
THE BURNING EARTH 

by Robert Traver 

PROLOGUE 

The sprawling upper peninsula of l!ichigan is a historical museum, a 

geological freak and a political waif. During the course of the volcanic con­

vulsions and rumbling growing pains of a continent, uncounted centuries ago, 
C, 

Nature, in a $ynical mood, craftily contrived to bury huge deposits of rich 

iron and copper ore and many other minerals deep into the broad bosom of the 

Upper Peninsula. When the last of a series of great ice sheets reluctantly 

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: cedars, hemlocks, tamaracks, gian~ white-pines, Norways, balsams, 

spruces, jack-pines; and hardwood maples, elms, birches, and oaks. Nature 

marked this huge glacial retreat with thousands of lakes and hills and plung­

ing waterways. As a tail-lashing farewell, the last of the doomed glaciers 

completed the gouging out and final delineation of an inland sea, the largest 

in the world; one which ever since has been hurling itself at the rocky nor­

thern boundary of this 3ecret treasure chest -- the Upper Peninsula. Uen 

came to call this turbulent sea Lake Superior. 

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

tribes -- passed along this way, hugging the south shore of Lake Superior in 

its rare moods of quiet in their large bark canoes, or padding silently be­

neath the sighing cathedral roofs 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, 

trapping, hunting; feasting, ritual, 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 Missis­

sippi, beyond which lay 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 far and hidden were they that for many years the coming of Columbus 

and the white man was a forest legend, the campfire gossip of toothless old 

men, the rumor of an occasional tribal vagabond, all as fugitive and meaning­

less ae 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 trea­

ties; taking their game and fish and furs, their camp-sites and even their 

women. ~'fentle priest, f:lf:Jtntain 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 stran­

gers came, always preHing, crowding, pushing ever westward. 

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

British and Indians; the Americans !ought 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 resistance 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 thou­

sand 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 ot 

homeland could not surpass the love ot whisky. The rest, the vast majority, 

finally found that the silent arrow could not still the barking sting of the 

white man's musket ••• 

The peninsula Indian was defeated. 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 !or the tourists to pa.w over. The 

gloss ot history - "historical perspective" is the phrase - cast its soft 



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 Middle-west was remembered merely as a series of skirmishes 

against a handful of reluctant barbarians, a pot-ehot at a few ungrateful 
~~'\., CAN 

heathens - a minor .foot.no~~ the grand larceny of a continent. 
A 

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

ancient copper workings of the Indians - she did not worry about them --

her secret of 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 were being carved out o! the Northwest Territory, of which it had be­

come a part. None of these sought to annex the u. P. In appearance and geo­

logy it most reH.mbled the Laurentian Uplands of Canada, but was separated 

from Canada by Lake Superior. Nobody wanted the lonely, rugged u. P. 

Michigan became a territory in 1805 - but shwmed the u. P. At length 

in 1836 Wisconsin Territory took the u. P .. under its reluctant wing, like a 

dubious hen adopting an ugly duckling. In the meantime Michigan Territory's 

ad.mission to statehood was delayed when she became embroiled in a bitter 

controversy with the new state ot Ohio over the latter's northern boundary. 

Feeling ran so high over this disputed land - the so-called Toledo strip -

that border patrols were organized, shooting occurred, and a minor war seemed 

inminent. 

When that phrase st.ill possessed a quaint charm, Congress viewed these 

proceedings with alarm. It decided it must take a "firn.. stand." So Congress 

stepped in and flatly told Michigan she would not be admitted to statehood 

unless she would surrender her claims to the Ohio strip. 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 doubt, COJ:t­

promiset 



The politicians in Congress huffed and puffed and blew through their 

whiskers -- and offered Michigan the u. P. as a compromise. Michigan was cut 

to the quick. The Upper Peninsula 1 That howling wilderness of snow and cold 1 

Why, 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 l Congress discovered that ?'isconsin was delighted to aban­

don its foundling on Michigan's doorstep. Michigan ruefully concluded that 

it wanted statehood more than the coveted Ohio strip, so when Michigan was 

finally admitted to the Union in 1837 she found that she possessed - liter­

ally as a political afterthought - a three-hWldred-odd-mile-long appendage 

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

The lusty young state of Michigan determined to make the best of a 

bad bargain. She would look and see what was on tqis damned Peninsula. What 
~(1\,(J was there to these ancient rumors of copper and~ deposits? In 1841 a 

" young state geologist called Douglass Houghton was sent North, following the 

old Indian trails, and during the next three years he discovered large de­

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

William Burt observed his compass making frantic gyrations as he and his 

party stood on a lofty peninsula hill near what later became Negaunee. Sur­

veyor Burt nodded at his companions. Only the presence of iron could account 

for that phenomenon. 

The following year another group of explorers came to the Lake Superior 

district to locate an iron mine on Burt ' s magnetic hill. After frantic search 

the party could find neither the hill nor the iron. A runner was then sent 

to L'Anse to get Marji Gesick, chief of the Chippewas living there. This old 

Indian was reputed to know every foot of the territory. Chief Gesick returned 

with the runner and, after a preliminary powwow and exchange of gifts at the 

explorers' camp at the mouth of the River du Mort on Lake Superior, he led 



them inland to Teal Lake. Thence he turned south and climbed the remarkable 

iron bluff which William Burt had crossed the previous year. The party stood 

on a mountain of solid iron ore. 11Here1" old Gesick said in Indian. Chief 

Gesick returned to his wives and the remnants of his tribe at L'Anse, bearing 

his gifts, and the white men founded the Jackson Mine, the earliest of the 

Peninsula1 s fabulous iron mines. 

So after countless brooding centuries, the first of the Peninsula's 

rich copper and iron deposits had been found. ~ore discoveries followed in 

quick succession. Michigan's fathers broached a cask of rum and congratulated 

themselves on their wisdom, their acute vision. That ancient Cinderella of 

the North, the Upper Peninsula, had at last been found by 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 hum. If worst came to worst she could always conjure up a 

new ice sheet or two. But first she really must go West and investigate the 

intriguing possibilities of these dust storms. That was a new wrinkle. The 

Peninsula could wait a bit. Nature could bide her time •.. 



THE BUrlNING E RTH 

by Robert Traver 

PII.OLOGtrE 

The 5prawline upper peninsulll. of Michigan la a historical muaeu, a 

<?eolo.,.icel. freak and a political waif. During th course of the volcanic con­

vulr,ic.,ne a.nd rl.lf!ibling grov,irig pains of e continent, uncount d centuries go, 

Nature, inn cynic~l mood, craftily contrived to bury huge de osits ¢f rich 

iron and copper ore and rony other minerals deep into the broad bosom or the 

Upper Peninsula. nen the last ot a series of great ice ohe ts reluctantly 

:relaxed its iron erlp on the Penim111la, and slowly. withdrew to the Non~, 

Nature, with o.n innocent. s.lI'.irk, hid her handh ork under a lush growth or 

trees, largely conifers: Cddara, herul.ockB, taO!lracks, giant white-pines, Nor­

waye, balsams, spruces, jack-pines; and hardwood maples, ela:s, birches, and 

hickories. Nature ro._~rked this huge glacial retreat wlth thousands of lakes 

and hills and plunging water-weys. As a tall-lashing rarowell, the last of 

the doomed glaciers completed the gougin out and finnl deline tion of an 

inland sea, the largest in th world; on which ~er since h s boon burling 

itself at th rock, northern boundary of this secret treasura ch st -- the 

Upper Peninsula. Men crune to call thi:J turbulent e L.Ike Superior. 

For centurieo only the lndinns -- ostly of tho Chipps\ a and Ott.a a 

trib s -- passed al.on this way, huesin the south shor of v..!.ke ~uperior in 

its rnre moods of quiet in their lnr~o b~rk coooes, or padding silently be­

neath the :31.ghing cathedral roofo of ooaded !'orest trails, on .cient carpets 

of pine ne dles. The Penineul was a broken, wild ·nd hhrsh land. There were 

swamps to b3 skirted, rnpids to be ridden, falls to be po?"t ed; fishir6, 

tr ing, huntin.,.; feasting, r ltuaJ, dsncing; c ps to be built nnd torn da.m; 

children to be born, de d to b buried; 11 this ns the Indi s itade th ir 

w y to and from the lower Ore t L keo nnd the swampy h adw ters of the Misaie­

sippi, beyond which 1 y the wide buffalo plains. There were no clocks to 



hurry their passage, and time 'W s the period between dawn ond dark, between 

birth .and death. It did not matter. 

So to.r and hidden riere they that for ?!'.any years the coming of Colucbus 

and th white man was a. forest legend, the cempfiro eossip of toothloas old 

men, the rumor of an occasional tribul vagabond, cll as ru~itive and m aning­

less as the evening whisper of rustling pino. But fin lly th bite 

did c01no, and the old mon were right: Str nee, restless, boardod reen called 

Fronchroen, followed by EnBlishmen, rro tar across th Eastorn sea, bringing 

the Indians God and whisky, bri ht b:iubles and disease, gu."lpo. dar and tre -

ties; taking their game end fish und ~urs, th ir camp-sitoc and even th ir 

women. Their gentle ~iosts could not contain the . It was not lon r b £ore 

the members of f.. ne111 hit& tribe, the i.mericuns, c~e to add to the Inaia.n1 s 

oes. Like maddened gi nts, cons'U!'!led by some total inner lust, these stran­

gers came, always pi· seing, crowdine, ~shing ev<ir westward. 

The British !ought the French nnd Indi no; the French fought the 

British and Indin:ns; the Americans fought all three. Craftily these JM.d 

strangers pitted Indi.n against Indian, sowing dissension, tribal h tred and 

bloodlust. The Amerio n Indian woo being brou ht tho "new order" or his timo. 

The tlerce resistnnce cf these peninsula lndiru1s was a stirring and 

now- f<'lrgottcn torest saga, long since cmb&lrned in the rcurky pagos of history. 

Forgot.ten "Were the wild night rcl.ds., the shoutinn pcinted warriors in a thou­

~nnd canoes, the tcatu of incredible bravery and darl. trenchery; the nights 

and days or !ire, fa.tlne, and bitter cold. For n tew Indians the love ot 

homelnnd could not surpaee the love of whisky. The rest, the vnst r..njority, 

finally found that the silent arrow could not atill tho barking sting ot the 

white lt'.an' s mueket ••. 

The peninsula Indian was defeated. Indeed, he was nearly exterminated. 

There were no monuments to mark his passage. '.All he left, behind wae a tow 

bleached bones ond ecattered arrowheads for tho tourists to paw over. The 

gloss ot history -- "historical perspective" ie the phrase - cast. ite 30ft 



P3tina over these r)l"oceedings, and finally forgave the Indian his sin in 

tightinn for his home and for his freedom. the conquest of this portion of 

the northern ~iddle-:eat was rcme-bered reerely as n series of s~irmishes 

against a handful of reluctant barbarians, a pot-shot at a tew un ratetul 

heathens -- a clnor footnote to the grand larceny of a continent. 

All this tme llature smiled and fluttered a lidless eyo. ~ave for the 

ancient copper orki~gs of the lndi~ns -- sho did not norry about them --

her secret of buried treasure was etill intact. 

The Upper Peninsula was finally conquered; a bcnten waif; u foundling 

on the doozstep of a ro,,ing young nation. All about it territories and 

et.ates we1·e bein., carved out of the ?Jorthweet 'i en i tory, of ~tiich it had bo­

corne n pa.rt. None of these sought to annex the u. P. In appearancf;j and geo­

logy it most resembled the Laurontian Uplands ot Canada, but was saparoted 

from Canada by Lake Superior. Uobod,y wanted the loaoly, rugged u. p. 

l.!ichigan became a territory in 1805 -- but shunned the U. P. At length 

in 1836 ioconsin Territory took the u .. under its reluctant wing, lik~ a 

dubious hen adopting un ugly duckling. In the meantime Michigan Territory's 

admiss:on to statehood was delayed when ~he bscw:ie etibroilod ~ a bitter 

controversy with the new stnte ot Ohio ovor the latter•s nocthern boundary. 

Feeling ran so hi.,h over this disputed land - the so-called Toledo strip -­

that border patrols were organized, shooting occurred, and n .minor war seemed 

iclmi.nent. 

,'hen that phrast, still pooa1:1sscd a qunint charm, Congress viewed these 

proceedings ,-:ith alarm. It decided it mun .. tllke a "firm stand." So Congress 

stepped in and flatly told Michigan she would not be admitted to statehood 

unless she would surrender her claima to the Ohio strip. Uichigo.n still 

stoutly refused to concede Ohio's claims. Congress wcs equal to the occasion. 

For that august body had already adopted as its motto: When in doubt, com­

promieel 



The politicians in Congress huffed mid puffed and blmt through their 

whiskers - and offered l!iohi an tho U. P. os a cornproc ae. llichignn wo.e 

cut to the quick. The Upper Peninsula.I That hcmlin wilderness of snow 

and cold I Why, it iras.n 't even physically ntto.ched to Michigan - look at. 

th ... straits of Macki c which cepar tod th twol An~ ny, gcntlf.r..on, our fine 

n~i h or, ioconsin, ire y OW?lR tho U. p. Perish th aordid thought. 

But, Ill.as l Congress diacovored that iocor oin ~ s delighted to aban­

don its foundling o La.chigan•a doorstop. J,ii.chigan ruefully conclud d that 

it w ntad statehood u0re than th coveted Ohio strip, so when 1Jichig3n was 

fincl.ly admitted to the Union in 1837 she round that ahe posscsocd -- liter­

ally a a political fterthought -- c throe-hundred-odd-rile-long uppenaage 

o.tt ... chcd to tho north rn tip of her l.tten -- the Upper Peninsula of 1.lichi an. 

The lusty yo\.Ulf3 state of t1chigo.n determined to iw.k the boot of a 

bad bargain. She would look and see whut w a on thi d ed ren1nsul • at 

wns there to theoe ancient rumorG of copper ruid iron dopo .. its? In 1841 a 

young state geolo 1st called Douglass l oughton as aent orth, follaai:lg h 

old Indian tr ile, and durin then xt threo yearv he discovered larse d -

posits of copper in tho Lak SuperioI' region. In 1844 a surv yor called 

illiam Burt oboerved hio compaen rr.akin trantic gyr t1on ash and his 

:party et.ood on lofty peniasul hill near hat later bee Neg unoe. Sur-

veyor Burt nodd d at i companions. Onl the presence of iron could account 

i'or that phenomsnon. 

So aft r countless broodin ccn.,uries, th fil st. of the F ninaula• s 

rich copper nd iron de oeits h d be n found. ore iscovcriea followed in 

quick succession. liichig •a fnther broached cnsk or rum nd congratul ted 

th~msolvcs on their wisdo, th ir ncute vision. That ancient Cindorell in 

dis uise, the Upper Peninsula, lnd at laBt found ho. dre prince l 

Haturo co orossed hor thin lipa, c lod wryly, th s ru d n tw-ned 

way. After all ah h d lept hor secret lon, lon tirw. How ir.any million 

yenrs was it? Ho hum. If 01 st came to worst eh could alw ys conjure up a 



new ice eheet or twp. But tiret. ahe N&l.17 .must go est and inv at.ignte 

th intri uing poaaibilities or theee duet •t.orma. That waa a new wrinkle. 

The Peninaula could wait a bit. latur& could bide her time ••• 



CHAPT l. 

Th saloon stood on th :w st side of Slain Stro t in Chi pe a, ichigan. 

Th cnt.r nc door in th cld 1, no on ith r a.do or the door th re 

loomed tall potted f rre supported by stic s, st tdin~ in th tall in ow i 

front of th uapendcd cloth curtn1ns. Just insid th door th re was a 

bro d st ding mirror, tr ed in ornate ho ny Md servin to ocr en the 

iniqw..tie within. On tbis ll'irror, in gold lent, was rinted th foll0'7ing: 

Oliver Biegler -- So.loon 
Fin ines and Choice Li uora 

Beor -- Froe Lunch 

lorth of the saloon., on the corner n xt to th town equo.r , stoo tho 

brick Minors• State B nit. There wero fourte n saloons on th to n•s ~ 

str et, and nany ore on th 0th r streets. Tod y ll of th er buy. For 

it wa pay d y at th town's iron min s, and hundreds of nora 11ere d ntown 

cashing th ir chec s, paying bills, buyin now boot nd socks n h vy 

miner' s unaerwoar -- and most ot them, to the di y of the local t perence 

workers, 0 sneakin' fe doll I a on th ol1 womn for bloody drin or t ol" 

Oliver Biegler stood t tho front nd or his b~.r, up n r th ci r 

counter, playings ar for drinks with three Clincrs. He a to.11, bi -

boned mn, slightly over fifty. Occasionally he ~nnccd up fro his I 

lookj ng the length of th s oky bar t his three perapirin b rtcnder - the 

two re ular b rt.enders, Frencn-Can·dian Charlie Lefty Comish n ill 

Tr ge bo -- nd th relief b rtender, viho holp d out on v ~ys n S turd y 

n1 hts, George Douglass. The big S iss music box, inst the op osito wall, 

was working overtime, ob dint to nickels, th shudderin tal dices er aking 

up nd don betwe each sel ction. o tr :vell~ soloon rtist h d till d 

the ntir wall, opposite th b r, with hi lcoholic visio:s: sinist r, 

dank, m larial woods scene t nigh'-, dripping r;looi::., or no for st which fiVer 

rew in Michigan, on relieved only by tr ubl d r:ioon which peered tr 

racing, troubl us clouds. 
The lon , hieh roo r ng with th clink o.nd bu z or drin 1n m n. Th 

worn mahogany b r ran n rly h lf th depth of th buildin • t th r r end 



or the b stood the tree lunch counter, covered by che se cloth inet the 

dronin~ ni s. Thi was flanked by the e ive ice-box. Bey d th t e the 

P3rt tioned, reen-tn 1 d oker roo. t th b c or the slll.oon as a small 

kitchen and th "Sunday door," le din out into th 1 7 t the r nr. 

Behind Cliv r, ag· 1nst th b r wall, stood th sq re iron of , with 

th dish or colored fruit int d on its door, which i a sli htly jnr. It 

ao arm !ternoon in e rly ugust. Oliver hnd b on c shin choc.s 11 

He ept them in s ooth, worn "Groen l' ci r box, in the =s fe.. ch 

check coshed meant th t. he h d to te.k at least on drink. The cuffs of hio 

a~irt were turned up one on his bi wrists. Oliver• f c w s o wh t 

flushed; h was gently drun. 

Ch rl1e Le oy d up l th brand whi pcred t liver. He 

r~ppwd hi d ?k In in r C ith his soil db r lrO. I oll 1 6 h re, Oliver 

-- sys Ura. B. w nte you to come home an• ot to for t th pack e --

it's th kid's bitthd y -- h vin• a little doine. Go •he d, Oliver -- I can 

handle lone durin th supper hour.' Olivcr•o b rt nders had a r t deal 

of respect tor Oliv r's mto, B lle. 1 ht :Mrs. B. -- sh •s a r al lady, I 

tell you." Thy 1 a.ys snid thie tc u ch oth r ith o t of <;uiet b lli­

geronco, a though someone h challcng d th proposition. Oliver slowly 

nodded at Gharli nd glanced down th bar at his ycun t son, P ul. Oliver 

s.rr.iled, toes d rink, and turn•d to finish his of ca da. 

Paul had come in th slloy d or. H stood by th free lunch counter 

drinking a bottl o ... er sod e of th b rt ndors h iv n hit:. Hi r 

y s r et cd on Old n D son I inor l I G or l y t s... c of 

cribba eat one of th c rd t bl s n t t th t 1 co stove b~ th o pos1te 

wall. 11Fifteon-t.o, tifto -four, thy- dron d. Paul dr slowly, out of 

th bottle, aav rin th liquid' cool ewe tn se, enjoyin th tin in sans -

tion in his no!le sh r w- 1 t d. 11th U b listen dint t y to 

t e r.i.u5ic box. To P ul it tinklin trills or co po ed or th usic of 

th s heres. The labor n s pl lt o. his 

r vorites, by composer whose e he could never le n. ul swayed his 



head ever so slightly, closing his eyes. He drank 1n the delicious, st.ale, 

boozy smell of the r.lacc, o combination of hoer, ustnrd, cold h , old 

cheeoe, brin or pie led herrin, spilt whiskey, tooocco aoo.e, over-lo ded 

spittoons, nd awe ting men. It naa heavenly, riva.l.led only by the tanta­

li i s 11 or Tilford'o Drug Store ... 

