
"Sure," Paul said, eage:ly. He had never shot a cun b0 !ore in his life. 

Belle wouldn't hear of it. 11What 111 we shoot at?11 

"See that tin ~an behind you? Shoot that. Here you are. All you got 

to do is pull t.he t.,rJgger. 11 

"Yee, I know, 11 Paul said. Paul turned and saw a sn:all can lying on a 

rock about twenty paces away. His back uas towards Fritz. Squinting his eyes 

like Hope.long Cassidy, he raised the r6volver in the general direction of the 

can. He wanted to block his ear&. 11:,'hat1 ll I do now?" he thought. He closed 

his eyes and pressed the trigger. 11Spang111 Paul blinked his eyes. Like the 

fragile and inexpox-ionced ladiee in the Sunday supplements, who al.vays seemed 

to be unerringly drilling their husbands and lovers, he had made a bull•s-eye. 

11Why thet 1 fi swell, Polly," Fritz shouted. 11Right on the buttonl ~ay, 

you can shoot l 'rrant to try it again?" 

Paul shook his head. He swallo-Ned. His ears were ringing. His nose 

wrinHod from the smell of burnt powder. He gingerly handed the revolver back 

to Fritz. 11No thanks. I don't want to wasts your bullets. Anyway, it's 

nearly my supper t.i.me, n Paul saic.. "Nice little gun you1ve got there, 11 he 

carelessly added. 

Just then the .mine whistles began sounding thoir evening call, and 

Fritz and Paul stood together on Pilot Knob silently listening to tho great 

symphonic waves of sound which aw·gcd over the town, followed finally by the 

haunting forlorn 6Cho~s. Th6n it was still. It was always thus. The two 

boys looked at each other. Fritz spoke first. "Say, those whistles sure get 

me, Polly. I 1ve never heard whistles like that before in all my life. They 

give me a lump in my tht·oat - and goose pimples, too. 11 

Paul tu.med quiakly to Fritz. 11D0 they'/ Do they really:'" he said 

eagerly. 

11They sure do, 11 said Fritz. 

11They do me too, Fritz. I often 1'ondered it'... I guess that I s right. 

Let's go -- it's supper tirne, 11 Paul said. 

"ill right, Polly. Let's go, 11 Fritz said. 



Cn the wall, hOI:10 Fritz told Fa.ul that hi ... fathe1 was tha new jeweler 

ihat had conic to tomi. Daddy had ruarried a town gi.rl, Fritz• a mother, but 

they had never Jived in Chippewa. You see, when Daddy married Mama he WAS 

an actcr, an actor who had come to UcNulty•s Opera House with 11 rhe Uikaao. 11 

That was a light opera by -- well -- by a couple of fellows. Daddy nad an 

important part in that show and could sing the whole thing through, every one 

of the parts. It was a very funny opera, h'Jt Ma.ma nev6r likad Daddy to sing 

it. The shew had kind of gone broke in Chipp6wa, but it wasn't Daddy's fault. 

He'd ht?.1rd Mama rem.1.nd Dadtly about it when they quarreled. Sometimes she 

accused D:.ddy of :narrylng h-er because the shon went broi:<e. It seomed every

body' a parents quarrel"'d once in a l"lh:lc. 

"Ye~, that's so,a Paul judlcia.11;, agreed. Ht: was Nlit,;ved to learn 

that Belle and Oliver w~re not a.lone. Still and nll, he thought, ha1 d bet 

that f ew fathers could rlval Oliver in a dormri •ht f6Jlli.ly row. In the 1'irst 

place, few of them could shout as loud. 

Frit7, toj_d Paul that his grandfather wus old August Jaeger who ovmed 

the big store in town. Yes, thut wus the ew11e Jaeger that lived on Hematitt, 

Street. Oh, so Gre.ndpi1 and Grandma lived on the other cornt,r on the same 

block as P&ul -- it n:.ust bu them b1:cause they v:ero the only Jaegers in town. 

Yes, his Uncle Hicharc! was the one thu.t played the piano. Fritz guessed that 

Grandpa Jaeger didn't appi-ove r.uch of Daddy. He thought Daddy was tee happy

go-lucky. He claimed Daddy never stuck at one thing long enough. Besides 

being an actor Daddy had also been a :mlesman, nn optometrist, and had even 

taught elocution. And other things, too. He could do almost anything. Daddy 

also pli;.yed tha n:andolifl and guitar. Fritz was learniJl8 to play the mandolin. 

"Can your father pley anyt.hine'il' Fritz !:llid. 

Paul stopped wal:Clng and then Fritz 3topped. They era standing in 

front of the no-,, dascrt.cd mine ary. Pnul shook his hJad. 11No, Fritz, my old 

man can't play anything -- he•s a stloonkeeper. He keops a saloon. 11 Paul 

watched Fritz :losely. 



11 ,,hy that.• s swell, Polly, !I Fritz said . 1'Just think -- ull tht= ice-cold I 
pop you want. Free. .1.nd .fights - - I suppose your Dad sees lots of fights? 11 

11Yes, Sometimes he gots in thom, 11 Paul sdd. Ho felt an odd surge of 

p .. ide. I 11You s~e., he ' a the - - he 1 s one or the strongest men in the r:hole world. 
I 

And there• s a swell mus.i.c box in the s~loon. 1 

"Holy a.mckes1 H.9.ve you ever got lt nice. I wieh Icy" - - I wish my old 

man ran a saloon and was big and stro~g like that. ~y dad is pretty strong, 

but he ' s go:. aat'*':l.1. That ' s one of the reason:; we mo-.red hero. Duddy 17asn1t 

very a.mcious to come hero. He said the place waa nothing but .... dirty mine

stained dump. nut I guoss maybe it's b-cau.:.e the opera went. broke her"'. I 

like it here. I don't know many kids yet. I sure liko thos~ I 1ve met •• • " 

Paul and :'ritz had got to the corner of the Ridgo Street school. "This 

is going to be my new school. Do you go here·? 11 Fritz said. 

HYes, 11 Paul said. 11I •t1 goinB into the cixth grade. 11 

"That ' s great, Polly. So am I -- why, we 1re in the same room.. n 

It was 6.t·O\vine dusk. "'Jell, I've got to be going do"n this way, 11 Paul 

said. 

1:where do you live?" 

1'Doun hare on Hematite Street, 11 Paul said. 

r.oh ye~, you told me that. te::.l, I live on North Uain. Yup. Well -

I hope I'll see you again, Polly,:i F.:itz sa.:d. 

11Come on over, 11 Paul said. nAny tiJne. Say - - I wanted to ask you, 

Fritz -- how did you bust ycuz· tooth'? a 

11A billiard bull. My little br·other Harold did it ~ith a. billiard 

ball. You cught to see my little brother Harold. If you think my hair is 

red... He threw it at me. ·..-e•ve got:, a pool table home. Mama says I've got 

to i;r o-w mo:rc before tht:!y fix it -- my tooth, I mean.n 

"You•ve really got a. real pool table? At home·." Paul said. 

"Sure. Come on over and we'll play on it, Polly, 11 Fritz said. 

"You oot I will," Faul said. 



11Say -- there's just. one thing l wanted to ask you - you said your 

daddy was one of the strongest roan in th~ world. 

Fritz said. 

Paul wns silent. 

Do you know someone stronger?'! 

11Do you?" Fritz repeated. 111 was just wmdering. 11 

"Yes," Faul answered, 11My oldest brother is stronger. His name is 

Oliver like my father. But. we call him Roge. He1 2 stronger than my old man. 

He r eally i s . Roge is the strongest man in the wnole world." 

"ls that eo. Gee, you ' re lucky. V1ell, so- long, Polly, 11 Fritz said. 

11s0-long, Fritz . Come on over and see rr.e,n Paul said. 111'11 show you 

my olrl n:an•s boats and stuff . .Maybe -- maybe I can even show you his salcon. 11 

"So-long, Polly. I 1o glad I saw you today. " 



CHAPTER 5: 
At the time the war flamed over Eu.rope there were but tour of the six 

Biegler boys at home. The two oldest boys, Paul's half-brothers Oliver and 

Emmett, were working in distant Butte, Uontana. Paul must have been about 

six or seven when his half-brothers had left Chippewa.. As time went on they 

became, like his Detroit relatives, little more than names to him - serious

faced young strangere ( eaoh marked with the typical Biegler cowlick, as we1·e 

all of the boys) who stood gazing so mutely at Paul from the family group 

picture which hung obscurely on the wall next to Belle's writing desk, 11the 

secretary-, 11 in the front parlor. 

This photograph had been taken at Childs Art Gallery shortly before 

Belle had her second and last operation - this time for the removal of a 

tumor. It was while she was away in Chicago for this operatioo that the tuo 

boys had fled, rW1 away. Belle kept the family picture in the little used 

parlor so that Oliver would not destroy it in one ot his !its of terr.per. She 

dared not actually hide it; she knew he would have raged at that, too. It 

was one or the many things about the Biegler home that required a nice but 

wearing calculation. After young Oliver and El:r.i:lett -- young men then - had 

run away their names ,:ere never mentioned when Oliver was about the house. 

They were gone. They might have been dead. All they had left behind was 

Ea:mett•s name, which he had scratched with Oliver's diamond stickpin on the 

glass of the kitchen door. "Welcome to the home of Emmett Biegler, age 12, 

Chippewa, Michigan." At the time Em.~ett was roundly thrashed by Oliver tor 

this gesture of errant sentiment. 

When 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 for them, and nursed them when they were sick; she saw to it that 

they regularly attended their mother's church, the Catholic church. Swallow

ing her girlhood presbyterian suspicions or the Church of Rome, she helped 

the boys with their catechism and with their lessons at the Convent school --



11Their poor mother would 'Want it so" -- and later int.he high school. But 

most or all she acted as a buffer between them and Oliver's frequent rages. 

All during Paul's boyhood there hung over the Biegler home a constant 

pall, a dark cloud -- Oliver Biegler1 s temper. No one could predict when the 

storm would break, ho~ long it would last, or how destructive its fury might 

be before it spent itselt. There was but one sure storm signals r.hen the 

little blood blister on Oliver's lower lip would begin to pout and grow 

purple, it was time for all good mariners at 205 West Hematite street to 

scurry !or ~over. 

Paul would grow chill with terror at Oliver's outbursts. And his very 

insides would shudder convulsively as he watched his mother at these times. 

Belle's features would seem to talce on a wax'Cil pallor, a mask-like expression, 

to grOl'f sharper, sort or pinched and frozen, as she tried to placate her 

ranting husband. Her efforts were always in vain. "Oliver, please, please, 

Oliver, the children -- think or the dear, innocent childrenl" Belle's 

earnest calm, her very stlllnese, seemed only to goad Oliver to further 

heights of ecstatic fury. The initial cause of the outburst would be abruptly 

forgotten, lost. Belle would now become the red banner that had come to tor

ture him. 

11Don•t 'Oliver• me1 11 he would roaz·, turning on her, his face working 

and livid with rage. Belle would !ace him with her ~lear unblinking gray 

eyes. She was all of a toot shorter than he. "0 woman, t3ke your hateful 

false Dutch tace out of my sight, I sayl11 he would howl. Then he would roll 

his blazing eyes up to the celling, the nearest Paul ever saw him approach an 

attitude of prayer. 11Why in the name or merciful God was she -- she& - ever 

blown into my arms during that fatal Christly stormJ" This bitter allusion 

to their first meeting always made Belle wince, her bloodless lips would 

tremble ever so slightly, and Paul's heart would turn to solid stone. Paul 

knew - and he sensed with diemay that his lather in his rages also craftily 

knew -- how deep was her hurt, this trampling or her cherished romantic dream. 



"Thia madman is my fat her, thie madrnan !.s my tat her, this madman is .•. " 

Paul l'fould murmur to himself, over a.nd over, like a litany, aB Oliver would 

lash himself into a purple frenzy over some trivial domestic r.liebap. A whole 

complex series or household taboos had grown up in the Biegler home to avoid 

a~d appease Oliver's wrath. Don't be lntc !or your meala1 Don•t leave your 

sleds or coaster wagons about the yard -- put them carefully away in the wood

shed or under the back stoop! Don't leave your coats and caps lying about the 

house& Don't disturb the old man when he is to.king his nap after lunch& Don•t 

breathe! Don1tl But all these ruses and careful avoiclanc6s were of no avail; 

like the picture of the geyser in Paul•s school geography, Oliver's temper 

would periodically erupt and foam over, nothing could ever seem to et.op it, and 

that boy was fortunate who was not around ••• Perhaps the soup was too cold, or 

too hot and had scalded Oliver's sensitive tongue; or the woodbox was empty, 

the taxes were due; or the boys had used one of his many shotguns (reason 

enough), and had - "O merciful Godl" - neglected to clean it. Or pe1·ha.ps, 

as was most usual, one of his "worthless whelps" had done something wrong at 

the farre. 

The Biegler tarm was several miles out o! town, beyond Chippewa River. 

This broad river had once carried Indians to Lake Superior but now it exclu

sively conducted the to·,m1s sewage to that restless sea. 'rhe !arm lay in a 

broad n ucky valley at the foot or the second range of rocky bluffs north or 

town. Oliver had purchased the land from one or the mining companies when he 

was a young man, and Paul suspected it pleased his father to regard himself ns 

a gentle~an farmer. Oliver had cleared and dr::i.incd but a relatively small 

part of the land, which he planted each year in hay and o::i.ts and potstoes and 

truck vegetables. He cut the ice tor the saloon and the house off of Cranberry 

pond; the firewood for the house car.ie off the uncleared land. In her darkest 

hours Belle would always say: nyou must give him credit, boye - your father is 

always a good provider." This oft-repeated plea would be greeted with cynical 

snorte. 11That1 s right - give the devil his due, Uoml" Belle woe ever generous 



in extending credit to Oliver. With pathetic eagerness she seized upon any

thing which she thought might put him in a better light with his sons. 

In the course of the years Oliver had acquired quite a compl~te farm, 

as !arms went in and around Chippewa. The lo:ig, bitter winters, the short 

growlng seasons, discouraged all but the most hardy farmers. "How n:any 

bushels of icicles did yotJ. grow on the farm last winter, Oliver?" some brave 

soul might ask Oliver, in thv saloon. Oliver would give the foolhardy wag a 

brief, cold-blue stare, and that would be the end of that brief exchange of 

conversaticna.l punts. Oliver tlways had several Jersey milk cows, from whose 

yellow cream Belle made rich butter and heavenly orange sherbet. Paul had 

served his apprenticeship turning the big ice- and salt-packed freezer on the 

back stoop. Oliver kept at least one work team and a team of fast-stepping 

d?'iving horses, and a sir,gle horse which wa3 used for the daily trips to end 

frorn the farm and for Oliver's shorter camping trips. (Evan the old house 

itself seemed to join in the general sigh of relief that went up vihen Oliver 

went to the woods.) Then there was the inevitable herd or drooping, nonde

script nags and plugs which Oliver maintained solely, as tar as Belle and the 

boys could see, so that he might trade them tor still other nags. 

Paul had never foreotten the time he had stood by the Miners• Bank 

waiting for his father to come home from the saloon for lunch. Oliver stood 

on the curb deep in a conversation with old one-eyed Le~ay, trumpeting in his 

ear, extolling the virtues of SOJlle spavined nag he was trying to sell the 

crafty old Frenchman. At this inopport~ne mOJllent Matti Kauppila, a Finn 

!armer who lived out by the Uig Dead river, came down the busy Main street in 

a lurching buckboard drawn by a shaggy beast called Charlie. The poor horse 

was obviously su.t'fering from the "heaves," the horseman I s picturesque name 

for consumption. Even Paul could see that. Matti had got the horse in a trade 

with Cliver the week before. 



Matti spied Oliver talking to old LeJJay. He pulled up the tottering 

horse - 11\1hoa, Sarliel" - and pointad a gnarled, work-soiled finger accus

ingly at Oliver. 

110leover," he shouted," - dat horse you sell for me las• veek -

he•s to be dat heevy horeel" The benighted animal stood there in front of 

Oliver and old LeJ:ay, swaying and wheezing horribly. But Oliver knew old 

LeM.ay1s hearing and eyesight were not what they used to be. 

"Oh, hello Matti, 11 Oliver said pleasantly, smiling and nodding and 

stepping oft the curb. Oliver's delight was unbounded. He raised one big 

hand as though in greeting - then brought it down smartly on the beast's 

sagging rump, genially shouting, 11Yes, Matti -- he's a. nice, big heavy horee. 

l't1 glad you like him so well - Say, what's your hurry! ~ell solong, 

Matti ••• " 

Whenever Paul would awaken in the night to the sound of galloping 

hooves, and hear his father's muffled curses as he lit the breathing gas lamp 

in his bedroom to route the older boys, he knew that the neighbors were re

sentfully awake, whispering, "That Oliver Biegler•s horses have broken loose 

and come to town again. Tnere ought to be a lawl" As regularly as Oliver•s 

fits ot temper, the horses would break out and race wildly into town, past 

the house, and on to Oliver•s tonn barn. They always followed the same route. 

Oliver's barn stood in the block east ot the house, next to the Taleen House. 

The horses would be led there by oat-craving Fred or Chief, one or the other 

of the big white work horses. 

W.lling and neighing and biting each other, all the horses would gather 

in the barnyard, between the barn at the rear and Oliver's "warehouse" which 

faced on Canada Street. The two-story warehouse had been built by Paul's 

grandfather for beer stor~ge. It now housed OJ.iver•s fringed, rubber-tired 

carriage and buggy and cutters and sleighs, and his boats and canoes and 



tools - even an old racing sulky ••• By and by one or two of the older boys 

would come dcr.m to the barnyard and light a lantern. Cblivious 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 upon Fred or Chief, 

bar·eback, and thunder all cf them back to th"3 farm and lock them in the big 

farm barn until the broken fence could be found und mended the next day. 

~ben his older boys were smaller, Oliver used to keep a hired man or 

two on the farm to do the chores. But as young Oliver and Emmett and Greg 

graduated into their teens, they also found that they had graduated into hired 

men on the !arm -- hired, that is, but :::iever paid. Oliver even tried to take 

them out of school. "?!'hen I was a boy or twelve I was through school and 

could load a beer car alone in one dayl" 1'his was s !and.liar refrain, this 

harkins back to the days when Grandpa Nicholas Biegler had run the brewery. 

Men seemed to have worked regularly twenty-five hours a day in those days, 

Faul concluded. Belle, in her quiet way, fiercely !ought Oliver's efforte to 

take the boys out of school. 

The second year young Oliver had -,:orked on the farm, he was just fif

teen. He was a silent, short, broad, thick-wristed boy, with curly, bushy 

black Irish hair, but which had the usual Biegler cowlick. Even then he was 

as strong as the average grown man. His playmates had already nicknamed him 

11Rajah11 for Barnum's successor to Jumbo. 11Ladees and gentlemen: Rajah - the 

biggest elephant in the world - !our inches taller than Jumbol11 Except for 

his age and lack of whiskers Paul concluded that young Oliver was the exact 

duplicate of Paul's short, barrel-bodied German grandfather, mild Nicholas, 

whose large velvet-framed picture hung so equarely and uncompromisingly from 

the sitting-room wall. His brothers and playmates called him 11Roge11 for short. 

This second summer on the farm for young Roge was one of the high points 

in his father• e epic rnges. The !e.:rm was so low and swampy that it had to be 

ditched to drain it. One ew:mer day one of the driving horses had gone to the 

main ditch to get a drink. ~aude, a spanking, high-spirited bay. Her trim 



forelegs had sunk in the trea.cher~• .. !.3 peat, and the doomed animal had evidently 

leapt tc free herself and had only managed to land in the deepesL hole in the 

ditch. Young Roge was alone on the farm, milking the cows. He had run out 

of the barn when he had heard the frantic screarr.s of the drowning unimal. He 

raced across the lumpy damp fields but when he got up to the ditch only the 

tail of the stricken animal, like Ophelia's hair, could be seen floating on 

top of tho turgid water. 

Paul must have been so young that he wae in his crib when Rogo reported 

the loss of Maude to Olive:· at the hushed supper table. Paul ,ras awakened 

and lay cowering, listening to the frightful noises and shouts downstairs, 

and his mother's mingled screams, "You•ve killad him1 O, you•ve killed him%" 

Oliver had beaten the boy nearly into nnconsciousness and had pushed him down 

the collar stairs. Later Lhat night Belle had come and tearfully gathered 

Paul into her artl.B and taken him, and all the boys, to tho Taleen House. This 

old schoolhouse-red brick hotel faced the Northwestern tracks and was rwi by 

Gustav and Sophia Taloen, the parents of Paul's boyhood playmate, Gunnar 

Taleen. rhere Belle and the boys had reraained for a week. Selle went to see 

a la?JYer about a divorce. He was drawing the necessary papers ••• 

Oliver was full o! contrition and self-abasement. He haunted the 

Taleen House, sending 3heaves and sprays of !lowors to Belle, and bringing 

extravagant gifts tor all the boys. Paul got a crying teddy bear as his share 

of the loot, and wistfully thought Belle should do this more often. Paul had 

a shadowy picture of his £other, on his knees before Belle, in a strange high 

bedroom, denouncing himself as roundly as he usually denounced others; plead

ing, promising, cajoling. B3lle sat in a creaking rocking-chair. "Think ot 

the children, the poor children," Oliver had mistakenly said. Waxen-raced, 

Belle had turned on him a look of infi?1ite scorn. 111 run, Oliver -- my God, 

I'm doing just that ••• " 

But Belle had gone baok, and there was a period of strange calm in the 

Biegler house. This creaking stillness reminded Paul of the time Belle had 



carried him up Blueberry Hill to th~ Donovan House to look at Kate Donovan 

lytns so white and still on a high couch, surrounded by tall lighted candles 

and !lowers •.• Paul alrr.ost miesed the shouted cu!'ees and vtild tumult. Then 

by and by it had all started again, and the old !rame house resumed the 

uneven tenor or its ways -- rang once again with the tainilinr shouts and 

mingled cries and wild curses. 110 merciful Godl O false-faced womanl" 

BellA waa in Chicago again recovering from her second operation. "I 

have been blessed with another fine doctor," she had written, "a. poet with a 

r.iedieal degree - young Doctor Max Thorek. 11 This ti:tc Grandma Fraleigh \'las 

un~ble to come up from Detroit, and the boys, being older, had been lett to 

the indifferent attentions of .AmP..nda, the large Swedish hired girl. Amanda 

had her hands full, trying to take cure of the bi5 house as well as tha 

amorous attentions cf a big miner called Axel. 

