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I J ri tten by: 
John Voelker 
ishpeming, Michigan 
I 

NORTHERN FANTASY 

by 
Robert Traver 

The praying maples and thin birches, silent a.~d frozen in 

the deepness of midwinter, reached beseeching naked arms up the 

wailing wall of the tall hill, fringing out to the width of the 

ski slide, and sober small boys and some drunken men clung to the 

limbs of the trees -- beax-hugging alcoholic wag shouting •so 

only God can make a tree, hey!' -- perhaps the better to latch 

the ski jump, though they could not see so well. 

Urgently lining each side of the ski slide were the crowds 

of spectators, their dragon breaths upon the frosty Februaxy air, 

and down belo across the wideness of the valley were the autos 

and the trucks, and silent horses quietly stomping and steaming 

under their blankets. And over all it was cold and clear, and the 

t~t • g itter feeble up :lihe <ie-e sn-ow. 

Far up the hill, rising above its steep and snowy crest, 

fluttered the flag from the ski tower, the scaffold, from which 

the clustered, waiting skiers looked like little men, like child

hood gnomes from out a Christmas book, standing so far up there 

against the cold blue Northern sky, quietly waiting for the signal 

to fline themselves on down along the steep and narrow way. 

Sta.~ding far up on the starting tower the bugler raised 

his bugle to his lips -- 11 Marble Eye" Couch, a little Cornish 

miner who had lost an eye in the War and had never done anything 
-about it -- and when this bugler raised his bugle he pouted and 

then he blew, and the last notes still raced and rang and echoed 

across the valley, even after he had taken his bugle down and re

placed it with a bottle, grinning, gurgling: 'Hi can pl 1 y 1 pon 

any hinstrument which 1 asn1 t a bloody reed!' 



Jooseppi raised his hand that he was ready, and far below, 

by the great jump, another more sober, far-seeing, and less color

ful bugler answered, blurted, 11Ready 111 and Jooseppi shuffled for- ' 

ward and dipped off and down, hurtling, rushing down, crouching 

low, cupping his ears from the tremendous and freezing speed, 

here now at once incredibly at and past the jump-off, seeming to 

straighten and to spring far out, leaning forward, looking lTin·u--..,,,....,. 

on his skis as he soared into the air, far out into the air, at 

last a man stole freedom from the earth, arms waving and circling 

like children's playful angels in the snow, still soaring out into 

the air, the skis now gradually, quickly won back to earth, now 

landing with clear and wooden slap far down the hill, into the 

bleating of the crowd, one foot forward, crouching low again and 

racing, crunch-whistling, far down and out across the valley, 

finally swirling to a circling, skirling stop before the practical, 

solemn small boys who liked to see their heroes near, closeup. 

In tire en-se row .l1 r:te Bonif"ace turned t her husoa.rni, 

her dark eyes deeply glowing. 11 0h, I am so glad we ca.me. It is 

so incredibly beautiful and graceful. It is poetry soaring before 

our eyes. 11 

Dr. Boniface laughed, a brief, high, nasal laugh. 11Yes, 

he is a good-looking fellow .••• I want a drink, it's cold. 11 

In the wintertime the mining town of Iron Cliffs became 

one of the coldest, stormiest areas in the entire country. Wild, 

demented, snarling blizzards would suddenly leap out of the north

west and swoop down the wide valleys, lashing the obedient earth 

for days on end. During these blizzards, with their silent, numb

ing blasts of cold, trains would be hours and sometimes days late; 

and despite the courageous bucking, the staccato barking and 
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charging of the huge tractor-plows, auto traffic would be virtual

ly at a standstill. 

One night during the third day of a terrific blizzard 

Jooseppi was skiing to work from the farm for the night shift at 

the mine, bending low into the biting, blinding wind and snow, the 

crunch and squeal of his skis lost in the shrieking storm. As he 

approached the turn-off into VanhaJ.-la1 s farm, one of his &kis 

struck something, an object nearly buried in the snow. Jooseppi 

knelt beside the reclining form of a man and, despite the wind, 

he could hear him muttering "Julie, Julie, Julie .... " 

Jooseppi raced the quarter mile into Vanhalla1 s fa.rm. Soon 

he and Vanhalla, seated in a low, two-runner sledge, lantern gut

tering, were plunging out to the road, Vanhalla, with guttural 

Finnish oaths, profanely whacking and pounding his hay-bloated, 

dung-coated mare on the rump with one of Jooseppi 1 s ski poles. 

