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An AFTERNOON IN COURT 

Ji vVt,v.J,r .'.A.,, ,_ ,,, .,'1 _,,, -' I J ,t, -4. 
/\ I sat in the courtroom keeping a dull eye on my briefcase, idly 

watching the proceedings, l~ was m±d-afteFBGon 4.J:J. A~g~at 1944. I was 

watching my briefcase not because of its value ~ or the value of the 

papers in it, but because it held a pint of good whiskey. I was awaiting 

my turn to rid my client of the chafing bonds of matrimony. Her name was 

Mrs. Rose Lahti (a Finnish surname which more nearly rhymes withMaughty). 
\ 

She had married a Finnish miner and had rapidly regretted it. He bad not 

contested the case. It occurred to me that regret was becoming the 

universal grounds for diyorce, although most conservative lawyers still 

preferred to call it cruelty or desertion or adultery or non-support or 

some such-everything, in fact, but the dominant truth that one or both 

of the parties ha changed his mind ••• 

Emmett Joselyn was putting in his male client's proof in an un-

f
~ ...... ~~* ~V"'"'-'~

c::ontested divorce case. I saw that he was also rapifil.y putting~ Judge 
~ h-n~J~t~-.dd~tAvv&tJ. , ~ ~/J14'~ · 

IT" Baldwin to sleep with his intermina le questions. , Joselyn, a dandruffy 

lawyer in his forties, had one of those mournful, hollow voices, the kind 

you frequently hear quoting sad poetry over the radio at midnight accom-

panied by a tremulous organ. I averted my eyes, staring up at the ~ 

I observed that one of the , stained dome over the ceiling of the courtroom. 

glasses had dropped from its leads. The sun was shining through the hole 

made by the missing glass and I wished I was out fishing. The remaining 

glass in the dome was pretty well streaked with soot and pigeon droppings, 

which reminded me that it hadn't rained in weeks and that the trout streams 

were getting dangerously low. 



ik, ~ t,,, ~ 
I glanced back at my client. She was sitting there wii.tre AK witnesses~ 

SI.~~~ A 
• ; she quickly -~~dde8' her head and flashed her smile at me( as though to 

encourage me to stick it out. We had made the mutual mistake of allowing 

her to pay for her divorce in full in advance, forgetting that it takes a 

pretty earnest lawyer to keep up his interest in a case after he had gotten 
~~ 

his entire fee. And I w~s certainly not that kind of a lawyer. ~~•id1a 
~~ JJ~ ~ n ~ vt?t~ . ~ -~J ~ ;~ ~ 

\to her ~that I would ~ ool~ar1a t»heR g3:ano•<!Aback {a4 ..,the droning Emmett 
I .I ,fly -,~ k.r 

Joselyn. 1 ,, ~ /l~~l~,'l?Jk- ,WV ~ 
Emmett was squinting ke~y a s c 1.en • He.. asked aiis:W. e.nothei--oi nk-k uJ,eJ (4/11 .,(I,,_ II v , I\ 

in olved question. Then he removed his tortoise-shell glasses. ~ He held 
~ ~~~/ k~ ~ 

the glasses poised, so, Aand then a-EHMQAanotherAiflv ,a question, ~then 
/ ' 111,J,m ,,. "\;.h_,,._,,u/, ·~ ✓'\ 

carefully replaced ~Y:, glasses. /\.. He had U~~:id;ntlY. see?! this~ u~r in a 

movie. He ~~ing to prove by his't'i , n~ 1tt'~ client's wife was a 
~~HU'btJ-i-ttaCU.-,.~4-- ,..Jl~.n,"t'U, ~'l,4-~/ ~~ 

common drunk.;\ It seemed that hi•~~ •t want custody of his children; '); 

he'd be charitable and leave them with the drunken wife; all he wanted was ~ 

his freedom. "Woul:i you say that your wife, Helen, would become intoxicated ~ 

whenever the occasion presented itself?" Joselyn keenly shot at his client, 

again removing his glasses. "Yes," answered the client, I thought a little 

wearily, and so abruptly that he did not allow his lawyer's glasses much 

time off for air. C1,,J. 1.2,1,) :.4, ~, • . 

Outside a long double-header ore-drag puffed and spat its way up on ~ 

.,. steel tr~ h1;olong ore dock reaching out into Lake Superior, there 
I\ 

to dump its dripping red carloads of iron ore into a waiting ore boat. I 

could see it all in miniature 

glittered on the still lake. 

by merely turning my head. The sunlight 

The din from the~essarily suspended 

" all activity in the courtroom, even Joselym1 )and all present looked around 

at each other with that curiously vacant, waiting-room sort of expression that 

_I 



~eople wear wider such circumstances. 

smiled and I shrugged my condolences that he should have go~ stuck so long 
~)JJ',--

with Joselyn. For Joselyn was the kind of d lawyer thatAwon his cases by 

boring the judge into a state of surrender. 

-4 a-. 4 u-r, ~f,,t-kv ~ b, J' 
There are few trades ws4ei, men fnti ,,. in which ones ineptitudes be-

come more readily apparent to one's fellow tradesmen than hat of the 

when he had an wicontested case, like the dreary divorce ease he was now 

trying. He would spin the damn thing out, drowning the caae in words, as 

though reluctant to abandon the luxurious feeling of being unopposed. 

Joselyn was a failure in his work; a nice guy and a failure. I felt 

sorry for him--at once sorry and unaccountably irked. He should have been 
o.,~&t 

a monk. I suspect there areAmonks who should be practicing law. I longed 

to dance over lightly behind him and give him ~ urprise: a driving kick 

in the e, occ. r '){ J and thus try to infuse a little life into him; for once 

to make him angry, to forget his goddam glasses, and to bring him out 

swinging and swearing and lunging and railing. Instead I sat there dully 

watching the macabre scene, lost in the hypnotic hum of his words,XJlllkx 
~ 

waiting form:, case io be called so that I could get m:,~client her freedom--

k ~~ 
and get ~s•Jf out fishing. 

* * * 



"What do you have today, Mr. Biegler?" 

It was Judge Balswin, smiling his kindly bearded smile at me. Lo, 

Joselyn was finally through and done and was stuffing sheaves of papers 

into his briefcase, all the time smiling proudly at his cli~nt. I was 

tempted to go over and congratulate him on his splendid victory in -a:r k 
uncontested cas8;but I concluded that this would be too gratuitous an in

sult to the poor fellow. He was bedevilled enough merely to have to continue 

the prac:tice of law ••• 

"What do you have today?" Judge Baldwin repeated. 

"I have a lady, your Hon9r, 11 I sai~4 grabbing up my briefcase and 

JtkHl4.l>u/v~ ~ : "Ut/;, 

leaping forward. 'l!ke.l\ judge followed that radio program. I handed the 

file cover to the reporter-11Thank~~ he said--and the pleadings 

up to Judge Baldwin. I turned and ~ /\my client ..._ from the ba~k of the 

courtroom. She came up like a sprinter) i1~ with ~er muscular, 
~~ J ak J t~-le,l,u,ur,. ! 

energetic, _ ci~rformer ~ , lugging an enormous leather purse. The 

Judg~ her with his upraised hand and swpre her to tell the truth, 

" " !' ~ . 
theW1ole truth, and not2ihir_i but the truth. I am always touched by this 

Jlltl.~ ', tr"- ~~.. I\ 
~ ,ae•o~ /\ this archaic,.f elude to perjury. 

"Where shall I sit'?" Mrs. Lahti asked. She glanced about her in a 

pretty state of c:onfusion. 11 Poor little me," she seemed to say. There was 

only one chair where she could possibly have sat and yet--it's a funny 

thing--half of them will invariably ask where they should sit. The judge 

a.I;d I had both remarked this phenomenl'on previous occasions and we glanced 

at each other and 

"There," I said, pointing at the gaping and empty mahogany chair 

beside the judge's bench. Even the movies should have taught her where 



o/goddam witness er air was. I occasionally speculated that these "where-

shall-I-sit" witnesses were really a sly folk, craftily bent upon impressing 

the judge with their pristine ~nocence and their pitiable need of hi• ~ 

protection from the pitfalls of the law. 

"Whew1 11 Mrs. Lahti said, as she slid her severely girdled buttocks 

back against the rear of the witness chair. She was perspiring a little ~ "+'owwi.4-v~~ 4u,t~l'N--~ . ~t/\was accompanied by a squealing sort of whistleA It was 

a warm day. And this was he¢lig moment--her first divorce. Ofte ~at 
,,-~kv~ ~~ excuse hel' excitYnim=-. She~ an~ bathed the judge l..Q. her g9J.den q,, •tt~. ~ .. ~~ ~1'-'' L,1.t w ~. "~\iJ~~-lt?f1oJJ-~ amile. _. met -thlj -~ ~pNs'ure spfendidly, but · I shuddered a t rifle -. 

nd 1!od against the court reporter's desk. Ghank heavens she did not k 
cross her legs. On her first trip to my office I had obsetved her knotted ~ 

varicose veins--and anyway this was a non-jury case. I always like to save the leg

crosserf for a jury trial) The reporter shot Mrs. Lahti an aporaising 

glance from over his glasses. The reporter, a fat bachelor who drank gin 

from a bottle during recesses, was a master of the appraising glance. 

I rattled my papers a little to attract he:qattention. On with the 

task. "What is your name?" I asked. With luck I would be fishing up on 

the Yellow Dog by sundown. My tackle was waiting outside in the car. 
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was the nation-wide speed limit, designed 

mined to be -f;:;:;;;:{ ll the rest of that 
;4.. 

to aave tires, and I was deter,._ 

day even if it meant that I 

wouldn't e3:t till midnight. ~ . 

fr"- . • ~ . h . 
,._was a sort of ~ luxu.ry, ~e• :tie slouch.I\ back against t e cushion 

. I\ 

and driv~ n the darkened road, listening to the eager bite of the tires 
ti-ik~t.~ 

on the gravel, ~ ed oy the night air, aware of but not seeing the rushing 
A 

black wall of trees on either side of the road. I balanced the bottle of 

beer on the seat cushion, between my legs, occasionally flicking the ashes 

off of one of the Italian cigars Luigi had taught me to smoke. 

I would flick the ashes intJ)o t ~ ~r~y ~ would see a little spot 
~vn ~ ta~~ ~ 

reflected in the windshield.A felt like a big shot ••• 

Each time 

of red 

Near Hairpin Bend I surprised three deer: a doe and two falllls, the 

doe about to cross the road. The fawns stood there with glowing eyes, frozen1 

and a game poucher could have had them easily, but the doe slanted of~to 

the right, her graceful neck bobbing as she flashed mack into cover. 

Occasionally I would rush into a mist-filled dip in the road, and 

driving through these pockets of mist was like piercing a cool veil of gauze, 

which I did to the accompaniment of the frogs--surely one of the most ancient 

nigh~ sowids made anywhere on earth. 

When I got to the Boise river I stopped on tha bridge and looked 

downstream. I shut off the motor and had another boilerIJaker. I flipped my 

cigar into the river. "Psst," it went. There were no fishermen by the bridge, 
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but farther downstream, almost to the Big Dead river, I could see the glowing 

fires of night fishermen. "Haloo ! 11 one of them shof ed. "Vere dat you, 

Incher?" I remained silent--since I was~tt Incher and : he bre~ e was 

" against me. These would be bait-fishing Swedes, who dearly love to fish 

the Boise at night. They were mostly miners on the day shift who would 

hurry out directly from the mine, gather wood and make a huge fire, and 

then spend the night in dozing and pulling in big rainbow trout and passing 

the bottle or-if the trout weren't biting--merely in dozing and passing the 

boytle. I started the motor and drove away ••• 

The Big Dead bridge; the Barnhardt bridge; then someone standing in 

a lighted doorway holding a pail at Korpi's farm, the first habitation; then 

two more deer on the side of the road; the Little Dead bridge; Deer Lake-

and then the first lights of Chippewa, coming from the towering shafthouse 

of the Ludlow Mine; then the Chippewa cemetery--I could see the g marble 
~ 

shaft 

of the Biegler monument from the comer of my eye-then the stop at U.S. 41; 

down Second Street to Bank; over on Bank Street to the city square; past 

the drinking fountain with its statue of the Chippewa Indian chief; and then !Ja. 
a red traffic light. 

I looked up over the Miners' State Bank. My office was dark but there 

was a light on in Walter Holbrook's office. The Venetian blinds were drawn. 