Paul was now regularly attending the Ridge street school nnd had 

written Belle in his childiJh rounded scrawl: 

"Dear Mama: 

I am a good little boy. I am glad 
you arc well again. Come ~ome soon. 
Don't forget my button shoes and the pop
gWl - the kind with a cork in it. There 
was a big fite and Roge and Emmett have 
gone away. Hurry home. I am a good lit
tle boy. 

Your son, 
Paul. 

I love you, M8.m.'.l.. Don•t forget the 
button shoes and the popgun." 

Belle had sent a frantic telegram to Oliver. t'hat had happened? "I 

kicked the ungrateful whelps out," he had replied. Hie account was not 

strictly accurate. 



It w ~ supper time. Outside it was dark, • windy fall night. Oliver 

and five of the boys wer.:! seated round the long dinlng-room table. There 

was one empty plnce -- the chair- cf Lincoln, the quiet one; he was late. Paul 

sat in his junior high chair, as usual on his father• s left, next to the 

chimney- :;igl".int; dining-roo.l!l stove. Po.ul could s:nall cloves on his f ather•s 

breath. t·ith her bounding grace, red-faced \m.'.lnde had br~ught in the boiled 

dinner, and Oliver c.nd the beys were eating in stony silence. Devoutly nll 

of the boys wished that Lincoln would stay away until Oliver had .finished 

supper and returned to the saloon. Then there uae the .frunili r click of the 

kitchen door, the rattle cf the loose pane, the whish of clothing carefully 

hung on the rack over the oodbox, nnd Lincoln slipped into hi3 saat at the 

table, his gray eyes fixed on his empty plate. 

With terrible calm Oliver turned and lanced u_ at tho old Seth Thomas 

clock. His lower lip began to pout, the blistAr on it turned 1 1t.ottled dsrk 

purple. The boys h::i.d given up any pretense of e .. ting. rheir .food g:igged 

them. rhey aitlply s~t nnd waited. Bie6lar- i'f"lae Amanrta h d quietly locked 

herself in her bed.room of~ the kitchen. "y vill .narry A.Xel nex1 veek1 11 fsul 

hoard tho inside door lock of her bedroo::i softly click. The t~nsenoss had 

whipped his perceptions to an un~anny acuteness. Th- boys 'haited !or Oliver 

to speak. er ~us tbl~ to be one of thos~ a,!ul ollcnt ocenes? Paul sst in an 

agony of awareness of impending aisaster. Hore -- it was comi~g ... 

Oliver had put dcwn his knife and fork so that they slanted off the 

edge of his plate. ,Yith his big hands he pushed his chair oack ... nd circled 

thv table. He stood over abject, nurr.bed Lincoln. Faul held his breath, his 

throat was dry and constricted, he Tranted to snallow. Then Oliver raised his 

hand and at.ruck Lincoln flush en the fac:e with t~e back of r is hand. Lincoln 

reeled from th~ blOl'I, then recovered and locked up swiftly, briefly, at Paul. 

Their eyes flickered in muto d.sery -- there had r.l.~aye bean a~ in-rticulate 

bond h~tween the~ . Li.ncoln 1s cheek h ~ turned u patchy grdenish-~hite p1llor 



whore hti had been stI'uck. Oliver :-aised hie. hcnd to strlke tho boy again. 
~ 
FFederi►hunched himself, wa:ting for th~ blow. Pull closed his net eyes. ,.. 
The blow did not fall. 

110:m•t do that, Fa. 11 It was Roge, young Cliver, speaking in hie low, 

nasal voice. He vms over twenty, now, a 5 i cwn m:m. He had his own 1!::.ue and 

shaved regularly. 

11\!,'ho 1 s going to stop mel" Oliver turned on Roge with a deadly calm. 

11! aro. 11 ftoge had l'iocn a.TJd moved quickly before his father. 111 run, 

Pa, 11 he rej)eated. 

Oliver•s mouth twitchad loosely with incredulous rnge. He raised the 

great beam of his arm to brush this rebelliou.:; vision from hi~ maddened sight. 

Yotmg Oliver reached out his short r Lght arr::, hia thick blunt. .fist gathered 

in th~ lapels of Oliver's coat, twisting, high up at the throat. Slowly, im

placably he pushed and lifted his father back against the stair wall, next to 

the stove, holding him out with one knotted, straining arm. The other boys 

slowly tu1ncd and watched as in a dream. 01iver•s long arms flailed wildly 

at hia son, be kicked with his lags, hi9 oyss rolled up in his head, elaring 

insanely; he grated his teeth, he gurgled ;ind fo31ned, he muttere1 horrible, 

guttural curses ••• 

But there wa& the miracle, the immutable fact: young Oliver held his 

father nailed against the wall. 11Cool off, Pa," he said in his low voice, 

occasionally relaxing his grip ao tr.at Oliver could take a raspinB breath. 
~ 

"Calm dow:-i, Pa. F-r~didn1 t do nothing. 11 Thus spake Rajah, 11 the biggest 
/\ 

elephant in the world - four inches taller than JumboJ11 Paul kne:v at that 

time, in that frozen instant, that young Oliver could easily have killed his 

father. 

Paul sat in his high chair chilled with ripples of goose pimples, grip

ped in an icy tr3nce. The scene, in all its night~arc reality, was being ir

revocably scarred l!pon bis n;emory with hiseing ircns. His mind and heart 

surged with n shuttling rush of wild ~houghts and emotions ••• His father, the 



men who regularly pitched dru.'1ken miners nm!. lwtbcr jacl~s intn the middle of 

Ma.in street -- h.:s father, the strongest man in the 1,orld, had been vanquich

edl The tiger and the bear ••. Good for you, Rogo old boy -- give it to him, 

r,ive it to hi.ml Why don't you. kr.ock his bloody block off, Roge? r,hy don't 

you': Ucm•s your chance, boyl Hnve you forgotten all tho ti.Iles he UBed to 

beat you? Have you'? Don't you re!lle.mber when he< thren you down the cE>llar 

stairs? You c~n•t !orget1 Yo~ can•t, you can't, you can•t forgetl Give it 

to himl Don•t -- you•re killing himJ Goool I'll wsar my new button shoes 

et his funeral -- I 1m glad poo~ Uar:ia ion•t here -- I wish I had rcy popgW1 -

I 1d shoot himl -- ffllere are the hero~s of yesteryear? - 0 God, I never 

thought anyone could do the old llllm ••• 

The next day i\!r.anda had found n scribbled note on Emmctt•3 and young 

Oliver's undisturbed bed: 

"Goodbye, kids. We I re h'3ading l est. Give 
our love to JJom - she was sure swell to us. 

Err.matt 
Roge.n 



/ {) 

CHAPff..R 6. 

The day that Paul had been once again rebuffed by his brat.hers, ,,hen 

they had not wanted him to go berrying with the.r.:, was also the day that he 

had met Fritz Bello-~s on Pilot Knob. In some way, which even Paul could not 

understand, it had marked a turning point in his boyhood. He could not 

recall that he hnd made any solemn resolutions or sworn any rebellio~e oaths. 

In fact, he could not remember that he had given the occasion any particular 

thought. There seemed only that some vague instinct hud been awakoneci which 

told him that he should become rrora self-sufficient, that ho reust not depend 

so much on other peop~e, on his brothers, even on Belle ••• 

Anyway, wasn't. Belle always telling him he n.ust 11stano up for himself" 

ever since the tima three years before when Danny Gaynor· hnu called Faul a 

11airty saloo:ikeeper1 s aon11 and siven him a. black eye and sent him homt; cryl11g, 

Belle had ra13ed a terrible rwnpu~, and haa twice gone and s~en Mra. Gaynor. 

l..it. tlc J.!.., s. Gaynor had f ivt; boys or her own and tho two womon had finally 

'lfounct up crylng ir. each othez•• s arrr.s. Paul was I'illed wlth sharca... The 

following summer Danny had kept hla hand in by again b~ating up on Paul. It 

was baginn ... ng to .1ook like an annual event. The lust time Paul had told Belle 

he had !'allen off Jaeger's barn wnile playing 0 chase. 11 Paul baa never fought 

Danny back. He nad simply stood in a spell ol' sick horror while Danny purt-

malled him until he grew tired. 'ha~ was the use? Danny's fa~he1 wo1ked at 

tho fireball and was an ex-boxer. He gave all of his sons boxing lessons, 

standing them on a chair to beat. the fireiten 1 s punchine bag. p.,.ul had en

viously watched the Gaynor ooys 1.,rain. Danny oven trav1Jlled abou.., the Penln

sula, fighting other youngsters at tne annual firemc:n 1 s tournament.s. 11 Danny 

Gaynor, the pride of ~hippewa, 11 one of thll placard::t nad read. h hun by tho 

punching bag in the firehall. So what was the use? 

Paul baa slept in Beile' s big wooden 01:id with he.c· until he was neai·ly 

eight. AI'ter that he had occupied a small col, in her bedroom. lt was a 

pleasant room, ju11 of heavy -.,arnished fumhuro, tne largt::H,t bedroom in the 



house, and looked out on the tall Lombardy poplar trees which lined the side 

yard. For eleven years Grandma Fraleigh1 s sweet, Scotch face had watched him 

from her picture on the wall. There was another s~.aller picture of Grandma, 

Belle and Paul on Belle's dresser. Paul had curls and wore a white dress. 

But Paul wanted to get out of his mother's room. It had grown hateful to 

him. He did not know exactly why. He loved Mama as much as ever. He only 

knew that it had become terribly important that he move his bed. He could not 

seem to be able to bring himself to speak to Belle about it. 

It was November. School had reopened in September and Paul was com

fortably situated in the A class of six.th grade. This was in Uiss Eddy•~ room 

on the second floor, just over first grade. Fritz Bello"Ns sat two seats 

ahead of Paul in the same row. Elizabeth Gluyas, a 19.I!le Cornish girl, sat 

between them. She was a quiet, dark-eyed girl, with heavy dark eyebrows, who 

wore large bow ribbons in her thick braided h~ir. She also passed notes be

tween Paul and Fritz. Bernie Redreond, the cigar-maker's son, was also in the 

sixth grade, but he attended the Convent school across the tracks by the ne~ 

fireball. Gunnar Taleen had moved up to the Grammar school, in sGvonth grade. 

Bernie and Gunnar had not yet met Paul's new friend, Fritz. Paul hoped they 

would like each other. Miss Eddy was writing in Palmer method on the front 

blackboard. "Abou Ben Adhem, may his tribe increase ... " The class was learn

ing the fruits of Ben Adhem•s rectitude. Paul and Fritz already knew the 

bawdy parody. 

Paul passed a note to Elizabeth for Fritz. He saw Elizabeth's srrall 

ears flush with excitement as she timidly touched Fritz•s shoulder with her 

index finger. Fritz casually itched his back and took the message. 

"Dear Fritz (the note read): 

V/here do you sleep at home? With 
your brothers? How long with your 
mother? Please give full information 
and oblige. This is extra secret. 

Your friend, 
XX X11 



The elaborate series of X's was to confuse and con.found Mies Eddy and 

whatever other uninitiates whose hands might profane their communications. 

Palll and Fritz were working out an elaborate code, but they had not yet com

pleted it. Paul waited for Fritz's answer. Here it was coming, in another 

series of itchy backs. 

'' Dear Polly -

With my brother Kenny as long 
as I can remember. Harold sleeps 
in a cot. Mother and Dad have twin 
beds. How abo~t you? 

Your friend, 
0 o 0 11 

After school Paul avoided Fritz and ran horee. Belle was at the piano 

giving a music lesson to an unhappy child who seemed to lack even a rudimen

tary sense of rhythm. Sometimes Paul thought he was growing to hate all 

music. He hurried from the sitting room. Ha 11ent to the cellar and filled 

the scuttles with hardcoal for the two coal stoves, the one in the front hall 

upstairs, between Oliver's and Belle's bedrooms, and the one in the sitting 

room. They were tall round Michigan Garlands, with bright ~etnl crowns on 

top, and each had a little kettle of water which rested on a shelf on the 

back by the damper, and there were small squares of isinglass in the coal door 

and in the small grate doors on the sides. Paul filled the kitchen woodbox 

and emptied the ashes from the kitchen range. The dining-room stove had not 

yet been lighted. For this service Belle &}V8 Paul fifteen cents a week: 

five cents tor .following the endless "Perils o.f' Pauline" at the matinee on 

Saturdays at McNulty•s Opera House; five cents for candy at Sjolander•s so 

that one w uld not grow too weak during the perils; and the extra t!ve cents, 

Paul supposed, for charities and riotous living during the following week. 

Sunday school money was extra, something in the natur~ of a divine dividend. 

Belle finished her piano lesson and came out to the kitchen. Paul 

could hear the hired girl scrubbing the bathroom floor upstairs. A heat 

register in the kitchen ceiling opened onto the bathroom floor. "Hello, aon, 11 



she said. "Why aren't you out playing?11 It was what she always said. Paul 

did not answer. Belle added water to a stew kettle on the stove. Belle's 

glasses had become steamed and she stood wiping them with her handkerchief. 

Paul eat on the edge of the woodbox. Now, he thought, was the time ••• 

"Listen, Mom - 11 Paul began. He found he could not continue. There 

a cboking feeling in his throat. Then he began to cry, he couldn't help it. 

The more he tried to stop the more he cried. Belle quickly put her glasses 

on the warming oven of the stove and came over to Paul and sat beside him on 

the woodbox. She held him close to her, resting his head against her side 

her good side. "There, there, son. lt 1 s all right. Whatsver it is, it 1s 

all right. 11 

Paul stopped crying except for occasional ca1vulsivc soba. He pulled 

away from hie mothex· and went to the kitchen door. Ho stood scowling in the 

opan door, looking at Belle. 1'What ie it, son?" Bello said. 11\':hatever it is, 

it•e all right, 11 she repeated. 

11Llor," Paul said, and his voice did not sound like his own. 11Listen, 

Mom -- Fritz Bellows sleeps with his brother Kenny. Oh, Mom, he -- he can•t 

remember ever sleeping in his mother1 s rooml11 

Belle reached to her nose for her glasses but not finding them she 

made an uncertain little circle with her hand in front of her face. Her gea-

ture was one of utter helplessness. 

she reminded Paul of a little girl. 

Her gray eyes ato.red at Paul. Somehow 

Numbed with eha~e, Paul wished he had 

not spoken. 111 love you, Mama," he blurted, nnd then he turned and r·an out

doors. 

That night when Paul went to bed he found his cot in the corner of the 

boys• back bedroo~. There was a clean flannel nightgown lying folded on the 

pillow. Nicky and Link occupied the double bed. Lhey were not home yet. 

After Paul was in bed, lying awake and still in the dark room, Belle came into 

his bedroom. She leaned over and kissed him. She brushed his cowlick back 



from his forehead with her hand. ''Good night, my little man, 11 she whispered, 

patting his head, and then she went away. 

The first winter of the War- was a time of great snow in Chippewa. There 

was always plenty of snow in winter, but this was Wlusual. Articles appeared 

in The Iron Ore and the town's graybeards consulted their diaries for parallel.a 

from the past. 111 mind the winter that •.• 11 they would say. So tar the win

ter of 179 ~as out 1n front. There was so ffiUCh snow that by Christmas the 

boys had finally despaired of keeping the ice clear on Lake Bancroft for skat

ing. The big horse-drawn gang plows had been out on the streets several times 

before Chrlstr.ias. But snow or not there were many other things to do. There 

was akilng and coasting and best of all, there was bobsledding on north Pine 

street, on the north slope of Blueberry Hill. Paul could not remember when 

he had had so much fun in the wintertime. 

That Christmas had been unusually good to Paul. Who cared if Santa 

Claue was an exploded myth i.f you could get a brand new "Flexible-Flyer" sled, 

a new Mackinaw coat, a red knitted tasoel cap and new "Gold Seal" rubber St"ow 

boots? And a new pocket knife from GrandJr.a Fraleigh? Anyway, Santa hnd 

never given Paul a new sled before. It was the first new sled he had ever 

owned. Not that it represented any concession on Oliver's part. Up to that 

time Paul had used an old sled which had been Oliver's when he was a boy. It 

was a heavy, low wooden sled with grooves in the r,ointed wooden sides titted 

with round iron runners. It was a fc.~t sled. Its name was "Bruno" b•.lt Paul 

and his brothers, from whom Paul had inherited "Bruno," had all dubbed it 

the "pig-stabber." "Bruno" had finally en.rned a long rest. 

Oliver was forever making things for the boys or buying and trading 

secondhand articles such as used bicycles, ice skates, coaster wagons, skis 

and the like. It seemed to Paul even then that it was not so much penury on 

Oliver's part as ~uch as his desire to have an excuse for tearing the things 



apart and putting them together again. And alGo, of ccurse, to teach his 

boys "the value of a dollar." Oliver was an excellent carpenter and l!iechanic, 

and he had a complete tool shop which he kept under heavy lock and key in the 

barn at the rear of the Biegler house. This tool shop had once been located 

in the warehouse on Canada street, down by the trachs. Oliver had moved it 

tho sllll!mer before to make room for a yowig blond fellow called Elreer Lessard, 

who had opened a new cstabli~hment called a "garage" in the old warehouse. On 

any Sunday when Olive1 was not out i.~ the woods he would spend the day tinker

ing out in his tool shop, making or repairing something for the house or farm 

or the saloon -- or remodelling some bit or junk he had traded or bought and 

which might be ~ade to do for the boys. 

Belle know how much the boyc smarted over having to use these made-ovffr 

plaything}', ~omotimes she ;,ould tr:, to reason with Oliver, but that would only 

provoko a scene. nl'll learn the lazy v:helps te I.new the value of u dollar111 

ho would howl. Olivar, the Roger Bnbson of Lis day, was forever conducting 

impromptu shouted lectures on the value of a dollar. "Anyway, the stuff 

thay' re i::akin' nowadays is no bloody good l .Everybody's after the almighty 

dollar... 11:oney, money, rnoney1" he ~ould rant. 11 NO\ \then I was a boy ••• 11 

and away he would go on a colorful and profane ex~osition of the tender love 

and export craft~.anahip that had eone into all of the merchandise that wae 

made when he was a boy. Then ho would oxtol the sled "Bru.'1011 as exemplifying 

all these deathloes qualities, often dramatically producing the buttered sled 

and thrusting it at Belle for her white-faced inspection. 11Lcckit that, 

woll'an1 Love went into that job1 Love, l say!" Naturally this blighr.ed love 

would lead him inevitably to the subject of the gnawing horrors of ~all 

street -- the saat of ca.11 modern 3Kullduggery -- 11an' ,:,hat godda.r.t graapin• 

Andrew Carnogiel" 

So, as with Paul's new 11Flcxible-Flyer, 11 Belle would quietly write 

Gr,ndma Fraleigh in Detroit and tell her what the boys v1antod and would send 

Grandma some of her muoic-lesson money. Then either Uncle Alec or Uncle 



Stephen would ship them no1th by express as ostensible eifts from the boW1ti

ful Detroit relatives, along with their usunl gifts/ir it was Christmas. All 

Oliver could do was fume and mutter that Belle's relatives were "spoil.in• 

tho bloody boys so•s they'll never learn tho value of a dollar1 11 Paul re

flP.cted that the whole thing ran in circles, like a squirrel in a cage .•• 

That winter Paul and Fritz and Bemie Redmond and Gunnar Taleen built 

a bobsled o·-1er in Bellows I basement with the help of Fritz I s dad, J. Barry 

Bellows, the jeweler and ex-actor. He was a fine, jolly little man with gray- I 
I 

i.."lg reddish hair, and brilliant brown eyes, unlike Fritz's, and he ltould try 

to help them anci pound his fingers with a hammer mid then lauf:h, or else just, 

sit in !rent of the furnace door and watch the boys and tell them stories or 

sing snatches from Gilbert and Sullivan, a.ccumpa.nying himself on the gcitar. 

"0 the !lowers that bloom in the Spring, tra la ••. 11 Pa.ult s heart was tilled 

with envy to see a tnthe1· like Fritz's... It took th.3 boys eight days t.o 

.fini~h th" bob, 1mrking after school and on nights thay could get out. Final

ly t,hey installed the shiny new bell on the !'rant (no bob was complete without 

a clanging warning bell) and proudly painted the name along the top, "The 

Chippewa Fla.sh." Then that last afternoon before the paint was fairly dry 

they tenderly carried tho new bob from the Bellows' i::ellar and started for 

tha Pine Street hob slide. 

11Gc-od luck, boysl" J. Barr:r Bellone shouted after thern. 

Tbe boys "shacked" a ride on the delivery sled of Danny licQuiggan, one 

of Jaeger's teamsters, who was passing by on the late afternoon round. Dar.n7, 

upon seeing that Fritz, one o • old Jaeger's grandsons, wat. in the group, v1hip

ped up the horses end galloped past the homes of waiting, anxious housewlveR. 

Paul sat up in front on the dashboard with Danny on tte lumpy cushion -- 11dry

asses11 the tenn:sters called them - - made from hay thrust into a burlap reed 

sack. After all, four of them did not need to tow the bob. "Hello, Polly. 



~rhat do you hear fro:. your brothers E:mr.et.t and Roge?11 Danny said. Faul shook 

his head. As tho rocing ~leigh slewed around tho corner near the top of Pine 

street hill, Paul could hear the kerosene sloshing in the oil tank under them. 

The spigot was scnled with a potato. DaMy delivered the boys and their bob 

in a cloud o'l vapor and chiming sleighbells at tho top of the hill. "Gee 

there, Pred, Dickl" Donny shouted, as he wheeled his steruning horses about 

and slid away. Elmer Lessard1 s new garage had not yet caught up with Demny ... 

It was gr~~ing dark, but the iced run gleacied in the carbon street 

lamps as far as they could see. Lucky Gunnar had pulled the long straw to 

pilot the first ride. They sgw:.rcd the bob nround in front of the take-off. 

