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/IAPTr/~ C,vt:, 
The batsflitted and circled in oiled flight over the town square, feeding greedily on 

i7( ~ 
the swarming moths and mosquitoes attracted there by the glare f.ei:=: Doc H-lliday•s medicine 

" show. The banjo-shaped gasoline flares guttered and spat fitfully in the chill summer night's 

breeze, noisily devouring tbose swirling insects which had not fallen prey to the bats. Far 

above the heads of the knot of townspeople the hunting nighthawks circled and screeched and 

endlessly soared. 

Paul stood in the crov,d up near the edge of the platform with the other young boys. His 

gray eyes were unblinking as he drank in the magic of the show, the tufted swoop of his cowlick 

protruding from under the shapeless peak of his checkered cap. 

Doc Holliday' s colored Dixieland Ragtin.e Band blared out the final chorus of U,-4, -<"_,<l.Aa 

IIA / _ • i.J J . ~ It 
~~~<-,£'~.-n:-, r.:J.~ 

0
• from their vapor-steaming horns and twanging banjo --

eye-rolling, shivering, devoutly wishing they were back in Dixie. Their music done, they 

crowded in gangling haste to the comparative warmth of the changing tent. 
~11~'4 ;,,., 

The-great !!err Dokte-F-himeelf; privat6ly nettled but beaming at his retreating asdst~nts, 
/\ l 

winked broadly at his audience, nodding at its answering chuckle. After the last darky had 

left, he pushed back his sombrero, removed his cigar, and strode to the front of the platform. 

Hooking his thumb throueh his colored vest, he rocked thoughtfully on his booted heels, gazing 

with sightless eyes over the heads of the waiting people. His wa~ now the misty eye of the 

healer. Fun was fun, s~e -- but there was the word, there was the message. There was Banyanl 



"Lay-dees and Gentlemen! 

"Before we move on to the next act, which follows in1netiiately, we wish to tell our many 

friends in Chippewa how glad we are to be back again in Michigan's northern peninsula; how 

much we lock forward each year to visiting your invigorating clime; to breathing once again 
().i._ - -uv;i1 ~ 

your clean pine-scented Lake Superior air which spells ttwrt. greatest of God' s gifts" -- he 
ft-. " 

paused aud clo~ed his eyes -- "abundant health l" 
1/1, a,,~, 

Sruiline be"cuoieutiy, he surveyed the' group of boys do~n in front of him. He put on his _..., ____ , __ 
~ 

Uncle Hfl voice; generous, bluff, hearty. "I wonder if one of you young boys would help me 

out tonight. Looks like !; ~ got to thaw out be~ween acts. n The crowd rumbled its 
~ I ~ti -~,ti' 3##- ~, Ii) I .£,_ 

appreciation'1ti~ !-~/\~.. M;.;~ k'( 1ryv v'a.c.d..'.: .eu.~~✓ ~ ~ /l~ • 

"Here, you - give me your hand, young man.~ going to interne under ol' Doc Holli-

day. " He reached down and grabbed Paul's helplessly upraised arm and lifted him - "ups-a-

daisy" unto the platform. Paul stood blinking down at his giggling, envious comrades, his 
~ .~ri ~ . 

face surging with color. He~ his fath:r ' s bartende~f-Charle';l.'eRoy, farther out in the 

crowd. He swallowed and smiled faintlyq'w ~ Gf dWJ~ 1" 

Doc Holliday reached out his big palm to Paul. "My name's Doc Holliday, pardner. Put her 

there. What ' s yours?" 

11?aul Biegler, Sir. " 

"How old are you?" 
~ 

''Twelve, sir," Paul answered. 
i/1.PU ~J 

"Don I t 'sir' me, ·polly. Now suppose we get to work. Would you reach in that carton tl'Cll:ll~ 
j ,111', (I ) " 

and l't,-me a bottle of my life-giving medicine -- Banyan?" ~' 
A ~ 

"Yes, sir, " Paul said, scrambling to the carton, glad to hide the delightful terror of 

" his embarrassment,~n ~ctim. He rummaged in the carton and drew out a tall bottle of black 

flu.id and handed it up to Doc Holliday, Doc lay the bottle in the palm of one big hand and 
~,.tu4iv ~ / t• 

patted it with the other./\ He looked out at the audience. ?hinwfaeea Paul Biegler stood 

there, spindly in his corduroy knee-pants and red-knitted pull-over swea~er, drinking in the 

words of the great man along with the pungent, delicious aroma of raw gasoline from the lamps. 

"Good friends of Chippewa, due to the scarcity of the rare and exotic ingredients which go 

into Banyan, caused by that great war which conflagrates those distant shores" - he swept his 



. long arms towards the eastern horizon -- 11we are, alasl not able to offer you as much of our 

health-giving medicine !:ls year as we have in the µi. st. 11 

He fixed them with# broad, gold-toothed smile. 
/\ 

"And so we regret that we must restrict each lucky person to one bottle of Banyan. our 
t 

supply is limited. But the quality is even better than ever. And the price remains the 
~ 

same - one dollar per ~ottle. Yes, sir, ladies and gentlemen - Banyan is still/\one dollar 

per bottle." o/, 
His voice boomed rapidly, now, in a kind of a chant, on sure and steady growid. "Here is 

the medicine that rids you of your aches and pains, releases the internal juices, tunes up 

the system, unclogs the human pipes and valves - in 

~.tr::~ from the roots of that ancient tree(\flo • in the 

band had again lined up under the canopy of moths 

a word, Banyan. Banyan, Banyan, made 

Holy Land" -- the wretch~ 

'" "Banyan, that seething &lmP ef life, .. 

that anc:i.ent remedy blessed by the wis1on of old Banyan, one dollar per bottle. Banyan 

cures or your money back. Who's the first? Here1 Thank you, sir -- take her away, Dixieland 

-- who's the next? Right - and four are five .lit' Another carton, Polly boy. J 
Banyan, Banyan. 

step right up, ladies and gentlemen. Ring the cane, the cane you ring, the cane you carry 
~ 8~ ~) ri'I./Clt ~--'I ~ "'I ✓.:fc, • ~ 

o.way l 1' Columbus took a chance -- why not you. - °Jl1 \1 ~ e.,..v 1 ~~~ _,,, 

i 



.. . ...,, 
* * * 

"Take a chance, bud -- Columbus did." 
~·· 

There it MJ.: was it partially, at least, a key to American character? Take a chance.~ 

~ ~ ~~ I . A . ~ bfrt,Vl-j__ -tlv- t~ ! A Let 'er go, Gallagher! ,:::,,' -;; -<--'~ ,,__? , 
"Liste~, Colton, old man -- confidentially -- you'd better buy Mowhawk Mines, pre­
,,~ 

ferred.,. 411' 
,r ,,.,. ... <.{ m,~M-tr,,t..;..t 

,IU:vt:-<A"~'-

their 

Students of eoeial groups who prefer their folkways in capsule form take comfort in 
I' 

canny Scot, the stolid Dutchman, the voluble Frenchman; the brawling Irishman, the gay 

Italian, the dashing Spaniard. 

" -- To one side, pardner -- I aims to ride 
B~,, 

Or the austere Swede, the stubborn~Dritai~, 

~ 
over that thar bridge, hell or high water - 11 

I\ 

the brooding Teuton; the ~ystic Jew, <JIIJ"the 

gloomy Russian. Or the proud Pole, the impassive Chinese, the silent Arab; or the joyous 
~M\M,, 

Hawaiian, the sad-glad Negro, and -- hear, hear -- the treacherous Jap. Or the devil-roa.y­
/t-

care American ••• 'I/ .~u-~~,.,je,,.,..,;,l!D-I 

t . . t h d i . ~- / , Bu l.S l. t I"> r~-may-care American? Is not the American all of these and more? 
.A, .1"' 1'>''-6-l ~' ~, ~t-4' -r#) -~~ , d,i~ , a,.,.,~ ,w~-' ~~, b'u~~ ~ 

11Wha' fob you as all dem foolment questions, Boss?" /\ r-,-c. '{,VI , ,; r ~-•H ' 

At 11:15 that night Paul Biegler, age eleven, crept into the kitchen door of his parents' 

Stealthily he ~~through the house, clutching in his hands a bottle of magical Banyan. 
(JUL " 

pantry, dropped his cap on the dining-room:~~~~- hated the loud-ticking Seth Thon:as clock on 
...._,,~~ o/.M-L " 

its shelf, squeaked up the worn/ unpadded ~oode; back stairs to the "boys I room," wincing in 
I o~ ~~ t.t~ J...;., ~-1 f,o.""'1,.,.i, ,{ Cl.#1.,L ~ .J..1~-1,(/a4 

the darkness with every creaking stept~I ■Ree into tn"e'~~knes:, of his bedroom, thence into 

the capable plump arms of his waiting mother, Belle .•• 

Right after breakfast the next morning Fiina, the Finnish hired girl, steaming pail 

beside her, knelt to the task of removing a vast black blotch from the boys' room floor. 

The Banyan tree is a stubborn tree, 
To get its growth takes a centur.y. 
And if you ever spill its juice, 
To get it out -- well, there ai~'t no use . ._. 

Fiina scrubbed and scraped and rubbed the worn pine boards. "What kind crazy bizness 

doze Biegler boys being up to now'?" Such was her puzzlement, this blonde, perspiring uninitiate 

into the mysteries of -~~ll}"a.n ~ .A4>!f.lf1"'\-
Banyan first/\~~ the Biegler home in July 1915. 