Walter must be working--or perhaps it was merely the cleaning lady ••• The 

light changed and I swung to the left and then turned into the alley behind 

Luigi's and locked the car. I could hear the juke box playing through the 

screen door. It was an old tune, "As Time Goes By," resurrected and made 

famous by Bergman and Bogart in a movie called ,''CasablancaJ' It was an old 
i,, 

record. Rudy Valee was singing the chorus--tonight it appeared he was singing it 

" through the left nostril ••• 

* 



. , ' I 

1 

I m ordered spaghetti and meatballs and then went to the •phone booth 

and called Maida. 

"Five cents, please," the operator said. 

"Hello, Maida, this is Polly," I said. 

"Yes, Paul, 11 Maida said in her rich contralto voice. "Did you s,attc~ 

any fish?" 

"No--they weren't biting," I lied. "I'm down at Louie's about to eat. 

How about my coming up lim an hour and our going for a ride? Might even buy 

you a drink at the Inn. 11 

11 1 1 m sorry, Paul, 11 Maida said. "I'm waiting for 



"664, please, 11 I said. .P ~ ./u~ ~ ~,,,,_._ 
"Five cents, please. 11 

"Hello. Is Bernadine there?" I said. 

"No she ain't--she's on duty." It was her brother, Danny Tobin. I 

recognized him by his belligerent tone of voice. 

"Look, Danny," I said, "this is Polly Biegler--can you tell me where I 

can reach her?" 

"Oh, it's you, Polly," Danny said. 11Why'n hell didn't you say so. Shets 

over takin' care of ol' lady Dwyer. She'll come off duty at eleven-- if the 

01 1 lady lasts till then. My ol' man was just sayin 1 at supper the priest 

was there this mornint ••• How the hell are you? Where you been keepin' 

yourself? How the hell you expect to get the votes outa the Tobin family 

if you don't show up once in a while? You don't want to forget your ol'-

"Listen, Danny," I said. "Do you think it's okay if I 'phone Mrs. 

Dwyer's?" 

you. 

"Sure, sure-but I don't think the ol' lady'll be in shape to go out with 
Jv, 

You might try my kid sister. Bernadine's name. 11 ,... 
"Thanks, Danny," I said. "I'll be seeing you." 

Danny was quite a joker. He was a skip-tender at t he Ludlow Mine. We 

always got along fine ever since he had given me my first black eye whim I 

was twelve. ,, 
I called Mrs. Dwyer's nwnber. Bernadine~answered the 'phone. ~ Mrs. Dwyer 

t " ,,~ --1'-t 
ha dad at sundown. Flanigan's had just taken her away. Yes, she'd be glad 

I\ 

to meet me in an hour. No, I needn't change out of my fishing clothes.,..-~ 
.J. fl 

Mary tapped on tne glas 

ready!" she shouted over the 

door of the 'phone booth. "Polly, your spaghetti's 

din of ~ ~•cord c.tlJ.ed "Lay that Pistol Down." 
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REFLECTIOOS ON THE WATER 

I ~tood on the Yellow Dog bridge and threaded my line through the , ,.I fi.;;t 
guides of my flyrod. High overhead and strfi in the A unligtit an eagle 

soare~jestically wheeling and tack~g t :rds Lake Superior. From 
J\ 

my earthbound view the August sun had disappeared, and the western sky 

was kindled and rapidly coming aflame with the afteyglow• ton:i~ i.t 
~ IJM,•rrvrt1/d 

was akin to the sullen glow that might have been made had an angry forest 

"' fire raged in the hills near the headwaters of the Yellow Dog river.-. 

I watched the eagle and then I watched the sunset, and 

for a timeless moment I forgot the trout that were feeding above the 

riffle just above the bridge where I stood. There was a quiet II lup! 11 

as anoth~ene- rosefand my fingers shbok with divine eagerness as I threaded 

the line through the last guide. And all the while there was the musical) 

gravelly tinkle of the Yellow Dog, the sweetest and most devilish trout 

stream I have ever known, as it pitch and brawled and searched its way 

down to Lake Superior, the earth's mightiest inland sea. 

I was elated to find that I had the river to myself, but for two 

reasons I w~s not surprised: so many fishermen were away in the war, and 

gas rationing kept most of the . rest of them far from the distant Yell°" Dog. 

I chuckled unpleasantly to think that Hitler and Hirohito had conspired to 

make better trout fishing for Paul Biegler in the remote upper peninsula 

of Michigan; and I chuckled again with even less glee, when I thought of . I 
how Paul Biegler, 4-F, had conspired with his gas station man to make this 

fishing trip f ~ailee:be. 

* * * 



AsI stood there I refl cted that war tended to make a swine out of any 

it up to his armpits: ~h~t this swinishness 
~ ;ur.vv 

able-bodied man that wasn't 

was merely a matter of degree: that ~ Mtillf~ the l&tlle4• bearers 
1./u v ~ 4\:tvnv I\ 

sweating under ~battle fire must,(experience a certain feeling of guilt that 

they weren't bearing arms; and that the farther one worked to the rear, away from 

the~ing, the greater must be this curious sense of guilt, until finally 
/\ 

oceans were leapt, a continent was traversed, and one found oneself thrust 

down at nightfall upon a lonely wooden bridge in northern Michiganj a 

solitary fishe~contemplating bis dubious status as a 4-F; a non-warrior 

who, while :to. othe~screamed and died, was ridden to his sport on 
I\ 

contraband tires he had bought from an eager felon,~ propelled there by 

gasolene he should never have burned. Ah, yes, this was a splendid sort of 

guilt, the kind that made one wish to snap his best flyrod across his knee; 

this was the sort of x swinish guilt that made one~ accessory to 
I\ 

the enemy. But what of the complacent? The complacent! What of these 

sodden swine? Alas, we were all swine, but surely) if it was a matter of 

degree, they were the worst swine of all. I felt a little better. I lQoked 

up at the sky but the eagle had disappeared from view ••• 

My reverie was broken by the rear and rush of a logging truck approaching 

from the north. It was swirling down upon me like an evil genie surrounded 

by its own magic cloud of dust. I pressed back against the railing of the 

brictge, foolishly holding my precious fly rod out over the waterto protect 

it. The truck driver slowed down for the bridge, then rumbled across the 

loose planking, grinning at me, the groaning load of green hardwood loga 

swaying precariously. I shrunk against the railing. The truck lurched to 

a stop on the other side and the driver stiffly got out and proceeded to 

urinate~ainst a front tire. I pretended to be absorbed with my leader. 



"How's fishin'?" the driver called to me. 

"I dunno, 11 I called back. 11I haven't started yet." 

"You better get gab', Bub1 It'll be dark soon." 

"I know," I said, lying easily. 11I had a flat on the way up. 11 

The truck driver wEµked up to where I stood on the bridge1 He was a 

Finn, about my own age, I concluded, about twenty-eight or thirty. By 

his bee-~tling lower lip I could see that he was chewing snuff. A little 

of the juice had dribbled down his chin. He silently waJ.ched me while I 

selec~ed a fly and tied it to the le9aer. 

"You got a nice bunch of flies then;" he said. 

11Yes," I said. 11But they're getting sort of hard to get. They 

tell me it 1 s the hooks--since the war-it's the hooks that are hard to get." 

I was making talk so that he wouldn't hear the steady plash of the trout 

rising above the bridge. He did not seem to hear tte trout rising, but 
r/4,:o~ 

I whistled a little and made some false casts downstream to further a.~rae,;. 

" him, working out line. 

"Say, you're Polly Biegler-the new lawyer down in Chippewa, ain 1 t you?.# __ 
tlv(J' ~~,~~~ ~ ?' 

"Why, yes," I said brifhtly, both pleased and ne tled that he should 

have recognized me. "What's yours?" 

"Arvo Lampinen," he said. "Shake." 

We stood there on the bridge while I shook his moist hand. All the 

while the mosquitoes whined around us. He glanced quickly at my car parked 

off the road, and then back at me. A crafty look had come into his eyes. 

He had spotted my A i8S sticker pasted on the windshield. 

"Say," he said. "I'm dumpin' this load of pig-iron in Chippewa tonight 

an' layin ' over till mornin ' • 11 

"Oh?" I said. 



.,.. tJ,c, kp4, ~ ~ ~~ ~ '1 ~ . 
He glanced upstream and downstream and lowered his voice. A "I W(IS 

fixg figurin' to buy a little bottle tonight when I get to town-that is 

if I could raise the price." 

"Yes?" I said politely. 

"I was wonderin'-ah-I was figurin' that if I could sell a few of 

these here gas coupons--ah-I could raise the price of a bottle." He held 
'Gt-~ ... -~ 

a wad of gas coupons in his hand. i-ce.W:seN that there were a lot of ,._ 

fishing trips in those coupons. , . 

I pettiotie~lly eyed my fellow swine as ~ sible. 

thank you, 11 I said. ~ {ta tJu if~ "tf.t..~ """"·-· ~ 
"Okay, okay, okay," he said smiling. "No hard feelings." 

"None at all," I said. 

''No 

"Well, I gotta be goin'," he said. "Gotta get rid of my load of 

bundles for Be~in. See you later." He jerked his thumb toward the 

river. "Don't take 'em all, 11 he said. 

"Not tqnight, 11 I said. "So-long Lampinln. 11 

~~ , 'ti.t.~''' 
m, Ll 1 ~ "So-long, Biegler. Be seein' you.~~ W.. .,._· _.,. ~ 
Tl f'v I\,,~ , , ~- L,. iU 

I stood on the bridge and watched him while he.AWi 1 to his truck, 

expertly cupped~e snuff f om his lip with his index finger.) st& flwtg :tt 
• -tJ..;. 

~ and then r,.hi~d roared the motor. I watched the truck while it ~ 
rolled through its series of grinding gear shifts, ~l t; gathering speed 

like a great retreating beast. I watched it until it N~l!ed ound a far 
~ 

curve in a cloud of dust. 11Bundles for Berlin. 11 I stood there, listening 

to its fitful, diminishing roar. And all the while the greedy trout were 

,:plashing at my feet. Then, when I could no longer hear the truck, I slowly 

took down my rod and leaned heavily against the ra.ilin of the bride. 

SilentlyAI watched the faint after low in thew 
~~w • ~flllfJili..-~~ 

It was 

nearly dark. (\IJ'. s ha enly gr 

w~ted to fish. 



t-
l / L ,y1U V, / 1 /4,C, Ut> .{, 1' l'v """Ce Q.. ti~ i, ,,;<J.» ,lw:. /. 'I 

yt~ /. , t~v..ve.-:nv_ul:& ./~,,7 .1idl-,m.-..,.,.,, 
t t/; c-;/-1 ... " I, P '...,.~.....-il..,,,,,r, tt"' ,.,,, ,.,& t .... 

. .,;-uu ... l 1;ll, ;,il.. t/.,,_ /, .. 't _1:.-r.. 
paid the last check and he and --~&-l. -1 , ~~~.c ,,..,_ th "J/f'- "<Y., 

Paul1£77 Bernardine left the hotel tap-room abou~ eleven o'clock. 