Gunna1· adjusted hi& feet on the frcnt sled guides and wrapp9d the rope around 

his mittens. f'z·itz jumped en bt.1hind Gunnar, then Bernie, and Gunnar shouted 

11.heady l" Then Paul puohed hex· e.wa,r and leaped on the back. 

clang l,. wsnt tho bell, Fritz pt•oudly ,1orking the bell cord. 

position kner., Thiu stout and buttei·ed ir.otlcy ere,,. 11 

1Clan", clan~. 

11 Every mn his 

The bob plunged down the uteep hill, the runne1·s rwnblin[; on tho ice, 

gatl1ering speed, as the shouting boys ~hot po.et the ir.teroection of Blui'f 

street, t.hen Ely street, then I.mpire, nnd finally straightened out. on tho 

final bow1cing ruoh into Morgan' a Sulllp. They let the bob go aa far as it 

would, und were filled with exultation to discover that it had travelled 

nearly as for o.G so.Clo 01' the long, heavy tnelve- and f:.fto:m-5cutor bobs 

owned by the oldor boys. It was heavenly -- their own bob, made by their own 

hnnds. As they r.in chatter:ng back up the hill Paul bogo.n to senso son:o of 

tho pride Olivar Itust feel in ruDking ~ is mm things. 

As thu boy~ roached the top o! the hill for the next ~ide they snw 

that anotho1 bob was getting ready to take off. It ~as owned by Danny Ga:rnor 

and his brotherr. Short, 5tocky Danny r.ae there with his brother Stevie and 

some of the 11.!'ireh::.ll gnng'' th t lived around the Convent school. When Paul 

saw his arch enemy Danny, he bun• back to let him get away. But Danny had 

spied Paul by the etreet light. He wae not going to let this opportunity 



pass . After all, the vrhole sl..Ul'JOOr had sllpped by- without his thrashing Paul. 

And here was an audience. Danny tumed to Gunnar. Gunnar didn ' t 1.:.ke D"'nny 

any rr,ora than Paul did, but waa also deeply rosper..:tful of bis prowess ae a 

flghter . 

"Wall 1Swedo 1
,

11 Danny said to Gunnar, "since nhan did you start chum

minr, ar ound with a baby-killing Hu.~ like Biegler here?" He rr~tionod ot Paul 

with his thumb without looking at him. Danny was a master at disdain. Paul 

stood chilled in his t r ccks. His feeling was one of yawnin3 dis!!lay. Some

thing new had come to to.t".ment him. It was one of the little unreported 

caguaJ.t.ies of the ··;ar, He was noi'f not only a dir ty saloon-keeper• s son but 

a Hun as well. At t,hat moment he knew how all the tram:leled peoples in the 

,,orld must feel . • . 

Then µaul saw Fritz looking at him, his p!lle bluo ey~s wide with blank 

nstoni.sh'Ttont. •1.so this is rr.y cowardly nf'w friond, 11 he was sure Fritz was 

ttrl.nking. It was writ.ten on his intent white face. 11Polly, 11 Fritz said in 

a lciw, awed voice. "Polly, 11 he repeated. Paul ' s misary was complete, "Hun l 11 

Dann:r said. 

Puul felt something give ~vay in him, ao thou~h some vital organ in his 

body was beine wranch~d from h~r.. He bece.c'[: so weak that as he etaggersd up 

to Dariny he almos~ tell. Danny could have pasted hi.!!l over with his hand. 

Ther e was fear in him, out th'3re was al~o cornothing de1?per than fear alone. 

Paul h9.d alw?.ys loathed any off ensive physical touching, as ho was to all of 

hi~ li!e. All he couln see was Danny, leering, srniline, squlnt- cyed Danny. 

Paul wnn~ed to r etch. 1'Htm111 Danny rtJpes.tod. It was Danny• s tactical mi.a--
tako. Paul' e strcneth ow·ged bac! .:..n a wild cxul tant. rush and he v as upon 

Danny, flailing him w-Lth hia thin knotted fist~, bitting and hitting his hate

ful face in R whirlwind of blows . Then Danny t-as miraculously lyir..g upon the 

icy st r eet and PnuJ.. was upon him ru d hie hands were tight about O.-:inny1 s throat 

and his r..1.nd wan RS c~ld as the ice he kneeled on. 1 ·an!'l blood \'!SS running 

f r om Danny' 5 nose on to Paul's hands •.• 



Frltz wont out of his course and ;alked hor:1e with ?aul, dragging the 

new bob. On the way Paul wa•;hed the blood from his hands in t..he tinow. ;'hey 

did not speak. Vihen they got to Paul' c corner, under the gutt~ring carbon 

street lamp, they stood there silently i~garding each other. Fritz se~med to 

be ;>ondoring so:r.ethL"lf.. Ho !'inally spoke. "Polly, you hit him a.--id choked 

him when he was down. You shouldn't have done that, Polly, 11 Fritz said. "You 

know that. 11 

11Ias, ~ know," Paul ~nid. 

"You won't do that again, will you?:r Fritz said, anxiously. 

''I don't know, 11 Peul said. "You know, Fritz~ 11 he slonly said, 111 -- I 

think I mi,:;ht have killed him if the otberEi hadn't bean there to pull me oft." 

''You were afraid of him, weren't you, Polly?!' Fritz said. 

i:yes, n P ,t1 said. "I've bean a.fr;i,id .:>f him .tor n long t.ime. You don•t 

"But. you I re not any c.ore, are you,, Polly'?'' 

"No, I 'ro not afraid any more, Fritz,'' Paul said. 

''Good night, Polly -- you' re a $tell pal. 11 

"Good night, Fritz, you•r~ a swell pal too.•• 

Paul pa11sed o!1 the kitcLen :?orch whistl.Lne 11 I Wanta Go Bacl To Mi.chi

g:1.n11 very 3oftly-. T:-!e mine whistles were blowing s:Lx o'clock. Paul went 

i.nto the kHchen and washfld t~t the airJt and combed his cowlick at the kitchen 

mirror. He grinned at himself ill tha unGven rr.irror. '"The baby-killer of 

Blueberry Hill, 11 he whi1:1perad to h.im3elf, disto.i"'tine his mouth in ono of the 

ripples of the glass. He went into the diriing-room and s1 ip: t:Jd into his 

corr.er seat between Oliver ll?1d Belle at thu supper tr.ble. Nobody noticed ~ 

thing. Paul did not tell Belle or anyone about hiv fig~t. She cnly found 

out two days later when Danny•a mother, !frs. Gaynor, paid Belle a belated re

turn call. The two women had a good cry. /Is for Paul, he had never hnd so 

much fun in the wintertime. 
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CHAPI'ER 7. 

Oliver's love of the woods was a sort or quiet madness tacitly reoog

nized by Belle and all the boys but rarely openly discussed by them. Paul 

was gradually coming to see that this plunging, impatient man was never really 

happy unless he was miles from town, tar from the sounds of the trains and 

mine whistles, away from his family, away from bis saloon -- aluays away, 

away, away ••• 

That. summer Oliver began taking Paul to the woods with him, especially 

to the South Camp. During these trips Paul scarcely knew his rather for the 

same man. Dan McGinnis, one or Oliver's woods cronies, usually accompanied 

them, and the toshion in which these two carried on and laughed and played 

grotesque Paul Bunyan jokes on each other reminded Paul or him.sell and his 

own playmates. Nor could Paul forget tho way his father would throw buck hie 

head and show his firm 11ekw tobacco-stained teeth in a grim smile as he 

would work a tugging trout into shore over at Blair's Pond. He talked to his 

fish, coaxing them, flatterine them, slO'Wly killing them ••• 

11Come on mo speckled darlin' -- no, no, out of dose dere voeds," be 

would tenderly croon, in a comical mixture of the various local dialects. 

Oliver's ey-es would wrinkle at the corners and his !lyrod would be bent into 

a palsied hoop. 1'Vat iss diss? •Ere, naow, cam' toyer bloody Pa, me sonl 

Therel" And the tired trout would be finally lying in Oliver's sagging net. 

Paul would stand watching in open-mouthed wonder. "'Vat ies diss' indeed," 

he thought. Then after they had taken enough fish Paul would tollow hie 

father and Dan back to camp, through the wavy high grass of the soggy beaver 

moadows, across the fallen log on the creek and up the hill to the square camp 

DID.de of white pine logs which stood on the birch-covered ridge. 

Oliver had three camps: two hunting camps north of Chippewa, in the 

region of Silver Lake and the Big Dead River,and then tho South Camp, far out 

beyond the loorrJ.ng Green Hills. He haunted the South Camp during the summer 

fishing season. While there were plenty of deer around the camp, Oliver had 



not hunted there oince Paul naa a baby, r,ho fall that Cliver bad actually 

heard ths !alat rifle shot of some witless 5trangor who had dared to wander 

near thd fringe of his hunting domain. "Hell, Tom, 1' he had said to old Tom 

Eckman, ,me of his hunt.i..ng partners, "Hell, Tom, it's gettin' so• s a man 

can•t stap outa the bloody camp without he falls over a couple or two tres

rassin' deerhunters1 11 

Each November Oliver and his woods cronies made n~ghty preparations 

for the deerhunt up Nort.h, whic~ involved assembling blankets and snowshoes, 

socks and mittens, food and rifles, not to mention whi~key nnd beer EIDd the 

11fixins 11 for the whiskey sours. He spent hours in clove-consuming conforencee 

at the oaloon with rom Eckman u.nd the McGinnis twins, Dan and Dave, making 

endless lists and lists, and then lists of lists ••• Finally 11 thc day" would 

arrive, c111d Oliver would stoop and kiss Belle, as she stood on the back 

porch, and the others would respectfully touch thci1 caps to her and say 

11Goodbyc, Mrs. Biegler." Then Fred and Chief, the big white tee.ra, would draw 

the laden jumper out of the back yard. Oliver would be gone for weeks -

much to the boys• delight -- and then one night, olw~ys in the blach dark, 

Paul woula hear the dull frosty sleigh bells and the clo~p of the horses 
Ji 

behind theJ\hea&. The mighty hunters were home .from the hill! 

Paul would race for the kitchen and run out on tba porch and watch 

the tired and mumbling bearded men in the vapored lantern light a a they 

tossed tho c!eer off tho sleigh like cordwood. The frozen bodies of the deer 

\'1ero always rigio in the attitude of tho;;ir final leap, their bloody ton0 ues 

waggishly protruding from their ~ouths, their slotted e7es a shrivelled, 

sunken blue. On these occasions Paul always pretended dancing ecstasies he 

never felt. He really wished thay would not have a single deer, and dismally 

reflected that Belle would have roasts and chops and mince.meat enough to last 

through the winter - all from these poor deer, so beautiful, so slender, so 

very dead ••. Tho heads of t.hose with good raclts of horns would be mounted by 



Garceau the Frenchman, and added to those that already thronged the walls ot 

the saloon. 

About this time, too, Paul realized with dismay that his tather and 

Belle led no sort of social life together. After a busy day of running the 

big house and giving music lessons, Belle generally spent her nights alone, 

darning and mending or ironing, or helping the boys with their lessons, or 

rocking in her chair by the window in the sitting-room, chatting with her 

neighbors, Mrs. Trembath or Mrs. Coffey or Gunnar•a mother, bard-working Mrs. 

Talecn. When Belle went to the Presbyterian church it was alone or with Paul. 

It was the same way with her visits to the movies or the occasional roadshows 

which came to McNulty1s Opera House. It seemed that on theee occasions Oliver 

always found he had to work at the saloon. "Someone around this bloody 

house's got to have a sense of dootyl" he would wail, drooping his head under 

the sudden oppressive weight of bis cares. Oliver, however, was fascinated by 

Lyman H. Howe• s movie travelogues, with sowid effects, as was Paul. Regard

less of "dooty" Oliver never missed their annual visits to Chippewa. He would 

put on hi.a best salt-and-pepper suit and sit in an aisle seat, because of his 

long legs, watching in hwiched absorption aQ the parade of pygmiea nnd ele

phants and strange exotic sights flickered across the screen. 

Then during the intt!rmission he would remain fixed 1n his seat, cramped 

and enthralled, while Lyman H. HOlfe1 s pianist ca.me out and bowed nnd then 

played a series of brilliant, florid passages on Maestro McNulty1 s battered 

upright; selections fairly dripping with gliseandos and rippling arpeggios, and 

usually taken .from Liszt or so.me fiery Italian. Oliver would lean across Paul, 

15melling of cloves, and sibilantly whisper to Belle, "Genius111 Belle would 

amilo and nod and whisper, "Yes, Oliver." For once Paul was in accord with 

Oliver. Any man was indubitably a genius who could wrench music from 1.tr. 

llcNulty• s piano. 



Bolla still occa~ionally triod il.viting other married couples over to 

spend the .JVening, but had gradual:!.y abandoned the practice in silbnt horror 

after ono or two grim experiencos. 02.iver, resined and stoic in the salt

and- peppor suit and etarched collar and diamond stickpin, hiB thinning cow

lick pushed back on his head, wo:ll.d sit through the ~vening like a oaged 

lion, his p09fert11l hMds clenching and unclenching his knees, 1 es ponding in 

grunted abstracted monosyllables to the timiu overtures of oome unhappy 

husband uf ono of Bello' s friends. Or worse yet, Oliver would sometimes bo 

drawn into sudden conversation by some cha.nee word and would luwich into a 

thunderous, eye- rolling monologue on the iniquities of his two pets: Wall 

Street and Andrew Carnegie, or 

and villainous Great Britain. 

since the War had started - on a scheming 

Oliver never discussed his views with any man; he simply announced 

them. Where he got them Paul never really knew because he rarely discovered 

Oliver readinz a.~ythlng other than The Iron Ore or Grover's definitive work 

on the "Diseases o! Hor$eS11 which stood in the high bookcase in the music 

room. Yet he seemed to know e.l.l about Carnegie and the ~niquitous stoul 

ta.rift, Eugene Debs and labor injunctions, Henry George and the single tax, 

and all the rest. Belle and the gu~et.s would sit in a stunned silence, nod

ding their heads in a~tomatic agreement as Oliver hurlvd his sweeping charges 

of graft and corruption, of dark cabals and foul alliances, both foreign and 

domes tic, national and international •.. He rarely stooped to buttress these 

indictment3 with facta or sources; wagging his finger, he merely shouted the 

dire conclusioni,. 11You mark rrrr words -- John Bull and Wall Street will have 

us in this bloody war yetl" Pau1 could hear these thunderous forbodings dis

tlnctly from his cot upstairs. "Don' t, Oliver, " Belle would plead with hill 

after tho startled guestn had fled. 11flease don' t get on those sore 5ubjects 

when we have people over. Please, Oliver - I don't ask much of you ••• 11 

The very next tiJte Belle "bad people over" gave Oliver his chance to 

demonstrate how meekly ntl.ndtul he was of Belle' s plea. Before the visitors 



fairly had their wraps off Oliver began dilating on the uncontroversible 

~erita of the sitting-room coal stove; this time to l!r. Trembath, the book

keeper at Jaeger'a. Oliver glanced !:l.t Belle. He would show her he could 

bandy small taH: with tho best of them... There certainly wasn I t a belliger

ent coal in this topic. Belle waited, s~iling uncertainly, nodding brightly, 

anxiously pursing her lipn. Little 1'.r. Treebath and hie l'Yife, who at this 

juncture had no e3rthly need for her c_r trumpet, sat in spellbound, gulping 

silence as Oliver heaped ringing tributes on tho stove. As he warmed to his 

subject, so intense became Oliver's desire to convince his neighbors that 

all modern stoves were trashy jwlk compared w:ith this venerable tall queen, 

that he firu1lly stalked out to h~s shop in tho ~oodshed and came back with 

an armful of soiled tools and spra.v:led on the floor, salt-and-pepper suit 

and all, and virtually dismantled the lighted stovu before thoir horrified 

eyes. Then, to Belle's utter and final shame, he wound up trying to sell the 

stove to l!r. Trembath. "ll.ind you, I'm doin' you a favor, neighborl You'll 

never get a bettor bloody buy, Trembathl" he shouted, waving a wrench in the 

air, '' -- not i!' you scour the hull drum Peninsula l l Im tellin I you, i:r.an ••• " 

That was the end. The Trembaths hurried home, without the stove, and 

in the future Belle resigned herself to 11having just the ladies over," which 

was quite all right with Oliver. 11Hell, wormn," he ranted, "them grubbin1 

husbands of your lady frlendst .U.l they car. think to talk about is their 

goddam stocks and bonds and reoney -- how they made money here, or lost money 

there, or hem they1re gain' to make oore money next week or next ye~r. There's 

no goddam fun in their miserable shrivelled souls 1 Ho?J can you put up with 

it, womanl Answer n:e, I sayl Don't stand there - 0 merciful God, answer t:1.el" 

"Yes, Oliver," Belle said. "Yes, Oliver." That was the way it always 

was. "Yes, Oliver.'' 

It was not that Oliver hated people or was unsocial. In fact, as Paul 

pondered as he grew older, it seemed to him it wae because the man was so 

tremendously alive and full of wild vitality that he could not bear to waste a 



....... 

momont o! his time on the gentle, noncommittal sparring that commonly passed 

!or the social amenities. That summer Paul overheard a snatch of conversation 

between Oliver and Dan McGinnis out at the South Camp. Oliver and Dan were 

having "just one more" whiskey sour. "Christ, Dan, 11 Oliver laughed, "when I 

spend arr time talkin' to a woman I want to be figurin' how I can get her into 

bedl" 

Paul thought, even then, that this casual ribald remark held one of the 

keys to the man's character. His father seemed to live only for the high 

moments of life -- for the curbing of the runaway horse, the final shot at 

the mortally plunging buck, the hooking and landing of a fighting trout, the 

subduing or a high-spirited woman •.. The conventional concepts ot Fa.a:ily and 

Home, of Work and Duty, were simply not meant !or the man. They were without 

his ken, and their manifestations all about him drove hi.Cil frantic with a lash

ing impatience. He could not abide even the thought or the restraints they 

would impose on him. In the woods he could be free ••• The man's unconven-

✓ tionality was not mere ignorance, Paul gradually realized, but was, with all 

I/ 

its raw crudenees, a deliberate and inevitable expression of hie philosophy 

ot life. 

If Oliver foWld hie only true happiness in the woods, Paul thought, 

then surely Belle found hera in her home and in her family, especially on 

those rare occasions when she and her husband and all her boye were together. 

These usually occurred during those periods ot uneasy dooestic truce which 

Belle called "our Sunday-evening musicales" but which quiet brother Lincoln 

irreverently- referred to as "'fhe Cremation ot Sam McBeethoven I" Belle clung 

to the notion that no household was c00ipletely a home wuesa both parents 

spent ti.lte in it, together contributing to the cultural development ot their 

children. Such had been her girlhood in Detroit and, so help her, &o would 

it be tor her boys in Chippewa - even if one of the parties to this proposed 



cultural r~vclation was a man cal.lea Oliver Biegler. "It gives a home a 

feeling of socur:i.ty, 11 rciul. unce hoard liis 1LOthc:1.· say to Airs. Taleen. 

So 1then, after the Sunday night suppo1·, Bella would hum to he.t·sell' as 

she popped up a bowl.Cul of buttery popco1·n in the wire basket over the kitchen 

range, or cooked a platterful of fudge to oool on the little shelf on the 

back sto~p, the Loys wvuld krio~ they w&r& in for another musical evening. 

Then, in some .mysterious tashion which Paul could never fe.lihom, Belle v10uld 

brave .imminent destruction and lurch and tug her snoring husbnnd off of the 

sitting-room acra and into the music-room piano. She would sit at tho piano 

and play from ~emory the melodies of her girlhood, old Scotch airs, the songs 

of Stephe,1 Fostex·, while the great rumple-hairod man atooJ behind her silently 

8\9aying and sleepily blinking his eyes. V,hen she thought Oliver was suffi

ciently a~aka, she would swing into one of the old German songs, usually the 

beautiful "Still .,ie dia Nacht11 as a start, singing the air in German in her 

clear sweat sopran~. Then she would glance over her shoulder at Oliver, 

still si~ing, nodding her bead for him to join btir, which he would invariably 

do, slowly blW1dering into the song with his hoarse rumbling bass, n~11a 

pausing for him to catch up or hurrying to overtake him. "Still 'Ifie die 

Nacht •.• 11 

Meanwhile the boys, tho recipi~nus of th~3 mu3ical feast, would sit 

clust~red around the breathing gas lamp which stood on the sitting-room table, 

pretending to re&d, glancing ~teach other, sluicing popcor.1 into their g~in

ning mouths and - when 0liv1:;r wandered too Car L·1 the 11Nacht" -- surrepti

tiously holding thai~ noses with one hand o.nd pulling the air with the other. 

Paul would join his brotherH in these subtle criticisms of the Biegler 

musica!. appreciation hours, holding his nose with the r~st of them. Yet rarely 

did one of these Sunda7 evenings draw to a close thst his horut was not clutch

//"" ed with a teoling of ineffable sadness, a aense of wry and wiutterable gloom, 

as he watched his mother in her feverishly gay efforts to bring "security" and 

"culture" into the home of herself and her boys ••• 



How can there be security, P ul would ponder, staring sightlessly at 

his book. HON could such an illusion be !ostered .in a hom where ane did not 
~.now, from one moment to the nJXt, when tho head of it might not 3uddenly be
come transformed into a raging lion, and stamp cursing from the house or 

else tum snarling on one or all of its occupants? For some inarticulate 
renson, buried deep in his tan&lcd childhood memories, Paul was to look back 
on these Sunday evenings together as n.mcng the saddest ot his entire boyhood. 
Popcorn and fudge was not quite enough •.. 

That summer it was Belle who finally got Oliver to take Paul to the 
woods with him. Paul knew it was part ot her rolentless can1paign to make a 
little Tarzan out o! him. But he did not care. Even Paul had to admit thnt 
Bello had always tried bard enough "to put some nesh on your poor little 
bones." For as long as he could remember he bad waged a constant losing 

battle to avoid Belle's nostrums and vile health brews. Her assortment was 
endless. 