1;1 
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THE BURNING EARTH 

by Robert Traver 

CHAPI'ER ONE 

The bats nitted and circled in oiled flight over the town square, teeding greedily on 

the swarming moths and mosquitoes attracted there by the glare of Doc Halliday' s medicine 

show. The banjo-shaped gasoline flares guttered and spat fitfully in the chill summer night's 

breeze, noisily devouring those swirling insects which had not fallen prey to the bats. Far 

above the heads of the knot of tormspeople the hunting nighthawks circled and screeched and 

endlessly soared. 

Paul stood in the crowd up near the edge of the platform with the other young boys. His 

gray eyes ~ere unblinking as he drank in the magic of the show, the tufted swoop of his cowlick 

protruding from under the shapeless peak of his checkered cap. 

Doc Halliday's colored Dixieland Ragtime Band blared out tho final chorus of 11A1exander•s 

Ragtime Band" from their vapor-steaming horns and twanging banjo -- eye-rolling, shivering, 

devoutly wishing they were back in Dixie. Their reusic done, they crowded in gangling haste 

to the comparative warmth or the changing tent. 

Doc Halliday, privately nettled, but beaming at his retreating assistants, winked broadly 

at his audience, nodding at its answering chuckle. After the las~ •darky had left, he pushed 

back his sombrero, rea:oved his cigar, and strode to the front of the platform. Hooking hie 

thumb through his colored vest, he rocked thoughtfully on his booted heels, gazing with sight­

less eyes over the heads ot the waiting people. His was now the misty eye of the healer. Fun 

was tun, see - but there was the word, there was the message. There was Banyan1 

Paul eagerly absorbed every gesture, every pause of the great Herr Doktor. Here was the 

persuasive, successful leader of men; the actor, the master of timing, subtle nuance, modula­

tion, mood. With visible effort the great man withdrew from his tinctured dream, cle&Pea--eie 
z;,__,.,.,,,n,,;-~d 

tm:Dat~ into a large silk handkerchief, and began to speak. 

"Lay-dees and Gentlemen1 

"Before we itove on to the next act, which follows immediately, we wish to tell our many 

friends in Chippewa how glad we are to be back again in Michigan's northern peninsula; how 

much vie look forward each year to visiting your invigorating clime; to breathing once again 



your clean pine-scented Lake Superior air -- thot air which spells the greatest or God's 

gifts" -- he paused and closed his eyes -- "abundnnt healthl" 

Amen. ~wt,4, 
Smiling b-nevolently, he survoyod th~ group or boys down in front or him. He put on hi.a 

Unele Hal voice; generous, bluff, hearty. "I wonder it one or you young boys would help mo 

out tonight. Looks like my band' a got to thaw out between acts. 11 The crowd rumbled its 

appreciation o! this great, gold-toothed good hwr.or. It made him one or them, a sturdy, hardy 

Northerner. His roving eyes lit on Paul's eager, small face. 

"Here, you -- give me your hand, young man. Tonight you•re going to inteme under 011 

Doc Halliday." He reached down and grabbed Paul's helplessly upraised arm and lifted him -

"ups-a-daisy" -- unto the platfor~. Paul stood blinking down at his giggling, enviouo com­

rades, his race surging with color. He spied one o! his tather•s bartonders, grinning 

Charley LeRoy, farther out in tho crowd. He swallowed and smiled faintly tho sweet sickly 

emile of confusion and dismay. 

Doc Hallida1 reached out his big palm to Paul. 1tMy name's Doc Halliday, pardner. Put 

her there. Vihat • s yours?'' 

"Paul Biegler, sir." 

"How old are you?" 

11Twelve, sir," Paul answered. 

"Don't •sir• ree, Polly. Now suppose we get to work. Vlould you reach in that there 

carton, please, ond fetch me n bottle ot my lifo-giving medicine -- B:mya.n?" 

"Yee, sir," Paul said, scranoling to the carton, glad to hide in action the delightful 

terror or his embarrassment. He rummaged in the carton and dx·ew out a tall bottle of black 

fluid and handed it up to Doc Halliday. Doc lay the bottle 1n the palm ot one big hand and 

patted it with the other. Lovingly, he patted it. He looked out at the audience. Paul 

Biegler stood there, spindly in his corduroy knee-pants and red-knitted pull-over sweater, 

drinking in tho words ot the great man along with the pungent, ~elicioua aroma or raw gasoline 

rrom tho lampa. 

"Good tricnde or Chippewa, due to tho scarcity ot tho rare and exotic ingredients which 

go into Banyan, ca~ed by that great war "'nich confla rates those distant shores" -- he swept 
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his long arms towards the eastern horizon -- 11we are, alns I not able to otter you as much 

or our health-giving medicine this year as we have in the past." 

He !f?ced them with his broad, gold-toothed smile. 

"And so we regret that we n:ust reetrict each lucky person to one bottle of Bnnyan. One 

only. Our supply is limited. But the quality is even better than ever. And the price re­

mains the same -- one dollar per bottle. Yes, sir, l adies and gentlemen -- Banyan is etlll 

only ono dollar per bottle. " 

His v~ice boomed rapidly, now, in a kind or a chant, on sure and steady ground. 

"Here is tho medicine that rids you or your aches and pai."'ls, releases the internal 

ju.ices, tunes up tha syste.:i, unclogs the human pipgs and valves -- in a word, Banyan. Ban-
M -yan, Banyan, made rrom the roots or that ancient tree which nowers in the Holy Land." 

• I\ p,e~ 
The wretched, shivering Dixieland b~nd, hearing its cue, gain lined up under thJJ~s.nopyd 

1' 
of moths. The voice of medicine rolled on. 

"Banyan, that age-old reinedy blessed by the wise men ot old -- Banzan, cne dollar per 

bottle. Banyan cures or your money back. Who's the !irst? Here& Thank you, sir -- take 

her away, Dixieland - who's the next? Right -- a.~d tour nre !ive. Another carton, Polly 

boy. Banyan, Banynnl Step right up, ladies and gentlemen. Ring the cane, the cane you ring, 

the cane you carry army! Get Banyan, that soothing elixir o! life. Columbus took a chance -

why not you. Banyan, Banyan ••• " 

•:Take a chance, bud -- Columbus dia." 

There it wnss was it paltially, at l east, a key to American character? Take a chance. 

Try everything once. Down the hatch I Let 'er go, Gallagher I 

"Liston, Colton, old man -- confidentially -- you'd better buy Jlowhawk Mines, pref'erred ... 11 

students of racial nnd national groups who prefer their folkways in capsule form take co~­

!ort in their canny Scot, the stolid Dutch.man, the voluble Frenchman; the brawling IrishJr~n, 

the gay Italian, the dashing Spaniard. Or the austere Swede, the stubborn Briton, the brooding 

Teuton; the ~yatic Jew, the gloomy Russum. Or the proad Pole, the impassive Chinese, the 

silent Arab; or the joyous Hawaiian, the sad-glad Negro, and -- hear, hear -- the treacherous 

Jap. Or, perchance, the devil- may-care AJr.erican ••• 
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~/ 
11 ro one side, pardner - - I aims to ride ~ that tbar/\ QI! dee., come hell or high water. n 

-lmt Js it the devil-may-care American? Is not the t.werican all of these and more? Is he 

not gay, sad, mad, glad, voluble, silent, JJ\YStic, cynical, joyous, austere, treacherous, canny, 

brawling, proud? But is not his gambling instinct, his love of taking a chance, one of hia 
~ 

most dominant characteristics? Were not all of America's immigrants, froo Colutlbus and May­
/\ (f't"' 

nower/\ down, reckless gamblers in destiny? 

11Wha' toh you ast all dem foolment questions, Boss?" 

At 11:15 that night Paul Biegler, age twelvo, crept into the kitchen door of his parents• 

house, clutching in his hands a bottle of thei)folyland's hoist for health, Banyan. It was his 

nitht•s wages -- hot from the hands of the healer himselt. Glib salesman's phrases raced 

through Paul's excited brain. stealthily he slipped through the pantry, dropped his cap on 

the dining-room floor, hated the loud-ticking old Seth Thomas clock on its shelf, squeaked up 

the worn unpadded wooden back stairs to the "boys' room," wincing in the darkness with every 

creaking step. 11 rhank goodness the old man's out at camp," he thought. Triumphantly bearing 

his bottle of Banyan aloft, he tiptoed into the breathing blackness of his bedroom; thence 

into the capable plump arme of his waiting mother, Belle. 

of ignorance, Belle bad never heard o! Banyan ••• 

"You nighthawk you - 1Vhere have you beenl" 

She was not at camp. - And, 0 blight 

Contrary to the tenets of all modern tracts on juvenile care and upbringing, there was a 

vigorous, resounding maternal whack, the crash of breaking glass, the sigh and shift of sleeping 

brothers, followed by a spreading Banyanish silence. DOc Htlliday's assistant healer was in 

the doghouse. 

Benediction. 

Right after breakfast the next morning Fiina, the Finnish hired girl, steaming pail 

beside her, knelt to the task of removing a vast black blotch from the boys• room floor. 

The Banyan tree is a stubborn tree, 
To get its growth takes a century. 
And it you ever spihl its juice, 
To get it out - - well, there ain't no use. 

Fiina scrubbed and scraped and rubbed the worn pine boards. "\\'hat kind crazy bizness doze 

Biegler boys being up to now?" Such was her puz1.lernent, this bloncie, perspiring uninitiate into 
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the Jcy"steries ot Banyan. 