Oliver finiahed his c rd o.mo in er scendo or shoute and knucklc­

r~ ppi plays. "One rnoro, Oliver. Jus• one or I" He rinnod rmd shook 

his head. He tum~d ond clos d th safe door, opun tho dinl, took his bat­

tered Panama bat from the top or the ante, and nodded to Paul. Outcide on 

l!a.1n street Paul had to rWl to keep up with his tather•s lon~ at.rides. He 

glanced up at his tather. 11llom wont.a you to bring ho the paper -- nd 

a -- n pncka e from Joachim's hardnare, Pa. 11 

The large frruoo Biegler house stood on corner at the bottom or 

Blueberry Hill, just a block north of tho northwestern trncks, which ran 

through the center or tho town. s P ul nd Oliver ppro ch d the crossing, 

Paul clutchin his birthd "1 present, old Dan r.:me hobbled out of his eh&nty 

on bis wooden leg. Ho resolutely held his varning f'la a.loft 1n hie one 

ood arm, glarin at Paul nd hie t ther, a a long, alo, iron ore drng cut 

him fro; their view. Th tr in had t o loco:notive in front and pusher be­

hind, as it hissed an cursed its oiaht of r rod h tit or to ll?"ds 

distant Eecanaba nd tho ore docks, there to b loaded into the woiting ore 

boats. Paul atood there b side hie father, listening to the rhythmic r ttle 

and din of the fleeing car trucks. 

Old Dan }1.nn was one of th ::any runt stically injur d industrial 

crip les in which the town abounded. He had ot his on th roil road. One 

lee on one aidv; an arm on the other; a neat trick. Dan had n Irish bro ue 

s rich as n:.ullig n stew. He had tht; f ce of an old pir te, and h alwey-6 

shouted his n.ost idle corer: nt. He and P ul w re ood fri ndo. S timao it 



ploneed old Do.n to fancy himself a wounded Civil ,ar veteran, and he held 

Paul enthralled as ho recounted, 1 aye in great end col~rful detail, the 

desperate campaign 1n which he was so gallantly wounded. Paul could hear 

the very rumble of artillery. Each cngage:nont was different but was always 

concluded, with a 'Wink and a nudge, with a shouted I u routed the divilsl" 

One day ho told Paul he ind eot his injurios hen ho had yelled 1 To 

hell with Ireland! Dorm vdth the Pope!" in n Dublin whorebouoe. "They al.most 

nssnssinated me," he declored. Paul laughed uncertainly and ran home to s.ak 

Belle, hia mother, what a whorehouse was. 11lVhere did you hear th t, son?11 

Belle asked, brushing b ck the hair on her high broad forehe·d in white 

Presbyterian horror. Paul told her D&n'G story. She pursed her lipa into a 

horrible grionce in hor efforts to keep a sobex· face, but laughtor welled up 

in her plucp body in g11sts and gnl.es, ond she h d .final..ly sat on the floor 

and Paul rrui to get her a glaes of water and her bottle of favorite red 

Verieolate pills. "Don•t listen to that immoral old blatherekitc111 she -

f!nally chortled. 11V]hat•e •immoral,' Ma ? r:hat•s 'blatherskite•?11 Paul 

asked, nd Belle was nwny ng ... in. Paul had fled the house and reported back 

to Dan. Old Dan grinned, ~uttered •Protestant P'~PS' under his breath, dug 

in his lon leather purse, winked a.t Paul, and had given hie a dime. Another 

time, -- --

Oliver prodded Paul in the ribs. "Are you cing to stand there dr a.m­

ing all day, son? The ti-ain is by. u 

11Hello, Cliver S" Dan shouted. 11 ibo• s that foine youn~ bye ye got wit 

ye?" 

Cliver winked broadly at Dan. "Hello, Dan. He1 s cy new bt'..rtende:r· -­

just up from Green Day. Yup. It•s his birthday tOday. He's -- he•s -- ~era 

old are you, son? Eleven? He1 e elven years old today, Dan. 11 

Dan's mirth was uncontrollable. He alapped h1B good leg with his nag 

and reeled and almost !ell. "That shure is good one, all right all right.1 



Oliver Biegler!" he ahnuted. Dan beeeecbed tho noighbora to boor witness. 

"Bcjaysus, ho's eot eo many byes he can•t keep thra.ck of theml" 

Oliver and Paul turned into the Biegler back yard. Oliver expertly 

flipped a clove into hia mouth and stalked into the house with the afterrioon 

newspaper, "'tho Iron Ore, 11 for Belle. Paul ro.n nround to tho 1'enced side 

ya.rd with hil!I irthday present. Gunnor Taleen was there waiting for him. 

Gunnar helped Paul claw open the bundle. There in a box lay a brand new 

baseball and bat and a black leather piteher'a glove. 

11Bats111 Paul shouted, asserting the youthful prerogatives of o.vnerehip. 

111 borrow to pitch," blond GUM .. r sensibly concluded. Paul lined up at home 

plate at the front or the yard, under the drooping box elder tree. He spat 

in his hands. Gunnar taced him halfway do-.vn the yard, scowling professionally 

ns he elaborr~tely wound up. Gunr.ar pitched. Paul swung. Thero was a clear 

woodsn •bonk' as the bot st1uck the ball. ,1th a tatal premonition they 

watched in rroz~n horror ae the bill sped in suspended, drea~-lika fiight 

towards the house, under the open porch, a.~d into the sittine-roorn window. 

'l'he ere.ah and i·ain of glnss attracted lirs. llcGoorty who was talr.ing down her 

washing across the stroot. Paul, in tho clarity of his horror, saw her croes 

herself. She knew Oliver Bieglor' s temper. Froo l~"'lg experience, nll of the 

neiBhbors did. 

Paul noticed that Gunnar had developed n greenish-white pallor as he 

turned and fled the prez:,~ees. Paul saw that he himsolt wns etill holding his 

new bnt out in front of him, at the end of its swing. Then he observed hie 

father standing on the side porch, looking at bin:. Paul , inced and waited 

!or the tumult to start. His father was speakin3. In a lor, voice. It was ~ 

miracle. 

1 -- aho•e laying on the sitting-room floor in dead feint. An' not 

a drop or liquor in th~ house. Run up and get Doo Gourdenu. Runt Oh, tor 

Christ•~ snke ••• 0 



Paul ' s mind raced with him as he ran up Blueberry Hill for Doctor 

Gourdeau. He was filled with terror. Had the baseball a ruck her? he 

thought. What if Mam should die? I killed her on my birthday with m;, 

little bat. Yhy wasn ' t there some wuiakey in the house? Or at least ao.c:ie 

wine? But Paul knew why there wasn•t. Belle had nover permitted a drop of 

liquor in her house since Paul was four years old . On th t fateful day 

brother Nicholas, aged eight, had found a tall bottle or port wine, 11company11 

wine, hidden behind Belle' s washstand. By this time she and Oliver occupied 

separate bedrooms. 

Nicky had opened the bottle of port nd craftily inserted his tht.:J1h 

in the neck. He pretended to toss otr a ~~nly portion. Ho then passed the 

bottle to little Paul, who still wore his yellow curls. They had sat on the 

floor near Belle' s large wooden bed. Paul needed both hands to tilt the big 

bottle to hie mouth - whereupon, not to be outdone, he downed his first 

drink, a mighty dratt. It also developed that it was his first drunk. For 

four days and nights friends and neighbors h d come tc vie the tiny sot, ly­

ing unconscious on his mother•a bed. They suggested all t1£U1ner of •cures" 

for Belle to try. She was nearly frantic with remorse and fright . But Doc 

Gourdeau had shrugged his French shoulders and shaken his head. "Doan worry, 

~is • Beeglair - - from d t dey always ~o.ke up. 11 

As he as running by the rl.idge Street school, Paul was suddenly caught 

and held in his tracks. ,1th a throaty, preliminary jungle cough, the ateam 

whistle at the Blueberry Mine had begun its evening Angelus . Then, as Paul 

stood there, another mine whistle g1•owled its answer to this challenge, then 

another and another and still another, gathering volume, radually swelling 

and tilling the to~n with their mighty symphonic roar. Paul was always deeply 

stirred by the vast calliope chords of the mne whistlea. Through this great 

ail of sound there always ran a surging, vibrant pulse, a throbbing overtone, 



which prevailed until tho l st whietle had hurled ite echo t the lonely, 

bald iron hills which eurrounded the toll?l. Paul oxhal. d sharply, nd darted 

on t.mrarde Doctor Gourdea.u• s house. 

Old Doctor Gourde uh d asthma, nd hews put£in nd wheezin dre d­

fully aa be and P u1 hurried into th Biegl~r sit.ting room. B lle was sit­

ting by th broken window onlml.y reading Tho Iron Ore. The curtains billowed 

gently- in the evening breeze. Paul was glad to observe that Oliver was no­

where in sight. One or his brothers and hie halt-brother Gre ory were o ting 

in th dinin -roOl:l. 

"Good even n , Doctor." Belle smiled ple s ntly. 'I' sorry we had to 

bother you. I use I r.1W1t h ve f'aintcd. 11 

Doctor Gourd au clutched this oust che o.nrl rnastl shook his bi, 

shaggy he d. He had delivered Belle or her three sos -- and the little irl, 

tho one that h d did, who was born before P ul, her last child. 

11 •us mattair, Ilia' B cs~air., 11 he said wrathfully in his hoarse, froggy 

bass, 111 isteri ... , no? s d t •usbancl of yours boddering you in. 11 

Bell watched the pl· p doctor stand·n there cle chin nd uncl ching 

his fists. 1th little sigh, her ray eyes roll d up in her head, nna her 

body began to sh he snort d n v u ly w v on plum h d to ard the 

broken window. Paul could a et.hinge were ccmin to no good. It al: ys 

frightened him when Belle got one o! her laughings lls. 11Doctor,' h said, 

111 b tted a ball through th indo las. I -- I cucss I mocked out 

oz frightened her." Poul tu1ne..l to hia other. 11 ;h t happened, Kama. l s 

tell ws. 11 

11 ar, 1 Belle muttered helplessly, l'OC ing in hor cruir s the newsps.per 

fell tram her l p. "1h-th u ht w were bein s -shot t. 

The fall n newsps.per lay open on t.h carpet. ul and Doc Gourde u 

stared at its headlines. 



II L J.D, htJSSI 'D GfiliMANY Ar I" 

Old Doctor Gourde u continuod t.o state at the newspaper. Po.ul looked 

t him. e he looked, th doctor seem d to al rink mid sng and to ow-iously 

ge. He hold out tovr res Belle his dry physician' s hands, cu ped and close 

to his body, one shoulder oli htly hunahod. She hnd st.o. d 1 unhin and was 

, etching him intently, h r f ce white and dr n. 

11God, God, God, 11 h e id ,e rily, clo!!ing his et y a. 11D e rt 1 

it i burnin o co e.g 1n. ti He turned nd elo l nt pa t the stares of 

P ul' e brothers through th dinin£-room, out the side door -- the eereen door 

el d -- tru ging lon th wooden porch pat the roken windo d out of 

si.ht . 

aul w s loven ya.rs old on ueust 5, 19140 



CH F~ER 2. 

;ven at thi.., g13 P ul :is perplex , s h wa dl ays t b , by the 

part th t raw c, ce pl ycd in ri.a life, in th liv G of hio rontw, lis 

brothers c.nd !rinds a.~d, ns he r~du 1 ly c .e t.o see it, in th ~ivcs of 

every ~rson who ever lived upon th e.!~t.h. h··, shy, why'! he ould SY. him-

sel1'. ,hy um I here? :here I b,und7 :her re nll or u cine r.h t 

str- nge d..,ctiny drc ey other nnd r tiler tog tler in tbis boiste ous minin 

town in the Upper Peninsula of ichi an? He pondered the5c thi..~ge nd found 

.:,Omctil"..oD he would halti.~y coru • de hi roubl d uest on ngs to 

B~lle, but she s k sh:ll ply to him and tolj hitl boy so Y0UT18 oh uld not 

entert i uc. t u,:;hts. 11It isn't h althv to dwell u--on yow·eelf so .. ch, 

son. un C'IUt and p.L.y. Bounce yow bill off th~ roof. 11 Belle h~d .. fixed 

not· on that in r' J icru action lay panacea for ull illo of the spirit. She 

had hnd to eeek its sol ce oft enough hers lf. P ul radwilly Jrew secret­

ive and kept hie own counsol. Dut th~ atr ng thou hts still porstste. 

Paul kt1e,,, from Bell 's con~t nt repetition, ;..h surface s ory of ho 

hia ot11er d t"'ther h d met; the nner of th1.:ir courtahi nd r.i ej or 

bow his t ther, Oliver, had bro~!ht B--llo to live in his big fr house -th 

her three step-sons, Paul's h~lf-brotbcrs: youn~ Oliv r, En ett 8n red-haded 

t;reaory. They : re th children or Oliver and his first wife, t.h sweet Irish 

girl who had died of "the consumption." 

Ever since he could remember, beck when Belle would .ive him his daily 

bath downstairs in the dining-roan;, in a. large porcelain washbmfl, by the 

soapy warm- of th surgin • wood stove, she had told him at.01•ies of her f nrl.ly, 

his father• .faf".ily -- of is Uncl& I rl, ◊liver• s br·other, who was in sani­

t rium for those "R} o vrere stcl in their r.iinds. " hnt. mear ~," P ul slowly 

uzzled out, ~th t uncle Karl 1 er ~Y, h 1 s in the nuthouse. 1 This intel-

11 nee d hi !eel vaguely proud nn gleeful, s0.C1ehow different fro and 



superior to his little J lo.yme.tas nho could not lay valid cl·lim to uncles lan­

gu.ishin: in insantt a:sylum~. 

Paul hod n shadowy, babyh od recollection of hi8 uncle Karl -- a tall, 

slender, brc,oding roan, younger thun Oliver, Y,ith dark rmvy h ir, T,ho ould 

er.me nd look int~ntly <lonn at Paul in his crib, with large stnrin" blue eyes; 

whn sometimes suddenly lau~hed in a high fri hte·in f l~etto, o.nd ma.de grace-

ful wand-111'. gestures in the air l-iith his rms. Paul not kno , then, 

th:1t a.t these times Karl was lending a Byrn.phony orchestra. 

The last memory Paul had of Uncle Karl woe a bizarre scene on a boat. 

!,Then Fnul crew older, he asked Bello to contix his childish recollection, but 

she l11u ,h d uncertainly o.nd said he must have been dreaming, ho wae just a 

toddlln b by, nothing ns fnstastic as thut had ever happened. 01t•s just 

thot imagination or you.re, son. You road too , uch. You should play or-e. ly, 

ray -- what om I evor goin to do with such a dreamer 111 P ul knew she was ly­

ing to hilt -- ''for your own good" -- nd that "t had really happened. 

Oliver and Belle hurl taken Uncle Karl on n voyage on the Great Lukes 

ror his "nervousness." They had tnken P ul long. Grrin Fr leigh hnd como 

up to Chippewa from Dotrcit to take ca.re of the other boys whiJ e they were 

gono. It wis all very hazy in Paul's memory. Boat, water: this was abo~t o.11 

he could reme~.ber. 

But. there was one part that was clear, ~iit.h eadly stereopticon bril-

liance: The bout wns docked t a whai·f. Paul and his parcnto were in their 

stat.oroom looking out of the portholes. He saw sidcwal and iater. The 

eidewa.lk was held up by tall wooden piles. There wns a strange, .fishy S!!lCll 

nd the sound of la pinP- water. Oddly, there was water under the sidewalk. 

A large turtle, nith rnis d, reptilian head, was slowly sr.imming under the 

sidewalk. Small boys wore diving off the wharf into tho water to recover coin 

tossed by the boat's paseengere. They would cli.lr.u, drip.1ng, up on ladder 

and dance and shout nd then dive again. Suddenly thero was shouting nnd 

sounds of wooden scuffling. A grown mon had leaped off the boat into the 



water. He wns all d~ossed up anc even wore e hat. There wae a furious splash­

ing .•. 

110liver J11 Belle had criod. 11It•s Karl -- he's in the water!" Oliver 

had said ''Christ God" ir. a ve:xry, lo. voice, e.nd had run out of th stateroom., 

elrunmins the door. Bolla ood tried to net Paul r, y fro tho porthole, but he 

had clung there, hm line, n would not le:ivc until ·v r uno so:::..~ ao.ilors 

had fished the dripping, shouting man out of the natcr. The divin boys und 

tho turtle had eono away. The people had stopped throwing COJ.ns. Paul novur 

saw his Uncle J arl again ••• 

11Soa.p yourself, Pnul., 11 Bellt.i would command, as ehe g ve him his bath, 

ringlne out th washcloth o.nd pushing her graying h ir b o. on her forehead 

with a damp hand. 11It • o 9:30 and I've got a pir.no lesson to ive nt ten. " 

Shortly ofter l aul had been born, Belle had starlcd ,;.vine piano nnd vocal 

lessons in the little ~usic room just of£ tho sittin roar:., on th old ebony 

Bechetein upright. Paul learned overy pi ce it, Czurny by h art -- and he 

never play d a note. ~en from upstnirs ho could detect some haples6 child's 

error, nnd visu lize Belle1c iJ:lpatient admonition nd the occasional r ping 

· of um.nspired knuckles. 110ne an two and one and tM o, 11 he 1tould haar hei 

droning nd ch t1ng hour on nd to th disconsol te throng of as ir.ing little 

Rachmaninoffs and Padore~s.is who filed in and out or the Biehler house with 

their· black lcntl er usic rolls, huuntin.., his boyhood , ith d~ily ac:-unds of 

discord and a million sour notes. 

11Tell me, :bor·, how you ur1d Oliver c .. e to get married, n h asked Belle 

one rainy day. 11 or th boys c lled th-ir f thor Olivm. or 11 vt.o old i=an11 

when he was not around -- practice which Belle v inly tried to h:ut. Paul 

must have been six or sev n, which ~-ant he hnd quite recovered fro~ his epic 



wine jag. Belle v ns in tho kitchen ironinn t.h last bi l1&sh1n -while the 

Finnish tired girl was down in th cellar laundry, banging the wooden tubs 

bcut nd muttcrine over the naxt r.aohing. Paul oat on the high ,-;ood-box, 

next to the warrr. kitchen ranr;o, ,. tel in his r:other iron. He lo,;: ed the 

st rched, burr.t-cloth odor of ironing. 11Tell ~e, lfo ., ' he ropoa.ted, 11h~ did 

you nd Oliver .moet. 1 

Belle e,r.,.U d ot h~, eolorit alichtly. Her skin wao usually white, 

almost Yfaxe:i. Sh nevor used any powder or mru<eup. 110h, I've told you that 

cl.retldy, youngster -- n dozen times . Now you run along and plcy. 11 

nr,:o you haven•t, ~,11 Paul lied steadily. 11Not all, you h vcn•t. 

There w .... s snowstorm - I romcmber that,•• P ul start. d, urging her on. Let•e 

soe -- you were lost in a snowstor , wasn • t th t it. And Oliver found you.'' 

Thi as violontli lncorr ct nd Paul knew it. 

Belle got a ho~ iron off the .itchen r6n.ge, tested it with a oisc 

!ingor - - psst -- nnd st1rt don en~ of Oliver's shirts. They were so large 

that Paul always aspired to use one or them as tent . 

"1 had just. finished a::, course t tho Detroit Conservatory or usic1' 

Belle began, smiling to herself, almost talking t herself -- 0and your 

Grar.d~'l • raleigh' -- B-lle • c father -- "had just come in off th road nd 

told me th t they nanted a usic teacher tor the public schools, 1woy up in 

the northern peninsula of Mi.chi an -- in pl.ace called Chippev 

nchippewa l I Puul cri d. ..hy -- wn that's "l.ere we live, !lall'.al" It 

uns p~rt of th tor uln; he said it ev ry tiJte, jll5t at this juncture, l~ke 

v ternn trouper. 

11 l'hat 1 s ri•ht, oon, 11 11 run on, a Pauls ttled back in th kite en 

c, uir ana smil d to himaelf. "Grandpa ha just .got back home fro .... Chippewa., 

and .t.:r. Scribner had told Gr dpa bout it hwelf. 11 lir. \)c:ribner" s the 

superint ... ndent o!' ochoola e.t Chip,...e . 11 r d ... as th out-of-to rcpresen-

tnt!VO of tho Ferris poGrle, you }~10,, 1 Boll ran on. aul al~ ,s resented 



Belle• s ,eftorts to r::.:uc h r f ther• , loym nt. un .tccl. Jor.l how 1t 

Rh ed him. "1randpn. w a n und rpai 1 tT vellin sales: n for tight-fisted 

seed co a.ny, oro lik it," Pa:il tho ht to hir'.iSelf, boin aom thing of o 

small realist •t seven. 

'So I at do and wrote JJr. Scribnor about myself -- d uoaa what 

h ppenod?" Bell ent on. 