High on the list there was Vinol, which contained a 1:1agical new proper
ty which every human system craved, called 11iron.n Paul was so glutted with 
it he sometimes wondered i1' he would not be struck by lightning. Iron attract
ed lightning, did it not? Under Belle's watchful eye he had consumed casks of 
the stut!. Again there was cod liver oil, which was still worse than Vinol, 
and then Scctt•s Emulsion, which brought on waves ot nausea when Paul merely 
visualized th'e schools of ri id dead fish, one of which adorned the oily lnbel 
of each of the endleea bottlee he had emptied. Then of course thero wore 
prunes, nashed, boiled and -- well no, never quite !rled and goose- grease 
on his cheat in the winter, overlaid with squ.are piece of flannel cut from 
.:m abandoned Biegler-ian nightgown. In the Spring, 0 glorious season, he was 
tolerantly given hie choice of weapons: eitb~r a dose of castor oil or a draft 
of Rocky MoW'ltain tea or home-made sulphur and molasses - a wearing decision 



t:) have to make. Alphabetic vitar.dns had not yot aopeared to encbant and 

revive :1 drooping world which !l.ppearcd to Paul to be reeling along an abyss 

of incipient anemia and galloping consumption. Going to the woods, even with 

Oliver, was p1eforable to these endless bouts with Belle's deadly decoctions ••• 

Oliver and Dan McGinnis left from the back yard in the old buckboard 

drawn b.r a high raw-boned gelding called 11Co.rnegie. 11 Paul had kissed his 

mother goodbye a half-dozen times, and was sitting on a bale of hay on the 

back. A lantern was clamped on the dashboard and a battered water pail 

dangled from th~ rear axle. 11Are you sure you have your long underwear l'lith 

you in case the weather changes? 11 Belie ""sked Paul once again, standing on 

the back porch, shuding her eyes. 11Ye-e-es Kom," Paul answered, somehow 

shamed by this anxious ruatel'nal concern for a hardy -,.ocdsman. "Giddap, 

'Thousand Uollars,'" Oliver said, raising a big tanned hand in farewell, and 

away they clattered out on the street, south across the tracks, out of sight 

or Belle's waving handkerchief, pa3t the alley behind tho saloon, and out 

South rine street, beyond the old Angeline mine, up the oteep Frenchman's 

Hill, past the last of the Finnish ta.i·InS, finally turning of! on a tno-rut 

sandy road which Oliver called the 11head of the plains. 11 

They stopped at the bridge over the sweeping oily flow of the Escanaba 

River, where Paul launched his Tarzan-hood by dipping out two pails of water 

for perspiring Carnegie. He noticed that the brook trout wore quietly 1·ising 

in the river, just below the bridge, but b~ s~id nothing to Oliver and Dan. 

He knew they'd never get to camp. During this interlude Oliver and Dan im

proved their time by stuffing and lighting their µipes with "Peerless, 11 a."ld 

hoisting two drirv..s apiece out of a pint bottle. Paul was enchanted at the 

genteel manner in which Dan c01"'.:bed out his moustaches, after hie drink, tho 

right hand neatly caring for the left. side, the left hand for the right ••• 

Then began the long cliJr;b up the sandy hill out of the river valley. Paul 

half closed hi ~yes s.nd lietened to the sand sifting of! the metal rims and 



wooden eookes, concluding that the eound more nearly approximated that made 

by tho sea shells on Belle's what-not which stood in a corner of the par

lor --

"Look, Dani" Oliver said. 11 fine rwming shotl" Po.ul wheeled to the 

front and watched a running buck and two does, flags up, leaping across an 

open stretch, finally bouncing into a cover of jackpinos and out of sight. 

·ro Paul the white-tail deer ware the most innocont and graceful of all of 

Nature• s forms o! animal life, includins man. He wondered, as ho was alr1ays 

to wonder, what high courage could prompt his rather or any man ~o c1umplc 

th~ir boW1ding flight. 

At birch-sui-rounded Brewory Hill Spring the ritual or water, Peerless 

ana bottle was rapidly assuming the rorco ot i.ir.rou.table tradition to Paul; then 

a few more mil.ea and they entered the dense woods, putting up two coveys of 

partridge, then they crossed tho log bridge over the crecK, partially flooded 

by the backwater of u i.>oav~r dam, hen a little way a.nd there was a fleeting 

glimpse nt Biegler Lake - Oliver's lnke - through tho tall spruces . .i'hen 

they came out into a sma.U clearing on the ridge on which stood n log comp and 

a log barn. 11 ihoa Carnegie, you ol' buzzard," Oliver said, throwing the reins 

out on tho ground. This was the South Camp. Paul heard the hot click of 

grasshoppers and crickets in the sun-lit clearing .. groundhog ran franti

cally from the side or tho little outhouse to its burrow on the edge of the 

woods. "I'll fix him tonight, Oliver," Dan said. "In the menntice l suggest 

we have ow·aelvea a little snort." 

a Oliver and Dan unharnessed and ministered to tho tired horse, Paul 

went down the hill to the creek for water. Shadowy trout darted &way as he 

dipped tho first pail. When he got back up the hill with the full water pails 

he stood panting outside ot the camp. Tho sun was sinking in the northuaat. 

Oliver and Dan were inside the camp havin6 "just another one. 11 Oliver was 

talking to Dan. "Christ, Dan, 11 he "as saying, "v.hen I spend r:;y t1.Iilc talkin' to 

a woir.an I want to be figurin' how I can get her into bed ••• " 



CHAPl'ER 8. 

That fall Gunnar and Fritz and Paul were reunited in the Grair.mar School. 

Gunnar was now in eighth grade; Fritz and Paul were in seventh. Miss Lindquist 

was their teacher. Bernie Redmond still ~ttended the "Irish" school, but every 

afternoon the four would meet after school, usually in Fritz ' s basement, but 

sometimes at the old Pearl Street cigar factory of Bernie ' s dad. A weathered 

sign swung out over the door: "Dennis J. Redmond -- Fine Havana Cigars. " The 

place reeked of tobacco, and hung with waving cobwebs and old leaf-tobacco 

calendars. It had once been a Finnish bagnio and the flacl,oyant flower~d wall 

paper still shcr,m through the dust. I t was a great hangout for the local 

Irish of all ages. Most or them were railroad men, and lodge broLhera of 

Bernie' s father in the Hi bernians. For S◊m~ ob8cure reason nearly all these 

Iris hmen wore soft dented black Stetson hats. Some of them would smoke cigar

ettes to tease "Dinny, 11 who would glare mal evolently at them and mumble over 

his bench. 11Smokin' those goddam co!fin- nails ••• 11 Tho boys would help Bernie 

strip the otems from the dampcnod tobacco leaves and spread the leaves 011 the 

dr ying racks in the back room so that Bernie could get way early and play. 

Paul had entered the world of co.r::merce: he had started banding cigars for 

Dinny, for which he received five cents for each hW1drcd cigars from Bernie' s 

easy- going father . Fifteen cents an afternoon -- s~tting down, ~ind you -

was making Paul view Carneg!e in a nen l i ght. 

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

make cigars. Dinny would sit hunched over his square work block, his faded 

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

he worked. First Dinny would cut out a double binder leaf, thtm reach into 

his stock box tor the filler leaves - this was where the 11Ho.van311 came ~.n -

expertly shaping them in his nimble fingers and then roll them with his palm 

into the binder leaves. Quickly this 11bunch11 would be fitted into the propped 

wooden cigar mold, until the ~old was filled with twenty- five bunches. Then 

Dinny woula suddenly kick back his chair, which ulways !ell clattering to the 



floor, and clamp the wooden cover on the mold, and then squeeze it in the large 

iron press. At the same time he t1ould re1tove another mold, ri ht his chair 

and gl are at his watchful Irish compatrlots -- "who the hell knocked that 

there chair overl" -- and then sit and roll these pressed bunches up into fin

ished cigars in the fin1.J-Veined, delicate wrapper leaves which came from dis

tant Sumatra. All the time that he worked Din y humm~d and chanted o myster

ious song, a song without words, without meaning, without tune, without end. 

11Yanh, yanh, yanh ..• di di dum ••• col sor roll de ol. .• 11 This song would occa

sionally be punctuated with an occGsion 1 chanted oath it o bunch broke or a 

"rapper tip toz-e while he was pasting the end of a finished cig....r. "Yanh,yanh, 

yanh .•. goddam, goddam •.. rum si razza rol ..• " 

Paul would sit and , a.ten md often wonder why it was that the .t'athers of 

all his playmates were always so disgustingly good-natured . Unlike Oliver, 

Dinny's bite was uneoual to his bark. Paul's heart was gnawed by envy. Could 

his schoolbooks be right? Was whiskey the sent of Oliver's canker? Yet 

there were lots of good-natured saloonkeepcrs on tcwn. Paul and the other 

boys had aold crates of salvaged whiskey bottles to these great, chuckling, 

purple-veined men. Whan the cause was just and the necessity was grave, they 

had even stolen bottles from Oliver's saloon and resold them to his ccmpeti

tors. 

During the past sw:.imer there had been a number of changes made at tho 

old frame house on Hematite Street. Paul's half brother, Greg, had married 

his sweetheart, Eileen Dea~y, the Irish girl h~ had gone through school with, 

and they had a little house of their own on Bluff Stre ·, on the north end of 

town. Red-headed Greg had left high school in the eleventh grade Dnd h~d 

started to worK as an electrician for the Chippe~a Ore Company, which operated 

the large Blueberry aine. That swr.mer the company had rrade Grego foreman of 

one of the electrical crews, so he had celebrated his good fortune by getting 



Paul ' s brothers, Link and Nicky, moved into Greg ' s bedroom, leaving Paul 

to occupy their double bed in the calsomincd back bedroom. Paul' s cot was 

stored in the dusty attic. Paul missed the companionship of short, quick, 

laughing brother Greg. Greg had really paid ~ore attention to Paul than either 

Link and Nicky did. Nearly every evening after supper Faul would follow Greg 

up to his rocm and v:atch him get "spruced up" for his date with Eileen. "What 111 

we sing tonight, kid?11 Greg would suy. Paul 1:1at on the edge of Greg's bed and 

sang in a piping tenor as Greg carried the air. 11?lon some people say that a 

darky won't steal • . • " Greg would begin. !hey went through all the verses, 

piling up the damnin~ evidence to negative this charitable assumption, Greg 
ad~ Ji.; d',,,-~;,, ~"-/ 
getting '7into his blue serge suit, prying his necktie;, into his hard collar, 

currying his swooping red cowlick with stiff nd.lita17 brushee . "But I caught 

two in my corn field l" 

Paul hoped that some day he would have a room like Greg1s. Pennants on 

the wall s: "Cornell," 11Michigan, 11 "Ferris Institute, 11 "Chippewa High School" -

beautiful pictures or ILnude Adams and Geraldine Far~ar, of Lillian Russell and 

Pearl White; kewpie dolls and crossed bamboo canes and ticklers from a host ot 

forgotten carnivals; a pair of pearl-handled hunting knives and a Navajo 

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

11Diggin 1 up potatoes row on rOlf • •• 11 

Greg always kept mint candies and Yucatan or square- shaped Bloodbury 

gum in his top dresser drawer or in his best suits hanging in the little clothes 

closet. During the day while Greg was working Paul often very casually review-

ed the contents of this exciting room. He pretended he was just sort of help

'ing Belle to keep the room clean. Sometimes Paul suspected that Greg did not 

!always go out with Eileen when he said he was. Once Paul found a nearly empty 

!pint of whiskey and some toy baloons ir. e 5!llDll box which 1·ead "Sold for the 

prevention of disease only.'' Another tilts Paul fou.."lc! r.n er.velope containing an 

~xciting series of photographs of women without eny clcthes, including one of 

L man and a woman in a most curious attitude ••• 



11Now if that ain I t atealin 1 ,h doan know 1" 

Oreg hud finally adjusted his tio, carefully inserted lis stickpin, 

brushed a flake of dandruff off his shoulder -- "Listen Polly, do you know t.he 

best way to stop falling dandruff? I' 11 give you a nickel if you can tell me. 11 

Greg rattled the loose coins in his trousers. Paul pursed his lips and wrin

kled his brow. Greg ims ready to go. This was al.ways t.he pay-off. Greg as 

at the bedroom door. 11 ear a blue serge coatl" Paul olurted, poised on the bed 

to catch the nickel which Greg tossed to him. 

11 •v.ro.y do1m yondar in the cor-r-r-n-n field ... 11 

Defore he had left the old house Greg had installed electric lights 

throughout, dangling m,;ic bulbs th!.t glowed inst..intly when one snapped the 

buttonf; on the wall l!l£lrkod ''On" and "Oft. 11 GontJ were the gas li~hts and the 

tall old kerosene lump which stood for so .a:.:my years on the chiffonier irJ the 

back ha.11 to light Oliver into his beclroorn when ht: crune home from tho saloon 

lo.te at night and crcakt:id hc:i.vily up the bac}~ stairs. Discarded was the long

handled lighter that had a paraffin ;-iick &n<.I ~ notchec.l n etnl end so th t the 

gas lights could be turned on or;.d off without star ding un a chair. 

That fall Oliver installed a socondhnnd furnace; an asbestos-clad hot 

watt:r furnace bristlil'l6 with doors and dials, whose long fingers probed into 

every room of the house. Belle raisec faul 1 s allo ance to a quarter a week 

for taking cure of it., clthcugh it was rrJ1ch CE-.sier thon ministering to the 

old coal stoves. Paul ~ased his conscience by putting it down to war profit

eering,., g ntly growing social phenoreenon of the time. The two tall Michigan 

Garland coal stoves -- 11The fin-st tloody stoves in America, I tell youl 11 -

were finally sold to old Moses SchVJartzberger for junk, and in November Cliver 

carted the dining-roo~ ~oodstove, under which a generation of mittens and socks 

had been dried, up to the Silver L-ke hu.~ting cru:;p Md oblivion ••• 

But the advent of a furnace and olc=tric 11 hts •as es nothing coffi

plred to the purchase Olivor had rr~de just after s~hool opened that fall. 

liver -- thd lover of horses, who'd lw.:iys said aatomobil:!s were a 11goddam 



crazy .fad" - - Oliver had bought n Model T Ford touring ear l It was second

hand, ot course, and bolonged to Ed Schwemin, thu local distributor of Schlitz 

beer. "Whistling" Ed Schwerein hud got it new the summer the ,ur broke out. 

Then he found he could not learn to drive it. So it ha.d stood in his barn 

until Elmer Lessard had opened his new garage in Oliver's warehouse • .Elmer 

had given blonue l:&lmn, Ed' s buxom dau0 hter, two lessons on how to drive the 

thing. 'fhat was enough for capable Emma. All sUl".i::or long Emma h d bl.'3en 

careening around the hilly streets of Chippewa in Ed's Ford, leaving a string 

of startled citizens and rearing horses in her wake . She lived on Ridge Street, 

the street north of Paul's house. Paul ' s brothers called &ca their "Great 

Big Beautiful Doll" after the song. 

The day Oliver bought the car flaxen- haired F.mma oame racing up Hema

tite Street, honking the bulbous rubber horn at Paul and Fritz, who were play

ing in the street. r.hen Elll!lla saw Paul she applied the brakes and almost stood 

the car upon its brass- nosed radiator. 11Want to come for n spin, Polly~" she 

smiled at him, showing her oven, milky-white teeth. 11You and your friend 

there'?" She was n good- n tured big girl, who l ,ays seomed to be blushing. 

Oliver and Ermia•s father wer e good friends . Oliver bought beer fro bistling 

Ed and occasionally took him to the woods \?hen Ed ' s tall VTife would let him go. 

Paul and Frit z huddled on the odge of the cool leather seat in the baok. 

They clutched the robe rack on the r ear of the front seat, grinning ut each 
~ ~ 

other, as Err.ma whirled around Jaeger ' s corner, down across the tracks, past 

" the firehsll, out South Pine Street and onto the curving hematite red dirt road 

that led past Old Frenchtown. 11 ath a squealing of orakes like a stallion iu 

May, She scattered the peasantry out ot the w1y . . . " 

On a sunny ·fternoon in September 1915 several small beys ond some 

miners • wives in their backyar·ds teu<ing aown clothing in Frenchtown Location 



were interested to rem11rk the progress of a ~.o an and two boys in a Ford auto

mobile as they watched it leave the road at the abrupt turn into the Trembath 

mine, careen through a barbed-wire fence, sway crazily across an open field 

\11th n portion of the fence, nd fin lly plunge over the yavining crater of an 

abandon}d mine pit. 

Thia ,1as in the days be.fore the people of Chippewa and .. 11 America had 

grown surfeited with the curious pageantry of autoreobiles careening off high

,mys, ramps and bridges; climbillp, trees o.nd lamp post,s; rwming against or in 

front of fast t:-ain3; plunging into, through nd sometimes out of houses, out-

buildings end v rious public nd private titructurue. So quite crov1d gather-

ed around the rim cf the mine pit. The next evening even the Iron Ore recorded 

the event on the front page, rivalling thE: nev.a of t.ho startling German dcft;jat 

of the Russians in Galicia and the Zeppelin raid over Englo.nd. 

11l_iss En.r.... ~ct.wfJQin, agtid nineteen, 
daughter of Edward Schwell'in, local ll!er chant, 
nnd P ul Biegler and Frederic Bellows, both 
aged twel ve, mi raculously escapad death and 
serious injury yesterday .-hen l!iss.(rosE con
trol of her father ' s ne~ Ford tour'tng utomo
bjle nnd plunged down t~o- hundred- fcot e~
bankment into n abandoned rtlne pit in French
tom Locution. Miss EJr.ma was t,lken to the 
Chippewo Hospital ~nd treated for bruises but 
was rele sed this ~orning. The two boys were 
none the worse f or their h?1rrowing experi ence. 
The auton.obile ,.as badly domuged and was re
ported purchased by Ol iver Biegler, local mer
chant, for an undisclosed figure . " 

Bel le kept Paul in bed oll the next duy. She h!:ld given up her piano 

lessons and spent the day hovering over Pa1u, naver-ing b ... t.veen anger and soli

citude. It nppe red that castor oil ,:as a new sp':?cific for plu.'lges into mine 

pits. Towards supper time she brou~ht the nov,spap,!r up to his darkened room 

along with a eteru::ing bowl of barley broth. Paul har d her quick steps on the 

back stnirs. He lay back and closed his eye~ an~ held his thin body rigidly 

still. Belle came into the ronm nd stood wRtcb:cns hir::.. Paul cautiously raiaed 

one slotted eyelid. Belle stood anxiously peering down at him with her gray 

eyee. She hastily put down Lhe soup bowl and held her heact close to hi s chest. 



Paul held his breath. 110 my God 1" Bello r;hispored, clutcrin, at his hand. 

11i'iah- wah-what1 s the matter, Mom," Paul said, blinking hi ... eyes," - - huh: -

supper time already?" 111rhat stupid, criminal girl, ti Belle said, referring to 

F.mma . "I never want to see her evil Ger:nan f ce again as long s I live!" 

Paul sat up in bed nd proudly rend of bis exploit while Belle spooned 

the scalding soup into him s though he were a baby. 11HoR 1 s Fritz?" Paul asked 

b~tween mouthfuls. Frit:- was acing to live. 11He was e:ver here before break

fast this c.orning, 11 Belle aaid. "I sent him packing -- hero, take this broth, 

you -- you adventurer l '' 

Olivar had bought h:d Schwemin's wrocked car. Oliver o.nd Whistling d 

had arrived at the r.ine pit Logether in Doctor Go:irdeau•s lather-flecked 

buggy. ~ss Emr.la, the re t big beautiful. doll, lay crying on a oan 1a coat, 

holding her thumb, her blonde hail· awry, her great breasts h--aving l',i th her 

sobs. ''Papa -- p.:,.pa, 11 she kept say:tnr,. ''Oh pap:i - - papa -- pa.pa ••• 11 Some 

I perspiring men wers just loading I aul o.r.d Frit~ out o! the pit, from v1hich 

I they hod just finished carrying Emma. Whistling -d l ooked down at his weeping 

I daughter. He held out his hnnds and bowed his he&d i r. c.nguish. "l neve1 want 

to see that hateful contraption again -- oh, my poor baby -- I -- 1111 sell the 

goddam thing for twenty- five dollars -- I'll - - - -" 

"I'] 1 take it, Ed," Oliver said, walking to the edge of the pit, squint-

ing through n:1rrowed eyes, figuring out the best way to heist his new car to 

the surface. 

Oliver's elegant carriagu, tho rubber tired vshicle with the long ellip-

tical springs and frin ed too, tho one in which h~ had proposed to Belle, 

finally went the way of the gns fixtnres and the old stoves. In his stormy 

affections it w s promptly r~placed by the Ford. The boys wer~ glad to b.J rid 

of the carriage nd its hateful roemori,s of bloak nd ,.a3tod Saturdays spent 

dress ing the h"rneasee, wash'ng and p lishine the carriai;e, gre.i.sing the uxles, 

illing the l:.L.mps with kerosene and burnlshing the reflectors. rhen ther~ was 

he grim ceremony of the Sunday drives. 



On summer Sunday afternoons following dinne.1• Oliver ) ould go down to 

th~ barr.. and h:1rness the lively bays, yelloH fly netting end all, and drive 

nround to tho front of the house under the shade of the zows of tall e~ms he 

had pl~ntcd r.her. h~ was a young man. If Belle ~d th- btys ~ere no~ ready 

and l alting for him he would lean over t.he side of I.he sagging car,•iage nd 

shout for them until they arrived. Belle would sit in the back. 11 Scrape your 

feet be.fore you get in, 11 Oliv0r· \;!Ould derkly warn tho boyB, ho did everything 

but genuflect before they boarded their father's pride ana joy. Then Oliver 

nould touch tho quivering rwnps of the bays with tn tall whip, and whirl all 

of them around tho Iron Clir£s Drive or the Cooper ana Deer Lake Drive, or 

sometim~s out to August Schmidt's farm. 

Old Schmidt had known Oliver's parents,and he anrj Oliver would sit and 

smoke and drink beer and reminisce for hours in Oliver's halting, rusty German, 

while the boys played lll the biv bsrn or tested the progross of old "ugu.st•s 

apple orchard. Sometimes Belle "ould play and sing old German airs on the 

pnrlor o.L'gan. 'hen tho sun began to wane and the nighthawks begnn to swoop 

they woula r-etum home, in stiff nd rigid silence. The boys would gleefully 

wheel th~ cai'riage up the ramp into the dusky barn and reverently cover it in 

its shroud for another gala Sunday, while Oliver unharnessed and fed the b.iys 

td bedded them down for the night. That night, if the boys were really 

I lucky, Belle rrJght initiate another of her Sunday evening n;usicales ••. 