Banyan first ca~t its shadow upon tho Biegler home in July 1915. 
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I 

Paul came gradually to sense that the essence of people's lives was secret and un­

seen, locked far below the surface in dreams and memories as deep as Hell itself: that 

the day- to-day brawling, working, eating, bragging, drinking fellow was but a fragment of 

the whole man, like the lapped frozen peak to the great submerged iceberg, i;he ouiet cone 

to the festering volcano, the slender projecting spire to the engulfed cathedral. !#e-(l~ 
4.f6#U'--e._,~ ~~ 

simply did not know each other. He did not know his friends: they knew him not at all. And 
/1,. 

there was no help for it. 

For he was haunted, too, by the slow realization that the human modes of communicating 

this seething buried life, one to the other,wer.e still but little removed from a series of 

grunts or the caveman's crude scrawls and drawings on his ancient, smoke-grimed wall. 

Must there only be occasional, fugitive, fleeting gleams? How to tell? how to say? 

How shall I articulate rny beautiful, ghastly dream? Who will tell me his? There was slow, 

quiet terror in the thought: ~as not all this the key to the essential lonelinbss of man? 
~ ~ ~ ~"-~ ~o.J 4w ,~kl&,.~~~ ... 

How to tell? how to say?,\'Vas this, then, the reason for the terrible compulsion -- why men 

strive, sweat, blunder, lurch and stumble, blindly fall, yet rise and strive again -- to 

mould, fashion, carve, build, to create? They must try to say, they must try to tell ••• 

Thoughts like these made Paul despair of ever becoming a writer. Christ, what was the 

usel Laggard words, the ordinary resources of language, seemed but faint tink:lings and 

little bells, lost and helpless to convey this vast deep realm of dream and shadow. It 

seemea to him, sometimes, that entire new symbols, even new modes, of human communication 

werejim~v~~~ ~t4-~ rw--t-~. 
f 11But there is music, 11 he mused, 11yes, music -- it is the closest we have yet come .•. " 

At times, in his monstrous longing towards release, towards utterance, he thought he would 

try to become a composer. 



Paul gradually came to be shocked at the preoccupation of most people over the dreary 

business of making a living. It filled so much of their lives, their talk, their recreation. 

It was not that be regarded earning one's living as a matter for jest. He had seen too much 

of its earnestness about him.. He supposed it was just as brutally necessary as bra.thing or 

going to the bathro011. Yet people did not constantly talk and think about those bodily !unc­

tions. It was a matter of proportions ••• 

He was always to be suspicious and, at times, a trifle envious of the ambitious, the 

successful; of those who wanted to "get ahead" or those who got ahead. Kost of his playmates 
CA, ., ,, tAj,t, 

bad ~/\ .- 4'on the main chance." Paul often wondered what the main chance was. Was one's 

destiny on earth confined to earning a living, buying a house or a dozen houses, accumulating 

a bank balance and a lot of stocks and bonds? . And then dying? Paul could not believe it. He 

was afraid to believe it. If he believed he felt be would be lost • . 

By this tiae he had read a nwaber of ~ cynical and satiric books and 

articles by men who derided this American preoccupation with money and worldly goods. Their 

diatribes were usually associated with gibes at Rotarians and other uplift organizations. 
~ ~"l/~ ltM~. 

Mencken was their chief apostle. And they made out a plausible case.A But Paul did not share 
tlvt, 

with them their apparent feeling of rancour or glee over~treM sorq state of affairs. His 

feeling was one of abiding dis.may and sadness. He felt sor·ry !or them. He was appalled at 

the waste of living. There was no tun, no joy ••• 
~1,f 

That was itl It was the joylessness of their existence -- theAdull, groping, splin-

tered lives they led. There was no hilarity, no spontaneity, no zest, no giving out ••• Their 

occasional fits ofz~ laughter had one eye on the clock or the cash box. There was, 

~A.-.C,~ 

God daaaitt, no honest joy. 
1,._ 

It was the one great characteristic of Oliver's that Paul applauded and envied -- the 

thing that made Paul forgive hia so much else - the man's Gargantuan capacity for enjoyment. 

There was a wild goat-like joy in his eating, .pin his drinking, undoubtedly there was joy 

in hie sexual encounters, in his fishing and hunting - even in his epic rages. The man 

lived .•• 



I * * * 
/ The thunderous applause subsided. The audience lights of Carnegie Hall gradually 

dimmed. Only a waiting, rustling hush prevailed. Paul Biegler raised hi.5 baton. He was 

slightly stooped and gray about the temples, inwardly ravaged by his secret, searing visions, 

yet still slender and handsome in his evening clothes. Two hundred - count them, two hun­

dred! -- trained musicians watched for his signal. Then slowly his arms descended and rose 

as the string section -- or perhaps just the muted first violins - whispered and sighed the 
,, ~ 4<no ~~ 'n«tv! .'' 

haunting, aching opening strains of hie latest composition, the tone poem / The INrning~ rth." 
~~ tWU,.iP~ ... • , d,u:t rri.e ! 

No, no, no -- the;t- es geiug t";=.. hie1'oolt-l How about "A Walk on the Ocean Floor"? Yes, ~ 
~ _..{, ~ ~ ~qu,T ~-
.wow.ti Ai&ke 11 1hemelift8 Im• e~ et Deettee,... "'I This was its electri!ying world premiere ••• 

~~<), &-4. ~ 
strong men broke down and sobbed. Beauti!ul women tore at thair heaving bodices or. 

~ ~ 

quietly swooned. For tonight they were made to understand many locked and hidden places of 

the heart, and shame had dropped away ••• 



_A ~arm, earthy-smelling Saturday morning in the early spring, when Faul was fit­

t•~• z.•r~ awaY, from home. It. was not the ordinary, planned, stealthy sneaking away 
, 

that his brothers had used. It had all happened in an instant. And his father had escorted 
t 

him part of the way with a dung fork. Paul had not exposed the current hired girl to pregnancy, 

or anything romantic or colorful like that. At that tender age his older brothers still took 

care of the romance department. It all happened over a glattonish old horse called, of all 

things, Bud. 

Oliver had got this Bud horse, a sway-backed gelding, 

several months earlier. It had soon developed that Bud was 

~ l')')'.t'+'V,1 

in a trade with Weiler, the breweP, 
~ 

lees of a horse than an animated 

intestine. Each day, if given his way, he could eat nearly his weight in oats and hay, ·a phen­

omenon which Oliver1s pride as a keen trader refused to accept until the day Paul ran away. 

During the night this curious animal had gnawed his halter rope, got loose in the barn, 

rooted and gouged into four or five sacks of oats, and lo, when Oliver and Paul had opened the 

barn door that fateful spring morning, there stood this bloated Bud beast in tha middle of the 

barn floor, calmly slavering and drooling oats, more oats, and still some more oats. The place 

was a steaming sea of mingled oats and manure, Paul thought wildly: Seven dinosaurs with the 

dysentery could not have contributed more to the crops of tomorrowl 

Oliver and Paul stood spellbound in the ope~ barn door. As they looked this engaging 

animal, blinking thoughtfully, reached his snout into a half-buried sack at his feet, nuz2tl.ing 

for a little tid-bit to vary his diet -- and came up with another dripping maw of oats. Paul 

looked at his father. Oliver had drawn the back of his big hand across his eyes and, as they 

say in the love stories, uttered a low moan. In fact he uttered ~uite a series of low moans, 

gradually mounting in volume and intensity until he was .soon filling the early spring morning 

air with the music of his lament. 

It is a monument of understatement to say that Oliver could swear. When be swore his 

curses crackled, they gave out darting blue lights, the air was filled with static electric 

shocks. As Paul stood there his heart surged with a fearful pride. Never could there be a 

rival to this wealth of invective. 11This great man, m:y father, is the poet laureate of profan­

ity, 11 Paul thought. Just then Oliver turned on Paul.,. 

paul was to blamel Paul - - the blankety blank Sp§wn of a hasty and ill-considered n:ar­

riage t the drooling, addle-pated heir to his vast possessiopsl -· a son whociidn1 t even know how 



to tie a blankety blank halter rope. Olivert~ sulphurous flow lent a new dignity to mere i.Ja­

becility. 

"An' ty the roarin' Jesus," Oliver rushed on, "'you'll pick up every last oat if it takes 

all summer longl I'll be bitched, buggered and bewildered if a fumblin 1 whelp of Itine is goint 

to throw rcy mor.ey into a pile of - 1" It was Paul'~ turn to utter a low ffioan. 

Paul knelt to his task' as Oliver tender] y led Bud, the horse, into his stall, where he 

tied him, watered him, patted him, whispered softly to him. Paul was numbed by this disgusting 

display of perverse sentimentality. He took an empty water pail and gingerly tried, so to speak, 

to separate the chaff from the wheat . Looking for a needle in a hay stack, he concluded, was but 

child t s play. 11 And give me a hay stack any old day. 11 Oliver came and stood over Paul, 1 eaning 

on a dung fork. Out of the corner of his eye Paul could see Oliver's long legs planted wide 

apart on the swollen mound of his misery. "Who was this fellow Miss Robinson had been teaching 

us about, 11 Paul thought frantically 11 - the lucky guy who had ohly to clean out the Augean 

stables?" 

• 
Suddenly Faul felt a surge of nausea. He wanted to lie down. Anywhere . 