"Thay didn't t ko you, 11 aul quickly a:rl.d. Tni as variGt on of 

the thee, nd nas cle r y not cricket, d B~lle looked at hie closoly. 

"They did too t3ke e," Bell s id, pursin her lips and toldine th~ 

shirt nd spankin it :Utl with th hot iron. 110ut of sovcntc n pli-

conto, rand you, th y sco pted your motbor. ' .. ul "ffond r d, as he h d on-

der d acoroe of ti.I:l s, «h ro no would h v b n if they rodn•t: if hie r 1d­

f ther J?r:ilo~h, "The out-ot-t.own r pr sent t:tv , 11 h d not rl.ltl into school­

n culled Doribnor. If -- --

11Th b utiful pl lti v ere tinted and! 111.n I rrived in 

Chip c a, ' Bell ,1ont on. Tho cycle of th 

affect d Belle deeply, nd h rh o iz d 

v ntion l literary c iches of her irlli od. 

ooh d uwny 

bit, f lli into th 

"Th hills .. nd woodo re 

co .. 1-

veritable riot of color." B ll p u d ov r her iro i , her r y ya 

rew lL."lseein • "Y n, the pl c !I i dl b utifUL, rueged, 

harsh lsnd. I loved it t once -- nd al :,;yo h ve. It a ikcs - h 

in - 11it w s s though I ere cor.:11 ... 1 

Po.ul dreu in his bre th h r l • d u hiD 31 -s on t.h ood-

box. h ha never eaid th t b fore, he thought. 1n t as b utiful thing 

she justs id -- y, it' true, it• true1 

1 h t h pp r d ft •r tl1"t, . " Poul softl 1d. 

'Oh y s, son." h , llor n on on of O iv r•s ·, tshirtR now. His 

n~,•n•-n C uld houso dress shirts could cont in onl side-show, 

th entire in ttraction, Paul thoueht. 



11 ·ell, I got lov 1- front roo nt do 1 old l!r. Donovan•e -- ond I 

otart d I v new r:usic ork. Th t • s 11 th r w· G to it, eon. 11 

B 11 :1-•nced t th craz ly t·c~in kitchen cloc. On of thoa 

d cd pin 11de r , P thou ht. I just o th • are. "to, 

l -- th t icm ' t ll th re i t. ·t~ You h v n1t r.;ot O iv r yet, 1• p ul s id 

to his moth r. 

1 e ... l, s' t, 1 Belle n nt on r pidly, 11 1th 'ir t r.av .bcr her c ... me 

th r irot bi blizz rd I md vor aeon. It as so bi -- wh;·, s n, you now 

tho kind of sncmstoros we et up h re, 11 che concluded l ely. 

11Yea, , I know, 11 P ul said. 

111 s 00.:un ho"' !ro school. It ras durin tho noon-hour. Tho 

blindin no wno strea dng out of the no~tmrest. I w s holdin r.n utcl)rcll 

out in fr nt of rn , lik this." B 1 o r:oti"n d a.nd 1 u h d. "You :no , a n, 

no one up here ever uses an urrbrella ir snov sto:- - I w e th t reon. I 

was on rcy y to Urs. Donov n 1 s, :Ji th b ckyard of our house -- whore 

we live nc. -- • nd I b pod ri ht int t 11 1 c n out of' t tac y. rd." 

Bell w n talkin r pidly ow. 1 1 eture l d. H cu t e in hts r ~. He 

bold c ti htly. It 6 orring. ,e look d nt o ch other. He a id he 

corry. He let e o." B ll pcused nd si hed. 

' , en I ot to llrs. D nov n's, I asked her ilho liv d th re -- here 

,ve live now -- n r old 1 dv croos d h i-6elf told it w s 

wide er ith three little sow. 'h told his nru: • Now ho do you think 

it wa:s~" Bolle sked. 

"Ol ·v Bio ler -- old cum, u Pnul re:mond d loyally, curiousl•· re-

g rdit e hi moth r, ho had bee ntr ngcly beautiful d youn"' gain ne she 

etood b ng ov r her ironing. 

By tho tim h w s elovon, Paul had hcnrd the story ot Belle's rom:mce 

any times, and had rotrn somr.;wh t. wes.ry of it. Sw ti es ho beer:: ir.ed wit 



BellEI., thinking to himself: hy on ea1tr did Lum:. ver llj such crabb•, 

vilE:!- tenpared -an as Olivur'? 1,ti,y c ulcln 1 t r.r:, f, ther h ... ve been r. gentle, con­

siderate, gcn6rous man: One who pl yed games with his children, like other 

father~? P ul had &.nother thought too, on th t colored hia entire boyhood: 

~Y couldn't cy r ther hs.v been s.Lost nnytl in but saloo -l,et:per~ 

P ul knew, with quiet diw ..... y, th t his pl.aymtcr:.1 pnrent J!'.ust h ve 

discussed hie lot est tc at ho~e, because tho. he ,ould h~vc one of the 

fierce, flootin , ch~ ldioh quarrels ~1th one of the , th 1or3t they could 

seem to thinK to say v1as: uy~•re notbing but n dirty aaloon-keeper•s son J'' 

Or: "Polly's old man .eepa a saloon l P.ed-nosc Polly, red-nose Polly 1" No 

one :ver thought to shout at ~is pl ~~tos: You're dirty miner's son -- or 

vil~ ::inister1- son -- or even ewreet-ole ner•~ son. Se.loon-keepers 

were the lo .. cst of the low • 

..,ven the very nchool book:l of th tim"' tu ht Paul thnt there was little 

hope for- hifii. ru1yonc that dabbled in o.lcohol in&vitobly ~com social inriah 

as well nv a ment 1 an mo1~1 do en rte. His pa w s aoomod t~ b na~ght 

but iobbling idiots e.nd lurchin , ah:.mblin in:b ciles. hy, it \";.. printed 

liBht there in the book. oor.e of the school books would even sh~ etartling 

picture8 of yru s ll.Ild y rde of hum.an intcst ·.nes, ever-;,,• inch glo in , hc:tlthy 

red. Theao were the uts of th ri 1toous, unsullied b th e ion rum. On 

the next pag 1 ould be an illustration of co rj groy c: ss, look..r.., son:.cthing 

like a PJ. ttur of d .fl t d liv ... r .,auo~ ges. Thcoe l'K3l'v th dr ry be ;el.e of 

the boozers. P u1 s rtad over tl s exreri .c ... w e.s thoueti ho h:.. been struck 

w.:.th lash. Hd never told Belle about the . His older brother f.t• dt:r.:.c hnd 

done so once. P,.ul ho.ct 1 itnosst.d th ace .. e • •• 

So ir.eistently w&s tho ccnvict1on of his ·nov:t ble oectiocrity borne 

upcn him, th t Paul. f eli t.h t h nnunlly b-o sort of l:n.rrnss • n cur-

iosity to his to chers and cl5sa ta enc ti.!re he porvers y !I:3.nag d to move 

fro one gr de to the othe •. 'tho fact that h found hi school orl e sy, and 



that e was always aroon th lcadero ot hio cl es g vc him little comfort. He 

supposed th tho and his broth rs t re orol~ th w.ce tions to rov the 

rulo. t t:unes Paul felt lik Kall1kak who hod de ood. 

Pnul, then, }now all too oll how hie r nt h t d rried. But 

he still did .ot v, h, by. 8 11 lov d to sit n t k 1th 

her boya, ~nd ti on d, s·. t l e , 1 . iond red th fie j_ 

th th d tE;d th en of an iILmi runt ')ercan br er -- his ~r nd! ttcr 

Biegler -- ith "h d u tor or 1,u York Dute -- hi r nd!uthor Pre.-

leigh -- 11:ho .. e r ;:.Uy h d ettl d o. th r udscn ttivcr lon bei'ore the rican 

r volution. hy d' bre 1 r n:.eet nd iorry th tall, irnporioua 

, h he hid t on h ohi , co!dn to • rica in 

1845? :lt t sly pl y ot· f to had br ught. th buddir. youn ate d t 

r.ng hor fro ew 

Tor out to Detroit as he burryi t.l t, in Chio ia 

in ti c to he r of t chir .,o f i ' 
u.l. d cicad 

th t Yo~ld b t nee too c t ht • t. o ly ot1 tic. 

en B~lle first c to ChippowQ, she 11h~d an undcrst. .ding" with ill 

L ore, r.J.81n y ~ Detroit phcto r b r. In her f ctioru, h seemed to 

b th ost aucces :ful or her cluster or d s"'rted Detr.oit swains. p ul h c! 

seen his picture in B lle•s lbum -- a hira11t, b -mouat3ched, w ng-collared 

voun n at d1ng 1r. an ttitude of heroic self-abneg.tion, who looked 

ex ctlylikc nil of tho pictures or all or th young mon in all of the albums 

heh d ever ooen. There swe ed to h ~ be e rt r ce o! album-mvn. 
~ 

P ul wouJ.d inca ,rh n -11 would s.zy, 11Tb t•s the youn man t,net, might hove 
" be n your f ther, ... on. 11 ~etk .. s h u.1.d .IJU6irt y s y: ill 1as very z::uch 

1n love \\ th c. H ,,as so swe-t -- l -- l 'ft' 1dor hat it ould have be n like 

ti' I h d rried hi .. P ul oft n nQcred, too. 



Bell Biegler w1s the r :!lily hist rian, r corder, recoll ctor, and 

arbiter in all t~inGs intell ctual. hu was th cou1t of last resort on all 

questions pertaining to gr:imriar and usage. Sh rctJ.ly had an zine recol-

lect.ion. Her lI'.ind wa patc'work of things re cbered. And she could parse 

sentence so t.hut. it bristled like b ttleship on 1, r maneuv rs. It was 

~ore than Po.ul could ever learn to do. In th lo.n uago depart nt th~ boys 

early found that Oliver rated A in e phaeis but was deplorable in pronuncia­

tion, spelline and syntax. 11 sk om, she knowa. u 

Belle, as was her way, had saved 11 of Oliver•e to~ love letters. She 

had cnretully cto~od th yin sloe box tied ith tr ditional blue. Then 

ahe couldn •t find the • "Tsk, tsk, i.sk -- no, where did I put those letters?'' 

It took the co:lblned ef .forts of Paul nnd t o old or boya to W1earth the::i -­

Wlder m..~ttress 1n his discarded crib in tho dusty attic. Nestl1n0 nith them 

they hlld tound n cracked old hot-w tor bottle. Love U1st not cool, Paul 

thought.. hen the tamily spirits T1ere at a lo ebb (ond Oliver nas snfoly out 

nt C:ll.".p), Belle would occasionally red So!nC of the love lott rs at the dinner 

table. They never tiled to start, n wild Bicelerian hooting. 

Oliver h!id once taken a •u-week bookkeC3 in cow se it J.:ilwauko , the 

intelloctunl advant gos of which h n ver tired of ex ounding. Oliver•s b au­

tifullv ri.t.ten doubl -ent.ry love letters .-ere gems o! cloying oopj'boOK senti­

ment, tiny hpno to unaullied wo.'tlllnhood, as ,arm nd uleatin ao no~ice ot 

overdue bOY.. rent. B lle bud ev fowid in th tall bookcase in tho music-roor.: 

t.he book out. or which ho had copied t.hern. "Professor Cuyler•e 'Letters For 

u.l 0cc sions. '" i pretty t it was, ith sh lese little cupida 5\ mdng 

naked ll over the cover, In ull of those le .. ters 0Jilllfl was a shrine, tho 

lofty keeper of the stor • to which evil Ulul tr ulously addrcoscd hio bjoct 

petitions. 

Bello would sit at her do_ th t ble, n r th pantry d or, cndlc sl 

s:noothing tht..: tablecloth, brushin m n.y i~girmry brc.. c~bs, adjusting her 



nose-~lasoes, dr.:nkin; her steru:dn Dule~i· n te -- on of th ndl os asort 

n.-nt o dre ... ry he l .,h br \vs and to las \: ich .. he con umcd ,'d.th touc ing, 

child-li: f ith -- nd r nditl,J Oliver' old love lcttor3. 'ost of the time 

she would 1 ugh heartily, but sc1r.etirr.es her grey y :; 1'1 uld gro ~ itisty. \ ain, 

sh wculd 1·ca from Prof'essor Cuyle1 1 s book -- ex-:e:·ptu of letcex•5 which she 

really thought liv r should huye sent her. One of Oliver's classics ran ao 

follcms: 

"Th .. grnv be ut of your rr.ien, your a eetly sole n smile, diotrncts 

r.io eo th t I cannot rroperly attend to my dutie ... ns (hore state business or 

profession)." 

and 11. Perh 

Oliver had one the whole ho~ ·nd copi a everything, directions 

s, Paul thoUP,ht, h ~hied t th or 'saloon-keeper.• The 

only ori in:1.l note th t had crept into this on was in the oalutntio."l. "De r 

,~ le, • it ran. 

But 'Dea.r Angle" had married her Olivar. He hud proposed to her on 

Sunday drtv axound beautiful wooded Iron Cill! Drive. 11He looked so big 

nnd strong, driving his fast horacs, r, B lle told her children. She had for­

snken ill Lamoree and her orderly little re im nt of suitors i~ Detroit. Th 

advice of ll her new Chip ewn friends h d gone unh eded. 111 tell you, Belle, 

he•~ nothing but tho keeper or lOY1 dive. H cheats t curds, he ch~se 

farst \TOt:en -- nd h .. be ts the , too. Md he -- be1 snot even your omi reli­

gion I " Oliver was nominally a Rom.m Ct1tholic. 

Kate Donovan, who rm the Do.-iovan House where Belle lived in Chip. w&, 

was chief among Belle' s self-a pointed saviors. ~h was wispy, good-hearted, 

hank-haired little , idow of sixty, with tho thin., b1my net lips which see.;n 

peculi r to certain Irishwomen. /hen K t \'las excited ohe h•1d a ali...,,ht. brogue 

which t1'a5 to say that she always spoke ¥1th u s11 ht bronue. "Don't marry 

ths.t man, Belle l No ooci c n cc e out of it. Those i:.hcrc Bieglers is nil 

cra~y. He ' s a pup, he is! (Kate•s rups slwcys rt:yocd ,ith 1 hoop1 .) 

11I tell you he kilt his first wife, th ... t he did. tine Irish rl eh 

was. Three sons in fou.r yoars l God help ye, loss. Belle had p.1.roed her lip 

and quietl7 nodded. 



Bell~ L1arried Oliver on Udsur.:?r-er•a Dy in St. Xvi r'n crurch. The 

ccremon w .s ble oed by F ther l~cul, and Oliver took his rnu ic-te chcr to hie 

bi fr _e bouoe on H 1.titc .;)tr et ..nd told his three youn cons, 11He1 e ie 

your new a:~ther. '' T ey o/..sd stood nd stur ,d t her. -hca· cd Gre ory had 

burst cut cxying. Th r, o Uarch Bell presonte Oliver it thci1 first 

son, .r eric. In l at ant o y ars lichol s w s born. The hnd followed 

K t.h ri c, the little i.rl wh had 1ed of 11convuls1.o s 1 while teethin . Then 

Belle h .. d gone to Chic !!O heI'e Doctor ur ly removed her left breast; 

cancer of th br et, he said it w s. On her return Doctor Gourde u insisted 

th~t she haven separate bedroom and not to hnve, under any circ nces, 

orother child. 1hen P ul cam lon ., Doctor Gourd u aa bcsic!o hi.cs lf 1th 

r gc. 

U t •ul,ir b1ute d t •w o Ger b et -- I tel 1 you •e should 

• ave wan beeg t 'r shin 1 1 '' he Sllid, fl shin hi d rk r nch .,yes. 

It wai:i a ee"'1timent hich P ul wat:1 to w r-mly ah re with him many times. 



CH.,Pl'ER 8. 

That toll G~nnar and Fritz and Poul were reunited in the Grauu.ar School. 

GUMar was now in eighth grade; Fritz and Paul were in seventh. JJius Lindquist 

wos their teacher. Bernie .kedmond still attended the "Irish" school, but every 

n!ternoon the tour would JWet n!tor school, usutlly in Fritz's ba3em~nt, but 

:,ometimes at the old Pearl Street cigar tncto1·y o! Bernie's dad. A weathered 

sign e•unc out over tho door: ''Dennis J . Rcdtr.ond -- Fine Ho.vana Cigors. '' The 

place recked of tobacco, and hung with wnvin cobwebs ond old leaf-tobucco 

calenda1s. It hod onco been a Finnish bngnio and the flar..boyant flowored wall 

paper still shmm through the duet. It was a ercat hangout for the local 

Irish of all ages. ost of them were railroad men, und lodge bro~hero of 

Bernie' s father in the Hibernians. For sooe obscure reason nearly all these 

Irish~en wore 60ft dented block Stetson hats. dome of them would s~oke cigar­

ettes to tease "Dinny," who would glaro mulevolently at thou: and mumble over 

his bench. "Smokin' those goddnm cotfin-nails •• • '' The boys ould help aernie 

strip the stems from tho dgJDpcn~d tobBcco lenvea and spread the leaves 0..1 the 

dryine racks in the back room so that Bernie could got away early and play. 

Paul had entered the world of coc:meroe: he had stnrtcd banding cigars ror 

Dinny, for which he rocoivod !ivo centa tor each hwidrod. cigars !roe Bernie's 

easy-going father. Fifteen cent& an ~fternoon -- sitting down, mind you --

wus n:aking Paul view Carnegie inn new light. 

Sometimes when Paul had caught up on hie banding he would watch Dinny 

make cigars. Dinny would sit hu.~ched over hie sqwire work blocK, his taded 

greenish-black derby pushed back on his bald head. Ho ~ore this hat only when 

he v1orked. Fi rst Dinny would cut out a double binder leaf, then roach into 

his stock box for the filler leavos - thie was where the "H vana" came in - ­

expertly ahnping them in his niroble finger9 and then rcll the with his palm 

into the binder leaves. Quickly this "bunch" •ould be fitted into tho propped 

wooden cigar mold, until tho ~old was tilled with twenty-five bunchee. Then 

Dinny would suddenly kick bock his ch ir, hich lwaya tell clattering to the 



tloor, ond clamp tho uooden cover on the mold, nd thens ueeze it in the largo 

iron pruas. At the eo.i:ic timo he would re~ove n.nother eold, ri ht lis ohn1r 

nd •lare at hiti watchful Irish co patriots -- ""ho the hell i'.nookod thct 

there ohnir over1 11 -- and then oit und roll theae pressed bunches up into tin­

lohed cigaro in th~ tino-veinod, delicstu wrapper le~ o which came tro dio­

tnnt Sumatra. All the time t:.h11t ho \1orked Dln. y hUir; ed nd ch mted o Jl.YG"er-

ious song, song nithout uorda, without mnning, without tuno, without end. 

"Y nh, yanh, yo.nh ••• di di ctua ••• col ~or roll de 01 ••• 11 Thls son, would occe.­

sionally be punct~tcd r.ith an o~cusional ch ntcd o th if a bunch broke or a 

wr.:lpper tip tore while he waa ps3ti:1g th ... end of finieh~d cigar. 11:Yann,ytmh, 

yanh ••• goddru:i, goddw:. •• ,rum oi r.:.rza r:,1 ••• 0 

Pa l would eit nd ~atch nnd o!'tcn wondo:- "h7 it ~1:1s th t the t athe!'8 ot 

nll his pla)'103tos Y1oru lway:, .so disau3t.in6l7 so~d-nat:u-ed. Unlike Oliver, 

Dinny's bito \38 uneaunl to his b rk. Paul's hoort w:is ennwed by nvy. Could 

his ~choolbook~ bo r10ht? flhiskoy the oc tor Olivor•s canker? Yot 

there were lots of good-11aturod 1Jaloonkeep1n•9 oo tO'i1!1. ~nul nd the othar 

boys hnd sold er tea of •~lvagcd whiskey bottlea to these grsnt, chuckling, 

purrle-voined men. When the c~uso was just and the necoasity as grave, thoy 

h d oven stolen bottleo from Oliver's saloon and rc~old them to his competi-

l tors. 