El.mer Lessard and two of his mechanics helped Oliver tug the stricken 

ord out of the mine pit. Brother Link was helping !!J.mer in the g~rage that 

u1nmer but he was not allowed to assist in raising the Ford, much to his relief, 

because Oliver nlways maint inecl thnt none of hh boys "had enough b:rains to 

home in out of the rain. 11 Elm.er sent to Detroit for parts, and in the interim 

~••• Oliver driving lessons in another Ford. Then one Sunday afternoon befor• 

alloween Oliver was sitting out in front of ~he house in the rehabilitated 

oael 'f, hunched over the tiny wheel, wearing, of 11 things, pair of gogP.les, 



owlishly le:ming nd ro3ring to Belle and th~ boys to hurry -- 11 in the n~e of 

a patient and cerciful God1 11 1hen Belle car.:o out and a_w Oliver she hnd 

".nothol' of her laughing spells, ri ,ht out on the street, .and Paul h d to run 

back nd get her Vcricolate pillB. 

This was Sund~y. 

Yes, Sunday, the d_y of the opirit, waa to Paul the dre~rie3t d·y of 

I the week, the time of spiritual drou ht, ~ bt:n dull ri .. 1.W.l nd empty form took 

the pl ce ol' fun nd joy nnd :'..iving. He ~ould never iorget-thcse dragging, 

colorless Sundays: Snnd y schcol en Sunclny morning3 in the damp basemeut. cf 

the Presbyterian church l ith it" et lo cu1Jbourd s dll of u thou:Jand forgotten 

church suppers; the nseal, wet-lipped &vangelistic whine of old Mr. Ven.le, the 

Sunday school superinten ent, so implacubly fi.t·m in the ccnviction of his own 

salvation, so fa.na.t.:.c in bis zeal to confer it on others; the shiny tinny-

sounding uprlght rr~hogany piano, lha~s out o! tune, which ccco~panied the 

children's tiny chants -- ''Jesus loves n:e, this I hno7f • • • ' -- the twin bulletin 

boards on the peeling calsomin1a:d walls v;hich Ncorded last week's attendance 

and collection, and the 1 ch's' and 'nh's' the children were supposed to emit, 

uh:nys with intcc;.perate enthusiasm, ;,,hen thisweek' e gate receipts were larger; 

the interminable lessons concerning long-dead people of a far land who h d 

nueer, difficult Hebrew nanas, and who were forever shamelessly 1 begatting' 

110ne another; the weekly copy of the 11Forwara 11 lfhich the children were supposed 

lo read with wild relish end report on the following Sunda~. 

Sunduy: The time of going to church with Bello ana Ritting for an cnd-

ess dreary hour or more listening to ltr. Hayward, the wnjster, shouting nd 

I roning through his sermon like e tired actor, dischlrgiPg his neatly pr~paied 

ayllogisms of unassailable theology, in winter to the acco~paniment of cl~nking 

I team pipes o.nd hissing radiators, in summer to the noisy chirpings &.nd mating 

ries and rich c.hroat wn.rblings of the sparrows and robins in tht: lacy vines 

nd rustling trees just outside the tilted open stained gl ss windows. 



The minister llways began his sormcns wit,h o matter-of-fact uotation 

cf Biblic~l v~rse. Paul was never fooled by thia. ~hen Mr. Hayward would 

pnus~ and stare at the congregation. He would hold this staring thyrold p.iuse 

so long that Paul would wildly r~ar that the man ha.d t ,h.en r:t, u. fainting 

spell, or h~d fallen into n sudden cntlllcptic trance. rhen, .hen Paul had 

aba.ndonud all prospect of the man's going forwa.t·d, nd \,aited hopefully for Ltr. 

Veale to pad up and take him a;ay, 1.i.t. Hayworci 'lloula repeat tha vorse, this 

time in en entirely changed accent &nd in a lowered, eepQlchral tone of voice. 

It was u deceit which al ays made Paul flush with sha.f!le. In this false, 

assumed, unnatural accent ~nd voice, which soneti.~es roso to a petulant ouaver, 

he would proceed through the entire serroon, while Paul slowly counted the 

light bulbs in the Lhree sprouting brass chancle) ier5 -- they always cui;:e to 

thirty-seven -- retallied the pipes in tho orean, tho numbor of bald heoda 

present, his consciousness occasionally swimming up to the serrron when he 

thought that surely all the sin ir the "orl d rr.uet now be cleansed, all dcubt 

finally resolved. 11J~ow he's goine to quit, 11 Paul ,,ould think to hil!IBelf. 

tt -- this time he's surely going to stop -- here•s pe6cty place for him to 

endJ" -- but the near town clock would heavily bong the noon hour ond ur. 

aywnrd would drone on nd en, and Pata wculd dully w0nde1 if Mr. Haywara ever 

ashed his ears. 

Paul might then desperately fall tc reading the roenor i ls on the 

stained glass window:s - "In r.:ertory of llinnie Gr ew Tucker, wife, 1854-1907"" 

t-th· t nrudo tho poor lady fifty-throe •hen sh• croaked -- and then Belle would 

r e miraculously plucking him to his feat for the fiml hymn. Mr. Hayward then 

r ave the bene1ictb:i to th:a =o~ved coogz·egation nd would hm:cl:ed:3-,: creak on 

f l aborate tiptoe, like . stage footpad, to the bacK of the church, Paul ?)eking 

~ideways at him in head-hanginu fascination. During his adagio down the 

1 .:itched red-c rpetod isle the choir put br.i..ef n:usical seal upon the lninie-

er • s wo.tda. Then Hrs. Vivian r.ould boom out wild music on the organ, much to 



Paul• s delight. 1hen it was ti.rec to gc, this 'I as th9 one ti e ho wanted to 

stay and listen. 1'he releas<Jd ca16regation suddenly rcsu:ned life once again, 

J11st as though nothing hart h ppen d, nd shocl. hands ... n1 chatted wlth ono 

another o.nd gr:.idu~lly sifted out pa.,t poor vired ilr. ll ywlrd, h!lggard and 

spent from his sp.:.rituul labors, oha,dng his limp moist hRnd, congratulating 

him on his sermon, enqu ... ring .fter lira. Hayw rd &nd the o,1dlcsn brood of 

little Hayv,ards who lived in tho little Itortgagod r.tanse at thc;l top of Bluebez·ry 

Hill. 

'IJ;y, how yoa' we gronn, Lincoln," Ur. Hayward would say to Paul, .!on.fus

ing him wlth nis brother Link, taki1,g his small hand a.-rid gently passL1g him 

towa .. J the exit. 1 Mrs. Biegler, it'a 30 good to sec you with us again this 

Sunday. Oh, thank you -- y,3s why Mrs . Davis -- --" and Paul would suddenly 

be out in the clean open o.ir, free once o.ga.in, fighting the goatish impulse to 

ghout and yell and whistle and leap high into the uir ..• 

Sometimes the usual Sunday tedium of church would be reli~ved by a 

visiting missionary, usually a gaunt, hungry man, with blazing, visionary 

eyes, who had spent years in the Far !!.a.st. Generally there was a tirod little 

1 ife who hovered ana smiled in tho backgroW1d, ~tiently herding their chil

dren, who were dressed in the habits 01 the distant place from which they had 

!come. Tho missionary would invariably hnve lantern slides showing "our mission-

ary headqua1·ters in Canton" or some exotic place, and the throngs of conv ts: 

graceful lndians, •~ound in yards of cloth, thin, st;,.ri:-ig Chinese, nd doll-like, 

hobbling, innocent-faced little Jupanese -- all so q•laint and harirlcas -- who 

ad flocked to enlist under the banner of the Lord. To Pa!ll. there was rra6ic 

n these pictures. 

The showing of the slides would be embellished with a running comment of 

~ tiseptic hwr.or by the missionary. ''That's littltl Fang nd his !':'other going 

~o Sunday Schoell H"" would you like to come to church on your mama's back? 

eh, heh, heh ••• '' Paul would glance ut Belle ond try to picture her toting him 



up Blueberry Hill, his skinny 1-gs dragging on the ground. 'Ihen the shutter 

nould finally click, the church chandelier~ give out their coppery glow. There 

would be n special prayer, thon, followed by spaclal offering -- take~ up by 

the missionary's scampering ch.:.lcren -- to carry on tha wcrk of t.hosa who 

brou~ht His word to the lost and benightod of those far and distant lands. Paul 

Yas once ~ore back in Chippewa. 

Th!>ro was a dry and duat.y poverty about. these Sundays Lhat filled Paul 

ith dismay and stirred ln his young hea.ct a ,J".rowing doubt that in this dead 

·nd joyleoa ritual lay Lhd nay to celebrate the stirring, awful, tragic legend 

f Jcous, the gentle son of God. 'fhese church men were professionals, he felt, 

l.,ho had helped to annotate the J.ord and all his works, c.nd who quietly c1·eated 

l he impression thnt they had E'n "ln" r.ith Him, thr:..t they had known Him man and 

hoy, that He was a sort of spiritual Sarit.i Claue t:hc woclc. rcmc.Clber the good 

~ittle boys and gi1ls ••• Yes, that somehow they were practically lodge brothers, 

d if you paid you1· duds regularly :3nd didn I t reiss tco many oeetings mind you, 

hy, thoy would "fix it up'' to reveal Him to you. It -.vas all very coa-.!y and 

ozy and, Paul felt even then, just a little obsce~e. He never expressed 

~hese viewe to Belle. He oensed how n,cessal'y to her waa her faith, ond now 

ruelly his misgivings would have hurt her. 



CH PT 1::.1 9. 

That Halloween was a clear, cold, moonless night of a thousand glowing 

stars, and the sooke from the chimneys of the houses was drawn in ghostly 

columns high up into the harvest clarity of the still night air. For the 

occasion Paul and his "gang" banded with the Irish boys at the end of Paul's 

street, Toodles Cronin, ~onk Uooney, Timmy Connors and Chuck WoodlocK -- he 

of the cleft palate -- for at. Halloween in union there was strength; strength 

to topple a reluctant fence or outhouse; strength to scare off marauding gangs 

from 11enemy1' locations. Each gang was supposed to confine its mischief to its 

own neighborhood and at the same time protect it from the depredations of 

rival gangs . 

Led by Fritz, the boys had already rumbled two of his grand!ather 

Jaeger's large delivery wagons up and then down Lake Street, and plunged them 

into the disturbed and gleaming waters of Lake Bancroft . There was the fleet

ing satisfaction of a job well done. 11There comes ' Paddy the Peeler' 111 Gunnar 

shouted. Paddy Driscoll, the old Irish nightwatchmar., whose feats of high 

courage and deadly marksmanship were legendary with the boys of Chippewa, carte 

lw,bering rheumatically down Lake Street, waving ~is nightstick, shouting 

"0i1ll put ye behint the bars, ye vandals ye !" I n the rttmnti c the vandals 

gaily scampered up Euclid Street, their runnln~ footsteps resoundin~ hollowly 

on the numb October sidewalks. 1101 ' 11 folley ye to hell'' came faintly fro:.i 

behind them. Paul laughed and breathed deeply the sharp, acrid smell of 

burning leaves. The grass in the yards and along the curbings lay bent and 

rimed with frost. 

The boys paused for breath at the Ridge Street School and tried vainly 

to dislocate the stout iron fence which surrounded it. Paddy hadn ' t even hove 

into si,.ht. This was the same irori fence to which Paul had got his tongue 

frozen the winter he was in second grade. The janitor had had to use water to 

separate Paul from the fence .•• The boys then ran down to Hematite Street and 

gathered in the shadows under the tall elr.~ in front of Paul's house. Paul 



looked in through the parlor window and saw Belle and Mrs. UcGoorty sitting 

talking in the glow or the new electric lights. Belle waenodding her head 

and removing her glasses. From the street lights seeping through bare 

branches, the other boys gazed longingly at the tall wooden picket tence 

around Paul's yard. Timmy Connors tentatively tested it. But the fence was 

snfe as it was not cricket to molest the property of the gang unless released 

from one's honor, as F1itz had just done with his Grandpa Jaeger's submerged 

delivery wagons. 

As the boys stood in the shadows a rival gang from the direction of 

Swedetown location gal.loped shouting down Bancroft Street, past Jaeger's cor

ner, and after a little while old Paddy the Peeler CWte hobbling after them, 

on a new scent, still brandishing his nightstick, still hurling ufter them 

the sinister threats of cold prison bars .•. The boys ~aited until Paddy was 

safely led out ot their preclnct, then they ran down garbage-strewn Pine 

street to the railro~d tracks. This nearness to the city jail and the lights 

of downtown and l!ain Street lent a certain exhiliration to their enterprise. 

They paused in the shadows behind old Dan Kane's flag shanty, the windows of 

which were bearded for the night. 

Fritz, who had a fertile brain for devising inspired new .r.dschief which 

was contrary to the spirit and letter or the Michigan juvenile code, perceived 

that the round metal chiJr.ney of Dan's flag shanty was belching black sooke. 

This was caused by the burning chunks of soft locomotive coal in Dan's pot

bellied stove. Paul had often helped one-armed Dan gather up the coal which 

the firemen tossed oft their passing engines. 

"Let's put a pail over the chimney and see what happens," Fritz euggest

ed. The novelty and evident good sense of this proposition immediately appeal

ed to the boys. Paul felt a pang or envy over Fritz's ingenuity. A poJl over 

Dan's chimney became as imperative as breathing. Gunnar r an horoe to the back 

of the Taleen house just a half block away, and ce.rne back with a small lard 

pail. ·rhe boys boosted Monk Mooney unto the low roof. "Just like a glove," 



Monk whispered, as he squeezed and twisted the pail over the round metal chim

ney. 

The boys retired up the tracks away from the street light, awaiting in 

attitudes of scientific detachment the results of their experiment in combus

tion. They were not long in co~ing. Almost at once a curling oily black and 

white smoke came rolling from under the eaves, eddying out of the crac.,::; of 

the door and boarded windows, making the little shanty look like a Finnish 

farmer's log steam bath on a Saturday nir,ht. As thoy stood there Paul nnd the 

boys heard a series of coughs followed by a sighlng groan. Then they heard 

nothing. 

"Jiminy - old Dan's in there -- let's beat itl" someone said. None 

ot the boys moved. Paul 's impulse w~e to run home and get into bed and hide 

under the covers. "I've got to save him," Paul wildly thought. "I can't 

desert old Dan." He could picture Dan, his faithful old friend who had given 

him so many dimes, lying crumpled and dead on his leather-cushioned ben~h -

or perhaps on the dirty floor with his wooden leg a skew. Monk Mooney began 

to cross himself and sniffle. 11They111 send me to pr-prison for this tor the 

r-r-rest of my - - 11 

The door of the shanty flew open. There was a s~oke-belching peuse. 

Then out stumbled a woman, without any clothes, chokir,g and coughing, modestly 

holding a rumpled piece of clothing over her face. rhey looked like bloo~ere 

to Paul. Close on her bore heels, but without benefit of even a nose cover

ing, trotted Torrence Slattery, a brawling young Irish lout who worked at the 

roundhouse beyond the Fireball and who sometimes relieved Dan at the crossing. 

Paul was touched by Terrence's fidelity to duty. Liko a torch rerrence held 

aloft a quart whiskey bottle as tho two ran stumbling and coughing, the 

woman's hair flying, across the cindered tracks and into the dark shadcws of 

the billboard at the rear of Weller's Feed Store. At this juncture there was 

a loud rocketing report. Tho lard pall had blown off the chimney pipe, high 

into the air, l~dir1g up on Canada Street with a m&t.allic thud just as Paddy 



the Peeler rounded the corner by Oliver1 3 saloon breathleosly shouting, 1101111 

put ye behint the bars -- heh, eheh -- that I will -- heh, eheh -- ye wickit 

spawn oi the diviJ l" 

In ten minutes Paul had circled a dozen blocks and crosved several 

darkened backyards into his own. He stood on the back porch catching hia 

breath, looking up at the myriad wheeling stars. On earth it was Hallorreon .•. 

He then slipped in the kitchen door -- ••Evening, Mrs. McGoortyn - and up 

the backstairs to his room and into hin bed where, for a long tir.,e, he lay 

wondering and pondering the devious ways there appeared to be to celebrate 

the eve of All Saints• Day.•• 

In the meantizr.e the great ground swell of war was flooding over Europe 

and lapping at the very shores of America. The previous spring Italy had de

clared war on Austria-Hungary and a Gerir.an submarine had sunk the Lusitania 

with the loss of over a hundred American lives. President Wilson was still 

exchanging a series of strong notes with Gen,any over this sinking, and it 

was evident that his expressed policy that the country remain "neutral ln fact 

as well as in name" was fast becoming an idealistic dream. 

Allot the mines of Chippewa had put on a night shift to fill the sla

vering rnaws of the steel mills with iron ore for the war. The town was boom

ing, there was work for everyone, and night and day Paul could see or hoar 

the miners going past hie house to and from the Blueberry mine, clomping along 

in their hobnailed boots, their mine-stained red towols rolled under one ar~, 

their shiny "Lisk" dinner buckets under the other. Business was so good 

Olivor had been obliged to put on an c +-ra b•:,rt.ender. 

Paul and hia comp.a.n:ons often ployed i1 the high- fenced storage yard of 

the Blueberry Mine at th west end of Hematite Street. fl e sprawling yard was 

a museum of r scinatine and ponderous minin? machinery: rusti steam shovels, 

engines and boilers; tramcars, scrapers and greasy motors. ho base of the 



"no trcspassinB" sign of tho min.:..ng company served tha boya nicely ae the 

third base in their baseball gamos. Over this thoughtfully provlded corporate 

playground loomod the towering headframe of the II!inc entrance down into the 

underground. Paul oft~n uatchcd the he:r:a.tite- bronzed miners crowd into the 

cage, the large eteel elevator which transrortcd thom ewittly underground. 

From liotoning to tho m.i.ners around the dry and from questioning Jimmy 

Cudahy, th~ skip-tender at the shaft, Paul had gained u ,orking knowledge of 

the iron mines which dominated the life pulse of tha town. Once Jimmy had 

given Paul an<l Bernie Redmond a swift and unnuthorizod ride to the bottom of 

the Bluflborry mine and back. It was like a descent into hell, a terrifying 

ride into a dar.ip and dripping blackness of ringing bells nnd aching eardrums, 

a huge clanking and hur·tling past the crea~ing timbers that guided tho cage, 

a Slfitt winking of lights ns thoy rush~d past the various levels. Paul had 

never wanted to go under;round again. 

Paul knew, as did every boy in Chippewa, that the towei·in, ste~l and 

timbered head frame of the shaft, the entrance to the mine, was called the 

shafthouse; that the deep vertical hole down through the glacial drift and 

solid rock was the shaft itself, the pasaageway into the mine; and that the 

dripping timbered compartrnonts in the shaft accommodated the st.eel skips used 

to haul the ore, and also the large cage, tho great steel elevator which was 

used to transport the miners and mining material, and finally that the remain

ing timbered compartment was the manway, with its labyrinth of ladders and air 

pipes, and water pipes and electiic conduits. 

Paul had learned that the business of rtluir:g i1·on ore was largely a 

practical problem of both employing and defeat.ing the lnw of ravity, so that 

tbe crushing tons of ore would have to be lifted as little as possible; and 

that the ~ine was simply a aeries of under~round passageways and burrows, 

designed to get out the ore as quickly, safely -- 3nd cheaply -- as possible. 

His young imagination tad come to liken an iron mine to a great Pity 

building, the kind he had read about and seen in pictures -- a massive and yet 



curiously insecure skyscraper where tho dwellers, the nd.ners, entered from 

the roof; where the elevators were called skips and cages; where its stair

ways were n::.mways and laddcrways; where the various floors, over a hundred 

feet apart, were called levels: first, second, third, and 30 on; where the 

long, winding corridors into the ore bodies were called drifts, UfOn which ran 

the clanking tramcars, travelling into the ere chutes at the bottom of the 

steep raises or smaller ore shafts. 

Paul knE.w that far above each level the miners burrowed and tunnelled 

deep into the ore bodi~s, gouging out subterranean chambere. Some of these 

great underground rooms, in the hard-ore mines, could easily acconl!llodat~ a 

cathedral, towers and all. The ore which the miners hlasted and scraped out 

of these hot rooms, the sublevels, was then dumped into the log- cribbed raises, 

then the tramcar~ wer~ loaded from chutes at the bottom of those raises, these 

cars in turn rumbling out to the main shaft, dumping the ore into huge ore 

pockets trom which it was again emptied into the skips -- so that the o:-u.y 

ti.me the raw, dripping ore was actually lifted, from the time it was wrenched 

and blasted from the breast of the sublevels, was when it was finally carried 

to surface by the whining steel cables attached to the laden skips. 

That fall Paul and Fritz were playing in the Blueberry mine stockyard 

atter school. It was a Friduy a.t't~rnoon, like any other afternoon except 

that there was no haunting a~ctre of school the next day. Suddenly ~here was 

a series of low, short, coughing blasts from the cine whistle. Fritz looked 

at Paul. Men were running into the shafthouse above them. The imorts of the 

whistle continuuct. "What's that, Polly?" Fritz said. 111 never heard the 

whistle go like that 'before. 'tVhat does lt mean?" Paul had grown chilled with 

the first whistle sound. ''It's an accident, Fritz. Somebody's been hurt --

or killed." Curious Fi itz wanted to r:m up to th,.3 shafthouse and see. "Come 

on, Polly - - let's go and look. 11 

Paul shoo~ his head. I-'" could still vividly re:ne.:nber the time two 

sumrrers before when he and Chuck Woodloch had been playing in the satte yard, 



and the saI:Je whistle had sounded in the same way. He and Chuck had scrambled 

up the rocks to the shafthouse just as the grim-faced men had carried out two 

curiously misshapen mounds of flesh on the stretchers, still clad in ~iners' 

clothes, tho faces a loose and dirty gray even through the redness of the 

hematite. The eyes of one of the dead men were still half' open, like those 

of the frozen deer Olivar brought home from the woods each fall ••• 

"No, Fritz -- don't go up thsre," Paul said. 11Let's go down to the 

cigar shop and see Bernie. Please, Fritz •.• " 

The Iron Ore carried the a~ccunt the following afternoon. These re

ports of mine deaths were as co:n..-non and as ~tereotypod as tha "card of thanks11 

which invariably followed from the bereaved family. 