"Get a move on you," Oliver said. Paul saw that he,._, not the horse 1' was to be the sole 

object of hiR father ' s spleen. 

Paul knelt there, swaying, in the manure. He did not move. He was close to retching. 

"Get a move on you, I said," Oliver said in a rising voice. 

Whitefaced, Paul stood up and looked at his f:ither. Behind hir, in the wavering background 

stood the animal, Bud, gnawing the wood of his stall with his big, yellow teeth; standing there 

in all his greedy, oat-bloated, dung-coated splendor • 
. 

"!2!!,1 11 Paul said to his father, slowly, his boy's voice cracked and vibrant, his gray 

eyes boring into his father's angry blue ey••• "You and ycur horse, Sir, can go straight to 

hell l 11 Paul turned and bolted, darted out of the barn, with Oliver hot on his heels, wildly 
;v.,v,J,bl 

brandishing his d1.J1g fork . Boarders in the Taleen House nextdoor PaG~to their windows, drawn 

by the tumult, and remarked their progress with interest. Oliver chased Paul out of the barn-

yard, cursing h~across the railroad tracks in 
~ ~,µ( ---i--1 

past Weilept1'brewery, around the old fire hall, 

front of a slowly approaching freight train, 
. -,,.-

and back across the tracks once again. Paul 

could hear he was losing ground. He looked over his shoulder. By an act of di vine intervention, 



the freight train was coming between them. Oliver, thvtarted, stood panting by the tracks, 

hollrlciEially holding his dur.g fork like a javelin. It was too far to throw. When he saw Paul 

looking back, he shook his clenched fist and wildly shouted, above the rumble of the moving 

cars, 11I - I'll go you to hell t 11 

The freight train drew alongside and cut Oliver from view. The engineer was nodding and 
( 

grinning and shaking his two hands at Paul. Pernil:'1,;.:JDtl=fle fl ~an 

and caught on to the rung of the first box car and started to climb. He climbed with a heavy 

heart. There was a big lump in his throat. Here, at a time vrhen he might never see or hear his 

father again, ~hen he expected him, somehow, to reach new heights of invective, to open up new 

vistas of vehemence, the best Oliver could manage was, 11 I 111 go you to helll" 

As the westbound freight train passed the Division Street crossing, and gathered speed, 

Paul sadly concluded that this, in the last analysis, was the inevitable way of life'i> 







and 

ot a continent, 

.... 
peninsula of Michigan is a historical museum, a geological freak 

During the course of the volcanic convulsions and rumbling growing pains 

ounted centuries ago, Nature, in a cynical,_. s? asst glu,til. mood, craftily 

contrived to bury huge deposits of rich ir~n and copper ore and many other .minerals deep into 

the broad bosom or the Upper Peninsula. When the last of a series of great ice sheets reluc­

tantly relaxed its iron grip on the Peninsula, and slowly withdrew to the North, Nature, with 

an innocent smirk, hid her handiwork under a lush growth of trees, lar&ely conifers: cedars, 

hemlocks, tamaracks, t~ite-pines, Norways, balsams, spruces, jack-pines; and hardwood maples, 

J 
, 

elmts, "911Hr,. and hickories. 'lhen the1 e wez e the slendet whtta ,nm-yetto,, 1:r.il cha~. Nature 

aarked this huge glacial retreat with thousands ot lakes and hills and plunging waterway-a. A• 

<I- -
a tail-lashing farewell, the last of the glaciers completed the gouging out and final delinea-

/\ 

tion ot an inland sea, the largest in the world; one which ever since has been burling iteelt 

at the rocky northern boundary of this secret treasure chest - the Opper Peninsula. )len caae 

to call this turbulent sea Lake Superior. 

For centuries only the Indians - mostly of the Chippewa and Ottawa tribes - passed 

al.ong this way, hugging the south shore ot Lake SuJ)erior in its rare moods ot quiet in their 

large bark canoes, or padding silently beneath the sighing cathedral roots of shaded forest 

trails, on ancient carpets of pine needles. The Peninsula was a broken, wild and harsh land. 

There were swamps to be skirted, rapids to be ridden, falls to be portaged; fishing, trappinc, 

hunting; feasting, rituall dancing; camps to be built and torn down; children to be born, 

dead to be buried; all this as the Indians made their way to and from the lower Great Lakes 

and the swampy headwaters of the Mississippi, beyond which la7 the wide buffalo plains. There 

were no clocks to hurry their passage, and time was the period between dawn and dark, between 

birth and death. It did not matter. 

So tar and hidden were they that for many 7ears the coming of Columbus and the white 

man was a forest legend, the campfire gossip of toothless old men, the rum.or of an occasional 

tribal vagabond, all as fugitive and meaningless as the evening whisper of a rustling pine. 

But finally the white men did come, and the old men were right: Strange, restless, bearded 

men called Frenchmen, followed by Englishmen, from tar across the Eastern sea, bringing the 

Indians God and whisky, bright baubles and disease, gunpowder and treaties; taking their game 

and fish and turs, their cam.p-eites and even their women. Their gentle priests could not 



contain them. It was not long before the members of a new white tribe, the Americans, came 

to add to the Indian's woes. Like maddened giants, consumed by some fatal inner lust, these 

strangers came, always pressing, crowding, pushing ever westward. 

The British fought the French and Indians; the French fought the British and Indians; 

the Americans fought all three. Craftily these mad strangers pitted Indian against Indian, 

sowing dissension, tribal hatred and bloodlust. The .American Indian was being brought the 

"new order" of his time. 

The fierce resist3.nce of these peninsula Indians was a stirring and now-forgotten 

forest saga, long since embalmed in the murky pages of history. Forgotten were the wild 

night raids, the shouting painted warriors in a thousand canoes, the feats of incredible 

bravery and dark treachery; the nights and days of fire, famine,and bitter cold. For a few 

Indians the love of homeland could not surpass the love of whisky. The rest, the vast major­

ity, finally found that the silent arrow could not still the barking sting of the white man's 

musket ••• 

The peninsula Indian was deteated. Indeed, he was nearly exterminated. There were no 

monuments to mark his passage. All he left behind was a few bleached bones and scattered 
~ 

arrowheads for tourists to paw over. The gloss ot history - "historical perspective" is the 
~ 

phrase -- cast its sort patina over these proceedings, and finally forgave the Indian his sin 

in fighting for his home and for his freedom. The conquest of this portion of the northern 

)(i.ddle-West was remembered merely as a series of skirmishes against a handful of reluctant 

barbarians, a pot-shot at a few ungrateful heathens -- a minor footnote to the grand larceny 

of a continent. 

All this time Nature smiled and fluttered a lidless eye. Save for the ancient copper 

workings ot the Indians - she did not worry about them -- her secret or buried treasure was 

still intact. 



The Upper Peninsula was finally conquered; a beaten waif; a foundling on the doorstep 

of a growing young nation. All about it territories and states ~ere being carved out of the 

Northwest Territory, of ~hich it had become n part . None of these sought to annex the U. P. 

I n appearance and geology it most r esembled the Laurentian Uplands of Canada, but was separated 

.from Canada by Lake Superior. Nobody wanted th~~dp:::::::f:r)>eept,eba:.ie- U. P. 

" 
Michigan became a terr itory in 1805 -- but shunned the ~-=:,,U. P. At length tisconsin 

Territory took the U. P. under its reluctant wing in 1836, like a dubious hen adopting an ugly 

duckling. I n the meantine W.chigan Territory' s adrr.i.ssion to statehood was delayed when she 

becamo embroiled in a bitter controversy with the new at~te of Ohio over tho latter•s northern 

boundary. Feeling ran so hieh over this disputed land -- the so-c lled Toledo strip - - that 

border patrols were organized, shooting occurred, and a crl.nor ar sce~d ir.uninent. 

Vlhen that phrase still possesse~ a quaint charm, Congress viewed these proceedings with 

alar m. It, decided it must take a "firm stand." So Congr ess stepped in and flatly told Michi­

gan she would not be admitted to statehood unless she would surrnnder her claims to the Ohio 

strip. Ga *h•re. Michigan still stoutly refused to concede Ohio•s claims. Congress was 

equal to the occasion. For that august body had already adopted as its motto: When in doubtJ 

c.4Pmpr 0Jr.ise l t<A.l 'v ) 

The politicians in ConRr ess huffed and puffed and blew through their whiskers -- and 

offered Michigan the U. P. as a compromise. l!ichigan was cut to the quick. The Upper Pen:ln­

sulal That howling wilderness of snow-and coldl \Vhy, it wasn•t even physically attached to 

Michigan -- look at the Straits of Mackinac which separated the twol Anyway, gentlemen, our 

fine neighbor, Wisconsin, already owns the U. P. Perish the sordid thought. 

But, alas Z Congress discover ed that Wisconsin was delighted to abandon its .foundling 

~ 
on Uichigan•s doorstep. W.chigan rue.fully dee~aeEi that it wanted statehood more than the 

coveted Ohio strii:,ef.o when Michigan was "'-finally ad!r.itted to the Union in 1837 she found ,, 
~ IQ,c.<la<,A - ~ '-, Cl4 w ~ ~ (i,Jt~-

H t eralJ J as &zttfle:W.Uea.J e:ft:ez41hwg-h• '91, that she /\a three- hundred-odd-mile-long appendage 

attached to the northern tip of her mitten - the Upper Peninsula of Uichigan. 