During the past sucmor there had been o nud>cr ot chan ea mda t, tho 

old frame house on Heootito Street. Paul's half brother, Greg, h~d a:arried 

h:io sweetheart, Eileen Deasy, the Irish sirl he had gone throueh school ,1th, 

ond they had· little house of their own on Bluft 5tre t, on the north end o! 

town. Red-hooded Oreg h d left h~h ochool in the C'Jlevent.h srad .md had 

started to wcrk ce un loctrician for the Chippewa Ore COIQ)My, which oper ted 

the l1rge Blueberry mine. That sun:mcr the comp.'IJly hnd ffi"Jde Greg !orer..:in ot 

one or the eloctricul crews, so he had colcbratod his good roz·tune by eotting 



Paul'o brothers, Linlt and Nicky, moved into Greg's bcdrooo, leaving Paul 

to oooupy their double bed in the cnlsomincd back bedroO!ll. Paul's cot was 

stored in the dusty attic. Paul ~issed the companionship or short, quick, 

l ughing brother Greg. Gre had really paid a:oro attention to Paul than either 

Link ond Nicky did. Nearly every evening after oupper Poul would follow Greg 

up to his rocc nnd tch him got "opruccd up" for his dat .1th Eileen. PWhat• 

we eina tonit;ht, kid?" Gres would scy. Pa.ul oat on the ec!ge or Greg's bed and 

sang in pip1n~ tenor ns Grog carried tho air. "lo somo people oay thQt a 

darky won't stenl. ..• " Greg wotild begin. They went through all the verses, 

I piling up the damin~ evidence to negative this charitable aSBumption, Greg 

~,k,;.,~d'A .. ~~., 
get.ting mto hie blue serge euit, prying hie necktie into his hard collor, 

currying his Sl'fooping red cowlick with stilt ~ilitary brushes. "But I cought 

two in my corn ticld!11 

Paul hoped that c01te day he would havo n room like Greg's. Pennants on 

tho walls: "Cornell," 11Jl.ichige.n, 11 "Ferris Institute, 11 "Chippewc High School" -

bo uti!u.l pictures of Cnude Adw:s Bnd Geraldine Farrar, of Lillian Russell and 

Ponrl White; kewpie doll• and crossed bamboo canea nnd ticklers from a host ot 

forgotten carnivnls; a pair ot pearl-handled huntin~ knives c.nd n Navajo 

blanket he had won on a punchboard at Gill's candy store -- -

11D1gcin' up potatoes row on row ... 11 

Oreg nlwnys kept mint candies nnd Yue tan er square-shaped Bloodbury 

gw:i in hia top dreeser drawer or in his beet eu1te hanging in the little clothe 

closet. Durine the day while Greg woe workine Paul often very cosual.ly review­

ad the contents ot this exciting rooo. H pretended he was just sort ot help­

ing Belle to keep tho room cloe.n. Sanetimes Paul suspected that Greg did not 

always go out '11th Eileen Ylhen he said he wa.e. Once Paul round a nearly empty 

pint or whiskey and somo toy baloons in a smull box hich rcod "Sold !or tho 

prevention or disaaee only. 11 Anothor ti.me Paul tound n nvelope containing an 

ex.citing series ot photographs or women without nny clothes, including one of 

a m:m and wom:in in a cost curious attitude ..• 



"Ko.., if th:it ain't stealin' .t1.h doun .,now!" 

Grc,g had firio.lly ndjustcd hit1 tio, c re.fully inserted lis stickpin, 

brushed a flake of dandruff oft his shoulder -- "Listen Polly, do you know the 

bent way to stop felling dnndrut.C? I'll •ivc you a nickel i! you can toll me." 

Gre~ rnttled tho loose coins 1n his trousers. Paul puraed his lips and wrin­

kled his brow. Gro" was ~eudy to go. fhie was wayo th~ pay-off. Qret as 

nt the budroorn door. "ear o blue serge Co.J.tl" Paul blurted, poioed on the bed 

to catch the nickel uhich Greg tosaed to him. 

"' :ay dotm yond r in the cor-r-r-n-n field ... " 

Before he had loft. the old houso Oreg h~d inst.::lled electric lighte 

throughout, dangling m:i.cic bulb5 thut glowed in~tantl:,r tThen one sno.pped tho 

buttons on the • ell marked "On" nnd "Off." Gone were tho eas 11 hts and the 

tall old kerosene lar..p which stood for ao many yot..rs on the chif!'onior in the 

back h&ll to light Oliver into hia bedroom when hB en.me ho.me from tho soloon 

late t night nd creak~d heavily up the b ck stairs. Diecnrded was the long­

hnndled li•hter th t had u parn!fi~ -..ick ancl notched metal end so th t the 

gno lights could be turned on and off without. otn~djne on chnir. 

That toll Oliver instidled n secondhand furnncc; on a:sbcstos-clad hot 

w.'.ltt..:r furnace bristling with doors and ,jlu.ls, 'ilhcse lcine fingers probed into 

every room or tho house. Bello raised Paul's allo,ance ton qu rtor n week 

for taking cnre cf it, olthough it was r:.uch easier th.n ministering to the 

old coal stoves. Pnul eased hia consci.once by putting it do11n to wur profit­

eering, gently ero ing soci l phenOJOOnon of the ti.lr.e. Tho two tall l11chigan 

Garland cotl stoves -- "fho finest bloody ctoves in America, It.ell youS" -­

wore finally eold to old Jjoses Schwurtzbcrger !'or junk, nd in tfovembcr Oliver 

carted tho dining-room woodetove, under which n goner tion of cit.tens and socks 

hnd boen driod, up to the Silver Lake hunting c~ und oblivion ... 

But tho advent of furnace nd electric 11 htG as as nothing cOJr~ 

~rod to ~ho purchnse Oliver had iode just utter school opened thut fall. 

Oliver -- the lover of horses, who'd 1 ay~ oaid nuto~obilea ore 11 odd:im 



crazy tad" -- Oliv0r had bought a t!odel T Ford tourine earl It was second­

hand, of course, and belonged to Ed Schwestln, tho locol distributor or ~chlitz 

beer. 11Vihistling11 Ed Scm,,e~in h d got it now the summor the l.o.r broke out. 

Then he found ho could not learn to drive it. So it had stood in his b:irn 

until Elc:er Less rd had opened hie ne.1 gara.go in Oliver•~ warehouse. Elmer 

had given blonde Ear.a, Ed's buxom dau hter, to lessons on how to drive tho 

thing. That wa:i enough r or cnpable Em.-:a. All surr.:r.01· long .Emma had b en 

careening around tho hilly ~treete cf Chippewa in fai' s Pord, leaving o string 

or stnrtlcd citizens nnd resting ho1oes in her wake. She livod on Ridge Street, 

the ctreot north of P ul 1s houso •. Paul's btuthe:r.., called Ernm.o. their "Great 

Big Bouutiful Doll" aftor the song. 

The day Ol!.vo1· bought tho car fle.xEin- h ~ii t;U fmr.i.a camo i·aciug up Hema­

tite Street, honkinc tho bulbous rubber horn et. Paul ond Fritz, who t1ere play­

ins in tht; at.root. IThcn El:.rna. saw P&ul shC:l npplieci tho br kce c'..nd c.lJ..ost stood 

th~ cer upo1. its br3:;s-nosed r diutor. '' Mt te; cor::..e for n spin, .Polly?" she 

s. ilod t hil!l, showing Lcr even, rnilky-v.hitc toctli. "Yc,u c.nd your frioncl 

ther@'i'" Sho wus gocd-n turcd big eirl, uho l,&y~ ceomcd to be blushing. 

Oliver and !:.lllr.'J.11 s i' thcr -were good friendc. Oliver bought bear fr~ t istling 

Ed and oocnaionolly took him to the \ oods :when Ed's tt:.11 ,'Tire would let him go. 

Pcul und Fritz huddled on thu edge ot the cool loother soat in tho back. 

They clutchou the robe rack on the re~r ot the front ~ect, grinning at c~ch 
~ 

other, o.e Emr:i:> wrirlcd rowid Jaogcr'o comer,/\down croee the tracks, past 

the !ireh ll, out South Pine Street nnd onto th curv!nc hematite red dirt ro_d 

that led po.st Old Frcnchtmm. " ith sque lin£! 01' brakes 11ko a.st llion in 

ILay, She 130 ttcrod the pcnsnntry out of the wny ... 11 

On sunny u'ternoon in September J 9J 5 ,overl: 1 8!!'.all boys nnd ~om.a 

miners I wives in their backyards t ,dn amm clothing in Prenchtown Locnt.ion 



wore interested to :rem: rk tho p1•ogress of ., :vo o.n nd tno boyn in a Ford auto­

mobile as they wJltched it louve the roo.d at the abrupt turn fato the Tre,.,.,'bath 

mine, careen through a b:u-bed-~ire fence, sw~y crazily across an open field 

with n portion ot thu fence, nnd finolly p.luneo over tho yawning crater of an 

ab ndaned cine pit. 

Thie w~s in the dayo before the poople of Chipper.a and all oric had 

grorm surfeited with tho curious pagonntry of automobilati oP.Teenine off high­

wa.ys, ramps und bridges; climbin': treos and lemp posts; running against or in 

front o! fnst tra:na; plunging into, through nd aooetimee out of houses, out­

buildings and v rious public and priv te ntrJJcturcs. So quito crowd r, ther­

ad arcund the rim of the mino pit. The next evenin3 even the Iron Ore racorded 

the event on the front page, rivall1ng ·the news of the etH.rtling Gemo.n doteat 

of the Russians in G licia and tho Zeppelin rid over E.-iglund. 

lll!iss Emma Schwemin, agtid n.tnf!teen, 
du hter of &iw rd Schwemin, local merchant, 

nd P ul Biegler o.nd Frederic Bellows, both r, _ __,-.,; 
aged twelve, ciroculously coc ped d" t. - ~r-

serious injury yesterday when liise ont con-
trol ct her rathe1 1 s new Yord tour ng auto~o-
bile nnd plunged dofln two-hW1dred-toot e:::.-
b.:.mkment into n abandoned mine pit in fo's•ench-
town Location. Uiss Emr.ia was tcken to the 
Chippowa Hospital and troutcd for bruises but 
wns released this u.orning. The two boys were 
none the worse ror their harrowing experience. 
The utoaobile was budly dar..:iged nd was re-
ported purch sed by Oliver Biegler, loc l ~£r-
chant, for n undisclosed figure. 11 

Belle kept Paul in bed oll the next day. She hud 7iven up her piano 

lessone nd cpent the day hovering over Paul, naverins between anger ond soli­

citude. It npcnred th t c stcr oil Y-aG n new opocific for ~lungos into mine 

pits. Towards supper time she brou ht. the nowopaper up to his d::irkcnod room 

nlong with a steaming bowl of b~rley broth. Paul hard her quick steps on the 

back stnirs. He lay back and closed his eyes nd held his thin body rigidly 

otill. Belle oarr,c into the room nd stood watching him. Paul cautiously raiae 

one slotted eyelid. Belle stood anxiously peering down ot him with her gray 

eyes. She hastily put down the soup bowl nd held her head close to hie chest. 



Paul held his breath. 110 my God 1" Belle whispc:-ed, clut.cl ing ot his h~nd. 

'' ah-wRh-whD.t 1s the m:ltter, ~om," Poul rmid, blinking his eyes, '' -- huh: -

supper tim!l alrondy? 11 1'Th.'lt stupid, criminal firl, 11 Belle tiaid, roferrins to 

Emma. "I never '17ant to see her «:ivil German .face again as long s I livo1" 

P ul sat up in bed nd proudly road of bis exploit while Belle spooned 

the ucnldi.ng soup into him s though he :nero 'l baby. 11!-io·n•s Fritz?" Paul skod 

between mouthfuls. Fritz wns going to livo. "He w!:ls ever here before break­

fast this r.::orning, 11 Belle said. ''I sent him packi:n~ -- hero, tai<C this broth, 

you -- you adventurer!" 

Olive:· h d boul'!ht ..:d Schwemin'o wrecked car. Oliver nd 'histline Ed 

had arrived at the cine pit together in Doctor Gourrleau1 s lather-flecked 

bugay. l,iss Emma, the rre.1.t bi., beautiful doll, lay crying on a man's co.:t, 

holding her thumb, her blor1do h ir owry, hor great breast.a heaving with her 

sobs. ''Paps -- pnpa," ohc lcopt sn;ying. ''Oh papa -- papa -- pe.pn ••• 11 Sor.:e 

perapiring men were just l oading l oul nd Fi·itz out o! the pit, 1'rom which 

they hnd just tinished c3rrving Emma. ,hietling Cd looked down at hi:.1 weeping 

do.ughtor. Ho held out his hunde nnd bowed his heo.d in o.nguish. "l never \Tant 

to see th~t hstc!ul contraption ng in -- oh, my poor baby -- I -- I'll D&ll the 

god.dam thing for twenty-five dollars -- 1111 -- --" 

111 111 t ... ko it, Ed," Oliver said, walking to th odge o! the pit, a .uint­

ing through na1rowed eyes , figuring out the beat w y to hoist his non c~r to 

the surface. 

Olivor•s eleg nt carrl go, tho rubber tired vehicle with tho long ellip­

tical springs nnd frin od top, tho ono in which ho h d proposod to Belle, 

' finnlly went the ay of tho flnB fixturoa and tho old stoves. In his stormy 

n!!0ct.ions it \ a3 ;-r->mptly replaced by the Ford. .l'he boys were l d to be rid 

of the c rri ge 1d its h teful rner..orics or bleak ana waoted Saturdays opent 

droesing the h rncases, ash1.ne and polishing the cnr1·iago, greasing the axles, 

fillint.• tho lrur;,ps ~ith kcrouene und burnishing the r efluctors. Then there wns 

the grim ceremony of tt.e Sunday drives. 



On oummcr Sunday aftarnocr10 followin dlnne1 Oliver nould eo down to 

th barn and h rn ... e the lively b ys , yello1, fly netting ~nd 11, and d.rivo 

1round to the fr·ont. ot the house under the ohodo of the r owe of t 11 oles he 

h d planted h~n he wa~ a youn • 1r.-:m. If Belle and th1::1 boys were not. r~auy 

nnd :i1tin for hie ho would lean over the sidll of tho sa gin Cilrri go nd 

shout f.or them W1til t.hoy o.rrivc:d. Bulle tiould sit in the ooc.:k . 11 crupe your 

!'Got botoro you get in," Oliver \.<Ould d rkly wurn tho boyu, ~ho did ev-.,rything 

hut genuflect beforo thay bo rdcd thoir !ather•s pride and joy. Thon Oliver 

1ould tou..-:h tho u·vcring rumps or the bays with th t .!.l whip, and whirl 11 

of them nround tho Iron Clif.ts Drivo or t.i1s Cooper ru1d Deer Lake Drive, or 

oomstimes out to uguet Scl,midt' s f r1:1. 

Ol d Sch.-nidt had known Oliver• o p..trents, at1d ho and ulivor· would oit ond 

mnoko and drinl: boor nd ror.dn.:.aco !er houro in Oliver• s halting, rusty German, 

while the boya played in the biv b rn or tostod tho pl ogroos cf old \uguat' s 

.apple orchard. Soect~os Bello no ld pley • nd ail old Ge u airs on the 

parlor oreon. \ hen tho om. bcgu..-, to •. ar.e nd the nigl1Uia11ks begnn to swoop 

they v:ould return hooc, in ~tiff n1 rieid oilence. 1'h& boys wo•;ld gleefully 

wheel the carriage up the rnmp into the dusky b rn and reverently cover it in 

its shroud tor another gala Sunday, while Oliver unh rneeacd nnd fed the bys 

and bcddod them dor.n for tho night. That night, it the boys were really 

unlucky, Belle zr." ei1t initbtc another of her Sund y evening ILuaicnl.es ••• 

E.l.mcr Leosard and t,o o! ~.13 mochanics helped Oliver tug the stricKcn 

Ford pit. Brother Link r, o holpin"' :U::ner in the gill"at3e th t 

eum:::er b11t he w t llowed to 113Si.at in r 1a1nJ t.hu Ford, much t.o hiu relief 

because Oliver :J.waya int 1incd th t non o! hio boys "had \Ulough b: ains t.o 

co e in out of the r· in. 11 Elli:er Bent. to Dotroit for p:irt.s, und in the !..'l"erim 

gave Olivor driving lessons in nother Ford. Tho~ ono Sund y nttornoon ucforc 

Halloween Olivol' , as sitting out in front or the house in the rchnbilit itud 

Model T, hunched over the tiny hoel, we ring, of lJ th~s, p:.lir o! gog les 



cwlishly le_,.ning and ro ring to Belle and the boys to hurry -- "in then me of 

a p:itient a.nd oor·ciful God?" hen Belle co.r.;o out and anw Oliver she h:ld 

nothor or her· laughing opells, ri ht out on the street, ,md Paul h d to run 

nd got her Voricolate pille. 

This ~as Sunday. 

Yes, Sunday, the aay of the spirit, was to Poul the dre ricst dny of 

tho weok, tho time of s pi.ritunl drou ht, wher. dull ritual nd empty fo1m tcok 

the place ot fun and joy nd living. Ho could nov r forget these dr gging, 

colorless Sundnys: Sunday school on Sund y ~ornings iu tho damp b sc ~nt ct 

the Presbyterian church with its atulo cupbo rd sell or thousand !org~tten 

church suppers; the nss 1, wet-lipped evangelistic whine o! old Ur. Vcrlc, the 

Sunday school superintende:snt, so implacably !ir.111 1n tho cunviction of hia own 

so.l.vation, sot natic in his zei.l.l. to ..-:onf"r it. on o~hera; the ehiny tinny­

sounding upright ir.ahogo.ny pltmo, lwny.s out or tune, ~ hich cccoz:-.panicd t.ho 

children• e tiny chante -- "Jesus loves mo, this I lmaa ••• '1 
-- the twin b~ulot1n 

boards on the pealing c lsominod w 11~ .hich reco~dod last week's ottcnd:mce 

and collection, and the 1 oh1 5 1 and 1ah's' tho c~11ldron :iere supposed to emit, 

lwoys with intompor te enthuui om, who:> thir•k's gate roceipto were btgor; 

the intermin blo lessons ccncerning lon~-d~aa peep of a tar lmd ~ho h d 

queer, difficult Hebrew nnn:as, nd who were forever sh clesely 1 bogntt.1ng1 

or.e another; the woe ly copy cf the "I:'orw rd" which the children were aupposed 

tor ad with wild relish d repcrt on the follcwir. Sund y. 

Sund y: The ti.me er gcir.g tc church with Bello ntt sitting for nn od­

loss dre .. ry hour or t:ore listening to Lil". II ywartl, the mfoister, shouti~ nd 

dronine throuch his sermcn 11kc tired ctor, ajs~h r,ing his n tlJ pr paiod 

syllo isme or un ss 11.ablc theC\lC'lgy, 1n wir.tor t.<l th cco panin nt of cl nhing 

team pipes nd hisoing r di tors, it a1l.l!'l'!ler to t.he noioy chir in o und ting 

erioa nnd rich thro t wnrblings of the spnrrown nd robins in the lacy vines 

ond rust.ling treea just outeido the tiltod open st in d gl :,s windows. 



The r.tl.nist.or ol .. ya bog n ~ i" scr ons with ra'.lttcr-or-fact uot tion 

of Bib::Jcal verso. r~u1 vms n ver !oolod by this. "'hen r. H ywnrd would 

"nuao nd atnra at tho con,;rc~ tion. Ho would hol thi st r ing thyroid pnuso 

e lone thnt f ul would wildly fc r thnt tho rrn.n had tnl<en fit, fainting 

~pell, or h d ! 11 n into sudden c tnleptio trance. fhcn, when P ul had 

ab3.ndoncd ll pro pect cf th r.... n's goir , .r o:"\ia.rd, nd ited hopefully .~or Mr. 

V ale to d up and tuk him • 1y, Ur. Ho.yr, t·d lfo:.tl.d :-c;ieat th vorso 1 tnis 

i ar: entirely ct.J1r.ged ccant, und in lowered, sepulchr 1 tone of ·,oice. 

doccit hich 1 y~ ~~de P ul flush ~ith sh e. In this r leo, 

osum d, un.nn.turul cc~nt nd vcice, which somotir.:cs rooo to petulnnt ou~ver, 

ho wo,tld proceed throu,ch the entire sermon, while Pnul slo ly counted tho 

light. bulba 1."l the thr sproatinz brnss ch n<ioJ iers - they alw ys cruno to 

thirty-seven - ret:tl.lied the pipes 1n tho orgn.'"l, the nU!.'lbor o! b ld headn 

pr sent, hi consciouanoes occ sionnlly swirnr"inB up to thA sermon wh n he 

thought th t. "'urely th in in th world c.u.st now b~ cleans d, 11 doubt 

:fin:illy resolvod. "~ow he's goine to uit, •· P ul would think to himself,. 

"·- t' ls tice he's surely goin~ to stop -- hore•s pe chy place for hirn to 

nd l " -- but the n~r to I clock iould he vily bong the noon hour and Ur. 

Hayward would dron o:- nd on, and Pe.ul would dully nder it }Jr. Ha)'\, rd ovor 

washed hi9 ears. 