Dr. David Boniface lay on a worn sheepskin blanket on the 

floor of Vanhalla1 s kitchen, quietly blowing bubbles. His frozen 

swollen lips were beefy and nearly bursting, like a lynched ne

gro•s. Jooseppi and Vanhalla were rapidly applying snow packs to 

his face and ears to draw out the frost. The good Vanhalla moon

shine which Jooseppi forced down the doctor's throat, crackled 

along his gullet like water on a frozen window. 

An old Finnish 1 woman was silently shuffling in and out of 

the next room, carrying pans of water from the stove. Jooseppi 

finally became aware of the lusty squalling of a baby and a sound 

of subdued moaning. He looked inquiringly at Vanhalla. Vanhalla 

jerked his thumb at the room. "011 woman just go and give 1 nudder 

baby. The doc he is too late, yes. Looks like he got stuck in 
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the snow, already, I guess so. 11 He laughed boisterously, overcome 

by the splendid logic of his induction. 

David Boniface opened his eyes and lay there, watchfully, 

silently listening to the sounds from the next room. Then, wetly 

mouthing and mumbling with his frozen lips, in a grotesque parody 

of human speech, he managed to say, 11 Sor I ol I man •••. Too damn mus 

snow •••• tried hard get here ..• • How they :-- how they doin' ? 11 

Vanhalla slowly grinned and winked at Jooseppi. 11 0h, ol' 

woman she being fine, already. Dat baby fine baby, too. 1Budder 

son for Vanhalla, ya ..•• You1 s the bucko what's not being so good, 

Doc. You1 s to freezing you self pretty bad, already." 

Dr. Boniface gulped and looked at Jooseppi. "Internet 

Give the patient •nother shot of that canned heat, Sir." As Joo

seppi bent down with the drink he went on. "An' thanks awfully, 

tall boy •••.. Saved my life •••. Loss would I ve paralyzed medical worl • 

.••• Bulletin: Boniface rallies to bull-chat at bedside of new 

mother." He closed his eyes, and then opened one eye, staring 

Jooseppi like a stricken pirate. 11 Damned if it isn't the handsome 

ski jumper .••• Julie mus• meet you •••• see you later." He again 

closed his eyes and resumed his peaceful blowing of bubbles. Out

side the blizzard howled and strained at the farmhouse, the stout 

logs creaking and sighing under the insane searching and prying, 

the obscene curiosity, of the wind. 

Jooseppi quietly gathered up his skis and poles and knap-

sack and went out into the storm. 

the floor of Vanhalla1 s kitchen. 

Dr. Boniface spent the night on 

During the night the storm had 

gradually subsided. The next mornin-g Dr. Boniface insisted on 

examining and treating Vanhalla1 s wife, leaning heavily on the 

roud and grinning Vanhalla. Then Vanhalla drove him, swathed and 

blndled, and both of them gently drunk, into the Iron Cliffs Hos

pital on a dung-sleigh. 
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• • • 
The smoky, eerie shafts of the Northern Lights wavered 

and raced, shifting and melting across the brilliant sky in great 

dripping organ pipes of silent melody, dancing and leaping far 

and away and beyond the cold gleaming loneliness of the hills 

behind the farm. 

Jooseppi sat hun~hed over the little radio, abstractedlY. 

listening to the lament of a broken-hearted cowboy in a distant . 

city, yearning and moaning for his boots and saddle. The creaking 

of the boots and saddle drowned out the sound of sleigh bells as 

a steaming horse drew up in front of the farmhouse, and a man and 

a woman got out of the cutter and walked up to the house. 

Jooseppi wheeled around and stood up as the door flew open 

and in walked a shouting David Boniface, followed by his wife, the 

woman Julie. 

"This, my little dove, is the handsome ski jumper who 

i.fe. Julie, this is Joose.P_Ri 111 

The summer night was warm and languorous. Jooseppi and 

his mother sat in the little farmhouse, his mother reading her 

bible and Jooseppi reading a Finnish newspaper, waiting for the 

sauna to heat up for his Saturday night bath. 

Jooseppi put down his paper and quietly walked out of the 

front door and sat on the steps of the tiny porch. The moonlight 

seeped through the tall pines in front of the house, and the 
-

needles of the trees were silver. The odors of the fields and 

from the farm hung very still in the moonlight, and Joo seppi got up 

and lay on the arm, needle-covered ground,stretching and ri ing 

hie long body, sighing like an animal. Then he lay still. Faint 
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snatches of accordion music drifted fro1n Vanhalla's farm. From 

time to time, from far away, sifted through the sounds of night, 

he half heard the rush of an automobile as it hurtled along the 

state highway and on and along through the night. 