The lusty young state o.f Michigan deter n.ined to make the bast of a bnd bargain. She 

would look and see what was on this damned Peninsula. What was there to these ancient rumors 
<.V'fl..c.. ,<?A,wf 

of copper and iron deposits? In 1841 a young state geologist called Dou~las Hou hton ~ 



, j,;_, 'ju' 
North, following the old Indian trails, and during the next three years l\discovered large de- '( 

posits of copper in the Lake Superior region. In 1844 a surveyor called William Burt observed 

his compass l!aking frantic gyrations as he and his party stood on a lofty peninsula hill near 

what later ~!'9aine Negaunee. sA,,t,~:;,v;,, /~ /)1..,~£'4,e{ L c 6 eFt' .u"/\ ~ «: .... , (t.,-,4~~ ho, 

.d ,{~ ~/\'ti L • /du mk.- ...,,, -~f\ 1 ~ (lfter countless brooding centuries, the first of the Peninsula's rich copper and iron 

deposits had been found. More discoveries followed in quick succession. Michigan's fathers 
t . f 

broached a cask of rum and congratulated themselves on their acute vision. That ancient Cin-
...vvV d ..,.,..c,.(; ~~- • I\ 

(A, Wy,, lU' 

derell~i' the Upper Peninsula, had at last le...t/\her dream prince& 

Nature compressed her thin lips, smiled wryly, then shrugged and turned away. After all 

she had kept her secret a long, long time. How many million years was it? Ho bum. If worst 
.uj'v 

came to worst she could always conjure a new ice sheet or two. But first she really must go 
{\ 

West and investigate the intriguing possibilities of these dust storm. That was a new wrinkle. 
1-u;/ 1-G, 

The Peninsula could wait a bit. SM could bide her tiae ••• 
(\ 
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,,,.Oliver Biegler -- Saloon ~~"1,,¢? '1- ¾_ ~ig;;-
Fine Wines and Choice Liquors.,..-, v--~~ ·•.> J /t 

,fJ l'✓ - ~ f e I r•.lf. 

Oliver ~ler1 s saloon stood on the-west Side of Main Stre~t in Chippewa, Michigan. 
JL ~""' -.. c.v-c ... ......., -tJ.... IYl- ,/ ~ ~ (,/.., 'V 1 ~ p,. "{,,, c,t 4 ,, "'...... '/_,. ~ ..., J., ,w{, ,d,f.~ • 11 

/\ North oft_~' on the corner next to the town square, stood the brick Miners' State Bank. There 
I I a-,.., 4 1-

) were fourteen saloons on the town's Main street, and many more on the other streets. Today 
i,,~ )1,4, 

all of them were busy. For it was pay day at the iron mines, and hundreds of miners were 
/'-

downtown cashing their checks, paying bills, buying new boots and socks and heavy miner's 
rn --i,/ H fl.,, 

underwear -- and t,...much ¥.o the dismay of the temperance workers, "sneakin' a few dollars on 

the old wo~or a bloody drink or twol" 

Oliver Biegler stood at the front end of his bar, up near the cigar counter, playing 

smear for drinks with three miners. He was a tall, big-boned man, slightly over fifty. Occa­
~ 

sionally he glanced up from his game, looking the length of the bar at his three perspiring 
I I A 

.,. C ' .41 ff{"'" .... 
bartenders -- the two regular bartenders, French!MA Charlie LeRoy and Cornish Will Tregembo " /\ 
and the relief bartender, who helped out on pay days and Saturday nights, GeorJe Douglass. 

,._ ~ "'CJ, (YI, ,/'L ~ 

big Swiss music box, against the opposite wall, was working overtime, the shuddering metal ,... 

creaking up and down between each ri) fi selection. The long high room rang with the clink 

The 

discs 

and buzz of drinking men. The worn mahogany bar ran nearly half the depth of the buildi ng. At 

the far end of the baclstood the free lunch counter, flanked by the massive ice-box. Beyond 
u _ tuJh4'. ..1 fl, ........., 

that was the partitioned poker room. At the back was a small kitchen and the "Sunday door," 
~ ~ 

leading out into the alley~~ Ntvv, ¾. ,,, '' x~4 ~ 

Behind Oliver, against the wall, stood the e¼g iron safe, with the dish of colored fruit 

painted on its door, which was sl,ightly ajar. It was a warm afternoon in late June. Oliver 
t i. ,... .. ~ - • .J/ ru. ,_I" _.., - ,~ !'LI> ·• • ) Y'-'. ~ .., 

had been cashing checks all day. AEach check cashed meant that he had to take at least one 
~ I ,_. 

drink. His eRU!t- cuffs Jre turned up once on his big wrists. " ,.. 

C.., 

His face was/\flushed; aae ~e 
(\ I. : . h· ;., l ;,.,tt., /,,..... 

was gently drunk. - i,:.o rf PA4 ~ t.,.,.., 
rJ. ~'-1' '"" 7:f-"""' .1--t~ (> I 

Charlie LeRoy edged up ~ t the bar and whispered to Oliver.1 "Polly's here, Oliver -- says 

Mrs. B. wants you to come home -- it's the kid's birthday -- havin) a little doing. Go 'head, 
d..,_,rJ_""' 

Oliver - I can handle {!.lone during the supper hour." Oliver's bartenders had,..greatA respect 
4 1.., L ,, ,y 1 - • ' I' 

for Oliver's .~~_,J B.elle.,. \5he's a retl lady, I tell you." d/bc)~4,11,;,t,~t. ~~~ ... 
l,i. • CV ,4. rn,;t~.f"'--//" I JO ,f,:;1,r __..._, J ~ (. ~_, ,uit 1/u, ~~ • 

Oliver nodded at Charlie and loelfed down the bar, ,i:c,r his youngest son,. Paul. @k· 
" '\,t>-L,_. 1 V"' v-tf. /:j p" "?'\, 

IX/in--~~- ,a..J.,<1r:&:;;;e.rz-e*~~ cf ~ o1 vl-.,1,:,. 
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CHAPTER 2. 

f.. saloon stood on the west sid: of )lain Street i_!l Chippewa, W.ehf«an. The 

entrance d~or as in the middle, and there were potted fern~standing in the tall windows on 
~1,,1, I- I '21/'~ -

it.a:efl side/ st inside the door stroe(:l a broad standing mirror, framed in ornate mahogany, 
~ " 
wh~ serve' to screen the iniquities within. On this mirror, in gold leaf, was printed the 

A 

following: 

Oliver Biegler -- Saloon 
Fine Wines and Choice Liquors 

Beer -- Free Lunch 
~ North of the saloon, on the corner next to the town square, stood the brick Miners• state Bank. 

There were fourteen saloons on the town's Main Street, and many more on the other streets. 

Today all of them were busy. For it was pay day at the town's iron mines, and hundreds of 

miners were downtown cashing their checks, paying bills, buying new boots and socks and heavy 

miner1 e underwear - and most of them, much to the dismay of the temperance workers, "sneakin' 

' a few dollars on the olj woman for a bloody drink or twol" 

Oliver Biegler stood at the front end of his bar, up near the cigar counter, playing 

smear for drinks with three miners. He was a tall, big-boned man, slightly over fifty. Occa­

sionally he glanced up from his game, looking the length of the smoky bar at his three perspir­

ing bartenders - the two regular bartenders, French-Canadian Charlie LeRoy and Cornishman 

Will Tregembo -- and the relief bartender, who helped out on pay days and Saturday nights, 

George Douglass. The big Swiss music box, against the opposite wall, was working overtime, 

~9,edient to nickels, the shudde~ing metal discs creaking up and down between each selection. 
~·v 0,,,1 ~'- a -, ~ 4 B- I 

<fl The lone, high room rang nth the clink and buzz of drinking men. The worn mahogany bar ran 

nearly half the depth of t~e building. At J:,.}'\e far end of the bar 
~ .,1_, Mtu, -<., eJ -1.., OJ t. J tJ .,1, 't,- i} ~v, ]I,., a, I, 
/\flanked by the massive ice-box. Beyond~tbat was the partitioned, 

stood the free lwich counter, 

green-tabled poker room. At 

the back of the saloon was a small kitchen and the "Sunday door," leading out into the alley 

at the rear. 
I~ .. ✓ 

Behind Oliver, against the wall, stood the square iron safe, with the dish of colored 
r 

fruit painted on its door, which was slightly ajar. It was a warm afternoon in late June. 

Oliver had been cashing checks all day. He kept them in a smooth, worn "Green Seal" cigar 

box, in the sate. Each check cashed meant that he had to take at least one drink. The cuffs 
OJ ~ I 

of his shirt were turned up once on his big wrists. H:i.a face was somewhat flushed; he was 
/' 

gently drunk. 





~~ ,:.:, (o . 31.e ? 
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Charlie LeRoy edged up along the bar and whispered to Oliver. 
~ _ ( di 

He ~ his dark In an 

face with his soiled bar apron. "Polly-ts here, Oliver - says Mrs. B. wants you to come home 

it•e. the kid's birthday - havin' a little doing. Go 'head, Oliver -- I can handle alone 

during the supper hour·. 11 Oliver'~ bartenders had a great deal of respect for Oliver• s wife, 

Belle. "That Mrs. B. - she's a real lady, I tell you." They always said this to each other 

with a sort of quiet belligerence, as though someone had challenged the proposition. 

Oliver slowly nodded at Charlie and glanced down the bar at his youngest son, Paul. 

Oliver sl!liled, tossed down a drink, and turned to finish his game of cards. 