-a ... ..f't,,'7'J,,'I- r.---t..-5( t , ~~ ,.,µ:_( ~Uu.,- l,,'e,~•- - t1-',;; ~'- C-1,...-,,,;J>-ft 11/. ,• _i'1,.,.,,,.,j7-..:;.,1 ,t., I 

Paul wonaered what was vJ.'ong with Bernadine. She had been silent and restrained 
,/ t.,G 

all evening, fa:!;!! had noticed. She had ohly smiled faintly at his latest 
;\ I.Jc t t--..,.:t. t;,,. .. vt,.,,,.,,,., ., .. r I ,._,. I- t /v'l/ ,.. "-,..7 " 

Finnisp dia~ect ~tory, the one about Toivo and his girl-friencf Impi. \ Impi 
U"W",J,-- -'•'"'vt,,.,·'~ ' ..,-i/C /. V • ' 

. , 'tlmi rep"eacR~ Toivo///'/~'/i/Yf //.13/f.,~/'t/4-;1¢/ for his attentions to "' rival tkl.. / 
'1'.d. ,1,0j,t.-.(; ,, . lie.~/ ti w:. .. I, 'Y C F " ,., , , 

i 

~Vy is it, Toivo, you all time take Aili to 'rug store for ¢Pt~i f ~key-f olas 
,\ I) l'\.':1 \ merely 

ar.. 1 me to da I ravel pit ? 11 But Barnadine ~1~ ~/ shrugged and added ~nother 
{~·~il, ,,,.,, ~ - ,✓-,/" 1,..,.,_ "'~ 'l'l,,4- 't-v--z I " ft: /~ 1/" t 14 ,.~ 

broken mixing stick to the growing pile. She looked white and drawn, which 
~ :' 

~ ma~e her dark eyes larger and more luminous. Paul wondered if it was the 
He hadn't seen her for nearly two weeks. 

wrong time of the month. / 11B11t, no, it can't be," he remembered. 
following 

They drome in Paul's roadster, tJ~t~g/the familiar iritt route 

they had taken so often when Palll used to call for Bernardine when she was 

~ M ~~ villh her night-nursing duty at the Iron Cliffs Ore Company's hospital. 
/IJ 1-1 .,_,,,.m.~ 4'"'.;IJ,,L,•t 

They drove silently past the towefing shaft houses of the Delaware mine, lit -C-41,,; 
now, sinee the War, by n~rmwxx sweeping search -lights. 11 1 wonder how many 

/I Ur 
Jap spies they expect to catch 'way up here by Lake Superior?" Paul said. Then 

he remembered he had made the same remark to her the last time they~ -
- - J.,.,_,J.. j;-c(, ...., 

togetherf\ the night when it really~, the wrong time of the month ••• 

The little roadster bounced along past the ore-stained dry house, 
t;b,1,.,/;. ,A.,,11-vn,,L.,,.-i. &A,, -Iv,~- f f,..,1, n•• ,._, . ~, ... £., u, L~ . 

where the miners changed and showered, .aad- then skirted Chippewa Lake, lts 
l 

glisten,ing shield of new autumn ice reflecting the lights from the "company" 

houses across the lake. 

"Are you warm enough, Bernie?" Paul asked. He manipulated the 

car heater and a sudden draft of cold air smote his legs. "Damn!" he said, 

turning the heater off. "Therzzostat' s still haywire. Can't get a goddam 
c,., '""f'C•- ... tj;, ~ m 

thing fixed since this war." 
,I ) 

/.,s-&.< .,~~r t/t.£ ~l:...✓u~. 

-
,t ~ ... ~i I/., l'"'l 

L,,/• o »., ~ ► r-~ . 1- ..,,..t,'-, 
7 • 

fj u / J~t. /1./24 
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r ---
Chapter 1 

J~/ ~~ /dv,,,,a.~ 

Pa~id the last cfieick and he and Bernadine left the ho el tap-room 

about eleven otclo<;i~ _ Paul was ~ad to leave. The place was like a morgue. 
~~~~~: R/ 

There were only aAcoup e of drunken young sailors up at the ar--town boys 

home on leave-full of loud, swagge~IIVf, newly-learned Davy Jones talk; 
~ a.~i:t~; ,ak 

~e~ee~i~d-&~e a disconsolate hoisery saEman in the next booth · 
f. ~ 1n~ ~ ~~~d 0 

Martha, the big, roomy/blonde sa esrgirl at Hornstein's•A aul_9verheard the 
~ - ,\ TM,, /1.NU-- ~ 

salesman saying to Martha, "Loo~;~ Everytime I give,i you a box ofA nylons.J!'a z'8., r-
~:I' rr. t~ser to being out o~ That's how much I _ really love)J_ 

/\ A ~ ~ :n. ✓,µtt, W-e#Q,,, e-~ /dud'¼ 
you, Honey." Martha wasn t t a J~ad sort, Paul mem ere • 4'ort of sleepy and i ; 

~~ ~ ~eally ~ t i1 
lazy and generally uncooperative, was all~ bad for a one night stand... \ 

7
~ •. 

Paul wondered what was wrong with Bernardine. She sat stiff and un- i: 
yielding as he tucked the car robe about her legs. She had been silent and 

restrained all evening. She had only smiled faintly at his latest Finnish 

dialect story, the one about Toivo and his girl friend Impi. He had thought 

it was a honey. "Impi was bawling out Toivo for his attentions to her u:txrt 

rival, Aili," Paul~ gleefully explained. 
~~d~: 

"Here's t.he way ib gee~ 'vy 
~ rJ,Q/ 

is it Toivo, you all time take Aili to A'rug store for Cokey-Colas an' me on'tY 
~~/~/ 

to da 'ravel pit?ttt But Bernardine had merely shrugged and added another 
A 

broken wooden mixing stick to the growing pile. 

right . l!fl@ ehe leoheei whit.• 8:fl0 QP&WR;f/;r thin 
~~~~~-

Yes, she was nervous, all 

face framed by her highswept 

Hark hair~ Being white and drawn only made her dark eyes larger and more ,,/ 
/dl,4a11U, 

the wrong time of the month. rl!F-l~ous. Paul ruefully wondered if it was 
A 

harlrl 1t 8een her for nearly two weeks. "But, no, it can't be," he remembered. 

They drove in Paul's roadster, following the familiar route they had 

taken so often when Paul used to calf ~ l ■•il..y for Bernardine when she was 

I 

ti 



~ ,,.,..t,--~~ £.,.,,, ~ j 

( ~ ~ 
with her nigh~nursing duty at the Iron Cliffs Ore C mpany's hospital. 
~k~~~~/4L1~~ . ~~~~J<:.~4 r/- drove silently past the towering, pyramid-sha ed snaft houses of the 

Delaware mine, lit now, since t~e War, by tall sweeping search-lights. "I 

wonder how many Jap and German spies they expect to catch 'w·ay up here by 

cold Lake Superior?" Paul said. Then he recalled he had made the s~ 

to her the last time they had been together-the night when it really had been 

the wrong time of the month ••• 

The little roadster bounced along past the ore-stained dry house, its 

ugly brick sides exposed now by the naked vine-stalks. This was where the 
/µ:a, ...;..,~tu';? 

miners changed and showered. Paul sounded hb& horn i,,e~- t~7._er , and 
"t;k,, ". 

waved at them. ~A.tall one's Eino Millimakf, the ski jumper, 11 Paul said. 
,.. nJl~•Ah.J>fA}" 

"We played basketball together in high school.~Bern-ardine remained silent. 
" The car skirted Chippewa Lake, its glistening shilld of new autumn ice reflect-

ing the lights from the rows of "company" houses across the lake. 

"Are you warm enough, Bernie?" Paul asked with elaborate coo.earn. He 
always got thoughtful and paternal as hell at about this stage. 

manipulated the car heater and a sudden draft of cold air smote his legs. 

"Damn!" he said, turning 1he heater off. "Thermostat's still haywire. Cant t 

get a thing fixed or replaced since this goddam war." 

Bernardine spoke for the first time since they had left the hotel. Paul 
~ 

was relieved to hear the same old chucklin[t dry Iris~ humor in herAvoice. 

"Carry on. i!m>~g-company lawye,;ilr Dllix 

words: lr am sorry that I have but one draft 

"Be brave, Paul," she said. 
)$.iki '1·,. t\. mut remember those stirring 

deferment given me by my company!'" 
' 

Paul was still laughing over ~hat one~,~ he unlocked the Company's gate--
~1:/..t., r~ ., ~--

the Company had gates everywher*and 1tbi!e. drove the jolting roadster up the 

narrow, steep, winding, rocky road to the top of Chippewa6lutf. As the car 

labored over the rocky crest of the bluff they could see the full, a■■ t!l!!M:ag 



~~~ ~ ~ moon bi: ea¼d:ftg Q~,Afrom be~aggedt\cliff of cloud; and then they saw the 

moon's gleaming trail on the lake wlrni 111 z1 9 dlenb &n<i :&e!l®ft below them; and • 
~ ~ /\ ~ 

then the town of Chippewa beyond; the dull face of the town clock and the:~ -
~ ~ 

blinking lights. On the hilly outskirts of the town they saw the searchlights 
~~ 

from the mines lighting up the shaft-houses. Euei:3tlr:i:ng had a frosty, sus-
1\ 

pended, stereoptic.An sort of stillness and clarity. They sat there silentl~ 

watchin~ ~iP sc.e.:.o, and then they heard the far away rumbling sound of iron 

ore falling into the tram cars--"Bundle.sfor Berlin," Paul thought--and they 

heard, too, the insistent jrlngle throbbing of the giant air-compeessors that 

caught and forced great gobs of fresh air down to the toiling miners who 

were even then burrowing Oh1Pe so far beneath them. 

The town clock was striking twelve as Paul lit his third cigarette. 

This silence was getting him down. He didn't want to be 
AZ'~ 

it would be easier t~ it over with. 

Kught. And anyway, he 
I\ 

brusque, but perhaps 

"Paul Biegler's farewell address," 

had a contested h~ring in a workmen's compensation 

~I~~~~~~~. 
case thlil next morning down at Iron,_.~rs,-the countysea=)_ It was an important 

case, one involving a claim of· totit disability. His .boss Wal~::;;,::;;;""~ 

certainly wouldn't want him to muff it. Th~· ~l::;i: home office~ 
,A _JP_~~~~~~~ ~✓'-::;,e-~ 'QLt/4~ :Vt {',,-~"'4' -c:.,,~ 

Delaware, had been raising_ genteel hel)- latel • ,._ we.6..remind. our local ~'4:-..., 
, tlkt,/ ~ ~?~ ~ ,4u_ ~~,A••• ~ 

attorneys ••• "A Paul crushed out his fr~h cigarette and turned to Bernardine. ~ 

She sat with her hands folded in er ap, her heaji rest}-Jlg back a.g~st/ '2._ 

,, µ/~ ~4, ~I ''IT~~~-~~ ? 
the rear cushion, looking up at the mo~n. zi ~ fix e,i;.. thought she 'Jll,4~ t-; ' ~~ "~~~.,,r 

.(/<., sleej:ling, aAd tbliR he sa• .tRe:~ her eyes were open, wide and unblinking. ~ 
~~ 

he saN-t bel'-tears slowly coursing .. down her white cheeks. 11 0 Lordl" he thought 

"If only she weren't so goddam beautiful." 



ti~/ 

. ;,P'l~-
"Bernardine," he ~'ti.ere' s something I've 

.LI Bernardine slowly turned and looked at 
Ul,,t. ~oc.••'....:,. 

got to tell you." 
f in-✓ 

Paul, still~ reclining~"1"\.
I\ 

~Paul fumbled to light another cigarette. It seemed funny to him, but for an~ 
~~~~- , 

instant her eyes had a sort bf trapped and watchful look.I\ Paul wondered if 
'Oo J,.t,, ~ 

she knew, _if she really suspecte~ that this was }he payoff. He also wondered l 

why people in the clinc~es always thought and spoke in soap~cliches. i 
~-w,,- ~-~ A t 

He'd try again. The business-like
1

~pproach was the thing. Off with the cliches... i 
~ 

r 
2Look, Bernardine, 11 he began again. "Let rs be sensible about this 

,,~ / '.It .. ,, 

bet I s !ace the--A~ ~ ~ /?n.~ - -

thing. 



Bernardine was 1 ug-hing at him ! ·vi th tears r unning down 

her cheeks, she was laughing at him. It wasn't a p 'lrticularly 
rollicking or mirthful laugh. just a sort of quietly chuckling 

L~ugh, as though she wer e enjoying a private joke . 

"Bernardine,~ began again, lame~ 

~ Q.uickl~ placed two d he I col•/\ fingers over his lips: 

f leetingly, as a mother might do to a naughty, talkative child. 

Then she began to speak, in a low voice, quietlv , a lmost musingly. 

She was lookingtat the moon,~lin. 

"I suppose I :s1m:NM should re •:dly hear it from your ovm 

lips, Paul," she said. "But I~ll save you all the floundering 

md the embarrassment. 11 She tu.rned toward him brief ly. "I 

guess I~m doing th .t because I'm so proud of you--I cant bear 
~ - ~-

to watch you suf fer. I"like vou s o much~ Yes, I a,:ums that's it.n 

,..,.. __ .,,11-i::B~enr.,.fii?a~rl"'ld,-i'tinme~, """-'fil?'"l!!a'.'l'Jalt'3---tt':"'r1-ii6ee'!"ld.ha~g~e~,1?1,;..· ~, -f'lls~J~ .Sht~{ ~ ~a1king anEi 
. ~ 

fA~ staring at the moo~ 

L. "I
0 

guess I'~e felt ever since 7ou got out of law school 

that thingt were over between us. Yes, even wh en you first 

started out three years ago1 in that little office ~bove your 

dad's s -:tloon, I sensed that s )mehow things had changed between us. " 

Paul had a stra.nz e sense of shockfJa~ling of~ dismay. 

