swoll head toward me. Them glistenin1 

I eyes a his was gazin1 at me againf ~~ kin' so;t a like a buck 

what you shot down a.n• ain't killed. 

"What is it, son?• I says soft-like. 
0--

He was gobblin' his lips somethin1 awful. 
(\ 

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

Froze or no froze, he'd spotted the Bible settin1 there 

Ion the table. I fetched a couple a more drinks an' the Bible an• 

sets down 1 side him at the bunk there. 

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

drippin1 frost now from the heat. 
11 

.%-v ;lbhe Bible, 11 he says. 
I\ 

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

a little bit He laid there gazin' at me for a spell.A_ 
"CJ -'-"i ~- J.,i,k, ~ -&-<-7.,.. r ~ -
•Father, do you believe in the instinct of self-

preservation?" 

Seemed to me like he was tryin1 to smile. 

I figgered this feller must a been pretiy well eddicated, 

springin' such big words. "Instinct of self-preservation.• H'm. 

I tells him that considerin' the amount a whiskey an• 

oonshine I I d drunk in my day, I allowed as how I did. 

He tried to smile again. It was pretty bad to 

atch. They•s water runnin1 from his eyes an• big ears an• down 

is nose an• out a his swoll mouth. Outside the storm was gettin' 

~orse, if that it could. He close his eyes. 

I Then he begun to talk -- low a.n• quiet-like -- lyin' 
I 
- there with his eyes shet. Like a little babe what's tellin' some-

1 thin' to his J,&IOUie. ~~ 
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"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. 

•1 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," I said, 1 they be all nice and warm.• 

•Louise's father and I went down in his mine that morn

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

abandoned. The men were complaining that the seepage from the 

swampy Lake Louise was running into the mine - particularly in 

the north drift." 

His eyes lit up a little, lyin' there. 

"Louise is -- my wife,• he says. 

I set there blinkin1 an• holdin1 the Bible. 

"We got to the bottom of the shaft. We had to 

down on the ladder~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 recollectin' somethin'. 

•Both of us started up the tram car tracks to the north 

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 drif. 

Mules stalls. Their big ears looked wierd in the bobbing light 

of our carbide lamps. Some of those mules had been there since 

I
I was a boy.• ~· ~) 

He commence coughin• ~an• I give him another big gulp a 

I 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 pouring from overhead. 1 

"Then a little Italian pointed up. I see him now stand-

ing there,looking up. 
~~ 

boss. No lak wat•.• 
1 ~ 

llake. I recall that 

I see the whites of his eyes. 1 No lak, 

We were directly under Lake Louise -- her 

I shivered, though the heat from the mine and 

from the bodies of the men was oppressive.' 

1 Her father stood there in the flickering light and gave 

men a vicious verbal lashing. 1 

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.• 

••Afraid of a little water and mud,' he sa~d. 'You 

yellow-bellies are whiners, not miners. If you don't like to work 

in the 
I ,plenty 

Louise just get to hell up and get your time. There•re 

more waiting to take your place.• • 
I 

I •The miners turned to their work in sullen terror. All 

1
but the little Italian - he stood there with his foot resting 

defiantly on his shovel. We turned and •alked 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.• 

ij 
•we were almost to the foot of the ladder. Suddenly I 

l
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 

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

whinnying wildly, raced past us.• 



• •God man1 1 shouted her father. 1 It 1 s happened. The 

bottom's fallen out of Lake Louise. Run for it!' • 
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•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. 11 

T1was plain the feller was gettin' terrible excited. 

He threshed aroun• an' tried to set up. I give him another drink 
O""" a..-

an• held him down. He keptAbabblin' an• talkin', m~oldin1 him 

there. 

•H~~r started up the ladder like a mad ape. The 

mud and oozeAfrom the lake bottom was pressing up the shaft 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.• 

•1 felt that her father was tiring. I climbed alongsid 

him and shouted for him to grab onto my belt. 

some progress. Youth -- youth •••• • 

~ coals. 

The pore feller's eyes was open wide an' blaz1n1 like 

Then his voice got sort a sobbin1-like. 

1That hellish stuff began to gain on us. Suddenly her 

father lost his grip on my belt -- his two hands caught my ankle. 

He begun talkin1 fast, chatterin1 through those swoll 

lips a his. 

•1 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 heT father - ove 'his 

I boots, over his knees.• 

•1 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. Grinning, I tell you! Then he wen.• 



The pore feller's voice was husky an• sobbin1 • 

•1 tell you he slipped. He lost his grip." 

Then his voice got sort a wheedlin1-like. 
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•He was an old man. He wouldn't have lived long, anyway n 

Sudden-like he set up in the bunk, his eyes burnin' int 

I 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, gettin1 weaker. Guess 

the likker 1 d begun to wear off. He begun to whisper, insistin'

like, like a 1 hore from out a'1ndow, 

8 1 climbed out of the shaft into the sunlight. I was . 

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 

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~liliwa all in. I figgered he would-

n'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 lyin1 there starin' w-Hd-at me when I sees his 
~ 

eyes, startled like, starin• ~at the stove. Then I sees the cat 

Black Maria -- come out a her box, all bristlin• an• humpbacked, 

reel in• to the bunk where he laid there. ~ ~ ~ 'A--- a. d---.:t 

Therr:11er begun to moan an• work his lips. Then he 

braced hisself on those drippin• hands a his an' come out a the bunk. 
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He stood there swayin1 an• pantin'. Then he stomped 

drunk-like on those froze club 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, 1 I says, comfortin' like. 1 You1 11 be 

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

He was hangin' there bulgy-eyed by one hand, like a 
otb ftv. 

feller slippin' from~ cross. His swoll lips was beefy an' burst-

in1 , like a lynched nigger's. 

Then I heard the cat, Black Maria. She was back there 

in the shadows, hissin1 an' spittin 1 • 

1 It 1 s a lie -- a God damned lie!" 
o..--

He shouted that there from the door, his eyes holdin' 
/'-

me off. 

1 1 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 --, " L!!!! -- young. Youth! Youth ...... . 

It seems like we stood there, him 

1 
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 be 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~;hippin' my face, an• I could hear a wailin' an• laughin' 
" out there mixin' with the howlin1 a the wind. 

I was just goin1 out there after him when somethin1 

rubbed agi-n1 my 1-eg. r-e-aohe dawn an 

peaceful-like an• curlin1 •round my leg. So I close the door an• 

Ii lit 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 

off in the mornin 1
• pJ{-
~ ~/\~~. 