Paul had come in the alley door. Ht stood by the free lunch counter drinking a bottle 
~ ~(J.t,,.1 'J1v vtQ ~ b~ .-L' -<(/A,,- f CV 't1.,n, • j~'< °'fVZ-:.?t.a~ 

of crJ'~ sod~ one of the bartenders bad given him.tr .le, dr~ slowly, out of the bottle, savor- ~ 

ingUr~:Cool sweetness, enjoying the tingling sensation in his ~ose as he regurgigated. All ~ 
/\ ~ 

the while he listened intently to the music box. To Paul its tinkling trills were compounded ~ 

of the music of the spheres. The laboring machine was playing 11The Emperor Waltz" - one of -,i 
his favorites. Paul swayed his head ever so slightly, closing his eyes. He drank in the r' 
delicious, stale, boozy smell of the 

4fif, 

J_,,. A -.,) ~ ~ 
place, a combination or beer, mustard, cold ham, pickled i\ 

herring, whiskey, to~accow3moke, over-loaded spittoons, 

rivalled only by the, smell of Tilford'e Drug Store ••• 

p-. 

f 
r 

and sweating men. It was heavenly, 



The large frame Biegler house stood on a corner at the bottom of Blueberry Hill, just 

a block north of the Northwestern tracks, which ran through the center of the town. As Paul 

and Oliver approached the crossing, Paul clutching his birthday present, old Dan Kane hobbled 

out of his shanty on his wooden leg. He resolutely held his warni¥ flag aloft in h-is one L 
CM;t ivvn~ ~ Ye. /11-(.t,W"". ')I' I.(. 4- _ ~ 

good arm, glaring at Paul and his father, as a long, slow, iron ore drag, wM.b two locomotives 
W,J,. :d " /\ 

in front and pusher behind, hissed and cursed its way to~,ard.s distant Escanaba and the ore 
I\ """''" .,I • • I 

docks, there to be loaded into the ~ ""lore boats. (?(',.., 6 f -1-,.~ ~ ~ 4,,vJ 5c,,,w-wv 
J. • #-. "t, • u J._ <OJ f\ ..J - ) ~ I ~'l"' ") ..t, ~ ...._ ./', 't ~ ,. .rr r ,. • 

Old Dan was one of the many fantastically injured industrial cripples in which the town 

abounded. He had got his on the railroad. 
2-rV 

One leg on one side; ... arm on the other; a neat 
/\ 

trick. Dan had an Irish brogue as rich as mulligan stew. 
l,vm,J , ~ 

He had the face of an old pirate, 

and he always shouted Wfle~w•r-Aa sa:.LA.. He and Paul were good friends. 
I 

Sometimes it pleased 

old Dan to fancy himself a wounded livil War veteran, and he held Paul enthralled as he re­
' ~ .I v 

counted, always in great detail, the desperate campaign in which he was so gallantly wounded. ,... 
Each engagement was different but was always concluded, with a wink and a nudge, with a 

shouted "We routed the divilel" 

One day he told Paul he had got hie injuries when he had yelled "To hell with Ireland& 
,,,__~ ~ V-1/4,.C .....,JA, .,_ a.r->u ,''k clu,/ -<..I. 

Down with the Popel" in a Dublin whorehouse. Upaul~ laughed uncertainly and bad nm home 

" to ask Belle, bis mother, what a whorehouse was. ''Where did you hear that, son?" Bell.f hall 

asked, brushing back the hair on her high br~~rl forehead in white Presbyterian horror. Paul 

told her Dante story. She iad pursed her lips into a horrible grimace in her efforts to 'keep 

' a sober face, but laughter~ welled up in her plump body in gusts and gales, and she had 
./'t/,J, "to 

finally sat on the floor and Paul hea -.asm. tMei get her a glass of water and her bottle of 
A 

favorite red Vericolate pills. "Don't listen to that immoral old blatherskitein she -ta:aa. 

finally chortled. 
0...:.:t. 

fite was away aiain. 

" 
"What's 'immoral,' Mama.? What's 'blatherskite'?" Paul aM asked, and 

Paul had ned the house and reported back to Dan. Dan _. grinnea1, ~ JA.,t~.,,I 
muttered 'Protestant pups' under his breath, dug in his long purse, winked at Paul, and given 

A ~ 

him a dime. Another time - -

Oliver nudged Paul in the ribs. "Are you going to stand there dreaming all day, son? 

The train is by. 11 

"Hello, Oliveri" Dan shouted. 11Who's that !oine young bye ye got wit ye?" 



.. 
~ {!) .,t,_ 1H "--._u.L' ~ / ~ /I • ,_,, 11'- v • 

A "Hello, Dan. He1 s m:, new bartender - just up from Green Bay. " It's his birthday today • 

He's -- he's -- how old are you, son? El.even? •He's eleven years old today, Dan.~ 

Dan•s mirth was uncontrollable. He slapped his good leg with his flag and reeled and 
k,, ..v :W. oil ,,.;r ~u A ,1 ~ . 

almost fell. "That's a good one/\ Oliver Bieglerl" he shouted. Dan beseeched the neighbors 
{\ ') ~· 'i 

to bear witness. 11Bejaysus, he,4..iw. '!lo many byes he can•t keep thrack of theml" 
/\ 

( i,.;tt.. OnWl ~~✓ 
Oliver and Paul turned into the Biegler back yard. Oliver~/\into the house with 

the af'terneon newspaper, 11The Iron ore," for Belle. Paul ran around to the .fenced side yard 

with his birthday present. Gunnar Taleen was there waiting for him. Gunnar helped Paul claw 
(Jv 

open the bundle. There in a box lay a brand new baseball and bat and~black leather pitcher's 

glove. 

"Bats!" Paul shouted, asserting the youthful prerogatives of ownership. "I borrow to 

pitch," blond Gunnar sensibly concluded. Paul lined up at home plate at the front of the 

yard, under the box elder tree. He spat in his hands. Gunnar !aced him halfway down the 

yard, scowling professionally as he elaborately wound up. Gunnar pitched. Paul swung. There 

was a dull wooden •bonk' as the bat struck the ball. With a tatal premonition they watched 

in frozen horror as the ball sped in suspended,dream-like flight towards the house, under 

the open porch, and into the sitting-room window. The crash and rain of glass attracted Mrs. 

KcGeorty who was taking down her washing across the street. Paul, in the clarity of his 
":::/.A,t,-1- l- ~ ti,~ "-~,I 

saw her cross herself. She knew Oliver Bieglerts temper. CAll of the neigh~ors did. 

" 

horror, 

IY\, T v- C 
Paul~ol,eenea that Gunnar had turned a greenish white. He saw that he himself was still 

~ 
Then he n1ti1ad his father 

/I 
holding his new bat out in front of him, at the end of its swing. 

standing on the side porch,looking at him. Paul winced and waited for the tumult to start. 

His father was speaking. 

" - she's laying 
~'. 

deau. Oh, for Christ's 
(\ 

In a low voice. It was a miracle. , -' J / 
~ ~ 4'c... WvP-j:,, .,..p {., 

on the sitting-room floor in a dead faint./\ Run up and get 
\ 

sake ·:;;~ ~ 



Paul came gradually to sense that the essence ot people's lives was secret and un­

seen, locked far below the surtace in dreams and memories as deep as Hell itself: that the 

day-to-day brawling, working, eating, bragging, drinking fellow was but a fragment ot the 

whole man, like the lapped frozen peak to the great submerged iceberg, the quiet cone to 

the festering volcano, the slender projecting spire to the engulfed cathedral. People 

simply did not know each other. He did not know his parents, his brothers, his friends, 

they knew him not at all. And there was no help for it. 

For he was haunted, too, by the slow realization that the human modes of communi­

cating this hidden life, one to the other, were still but little removed from a series ot 

animal grunts or tho caveman's crude scrawls and drawings on his ancient, smoke-grimed wall. 

Must there only be occasional, fugitive, fleeting gle.'llllB? How to tell? how to say? 

HOl'f shall I articulate my beautiful, ghastly dream? Who will tell me his? There was i,J ;: 

quiet terror in the thought: Was not all this the key to the essential loneliness of man? 

How to tell? how to say? An unhappy Irishman called Joyce was tearing out his vitals trying 

to tell ••• Was the seething ecstasy of this buried life, then, the reason for the terrible 

compuleion -- why men strive, sweat, blunder, lurch and stumble, blindly tall, yet rise and 

strive again -- to mould, fashion, carve, build, to create? They must try to say, they must 

try to tell •.• 

Thoughts like these made Paul despair of ever becoming a writer. Christ, what was 

the usel Laggard words, the ordinary resources ot language, seemed. but taint tinklin6s and 

little bells, lost and helpless to convey this vast deep realm of dream and shadow. It 

seemed to him, sometimes, that entire new symbols, even new modes, ot human communication 

were imperative. 

Men did not tell because they could not tell. 

"But there is music," he mused, "yes, music -- it is tht: closest we have yet come •.• 11 

At times, in his monstrous longing towards release, towards utterance, he thought he would 

try to become a composer. 

Ah, th1t was it I A composer ot music. What a beautiful reverie. j,/ &,Vt....,o t/1t.<. ~ k 
t Wv-7)' • liA . 



















CHAPTER 2. 

at this age Paul was perplexed, as he was always to be, by the part that raw ..., 
played in his life, in the lives of his parents, his brothers and friends and, as he 

~I 
gradua.lly came to see" in the lives of every person who ever lived upon the earth. Why, why, 

why'? he would ask himself. Why am I here? Where am I bound? Where are all of us going? 