As he lay there with his head cupped in his hands, Joo

seppi idly observed the headlights of an automobile threading 

through the stunted jack pines bordering the road into the farm. 

As the lights passed the turn-off into Vanhalla1 s farm, pursued 

by the hollow yapping of Vanha.lla' s dog, Jooseppi got up and slow

ly walked down the moon-drenched roadway. As the auto neared 

Jooseppi it stopped and a woman got out and came down the road to 

meet Jooseppi. It was Julie Boniface. 

Jooseppi took her hand. "Julie!" he ea.id. 

They walked down the road to the farmhouse. Julie spoke 

quickly in her low voice. 11Jooseppi, I have come to say good-bye. 

We are leaving Iron Cliffs tomorrow. In fact David has 

already ..•• he is in a sanitarium down in Minneapolis." 

"Sanitarium, Julie!" 

"It is his drinking •••• He had been missing for nearly a 

week -- we could not find him -- all his birth cases were neg

lected. It?.as awful ..•• I thought of asking you to help me -- but 

I did not want to drag you into it. Then the other day a drunken 

Finnish farmer from the Dead River district came staggering into 

the hospital and begged them to come and take I dat ., razy doctor' 

away •••. They found David sitting at a parlor organ in this far-

mer• s h-ouere sitting t-here "in his underwear, stnging cmd shout-

ing and terribly drunk .••• And so, Jooseppi, I have packed ou:r 

things and I am leaving tomorrow. But I could not go without 

seeing you -- without saying good-bye." 

- 6 -



• • • 
Jooseppi and Julie walked across the farm commons through 

the moonlight and slowly down the slope to the lake and up the 

wooden steps of the sauna to the door of the log bathhouse. Joo

seppi unlatched the door and stood aside as Julie went in. Joo

seppi entered and latched the door and fumbled in the darkness for 

the kerosene lamp, which finally glowed feebly through the steam 

and intense heat of the room. 

In its foggy twilight Julie looked about the square, win

dowless, log-walled room. Against one of the walls arose a series 

of wooden benches in three tiers. Near the opposite wall was a 

railed-off wooden crib filled with large field stones, resting on 

an iron plate, and through which ran the chimney from the crack

ling fire underneath the building. Next to this stood a pump and 

two barrels of ex, ld and hot water. On the wall hung dippers and 

pans and coarse brushes, and bunches of broom-shaped birch 

switches. 

Jooseppi handed Julie a man's bathing suit. 

this on. I'll go out and change and stoke the fire. You might 

take a chill. n 

Jooseppi returned, and the two of them sat in the blinding 

heat, silent as their bodies began to perspire. They sat there, 

lost in the steam. For a long time they sat there. 

Jooseppi said: "Julie, you are going 87lay. I cannot say 

good-bye to you - -- in words I cannot talk to you.• He took her 

two hands and led her to the door of the hot room. He threw open 

the door, and t_he-y: stood tbeze ~ the_moonllghLl.o.oking.. at the 

lake and at the night. 

The warm moonlit Northern night was wide and still. The 

high moon, passionately naked in its endless quest for a mate, 
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oathed the lonely earth in its soft light, transforming by its 

sensuous female glow the drear an\i prose of earth-bound things 

into pulsing, living poetry. 

Jooseppi and the woman Julie lay on the wooden pier, the 

man upon his belly, in brooding contemplation of the vast, mobile 

stream of moonglow flowing across the lake. Around them the 

night-sounds, the noises and small tickings of the little objects 

of the earth; the soaring spung of the night birds; the hot click 

of grasshoppers; the shrill, timeless rivalry of frogs and crick

ets; the gulping snore of the bullfrog - and over all a Whisper

ing stillness, the murmuring echo, of a million nights in time. 