"Jacob Silanpaa, age fifty-four, Ttas in
stantly killed yesterday in the Blueberry ~ine by 
a fall of rock. Christ Koski, Silanpaa1s working 
partner, sai~ th3t the deceased had been barring 
down a large piece of rock, preparatory to drill
ing tor a blast. The rock suddenly fell, pinning 
the deceased under it. Death wos instantaneous. 
11 ran and told Captain Hampton about the accident 
and then went to the surface to get the basket,' 
Koski said. 

"Sillanpaa is survived by his widow and 
four sons. He was a member of the Knights o!
Kaleva. Services will be held llonday~~OO at 
the Finnish Lutheran Church, Reverend 01111'..ainen 
officiating." 

While iron mining was sir.lple in theory,_ Paul had come to re lize thut 

in actual practice it wau grandly complex and bewildering -- in its damp bur

rowing and clawing, in its crushing huge foulness, a sunless nd obscurely 

heroic task, fit only for the slow 8.rld prosaic and fumbling labors of these 

trapped giants in the earth ..• 

Snowless November came, a month of 1·aw ancl cold, leaving the nakt1d 

northern earth a frozen, lumpy tur.dra; a month which sent Oliver and hi~ crc

nieR on their deerhur.t in the long green wagon which could be converted into a 



sleigh. Paul lay in his bed at night and listened to th6 wind whlning and 

1 mewing down the kitchen chimney which passed through his room, a wild and 

wailing wind whlch sometimes fell to whispering and sr;utte:-ing like a demented 

woman, a wind 'Nhich felt and insanely pried at every crevice of the old frarte 

house and to.gsed and pressed the tall el.ms unt.tl they sobbed in creaking tcr

rr.ent. The days were s1mless, a time of glowering clouds scudding low from 

out of the northweGt. 

Lake Bar1croft froze early into n sheet ct mirrored dark glase ic'!. 

Fritz and Paul skated nearly Jvery afternoon. Often they skated with two 

sfatcra, Gladys and Pearl Wing, jolly Cornish girls \',hose long underwear· 
o,-t ~ tta,1,lj,~ 

shor._edjlnde~ ~beir skirts, ~kating. cross-armed around and around the lake 
~~vi~ ~ ~ 

until the Gra • .tar Sohoci eloeh-warned of supper-ti:no. With Oliver in the 

" woods it did not make much difference if one were a few l1linutes late. The 

boys even rigged up a crude ond flimsy burlap sail with which they flapped 

1 across thd glew:iing lee. Then one dny shortly befoi.·e Thanksgiving, the first 

storm hurled out of the north, reluctantly retreating after two days of lash-

ing blizzard, burying the lake ond the town under a deep blanket of snow. 

Oliver and his hunting party were caught in the blizzard, hurrying for 

town, and had to put in nt Uatti Kauppila's furrr. for three days until the 

county plows fought theil' way out to the Elg Dead River. The Biegler boys 

were grateful for this unlookod for manna from heaven which kept "The Kaiser" 

in the woods a little longer. Shortly after the 1:ar had started, quiet 

1 brother Link, in his dry, casUD.l way, had started referring to Oliver as "The 

Kaiser. 11 •rne nnme had stuck. 

Oliver made no bonds about wantine to see Gdrmany win the war. Espe

cially did he want to see &\gland get bc<-1.ten. 11!'.m tellin' you, 11 he l"1ould pro

claim at the ciinner table, resting his t~o fists 0n the tablecloth, still hold

ing his knife and fork slanting off hia pl:3.te -- "I'm tellin1 you -- there• 11 

be no peace in this bloody norld ur.til that sly an' graspL~' John Dull gets 



put in his place 1 ''/hen Berlin ( 1 Berleen I Oliver called 11.) 6ets through 

with Roosia then John Bull will be shown a th.:.ng er twol 1 11 .. tellin' you .•• 11 

The sl011 drift of the United Ste.tea into the cor.i'li~t on the side of 

the Allies drove Oliver into gales of ve.:n-.;wollcr. rhetcric. 1'i\'hy don' t we 

atay home and mind our ovm goddam business 1'1 he woulc:! demand of Belle, as 

though the i Bsue lay in her short. lap. "Tell mo, wcr.r.c.n -- why in Christ.ts 

name don ' t we stay in our own bacltya.rd111 Belle Ylculd s:;.t pursing her lips 

and ncdding he:- head. 11Don1 t let it exc:te yo1:. ao, Oliver," she would say. 

"It•e nothing you nd I can help -- --" 

"Carnegie and "/all Street that I e why 111 Oliver would shout her down. 

"Gr eed and the almighty dollar l Money, money, ~oney - - all uncer the goddam 

lawyer a 1 cloak of ' freedom of tho soas l '" He would glare around the table 

at the silont boys, then take up his tableware, savagely attac~ing his rood 

as though a vulnerable part of John Bull himself lay steaming and raady on 

hia plat e. P,iu.l knaw that Belle's s~'lllpathi s lay wlth the .U.:...:.es, for much 

the sa.mo race-tangled and emotional re~sons that Oliver• s lay ,dth Germany, 

though che never dared bre·1the it to he1 husband. B:.it she did no ... want wa.r . 

She hoped that President Wilson wo•ld be re-elected because he had pro.used 

to keep the country out of uar. Her reasons t ere simpi.e. Link hud fir.isbod 

high s chool and was over eighteen, Nicky was sixteen -- and there waG even 

Paul, her baby ... 

Paul was reyatifj.ed by the ,,hole tt ing. He did net kno,7 what they were 

fighting for over thero, nnyvsay. He vasue:y hope<! that God nould make it 

stop :ioon. .'1.nd ho was J,>uzzlecl that t.ho Germans appee.red to be so adept at 

waging war. Dny by day ther e wore sto1·it:~ of tht!il contlr.ued ouccesse~ re

ported in the Iron Ore. It v•as strange. Paul h:i.a though~ that r.et!rly all 

Germans were naareighted, doddering old men, who ,•ors thick glasses, ,mo loved 

beer and music ar,d shuffled about ::..n a thin mist, of f o.11..i.ng dandru.i't -- a 

eimple, kindly people nho mado ingcn!.ous new tcyu . •. Hu had thought of t.heJI! as 

quiet family rnon like old Augu5t Schmidt or happy, 11hist~.ing indiv.:.duala like 



Ed Schwemin or absent-minded, scholarly old Gustav Foh:r..an, who ran the dusty 

music store, with dangling violins and mandolins in the wind°", which stood 

next.door to the Chinese laundry on Main Street. 

After one ot Oliver's "war spells" the boys would gather upstairs or 

down by the furnace. "Boy -- the Kaiser was r eally loaded for bear tonight, 

wasn't he?" Link might say. "Yup, I'll bet the island was sure shaking some 

tonight," grinning Nicky would answer. Often, at the height ot his spleen, 

Oliver would refer to England simply as "the island." "I'm tellin' you -

Berleen111 s hake the godd.a.m islandl" 

That January Oliver got in a wild and extravagant argument over the 

war with a Comish miner, down at tt,e saloon, and finally threw him out on 

Main Street. Lanky Will Tregembo, Oliver• s Cornish bartender, had taken off 

his bar apron and stamped on it and shouted at Oliver that 11 •e was through 

workin' for o. god.dam pro-Germanl" It had taken Charlie LeRoy and half the 

saloon to keep Oliver· and Will apart. After that very few Cornishmen went 

into Oliver's saloon. The tren.ors of Oliver's island-6hakine had been finally 

felt in Chippewa. After that Olivor1 a war diatribes at home rapidly rew 

worse insteac of better. Paul lay in bed at night and haltingly prayed for 

the war to end. He remembered old Doctor Gourdeau1s wore.a. "Please Go.::l., put 

out the fires that are burning the er.rth ... 11 

But war or r.o war, in February came Chippewa's anr.ual ski tourno1t1ent. 

The praying maples and thin birches, silent and frozen in the deepness 

of midwinter, reached beseeching naked arrr:s up the wailing wall of the tall 

hill, frir.ging out to the width oI the ski slide, and sober s::ia.11 boys and 

some drunken men clung to the limbs of the trees -- perheps the better to 

watch the ski jump, though thoy could not see as well. 

Urgently lining eech side of the sld slid6 were the crowds of specta

tors, their dragon breaths upon the frosty February air. Down below across 



the wideness of the valley were the rows 01' cut.tars and le.Lgho, the l.crscs 

silent and steaminB under their blankets. Ana over all it was cold and clear, 

and tho obscure sun was high, its frost-thin glitter f~eble upon the deep ~now. 

Far up the hill, rising above its steep and snowy ccedt, fluttcn·ed the 

American fl~g tram the ski t.ower, ~he scaffold, from which the clu3tcrod, 

waiting skiers looked like lHtle men, like cnildhood gnome~ fro;,1 out. a 

Christmas bool<, stanoing so far up there age.inst tho colci blue Northern sKy, 

quietly waiting for the signal to L.ing thcrnselvc~ on cw1<r. along the :;tt;ep 

and nar1ow way. 

/J..standing tar up on the starting tcwer the bugler raised hia bu l e to 

his lips -- 11Marble Eye" Carlyon, a little Corni~h miner who had lost an eye 

in the mine and had never cor,a anything about it -- ;,nd \,hen this bugle:· 

raised his bue;le he pouted and the1: he blew, and the last notes otill need 

and rang and echoed across tho val.l~y oven afte1· he had tak.tm his bugle uown 

and replaced it with a bOttle, grinning, gurgling: 1Hi can pl'y 1 pon any 

hlnstrument which 1asn't a bloody reedl 1 

The first rid~r raised his hand that he was ready, and far bclon, by 

the great jump, another more sober, tar-seeing, and loss colorful bugler 

answered, blurted, 11Ready111 and the poised rider shuffled forward and c.:ippod 

off and down, hurtling, rushing down, crouching low, cupping his ears from 

the tremendous and freezine sr..eed, here now at once incredibly at and pa3t 

the jump-off, eeeming to straighten and to spring far out, loaning for,,ard, 

looking lying on his skis as he soared into the air, far out into a rushing 
W-4, (>., ' ,~ .l,.,v..;c(,, 

space, at last man stole freedom fro~ the earth, ar~~ waving and ciroling ,.. 
like children's playful angels in thl:3 snow, still soarine out into the air, 

the skis now gradually, then quickly, won back to eart.h, now landing 'With 

clesr and T1ooden slap far down the hill, into the bleatirig of the crO'i7ci, one 

toot forward, crouching low again and racing, crunch-whistling, far dmm anc 

out acro~e the valley, finally swirling to a circling, skirlinP, atop before 

the practical, solenn small boys who liked to see their heroes near, closeup. }..l 



Fritz turned to Bernie and Gunnar and Paul. "God, it - it's beauti

ful!" he said. "I never thought there was anything like thu." The boys 

glanced at each other but did not answer. They ~ere not used to this sort ot 

talk. Somehow it embarrassed them. But Paul knew what Fritz meant. It always 

chilled him to watch the incredible beauty and grace 0£ the riders. This 

lovely soaring seemed more lik.e poetry than anything his teachers ever taught 

him in school ••• 

The bugler buv,led his bugle once again, and another skier took off the 

tower, hurtling, rushing down the 3lide, sailing, too, far out into tho air, 

but -- h!h -- falling, tumbling, landing in a waving heap, losing his skis, 

clown-rolling down the hill, the crowd roaring and yawing its ready lau·hter 

for defeat -- 'go find your slats, you bum' -- as the snow-glutted skier 

limped falsely grinning down the hill to retrieve his runaway skis. 

Down and down they poured with each bugle note, rider after rider, some 

falJing but most of theffi st&nding. During the intern:.ission Paul nnd the boys 

made their way through the milling crowd to the outdoor stand conducted this 

year by the earne3t ladies of the Methodist church. Reckless of expense, Paul 

squandered his entire weekly allowance en a cup of coffee and a steaming 

Cornish pasty. 

The bugle blew through tho afternoon as the cager riders hurled the~

selves oft the hill for the th1·ill of t,ht, crowd that gathered annually on 

Washington's birthday for tho ski tournament of ~ha Ohippewa Ski Club. There 

were hundreds of miners there to pro~dly watch their sona and relatives, for 

the tournaz:::ent was a loctl holiday and t~ere was no wo .. •k, war or no war. Most 

of the ski riders lived in Swedetown or Fi:m town. Both bugles sounded once 

again. Then co.me the megaphoned announcereent of the winner by the president 

of the Ski Club, Swan Paterson. Paul tht>ught thero wa:1 a note of sadneas 1n 

his voice. "Lo.dies and :,ontlemenJ Da vinner an' noo sharnpion -- Uno Saaril" 

A great cheer went up, e:>pocially from the F.!.nn raine:-s. For this was the 

first time a Finnish rider had won the main jW!lping cha.mpionship on Suicide 



Hill. for ,r.a:ny years, even before Bello had comfJ tc Ch.:.ppcv1!l, the S\.edes 3.nd 

Nornegians had taken all of the first- places. Fritz and Bel'nie and Paul 

turned on Gwmu.r, cho.nt.ing: 'Ten t' ousand Svades vcro lc .... t. i:1 d:?. veeds, in da 

battle of Copenhagonl" 'l'hen thero v,n::; another a .. nounc..:rn'"'!'lt -- not so !l-d 

thi:; time, F u.ul tr.ought. 11Ladeee end yentlomer.1 Da r~nr er-oop an' b.a' 

yar ' s shampion -- Mist.er \I1selrr: Bjork 111 Paul a....:lod to hi:nsolf. ~ster 

Bjork indeed! 

11Go piddle up a hemp r~pe111 Gunnar said, grir.ning from e<,Lr to oar. ,\t 

least one Swede hud wori. The bo;rs l',aTued the two ctl.lo::; back to tcvm. !t 1,as 

a big do.y, a gay day. The;r i.1ad a. chicken supper arid ice crear.1 and ccconut 

cake in the dining-room of the Taleon Houne, with a tcble a.11 to thet:1Selves 

by a drooping fern - - and a blushing ycung Finnioh girl to l'l:lit on thee. Wait

in for their deosert Gunnar told the boys he had se'.>. her with nothlng on the 

~aturday before, running fro.ll tho gi!'ls' bathroo:n '.lpsto.i.re to her room. 11Boy 

oh boy oh boy, 11 he said, describing undulm1t c!lrVoa ll1 the tlr with his hands. 

:Paul r~garded the gi:d with ne-...- intereot ••• 

Spr.lr.g was the worst season of the year in Chippewa. D..irlng the winter 

the sno'lf gradually built up many feet above the grour.d, so that before Spring 

one looked up .1t the passing sloigbo and cutters or. the sno;1-pt.cked stz·eets. 

As the sno. receded the manW'e from tho horsos and the winter's o.ccur:iulation 

of~ ~-t from the houses lind mine boilers lay gr~dually o.xpooed in all 

its melting airt and drabness, like the pictures of auc:ent oxcavat:ons. The 

poor horses would hobble along the treacherous packed streets, sinKi.g past 

their fetlocks or knees at cna step, or being h~ld up by the frozen insulation 

of their mm manure on tha nt>xt.. 

By 11.arcn the fr<Y.ien grip of wiriter started to ccnvulsively relax. Then 

it would freeze aguin, the lashing March winds whipi:ing the gleam.i.'lg er,ow 

shield of the iron earth W1til Spring appeared to have oocome a forgotten 

legend. 3ut lol the real Lhaw would finru.ly come. The city wo~ker2 would dig 

ditches in the high snow ban.Ks along the curbings to drain the melting snow. 



The boys would then spend every daylight hour after school racing wooden 

matches and tiny boats down these flowing drains, betting round black "jaw

breaker" candies trom Sjolander•s on the exciting rf)sults. 

Spring never raally came to Chippewa until tho suckers started to run 

in Chippewa River, and the screaming aea gu.ll,; wo1Jld come winging in from Lake 

Superior to flap an1 fiSht ov~r the fish the boys caught with their hands, 

above the sewerage outlet, and tossed up into the ~ucky fields behind them. 

After the fish had lain there a few days, Paul was sure tho sea gulls must 

have smelled them trom Iron Bay, the county seat, located on Lake Superior 

some sixteen miles east of Chippewa. Regardless of calendars, when the suckers 

ran and the boys could find a damp patch of bare earth on which to play mar

bles -- that was Spring. 

Spring for Paul was the time of wheeling gun-metal crows, crying and 

cawing, of lash-like wedges of honking geese, of rich-throated morning war

blings and quarrellings of the robins; a time of raking the yo.rd around peep

ing crocuses, taking down storm windows, fighting Belle's "spring tonics." 

Spring was a time ot playing hockey with Fritz or Bernie or Gunnar or all 

three and tramping out to the farm and playing in the winter-emptied haymow 

in the big barn or climbing the rocky bluff behind the farm and searching 

along tho mossy damp ground !'or the lit.tle hidden flowers of the trailing 

arbutus -- the Mayflowers -- the tender, modest, delicate flowers of such 

elusive, subtle fragrance that no perfume in the r,orld could ever in:itate it. 

Spring was the morning of a new ~orld ••• 



CHAPTER 10. 

Oliver's arohouso on Con d Street was one or thooo fnt d structureo 

which bound in tho 8l all towns of Amorica, in which no enterprise ever sue-

cceded. Thor s ''hant11 on the pl.no , and insolvency and deopair w o the 

portion of ary opti :iotic soul who soueht t.o dispute it. For ycare Oliv r 

hod been trying vainly to get o tennnt 1n tho pl ce ho could continue to pay 

his rent tter th first r.ionth. Oliver enjoyed the he dy feeling of b ine a 

ltmdlord. n it gnvo bi an opportunity to WJC the jealous knowled8e of 

hir,.her education heh d gained 1n ?Jil.Jiaukec years before: hi~ course in 

double-entry bookkee ing. Oliver kopt an elaborate set or books, recording 

the minutost tran.,actiono in his boautifu ... copperplate h ndwriting. 11To 

Martin Hnllgren - one occond hand ol y tor tar ...................... C4.75. 11 

The old t .o- tory trace building h d been built by Paul' grand£ ther 

Biegler your~ botorc u n otorQgo ploco for hio boar. Ornnd a Biegler h d 

lived but n yc~r or oo after it wna cooploted. He nas tho firot of long 

proceos1on o! oc~up.!into. Tho uarchouae h~d a dru:. und ldy otone-no.llod 

b oe:lent 1th stone floor. Tho groW1d floor h d al rge worl. roo in !ront:, 

e.nd in the rear there u a o crica of flimsily partitioned roares, 1:.oro like 

cageo or coopo. Tho fror,t ork room was lighted by a rir,p:ins ex.pnrwe ot 

r-igeon-ctaincd w1ndor.D coveriflf,; the ont1re ~ront !ro~ th ceiling to th floor 

and broken only by- tru.l ncrrcr.r double-doorn in the niddlc. Th re o n lid-

ing sided or in the alleyway und uidc double-doors 1n the r ar opening out 

into the barnyard beyond :hich stood Oliver•.., hoi·scbarn. The upstnire s 

storaee roo.~, which Oliver never rented with the r st of the bull.dingo, nd 

which he kept f n:.ticnlly bsrrcd and locked trom prying tcn~ta. This loft 

wru, a pl ce of creaking pine raftora and !luttorLng pigeons. Tho three floors 

were joined by a p:u-t1tioncd groat- healed elev tor which ran through the 

ccn~er of th buUdins nd nno oper~t d by tw.nd uith en ondle8a rope. 

This je loualy guarded upstairo was packed to th rofters with a cost 

curioue aooortr;ont of l'ticlos. There wore pilee of used lumber, plunk~ ond 



laths and old flooring with the r.sils still in them; old carpets and mattress

' es and bed-springs; scores of cigar boxes of rusty nails o.nd screws, old keys 

and washerc and broken locks, each duly labelled by Oliver 1n blue crayon; 

old furniture and heaning barrels of dusty dishes and pewter from the home of 

Oliver's parents; buttered and bulging trunks full of old clothing and letters 

in faded hnndwriting; a packing-case of Uncle Karl's photographic equipment; 

an old clamnod nnd leather-bound German Bible which weighed almoot as much 

as Paul. There were odds and ends from the brewery and ob~olote saloon fix

tures: various tanks, meter, and valves, copper vats and an old pool table, a 

rack of tipless cues, beer p~~ps, miscellan-.ous tables and chairs, chande-

liers .•• 

From th~ cobv,ebbed rafters dangled a dozen or more large Alaskan kero

sene lamps which formerly adorned the brewery and saloon, and pails partly 

filled with hardened paint left by a former tenant. There was a rusty weight-

lifting machine from the oaloon Oliver could once ring its bell with one 

arm -- and also a kerosene-lighted early slot machine of picture views of 

"Paris at Night." Paul's brothers had lone since pilfered the pictures of 

the fine plump lndios. There was a row of old wooden wall telephones each a 

yord high, and a pile of tombstones, both left by former tenants. The list 

was endless. There was eve!'\ a. dust-covered racing sulky with bard-rubber 

tires, a memento of the day~ when Oliver used to race at the County Fair. Over 

all of this silent museum lay a thick covering of dust mingled with pigeon 

dro1 ings. 
,. 

This was the building tor which Oliver endlessly stovu to flnd a 
I\ 

paying tenant ••• 

"This here place is centrally located, 11 Oliver would say to some hap

less prospective tenant, as they prowled about the warehouse, roping themselves 

up and down the elevator, poking about the s~elly damp basement. Paul hung in 

the background to natch the familiar ritual. 11An' it's nice and close to the 

railro:i.d tracks, too,ri Oliver would .... ::!d. And indeed it was. I! it were any 



closor to tho railroad tracks Pnul wa5 sure it would have been run ovor. Tho 

building shuddered t o the foundationn with every passing train. 