P uJ. rJ.ght then desperately fa.ll to r ding tho l:lC ori ls on the 

stoined gl se windo-Ns -- "In ,r.e:r:.ory of l!innie Grew rucker., wife, 18.54-1907"" 

- - th!l.t rn do the oor 1 dy !ifty-thr o ~her sh croaked -- and then Bellew uld 

b clraculously pluc ing hir.: to his f_et ror th finn.l hymn. Mr. Haynnrd then 

g vc th bcn diction to th bo.ted c~reg tio~ d would -~,.~~~ ere k on 

el bor te tiptoe., lik st 88 footpad, to t.ho b ck of tho church, Paul :coeking 

idO"ii' ys t hit: in h ad-hn~ in~ r cin tion. During his adagio do,n ~h 

,JXltched rod-c rpctod 1alo th choir put brief rnunical sonl upor, the Jtinia­

ter •a words. Then Mrs. Vivi n ould boo out wild music on the orgon, much to 



Paul's delight. ichen it wao tiil:.o to no, this ,ts tho ono tiine he ~anted to 

etay and listen. The released cangrog~tion ouddenly reownod lifo once gin, 

j11St as though nothing had ho.ppened, ·nd Ghook ho.nds and chltted with one 

another ond gradually ai!ted out past poor tjrod Mr. H yward, h1gg~rd nd 

cpcnt from his splritual labors, ohnkinc; hi~ licp moist hand, congratulating 

him on hin sormon, cnquirinc ftcr llro. Huynard fil'ld the o. dlose rocd of 

little Hoyr:nrds who lived in tho little rnortg,1Bod oonGe at the top of Blucbe1·ry 

Hill. 

11lcy, how you've ,rown., Lincoln, 11 lir. Hey,n.rd would soy to Pnul, contus­

ing him with hie brother Link, t.aking his s111ll hsnd ,_nd gently passing him 

toward the exit. 11.L!ro. Bicglor, it I a so good to aoc you vri th u3 og in t.his 

Sunday. Oh, thank you -- ye,s - why J!l•a. Davis -· --" and Po.ul would eutldcnly 

be out in tho clean open ir, troo cnce o.ea.in, tichting the so.1tish ir..pulso to 

shout nnd yell and whistle and lo~p high • nt,o the nir ••• 

Sol!:Stimes the usual Sund y tedium of churcr. would cc rcliovod by 

visiting m1eisicnnry, usually o. gnunt, hungry rl'IW", with blc: zing, v .. ::,ion1-.r} 

eyes, who h!ld spent. years in thci for East. OenorelJy trero was a t..ircd little 

wif o who hovered And BIT'ilod in tho background, p::tiently herding thei!· chil­

dren, who wer~ dressed in the h~bitn of the distant place trom which they h d 

come. Tho missionary would invo.riobly have lantern slidos shov1ing "our ZT.l.!l3ion 

ary hand uartors in Canton" or somo exotic place., nd the throngs cf convcts: 

graceful lndio.ns, wound in y rds of cloth, tlin, staring Chinese, rnd doll-like 

hobbling, innocent-faced little Jopnnoso - all so quint nd harulcca -- who 

had flocked to enlist under t.h6 b~nner of the Lord. To Pnul there '"as a: gic 

in thceo pictures. 

The shO?Jifl8 o! tho slides would be cd)ollished with running comment of 

~~ 
antiseptic humor by the irissionury. ''That's little Fan nd his oother g'>ing 

to Sundo.y School l Hem would you like to coc~ to church on zour mrunn• o b ck? 

Hoh, heh, heh ••• " Pnul would &1-unce ot Bolle ond try to picturo her toting him 



u.p Blueber1•y Hill, hio skinny 1-gs drag~· ng on the •round. rhen the shutter 

wculd finally click, tho elm.re ch ndeliors ive out their coppery glo 1. There 

,s:ould bo 1 speci .l pr yer, thon, followed by spec:\. l offering -- tsken uo by 

th mi5sion ry'& sci.perin~ children -- ta c·rry on the work of thoso who 

br u~ht His or t th lost nd bcni hted cf those! rand distililt l nda. Paul 

Ther w o dry l.Ild du~ty povort;, 11bC'ut these Sund:'yo that tilled Poul 

with d's~ y rd stirrod ln h16 ycung heart a rowln· doubt that in this de d 

and joyleos ritunl l y thew y to celebrate the stirring, s~ful, tragic legend 

of Jooue, t.h gcmt.l "c.n ot God.. ThJee chw·ch ren wore ro!ession le, he felt, 

I 
I Tho hrd helped to nnot to the lord nnd 11 hia works, nd l<ho quietly created 

the i.C',p:-cosicn th t Uc:• h d ,m "in" with H:l.m~ th t they h d known Hio Clan nd 

boy, th t H wno ·1 oort or l'.lpiritu 1 Sant. Cl us nho would rcmor..ber the good 

little boys nnd irls •.• Yes, th t aomchow they were pr ctically lodgo brothers, 

nd if you p..'.lid our ues re"'ul rly d didn ti:. miss too mnny meetings mind y u, 

why, they would "fix it uo11 to rcvo l Him to you. lt wus all vory corrfy nd 

cozy ind, Puul felt even then, just a little obscene. Ho never expressed 

these views to Belle. Ho sensed how ncco:3ea111. to her wao her r ith, nd how 

cruelly his cls~ivings would have hurt her. 



CHAP!'ER 10. 

Oliver's warehouse on Canada Street was one of those fated structures 

which abound in the small ta.vns of America, in which no enterprise ever suc­

ceeded. There waa n "hant" on the rlace, and insolvency and de.,pair was the 

portion of 1my optimistic eoul who aoueht to dispute it. For yc~rs Oliver 

had been trying vainly to get e tenant in the Flace who could continue to pny 

his rent after the firot month. Oliver enjoyed the heady feeling of being a 

landlord. nd it gave him an opportunity to use the jealous knowledge of 

higher educution he had gained in Uilwaukee years before: his course in 

double-entry bookkeeping. Oliver kept an e:.aborate set of books, recording 

the minutest transactions in his beautiful copperplate handwriting. uTo 

:16s.I·tin Hallgren - one seccond hand slay for farm ••••••••••••••••••••• •w4• 75." 

The olct two-ator·y frame building had been built by Paul's gr~ndfather 

Biegler years oefore as a storage place for his beer. GrD.Ildpa Biegler had 

lived but a year o:r so after it wab ccmplcted. He was the first of a long 

procession o! occup.:ints. The warehouse had a damp and moldy :,tone-walled 

basement uith a stone floor. 'l'he ground floor had a large work room in f:•ont., 

and in the I-ear there ,·ras a series of flimsily partitioned rooms, .u;o:-e like 

cages or coops. '£he front v,ork room was lighted by a rippling expanse ot 

pigeon-stained ~indows covering the entire front from the ceiling to the floor 

1 and broken only by tall nal'row double-doors in the middle. There was a slid­

ing side door in the alleyway ll.Dd wide double-doors in the rear opening out 

into the barnyard beyond which stood Oliver's horscbarn. The upstairs was a 

storage room, which Oliver never rented with the r~st of the buildings, and 

which he kept fanatically barred and locked from prying tenants. This loft 

was a place of creaking pine rafters and fluttering pigeons. Tho three floors 

were joined by a partitioned great-wheeled elevator ihich ran through the 

center of the building and \'las operated by hand with an endless rope. 

fhis jealously guarded upstair3 was packed to the rafters with a most 

curious assort~ent of articles. There were piles of used lumber: planks o.nd 



laths nnd old flooring with the nails atill in then; old cnrpeta r.nd rnt.ttross­

c~ and bod-sprinr.;e • .,.coree of cic r box.ea ot rusty nuile and screws, old I.eye 

and waohere and broken locke, each duly lnbclled by Oliver in blue c;.ayon; 

old !un1iture 6nd hea ing barrcla or dusty diPJhc~ and pewter from th home of 

C,liver' s par nts.; bntt.cred and b~'lgin t t~c.-!.ull o old clot-hin5 ld" letters 

, in fa.ded hn.ndrrit ng; u J)GCkint- csse of Uncle Kerl' f1 photor,raphic equipment; 

en old clam1od and loather-b~und Ger~~ Bible which woighed nl.n.oot as much 

ue Paul. There wore odds and ends fro~ tho brewery und obnolcte so.loon fix­

tures, varioua tanka, meters and velvoo, copper vats and an cld pool table, a 

rack of tipless cue~, beor pumps, rlscollaneous table~ ;;..~d chnirs, chunde-

l:tero . • • 

From thd cobwebbed rafters danwlcd & dozen or rrore large Alsskw, kero­

sene lar.1ps which formerly adorned tho brewery and SD.loon, nnd paih pa.1·tly 

fill d with hardened int lert by a former tenont.. There \f.'J.8 a rusty r1eight-

lifting ctine !ro.":l the nalo Oliver could once ring its b~ll with cne 

arm -- and also n kerooene-lighted enrly 3lot tr.aah1ne or picture views o!. 

"Paris at Night." Paul'o brothers had lone since pilfered the pictures of 

the tine plump ladies. There wae n 1·ow of olrl wooden wall telephones each n 

yard hi&h, and a pile of tooostoncs, both l ~rt by former tenante. Tho list 

was endless. There was even a dust- covered racing sulky with ha1d-rubbor 

tires, a memento of th dti~ r.her1 Oliver used to ra<!e • t the County Fo~r. over 

oll of this ,ilent musoum lny a thick covering of dust mlneled with pigeon 

droppings. 
~ 

This w~s the building tor which Oliver endlessly sLovc to !ind G 
A 

paying tenant . •• 

11This here place is centrally locnted, 11 Oliver would eoy to eome hap­

lcoe prospective tenant, as they pror.led abcut the warehouse, ropinB ther..:Jelvea 

u. nnd dO'tn the olevnt.or, pok5Jl_g about the smelly dozn? baso""r.mt. Paul hur~ in 

the bnckground to watch tho tamillar ritual. "An' it's nice und clooe to the 

railroud trocks, too," Oliver would odd. And :indeed it waa. Ir it ,e:r·o any 



closer to the railroad tracks Paul wns sure it would have been run over. The 

bu:.ldir: g shuddered to the fo\llldation:J with every passing train. 

'hen he wns trying to rent the J~ace Olivet becal!e as gentle ~nd full 

of guile afl an artful 'WO?nan. He would grow falsely pensiv ... , drawing th palm 

of hiti big h~.d er hi chin, dubiously ohaking his head, arawing do~n his 

louer lip, blbklng his eyeis. Paul was held in .., ,dnd of thra.11. "But I 

sorta hate to l"?t the pl nee go again. 11 Chuck) ing. 11You ::iee - hA1 l - I got 

all my tools and ;,oods paraphern~ia here." Serious ..... gainJ shc..K:i:ng hir. head. 

"?lo-c-o- I suess I can't • • . " Paul bri htened. It looked like the deal v:as 

off. Th. .... n ;,i. ..... .:a .,i.:.L tu<: ,udden noto or fir:r: r.,,solution, .. s-uare and manly 
a-~.: ~~~~ ~4'U~ _,.._,,.:~~-

lift ol' th h ... ~a . A. !....ou~~-{ of this childish inoociaion. "l '11 t1:,ll you what, 

man -- I ~houldn't do it, but 1'11 let you have it l .Hell, I'll move my tnings 

again just to help you out, friend. Here -- 1 got a little lease all 

drawn up. 1' Softly. 11 iha.t de you say?11 It si::emed almost a shair.e for a tenant 

to tnl~e advoot.go of vlivvr. Yet ~o gentlc:nan could rcelst this g~nerous 

sacrifice. !t had become a. poiut of honor. 11 hat do you say, man?'' 

At this junctur_ Cliv-r would produce a ninety-nine- year leaoe which 

he had p~infully typed out with one finger at bis deok down at the saloon on 

an ancient machine which lVSB tho r,..siduary legc.cy of a former tennnt of thd 

warehouse. Thie typewriter atru:kTered, autoillatically repeating each letter in 

an engaging lavendar .ink. But Oliver did not seem to mind. Paul thought 

thnt perhaps 01.:.var hop d the document would thereby be doubly binding. "You 

sign on that there line thera, 11 Oliver ould aay, professionally pointing at 

the lease he had coried out of Maitla.nc.l's 11Every Man His Own Lawy-er. 11 Oliver 

had a deep di~trust of all attorneys - - "bloody connivers" he called ther.1 -

and would pit his Maitlan against the Supreae Court itself, any day in the 

week. Paul oncG estimated that if all of the ninety- nine-year leases which 

had been out en the pluce 'fiere laid end !or end that the milleniwn could not 

be tar behind. It was a !hastly thought ••• 



Paul wa:tt d in quiet awe, watchine t,he master at work. The helpl eaa 

prospect would stand starir.g clC7.7n at (,liver's lo.vendar lcusc. Paul held hie 

breath, whispering over :;.nd over to himself, "Don' t sign, don't ::::ign, :,ou 

poor !ool ••• Don ' t you knO\T you ' ll go broke ..• Tho place ic bCi7itchcd ••• It ' ll 

mcal'i n~ noL -to move l 1.hAs loody junk gc1 n -- - Oh, the , h"'' s 

signing jt ••• Oh Lord, there ,00:3 another· on~ • •• 11 O~ivcr would triUIJphantly 

fold tho leo..se and r:ut it av.;:;y an ohak.:, hands with his new tenant. "l'm 

tellin1 you - you're gottin' u re3l bargain, mister. llico an• close to the 

tracks nn' ever1 thin'.••" Paul thought it \Y a unfair, it was rw match, that 

somehow a. black form of hypnosis entered in these transacti ons. This ceremony 

of the ninety- nine-year leas~ ~as virtually a semi-annual affair. 

The old warehouse rr.ut.c.!.y bore the evidences of the host of tenants who 

had brieny roosted there. \:iett'ully hopeful plumbers, blacksmiths, fuel 

dealers, feed merchants, horse traders - once oven a local telephone company 

and a travelling ovane.:_:st had pauecd there. Their number was legion. The 

place :::till otank fr0m the rotten apples abandoned b;r a disconsolate fruit 

merchant who had f:nnlly fled Chippewu with hia pretty blonde book.ke~per. 

Since he nae a married man with a l4rge brood of children, tho authorities 

hnd been cbliz:;ed to bring him ba~k. Oliver appcal"ed as a witness down at 

Circuit Court and joyously tcotifiod against the unhappy man. Paul wondered 

if tho blonde bookkeeper ~ight not have had something to do with it. Oliver 

was ever a solicitouo lo.ndlord .•• The walls of the warehouse were bedizened 

with gr eat gobs of pnint left by a partr.eranip of bankrupt decorators. They 

had also left a la.rge farewell sign p:iiuted on the wall inviting their land­

lord to go to hell. 110. Bicglar can go plumb to Hell!" Oliver, in lfild 

rage, had in turn painted this over inn mottled robin's egg blue. The up­

stairs floor eroaned t1ith the ,eight of the brownstone tombstones left by a 

defunct monument company. One of these druo red stones, a little marker with 

a child' s head carved on it, read sirr.ply ttraul . " In bed at night Paul indulged 

in dark speculations on the reasons why Oliver kept it ••• 



"fl.en th- desperate ten!lJlts Juld finally nbandon the warehouse, jump­

ing the lc~se, 1 avins ninety- i ht or core yearn o! th~ t rm da glin6 in 

midair, the.• were um.:tlly so deop in Oli•,er' s debt, so eager to get hence 

fro:n the d" und malodoro~D building, so fill c w.:.th b_ack dc3pair, th~t 

they usually ct al manne of z 

war refugoc:3 flee..:.n before an o.,.vru clng e amy. D,v somo wicanny inst.:.nct 

Oliver had these wild fllghts timed to t.hu oay, oft.en to the very hour. 

tt8 Oliver 6enaod tltat anothez· beautiful hndlord and tenant relation-

ship was draw~ng to a close, he ~ould employ various diabolical shifts and 

:r:·uses to hasten tht, evacuation, In this way more loot wae apt to be loft 

behind. One of hiD favorite stratagems, as the zero hour approached, was to 

dispatch some sad- eyed barfly from the aaloon up to the warehouse to casually 

drop the ~ord that Oliver had left that morning to spend the day at c~p. "But 
ll 

he belongs to be gettin I back now .rr.ost anytime before d·1r1<, k woula add. ·This 

last bit of intelligence was vital to create confusion and the need 1or haste, 

After planting these a:i.nister seeds tht3 barfly would leave. His departure 

would invariably be followed by a wild and hurried final exit from the pre~ 

ises, the frantic tenant usually trying to remove all of his possessions in 

one groaning drayload on ~ornishman Benny Gobb1 s dray. 

In the meantime Oliver would be waiting down at the saloon, pacing up 

and down, peer:.1.ng out tho alley door, getting periodic bulletins on the course 

of the retreat from his boozy accOll\plice. Aln::ost before the harried tenant 

had rounaed the corner of rilford's Drug Store on Uain and Canada Streets, 
~ • ..A'-M~ ~ ~ ~~~,/ 

rOlivcr~ecend~n-t~e place, invoking some mysterious provision of his 

lease, putting new secondhand locks on nil the doors, and gleefully appropriat­

ing everythii g that haa been lei't behind. Paul !elr, certain that Olivar enjoy­

ed gathering in this miscellaneous swag infinitely more than he ever did re­

ceiving his regular rent paymente. Oliver would stride about the littered and 

deserted place, poking into boxes, peering in draNers and cubbyholes, grunting 



and ahing over e.o.ch new surprise. 11lly, my - n nice new cribbage bon1d nn ' 

a deck of cardn l An' poker ch· P£ l No nonder that thero la.z:r b stm-d failed 

- - sett in• around on his fat prnt a).l d~y playin I cards 1 Ah - - look what lie 

hc..ve hcre . . . 11 

There il al,-aya ~hi thrill of aieeovdry, of tm xpeetetl treaoure, like 

the time the Chippewa Monument Works had left behind the ehastly ro, of tomb­

~tones. Oliver had gloated over them like a ghoul. It was ttis srute estnb-

11shment. t.ht.t h d forsal t.,n tho otutterinG typeviriter, along r.-ith t;ox s fllll 

of •Jnused pads of gummed order blankn fc ... tombstonl.)s, all in triplicat@, first 

on 'lihite paper, tlJcn pale green, then pin\.. All thz-ough t.hu 101,ex· gracco in 

uchool Pncl h ... d been oblit;cd to use tho backs of these hateful order blanks 

1n place of tablets. 01.:ver had pt.t Ml inventor') value on ,.,...,ch J\'31.. enc! de.lee 

them out to Paul, 1:,ix at t time, :,crupuJ.ously crediting the trarisaction to 

this a.."lcient rent ccount in his doublc- 1:.ntry boo:\e. 011' er w ... s not going to 

be hoh:tcd or t.he pet rd of bis own lease, dc~pite tho f_ct that the poor 

flo.m .monW!lt'r,t men ~ere probably long sinco olceping under their last tomb­

stone. There \ere stilJ a few of ~he pads left -- but one afternocn just th­

fo.11 before in seventh grade Paul had final!.y foreeworn using them e:e::· again. 

It had come ~bout this r.ay: Paul-was sitting ~thi s desk in school. It 

a late study period, and noa.tly tin- for schocl to 1 t out . He had been 

draw r.g picture3 on one of his pade, as he Olten did. This ti.n:.e it ,a~ a 

picture of the South Camp. He turned the pad over and eY.a.mineci the printing 

on the blanks os he had dono ccorco of time~. Musing over the blank he idly 

fell to filling out one or the tomstone order blanks to fit his school teach­

I er, sweet, tired lii6s Lindquist, of whom hews very fond. He had subcon-

sciously chosen her, simply because she was standing up there i.~ front or him. 

I t helped to pa.so the time and was more fun than studying. Paul war.'.lled to 

his tnsk, filling in co.ch blank sp.11ce. "N ~. 1 Karen Lindquist 1 ; DATB OF 

DEATH : ' October 2nd' ; DTE OP BlttTH: 1 Xhe Lord lrnows, beine her chil dhood con­

temporary, but Ho won ' t tell' ; TYPE CF llOh'Ul.fd-JT: •Consult LV ol d man, the 



used~ ~h:ppor1a•; ~l• c? :'Ill'.! r, •one that will b sure to hold 

the old ;:;:i.rl doc•; .. S';.i,H1'I1,,;!,: 'Here li0s a m!llden las.,, Sh3 never h<td a 

-- '11 

:;":o n:uch Paul had t rittcn, ab::;orbed in his idle co:nposition, oblivious 

that Miss :ind:juist had silent y paddo ~cund t.h room 1JI1d stood behind him, 

rondi..~g the glowinu specificationu of her cwn tomstone over his ohoulrler. There 

was a strL.nJled 1roa.n, and Paul heeled about to s<Je llias Lindquiat, gro .. n 

deathly pale, supportir.g herself bet 1een t o de:; .o. She otored dom t Paul 

with bright horrified eyes, aa though he were a r eptile, a feeling about hi.l:­

sclf which he quickly shared ith her. She tottered .... nd suemed about to 

colla.psc. 

d reacring out Lo 

as~ist he.c-. He wildly feertd that the tombstone 01der .might not be in vain. 