It was all true, what she was saying, but he ha d been going to 

saY, it, and now she was saying it, she wa s stealing his thunder• 

-M!NiSomehow it gave him a cu.riou~defensive f eeling of lon

liness anc. guilt. 



~~ ... ~~---~~~ 
'7._,:,, ~ 

"When Vlalter Holbrook took Y:>_U intol: .3;m.9any.'._s law · >, 
office I was proud of you, as vou know. ~ was your grand ~ 

opportunity ••• But somehow, after that, the feeling that we ~ 

were losing each other grew much stronger. Then1with Walter 

~u, the mining crowd took you upJ you were taken into 

the}ountry club and the Chippewa Clubfjyou went to their house 

parties and camping p..?.rties." Bernandine lau:hed. "I guess 

the thing that really make me realize the extent of the change 

betvveen us was \V;.1en you gave up our trout fishing trips. I knew 

how you lovedto fish ••• 
9µ~;,1t. 

mef /\.You bJught it with 

You reme,nber th1little fly rod you gave 

the money you made on you first case ••• ,, 
Defending a drunk driver, wasn~t it? Paul glumly nodded. 

"Ple3.se light te a ci:--arette, Paul," :aernardine said. 

"Thank you," she said, as Paul held his lighter for her. She 

rarely smoked anr{she didn't do it very vell. Paul s::.:i.w that 

her eyes were dry now. She was even h1lf smiling. She went on..., 

~ spenki:ng~-

"Then 1 just ,aye ',r ~i~;;:::. l:::,,; before Th~~sgiving, 

re~ember? - :i:, aid.1. Holbroolc J a:rri ved from the Sast on a short 

vis it to her father." Paul felt himself flushing, and he d.idn' t 

wwt to flush, and what the hell, even if' he :ind Bern2.rdine had 

known each other since they were kids, they we2en't engaged, this 

w __ s a free country, and--

t 
t 
1 
1 
( 





0 Maidu Holbrook is still hE:re," Bernardine said simply. 

"She tells her friends she~s going to □arry you.~ She turned 

' to Paul, smiling. "So I guess that_s what she's going to do. 

You see, Paul, girls like Maida usually get wha.t t11.ey went in 
J;,✓-~ ~ 

this world. They never,.. sit .::,nd vr ait and dream. They' re ru ::-e 
~ ~ A,~ t.i /h4A4< ~ ~. 

o'di themselves. The'y,-r;- l~ays so right and sure.I\ They never 
~ 

smell of choloform or starched nurses unifcrms. They're never 

weary fr:;m all night duty ~nd fr -m looking at pain a.r.d watching 
~ ~z; 

old people die. !he~ never keep a house for a h2rd~drinking 
A /\ ~ ~ 

father 2.nd f our wild brothers. They" never ecr.~'\ bed-pans--" 

ttBerna~dine!" Paul said. "That~s not fair. That~s got 

nothing to with it. You're as~ as any goddam girl in 

the ~--'' 
f;v/uUk 

"Paul, let me finish," Berna::dine said. "I am 

so sure of this,now, that I'~e ri:e~e± decided to go away. I'm 
~~- ,, going to leave Chippewa. 1' I thought you'd like to know. 

"Leave Chipyew~?tt Paul echoed. in a· &Q. 1,,/~, ~ ~,~ec. ~ 
~ ~IN(, t. ~ ~r- ti, I)...~_? 

"Yes, Paul. I'm leaving home. I've joined the ".7.lCs and 
9 

I 1m leaving to ,o row. I-~was supposed to h ~.ve Je ft t onight--but 
_...-- I 

I wi~ed them today after you 1phone9ID,e this mo ning for a d- te. 
I - '1 An A, -? / ~ ~ ,_.. ~ ~· ,, You see, I w&R'tteti-/\ to see you ~/\ b'-. 



Paul could hear the l!'J1• imie giant gasp::, of the ai1.J 

compressors from the mines. "Bernardine," he said. nBernardine, 

~ 
he/\.repeatec.. 

BernaH:l.ine spoke softly. "So good luck, Paul • .And 

goodbye." 

~ 
"Goodbye?" Paul said. Wretchedly he turned ji!:i her. ...f/,,~ 

~ su~~• fc-;.. , ~A 

Bernardine Pput her arms 3-bout Paul. SM--was~patl ng his 
.. " (\ ....... ~ 

.k;,, ~d:, comforting him. Why did she always pat his head like 

' ~~ ~~ ~ .~k(). ~~kw-... 
that, •~ though h f 1ere a goddam child? ~ Shras whispering to t 
him. ~'todbye, Paul dear... Let~s say goodbye the only way lt,J t 
lovers can, dear ••• Even former lovers ••• I can be brazen now, 

~~ 
can't I?... Let's sav ~ goodbye in our old way on our anei efttts 

A 

blui'f ••• Never take her here, Paul ••• Promise me, please ••• 

Oh/Paul dear ••• 0 

The moon h ad nearly set when Paul c r eaked up the darkened 

backstairs to his bedroom. He hoped that hif mother w~~ 
him. She knew he had to get up ea:rly on that god dam ~ case. 

it,~ ~ -.. /\ 
~ la.at a b:S ak prospect I"~ Ch- ist, Bernardine was going away. 

I 
"She's going aw~y. She's g 1Jin, _ away. I-'te lost he:r. She's 

,- mu-~~ 41.,~ ~~ ~ 
goin3 a.way." Paul m ~~¥&3 0 1 y brushed his teeth a:t:b i.~ he drew 

blood. Fumbling in the dark for the mol.l8h wash, he brusle c1 the 

bottle o t f the glassfelf. Cursing si.lentlyJ he stood waiting for 

the inevitable reaction. 



I 

"Is that you, Paul'" a woman's voice c:.:.1.lled mxiously from 

the front bedr . .Jom. It W :3.S Belle, his mother, of course. 
~,~~ 

"Yes, Mother," Paul replied in a sprightly voice, almost 
~~ ~ /Y>?-'~ ~A~~ ~nateu ~-~ _ 

gaily. /I Who in hell else did she think it would be? The ghost of ~1 
his old man, Oliver Bieglerf I~ L /_ ~ . _;__, 

• 7 '' p-v~ ~ 

•Are you all right~ie called back. 

I( ac-;;;L,~:~.d :• Paul eeplied/umbling~ ost bottle• 
r,, --- ,__ ": -,--:-- _L (l I, I co ce htqzaxtr,- - • 

/\
*I just dropped my false teeth, wa1 11. The new porcl9.in joQ,f, ,, p~. 
Really nothing at all, dear. /\ "Good nig-;f. 11 • • 

~ 
Paul could hear his mother's -e:b.or tl~ laughter- as he glumly 

" 
If 

Always the c a rd, 

p~ 

fell into ")edr JEiEIBHBElfe:l:lQt 1,s sod ,dl;p without 

hif p;jamas. • Yes, Sir•: Paul bitterly thought, 

always the wag. NeV>er a dry seat in thtouse 

around ••• Christ! I~ve lost her. What's 

vb. en~ BiE-gler's 
/\ ~;;c, 

h appen ing to me? /\'that's 

what you want~ isn ,tit? What's happening to you, Polly boy?,. • 
) 

Vfuat was it me scbdx said when ~ drove her home? She was standing 
J~,ke.-,., ~ ~ ~~~ ~ -

in the open J oor looking so Christly beautifu1.. ¥ · was going to kiss 
I\ 

her again a.lid she held up her hand. How had the little imp saift? 

~ 
Oh, yes, and in~quick Irish brogue, too. lshure, an' v.hy i ~it, 

' w., . ~ ituJ~ ~ ~ 
Pawl, me"-~ ~,A.always after takinAM.aida Holbrook to the"country 

-~- ~ u 
club/\an' the poor likes of m~Aout to park on the bluff!} 

Then: "Goodnight, Paul dear," and s.e was gone. 
ic:J>tztd-~ko~~~~ 
({/ "Goodnight, Bernardine darling. Oh, good.night, my love ••• n 



!} 
Chapter 1 

Farewell, My Lovely Bernardine 

Paul paid the last check and he and Bernardine~ the hotel tap-room 
\ 

about eleven o'clock. Paul was glad to leave. The place was like a morgue. 

a couple of drunken young sailors 

up at the bar--town boys home on leave--full of loud, swaggering, newly-learned 

Davey Jones talk; and a disconsolate hoisery salesman in the next booth getting 

confidential with Martha, the big, roomy, blonde salesgirl from over at Horn-
. dv. I" ~ 

stein's. Martha was a smart girl: she somehow manaRed t•li;e at the hotel 
--tW- u,<£1 - r--, ir: I ·~ , · · · "/ "'74·it,G~.,,;: 

on A glittering salary of eighteea.-i"dollars a week./\ ' · • 

Paul overheard the salesmaq saying to Martha, "Look, Honey. Everytime I give 
., 

you a box of these ~ , nylons, Dove, I'm that much,,closer ~o being 9ut of a 
• 1,.,1, ~:,. '""" "" ' 

goddam job. That's how much I really loves you, Honey!, Martha wasn't a bad 
,v . I 

sort, Paul remembered. Of course, wiless she was well plied with drink she 
t/.,£ 

was inelin8d to be sort of sleepy and lazy and generally uncooperative; wae 

' 
~ but otherwise she really wasn't bad for a one night stand ••• 

Paul wondered what was wrong with Bernardine. She sat stiff and un

yielding as he tucked the car robe about her legs. She had been silent and 

restrained all evening. She had only smiled faintly at his latest Finnish 

dialect story, the one about Toivo and his girl friend Impi. He had thought 

it was a honey. "Impi was bawling out Toivo for his attentions to her rival, 

Aili, 11 Paul gleefully explained. "Here's what she said: 'Vy is it Toivo, 

you all time take Aili to da 'rug store for Cokey-Colas an' me on'y to da 

' 'ravel pit?'" Gravel pit, indeed! But Bernardine had merely shrugged and 

added another broken wooden mixing stick to the growing pile. Yes, she was 

nervous, all right. Her thin fac7framed by her highswept dark hai1jlooked 

I 



/J.p.,,-,,v 
white and drawn. Being white and drawn only made her dark eyes larger and more 

I ,.J~ 
luminous. Paul ruefully wondered ile: it was the wrong time 

I\ 
of the month.}\ Let's 

see, he hadn't seen her for nearly two weeks. "But, no, it can't be," he 

remembered. 

They drove in Paul's roadster, following the familiar route they had 

taken so often when Paul used to call for Bernardine when she was done with 

her night-nursing duty at the Iron Cliffs Ore Company's hospital. That was 

before her mother had died, while Paul was still in law school; before she had 
/1),I ,,_If{, 

quit r 8 J~r nursing to keep house for her father, Bernard Tobin, the round
" 

house foreman, and~ her four 

P ul and Bernardine drove silently past the towering, pyramid-shaped 

shaft houses of the Delaware Mine, lit , since the War by tall sweeping 

search-lights. "I wonder how many Jap and Ger.man 

'way up here py cold Lake Superior?" Paul said. 

spies they expect to catch . 
A,r ~ 

Then he recalled he had 
f I' 

the sam~ dev.a-di,ffl!~.-.. -~••w-the last time they had been together-the 

night when it really had been the wrong time of the month ••• 

The little roadster bounced along past the ore-stained dry house, its 
,, au •t 

ugly brick sides exposed now by the naked vine-stalks. This was were the 

miners DK changed and showered. Paul sounded his horn in greeting at two 
£, 

young miners., A waved at them. "The tall one's Eino Millimaki, the ski 

jumper," Paul said. "We played basketball together in high school. Remem

ber?" Bernardine remained silent. The car skirted Chippewa Lake, its 

glistening shield of new autumn ice reflecting the lights from the rows of 

"company" houses across the lake. 



"Are you warm enough, Bernie?" Paul asked with elaborate concern. He 

always got thoughtful and paternal as hell at about this stage. 

He manipulated the car heater and a sudden draft of cold air smote his 

legs. "Damn!" he said, turning the heater off. "Thermostat's still haywire. 

Can't get a thing fixed or replaced since this goddam war." 

Bernardine spoke for the first time since they had left the hotel. P.aul 

was relieved to hear the same old chuckling, dry Irish hwnor in her~ voice. 

"Be brave, Paul," she said. 11CarrY: on. A struggling young mining-company 

lawyer must remember those stirring words: 'I am sorry that I have but one 

draft deferment given me by my companyl"' 

Paul was still laughing over that one as he W1locked the Company's gate-

the Company had gates everywhere in the town of Chippewa--and drove the jolting 

roadster up the narrow, steep, winding rocky road to the top of Chippewa Bluff. 