Whan ho was trying t.o rent the place Olivo1· become no gcmtle nd full 

of guile at an artful. woman. He ¥iould grcm to.loely penoivc, dratting tho pnlm 

of hie big hand under hi!l chin, dubiouely oho.king hio hood, drawing down his 

lo.,;er lip, blinking his eyes. Pnul wao held in n kind ot thro.11. "But I 

sorta ha.to to let the placo co again.'' Chuck) ing. "You oee - hAh! -- I 0ot 

nll my t ool6 end wood!! paraphern::ilin here. 11 soriou& ugnin, 9h:..kino hio bcud. 

"No-o-c- I guess I can•t ••• 11 Paul bri htcnec!. It looked liko the dca..1. vma 

orr. Thnn thero would b- a sudden note or rim roDolution, oquuro and manly 
0~ ,.,.,.~~ ,,OTJ..a.,~ ~==~ ~ • ~.,,,),..) , 
lift of the head. ,Enough or this childish indecision. 11'11 tell yo what, 

man -- 1 ohouldn' t. do it, but l 'll let you h vc it l Hell, l' ll 00\'0 n.y ti ingD 

again -- just to help you out, !rind. Hero -- l got a little lea~e all 

drawn up. 11 Soi't.ly. 11l'1hat do you say?" It t?-emed alc.oot a she.me for a tenant 

to take odvantogo nt Oliver. Yet no gentle~~~ could rcsiet thia generous 

sacrifice. It hnd become a point ot: honor. '' h t. do you y, man?'' 

At this juncture Cllver would produce a ninety-nine-year leaee ~hich 

he had pain.fully typed out with ane !'inger at hie desk dorin nt the otloon on 

nn ancient oochine which was th residun.ry logncy or n ro.~r teno.nt of the 

warehouso. This typewriter 5tamzr~red, nutcmatico.lly rep ntina each letter 1n 

nn engaging lavcndar i:\k. But Oliver did not seem to mind. Paul thought 

that perhaps Oliver hoped the document would thereby be doubly bindine. "You 

=:ii n on that thoro line th-sro, 11 Oliver v,ould say, profe:,oionally po:tnt.ine; at 

the lease he hod copied out ot l!aitlo.nd's 11.bvery Man His Own Lo.ygyor. 11 Oliver 

had n deep distr st ot nll nttomeys - - t:bloody connivoro" ho eallod t.horn -

and would pit hio M itlrui ugainst the Suprc o Court itsolt, any day in tho 

week. PRul once cntim.r.tud thet if 11 of tho ninety-nine-year lenso wh!ch 

had been put on the plac were lnid end !or end thnt the :nillcn1um could not. 

be tar behind. It was a 1hastly thought ••• 



1 aul wait d in quiet awo, watching the ~stcr ,1t worl<. The holploes 

prospect would st· nd storing dCil7n at Oliver• e luvondar loose. Pnul hold his 

brenth, ¥.hiepering over und over to hin~elt, "Don't. eign, don't olgn, you 

poor !"ool. •• Don't you know you'll ao broke ••• Tho plnc:o ic bewitched ••• It'll 

moan we eot to movo all thie bloc<ly junk a1·ound ngc,in -- -- Oh, there, he' o 

slgning it ... Oh Lord, there ·cos another one ••• tt Olivor would ti·iumphontly 

fold the lea e and put it P-w~y an uhnkc bonds with hia new tenant. "l'n 

tollin1 you -- you're gottin' c.: rccl b 1ree.in, r..iGtcr. 1'1oe r..n' clooo to the 

trncks nn• cver1 th1n'••·" Paul thoueht it gos untair, it wna no mtch, that 

c0.:'1lehow e block form or hypr,osis entered in these tranaactlona. Thie ceremony 

of the ninety-pi:ne-yiJar lcaoo l\'as virtually a sein1-annunl ottair. 

The old wnrehouse rm1toly bore the evidence, c! tho hoct or t~mmt.s -nbo 

had briefly roosted there. ~1stfully hopeful plumber5, blackamiths, ru~l 

dcnlera, teed merch nts, hor~e traders -- o.~c~ oven a local telopho.,o comp.ins 

ond A tr1:rvellin,. cve.ngelist had pausod there. Their number 1100 legion. The 

place still otank fro~ the rotten apple~ abar.doncd b:• a dinconcol~tc fruit 

mercho.nt who h1d finally !led Chippe-wa with hie pretty blonde bookkeeper. 

Since he was n rnarried it.-'ln with a la.:·ge brood or childi-on, the nuthorit.ioo 

hnd been obliead to bring him back. Oliver appco1·od no s itnoss down at 

Circ11it Cow·t nnd joyously tcst.i!iod ogainet the unhappy mm. Paul wondered 

if tho blonde bookkeeper might not hnvc h3d 3o~cthi.~e to do with it. Oliver 

wa6 ever a eolicitouo landlord ••• The ualls of the warehoueo were bed11.ened 

nith great eobe of paint left by a JUrtnerohip or bnnkrupt decorntor6. They 

ho.ct also left a lnrgc tnrcwell sign p,:linted on the wall inviting their land

lord to go to hell. 110. Biegler onn go plumb to Hell1" Oilver, in a wild 

rage, h11.d in turn paintod thi:J over in a rr.ott.led robin'a ege blue. The up

oto.1ro floor groaned with the •··eight of tho brcmnatono toc:batones lctt by e. 

defunct monument. company. One of these drab rod atones., a little ma!'ker with 

o child' a hoo<! carved on it., read aimpl.y 11Po.ul." In bod at night Paul indulg, 

in dark speculations on the rensons why Oliver kept it ••• 



'ij-ie th.., doaporate tcnont uld finilly o.b d nth wo.rehou e, jump-

ine tho le e, leaving nincLy-ei ht or m<Jro y roof th tr d ~li u in 

tddoir, the woro usualJy 5o deep in Oliver's dob~, so cugor to eot h oo 

from the dam .nd retlodorous buildinc, ao till d with blncl d s. 1r, th t 

they usunlly loft ll manner o! t.h ir bcloneingo behind thom -·- like d zed 

~ r rotusceo fleeir. be!or cin{l 8"e.ey. By soi:: a u."'lc nny instinct 

Oliver had theoo wild tli hts ti.rood to th d y, oft n to tho very h ur. 

\s O, iver nem1cd that anothor bo utiful lru1dlord an tenant rel tion

ehip was drawing to olooe, he would employ various diabolical shift8 nnd 

ruses to hasten t.ho evanu tion. ln this wey more l.oot was apt t.o bo lctt 

behind. Ono of hio favorite stroteeeme, s tho zero hour appro ched, was to 

dispatch ~me sad-oyed bnrt.:y frO!:l the snloon up to the warehouse to caeullll7 

dro the word trot Olivor hnd lctt toot ~oming to spcn~ th day at cam~. "But 

" ha bolon n to be net tin' bacl· l'IOW most an:,t~ bet ore d r',, J..e wow d add. Thia 

last bit of intelliecnce was vital to create cont'uoion and the neod !or haste. 

ttcr plc.ntin the5e siniuter i,eeds the barfly would leavo. HiG d pnrturc 

would inveriably be followed by a wild end hurried final oxit tro:n the pr.,. 

15es, th trantic tenant usu lly trying to romovo allot his pos1oseione in 

one gronnin .. dra,yload on Cornishma."l Benny Gcbb' s dray. 

In the meanti.mo Oliver would be wait.in down ut the saloon, pocing up 

nd do1m, peorin out. the Uoy door, otting periodic bulletins on th course 

of t.he retr at froo his boo:1,y accomplice. Al!r:ost before the harried tenant 

hsd rounded the center of TU.ford's Drug St.ore on Uain end Canad.a Str eta, 
~~./44?-1,~ ~ '°~ ~~✓ 
/\Oliver v,ould au~cend "on th<i pl11ce, invola.n eome rayst7crioue provision of hie 

lease, putting nEm secondhand locks on all the doo1s, ru1d eloefully approprint

ing everythirg th th d been loft behind. Pnul tclt certain that Oliver enjoy

ed gathering in this ~~scollaneous swag 1r!initcl.y more than he ever did rc

ceivine his regular rent payments. Oliver nould stride about tho littered end 

deserted place, poking into boxes, oeoring in dr weres end cubb holes, grunti.118 



and nhing over ench new surprise. 11.l!y, my -- o nico new cribbage botu·d an• 

a deck of oordsl An' ~oker chipsl No wondor that there lazy bastard foiled 

-- settin' around on hie tat prat all day playin' cordsl Ah -- look what we 

have horo ... 11 

There w~s always this thrill of discovery, of unexpected troosure, like 

th-, tiJr.o the Chippewa J.!onum nt Works hod loft behind tho shaetly rm, of t001b

stonas . Oliver had gloated over them like o ghoul. It wae tlis same cstub

liohment that had .forea.l,on t.h stuttering typewriter, olons with boxes full 

of unusod pade of gw:n:od cx·der blanks for tombGtonca, oll in triplicoto, tirot 

on white p.:iper, then pale gre~n, then pink. All through tho lower grades in 

school Paul had been oblizod to use tho backs of thoso hateful o:·der blanke 

in place of tublets. Oliver had put an inventory vnlue on each pad ond doled 

them out to Paul, t.ix at a tau, scrupulously creditin13 th transaction to 

this nncicnt rent account in his doubls- cnt1-y book5. Oliver wee not going to 

be hoitJtod on the potaz·d or hie own loaoo, despite tho tact that the pcor 

!'lown monumont men were prcbnbly long 5ince sleeping under their last tomb

stone. There wore et.ill a fe~ of the pods left -- but one ofternoon juot the 

tall betore in sovcnth grade P~ul had finally toro917om usin them evc1· agnin. 

It had como about thiu ~ny: Psul wae oitting at his desk in school. It 

was a lnte .otudy period, and nG rly time for echool to let out. He hud been 

drnl'I ng pictures en one ot hie pads, ,u, he often did. Thia tir:e 1t wnB a. 

picture or the South Cattp. He tw-nod tho pnd over and examined th printing 

on t.hc blo.nl.s os he hod dono scores of tim£o. Musing over tho blank he idly 

tell to tillinB out one or tho tomstone orc-sr blanks to fit his school teach

er, sweet1 tired ria~ Lindquist, of whom he wns vory fond. Ho h!ld subcon

sciously ohosen her, airnply beceuao she was ato.ndins up thero in front of him. 

It helped to pase t.hc tir-.o and woe more fur. thon studying. Paul wn~d to 

his tnsk, tillinG in ench blank space. "NAI.IB: 'Karen Lindquist•; DAr~ OP 

ObATH: 1 October 2nd' ; D ,Tt. OF BI~'fH: 'i'he Lord known, being her childhood con

temporary, but Ho won't toll'; T?Pi:; Of l!O?Wl.!l:1\'l': •Consult ey old rum, the 



I 

/ 
uacd-~.mgnatc of Chippowa'; .... l 'E CF 11':'~-nn.c:_}Jr: 'One that :nill b aura to hold 

the old d1·l c!mm 1 ; liJSCRlPTlON: •Here li s oaidc:1 lna~, She never hc.d a 

f,1-- ___ Ill 

So ~u~h Pnul h1d written, abaorbcd in his idle comDosition, obl1vioue 

thnt lli.os I.inn,ui"t had silently padded arcund tho room and stood behind him, 

rond\ng the 01owln5 specificati~s of her own tomstone ov~r his shoulder. There ! 

was a etrcnffled mosn, end Pnul ~heeled about to ~oo Uiss Lindquist, grown 

deathly pale, sunporting herself between two desks. Sho tared dow.n nt Paul 

with bright horrified eyc8, s though he ere a reptile, n reeling about him

self which he quickly shared ~1th her. She tottered and seemed about to 

coll.L'.pao. 

"Oh, Uies I.indquiat. -- --11 Paul began, rioing and reaching out to 

assiat her. He wildly teared that the to:'.bstonc order cieht. not be in vain. 

"Don't tou~ l" lli.se Lindouist ehrilled, shrinldne nwny !rorr. him ao troo o 

leper. 11Iou -- you monotroue youth ••. Oh, how cculd you do t.hio to 1:;e ••• And 

-- and nuch 8 aweet good m-mother, too ••• '' 'i.'he stricken wo:nan hed tinully 

found relier in tears. Paul's rniser7 was boundleoe. The diooiesal bell sound

ed int.he corridor, and llisa Lindquiot. vague]~ waved tho bewildered children 

out of the room. She still stood weeping by Paul's doek. Pnul hunz back, 

burning with sh~me, and then hurried from tho cl.assroan. Fritz was waiting 

tor him in 'the hall, hits pale blue eyes round end st ring with curiosity. 

"Hully goe, Polly, mat did you do'? -- gooao her with yow· jack-knife?" 

Paul fought a hyaterictl il11pulse to shout and hinny Wld leap w1d 

owear -- nnd even to go bacK in the roo.r.,. nnd do just what Fritz had feared ho 

might have don~. This ~as the end -- why hold baok nor. ••• Ho thruot the fate

ful tombst.one order at Fritz. Frltz•s eyes bulged os he read on. r.oh DTf 

gawd, Polly," he whiepcrcd, "she didn't. road t.hist Oh my gaml ••• 11 Paul nodded 

hiH head, pur6ing hie lips ti,htly, seeking to control himself. Little euste 

ond blurt~ or lau ht.er constricted hie bor.cln und welled up his throot and 



beat ogainct his nre3eed lipo. Poul teared he as going to et one of Belle1a 

helplees lnushinv. :;poll--., and t~i vory fear seemod to odd a sort of macabre 

comedy to the situation. 

l!ioti Lindquist slowly cume out of" her room, woarins hor rps and dab

bing ho:r red oyea .-1it.h a knotted wet h ndkerchief. Frit"' ailentl:r faded 

down th hallway. Paul'e tencher atood in the dusky corridor, eta.ring dully 

at Paul, anJtfling, fiehting b~ck hor toaro. A wisp of d.~cp 5ro:y hair hung 

down his forehead. All the lnu hter dr.,ined !rc-ri Paul in m in!'St nt.. lli.ea 

L tndq 11st lookod eo lost nnd torlorn thnt ho wc.nted to throw hio arr..z, about 

her and cry with her. In a flaah of perception he :saw her an one or tho 

brave procession of unsoltiah worn.on, tho school teachers of tho orld: love

less, lonely, i:dsund+lrlttood; i,ene1tive, putiont,, intelllr,ent; often bl::ur.od 

for faults which inhered in a croo.b.ing educ"tional syotem nd not in thwr:; 

constantly payir.g tho price of spinnt.erhood, noL doapite but beceu~c ot their --
very pride nnd suporio1· cndomcnt.s; p3t1ently guiding ond developinp; the 

children or leaser women who ha"Paned to be nore adroit af'tor dnrk: l1viching 

on the ungrateful brats of tt,ese other women their starved nnd thnnrted 

attcotlons ••• All of those thtngs ::mopt over Paul in n t10.ve ot underetunding. 

He had never before in his lite felt sue~ aympnthy and humility - and such 

abject :1tw.m.a ..• 

'·Oh ltiss Lindquist.," Paul he·ird him!solf 6:lying in ~ crosking voice that 

didn't sound liko hio own, "from tho bottor.i of m.v heart I am oorry for what I 

did ••• Please believe mo that it was entir~ly thoughtloec l -- I didn't 

realize ••• , Poul stopped, the words clogging in hie throat. Ho knew what ho 

wanted to say but he c uld not aay it. He impulsively clutched at. her hand 

and held it. "Uext to rq mother, Mise Lindquist -- I think you•re one ot the 

finest ladies I ever kn<3Tf. Honest croaa my hoart, W.sa Lindqu.1 t .•• n Then 

Paul tu1ned and blindly ran out of the echool, Frit7. !allL~e in b~"id6 him. 

Paul did not et.op running. Tho tuo bcya ran all the 'l"la_v downtown to tho cigar 



shop. Paul YiGntcd t" laueh ~d h , 1ted to ci-y. On th ey tc, Bernie' c 

ehop Paul pledg"'d Fritf.. to blr.ck •·ecr c,. ho no:ct. d-., U. s 11.nd uid E..ctt-d 

ae thourh nothinr hnrl over he.t'.'penod. She ~ven nedded Ql.d S!!lil d bri ht!y ~t 

Paul. when h • saw him co..T.e in t.h n xt rwrn1n with hi r. wr!.tin t.blet. 



I I 

CHI\PT.ER 11. 

Elmer Lessard wns curr ently the incumbent lessee of Cliver1s warehouse. 

Fritz and Paul frequently visited his garage and watched EJ.Jter and Paul's 

brother Link and the other n:achanics ~orking on the automobiles. Most of the 

cars they repaired were Fords or Dodges, but occasionally a high old Winton 

1 or Marmon or White or some other big lumbering car would be standing there, 

its insides littered about the front work-room floor. As a tenant Elmer had 

hung up some sort of r"'cord. Nearly tv10 years had passed and ho was still 

there ••. 

Eln:er was an excellent mechanic and hac done well in the warehouse from 

the start. He was one of those rare n•ortals whose hobby also happened to be 

his trade. Whenever Paul came into the place Eln:er would be in or upon or 

under somo sick autonobile or bent over his work bench, covered with grease 

from head to foot. This cask of grease always gave his teeth-flashing 11Hello, 

Polly11 a curiously Pullman-i:orter sort of warmth. Even late at night from 

his bedroom Paul could hear Elmer still working, by the anvil-like hammer and 

clink from the garage. On other nights Paul could see the shifting reflection 

of his acetylene lamp out in the moth- swarming barnyard, by the light of which 

Elmer was building, of all things, an nirplane. 

Oliver's latest tenant was a blond young man in his mid- twenties, yet 

to Paul he seemed considerably older. He was quiet and husky and had strong 

white teeth. He was the first person Paul ever s~w wearing the type of hair

cut which later became known as the 11Von Hindenburg" and still later as the 

11crew11 haircut. Nobody seemed to know just where Elmer hailed from. He had 

arr ived in Chippewa one day i n a throbbing and mud-spattered old Mitchell 

touring car loaded down with tools, and bearing an Ohio license plate in front 

nnd a California plate behind. He had spotted the 11FOft ti.ENT" sign in Oliver's 

old warehouse standing there 11so handy to the tracks. 11 He parked his car in 

front of the warehouse and ,1alked around the place. Ho saw Dan Kane out at 

the crossing and went over and asked the old flagman to direct him to Oliver. 



Old Dan pointed to the alley door of Oliver's saloon. 11.Moind what ye sign, 

bye, 11 Dan darkly warned Elmer. 11There1 s .r.iany a foine r.ian sloepin' in depots 

an• boxcars what's after rented that there place from Oliver Bay-gler, there 

isl" 

?uul was helping old Dan carry in a fresh supply of eoal from the 

tracks, and he heard Dan' a sound bit of local disloyalty vlith grave delight. 

Dan turned to Paul, shaking his head. "Lead the poor lamb to slaw-tor," he 

said. Paul collected his dime from Dan and acccmpa.nied Elmer into the back 

door of the saloon, again drinking in tho wonderful briny feroented smell of 

the placo. The usual veinoue red-nosed cribbage gang was at the card tables, 

where Fuul sometimes suspected they slept at night. Oliver waa standing up at 

the front by his safe, playing Twenty-one over the cigar counter with Con 

Ludington, the Singer Sewing llachine man. 

"Pa," Paul eagerly said, "here's a man who wants to see about renting 

the warehouse." It \1as a moment of high pride. Oliver looked up from his 

game. El~o1 quietly introduced himself ond then proceeded to tell Oliver what 

old Dan had just said. Paul was aghast at this betrayal. He drew in his 

breath, waiting for the storm to break, fearing that Oliver would rush out ot 

the place and disreember Dan's two remaining limbs. But no, there was no tell

ing what his father would ever do ••• 

11Ho
1 

ho, hol 11 Oliver laughed, extravagantly, uproariously, throwing 

back his head, slarping his thigh, incredulously wagging his head from side to 

side. "That's a good one I -- Did you hear that, Ludington? -- I've got men 

sleepin' in depots an• boxcars - Ho, ho -- Oh me, oh my -- --" Oliver was 

quite taken with this franh young man. After he had 11ho-hoed11 sufficiently 

1 long enough to reduce Dan's absurd insinuation to the level of senile whimsey, 

he bought Elmer a drink and then softly asked him if he wanted to look through 

tho warehouse. Paul stirred restlessly. Another grand tour, another semi

annual prowl was about to commence. "Can you step up thGrG nOW,tt Oliver asked, 

1 strol ing his chin, getting himself in the mood for his favorite role. 



"I've seen it," Elmer Sll.id, smiling slightly. "ls the rlace for rent?" 

"Why yes--" Oliver began unccrtninly. Paul could see that Oliver 

thought this was a strange tenant, indeed, who would deny him the morbid 

pleasure of rehearsing once again the drarr~ of the ninety-nine-year lease. 

11flhy yes," Oliver re;:,eated. "'fhat is -- all but the upstairs. I kinda store 

a few odds an' enda up there." Paul thought this t1as a masterpiece of under

statement. Oliver frowned and grew a trlfle petulant. 11 But can't I show you 

over the place, yoW1g fella?tt 

Elmer grinned his infectious slo,; blond grin that -wrinkled his nose 

and the corners o: his blue ey-.,s. He shook his head. "Give me the key, Sir, 

and I 1 11 pay you three months rent in advance -- By the way, 11hat is the 

rental?" In an awed voice Olivf:r told him. El.mer drew out. his wallet and 

counted out the money over tho ba.r·. 1tAnd a round of drinks for the house, 11 

he added. There was an instant scraping of chairs and a rapid shuffle from 

the cribbage tablas towards the bar. There was a "live ono" in the house .•• 

Elmer looked do,m at Paul and winked. "How's that, pardner'? And what's 

yours on my new garage? 11 

Paul stood up on tho bar rail next to Ol iver's new tenant, happily 

drinking his cream soda. with his new friend. ··men they were done, Elmer 

pocketed his change and asked Paul t,o accompany him to the warehouse. Paul 

was delighted. OU.ver and Elmer briefly c las;>ed each other's hands. Both 

of them smiled slightly, a sort of knowing, sheepish, guilty smile, Paul 

thought -- as though they had discovered things about each other that were 

secret frnm the world. Paul and Elmer were nearly out tha back door when 

Cliver called after them. "Hey there, young fellal Don't you want a rGceipt 

for your rent?" Elmer carelessly waved hi3 hand and smiled at Olivor. "When 

you drop up sometime you can give it to me -- Landlord," he casually answered. 