11lJc11' t touch t..1e 11• l.'.i.!ls Lindquit;t shrilled, ahrinking a"llay fror.: h~ as from o 

leper. 11You -- you monstrous youth ... Oh, ho,, cotl.ld you ac thio tc me ••• And 

-- and su1.;h a & ,eet good m- mott.er, too .• • n 'rhe etn.cken o:t:0n hau finally 

fo•md relit.,f in tears. Paul ' s r.isery 'l".~:s bcundless . The dismissal b~ll sound­

ed in th~ co1ridor, and ?!iss Lir.dquiat vaguely w ~ed th- b~~ildcred children 

out of the room. She still stood 1eepin3 by raul' s aesk. Faul hung back, 

burning Ylith sbruno, an:i then hu.rriod from the classroom. Fritz was waiting 

for him in tho hall, hi:.i pale blue eye:s round and staring with curiosity. 

11Hull y gee, folly, l'<tlat did you de? - - goose her ~.ith your jack- knife?' 

Pa•J.l. fought a hysterical iir.p11lse to shout and Y1hinny and leap and 

swear - and oven to go ba~k in th~ room ona do just what Fritz had feared he 

might hav~ done. '"his wee thi:: end - nhy held back non ••• He thrust the fate­

ful tombstone order at Fritz. Fritz's eyes bulged as he read on. 110h rey 

gawd, Polly," he nhLp.:red, 11shc didn 1 .., r ead this l Oh r:zy- gawd ••• 11 Paul nodded 

his h'3ad, pursine his lip.s tirlhtly, seeking to control him.self. Little eusts 

and blurts of laughter constricted his bowels and welled up his throat and 



beat against his pressed lips. Paul fear d ho was goine to ~ct ne of Belle1 3 

helpless lSJ.ughin "pall-, ·nd this very !er ee ed to ndd sort of mac bre 

conedy to ._ he situat"-on. 

lli.se Lin1nulst slo l~ c~::ic out of her roon, wearine her wraps and dab-

bing her red oyeo wit.h a knotted wet h rch ef. Fritz 11--ently faded 

down tho halh, .'. raul I t.encher otood in the dusky corridor, staring dully 

at Paul., snit.fl· ne, fi..;hting b.,,.k her tears. n , iap of damp liril.Y hr . .:.r hung 

down his forehead. ll th la11-hter drained !'ram Paul in 3Il instunt. l!iss 

Lindquist looked so lo.st c..,cl .forlorn that h-:! wnntcd tc thrc\.1 I.is arms about 

her a.nct cry with her. In a f'ltiflh of perception he saw her aa one or the 

brave proceaeion of unBelfish w0ruen, tho school tea~hers of tho world: love­

less, lonely, rd:mnd,:rstcod; aensitive, pat.:.cnt, intelligent; often blruncri 

for faults which inhered in o creah.:..ng educational system and not in them; 

conntantly p~ylng the price of spinsterhood, not <.lospito but oecause or thoir 

very pride and superior cndoz.nts; patiently guiding nd developing the 

children or lesser wnmtm who hn.""pcnod to be .coro adroit after dark; lavishing 

on the ungrnteful brats of theso other v,o~en their starved and thrmrted 

affectiors •• • All of thos3 things rrnopt over Faul in u wnve of underotunding. 

He had never before in his life ±'elt such "ympathy and humility -- and auch 

abject shame ••• 

110h tllss L.:.ndq:iist, 11 Paul hen.rd himnolf snying inn croaking voicu that 

didn't sow1d lik his mm, 11.t'roc the bottom of my heart I ao oorry for what I 

did. ••• Please believe roo that it wea entire~ ... thcughtles:s I -- I didn 1t 

realize ••• • Peul stoppa<i, the nerds clogging in his throat. He knew whe.t ho 

wanted to say but he c .ula not aRy it. He :.mpuleively clutched at her hand 

and held it. "Next to my mother, Hiss Lindquist - I think you I re one ot the 

f .i..nest lad::.es I ever kn(,'1'f. Honest. cross my heart, lli.ss Lindquist .•. 11 Then 

Paul turnerl an'l bl:'l.ndly ran out of the school, Fritz falling in beRide him. 

Paul did not stop running. The ho l>oys rara o.11 the way do,,ntown to the cigar 



shop. Paul wruitcd to laugh nd ho vmntod t cry. On the . aj to Bernie•~ 

shop Paul pledged Fritz to blacl secrcc:. The n.}ct, d y l!iso Lindquist ncttd 

as thou!"!, nothing had over harpenecl. She even nodded v.nd S!t'.iled brigtt~ y c.t 

Pa1tl. when sh saw him come in th n xt, mornin_s rith M ... new 'lir!.tinL ta.blot. 



T H E B U R N I N G ~ A it T H 

f1ovel By 

ROBlliT TRAVER 

"Those who cannot re ember the past ore condemned to repeat it. 11 

-- O orge Santayana. 



The .P9litici no in Con ress huffed ond puffed 6:nd bl through their 

whiskers -- and offered !.U.chigan the u. P. s n compror.lise. Michigan was cut 

to the quiok. The Upper Peninsula l Thnt howling wilderness of snow nnd cold 1 

hy, it wnsn•t even physically attached to Michigan -- look nt the str its ot 

Mackinac which eseparatcd the two1 \ny\fay, gentlemen, our fine n ighbor, 

isconein, lrcndy owns tho U. P. Perish th sordid thought. 

But, nlae! Congress discovered th t isconein as delight d to aban­

don its foundling on LU.ehisc.n's doorstep. Michig n ruefully concludod that 

it wanted statehood more than tho -coveted Ohio strip, ao \'.hen Uichigon was 

finally admitted to the Union 1n 1837 she found th t eho possessed -- iter­

olly ns a political afterthought -- a three-hundred-odd-mil -lonn p ndage 

nttnchod to the northern tip of her mitt n -- the Upper Peninsula of W.chigan. 

The lusty young state ot Mich1Ban determined to ooke the beat of a 

b-0.d bargoin. She would look and see what was on this d ed Peninsula. hat 

w s there to these ancient rumors of copper and iron depooits In 1841 a 

youn st tc geolo 1st called Douglass Houghton was sent North, followins the 

old lndinn tr ils, nd during the next three years he discovered 1 1ge de­

posits or copper 1n the Lake Superior region. In 1844 n survoyor called 

,Uliam Burt observed his cocpass making rro.ntic gyr tions ns he and his 

party st.ood on a lofty peninsula hill near whnt l.nter b can:e ?Jegaunee. Sur­

veyor Bu.rt nodded at his companions. Only the presence of iron could ccount 

!or that phenomenon. 

Tho following yo r anot.bor roup or explorers came to the Lake sup rior 

distr·ict to locate an iron mine or. Burt I s magnetic hill. fter fl'. ntic search 

tho party could find neither the hill nor the iron. A runner w a then oent 

to L'Anse to get ~nrji Gesick, chief or the Chipp was living there. This old 

Indian, somotir.es cnlled Chief Kobogwn, was reputed to know ev ry toot of the 

territory. Kobogw:i returned with th runner and, o.t'tor a prelicin ry powwow 

and cxchongo of gifts at the explorers' car:1p t the ;outb or th iver du Uort 

on L ke Superior, Kobo wr. led thElnl inland to Teal Lak . Th nee he tuin d eout 
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and climbed the remarkable iron bluff which William Burt had crossed the pre­

vious year. The party stood on a moWltain of solid iron ore. "Herel" old 

Kobogum said in Indian. Chief Koboiwn returned to his tribe and his three 

wives at L'Anse, bearing his gifts, and the white men founded the Jackson 

Mine, the earliest ot the Peninsula's fabulous iron mines. 

So after countless brooding centuries, the first of the Peninsula's 

rich copper and iron deposits had been found. ~ore discoveries followed in 

quick succession. Michigan's fathers broached a cask of rum. and congratulated 

themselvee on their wisdom, their acute vision. That ancient Cinderella o! 

the North, tho Upper Peninsula, had at last been found by her dream prince1 

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 hum. If worst came to worst she could always conjure up a 

new ice sheet or two. But first she really must go West and investigate the 

intriguing possibilities or these dust storms. That was a new wrinkle. The 

Peninsula could wait a bit. Nature could bide her tiree ••• 



and climbed the remarkable iron bluff which illinm Burt lnd crossed the pre­

vious your. The party stood on n mountain of solid iron ore. 11Hero111 old 

Kobo w:i enid in Indian. Chier Kobo l1r:l r turned t.o hie three ivos and the 

r ants or hio tribe ot L'Anse, bonring hie gifts, nd th hito men f ounded 

the Jackson J.Une, th enr iest of the Peninsula's fabulous iron mines. 

So aft~r countless broodin centuries, the first of the Peninsula's 

rich copper nd iron depoeit hod been fou.~d. More discoveries followed in 

ouiok succession. Michigan's t tbers broached a cask of r nnd con ratul ted 

th mselvos on th ir dom, th ir cute vision. That ancient Cinderella of 

tho North, the Upper Peninsula, hnd at last boen found by her dream prince! 

Nature compressed her thin lips, scil d wryly, then shrugged nd turned 

away. After all she h d kept her secret long, long tice. How a.any million 

years was it? Ho hum . . I! worst carte to worot she could olwoys conjure u a 

new ice sheet or two. But firet sh really ffiUst go est nd inveetig to the 

intriguing possibilities or those dust storms. That w.1s a new rrinkle. The 

Peninsula could wait bit. Doture could bide her time ••• 



It v.a su por ti.o. 0Ut3ide 1t. s rk, windy t 11 n1 ht. Oliver 

and five of th beys wero a t d round the long dinln -roo t bl. There 

was on e pty pl ce -- tho chrlr of Lincoln, tho qui t on ; ho o l te. p ul 

et in his junior hi h ch ir, nD usu 1 on hi father's le!t, n xt to the 

chill'ney- oi hin di in -room stove. P ul could smell clov son hio f ther•a 

bre th. ith her bound1n, ,race, red-f ced nd h d brou ht 1n the boiled 

dinner, and Oliver nd tho boys er e ti in stony sil nco. trovoutly ll 

or th boyll iohcd thct I 1ncoln uould st y y until Oliver had finished 

au per ond r turned to. the saloon. The there was th f cll1 r click or the 

kitchen door, th r ttlc of tho loose p!lnD, th h1Gh ot clothing c refully 

I ung on th r ck over th ood.bo::c, and Lir coln slipp d into his s t. t t.he 

t ble, h1o r y yoa fixed on his pty pl te. 

1th terribl cnl.m Oliv r tun.ed nd lane du t th old O th Tho e 

cloc. His lowor lip beg n to pout, the blister on it turn d ottled d'lrk 

purple. Th boyo h d iv n up ny prot.ense or tin . Th ir food cgod 

th . Thoy oiroply et ar.d it d. Bieeler- ia d h d ui tly locked 

herself in her b droOtl off th kitchen. '' y vill rry el nox• veok1n p ul 

he rd tho 1n ido door lock of her bedroOl:i softly clic. Th t nsenoss h d 

whipped his perc t ns to an unc my cut ness. Th boy it d !or Oliver 

to po l·. or :is this to be one of those ~ul oilcnt ocenes·. P ul s t in an 

nBony or 'ti reness or 1 pendin, disaster. Here -- it , s co 1ng ... 

Oliv r h d put dcnm his kni.fe nd !orl. so th t t.hey sl nted off t.he 

edge or his pl tc. ith hia big hands ho pushed hie ch ir bac.. n circled 

th table. He stood over bject, nwbed Lincoln. Joul h ld tie br th, his 

throat w s dry lllld constrict d, h .:mt d to sw·.l.low. Thun Oliver r is d hie 

hsnd n struck I 1ncoln tlueh o th~ r c with th b c ot is h d . Li coln 

reeled fro lho blo, then rocovcr d nd looked up aw1ftly, briefly, t P ul. 

Their eyes flickered in ut .d.sery -- th r h d t.l y be-n m inarticul t 

bond b tween the. Lincoln's chc k h d turn d p Mchy reenish- hitc p:u.lor 



Boll rried Oliver on Midsummer's Day in St. X vior•s church. The 

coro.:cny aa blessed by F ther Keul, nd Oliver took his r usic-t chcr to his 

bi rr o house on H mat1t.e streot and told his three youn sons, "Here is 

your net: cother. 11 The1 h d stood and stared t her. ed-he ded Gre ory h d 

burst out. crying. The followin M rch Belle presented Oliver \id.th tb it first 

son. Gr ndpa Fr lei.ah, th seed ea.lea n, h d fou.ght in th Civil r, nd 

had been prisoner in notorious nderso~v1llo prison. Sot fi.lst child 

w s Lincoln. In less than two ya rs ichol a was born. Th t ppropri tely 

took csre or the eoory of Orn po. Nichols Bieler, the brower. Then had 

followed K t.herinc" the littlo irl ho h d ied of "c nvulsions" while teeth­

ing. Thon Belle h d one to Chic go rdler Doctor urphy r ovod her left 

bre st; cnncer of tho br st, he o id it w s. On her return Doctor Gourdoau 

insist d th t she h ve oopar te bedroo nd not to h v, under G.nY circun:­

st nccs, nother chUd. en Poul c s ll.l.ong, Doctor Gourdo u w s b aide 

himself with r go. 

110 t •ulkin brute -- d t •uge Gerc:ix beast -- I tol• you' should 

•nve wan bees t•raohin' I" he said, !l shin his d rk French eyes. 

It wns se tmcnt l¥hich P ul • s to w wly sh r with him many tilI:os 



to diecovor tt·t le h d been di:d.tt dirt 

ddy, th princi 1 of .tidr; tr et. chool. 'I 

u .. u l shoe { d nd ... uI pr _t1ed 

, i to th root: or iae 

o, I paeoedl 11 ho 

houted, ~ vin hi 'pro tion c rd'' th t lne Juno d y. But he s von reore 

r ti 'ied t thi cvide~co o! udva.ncing nhood. ul .. •Jd.oua to row up 

fort.hr er o.csons: H ·nt d to be bl to ply 1th his older broth ro; ho 

mtod to be • n like 011 vcr; ::.nd h nted t b er t riter 

lik J os Cliv r Curwood. 

Thor s e ed little prosp ct th t r.y of t..h oc h t ens r.ould soon be 

ro lizod. 

and his thin 

like the st 

n lin, b1 -~yod ycun ,tor, o 11-bon d liko llo, 

s nd s1 indl y l D, in t.hoi:r cor urot ic < 1 boc rs, loo d 

old Pt. Lyonc• cl y pips. He lso h "'o . kidneys, cillrl 

still occ sion ly wet th b d t ni tt. condition 1uhich Boll ru fu .ly l y, 

lik tho it ict to in hie chool books, to ~is rly bout with alcohol. 

Bello eo ht to use hitil s al.kine l bor tcry fo1 her 1 t.eGt he 1th con-

coot ions -- '11 other• e got to put some fl eh on your poor little bon s, son" 

-- nd she once V\Jn tried to persu de Oliver to buy o t. ~ho h d just 

read n illuetr tod newspaper ccowit. in "The Iron Qre11 of ll5-Y'- r-old 

Turk who h d got that y !ro drinhing nd tir. v st uant1ti s of oat's 

millt ind cheeeo. ftcr otudyin th icturo o! th voner blo Turk, P ul a 
(; 

for ono hwr~ly r tetul to h r hia t ther•s thwt r us no. 
/\ 

'You re d too ch, oon, 11 B ll ,ould s y t.o him canst ntly, nd it 

w s prob bly true. Too .uch, th tis, but not al ys too ell. Lon go ul 

h d re d 11 of the BrO"mie Books, the Billy :hi.,kcra series, nd ev xy book 

off 1ry talos in the Cbippew Come lo Libr ry. 1 ndrew C rne ie•a libr ry!" 

Oliver would roll hi9 eyes nd out, bin el vioh dmircr of dy noose-

velt nd is bi stick. 11out ct ll th millions of tons of ore he too~ out 

of this bloody tow, th t's the only oddru:l thine h 



Pllul hud roped throu h Hor tio lgcr until h thou ht th .. .. o:r. 

BJ:eCi 1 d otiny l y he d for his littl GChool~tos ho 010 n cort in ind 

or cloth s -- cloth a th t re "thrc dbaro but cl ... n nd ne tly p.-1t.chcd. 1 

ovorty boc th old am•i fl'o whl.ch l .. mbition flowed... Hie 

t:n bby ochoo n; tcs, P u1 concludad, wer·c 11 hellb nt tor r.-..'.l.rry1r. the boss's 

d u •ht r n ttin lectt,d to Con reec p: os ct which ven th n left 

r ul uit cold. l'he h d oo th s e cf To SY.itt nd hie dv nt.uros with 

.rtlsccll noouo gi nt, t t stic inventions nd inf rn 1 chineo, which ran 

into rn y volur:: s. or id th roonine liora.ry shelves devoted to the check­

ered b ~hood of ~ho tover Boys esc pe hi~ -- Dick, T nd erioue­

rninrlcd Dick e th oldest, nd timel. ssly in love -- in pure, gle cout 

sort of w y -- with curiously sexless ere turo n$med Dor Stanhope. The 

brothero over ad little Dor were const nt.ly bing h rried ~db dgered by 

th diabolical chin tiors or hull~ c lied D n Baxter, bly eaiated by a 

"toody11 whoso n ,a h d tin lly sc pod P ul. Thel'o wore so r.: ny ..• 

P ul wnded throu h tho opium dre s of Jules Verne nd g lded v rsion 

of "The. r bitm Hi hte." Then o e th thralldom or Hue Finn nd To 5 wyerl 

Bell., couldn't v n et l to ti:, me[!J.e durin th t ic ti.mo. ore l tely 

he h d dieco·, r d, uch to B llo 1 a ppl"'ov , the Gr t Out-01'-doore -- • Run 

cut nd pl y, on - don't re d so uch 1 -- :.n by tume P ul b c ~e Hopalong 

C seidy, who could , hirl nd shoot tho eye out of o h r t eav nty pace:,; 

bi e hunt r on t e Soutn frio n voldt; t th sl in hero of "The 

Spoilers." Ho vie rious ut.hority on 11 m.inn r oI c ttl 

br ds, b1cod5 of J.osk sl d dogs, nd th !I:..'lni.i'old tor: a or oucceseful 

pl cer mining. T rz h d ,c i;, y " em.1.tt d hiG tiJ·s"' curdlin j'1llgl. shriek 

to vt rll d nd oxpoctnnt \c,rld. 

,s he ro d tl ese floods ot boOi(s, c.nd :iy cor , P ul ye rned t.o sec 

thee tr pl ca -- md thon to write bout the~ like the gi.rted uthors ho 

had rod. It soomed t.o hie the idol lif: to see; to cxperi nee; nd hen to 

tell. It s sy. 11 on nc d d • o stub ncil ond Bi Cl i r writing 



tablet... James Oliver Cun.ood e l is latest lit rnry idol. Puul. shivered 

with Curwood•s st lwurt heroes a thoy ~ushod out. of thu frozen ?orth, their 

frosty dr- on br 1J.ths tr ili."l • d'tcr tho s they shout.od to their !uithful 

dogs -- rncin~, ver r cing to get acroes th big~ okcnzie b~fore the 

spring bre kup ••• The closest Paul h~d yet eot to chi~vinn tho burning 

thrill of liter ry cxnreseion w s a story heh d written tho ye r bo!oro in 

fif'th gr de. ftur coneid r blc pencil biti , he h d fi! llly ntitled this 

effort, ''lo8t 11 i ht In Swarep 1th B r. 11 Following th t thore h d 

seemed hut little t.o dd, axcc,pt possibly '1 -r-r, n but !.!iss elch h d liked 

it and h oven red it oud t.o tho cl.nos. tter 11, it was st rt .•. 

P ul f"elt t.h t, Belle s putly to bl me for th s incipient liter ry 

yeornin s. Juot t.wo summers before ehe had written seen rio for the moving 

pictures. There was little th t P ul doubted his mother could not do -- she 

could !Mke the best oran8s 2h9rbot in the world, run bi house tulJ. of 

boys, giv& acores d hund1·eds o! rrusic l aeons, not to ntion two recital.a 

year -- nd oven livo with Oliver. And now h~ h d dded uthorohip to 

hor cco pliehmsnts. It~ e true. p.ul h d ctu lly seen her 1n th deaper­

utc throes or literary cro tion, h d even he.fted th he vy finished nuacript 

tiod with blu ribbons which had been typed t n1,6ht by l iss C soy, Lo.eycr 

B lden•e stono r pher-. There wo.a one thick coy for br thlcss Hollywood, 

unothor copy tor Belle, uid t.he tt ird for Onllle. 