As the car labored over the rocky crest of the bluff they could see the full 

moon emerging from behind a jagged dark cliff of cloud; and then they saw the 

moon's gleaming trail on the frozen lake below them; and then there was the 

town of Chippewa beyond; the dull face of the town clock and the myriad 

blinking lights. On the hilly outskirts of the town they saw the searchlights 

from the mines lighting up the shaft-houses. The scene had a frosty, suspended, 
'? 

stereoptican sort of stillness and clarity. They sat there .silently watching, 
I" ,. _,,,.,... 

and then they heard the far away rumbling soW1d of iron ore falling into the 
f 

tram cars--"Bundles for Berlin," Paul thought-and they heard, too, the in-

sistent jungle throbbing of the giant air-compressors that caught and forced 

great gobs of fresh air down to the toiling miners who were even then burrowing 

so far beneath them. 

* * * 



l 
The town clock was striking twelve as Paul lit his third cigarette. 

This silence was getting him down. He didn't want to be brusque, but perhaps 
J ",µ J, . '.ll 

it would be easier to say~ and get it over with. "Paul Biegler' s farewell 
f 

address," Paul thought. And anyway, he had a contested hearing in a workmen's 

compensation case the next morning dmm at Iron Bay, the county seat. He'd 

have to get a little sleep. It was an important case, one involving a claim 

of total disability. His boss, Walter Holbrook, certainly wouldn't want him 

to muff it. The mining company's home office lawyers, •way out in Delaware, 

had been raising genteel hell lately. Those Harvard law school boys had a 
,,., R., /I '1 " l . , lJ 1, ~ , - ... 

of drea,ty aptitude for freezing one with a phrase. "Although it cannot 
I 

• 
have escaped your attention, may we again remind our local attorneys ••• " 

No, it wouldn't pay to lose tomorrow's case. Paul crushed out his fresh 

cigarette and turned to Bernardine. 

She sat with her hands folded in her lap, her head resting baaiii against 

the rear cushion, looking up at the moon. "Whistler's lovely daughter," 
l 

rJ. Vi~..-4. 
Paul thought. Ta 011 '\a t b , 21bt she might be sleeping. ciutia,t hen e saw that 

her eyes were open, wide and unblinking. There were tears slowly coursing 
J .,JC j,., ~ 1,.,, U rn,,;·., 

down her white cheeks. l 110 Lord!" he thought. "If only she weren't so goddam 

beautiful. 11 

"Bernardine," doggedly began. 
" 

"Bernardine, there 1 something I've got 
' I 

to tell you. 1 J C.t ~t w.,C ;..,:J/ - - , -t 
J - •• • ., ... t.""'~...... -&, , 

Bernardine &.l:ewl-y turned and looked at Paul, 

,J..,f .. , 

her head still reclining on 

/... 

, t.,(. ,_ - !., , ,. ' t. ~ 
the rear cushion. Paul fumbled to light another cigarette. It seemed fw,n,-

to him, but for- sorto a-pped and wat:chf ul look. 

1 



That -ircrsn""t e-pendent was he nrune or Bern al a.,-i,-

Paul wg9dered if she knew, if she really suspected, 11. • • 
• .:f/v, ./ • C - - :I w t ~ 6-'v -r .../., o:::r.A,,?u-,, 

that this was to be the }'6pefrl-. He also wondered why people in the clinches 

always thought and spoke in soap opeaa cliches. He'd try again. The business-

like, leave-us-face-it approach was the thing. Off with the cliches ••• 

"Look, Bernardine," he began again. 
w -- {I 

11Let's be sensible about this thing. 

Now about
1

our getting married--" 

Bernardine was laughing at him! With tears running down her cheeks, she 

was laughing at him. It wasn't a particularly rollicking or mirthful laugh: 
r t ,JC 

just a sos t of quietly chuckling laugh, as · though she were enjoying A private 

joke; 

"Bernardine," he began again, lamely. 

Quickly she placed two chilly fingers over his lips; fleetingly, as a 
J.. 

mother might - ~ a naughty, talkative child. Then she began to speak, in 

a low voice, quietly, almost musingly. She was looking up at the moon. 

"I suppose I should really hear it from your own lips, Paul," she said. 

"But I' 11 save you all the floundering and the embarrassment." She turned 

toward him briefly. "I guess I'm doing that because I'm so proud of you--I 
~ ~~ "' I 

can't bear to watch you suffer. I guess I like y011 -so, mu~. Yes, I think 

' that's it." 
,cil,,cP- ·~ She paused and went on, again staring at the 

C · ' Jt JI 
fever since you got out of law sch o~ that things 

even when you first started out three years ago, in that little office above d ~I ~ 
your dad's saloon, I sensed that SO£tchow things had changed between us." 

~ ~ 

Paul had a strange sense of shock, a wry feeling of dismay. It was all 

true, what she was saying, but he had been going to say it, and now she was 

saying it, she was stealing his thunder. Somehow it gave him a curiously de-
, IP"' ~ 

fensive feeling• lonliness and guilt. J" 



"When Walter Holbrook took 
{). ) I 

you, as you know. f'tever before 

" 

you into the Company's law office I was proud of 
I ) 

had a Chippewa boy been taken into that office. 
1£ _1. 1,/ ,. I 

~ lawyers had always come from the East. / Yes, it was your grand opportunity ••• 

But somehow, after that, the feeling that we were losing each other grew much 

stronger. Then, with Walter sponsoring you, the mining crowd took you up; 
{ .r 

you were taken into the country club and the Ch~ppewa Club; you went tot eir 

)~ ' 
house p t-ti s nd camping parties.• Bernardine laughed. "I guess the thing 

/\ 

that really made me realize the extent of the change between us was when you 

gave up our trout fishing trips. I knew how you loved to fish ••• You remember 
ti,, 

the little fly rod you gave me? I still have it. You bought it with the money ,. 
you ma.de on your first case... Defending a drunk driver, wasn't it'l7 Paul~ 

glumly nodded. u~=4, ~ /J 

"Please light mo a cigarette, P9ul," B~;nard · said. '"ilo•.h ;ce,~:ee-¾~ 
(f~..&,,t ~ t11t ~cu nu i~~ -h ~ (J)a,w M?,w~~ ~4 . 

said,,,...,as :Paal held his lightez tot her.. She rarel smoked and she didn t do ~-;. 

l it very well. Paul saw that her eyes were dry now. She was even half smiling. 

She went on, speaking slowly. 

"Then, just a year ago--it was just before Thanksgiving, remember?--

the da'-lght,e.r of your bo Maida Holbroo~ arrived from the East on a short 

visit to her father." Paul felt himself flushing, and he didn't want to flush, 

~~ ~ :.'r1~ ~ i;;,:;;;;-;';t;;; had known each other since they 

were kids, they weren't engaged, this was a free county,~~ 

"Listen " Paul cut in hotly. "Maida Holbrook's got nothing to do with 

~"~~ Z i---~ 14c, • 

j;t;. AHel!, Bernardine, you just said yourself you sensed a change long before 
I ✓ ;h 

Maida ever oame tt:P heze-. Not that there Jlllll was any change," Paul hastily 

1~ 
f r 
~ 

~ 



) 

added. "Not on my part, at least. It--it's just ••• " / 
41 /(1Ar1A/' drn:r II I I • '~ 

"Bmt!-t flounder Paul II Bernardine said. ~~ ~1. ti , , r · - u 
"Look Bernardine, it's just that I feel it isn't right for me to be 

~~ 'f /rZJ ,cu,~ t:c ¥d 't- /4 tt.r~%~':? '//n,t;v ~p~ P--h /hU- . 
taking up all qour time. ;(1Jaybe I I tn not the marrying sort'• -At,- aRy Fat-e,-

?l )"J'tfHt;J I Bern, it f~ be a hell of a long time before I could marry anyone. Don't / ~ 

you see--I' m still just a g 1 IS.- law clerk down , in W~ter Hol~rook' s <:>f_f~ce. / 
~ ~ Ad /7fl,On d~.«: .J/l"' ~d.-..,r 4 /u~ ~ ~~~- ~ ~~ 

And my mother's all alone nowA 1t- would be haPd to le-a:ve-her. ~ida1 s got 

nothing to do with it. Where'd you ever get such a silly notion? Woman's 

~ intuition, no doubt." 

"Maida Holbrook is still here," Bernardine said ply. "Sh.e tells her 
• I • I, 1,J &... fl • 6 '-""' ( 1 tt-. .,., .4 ft~ ,. 

friends she's going tcf marry you. Sbe turned to Paul, smiling/' 11S0 I guess 

that's what she's going to do. You see, Paul, girls like Maida usuallyd 
.;,. lw vi"\, "- I bl, l • I\. 

what they want in thi~ world. never have to sit and wait and dream. 

They're sure of themselves. 
/, 

They're always so right and so sure. Nothing 
./';-4. ., ... " ·1,c. - ' I~ ·•114 l 1,.,-, ,...,_ 

ever happens to make the.III. unsure. J\ They never smell of cholof orm or starched 

nurses uniforms. They're never weary from all night duty and from looking 
. ' 

at pain and watching old people die. They've never had to keep ' . t .., 
a hard-drinking father and four wild brothers. They've never 

pa _n 

''Bernardine!" Paul said. "That's not fair. That's got nothing to do 
(. (... .... - -

with it. L You I re as fine as any goddam girl in the whole-" 

"Paul, please let me finish," Bernardine said. "I am so sure of this, 

now, , that I've decided to go away. I'm going to leave Chippewa. Exit 

Bernardine. I thought you'd like to knww." 

J 



I 

"Leave Chippewa?" Paul echoed. Why, oh why, did 
•,1,'-:'(,'Y1,:;. ,. 'J ;/ • ' 

bring ~ to a crisis? 'J.{ .,'v(vl"'f!.t'-fttt 
I 

a--,,i1Nt1'118ft always have to 
I 

"Yes, Paul. I'm leaving home. I've joined the V/ACs and I'm leaving 
I - c._ 

tomorrow. I--I was supposed to have left tonight-but I wired them today--

after you •phoned me this morning for a date. You see, I did so want to see 

you once ~--..- , ""-1-k -t-<.✓ , "'- • (J? { · 

. Pau,l. could hear tt;ie giant gasps of the air e;ompressors from the mines. ~ ~ 
M'.-.:n., /'i-t,,. ,, 4. 1~ /it.,.,,(,, ... ) 

"Bernardine," he said. "Bernardine, he dully repeated. 
()t,i,.,·;•,! 

Bernardine spoke softly. "So good luck, Paul. And goodbye." 
Jk I, tr,-,.,,,, ""1,,,.,, 4 . 'l 

"Goodbye?" Paul said. 'wretchedly he turned toward her. "'.,.,.., 
Bernardine quickly put her arms about Paul. shi was hurting him. ' Th~ 

she was tenderly patting his hair, comforting him. Why did she always pat 

his head like that, as though he were a goddam child? Didn't she know a man 
. ,,, m' ,, 1. . , ,, 

couldn't be a r when he was patted into adolescence? She was whispering 
II 

to him. "So goodbye, Paul dear ••• Let's say goodbye the only way that 
I 

I 
lovers can, dear ••• Even former lovers ••• I can be brazen now, can't I? ••• 1l t i /.. , 

t,:C "• Let's say goodbye in our old way on our lovely old bluff.. • Nev er take her 
tJ I 

here, Paul ••• Promise me" please ••• Oh, Paul dear ••• " 

~~7 
The moon had nearly set when Paul creaked up the darkened backstairs to 

his bedroom. fie hoped that his moth~r wouldn't hear him. She knew he had to 
I•-( ' I-,.. t- t J l ' ,i, .• 

get up early on that gotldam compensation case. What a bleak prospect that 

was ••. Christ, Bernardine was going away. "She's going away. She's going 

away. I've lost her,. She'_s going away." Paul brushed his teeth so savagely 
1~~ t,t,, II, 

that he drew b}ood. Fumbling. in the 

bottle off the ' glass shelf. 

inevitable reaction. 

Cursing 

dark for the mouth wash, he brushed the 
;, - l I'?", -

n sileni ljS ~ stood waiting for the 
I /t: '-

. ... 