A long while they lay there listening to the music not 

yet written, and then the woman Julie tried to speak and her voice 

came as a low sound in her throat as she reached for Jooseppi. And 

this Jooseppi stepped off the pier and swam quietly into the path • 

of the moon and the woman followed him, and then they disappeared 

into the deep shadows of the small, pine-clad island; and it grew 

still; nothing, then, but the yellow, baleful light of the moon - 1 

that ancient procuress - jealously dancing on · the disturbed 

waters of the lake -- dancing ami~ the gleef~l small shouts and 

night-noises of a throbbing and vic~orious earth. 
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The praying maples and thin birches, silent and frozen in 

the deepness of midwinter , reached beseeching naked arms up the 

wailing wall of the tall hill, fringing out ·to the width oft he 

ski slide, and sober small boys and some drunken men clung to the 

limbs of the trees -- bear-hugging alcoholic wag shouting •so 

only God can make a tree, heyt' -- perhaps the better to watch 

the ski jump, though they could not see so well. I 
Urgently lining each side of the ski slide were the crowds l 

of spectators, their dragon breathe upon the frosty February air, 

and down below across the wideness of the valley were the autos 

and the trucks, and silent horses quietly stomping and steaming 

sun was high, its frost-thin glitter feeble upon the deep snow. 

Far up the hill, rising above its steep· and snowy crest, 

fluttered the flag from the ski tower, the scaffold, from which 

the clustered, waiting skiers looked like little men, like child

ood gnomes from out a Christmas book, standing so far up there 

against the oo ld blue Northern sky, quietly waiting for the signal 

to fl:i.ng themselves on down along the steep and narrow way. 

Standing far up on the starting tower the bugler raised 

to his lips -- "Marble Eye 11 Couch, a little Cornish 

an eye in the War and had never done anything 

about it -- and when this bugler raised his bugle he pouted and 

then he blew, and the last notes still raced and rang and echoed 

the valley, even after he had taken his bugle down and re

laced it with a bottle, grinning, gurgling: 1 Hi can pl1 y 'pan 

any hinstrument wh:ch •asn•t a bloody reed!' 



Jooseppi raised his hand that he was ready, and far below, 

by the great jump, · another more sober, far-seeing, and less color- 1 

ful bugler answered, blurted, "Ready 111 and Jooseppi shuffled for

ward and dipped off and down, hurtling, rushing down, crouching 

low, cupping his ears from the tremendous and freezing speed, 

here now at once incredibly at and past the jump-off, seeming to 

straighten and to spring far out, leaning forward, looking lying 

on his skis as he soared · into . the air, far out into the air, at 

last a man stole freedom from the earth, arms waving and circling 
I 

like children's playful angels in the snow, still soaring out into 

the air, the skis now gradually, quickly won back to earth, now 

landing with clear and wooden slap far down the hill, into the 

bleating of the crowd, one foot forward, crouching low again and 

racing, crunch-whistling, far down and out across the valley, 

finally swirling to a ci re ling, skirling stop before the practical, 

In the dense crowd Julie Boniface turned to her husband, 

her dark eyes deeply glowing. 11 0h, I am so glad we came. It is 

so incredibly beautiful and graceful. It is poetry soaring before 

our eyes. 11 

Dr . Boniface laughed, a brief, high, nasal laugh. 11Yes, 

he is a good-looking fellow .••• I want a drink, it's cold. 11 

In the wintertime the min·ng town of Iron 

the coldest, storm est areas int country. 

demented, snarling blizzards would suddenly leap out of the north

west and swoop down the wide valleys, lashing the obedient earth 

for days on end. During these blizzards, with their silent, numb

ing blasts of cold, trains would be hours and sometimes days late; 

and despite the courageous bucking, the staccato barking and 
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charging of the huge tractor-plows, auto traffic would be vir

tually at a standstill . 

One night during the third day of a terrific blizzard 

Jooseppi was skiing to work from the farm for the night shift at 

the mine, bending low into the biting, blinding wind and snow, the 

crunch and squeal of his skis lost in the shrieking storm. As he 

approached the turn-off into Vanhalla*s farm, one of his skis 

struck something, an object nearly buried in the snow. Jooseppi 

knelt beside the reclining form of a man and, despite 1the wind, 

he could hear him muttering 11 Julie, Julie, Julie •• • • 11 

Jooseppi raced the quarter mile into Vanhalla1 s farm. Soon 

he and Vanhalla, seated in a low, two-runner sledge, lantern gut

tering, were plunging out to the road, Vanhalla, with guttural 

Finnish oaths , profanely whacking and pounding his hay-bloated, 

dung-coated mare on the rump with one of Jooseppi.1 s ski poles. 

Dr. David Boniface lay on a worn sh~epskin blanket on the 

floor of Vanhalla•s kitchen, quietly blowing bubbles. His frozen, 

swollen lips were beefy and nearly bursting , like a lynched negro 1 • 

Jooseppi and Vanhalla were rapidly applying snow packs to his face 1 

and ears to draw out the frost. The good Vanhalla moonshine which 

Jooeeppi forced down the doctor 1 s throat, crackled along his 

gullet like .water on a frozen window. 