110X'Villo" a Orville Tr b th -- n coll bor tor," Balle cilled him 

-- the eon of o ry, do r little Urs. Tromb th, one of Belle•a old tri nds and 

nei hbors. lrs. Tromb th dyed her hnir d ore the onlv r trumpet p ul 

had ever seen. Her son Orv!.lle was n ctor. Heh <1 been "in stoc" d s 

homo 11roatin,. bet eon ng g nts. 11 He pall.id~ laneuid youn n, 1th 

dark patche und r his cyoa, who reminded P1ul of picture ot the man who 

shot lrnooln uhich he h~d seen in Leslio•s Mo.g zi.~e Y arbooc. F al never 

w rmod up very uch to Orville. And he had tir. Uy been insultod by him. 



P ul h d been :miir.ming all ftornoon cut L iot t Cooper L~k. The 

lk hOitic h d beo. hot nd d.iety. 1 l;.1, for cu por .d ho w a hur~ry. 

His br:oth r ere ev n 1 tor th n be. Of course thy 11 i, th t Oliver 

Vias out t th 0 uth C p on nother or hio ndleas fishin trips. F ul r n 

in on th ide orch int th dininc;-room. There w a no nu p~r on th t~bl. 

It wae Thur d 3, th ired 1rl•s rternoon out. ' o ~ust b h vin one of 

her sic!. u. lle, ' P ul thou ht. It wns c: uict in th bi· hoUJJe nd amollod 

or freshly b d cookies. ul ;~ercd nxiously into the frort rooms. There 

were 11 nd orville. Boll &at t her hi h soorot ry in th pnrlor riting 

furiously. hcet or per l y 3c ttered c~ h p~lor ru. sl tin eh f't 

or light. rro th einkln., sun poured u on the p?.rlor tlcor. orville h d 

manouvor d hw lf ir.to this glow of dusty li ht, holdin, tho precious script 

in hie hsnd11. He clecred hie th1·c, t. Bell stopped writ,ir. ,m rorrovod her 

nooe ,gl :.ses. Sh s t look r r ·1.y out th side window t Lindstroms• 

woodpile. Orville• 9 hnnds wore trecl>lin , h be m l.o pe.lk, h1e voice 11 s 

low nd vibr nt, liko Reverend H yw rd's t t.h Pr sbyt ri Church. On nd 

on ho red. P ul \'rn8 }eld, f scin ted, c ht in· fi nd•s clutch. Hewe 

witnessi th birth of I.it r turc. orvill use , l tncc do 

shift d with th sur. H~ h d c to th part: 

' ( l Doctor pso: r- ov o hio st thoooopc 
and ontl.y pulls tho white sheet over little 
11 • etill, wi1ite f ca. H t.utns to ;11 1 a 

woepinr,;: .mother, l.hrowe out one h nu on bows his 
h d.) 

:.r\ I 

' 

(C pt.ion) 1 Mro. 
end - little Ell I e 

orthi ton -- this i t.he 
uttering ia £inculy -- - 111 

At this FOint P ul ehout~d, '', 1 1 ee ivc n:.e 

somethi.n to tl" s n "ter of £act P ul b d ulte lost his ppetite., but 

eo: e irresistible im ulse h d cc:,rtpell d him to sp.:,ak. 

Orville wheeled on P ul - Orvill nover executed ere turns -- nd 

looked at hit!, slowly, scorn.fully, up :md down. Ther w s pregnant use. 



"Liot.on, .kiddo,•• ho tinclly id, 11 -- o poddl. your pors l" Th r. h 

tu:r. ed • br:.ipt.ly on his heel. :ml n it d r or curtai."l to drop. Ins to d 

D lle h d drop d verythinc nrl ruoh d out to the :it.chcn. P ul a th t 

her .fir:" re "' r st ined i t.h in~. "'h l d o u~ e on her cheek. st e h d 

iven r ul fin 8U per, or,e of he 1c l suppers, with not singlo one 

o1' hor he lt,l r ci os in :!..t. - - t.upper tor p d off by fresh cookies nd 

to :1t d t GJ'ld h r 01 n r pe de. e h l.C:!zily te, P u1 r fl ctod 

disloy 11 .. th t porh s Belle mieht bo bettor cook th sh a writer. 

Tho d th of little Ell h d h d tow it . .• Inf ct as tni as Holly­

woo a ed concormtd this part.iculc.r 11 see.mod dastinod to live to ripe 

old ago. In d an rlr ovor rope t, d rejoctiono Orville h d :fin:llly one bu.ck 

on th 10 d. Hollywood l Hollytrood w e th ho c of th or.lll.y arpcd, th 

intoll otu lly bl1 hted, the artistic lly do d. Bell , o convinced th t 

tho crafty ~oving picture pooplo, full of nvy and low cunning, had stolon 

her br in- child. fter th t cvez- til sh went to 1cture in l!cflulty• c 

Opcr Houso in which s 11 child dep: rt d this lifo nd the infant mor-

t _lity r tc in th ovi s or the t:1.mo h d r chod ep1d c pro ortiono -- she 

ntly hi per nn1n, L1ris !" t k Paul• s r luct nt a l hand 

nd hurry tro "'h oe. Once ah av n nt t eoc Lawy r B luon bout it ... 

Yet th so dre or virUo hood nd lito1· er tleeting nd 

see!:!ed tr oft. They cculd it . lent till? ul tod to ra. n little 

.ind b.., ble to pl y ith his brothera J ink nd ic . and t.ho1r jelly co p n-

ions. His broth ra d th i.r !ricncs sl did such ond r!ul thin"s: Build-

ing sh CKB in th ood for t.h •· llll 1 ; er in ti , ro i .. r.., r oul-o ll1ng 

¥et- call b tterios vO run th ir tole~ ph sots; c ~-llin n;ag~zines to ll 

their parents• tri nda t rir. so obi priz, ju&t s illuot1 ted1 nOl'f b t 

n catcher•s &Lov or an re~tor aet or t rn; or vi y c rnivals 



and circuses at which th y sold le n de; 01 por hup:J tho1 ine •1 colling 

empty whiskey bottles b ck to thti o loon:. -- .row cunt.o tor UQ.rts, t o centa 

for pints... But. row o he .d. ht (ru1d , ul wno nc rly s t 1... G I ic ,y, ho 

w c fift en), hir; bi ot.h rs u. . ys kopt he d of h • md they r!idn' t ... ecm 

tc ant h 1ou.nd. flc.y a .. th worst . Link s r r'-lY -iuf! with r ul, 

&.na oon:: til .. -.. tol r 1tly let hil tag ulc. h th gun went Gill.Ir.Qin • But 

Nic!<y, to Y' ro youn 1th n Link, jcJJ.ous of i .. s 1iority ov x ul. 

·.tc11.y u a 11 aort:;; of clevc,r rus s to g t rid of P ul. ,ll of tho did. 

P ul h d l t ll u saod th t h did ot re lly w t. h • "Th t' o it, 11 

l ul it.t.or -Y tnou ht, •1th y don I l. nt It s ilw y the :; 

crool to o n in ju t r ,e8'Ca. J ink nd • ic ty d the Cooley 

d Die Crabbe re oin out to Fire CGnte~ nor the Big Doad riv r to 

tent for eok nd r,icl. bluob rri o. r ... ul ant.ad to go. Bello h d fin lly 

said ho could if it w o nll r-... ht .. ,1th Oliver. It. G 11 ri tit it 1 Oliver 

- - 111'11 b gl d to ct th l zy helps out o! y &ii ht 1" -- but P ul didn't 

go borryln t Firo center. 

11Lieten:t Yon, 11 F 1ul hud coiri) in Md CN rh .:ird ,ic y pl dinG 1th B lle 

They 1e1e in thu itting room. 

to th 1-tt of th tull n.il ror. 

Bello w s sitting in hex rocker by tho indow 

P ul u~ot.ly br nth uLh .,nd 

stood by th dinin -roor..l otov d .1st rod. •Listen, kom, pl sc dcn't c 

us take Polly al.on • Flti s t•· ?\icky wao s ying. 11Ho 1ll oil it 11. l!.rs. 

Cooley don I t k us lu :;d vr-ton ull over. Die . Cr..-.bb I s i don't Jil!lke uo 

nurse ids for Dor.ny. Nby don I t ho i;l y with th ... kids r.i::i ol1n gc•,11 

n'fho ord io • doosn • t, , 1 B lle said. P ul could h at· hez roe er creak-

ing. 

y, Mom, 1 Nicky r n on hop fully, rmr c. d-. t1· d on Bello' !!I 

concern for ''her b by, •1 11th ro' be..,.r·s out th r - - bi , bl.Be • b ro 111 

P ul uiotly l ned nd eer cd nd oar, Bello t urae her lips to kcop 

fro oiling. 1 ell, r ichol o, if th t. 1 e th c a ybe it'o too dang rouc to 

lot ny ot you - - cor. 1 t you think?" 



"l'o, no, lom -- thoy in•t. th t bad -- the bears, l rL ... a.n, 1 ticky suid. 

''lt' fl juat -- yoa k."lo h ' i:sc rod of lh d r~ -- it I s just, th t I oily ill 

ot lo•,cso t i ·ht b l. nd hot l -- h I ll pee tJ.l. 0•1e1 the bedding 

-- oh, c n' t you o , o 11' 

u.l ti o d t to he i ch n, lipped out th b ck door, lot-

tin• th sere d er nt_y clon~. Hi:.:. • were 1 at, hi ch .. eks , oro fl -

.:o • H ked ov r d c t. 0•1 the cloth areal pl t.t'or , £:lit hi le , 

bick nd forth. i corduroy trousers n a noia o they rub~ t t.ho 

knees. • i th u hts 'lfere r cl , is h art ~ s tilled ,1th b.i..tt.orn s. 1 'hoy 

don't t. don•t l ki • obod.1 lik s . l' ..,tr n er in this 

house. I I r-ot v n t lr child... Th found re en roornin hen 1 w, s o 

b by -- lyin on th b ck porch... yb .cy ! thcr . a r UB uthor paes-

it t:,hrou: h Chi w on hio w y to 1 ak . But th y wo- 1 t t.ell m they•ro 

I don•t k~eping it. tro e. I ~1 ht s "Wall ru., y... robo~y .nt me •.. 

belong hcz·e - --" 

''' y don't ye u z un nd skip and pl 1y, 80?.?ll 

It ~ B 11; sh h d co out ..:.na s stwnc_ nth b~ck porch 

sn:llina t him. ""h trying to boundin, little to.un out of 

h1rn. 11Go bci.mc yo r b ll off th r o!. on•r. sit th :e dr a: i.1 to your­

~el!." 

P u1. s t t.chin.., is other. h~ r as smlirtJ t hi , .in ger 

little nods. houe dr sr; -- it , G c'.! nin.; dn.y -- nd h d 

no 1 ct d to oot. on th f 1 cor ot thi 

opo1 t.ion - h r, h r b1 st h b en .1 

s flt lilt P ul look\; y. 

dend fl3 tow rds th clotncdr~el. rhe .fl 

he u u:ul or aft r hor fi1st 

oved. Th left side of hr c. ~t 

H a ant 1· pic!ly ~r r-.1in 

s bi s the unt. 

1'! ~ o just t.1 inh , ew, 1 ? uJ slo y s l . 'I ~s just thinkin 

thin le c 6 they 

lot or tun et yin t 

th t l don't.. nt to o harry p.i.Cl{L 

1".ick<..:d b cl rnr .('orth. 1 l t. s .,ust hir.kii it. 

hor::e. 11 



P u1 lookGd up t his mot.her. 8 ll t,oocl r th h ck o. ch ilin"' 

brightly and still noddin • t hk, with h r h sli ttly tilt d . 

di.I:ipl in 

l n 

di ple showod in h r ri ht ch ... e, .• l'V ot ho ch k," 

P ul thou ht. 1 EVoryt:ody a fli I loo likv o • I'm re lly hor on. T ey 

didn1 t .fi d o th b ck porch. 1 

'Li t n, 

1 Do you iwant to t. 

can I r oc.tllY t 

bil.ocul~ 

,, 
, , yow: t tl or I s ut . .t; c - he or.•t .c ," 11 s id. 

t.ls n ut o Uot 

to r.., i r. "Oh, m, 

Oliver's il!'port d, Germo.n-e~de 

o s ssicns -- lik l of ie fish-

111i nd hWlt, ~ ui O t - nd hi h on t.hw lon l iot of th Bi cler boys I 

t boos. b in !'in £:OC>d to 7• He ud l ore ccnapir tors. 

The o~d n'c !i 1 s 1 :ho the hell w nted to o ic in blu b rries1 

an,yw y. 



Belle, thinking to bit'l!;clf: Why on eazth did L!runa. ever r..arry such a crabby, 

vile- tempered man as Oliver? ~hy c uldn 1t my f~ther have been e gentle, con­

siderate, genozous can'" One w~lo plHyed gnmes with his children, like other 

fathers? Paul had another thouuht too, on that colored his entire boyhood: 

\',hy couldn •t my father have been aln:ost anything but a saloor-keeper? 

Faul knew, Hi.th quiet dismay, that his playmates • parents must h~ve 

discussed his low estute at home, bee ntse when he ,ould have one of the 

fierce, fleeting childish quarrels ;,11th one of the~, th ... wors't they could 

seem to think to say 1ae: nyou•re nothing but u dirty saloon- keeper ' s eon l 11 

Or: "Polly' s old mm keeps a saloon ! Rod- nose Polly, red-nose Pollyl" No 

one ever thought tc shout at his playzr.ates: You•re a dirty minor• s son or 

a vile mininter•s son - - or even a str eet- cleaner' s son. Saloon- keepers 

were the lo.,c::it of the 10,1. 

~'ven th~ very school book~ of the time tliught Paul that there was litt le 

hope fo1· hjJ . i\nyone that dabbled in :ll.cohol inevitably became a social p..lriah 

as well as u mental and l!lol'al degenerate. His spawn was doOited to be naught 

but gobbling idiots and lurching, shD.I!'.bling imbeciles. Why, it was printed 

right there in the book. Serie 0£ the school books would even show ~tartling 

pictu.res of yards and yards of hlmD.n intestines, every inch a glo • .,ins, healthy 

red. l'h,.,ac nere the gutc of the righteous, unsullied by the demon rw:a. On 

the next page woul d be ~n i llustration of a sorry gray cess, looking something 

like a plat.tor of deflntod liver sauanges. These ner e the dreary bowels of 

the boozers. F~ul smarted over these exporienc'!s as thoueh he had been struck 

v,ith a lnsh. Hi:. never told Belle about ther.i. His older brothel r'rederic had 

done so once. Paul had witnessed the scene ••• 

So insistently was the conviction of his inevitable w£diccrity borne 

upon him, that Paul felt that he annually beca.Te a sort of c:nbarrassing cur­

iosity to his teachers and classmates each ti.me he perversely I.J<inaged to n:ove 

from one grade to the other. The fuct that he found his school work easy, and 



The politicians in Congress huffed end puf!"ed and bleu through their 

whiskers - and offered !,!ichiga."l the U. P. as a con:promise. lfichigan was 

cut to the quick. The Upper Peninsula! That howling wilderness or snow 

and cold I Why, it wa8I1 't even physically attached to Michigan - look at 

tho Straits of Mackinac which separated the twol AflYWay, gentlemen, our fine 

n~ighbor, Wisconsin, already owna the U. P. Feriah the sordid thought. 

But, a.l.asl Congress discovered that Wiecon~in was delighted to abar.­

don its foundling on Michigan's doorstep. W.c~~an ruefully concluded that 

lt wanted statehood more than the coveted Ohio strip, so when l&ichigan was 

finally admitted to the Union in 1837 she found that .she possessed - liter­

ru.ly as a political afterthought -- a three-hundred-odd-mile-long appendage 

attached to the northern tip or her mitten - the Upper Peninoula or Uichignn. 

The lusty young state of ~1chignn determined to make the beat of a 

bad bargain. She would look and see what was on this dnmned Peninaula. What 

was there to these ancient rumors of copper and iron deposits? In 1841 a 

young state geologist called Douglass Houghton was sent North, following the 

old Indian trails, and during the next three years he diBcovered large de­

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

William Burt observed his compass making frantic gyrations as he and his 

party stood on a lofty peninsula hill near what later became Negaunee. Sur­

veyor Burt nodded at his comp.anions. Only the presence of iron could account 

for that phenomenon. 

So after 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 lather broached a cask of rum and congratulated 

their.solves on their wisdom, their acute vision. That ancient Cinderella in 

disguise, the Upper Peninsula, had at last found her dream prince& 

Nature compressed her thin lips, smiled wryly, then shrugged and turned 

affay. After all she had kept her secret a long, long time. How many cillion 

years was it? Ho hw:i. If worst came to worst she could always conjure up a 



CHAPTER.). 

At th~ time th war .f'lamod over Europe there were but four ot the six 

Biegler boys t hOI:le. Th two oldest boys, Paul ' s halt-brothers Oliver nd 

Er!r.!ett, were working in distant Butte, onto.nn. Paul must have been about 

six or seven when hie half-brothers had left Chippewa. Ae tico went on they 

became, liko hie Detroit relatives, little t:10re thnn n es to him -- serioua­

taced young etrmigers (each marked with the typical Bioglcr cowlick, as \Vere 

all or th boys) who stood gazing so mutely t Paul from tho tamlly group 

picture which hung obscurely on the wall next to Belle•o '1'7?'itinc desk, •the 

secretary," in tho front parlor. 

This photo rai~ h d been taken nt Childs rt Oillery shortly before 

Bello bud her second nd l st operation -- this tilno tor the r8l:loval ot n 

twnor. It wa.s while sh was o:way 1n Chicago tor this operaticn that tho two 

boys had tlod, run away. Belle kept th tami.ly ricture in the little used 

parlor eo that Oliver would not destroy it in one ot b1a tits or ter.;per. She 

dared not ctuilly hide it; she knOli' he would b :ve r od t that, too. It 

was one ot tho ny things about the Bieler hor.ic that required nice but 

wearing calculation. After :youn Oliver nnd Et:mett. - youn .a:en then - - h 

run away their names were never entioned when Oliver was about the house. 

They were gone. They might h ve been dead. All they had left behind as 

Enmett•s name, which ho had scratched with Oliver' s dian:ond stick 1n on the 

glass or the kitchen door. ",elcome to the homo ot Em!tett Biegler, ago 12, 

Chippewa, J41ohig n. 11 At the time ~tt was roundly thrashed by Oliver for 

this gesture of errant sentiment. 

mien Belle had married Oliver she had developed a deep attection for 

the three quiet, motherless boys. She not only washed and baked and ironed 

and mended tor the_, and nursed the when thy were sick; she enw to it that 

they regularly attended th 1r mother' s church, the Catholic church. Swallow­

in her girlhood Prosbytorian suspicions or t.he Church of Rooe, ehc holped 

the boys with their catechis and with their lessons t the Convent school -



"Their poor C10ther would want 1t eo" - and later in tha high school. But. 

most ot all she acted as a butter between them and Oliver's frequent rages. 

All during Paul'a boyhood th•re hung over the Biegler homo a constant 

pall, a dark cloud -- Oliver Biegler• s temper. No one could predict hen the 

atorm would break, ho;1_ long it would last, or bow destructive ito fury might 

be botore it apent itselt. Thero 1'0.B but one sure storm signol; t'ihen the 

little blood blister on Oliver•e lower lip would begin to pout and uow 

purple, it was time tor all good mariners at 205 ,eat Hematite stre$t to 

scurry tor cover. 

Paul would grow chill with ter.ror at Oliver's outbursts. And his very 

insides would shudder convulsively as be watched his mother at these times. 

Belle's features would seem to tnke on a waxen pallor, a mask-like expression, 

to gro,'l sharper, sort ot pinched nnd frozen, as she tried to plucate her 

ranting husband. Her ettorts ware always in vain. "Olivor, please, please, 

Oliver, the children -- think or tho dear, innocent childrenl" Belle's 

earnest calm, her vory st.illnese, eMmed only to good Oliver to turther 

heights or ecstatic fury. The initial cauoe of tho outburst would be abruptly 

torgotton, lost. Belle would now bcco:ne the red bo.nner that had come to tor­

ture him. 