It was only ,,hen Elme1 rattled the key in the lock of the front door 
~ 

that Paul remembered that another ancient precedent ho.d bco~..eee.ehot.i. Not only 

had Elmer not been escorted through the warehouse -- but he hadn't sfrned a 



ninety-nine-year lease on the placel Why, th re wusn 1t any leu~e at all. All 

Oliver had was a blond smile and a handshake. As Elmer and Paul entered the 

dusty, littered warehouse, still vacant from the la6t tenancy, Paul reflected 

that perh3ps this was Fate -- that oaybe this was the one way to lift the evil 

spell from the place ... 

Paul's guess had baon right. El:rer rogulurly paid his rent. Oliver 

was c-:i~sequcntly very fond of Elmer nnd frequently extolled hia merits at the 

dinner table. "1'rnt young .fella's a born mechanic, I tell you -- n n:echanical 

genius," he dilated. "There ain't nothin' ho can't fix!'' He would draw for 

Belle odious comparisons betw~en Elmer's pure art and the manifold deficien

cies of his m1n fumbling sons. 11Why, take your baby, there," he told Delle 

one day, referring to Paul, who indeed locked tho faintest rudiments of 

mechanical aptitude -- "'!'he other day I aot him to drive a staple inn. cedar 

fence post out at th~ farm -- just a goddam staple, mind you -- an' he bent 

tho bloody staple 0.11 1 hit his finger - an' then he just stood there an' 

bawled." Olivor shook his head and wea.rily consulted tho celling, .ousing over 

the fate that had spawned him such o. groping child. 11Vihen I v,as his age, 

woman, I dug and built an outhousP. :ln one day -- mind you, all alone1 11 Paul 

burned with silent shame over this exposure and wished Oliver had fallen into 

the structu.-e. Belle quickly smiled and blinked her eyes at Paul. 

11Wouldn 1t this be c\ strange world though, Oliver, if all of us were 

ef.f'icient mechanic3?" Belle innocently asked her husband, turning her bland, 

er.:ooth face and steady gray eyes on him. Paul felt. a warm rush of gratitude 

tc,;vards his mother, n.nrt another fceline, increasingly frequent of late, that 

in some subtle way she was constantly poking fun at this great, infallible 

man ••• 

11 rhe thing is -- you got to be deliberate,'' darkly continued this giant 

of impulse, wagging hi3 great u~ddle finger at the boys, igncring Belle's 



thrust, driving home his daily rr.oral with true and steady aim. "Before you 

boyo sturt I .onk~yin' with unythin 1 11 - - here Nic~y daringly grinned at Link -

"yon got to study it an' understand .:.t, an I know ~,h.:.ch n way you' ro l~endin'. 

Be celiuerat.c 1" Pr.ul so.t enc: w1tecl listening to this le~t.ure en self-ccntrol 

from the man who would kick in a faulty door if it failed to respond to his 

first, lunge. 

\\'hen 01 l ver bought the wrec}. d l!odel r Ford from Ed Sch\:cr'li.n, :.t was 

Elmer who repairstl the car a.rid patitmtl~ taught Oliver tc drive it. \'/her. 

Oliver gleefu.llJ discovered scme ne1.' gadget t.o hanr; on th~ auto as he hunerily 

th:.1rr.bed through E:mer• s accessory cata:ogs, it was Elmer who rro.tr.ptly got it 

for him wholesale. Oliver lavished on his Model Tull tho love and nffoution 

which he carefully refrained from exhibiting in his home. Ylhen he bough~ 

Whistling Ed's car he soon found he had just the bare framework of his real 

desire, likes. mn who buys a firopl:1ce before he builds bis house. 

In less than six months the old Model r looked liken painted harI'idan 

as it sputtered do1m !Jain Street, with hunched Oliver proudly wedged under hie 

nur1 over-size atooring v,heal, tra.r:ipling on t-wo !ind sometimes even all three of 

the speci~l rubber-covered foot pedals with his uize thirteen shoes, or press

ing his hideouo-sounding ne~ Klaxon horn -- ~hich, far fro~ accelerating the 

escape of pedestrian peasants, froze them with paralyt:c horror in their t:- cks. 

Oliver hnd bedecked the poor car with pater.ted .rr.irl'ors and spot:.ights; an eagle 

flo,t from the radiator cap (Oliver's sole conce::1sion to the non-fllnctionul); a 

huge metal trunk sagged fro~ behind over the sighln~ new shock absorbers; a new 

tourist rack enclo3ing special vari-colo:ced cm3rgcncy c:1:1s !or gns, oil and 

wa~er flowed along the left. ru.·ming boord. The -,e!iicla looked like part of a 

gypsy caravan. 

Under the tiny !-,God there was a maze of co::iplicated gas-saving attach

ments and anti-palpitants. The chassis and ur,derguax l'l!lfi as full cf felt 

silencers and pads anci tru3ses and rubber slir.e;:: as nn Clld actor. Oliver had 

covered over all thi~ glory in a pslP-t he had found in an old pa.il hs.nging 

from the rafters in the loft over the garage. A fnncy color it was, Golf 

Green. It was not that Oliver had taken up running with the country- club set. 



Oliver had read about camouflage and sagely concluded that this color would 

be less apt to startle the deer, driving to and fro~ the South Camp. Paul 

thought it was a deb1table point ••. Lawyer Belden had crysta.J.lized Paul's 

growing sense of shame ar.d horror over the car. Paul and Fritz were etanding 

on Main Street one day as Oliver sped by, erimly so11nding his Klaxon. Lawyer 

Belden was standing nearby talking to old Mr. Dyson. After Oliver's car had 

shuddered past, Lawyer Belden quietly spoke to l!r. Dyson. "There goes Oliver 

Biegler1 s Ford - - all dressed up like a whore going to a christenin-.111 

2. 

Paul's brother Lincoln had finished high school. He was eighteen and 

worked at Elmer Lessard1 s garage. Elmer was very fond of Link and frequently 

urged Oliver to send the boy on to college. 11He1 s more than a good grease

rr,onkcy, Oliver," Elmer would frequently tell Paul's fat,her, "he's n sort of a 

mechanical dreamer ... he seeros to sense the large plan and drift of the rrin

ciples with which he works. I wish I had half his instinct." Elm,r•s blue 

eyes would get a faraway look. "That bo;v of yours could go far, Oliver ... " 

Oliver would usually thro~ back his head and guffaw at such a wild fancy, re

minding Elm.er of the historic outhouse he had once dug and built frore dawn to 

dnrk. "An' I was only fourteen ..• Hell1s fire, Elmer -- that boy of mine don't 

know enough to come in out of the rain1 College! Ballsl" 

Brother Link had already started attending the Saturdav night dances at 

MacDonald' a Hall ,rhich stood on a l!ain Street corner two blocks south of 

Oliver's saloon. This hall occupied the third story of the brick MacDonald 

Block "A. D. 188211 the cornerstone read -- and also housed one of the many 

local fraternal lodges. The walls were hanging and emblazoned with the lodge's 

exotic draperies and trappings and plaques and tantalizin evidences of exclu

sive and mysterious ritual. The ceilln~ was festooned with colored =repe 



bunting, ,,hi::h always seemed a lit.t,l~ dusty 'lnd fuded, twisted in go.la 3trands 

to the ornate brass ch.mdelier ,1hich foamed o•.it of the ceiling in the center. 

Fritz's bachelor uncl~, Richard Jaeger, led the orchestra and played 

tho piano. Ho was a slender, dark, slu.311-featured man with a bulging forehead 

and a thin moustache. ''Jaegar1 s Jass B&nd," the o.rchestra had been called, 

but lately Richard had renamed his group Jaager's ~ Band, a sublety of 

spelline nd phonetics r,hich was lost or, Fnul. At nieht, even ir. wintertime, 

Paul w=>uld often st3!1d ir. the sharlc"l;s by Jaeger' a big house on the oppooi t.e 

corner of his block and watch end listen to Richard p)aying the big grand 

piano. Richard nover orl.ed, oven at Christmas ti.mo during the rush at 

Jaeger's big store r.ith the clock trnJer. fritz wo.e very fonc of his uncle 

Richard despite the fuct that he thought hin a little "nuts. 1' Not to be out-

done, Paul told Fritz &bout his ov·n Unclo Karl, and the tine he had leapt off 

the boat ,,her. Paul ,,as ;,. baby ••• Paul I s spine ~ould t:i.ngle as he at.cod outside 

of Jaeger's hou:1e J i~,t.udng wlrila this al ender, Dilent man with l.he :one bony 

.fingers played all tho :atest piece6 -- 11Down Among the Sheltering Pelmn," 

11The Trail or the I om some Pine, 11 "In l!.y Harem,•• "!Jisaouri Wolt2, 11 1'\'fl1c1. 

You' re A11ay," 11st. Louis Blues" •·- Richa1 d kner1 th,?rn a:'..l. 

Since Fritz nnd Paul had become fr.i.rmds, fuul \1culd occr..sionally be 

taken into Lhis big, deer-carpetcct house with tho stained glaf;s inrlcws and 

actually sit end watch Richard play tho piano. Richard rarely read music: 

1 
and ne\ er seemed backward about playing for auyono. Ho .u.ways appeared a 

little tired and bored und seemed scarcely ,mare that the boy:. ,11..;ro around. 

Det1t of a:il Paul liked it when Richard dreumed over the piwo, which he often 

did, bending his hoad sideways down over the keys jikc an abstracted piano

tuner, working out odd.1.y beautiful and disoonant arranger..cmts of tho current 

favorites, 01· pla.~Tit g fractured and fragf'.' ntury improvinat • ons on haunting 

rr.elocl!.es which Paul had nt:tver b fore hee.rd. Richard pla.yod the piano beauti

fully. Hie was ent.iro1y dif!'erent !'rem Della's playing. There wus a sure nnd 

yet subtly rr.odulated .!l'.asculine touch about his playing, and his harmonics often 



possessed a tortured, str n ·1 cl 1uaJity which wa~ disturl>ingly movir g and 

different fro:- any Paul had ever heard ..• 

Cn Saturday nights, however, it was Jeeger1 s Jazz Sand, tt.,d tired 

Ili:harci nnd his n:usiciane huddled up on the high narrow plo.tforru at the front 

of MacDonald ' s Hall md U umped and played for the dnncinc pleasure of brother 

Link and the other young bloods of Chippewa. The to.11 ornately- carved chairs 

oi th~ reigning knights of the lodge would be used by Ri chard ' s musicians, 

the perspiring violinist rest.~r:g in one between numbers with a handkt,rchief 

tucked in his collar. The chairs of the lesser fraternity brc.thcrs were 

backed ngulnst the high shutte1ed windows on the street side 0£ the room ard 

ag'lin:3t the opposite wa!.l under the 1 ons o.f draped an'i bG~:hiskcred pictures 

of deceased lodge potentatos. These srua.ller chairs or the lodge con:moners 

wo11ld be occ,.1pied by the younl'! wo1 fin and girls, while liko r estless steers 

the young men stared and milled about tho far double doors by ths entrance, 

tall 1'l'coden doors, slotted for grim insp ,ction by inner and outer gus.rds on 

lodg:: ni!:;bts, but n011 standing open for all to ent:.or wilo could pay: "GZ"'fTS 

75¢ -- LADI::S 25¢." 

Richard J.:t'3eer and his band would strike up the musj_c, r:-c r haps the 

latest favorite, "Keep the Home Fires Burning,' and the knots of eager young 

men uould brc.3.J,; up and edrly a.bout t he room, seeking out a part?.er for the 

dance. There wus n boisteroua democracy about MacDonald ' s Hall where a glow

ing and soaped young miner might dance with his boss ' s daughtGr, and i'lhere 

blonde F.innioh and Scandinavian hired girls gaily rubbed elbows with the ds.ugh

ters of their mistreaaea -- despite t,he fnct t.hg,t 11nice11 girls were not sup

posed to go there on Saturday nights and were somehow believed to be 11.fast" 

if they did . 

Otl sum.r:tP,r nights when th,; breeze w~s favorable Paul wo 1ld lie in bed 

by his oper, .v:tndow nnd listen to the st.rain6 of the orchestra, wavering and 

receding, flo.9.tlng hiBh above the burly and scuffle of Sat n'day ni...;ht in down

town Chippewa. Then later, as the town grew quiet , Paul \!ould e·1en hear 



Richard pln. l g hi!3 ::re uont ~olo passaeos on the piano. This t r m·isic at 

times was so dl.stunt that only certain oddly dol!linant note~ ce.rriod through t,o 

Faul, then the soun • would whisper cu1d die into utter eiJ.enco, then fleetfogly 

su1·ge bac}: in u rusil of c:1scadire notes. Paul lay listenirie with chi.•g avid

ness tc the hnunt ingly s~id and fuJitivc q_tw.lif:-y of those broken snatches of 

tir.kling music, comlne fror too far a.way, risfog and then fading, softly borne 

on the air or th. still sur..lll~1· night .•. Paul co~ld visualize Richa:d sitti."g 

at the bri.tter d riru ir: the dur,ty, sm,:,ky dance hall, starin..., into space, 

looki.r•g so mucb :.ike t.ho pictures of a poet.:. called Poe. lonely and oblivious 

of the shufflir g couples, ex.pressing in t,ho onJ: vrny that he could tt e 

1 troublt::d qualit~, of his eec1·et cir·erur.s. 

Short o:ivc-ukinncd Llnk loved to do.nee ru u ho d;,.ncod ,,ith all of the 

girls unt.:.l U c last stra.inu of 11Homc Sweet Home" died nwo.~ , c.nd n tired and 

cynic:.tl Ricrwrd Jaeger : a.id of:!: his men und ut cu his dcr by h •• t nd ~'or1:.-

fitt.:.ng tor;ccat with t,lle velvet collar. Hicba1 d thor, rialked rapidl:1 w.wsys 

alone -- over to Oliver's saloon ~nd drank sc;vera: doub:c v;hlukiet- with wati:r 

and then r1"1de tis wuy, stil:. alone, to his cbrkened home en Hematite Stl"eet. 

As for Lir!k, Faul occasic.na:l;.r o'lerhcar<i him telline lJir,ky of the "little 

pippin" be hud taken homi; that Saturday n.i..,ht. t1Her 1.a!"le ras Duisy -- nnd 

d--al-sie3 don't tell! 11 

After tho dence the dancers would palr off nr1 the eirls be "escorted" 

hom.e or somo of tl eu, on Hara SWIJ'ler nl2:hts, 111'or ~ust a walk'' t.o the silent 

bille and bluffs surrounding thu town. Scm1e of the couples and t.ile tlr:~~ttJd 

swains wo·.1ld repair to raoke1· 1 s Restaurant for a late lunch 1,:- ::1it among the 

imitation palr.ls over at Acropoulous' Candy Kitchen for soda or bana~a split 

at the rou."ld marble-topped tables under the whirling drone of the large pro

peller fans. '!'he 11.:'ast c?·owd, ' th•J utterly d.i..ssolute, would eo to Urho St1omi

koski' s C:i.:' ~, run in conj•.mct.ion with Uri10 1 s saloon, and there drfok .foaming 

steins of beer and even whl~key, Paul had heard it rumo~cd, w1til closing time. 



Be:ile did not mind :ink's dar.cing but sh. \iorri.d over the late hours 

he kept. \Hrnn Oliver was not a?"ou..>-ici :?he 'l'lould speak tc Link abct..t it. !-'.11.tl. 

wa., learni.!g the pat t•1r:1 of thf?se inco~clusi\ie lectures by neax-t.. "LincoL"l, 

why can I t you get ho:ric at a rca~ona.ble hour:· 1 Belle woU:.d sc:y, ct ... he Su."lda.y 

breakfast tab:.e, sr:octl.i11~ tho tnlJlecloth with her hand, peor:.ng uncortainly 

at. Link, reachine for her :;:.o.saes. "':he tl:!.!lce ,.us ove1 hc-'..!rs before you ~,e 

in laat r..:.ght.. 11 .'.3he 'Would hesitute. 111 -- l lmcw you wculdn I t do :myth:'..ng 

,,rong11 -·- h re knc ;lng I!.:cl.y might wlnk at Paul -- '1but : cculcin' t sloep a 

wlnk till you cot in. Wh.:..l!! I realize you ' re :rmmg c.t:1d full of hi h spirits, 

nt.:.11 you' re too young to be cu~ el: hours th.:s v,.3.y. Pl~u:1e coroo borne earller 

-- for r:.y sukc, .. she would plesd, r.-.akin; excuses for hi.,: a.s she spol t,, unY.ious

ly waiting for him to reassure her. 

A slow, wistfully uL ... r;::.cti· e ~rnile •ould epNad over Link's uaual.ly 

soler.:n, oval- shaped fc.ce. 11!}:,~•L ~orget the n.:ght uir, llom. 1 Ni.;ht air la 

bad for grow.i.ng youn, peoplo, 1 11 he woulci suy to her, reciting one of Sel:.e •.s 

dearest ..,lrlhootl bel.:erz, upeak.i.ng in his lo, dra.wlin0 voice, so dif.:_rent 

from the usU:.l st.aces.to norther:, uta.wk'' of Chippew.... This quote.tion u!luall:, 

m:i.dc Belle relucto.r.tly ,mile. It w_a or.ly on.! that Li!!:. had hes:i.tnntly re

rni!1dod h~r that since OliYer wouldn' t se:d h:Ln to college, end insiste..: that 

h ... work at Elm-r Less~rd' s garage and p:: y board, ho .. hould bo uble to :1t:.:ly out 

1-te once in D.. while. That time teers iiad come ... nto B~lle1 gra;:r eyes .•. ,\ny

v1r: .. y , that v.as not Link's vay. Link, the q 1it:t, l'lryly nwnorcu~ one, nev~r liked 

to hurt unyonc I L feelir.gs. i:e had [.,. quiet horror of c.:ssens.!.on .:.~d b.i.:::.,Jring 

a.nd gratuitou~ hurt. •1,.w, Mo: .. , 11 ho 1':ould con:::lude, 1- !ello:11 s cnly young 

onca. In D. fe, yea!'s 1 1 :!.l be r~rried and settled do.m and be bringing your 

:;ram.ichlldre:1 over heI·e to t ko pia...,_o lesson.., or11 - - end i.i:1 da.rk f-ce woulll 

And lvJ ,,c1.tld get up and go cvor nr.d o:fr:wardly pat her shoult!nr and give iie:- a 

fleeting ldsoJJ le:iving D~lle sittin.3 there, pl C!!3JL! o.nd dubic_2 U1C sti:l smil•• 

ing ll:'!ce:-to.inly. 11 Don•t worry, Eom -- we're only young once ••• :-



Paul was not so -,Ul "'• he o 1,..,11 ,;..,nd-r.., ~•-' Li .... h:..d a,. er o n youn..,. 

Link had always seemed to Pd.ul to b..i v1,t; vf those j:Cr:::om: r.ho ,.,er born old., 

who someho~, all of t.hci.i; chilJhooC.:, ut 0.1,y ... t.c-gc .:.r.d uncie. :h:itover circUf"'u-

stances, even in th-ir pld.y, appeared tv pcs..,cs::: r. qu-ct ! .... tu it • ., 

aduli:. reserve, which .;iet t-,1ei:i apart fro:a other young peo:-1-• Link 

sol t oi' 

s thn.t 

way. .l!tver since Faul was a c\.ild he had po..,se:::;3...,d :1 curio_s :e ::ui.1 ,,l en L • 1k 

came to the table, ev~n ~ith Cli,~r and ~11 o! Lhe f.3.E~ly th>r~, tr.at the head 

of tne tacle was ~he1e L~n~ oat. lt had be~n oo the r.lGht, ~ears b for·, hen 

Oliver had sc.ruc.K Llm<, and young O ... iver h~=- i:.t ,rvened. That as the time 

young Ol1.ve1· and b.covilor .:.:.;mr;:e1,t h&d run u.n:i./ ••• 

I~ was not that Link ~a~ ~ud or i:.oocy or ~rfected by fit3 of de ~essicn. 

On the contrary he had a qui ... i.< nnd oven rollickin s!!nso of humor, nd neJ<.t to 

Belle he wao tno most even-t .... percd m .... Ir.bcr of the Biegler hou~ehold. It was 

more than patierice,P ... ul felt.; it was rc~t~aint., a oelibcratc s lf-control, 

a sort 01' cal.Jr. ability to wait. ••• lndood, it wcer.: ... d to L.i.ul it was this ,cry 

evenness, this sul'e cont.1 ol of hi:nself, that set hirr. spul t. 1rc· the ot.hc..r 

boys. ne was not quick-tempcrctl and he never fL..red up exrlos.:.voly lilc 

brother Nicky. Hoi wo.s ht: uorvou:. ~nd .,urupy -- 'high st! W?g, 
11 !3el:c CH~ed 

it. -- &nd given to moods of quick e:ichila. at ion and brooding pe!!vi· enoss like 

Paul himself. 

Of her th1 e~ boy~ Lil1r, wua m.vst lik._ ..,_,llc. He even loo d :..ik i er, 

naving tho same small cc1.pabl,3 i.1ands ru1d d.,,:!..icwto b,,ne ~tr •c ... ~1;, th•3 same 

short quick step, the samu sort of oddl;r ... I'Lto:m1ti::: c rriag'3 whj_..,h1 !o some 

vague reason, to .r:-'Sul always ~onJurad up thv 110:-d 
11p!uc .y. • I,iru< h_d tho 

same large quiet gray uy~s and wide high brow3, Hello's ~DJ!le darkly palo, calm 

expression -- 110 false-faced Dil.t.::h ,10, :a., 11 -- h..!r thin, high-br • dged nose, 

somewhat curved and sl~g.11:.ly flari11~ at the .,c:.~rL.s ••• :'his as .ulet brother 

Link, wno enjoyed danclug .... ith all the girl:; <>t MacDcnalr.l'-; Hall and to.l<i e 

the "night air" with one of them af .,erwarcG, and who \',c: 1<ed -s • ruac·1a: ic t 

Elmer Lesssrd's garage and pioudly paid his board to Oliv~r, end who, t. eight

een, believed that he would only be young once ••• 
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