"ls thai you, Paul?" a woman 1 s vof ce called anxiously from the front 

bedroom. It was Belle, his mother, of course t,"'.,-..-1.( • vn.tl. ~ , (,...L"\ f: .. , a .. , .. tl,, ,, .,,, . .,_ . u ,,.,.1, .,L .I\ 7 .. .,. . 
"Yes, Mother,' Paul replied in a sprightly voice, almost gaily. He 

sounded like one of those bright, naughty kids on the radio programs. "It's 

just me." Who in hell else did she think it would be? The ghost of his old 
,. 

man, Oliver BQigler? Heaven forbid. 
,...,u. t. ,, 

"Are you \ all rieht, dear?" Belle called back. 1 

::J. "Yes, Mother," Paul replied, fumbling desperately for the lost bottle. 
1 .... 

11 A mere bagatelle. I just dropped my false teeth, was all. 'ftre new porclain j --t . 
j~ Really nothing at all, dear." Pause. "Good night." 

. f,<, , ' Paul olld hear his mother's trilling laughter as he glumly fell into 
,L 

bed without putting on s pajamas •. "Yes, Sir, 11 Paul bitterly thought. "Always 
Yh -"-- li..t .,~ 'J I 1,:,.. " ,.>/J d •~ · ✓ . , 
the card, always the wag • .,,.._,._. a dry seat in the house when Polly Biegler's 

around ••• Christ! I 1ve lost her. What's happening to me? Damn it, that's 

what you wan~~1isn't it? What's happening to you, Polly boy? ••• What was it 

she said when I drove her home? She was standing in the open door looking 
• I 

so Christly beautiful. I could hear her old man snorit g upstairs. 
1 

I was 
1 x,~ 

going to kiss her · held up her hand. How had the little imp 
I 

said it? Oh, yes, and in such quick Irish brogue, too. lshure, an' why is 
i,{. t -it, Pawl, me bye, yer always after takin' that~ ~ Maida Holbrook to the 

\ ~ 

country club--an' the poor likes of meself out to on the bluff!'" 

Then: "Goodnight, Paul dear, 11 and she was gone1 /" tl.. vy. 'J. t 
-' ...._ .( ,t ~ (. ~.., - • I 

Pa1.;1l buried his .head in the pillow. 

"Goodnight, Bernardine darling. Oh, goodnight,my love ••• " 

.,. , 
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Chapter 2 

Paul scanned the headlines and drank his orange juice and coffee 
(!,1/M p_ ,{' ~ t / 
sih~ in Belle's newA?z.eakfast nook. Paul's mother was extravagantly 

~~ 
proud of this new addition to the Biegl-er kitchen. 3M- had always wanted 

I' 

a breakfast nook, but Oliver Biegler, Paul's father, would never hear of 

it while he was living. 

with 

crazy these days--get:t:.i:ns :"'1 these two-wby- four sq~rel booths.1 When I 

at a n.4-table I want room to range around Breakfast nook hell!" 

Paul idly watched Be~ f~\lttering over the new ele ~ ra~e he 
a,·{_,. "r 1w • ~ /4 /t;;-~; ~ ' 

bought har>- jttst aftill' J.2earl Har&M. 'ii& had gotten· wholesale through 
~ / ~ I J 

tompany, acting on a tip from Walter Holbrook. A good tip it was, too. 
f 

sit 

had 

the 

You couldn't beg, borrow or steal a new range now. 

"I see by the morning's paper that the draft boards are getting 

harder on these deferments." Belle said. "It's right there on the front 
u.,,. p 

page, next to that article about man who married the thirteen-year-
/I 

old girl. My, my. What's the 'woriicoming to? She should be hone playing 
~ 

with her dollies." Paul scanned the article as Belle ran on about the 
t ~ 

horrors of child marriages. Belle's biggest concern these JGC days was 

that "they" would come and take her baby--that Paul would have to go 
I\ 

into the War. · •-J . :l: w-e,.-~,,JU,w , 
~ 4t,~ ,t.~ ,Ma:r:-~ wl-i# 7 ~;11 . I 

Belle t1~dA over~e tableAand sat opposite Padl../\ De pile her 

easy life these daysJ el!.eAalways got up early, and nothing Paul could say 

would make her abandon the floppy . sheepskin slippers she . wore ,in the morn- , _ 
~~ ~ ~ &v ~~._,~ C. ~-- /u-1..,, ~J.,(,~d ~d~_ 

ings.A She had always worn thenfwhen all the boys were home, before the 

furnace was installed, when the kitchen floor was icy cold when she came 
~-U~ m , 

down to start the kitchen range. , 



II 

· .. -JL..~, 
(fcuJ~-11 

"Where were you last night?" Belle said.,1 Belle's gray eyes peered 

at Paul through her blurred pinch glasses that always needed cleaning. 

"It must have been awfully late when you got in. It felt late." 

"With Bernardine Tobin," Paul casually answered. Belle's eyes lit 

up. She was always glad when Paul went out with Bernardine. "Such a 

splendid, capable young wotn," she always said. "She'd make any man 

a wonderful wife. a,.,,,,t, '1-,.._ ~ J-C.,, ' • • 

"Good," Belle said, .s:a,a.a.%Mllei--e:•g•e.~iafl:-eh•e-ri-.e""nn'""·"'"1d+.e""d~P~a"'ulN-... ~"'--•w~h•e:""t,..- a--s""p..,.lhe-.n'""d~iw~~,--

M1;, // ~~ fA.. r~ ~- - ~~-a,.. 

I 

s go.i-ig away," Patl said. 11s hl joined the WACS. She's leaving 

today." 

Belle removed her glasses and held them pinched to one finger. 

11.My, my, Paul. Now that's too bad. Did you?--did you have an under-

standing? I mean last night? I mean--

"Look, Mom, the toast is burning. 
. ~-

Belle :a.w to the toas 
" I\ 

thing's all off." 

11.My, my," Belle repeated, 
" 

man who married the 13-year-old girl. 

)) 

I've got to get going to court." 

the honeymoon of the 



1 zz 
~ [ · 

Paul thought of Bernardine all Mu:-.se.h\t morning. The compensation cases 

~ ,(,,, -1 ~ / -;i 
dragged interminably. JWle~har endless case •/oa from the day b~for, made 

~v,J,,u I\ (?p,.,J I • , r, / 

static by th~ pettifogging of the opposing lawyers.}.._ <it was almost noon before 

Paul's case was called. He and Gundry scarcely had time to arrange their 

pleadings and outline the usual admissions and denials when the Deputy 

Commissioner declared a noon recess. 

Gundry was the claimant's attorney, a pleasant young downstate lawyer, 

a bachelor, who had come ;t!ron Cliffs 

of the New Deal agencies• had liked the 
f,.. 

County on the legal staff of one 
~ / ~ . 

~e and had remained, settling in 

Chippewa. Lately he had been doing considerable legal work for the local 

ClI.O. Steelworkers Union, and eonsoquEmt.11" Paul met him frequently in court 

on EJllltl11DI comp cases and over the conference table, hashing over the various 

" 
grievances of the miners and haggling over the interpretations of various 

.ai: clauses of the union's contract with the Iron Cliffs Ore Company. 

Paul regarded Pete Gundry as a smart and able lawyer. In facll he was 

inclined to like him, despite the dark warnings of his boss, ~alter Holbrook. 
c tt~ '"" 

"Paul, all these ~ dazn shyster labor lawyers are alike. All of ther.i, mind 

you. They'll smile you to death when things are going their way, but when the 

squeeze is on, once the chips are down"--Walter scowled with dark foreboding--

11then watch outl" Despite his Harvard education, Walt.er was a great one for 
) 

using colorful, man-to-man phrases like that. The pict:.ure of someone selling 

~ 
someone else "down the river 11 was one of his favorites. "Those labor bastards'll 

" sell you down the river, Paul, quicker'n you can say John L. Lewisl" 

"The hearing in the case of Bruno Belpedio versus Iron Cliffs Ore Company 

is adjourned until 1:30," the Deputy Commissioner glumly announced, wearily 

reaching for a cigarette . 



Peter Gundry walked over to Paul's table. "How about having lunch together, 

Biegler?" he said to Paul, holding out his hand. "Perhaps we can work out a ,,,. \, 

settlement and save everyone a dreary afternoon. I've got 

$f1 you know, so why not relax and enjoy it? What do you say, Paul't" 

Paul stood listlessly shaking Gundry' s hand and wanting to phone Bernardine. 

He'd have to stop her somehow. What in hell had he been dreaming of to let her 

go for Maida Holbrook? Why, Christ, man, he couldn't keep fuaida in nylons 

and cigarettes--even if she'd have him. Maida, Maida, that lovely, slow, honey

colored blonde bitch. What was she doing to him? 

"I say, Biegler, can you eat with me?" Gundry was repeating. 

Paul fumbled for an ex.cuse. He had to make some 'phone calls and check 

some com decisions in the bar library. "Sorry, Pete. ]111 have to be some 

other time. Thanks a lot. 11 

11 0. K., Paul," Gundry said, smiling his white, strong-toothed smile. 

"Don't say I didn't warn you." 

Rxx.~ Paul drove rapidly over to the Iron Bay Club and hurried to the 

telephone booth. 
-~ II Members please use pay phone for out-of-town calls," the :,(, 
\ 

sign~~. 

"Chippewa 664," ~f~ the operator. 
A 

"Hurry, please, operator. It's 

urgent. 11 He dully wondered why he'd sat on his prat all morning and now 

found it so goddam urgent to call Bernardine. 

"Fifteen cents please, 11 the operator was saying. "Please ccnfine your 

call to three minutes. Thank you, Sir." 

"Hello! Is this Tobins'. Is Bernardine there?" Paul said. "Oh, hello, 
" 

Bill, this is Polly Biegler. Is Bernie there? ••• Gone! ••• Oh yes, on the 

Chicago train this morning! ••• Oh Lord ••• No, it's nothing, Bill. Nothing 

at all ••• Just wanted--just wanted--say goodbye ••• Yes, sure ••. Goodbye, 

Bill." 



/ .AA,, V c., ;,_I 

cherries and assorted fruit symbols for a nicevsfu-prise which , it developed 
I\ 

was not there. Paul dully wondered why so many small-town bankers loved to 
~ -

play slot machines; and again, why so many of them f/P,Ato look like a sort 
_j, 

of composite photog-aph of the ideal embezz~er. "Hi, Mr_·/' ~o, 11 Paul said, 

brightly, but Mr.~ was~:tp ~ anticipating ~t~ :sJqJJJXi~ surprise. 
~ ~ 

Pinky was at the bar. "Hello, LtJr. Biegler," Pinky said. Pinky was 

pleasant, a good boy. "We got some of 

"Thanks, Pinky. tfot today. I' 11 take a double scotch. 11 

"What 11' it be '? Black and White ·: Haig on a Hag? Vat 69? The sales-

man said after three drinks you can leap clear into Vat 73, no hands! 

Yes Pinky was a wag, all right. ~~, w~ ... · ,. Ah, that's it." 
f s. 

Mr. ~ mi~ wanted twenty more quarters. From the perspiring 
"' " 

down this noon?" 

"That's his 

alwa~s tells me: 

fourth fiver, Mr. Biegler, But he's a sticker. Like he 
~ . 

stick-to-it-tiveness w.w:il: geb:- you there. So I've been a 
(' 

bartender for thirteen years ••• Thank you, Sir." 



\ 
/-k.l~~ r~v;. -l /lLc~~)~ J' 

. \ ~-h,~tZ(.,U4M<d~~~~~ A..U2d ~ cfµ A}';"_d~ ~ . / J_, • ~' . I~ • • ~ \ ?-... -7p ~42Fcttapte1'4 tt,,.,.;;" 'J ---- ::,0 -:; 1 

) ~ ~ ~ Tk otl'r .!/~ , ~ft., Jf;.,1-e~~~~ ~ ~OJL ~[Z 
j By midnight Paul was gently drunk. He hadn't expected to hang one on s,,Q~. 

... 

~ ).; 

t~ 

this way. He guessed it over the three double scotches he ~ 
ft), . ,;, ~, 
Cf,~ • 

had had over at the -e:lub. l 0-3:i'IIN'~ liad always warned !Jim against drinking on 
~ I' ~¼ ~~~ , 

an empty stomach "All it does is fill a man wlf·th high spirits and lOJI/-
M v ~ 1 ~,. 

purpose 11

1 
Of course Paul could have had Frei ma e up a sandwich or two-

, , 7w, /~_,t-,~ / 
the Chippewa Club :a serve~ onlftr onieek;,:;qs~ _and o~ certp.in ",,st~ . 