What strange destiny drew my mother and father together in this boisterous mining town in the 

Upper Peninsula of Michigan? /J"V.. ~,el,~ t:4.,.'o/ a,,,,__d ~ .-,;vv a,.~-'-"-', 

Sometimes he would haltingly confide his troubled questionings to Belle, but she spoke 

sharply to him and told him a boy so young should not entertain such thoughts. 11It isn't 

healthy to dwell upon yourself so much, son. Run out and plaJ• Bouncey~ur ball off the 
~_,/{" ,· ~ -e ~ ,(,;,,, - ,/ # -( # 

roof. " Belle had a fixed notion that action was a panacea for all ills of the spirit /\ Paul 

gradually grew secretive and kept his own counsel. But the st range thoughts still persisted. 
A, ,,_/ ;,,, 

Paul knew, from Belle's constant repetition, the ~story of how his mother andfather had 

met; the manner of their courtship and marria_ge; of how his father, Oliver, had brought Belle 
}/r-r ,-L, .,/, • '-"/ ~M .? 1(' /v-4(-/~ .t'n,-i,~ • :7,"-;, "" " 

to live in his big house wit~ her three step-stns, Paul's half-brothers, the children of Oliver 
A 

and his first \'life, the sweet Irish girl who had died of "the consumption." 

Ever since he could remember, back when Belle would give him his daily bath down in 

the dining-room, in a large porcelain washbowl, by the warmth of its surging wood stove, she 

had told him stories of her family, his father's family - of his Uncle Karl, Oliver's brother, 

who was in a sanitarium for those who were sick in their minds. "That means," Paul slowly 

puzzled out, "that my uncle.,, Karl is crazy, he's in the nuthouse. 11 S_o~.c__!,~-~~is intelligence 

made him feel proud, vaguely different from and superior to his little playmates who could 
'\ 

not lay claim to uncles languishing in insane asylums. _ ~ 1w, 
--.,..._ ___ ____ - ➔ - ..,;,,,..,______ ~ I,,., 

/ "Soap yourself, Paul," Belle would command, /\wringing out the washcloth and pushing her 

graying hair back on her forehead with a damp hand. "It's 9:30 and I've got a piano lesson to 

give at ten. 11 Shortly after Paul had been born, Belle had started giving piano and vocal -
c-,., i./ _,_ ol.~ ~ ~ 'tr r:.ut. ~ I 

lessons in the little music room just off tha sitting room, /\ Paul learnea urery piece in Czerny 

by heart - and he never played a note. Even from upstairs he could detect some hapless 

child's error/(, and visualize Belle's impatient admonition and the occasional rapping of un­

inspired knuckles. "One and two and one and two," he would hear her droning and chanting hour 

on end to the disconsolate throng of aspiring little Rachmaninoffs and Paderewskis who filed 



-~~..,~ M~,1 1 

~ " ~ /11 ,,(,,,~ 
in and out of the Biegler house/\ haunting his boyhood withr sounds of discord and a ~billton 

sour notes. 

"Tell me, Moni, how you and Oliver came to get married, 11 he asked Belle one rainy day. 

All of the boys called their father Oliver or "the old man" when be was not around - a prac-
J,.,a,U-, 

tice which Belle vainly tried to ~ Paul must have been six or seven, which meant he bad 
A 

quite recovered from his epic wine jag. Belle was in the kitchen ironing the last big wash­
~-t 

ing while the Finnish hired girl was down in the cellar laundry, banging the wooden tubsftand 
6)()..Ld 4c,.,-I • 1 i, ,/ t,v-w(, • ..t,_ J I mt,,~ t-.. ~~ .,/4..,_ _, • I ~ , ./~ m ,.,,w 

muttering over the next washing. /\ ~ l(:,_oved tbe.r,.smel¼ aaa tsbe~ Mer _,2f ironing. "Tell me, 
' . N<,, ( "M~ 4t-., ''"' C JiJu/ --.... Mom, 11he repeated., "how did you and Oliver meet. 11 , ~,.,.f._,./, H'~,- , ~-, 

• ~c.v ... 

Belle smiled at him. "Oh, I've told you that already, youngster/\ Now you run along 
\'- I 

and play. "' f'.ktt t/ ~"" w 

"No you haven't, Mama," Paul lied steadily. "Not all, you haven1t. There was a snow­

storm - I remember that," Paul started, urging her on. "Let'e see -- you were lost in a 
\\ . 

~owstorm, w~sn't that it?~~~~~-~~~-<,.-~~ 
(fp~I ..,..:.r I 

Belle got a ftlllrr iron oft the kitchen range, tested it with a moist finger, and started 

on one of Oliver's shirts. 

a. tent. 

They were so large that Paul always aspired to use one of them as 
' 

"l had just finished my course at the Detroit Conservatory of Music 11 - Belle began, 

smiling to herself, almost talking to herself - "and your Grandpa FralE;_!~~~ lle' s fathe~ -
-v tt~~4,,, 

had just come in off the road and told me that the~ wanted a music teacber/t\in CR~ppewa, twa.y 
, I ~ \\ 

..A A 1 .-f ~ "--.--.-, ~ ~ - -

up in the northern peninsula of Micbig~ _ _. 

"Chippewa!" Paul cried. "Why/' that s where we live, Ma.mal" It was part of the formula; 

he said it every time 1just at this juncture. 

"That's right, son," Belle ran on, as Paul settled back in the kitchen chair and smiled 
.f, , ~rj '1 

to himself. "Grandpa had just got back from~tffleM, and Kr. Scribner had told Grandpa about it 
~ " ~ ' 

~~ Jlr. Scribner was" the superintendent of schoolsJ.. "Grandpa was the out-of-town repre-

aenfiti..,j of the Ferris people, you know," Belle !an on. "Grandpa was an underpaid travelling 
m ,, 

salesman for a tight-fisted seed company,• Paul thought to hiuself, being something of a M)v;.A,,(, 

realist at seven. 



"So I sat down and wrote Mr. Scribner about myself - and guess what happened?" Belle 

aaH-. or-• ol ~ e- rv, . ;_J,t.. 

11They didn•t take you, 11 Paul 't""said. This was a variation of the theme, and was clearly 
"J..,, .A-

not cricket, and Belle looked at hiln/\snarp:l!,-. /,. ~' -< -:rI t VV., ~ ~-..j.,NV""l 

"They did too take me," Belle said, folding the shirt and spanking it,_with the hot iron. 
/\ ~ f r::t hnr.L~ 

"Out of seventeen applications, mind you, they accepted your mother." Paul wondered~ ~ 
--'A ~ 

where he would have been if they hadn't; if his grandfather Fraleigh, 11the out-of-tom r~pre- ~~ 
~ """' l 

sentative," had not run into a~MR called Scribner. If -- - ~ 

11The beautiful maple leaves were tinted and falling when I arrived in Chippewa," Belle 

went on. The cycle of the northern seasons had always affected Belle deeply, and she rhapso­

dized a bit, falling into the easy conventional literary cliches of her girlhood. "The hills 

and woods were a veritable riot of color." Belle paused over her ironin&and her gray eyes 
I/~' A- ~fl"'?<->11 ..L- l J_, _r.,,, u. • 

grew unseeing. "the place was wildly beautiful) I loved it at once -- and always have. It 
A ~ 

was like" - she paused again - "it was as though I were coming home ••• " 
u,...,,!,1,--

Paul drew in his breath sharply and hugged up his knees on the~. She has never 

said that before, be thought. That was a beautiful thing she just said - why, it's true, 

"What happened after that, Mama?" Paul softly said. 

could 

"Oh yes, son." She was working on one of Oliver's nightshirts now. His dress shirts 
.. , ~ 

contain~a side-showJl\his nightgowns could house the entire main attraction, Paul thought. 

"Well, I got a lovely front room at dear old Mrs. Donovan's -- and I started my new 
ff(" ..u 
, work. That's all there was to it, son." 
I\ nl ,rv-. :.u- C/),t '! '- l~ _/ / 

Belle l:e~ked1at theAkitchen clock • .!.K)ne of those damned piano kids are coming,{ppaul 

thought. ~I:krlow they are.'i>=:::> . -6.- ;J;. 
flA vt/.' .'h-tiJ·-U 

-"No, Mama -,.fou haven't met Oliver yet," Paul said~/,._ ~tlw--. • 

"Well, sir," Belle went on rapidly, "with my first November here came the first big 

blizzard I had ever seen. It was so big - why, son, you krlow the kind of snowstorms we get 

up here," she concluded lamely. 

"Yes, Mama, I krlow," Paul said. 

"I was coming home from school. 
,,,.,~ -1"'1-U1,,. 

It was during the snowst.oFll. The blinding snow was 
A 

streaming out of the northwest. I was holding an umbrella out in front of me, like this." 

- 3 -



Belle motioned and laughed. "You know, son, no one up here ever uses an umbrella in a snow­

storm - I was that green. I was on my way to Mrs. Donovan• s, passing the backyard of our 
-t/4.c--

house - where we live now - and I bumped right into a tall man coming out ot MP"' backyard." 

Belle was talking rapidly now. "I stumbled. He caught me in his arms. He held me tightly. 

It was snowing. We looked at each other. He said he was sorry. He let me go. 11 Belle paused 

and sighed. 