"Don•t 'Oliver• mel" he would roar, turning on her, his face workine 

and livid with rllge. Belle would !ace him with her clc_r unblinking gray 

eyes. She was all ot a foot shorter than he. 110 woman, t.:1ke your hatctul 

false Dutch face out or my sight, I sayJn he would howl. Then he would roll 

his blazing eyes up to the ceiling, the nearest Paul ever saw him approach on 

attitude or prayer. 11 'hy in the naee of merciful Ood was she -- !12.!1 -- oYer 

blown into my at'C!S during that fatal Chrietly storm111 This bitter allusion 

to their first meeting always i.iade Bello wince, her bloodless lips would 

tremble ever eo slightly, end Paul's henrt would turn to solid stone. Paul 

knew - and he sensed w! th dismay thot. hia !'at.her 1n his ra.gos also craftily 

knew -- hov: deep wne her hurt, this trampling of her cherished roreo.ntic dream. 



"Thia madman is my lather., thie madman is my tother, this cadm:m is .. •" 

Paul would murmur to himself, over and over, liken litany, aa Oliver would 

lash himself into a purple frenzy over 8ome trivio.l domestic oiahap. A whole 

complex series or household t boos had grown up in the Biegler home to avoid 

and a p-aso Oli nr• s wrath. Don't be lote tor your meals S Don• t leave your 

sleds or coaetcr wagons about the yard - ut tho caretully away 1n tho wood­

shed or under the back atoopl Don1t leave your ooa.ts and caps lying about the 

house! Don' t disturb the old man when he is to.kins his nap after lunchS Don•t 

brenthe i Don' t l But all these ruses s.nd c retul avoidances were or no avail; 

like the picture of the geyser in Paul•s school geo r phy, Oliver's temper 

would periodically erupt and :toam over, nothing could ever seem to st.op it, and 

thst boy \'l'as tortunat who was not around... Perhaps the soup was too cold, or 

too hot and had scalded Oliver's sensitive tongue; or the woodbox. was o~pty, 

the taxes were due; or the boys had used one of his many shotguns (reason 

enough), and had - "0 merciful Godl" -- neglected to clean it. Or pei·hapa, 

as was moat usual, one of h1e "worthless whelps" bad done something wrong nt 

tho tarm. 

Tho Biegler tarm was several miles out or town, beyond Chip ewa River. 

This broad river had once carried Indians to Lalce superior but now 1t exclu­

sively conducted the town's sewage to that restless eo. Tho t :rm lny in a 

broad mucky valley at the toot of the second range ot rocky blutte north of 

town. Oliver had purchased the land rrom one or the mining companies when he 

was a young man, and Paul suspected it pl.eased his father to regard himself as 

a gentleman tanner. Oliver had cleared and drained but, relatively small 

part of the land, which he planted each ycnr in h Y' and o::its and potatoes o.nd 

truck vegetables. He cut the ice tor the saloon and the house ott ot Cr nberry 

pa'\d; the firewood tor the house cane ott the uncle red land. In her darkest 

hours Bello would olwaya aay: "You u.at give him credit, boya -- your father is 

alwaye a good providor. 11 This oft-repeated plea would bo ereeted with cynical 

snorts. "That• s right -- 1 ve th devil his due, !.!oml" Belle wns ever generou 



in extending credit to Oliver. 1th pathetic oagernesa she seized upon eey­

thing which she thought might put him 1n better light. with his aone. 

In the course of the years Oliver ho.d acquired quite a complot.e tarm, 

ae tams went in and around Chippewa. The long, bitter winters, the short 

growing seasons, discouraged all but. the most hardy tanners. "How m:my 

bushels of icicles did you grow on th farm last winter, Oliver?" some brave 

soul might ae Oliver, in the saloon. Oliver would ive t.he foolhardy wag o 

brief, oold-blu stare, and that would be tho end of th t brief exch nge ot 

conversational punts. Oliver always had several Jersey milk cows, :from whose 

yellow cream Belle made rich butter and heavenly orange sherbet. Paul had 

served hie apprenticeship turping tho big ice- and salt-packed tre zer on the 

back stoop. Oliver tept st least one work team and a team of !ast-atepping 

driving horses, nnd a 8ingle horse which wos used tor the daily trips to nd 

from the f'arm and for Oliver's shorter camping trips. (Even the old house 

itself seemed to join in the general sigh of relier that went up when Oliver 

went to the woods. ) Then there was the inevitable herd of drooping, nonde­

script nags and plugs which Oliver mdnt ained 8olely, aa tar ae Belle and the 

boys could eee, so that he might trade them tor still other nags. 

Po.ul had never .toreotten the time he had stood by the Miners• Bank 

waiting tor his tather to come home trom the saloon for lunch. Ollver stood 

on the curb deep in a convoraation with old one-eyed Lelil:~, trumpeting in hie 

ear, extolling the virtues or some spavined nag he was trying to eell t.he 

crafty old Frenchm:m. At this inopportune moment Matti Kauppila, a Finn 

tanner who lived out by the Dig Doad river, came down tho busy M.lin Street in 

& lurching buckboard drawn by shaggy beast called Charlie. The poor horse 

was obviously suttering !rom tho 11heaves, 11 the horseman' a picturesque name 

for consumption. EVen Paul could see that. . Matti had got the horse 1n a trad 

with Oliver the week botore. 



JJntti spied Oliver talking to old LeJ.tay. He pulled up the tottering 

horse -- "Whoo, Sarlic!" -- md point.od a enc.rl d, v:ouc-soiled finger accus­

ingly nt Oliver. 

"Oloovor, 11 he shouted," -- dllt horse you sell tor me las• veek -

he's to bo dat beevy horae1 11 The benighted onimal stood t.here in front ot 

Oliver &nd old LeMay, ew ying and uhoezing horribly. But Oliver knew old 

Lcl.l.ay'~ heoring o.nd eyesicht wore not what they used to ba. 

"Oh, hello Matti," Oliver said plo eantly, srning nd odd1ng nd 

oteppir.g ott the curb. Oliver•o delight woe unboundoel. He ro.iecd one big 

hond as though 1n greeting -- then brought it down emartly on tho b ast•s 

sagging rump, enially shouting, 11Yea, Matti -- he•s nice, bi heavy horse. 

l'c sJ.o.d you like him so woll -- S y, whet•s your hurry? ell solong, 

Yatti •• ·" 

Tmenever Paul would awaken in the ni ht to the aound of galloping 

hooves, and hear his father's muffled curses as he lit tho breathing gas lamp 

1n hi• bedroom to J'Oute tho older boys., he knew th t the neighboro were re­

sentfully awake, whisperine, "That Oliver Biegler1e horses have broken loose 

and eo~e to to·Rn again. There ought to be lnw 1" s regularly aa Oliver• e 

fits of temper, the horses would break out nd r ce 1'ildly into town, past 

the house, .and on to Oliver• s town barn. They alT1a,ys tollowcd the aame route. 

Oliver's barn stood in the block east or the house, next to the Talcen o. 

The horses w uld be led there by oat-cravinc Fr d or Chi t, one or the other 

ot the big white work horses. 

Milling and neighing ond bit1n each other, all th horses would g ther 

in the barnynrd, between the b rn at th roar and Oliver's "warehouse" hich 

!aced on CnMdn Street. Th two-story warehouse h d been built by Paul's 

grandfather for beer storage. It now housed O]_i.ver•s f'rin cd, rubber-tired 

carriage and bugey nd cutters and olei hs, nd his boots nnd canoes and 



tools - even nn old racing eulky... Dy nd by ono or tr10 of th older boys 

would come down to the barny rd and light a l nt rn. Oblivious to Gust 

Taleen•s awakened and cursing boarders, they would sleepily round up one of 

the leaders with a pail of oats . Then they would leap u.on Fred or Ch1et, 

bareback, and thunder ill er thum blok to tb fti.rr.. a11d look them in the big 

farm barn until the broken ranee could be found and m nded the next day. 

rben his older boys nre omaller, Oliver used to keep a hired m..'ll1 or 

two on the te.rm to do the chores. But s young Oliver Md Emmett and Greg 

graduated into their teens, they clao found th t they had ~raduated into hired 

men on the !arm - hired, thc.t is, but never paid. Oliver even tried to to.ke 

ther:i out of school. "When I wae a boy or t"olve I lie.a throuch school and 

could load a beer co.r alone in one &.yl" Thi was a familinr refrsin1 this 

harkini; b:}.Ck to tho days when Grandpa Nicholas Biegler had run the brewery. 

Uen seemed to h ve worked regularly twenty-five hours a day in those days, 

Paul concluded. Belle, in her qui~t way, fiercely fought Olivor•e efforts to 

t ko the boye out or school. 

The second year young Olivdr had l'fOrked on the tarm, he was just fif­

teen. Ho was a silent, short, broad1 thick-wrieted boy, with curly, bushy 

black Irish hair, but which had the usual Biegler cowlick. Even then he •as 

as strone as the aver ge ,grown man. His plr.ym:itos had '1lready nicknamed hie 

"Rajah" for Barnu:n• a successor to Jumbo. 11Ladecs and ntler::en: &ja.h - the 

biggest elephant in tho world - tour inches tailor than Jumbo l" Except for 

his age and lnck or whiskers Paul concluded thnt young Oliver was tho e...'Cact 

duplic t~ of Paul ' s ehort, b rrel-bodied German ere.ndfnther, mild Nicholas, 

whose large velvet-framed picture hung so equ rely and uncon:pro!!liaingl_v from 

the sitting-roOJ!l wall. His brothers and plo.~tes called him 11Roge1' tor abort. 

This second sumer on the ta.rm tor ;roung Rogo w s one or the hieh point 

in his father• e epic roges. The t m wat, eo low and swampy that it had t.o be 

ditohed to drain 1t. Ono sumer day one of the driving horses had Bono to the 

mnin ditch to get a drink. Maude, a spanking, high-spirited bay. Her trim 



!oralaga ha.d sunk in tht; treacherous peat, and the doomed animal had evidently 

leapt to treo herself and had only manngod to land in the deep st hole in the 

ditch. Youn :toge T,as alone on t.h farm, cll.king th cows. He had run out 

or the barn wbon he had heard the frantic screams or th drowning nnimal. He 

raced acrosB the lwnpy damp ti las but ~hen he got up to th ditch only the 

tail or the stricKen aruJll&l., like Ophelia's hair, could bo soon tl0c1.tir.g on 

top or th turgid water. 

Paul mwst have been ao yoU11& th t. he was in his c1·ib when Hogo reported 

the loss or Maude to Olivo. at tho hu~hod supper table. P&ul. wu awak ned 

and lay cowering, listening to tho frightful noises o.nd shouts downstairs, 

and his mother's cingl d screxns, "You•v tiled hirn1 O, you•ve .illed hi.'!!I" 

Oliver hnd beaten th boy nearly into unconsciouoness .:.nd hnd pu~hed him down 

th cellal'.' stairs. Lo.tor thnt ni ht Belle bl.d come and t.ear!ully g"'therecl 

Paul into her arms nnn taken hi• nnd oll th- boys, to t.h .. Tnleen House. Thia 

old schoolhouse-rod brick hotel r~ced t.he Northweetern t.racks Md was rwi b,J 

Gustav and Sophia Taloen, th parents ot Paul's boyhood plcymate, Otm.~ar 

Taleen. l'here Belle end the boys bad re ined tor t. week. Belle went to see 

a lawyer about a d~voroe. H0 was drawing the nocessillj"' papers ••• 

Oliver 1'll8 tull ot contr tion nd self--baaement. He haunted the 

Taleen House, aending ohea.voa und sprB,ys of flowore to Belle, and br1.ng1ng 

oxtro.vag nt ci!ts tor all the boys. Paul got n cry!.n teddy besr as his share 

of the loot, and wistfully thought Belle shculd do this more oft.on. faul had 

a shadowy picture ot hie !nther, on hio knees before Bolle, in a strange high 

bedroom, denouncing himself s ~oundly as he usually denounced others; plo~d­

ing, promising, c joli.ng. Balle eat in a reakinc roe ing-ch&ir. 11Thi."U< ot 

the children, the poor childron," Oliver had id.st cnl) said. axen-!need, 

Belle had turned on hi a look ot infi."lite scorn. 'l , Oliver -- r.\Y God, 

I'm doing just th t ••• ~ 

But Belle hcd one b ck, and th re was a period ot st.rang c le in the 

Biegler house. This creaking stillness re:ni.nded P ul or t.he time Belle had 



carried him uo Blueberry Hill to the Donovan Houe to look t K tc Donov n 

lyin~ so white and still on a high couch, surrcund d by t"ll 11 ht d can~:tos 

a.nd !lowers. .. Paul alJ:'.OSt missed the shouted curses end wild tumult. Then 

by and by it h d all started again, and tho old !raoe houee resumed the 

uneven tenor of its ways -- r ng once ag in with th to.rn.Uinr ehouts and 

mingled cries and wild curses. "0 merciful God 1 O falee-fnced woman I'' 

Bello wns in Chicago aeain recovering fr0t:1 her second oper tion. 111 

have been blessed with another fine doctor," sho rad written, "a poet Yfith a 

medical degree - young Doctor Max Thorek. 11 Thie t1Jr.e Grandffi:l Fral.eir!h \"fne 

unable to come up trom Detroit, Bnd th boys, bein older, had been left to 

the 1ndi1'terent attentions ot Amanda, th large Swedish hirod girl. nda 

had her hnnds tull, trying to tnke care of th bi house as well no tho 

amorous attentions of a big minor called i\Xel. 

Paul was now regularly ntte ding tho Ridge Str et nchool nnd h d 

written Belle in hie childish rounded eorawl: 

"Dear UD.ma: 

I am a good llttlo boy. I am p,lad 
you arc well again. Co.."'l6 home soon. 
Don•t tor et my button shoes ond the pop­
gun -- ~ho kind with corl<: in it . There 
was a big fite and Roge end Ermtett have 
gon away. Hurry home. I am a good lit­
tle boy. 

Your eon, 
Paul. 

I love you, 1:8.m::.. Oon•t .forgot the 
button shoes and the popgun. " 

' Belle had sent a frnntic telegram to Oliver. r.hat had happened? "I 

kickod the ungrot ful whelps out," he h d replied. Hie account we.s not 

strictly nocur te. 



It. ~o.o supper ti.me. Outside 1 t ma d· rk, - tdndy fell night~ Oliver 

anct five or the boys were se.:i.too around the lone d!:ning-roO!", table. There 

was one ernpty pls.ce - th chl!lir of .'roderic, t.he quiet one; ho ffa.S late. Paul 

eat in his junior hi5h ch ir, a.s usu l on his fother•n left, no::-.-t to the 

chimncy-siching dining-room stovo. Paul could snell cloves on his father's 

breath. "ith her bounding e:::- co, :rod-faced Amanda hud br.ou ht in the boiled 

diuno.c, und Oliver nd the boys wera eat· ne in stony silence. Davoutly all 

of th ... boys \ inhod t.hnt Frederic would stny way until Oliver had finiohed 

supper and rctu."11cd t.o the saloon. Then the~ was the i'arnilin.r click or the 

kitct.en dcor, tho rnttle of the loose pene, the 'ffhish or clot· ine cnrei'ully 

hung on the r ck over the woodbox, and Frederic slipped into his eeet at the 

table, hie grn:y eyes fixed on his eopty plote. 

;ith terrible calm Oliver turned nnd glanced up nt the old Seth Thomas 

clock. His lower lip begon to pout., the blister on it twned e. eottled dork 

purple. The boy,1 h~d Biven up uny pretense or eating. Their food gagged 

thorn. They simply sat o.nd nalted. Bie ler-wiee ~ndn had quietly locked 

herself in her bedroom or£ th-l kitchen. "Ay vill 'l!'arry Axel nex' veekl" Paul 

heard the inside door lock or hor bedroom ooftly click. The tens nese had 

whipped his perce ticns '!io an uncanny cutonens. The boyo waited for Oliver 

to spenl~. Ql· wa thio to be one or t.hoae wful' oilont scenes? Paul sat in an 

·gony of nwaroness of impendin di&nstor. Here -- it was coming ••• 

Olivar had put down his knife and !forl' so that they slnntcd off the 

edge or his pl,.,te. 'ith his b1g h1nde he pushed his ch ir ba.ak ond circled 

the table. H stood over abject, numbed Frederic. Paul held his breath, his 

throo.t was dry nnd constz•icted, he wanted to ffl'illow. Then Oliver raised his 

hand ond struck Frederic !'lush on the taco with tho back or hie hand. Frcder1 

reeled trom the blow, then recovered and looked up swiftly, briefly, at Pnul. 

Their eyes flicker~d in muto misery -- there had l~ays been an inarticulate 

bond hetwee~ tho~. Frederic's cheek had turned patchy greenish-white pallo 



~hero ho hntl been struck. Oliver roitied his h nd to strike tho boy ugain. 

rederic hwiched himsel.1', woit.i.r for tht3 blow. Faul cloao .. his et yes. 

The blcr.~ did no .. tall. 

11Don•t do that., Fu. 1 It was .Hoge, young Oliv r, speaking in his low, 

nasal voice. He u,:u:. over twenty, n01Y, a c,1 own wan. He had hie own ta1g and 

sbuvcd regularly. 

11 ':ho•~ goi.'1 t.o stop ~e 1" Oliver turned on oge nth a deadly cnl • 

11I n . " LO o ha isen and ov d ~uickly ootoro hi r ther. "I am, 

?A," ht: ropeat£d. 

Olivcr•s outh t itched loosely with incredulous r ge. He raised the 

reat beam of his aro to bru.sh this r b lliouo vision from his dden d sight. 

Youn3 Oliver r ached out hi,:; ahort. rieht ui· , hi thic. blunt .fist g thcred 

in tho lnpclo of Oliver•o co~t., t.\iet.ng, high u t the thro t. ~lmrly, im­

ple.cnbly he pushed nd li!t d his r thor bacl. o.g ... inst th st ir null, noxt to 

th atove, holding hilu out with one lmot ted., ~train1n • arc. The other boys 

slO".vly tu ncd ... r. ! watched no in n drea ... OJ..iver• s lvn arms fl ilcd \ ildly 

at lis oon, ·e iclced with his l1>gs, hi yea rolled up in his head, glaring 

ino::mcly; h r!it.e~ hi t et , h gw .,. d an Io ud, he mu .. tered horriblo, 

uttural curaea . • • 

But there w s the .i.raclc, the icr..ut~blc ! ct: you.~ Oliv~r hclc his 

father n iled ge.inst the wall. ''Cool off, P , 11 he said in his low voice, 

occasi~ool1y relaxing hio gri oo th3t Oliver could tako a raapinc breath. 

"Co.lm down, P· . r1 eddy didn't do nothir,..g. 11 Tl.us spake jar , t1t.h bi oat 

olophort. in th!! w rld -- four ir chos taller th m Jumbo1" Paul eH a.t th t 

time, in th t frozen im;tnnt, th:.t youne Cliver could. e sily hav ~d.llc;d his 

father. 

Paul sat in his hi h chsir ch111 d with ripples of goose pimples, grip­

~ d 1n an icy tr nee. Th ecer.e, in all it.a ni ht~ ro reality, WGS boinc ir-

r vooe.bly scarred u ·on 1 ia O!::o-cy 1th hisein i1• ns. P.is dnd d heart 

ourgod with n obuttling rush of wild thoughts nd cmot_ons... His fat.her, the 



m!l..'l who rceul rly ritcht::d drt.t"lkcn clnoro ~"ld lw::be1·J-c .s ::nto th n:iddle of 

., i.?& street - - hio t thcr, the otron{;Cst. L:cn in the o.ld, hu b en van uish­

ed l Th tieer and the b nr. . . Good !or you, .• ogc ol boy - giv it. to him, 

c:;ive it to hirn! Why don' t you knock hiv blocdy block orr, Rog ? 11y don•t. 

you? Hem's your ch nc , boy! Hove you for ottcn all the tu:.os be uoed to 

bo t you? H vo you? Dor. ' t you rer !!lbcir whci he t.hr . you do..n th cellar 

stairs? You can't tor et ! Ycu c 't, you oan•t, you can't foq;ct! Give it 

to him1 Don•t -- you•r killing him! Goo1 1 I'll er ':.:I n~i but.to=i ... hoes 

t hie !uner·l -- I'm :!.. d poor Urun:i isn't here - I ,dsh I had m::,• Jopgun - ­

l' d shoot him l -- tlher ore the horoes of yent.eryenr. -- O God, I never 

thought any nc could do th old rcan •• • 

The next d y ndn h~d found a sc~-bbled not on E:t:nett•~ nd yot.mg 

Oliver' s undis urbad b d: 

''Goo "bye, kids. e •re ho ding st. Give 
our love to U0r.1 -- sho was sure ewell to us. 



ne,t ice sheet or two. But first she really must go :est and investigate 

tbe intriguine possibilities o! those dust storms. fhat waa a new wrinld.e . 

The Peninsula could uait a bit. Nature could bi de her time ••• 
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