~tl ~/1./0- :tJt(t.i.-~lt,VvY uf-~ -~ "4G, ff F 41 ~~~ ~C, 

nights ut,1after _three drinks eating had me~ow seemed t foolish waste ..z--i-
of time and whiskey._ He migh: as well have another one.b 

11 

Sr«;_, gN~J /r;i~ ~ 
/,f ~ 7 , ,, ? -<,, 1 , rA:J· · kr~ l7._ 9-~, ~--

!/ About ten o'clock Paul &are~ul]-y_ s}r~tip to the hotel bar. By 
/f~t,...~-~\41 .. ~, 

then he thought it was best not to drive his car. He went in the side door 

of the bar, not the hotel entrance. 
J~tJ,,,., ~-.. 
No, he just -w~nifect to see what was cooking, was all. 

He wasn't looking for Maida, of course. 

But nothing was cooking. 

avelling salesman was still there, putting the same half-hearted 

make on Paul thought that a twenty-four hour session of drinking 

was a pretty hard price to pay for any gal, let alone for Martha Ah, the 

sailors were missin They must be lurking in the men's washroom. 

"Hi, Martha," Paul said pleasantly, as he passed the booth occupied by 

~Martha and her salesman. 

"Hi, Polly," Martha said, giving Paul a secret- inviting and heavy
J . 

l 
~ lidded wink. "She's still laboring under tjie s_eell of Mae West," Paul 

... i ~ Do--'- ()Z Th~~~- lk-~ wra,t, t ~. ~ 1'e ,._ did not pause{ A man who was about to becon:'3 an officer in the 

U.S., Navy must see what skullduggery these two young sailo~ were up to in 

the men's washroom. Dut_y caj.).ed. After all, no war could be won in a man I s 
\__,Yw~t ~~~~/; 

can, could it? ht iew~~ employee in Wa~_2~ngton's Pentagon 
UI-✓ ,5 &e.Hs('.. 

building who had moved his desk into the men I s washroom. &e,e£!.ii$1!P','\ it was the 

only place in the joint where the occupants seemed to kn-aw what they were 

doing1.. That one had been Walter Holbrook's favorite story lately. Walter 



had a great collection of stories about the boondoggling and incredible 

mismanagement in wartime Washington. But this was his current favorite Paul 

knew it was because Walter laue_he~ harder 
~!Uw-~ 

in telling that one thal at any of 

his vast fund of F.D.R. stories ••• ~, LJ . -~ w ~ 1/v.,v.., . , . 
(.) , .... ~['.LI~ A 

But the two young sailors were not in the washroom. A eserters, no doubt! 

Paul philosophically ~ the bar and ordered another scotch. As he 
A ~ 1,). ,4 

picked up pip change he eaeMll:,: spok~ to Bertha, the smiling Finnish 
~~a,g,{,._~...,_,,I lo--.-- l ,,;.,. tf tf 1 H tv'l, ~ .• 

barmaid." ,Sl regular bartender had been drafted, of course... "Have you 

seen Miss Holbrook around this evening, Bertha?" Paul"~ 

11No, Polly," Bertha answered. "Her father was in with some Company big 

shots before dinner--but no Maida. Can I give her a message i£ she comes 

. .-.-~ ~-l.~41:;14~ ~ "( ~ ... 
in, Polly?" 

I\ fo~ 
''No, thanks, Bertha," said. Bertha was a trifle familiar, but~ a 

/JvJltJ.id,J,t ~ t~ fv-,,/J L,hu!:/4.uv #~ t'~f' -<tk.-
good bartender and a good kid At least ehe seemed to know enough to keep 

he~ shut about the things that really :aunted. Paul had never heard 

any kickback on 

Martha upstairs 

that night
1

a month or so ago)when he had so obviously taken 
. .d. ~~ 

for a prolonged romp in the hay;19ha~ ~ night when he had 

been full of high spirits and low purpose ••• 

At midnight Paul found himself slowly climbing the stairs '4 to Doc . 
~ 

Dishno' s office over the Re:iml\ Drug Store. Paul had seen Doc's light/\ while k ~ 

making his way over to the White Coffee Pot to have a sandwich. He was 

immediately filled with concern for Belle. Why hadn't he gone home that 

evening? Why hadn't he at least 'phoned to learn how she was? 



The doctor's bare waiting room was empty, the three naked light bulbs 
()'7'1- ~ 

beating down mercilessly on the worn rug, the straight backed chairs and the 
J..,,i -- tlVU~ I\ ,.,_t.~~~. 

plain wooden table with itshb!ck issues of Esquire~ The door to the doctor's 

private office was closed. There was a dim light showing. Paul softly knocked. 

He could hear the sound of heavy, regular breathing. Was Doc on one, too? 
then 

He listened ~ked again. He heard a sound of heavy stirring. 
(J>a~..,L ,. ().;, If) /4.-/. •. , L._ ,t 

"It's ~Biegle5-Azore;z.!:.a=z8..-.," Paul said. ~ v-~- l/~ "?. 

"Come in, 11 Dr. Dishno said~ '1-u,, J~ J ~ ~- ":/-1.t,,H.d,. ~ . 

Dr. Darius Dishno was sitting at h~s desk with his thj.ck hands folded 

and lo6ked across bis paunchy stomach. 

tJ,e desk. Hi~ ~g on his 

" 

There was a quart whiskey bottle on 

chest and his lower lip, ~artially 

hidden by his thick moustache, trembled and puttered as he heavily breathed. 

His ~ dark eyes wearily regarcted Paul from beneath his bushy dark 

eyebrows. Paul thought that at that moment he looked liker ph1lcg spl cf 

all the cynical and misillusioned elder statesmen of tf';:;;_nce ro~led in one. 
A 

tibmn "Hello, Doc," Paul said. "I saw your light. rhought I'd just 

drop up and say hello, was all." 

"Ello, Paul," Doc said. Doc's Frencp--Canadian accent was always much . 
J)t ~.,(J,,C,fVl_,e,d';J /Yl,,,7,.aat4 l~,./i,;-.-lu l-v...,,... a,,-(~· 

more pronounced when he had been drinking heavily. A He motioned Paul to ~ake 

a vacant chair. "'Ave a drink, Polly! It's ten year ole stuff. I 1r.ake heem 

myself) las r night. 11 

"I don't mind if I do,' Paul said, laughing and reaching for the bottle. 

Oliver had always said that to Doc when the two were on one of their endless 

htlflBing or fishing trips, when Paul was a kid. 

wr,,d~ ~:rry water and wood and make up the bliinks. "I don't mind if I do." 
~ ~~ 

a kind of formula, like the one about the governor of North Carolina. 

" 

It was 



"Here's to your good health, Doctor," Paul said. "May you be in Heaven 

four days before the Devil knows you're dead'" That was another olrl one of 

Doc's and Oliver's. It seemed good to be sitting tnere with his father's old 

friend--~us, • ill-assorted frien~p~t had lasted sinde old Doc 
" tld. (,<.. tJtr~ l'h'v~ ~ ~v~ 

Disbno had landed in the bustling mining camp of Chippewa from Canada, nearly 
·" )I' 

forty years before •.• 

"Now about Mother--this heart condition--" Paul began. "How did you 

leave her today?" . 
~fr&,, 

Doc held up his hand. He was never a man toAwaste words-especially 

when there was drinking to be done . 

"Polly," he said, pulling at one end of his moustache. "Polly, listen, 
~ ~ my boy--dere's notting wrong with your 41M~de1•~ heart dat as~eder draft A ,.._ 

deferment won't feex. I wish my goddam ticker were half so good ••• " ~: 

~ "Polly, I ~een your~ in over a month ••. 11 O • ...4·. ~ L,,__ _, 
" A I VV/- u FF" .... !zc.c. ~.~, ~ 

There it was. That was old Voe Dishno every time. ( So Belle had been · f 
playing possum again?-she had sensed what he had been about to say when he 't-, 
had phoned her from the office that night. Why, she had even lied to him! -t" 

"But don I t tell her I tole you, Polly, 11 Doc added, "else dat lecdie ~ · 

Belle Biegler eat ol I Doc Dishno all up! 1 Ave wudder drink. " 

"I don't mind if I do," Paul automatically answered. 

Paul dully got mor e watex and poured the drinks. So Belle ha~lied to 
~ ~ ~ . • , r J. ~ 

him? ca, sat there watching the old doctor. It was funny how ~ he felt • 
' " /~~.tk~,~~~tlu,~~ at home with old Doc Dishno✓ In fact, come to think of it, he was about the ~ 

only person Paul knev, that he could really confide in. Well , Bernardine, maybe 



woman that had meant so much, that had been so close to one, as Bernardine ••• 

Doc spoke. He seemed to be reading Paul's thoughts. 

"How's everyt!ing between you 911' Bernardine? W'en you goin' marry dat 
,, l./t~J~Mlfa-cd. 1\ -,. 

lovely girl?;\ ''You 'aventt been to see me one-two month, now.~ )}lfA ~ 4o ~ 
~ ~ 'd~ ~ M//A.-IAr (Ar'>'\..c., ~ ,{.' l),,,r;.,, . ( ~ ( I)......,. ... ,~ .. 

. o Paul stared ~t th ofct- do"'ctor. Doc's pouched and baggy eyes looked : 
a, 11 d ? • 61 - - .,~ .<{( P~ ~ 

back at Paul, bland and unwinking. 
11 

, 11 w~ 'J., l7"'T' ~ 
,. o! ,,1, J 

~ ~: "Oh, God, ?oc 1" Paul said J ifa. began to talk. He talked to Doc, good \ 
/\Au ~ 

old Doc,,...just as he used to out in the woods when he was a little boy--when 

Doc was an active, striding, husky bear of a man. He told him about Bernardine, 

ijbout Maida, about Walter Holbrook and the office. He told him about his 

draft deferment. He told him about all his classmates that had gone to war; 

about Belle's fear that he would have to go; about his determination that • 

afternoon to enlig:;jabout BelJ;': feigned illness.~~~~~~ 
~rd tk- ~"'1.tiP~"rtL~t. ~c,,u:t°'~ 1,utc,v .•. 

"Doc, 11 Paul dully went on, "I --I feel like a goddarf heel--a prime 

horse's ass. I know I should be in this goddam war as much as any of us 

should. I'm not entitled to j;1ie~ent. I know that and it makes me feel 

guilty as hell. I know I should go. I really know that, Doc ••• But, Doc, 

look Doc--it's w.ust-- 11 

"Yes?" Doc Dishno said softly. 

Paul glanced wildly about th~tle room; he seemed to see all of it 

at once; the littered desk, Doc's~ diploma f~m the Canadian medical 
~ tk ~ l'YNAc it,(, ~, 

school, the stethescope protruding from his pocke, the fly-specked light . ~ 

bllb, the curious look in Doc's eyes ••. Paul felt trapped. He needed a 

drink. He reached for the bottle on the desk. Doc laid a restraining hand 

on Paul's arm. 



. ,, "Yes1" Doc Dishno softly repeated. / 
. -1~w-WV· 

"Oh, Doc, I don't want to goJ,' Paul was nearly wailing, "Oh, Doc-I-- " 
I' rn afraid! I'm afraid It ~ 'to ! ' 

There, he'd finally said it. He'd never ~hought it before, but 
~ /\ ~ ~ ~ 67, 

now he'd blurted it out! Christ, it was true ••• he, Padi Biegler, was 
"" ~ {w, )a,.. ,. I\ 

afraid to go to Wart ~always been afraid of war--ever since he'd 
tl"-1. ii....,,,.~,~ 

watched his brother Link die from afte World War I •.• What would 

/\ "'~~ Doc think of him now? Doc was Oliver's and hisftbest friend, wasn't he? 

What would he think of Oliver's boy now? Why didn't he say something: 

iHD:isk Christ, was he falling asleep? Why did he close his eyes like that? 

He shouldn't do that. He looked like t t at bastard Pierre Laval when he did 

that ••• 

"Hm," Doc Dishno said. His eyes were open. He didn't look like Pierre 

Laval anymore. "Hm," he repeated. Then he sroiiled at Paul, and Paul saw 

that there were tears in his eyes. 11Let 1 s 'ave anudder drink, Polly. 

It's time for anudder drink--right now." 

Paul repeated the old formula. "I don't mind if I do," he said. 

Doc heavily leaned forward and ~ouched his glass to Paul's. "Polly," 
{J-f.,t, 1 /J. ~1 ( lvnvp 

he said. "You remember the time you fin' da big black bear onder the white
A 

I . 

pine :;::~:"Polly eagerly said~Y~,~41if~t~appened 
yes~erday." 