"When I got to Mrs. Donovan's, I asked her who lived there - where we live now - and 
.,,;I w- ~ lv-,' ",,... v I, -Lvt/ .L.-,,,,, .t, v. ~ 

the dear old lady crossed. herself and told me\ Now who do you think it was?" Belle asked. <;;" 

•oliver Biegler - 'flT old man,• Paul responded loyally, curiol:y regarding his motber,1 

who had become strangely beautiful. and young again as she stood tiMPe over her ironing. 

J A f 

- 4 -



t 



Old Doctor Gourdeau had asthma, and he was puffing and wheezing dreadfully as he and 

Paul hurried into the Biegler sitting room. Belle was sitting by the broken window calmly 

reading the Iron Ore. The curtain billowed gently in the evening breeze. Paul was glad to 

observe that Oliver was nowhere in sight. One of his brothers an;i• half-brother Gregory 

Belle smiled pleasantly. "I'm sorry we had to bother you. I 

were eating in the dining-room. 

"Good evening, Doctor." 

guess I rr,ust have fainted." 

Doctor Gourdeau clutched at his moustache and earnestl~ shook his head. He had deliver­

ed Belle of her three sons -- and the little girl, the on0 that had died, who was born before 

Paul, her last child. 

11W1as mattair, }.'.is• Beeglair, 11 he said in his hOArse, froggy bass, "'iateria, no? Was 

dat 1 usband of yours boddering you again?" 

Belle's gray eyes rolled up in her head, end her body began to shake. She snorted and 

vaguely waved one plump hand toward the 

no good. It always frightened him when 

Paul could. see things were comlng to 

her laughing spells. "Doctor," he 

said, "I batted a ball through the window glaes. I - I guess I knocked Mama out or frighten-
\ 

ed her." Paul turned to his mother. 11What happened, llama? Please tell us." 
\ 

"War," Belle muttered belplessly, rocking in her chair as the newspaper fell from her 

lap. "Th-thought we were being sh-shot at," \ 

The fallen newspaper lay open on the carpet. Paul and Doc Gourdeau stared at its 

headlines. 

"FRANCE, E}TGLAND, RUSSIA AND GERMANY AT WARI" 

Old Doctor Gourdeau continued to stare at the newspaper. Paul looked at him. As he 

looked, the doctor seemed to shrink and sag and to curiously age. He held out towards Belle 

his dry physician's hands, cupped and close to his body, o e shoulder slightly hunched. She 

had stopped laughing and was watching him intently, her face white and drawn. 

"God, God, God," he saili wearily, closing his wet eyes. "De earth -- it is burning 

once again." He turned and slowly went past the stares of Paul's brothers through the dining-

room, out the side do~r, the screen door slammed, trudging along the wooden porch past the 

broken window and out of sight. 

Paul was eleven years old on August 5, 1914. 





* * * 
As he was running by the Ridge treet school( Paul was suddenly caught and held in 

his tracks. With a throaty, preliminary ·ungle coUgh, the steam whistle at the Blueberry 

Mine had begun its evening Angelus. 

its answer to this challenge, then another 

s Pa~ stood there, another mine whistle growled 

I another and still another, gathering volume, 

gradually swelling and filling the town with t ir mighty symphonic roar. Paul was always 

deeply stirred by the vast calliope chords of th\mine whistles. Through this great wail of 

sound there ~lways ran a surging, vibrant pulse, a throbbing overtone, which prevailed until 

the last whistle had hurled its echo at the lonely, ald iron hills which surrounded the town. 

Paul exhaled sharply, and darted on towards Doctor Go~deau•s house. 





Ah, that wos it l A composer ot ~uaic. 

Tho thunderous pplnusc s~bsided. 

audi nee li hta of Cnrnogie Hall gradually d 
J!Jt-n-u,,wt'~ 

slightly stoa:'10d n~grny about the t mplos, 

still slender and ho.ndson:e in his evening clothes. 

-- trained ~usicians watched tor his signal. 

ustling hush prvvalled. The 

raised his baton. Hews 

his socre~, yet 

Tw hundred -- count the, two hundred! 

his rms d~scondod and rose as the 

ing, aching opcnin b rs of his latest caz&pcsltion; the one poem "The Burning &Lrth." No, 
A 

no, no -- th ,t was going to be his book I Ho,. ob t ""nlk the Qcenn Floo1 "? Y s, that 
/I 

would ID!lke sha~bling bum out of Debussy •••• ectrifying ,orld premiere ... 

strong l en broke down nd oobbed. Be ... ~ iful won::on tore t 

quietl y swooned. For tonight they were mado th understand mny 1 

the he rt, nd shame had dropped away ••• 

their he vinB bodices or 
/4d,4n, 

ked nd sc~,e places of 
(\ 



Belle Biegler was the family historian, recorder, recollector, and arbiter in all 

things intellectual. She was the court of last resort on all questions pertaining to grammar 

and usage. She really had an amazing recollection. Her mind was a patchwork of things remem­

bered. And she could ~rse a sentence so that it Qristled like a battleship on war ir.aneuvers. 
1 t'~ c r ..t-i,.....: J, t !ti rf 

Ain the language department the boys early found that Oliver rated A in emphasis but was de-

plorable in spelling, syntax and construction. "Ask M:om, she knows." 

Belle, as was her way, had saved all of Oliver's few love letters. She had carefully 

stowed them away in a shoe box tied with traditional blue. Then she couldn't find them. 

"Tsk, tsk, tsk - now where did I put those letters?" It took the combined efforts of Paul 
~~A 

and two older boys to unearth them -- under a mattress in an- &W crib in the dusty attic. 
k - ' I ,-I-' /\ 

Nestling with them they had found a cracked old hot-water bottle. Love must not cool, Paul 
I\ - - -

thought. When the family spirits were at a low ebb (and Oliver was safely out at camp) Belle .,,, 
would occasionall~ead ,some of the love letters at the dinner table. They never failed to 

~ t ~ .t~ L...,-., u,....A,...., .... -· ,n~, tM;,~ ~ '~d_. 
1tart a wild Bieg erian hooting. J Oliver'n beautifully written double-cntry~ etters were gem.e t 

.-l-.-c.-
of cloying copybook senti.Jl!ent, tiny hymns to unsullied womanhood, as warm and pulsating as a • 

~ 1iv_ f ~d.£ J A ., -v,,v-f/,.(,., tn" -'~ -/' w,-. -

notice of overdue box rent. Belle had even found the book out of which he had copied them. ~ 

/\ ~ ~.. r "Professor Cuyler' s 'Letters For All Occasions. 1" A pretty tome it was, with little n.=ilall::b. 
~ /\ 

cupids swinning/\on the cover. In all of them Woman was a shrine, the lofty keeper of the f 
stork, to which evil Man tremulously addressed his abject petitions. ~ 

Belle would sit at her end of the table, near the pantry door, endlessly Sll.Oothing the 
( l'11 l;:s, H: .1~ i-r "f"c,,q:M .. £../0\ .,",7 ) h-~ 

tablecloth, brushing away in'iaginary bread crumbs, drinking he~steaming Bulgarian tea - )56i 
- (ry. ' ..{.. ~~~ °'( ~~~~ ~ r--~~~~ ,o_4_ ~~ -~. 

-Q,.Jreading ~ ..... old love letters. Most of the time she would laugh heartily, but sometimes her) 
''!)~ - ~ 

gray eyes would grow misty. Again she would read from Professor Cuyler•s book -- excerpts ot\ 
AA~ /) - ' 

letters which shdthought Oliver should have sent~One of Oliverte classics ran as follows: f 
" 

"The grave beauty of your mien, your sweetly solem smile, distracts me so that I 1 
cannot properly attend to my duties as (here state business or profession)." Oliver had 

gone the whole hog and copied everything, directions and all. Perhaps, Paul thought, he shied 

at the word 'saloon-keeper.' The only original note that had crept into this one was in the 

salutation. "Dear Angle," it ran. 

But "Dear Angle" had married her Oliver. He had proposed to her on a Sunday drive 

around beautiful wooded Iron Cliffs Drive. "He looked so big and strong, drivirl8 his fast 

\ 



horses," Belle told her children. She had forsaken Will Lamoree and her orderly little regi­

ment or suitors in Detroit. The advice of all her new Chippewa friends had gone unheeded. "I 

tell you,Belle, he's nothing but the keeper of a low dive. He cheats at cards, he chases fast 

women - and he beats them, too. And he - he's not even your own religionl" 

Kate Donovan, who ran the Donovan House where Belle lived in Chippewa, was chief among 

Belle's self-appointed saviors. She was a wispy, good-hearted, hank-haired little widow of 

sixty, with the thin, busy wet lips which seem peculiar to certain Irishwomen. When Kate was 

excited, she had a slight brogue, which was to say that she always spoke with a slight brogue. 

"Don't marry that man, Belle! No good can come out of it. Those there Bieglers is all crazy. 

He'e a pup, he isl (Kate's pups always rhymed with 'hoop•.) 

"I tell you he kilt his first wife, that he did. A fine Irish girl she was. Three 

sons in four yearsS God help ye, lass." Belle had pursed her lips and quietly nodded. 

Belle married Oliver on Midsw:,mer1 e Day in St. Xavier's church. The ceremony was 

blessed by Father Keul, and Oliver took bis music-teacher to his big frame house on Hematite 

Street and told his three young sons, "Here is your new mother.ff They stared at her. The 

following March Belle presented Oliver with their first son, Frederic. 

----
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