The morning following his visit with old Doc Dishno, Paul found him

in the grip of a profound hangover. He sat at his desk trying to 

out a ground lease of 
--~ {1,t' . ,✓, -

Chippewa. ~e Company not 
I\ 

a gravel pit from the 
t,, -w/, / 

to the City of 

only owned most of the land 

around it. Accordingly, complicated ground leases were not an unusual 
. w-v1 ~r1tl't # /.3., 

for miles 

order in the law offices of Walter Holbrook. ~ Paul was having trouble 
~ ;-kUlt~ /\. · ~ ~ 72: 

ad,pting the ~ (\ nunmral rese-rv;tions to this particulaJr deal./\- 4=:=l&Et ~ ~ t_ 
AO :,peat most ef \A@ t.inte sba1 ht~ out of the window at Chief Booze-in-

the-Face and~ of his father ••• 

" On those days which he devoted to the celebration of the unofficial 

American holiday, the hangover, Paul found himself frequently thinking of ertd, 

Oliver. Today he was thinking of the advice Vliver had give him when he 
./ ' ~....,,;., '22~ 

had first left to go away to law school.A Oliver had driven Paul and Belle 

Paul's cL,.,viu.e with his lbie middle finger. 

"Listen, boy, mebbe when you get down there 
k 

times when there I some drinkin I to do-- 11 thump, 

tlv1-0 µ 
at Ann Arbor there'll be 

/\ (\ 

thump 11 --an' it's a lead 

pipe cinch that when you get dry behind the ears an' get to be a real 

lawyer, there 1 11 be lotsa drinkin I to do. But mark my wordse--11 thump 

"--

0

if you ever fall in with a hard-drinkin' crowd, remember this--" thump, 
ti, I I\ tlw--j, II 

thump "--always drink whiskey, drink the best you can lay hold of, drink \ -tl,,. ,, 
it straight-an' don 1t toss nothin I after it but water!" 

,, 



f\ 

Paul tried to recall the various ,... alcoholic concoctions he had 9PaAk the 
~ 4.U,; , 

night before. The effort made him involumtarily shudder. l'here had been 
I • m /' 

sc:otch at the Club, good scotch, then some s rt of ank rye blend at Luigi's, 
, "'-t.t .v- . . A 

en back to scotch at the hotel bar, thenAbourbonfat Doc•s,~fter he 
'-•" µ ctu.A,t., £v,.. f I' ft -

~ Wt- Doc c interlude of beer~at the White Coffee Pot. Then he had gone 
J /\ ~ 

to the hotel againJ vainly looking for Maida, of course. The place was de-

serted, so he had/ /tarted drin~g stingers. That had been the pay-off. 

He must have gone all to pieces after that. He remembered Bertha trying to 
~ I. tt..c... • ~, ~ • ..G (/t,I.,,. t. ·- J 

get him to go home--Bertha, the barmaid_.. the beautiful lungs. l~'t.. 

" "Please, Polly--.L mean Mr. Biegler--you must go home. I've got to 

lock up ••• No, I can't serve you another drink? Why? Because it's too 

late and I'll lose my job if I do ••• Please, 

your car ••• Oh, Lord, I'll drive it for you, 

home. 11 

Polly, don't you dare drive 
~ ~ # .. 

then ••• ~ I'll ake a cab 
I\ 

So that was how it had happened. But Bertha had not driven his car. 
I ~ 

Paul had pushed her over and d 'u • 

t . ~ . 
drive up the rock road to the 

J 1-t.-
top of Chippewa B1ur ut or the motor. The drinks must have 



11 It must get pretty lonely," Paul said 
/Fl:-T",:t~.,.,....,_,,_-;'-f':f·, f 

No, not cried, just plain bawled. 

could a man do? Naturally, there was nothing for Paul to de ut to try 

to comfort her, this roor't nel~ young wfr widpw 

-- I 

plain dutYi thos7' on the home front, · / cot.Uldn' t 

In fact it was a man's 

be in there pitching 
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Fi .,,... r1. ,. : L~. Cl J l'l,U,(_ MA. I.~-,,// 1-k. {An"-. ~ &t.. " c:,,,,,,,,, •.•. -) ""2-, ""' . . ~--J , - ,....,,... /,,,.L 
Fred had worked at th Club tor about a year. He we:e a lean, red-faced, 

cratty look~~, and Paul suspected him ot knocking down on the caah 
';J-,r ~ , 

register. So" often he failed to give out the.A cash tabs wh n he old a drink. 
I\ ~ f)~.----,.,:,,. .,.Z.c,c.....; 

There, he'd just missed Paul's again ••• "Say, • Biegler," Fred began, 'here 
A 

wa n' t ap:yone el e in the Club(!) at that hour, b sides Paul and Fr d, so Paul 

waa obliged to sip hi drink and listen once again to Fred's dr ary account ~ 

ot how h~ had na_rrowly e capod mllit~ervico,M;,.~ a/4:: ~~/4.,d 
.,t,,)'t::,.,•,r,ts;:tt,'#".,.,re-(1,..Ht. v>tlML ~~ ~ ~ ~ 

"I tells this lee l doc, see, that I'm apoleptic, see," P1·ed .,ent Oft"\ A ~ 
~ /J'Vrl,.,, ~ P "-'-k~ _,. ,; ~..,...;, 

Paul knewJthat Fred meant epileptic, and he reflected that it was curious and'· 
A . 

rather ad that Fred could be one of thos unfortunattEand couldn't y it, 
~ was 

and that ;\he, Paul, wasn't ara. and could say it. Paul/also a little afraid 

that someday Fred would get an attack right there behind the bar. 

"But it's gettin so bad that these draft board doctors is eve~lc, ~~. 

~ 
passing stiffs so lo.g's the body's still warm, 11 Fr d went on_,/\ He paused 

and blew "hah" at an empty Old Fashioned glass, then carefull, polished 

it, then hpld iP up t9_ the light~ like _scient.i,jtpeerin into a glass , 
Ht~,{., IV~~ ~~ ~ 

retort. A Then he again blew into tn"e glass, and started(tc> car~polia · 

it again ••• 

"What happened wh n you got to lil: ukee?" Paul a ked. H thought 
U,~~ 

might scream if Fred blew on that goddam glass just onoe 1tore. 
. " 

work d. It also aved Paul trom th harrowing details of Fred's epic 
a., u-v:+ 

train ride to filwaukee, on which Fred rnaie thirteen straight paase shooting 

''J,,!AJ: /.A.,/ "d · 'h ~ '., f aML ~A-U r;J, ~ ~ t~ . · 
crap. ~~ ~ , r;;,~~~./,.,.;,~~M4, 

"What happened h n I'm in ankee? ''ot .. Well, 1•f6 in this big 
/\ 

dWllp, ae -an old armory or something--and thece•s a long line of e draftees, 

see, all bare-a a naked, ee, all standing in this long line, going through 



our final medical, see. ell, I'm pret• near through the whole goddam 

line of docs, see, and they's all poked and jabbed and needled hell out 

of me, it see like tor hours. I'm so burned up by then, see, I don't 

even tell the bastarda,e apoleptic ••• Then I'm up to th last doc, see. 

It' I get by him, see, I'm one or Uncle's Sam's soldiers." Fred i:aused, 

" like a true story-teller, and again raised the Old Fashioned glass to his 

mouth. 

11 hat hap, enedl" Paul cried. His voice s~ounded shrill and panicky. 

He'd have to watcp ht~ drinks. 
~ ~v l"•W•·" 

"Oh, that,A ell,~ get• up to this last doc, s e, ·nd he does his 
~J~'t.ut, ~~~4:..¥~ 

stu!.t., see, 4Jllt4/1e's · going to pus me overb ard into Uncle Sam's army, 

see,"--Fred made an elaborately dainty ushing rr.nticn-"when, guess what 

happens?" _ 
r~/~ J ✓ 

11Ies?" Paul ~, ~ '° ~ (. 
" . 

"I gets a seizur an' I ups and throws one of my apoleptic fits. 

ight there in front of them, see. Yes-sir el I thro s a dandy right in 

front of where all them line of docs n see. 11 

~ 
Fred shrugged his thin 

shoulders and miled. 111that' s howJ come to be 4F." 

the Old Fashioned glassAalong side1t companions. 

" 

Fred carefully ~ fJ-,L~ 

"Say, that was a clo e have, Fred," Paul said. 

~ He had heard the story dozen times, and he knek was expec
t\ 

t ed to say som thing. "That's sure a good one. Yes, I guess all the body 

has to be is warn, lik you say." Paul shook the melted ice in his glass. 

"Say, how about fixing rr.e another one., Fred. I'm c rtainly glad they 

didn't take you. 't''IIVU. 
~~ /)WM, 



. ~ 
rl~~<-~~4~~ ,}.h 
~- ~_.-;,~~~~a~H" 

~br',-~4,. f\- ~~~~ . L :~ 
Fr ed looked craftily at Paul. Paul had a feeling that Fred w~k ~ 

~ ~ A 
to add som~ing to his story. The man glanced this way and that , like a 

oo-oonspirr.; t:i• wondered what ho was up coo • e couldo 1 t qe drunk, 
~ Af ~,t ~; ~ ~ ~, ~ ~ 

could he?~ He lowered his voice to a hoarse stage hisper. It even seemed 

to Paul that he leered. 

11 Say, Biegl r," he 

11 That do you mean?" 

ibilantly whispered, "how did you mnage to make it?" 
~~~ 

Paul said, knowing, t,"'i~r~ ~iaFilass until his 

" knuckles eho ,ed whit • he effronter y of th bastard . Paullonged to throw 

1i /:J.,J,,~k . the glass in the man ' s hatefuJ, leering face . 
17 1 · 

<(/-~ : ".hat d~ I nean'. You kn°" drum well hat I r,oan, (\ How come a big, 

healthy# ~oun.6 f lla like you ain ' t in the army? hm~ did you wrk it?" 

He ~~inely 1t Paul . 11You •re a right guyi Let ma t~l you ho 1 
A AJ~~~,~.-,.iz.~... .Q.lt.fia~~'J4.w~ . 

ork d I f r~cket., .,..(\ .;.;aybe it ' ll help you ••• { It w s this <iy, see . ~ ~ 
. ~~):a f\\ . 

l'thM. ~ as my uncle told rr.e all about this apol ptici.:1g. He as in the medical ,,_ 
•. d' ,.. ~~, a-k.

1
t-iz~l~~~'L.e•.,~· 

corpse in the fi... st war, an' he give me tho 1 w-do n, see./\ He taught me 

how t o do it , see, 

It was dead easy. 

going to be s ick . 

so you can ' t never tell it from the real Coy • .• 
Jw-- J ~ ;J-? 91 (! ~ 

Want me to s how yo~" For a mo ent qj".felt that he was 
T' A ~ cf.· , 

Then he fought to restrain himself ,<"Toe man was not only 

a miser able slacker and draf t - dodger, but be even bra$ged about it . Paul 
!,h,i_ u;,~~ N..--~~ ' 

r leased tho glass f r om hi s hand and carefully et it on the bar./\He spoke 

slowl y and car efully, cold with fury. ~ ,n,~n ~~ 
?~t,,,i,~~~~, 

"I lfaf'en •t worked anytl ing, 11 Paul heard himself saying. "I' ve received 

a araft defer ment f r om the local boar d because of the essent ial nature of 

my work. It ia all a public record . I didn ' t even ask for it--the Company 

got it for me . It ' s JnlY t mpor~r~and I ' m liable to be induct d into th 
04~~-- lf~ ~-

service any time./ 1Goodnight}'' -'~ ~ I, -~ ~ 1-,v..,. 



~ 
Paul's tace was burning as he~ down the Clug atainray. t the 

" street level he paused in the open door. He could hear the sound of J~ 
contiden1«dt

1 
#iaughtcr t'loating down the stainre / / • Should he go back 

and thrash the mi erable, lying bastard? Then he heard Fred's sibilant, 

whispering voice. 1'Go tell ~e . • rines, ister... Go tell it to the 

Uarine 1n 'fhen h heard the lau0 h~gain. 

" Paul ate ped outsid._, and let the heavy door breathe shut on its 

pneumatic sprinp• He tood staring at the si r on the door, breathing 
~~-W,, ~kw~• • /J A 

d eply (\. 11 ctippewa Club- rnbcrs Onl:·. 11 Paul turned nway. light snow ~ 

started to .f'all. 
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