An old Finnish woman was silently shuffling 

the ne 

finally became aware of the lusty squalling of a baby and a sound 

of subdued moaning. He looked inquiringly at Vanhalla. Vanhalla 

jerked his thumb at the room. • 01' woman just go and give •nudder 

baby~ The doc he is too late, yes . Looks like he got stuck in 
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the snow, already , I guess so . 11 He laughed boisterously , overcome I 

by the splendid logic of his induction. 

David Boniface opened his eyes and lay there , watchfully , 

silently listening to the sounds from the next room. Then, wetly 

mouthing and mumbling with his frozen li s , in a grotesque parody 

of human epeech, he m aged to sa: , 11 Sor• ol-1 man •••• Too damn ::ru.s 

snow ..•• tried hard get here .... How they -- -- how they doin1 ? 11 

Vanhalla slowly grinned and winked at Jooseppi. "Oh, 01 1 

woman she be:i. ng fine , already . Da t baby fine baby , too . .I udder 

son for Vanhalla , ya ...• You' s the bucko wh!3-t-1 s not being so good, 

Doc . You1 s to freezing you self pretty bad, already." 

Dr . oniface gulped and looked at Jooseppi . 11 Interne ! I 
Give the patient 1 nother shot of . that canned,heat , Sir . 11 As j 
Jooseppi bent down with the drink he wmt on. 11 An' thanks awfully , 

tall boy . ••• saved rey life .•.• Loss would've paralyzed medical wor1 1 

•..• Bulletin: niface rallies 

mother." He closed his eyes, d then opened one e e , staring at 

Joose pi like a stricken irate. "Damned if it 1sn1 t the handsome I 
ski ·um er . ..• Julie mus• meet you • . •. see you later. 11 He aguin· 

closed his eyes and resumed his peaceful blowing of bubbles. Out- . 

side the blizzard howled and strained at the farmhouse , the stout 

logs creaking and sighing under the insane searching and prying, 

the ~bscene curiosity , of the wind. 

Jooseppi quietl gathered up his skis and poles and kna -

sack and went out .rito the storm. Dr . Boni ace spe t t 

gradually sub ided. The next morning Dr . oniface insisted on 

examining and treating Vanhalla's wife , on the 

pr~ud and grinning Vanhalla. halla drove him, ~wathed 

rundled , and both of them gently drunk , into the Iron Cliffs Hos

pital on a dung-sleigh. 
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* * * 

The smoky , eerie shafts of the orthern Lights wavered 

and raced, shifting and melting across the brilliant ky in great 

dripping organ pipes of silent melody , dancing and lea ing far 

and away 1 8I}d_ be ond the cold north rn loneliness of the gle ing 
~~"r~ 
.saow•boaft& hifl b~hind the farm. 

Jooseppi sat hunched over the little radio , abstractedl 

listening to the lament of a broken-hearted cowboy in a distant 

city , yearning and moaning for his boots and saddle. The creaking 

of the boots and saddle drowned out the sound of sleigh bells as 

a steaming horse drew up in front of the farmhouse, and a man and 

a woman got o~t of the cutter and walked p to the house. 

J ooseppi wheeled around and stood up as the door flew open ! 

and in walked a shouting David oniface , followed by his wife , the I 
woman Julie . 

is the handsome ski 

ulie , this is Jooseppi !" 

2. 

The summer night was warm and languorous . Jooseppi and 

his mother sat in the little farmhouse , his mother reading her 

bible and Jooseppi reading a Finnish newspaper ,. aiting for the 

sauna to heat up for his Saturday night bath. 

Jooseppi put don his paper and quietly alked t of the 

door and 

seeped through the taJ.l pines in front 
I 

The odors of the fields and from~ 

and the 

needles of the trees were silver. 

the farm hung very still in the moonlight , and Jooseppi ~ot up and 

lay on the war~ , needle-covered ground, stretching and writhing 

his long od} , sighi~g like an animal . Then he lay still . Faint 
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snatches of accordion music drifted from Vanhalla1 s farm. From 

time to time , from far aw~y , sifted through the sounds of night , 

he half heard the rush of an automobile as it hurtled along ti£ 

state highway and on and along through the night . 

As he lay there with his head c~ped in his hands , J oo

seppi idl observed the headlights of an automobile threading 

through the stunted ·ack pines bordering the road into the farm. 

As the lights passed the turn-off into Vanhalla1 s farm , pursued 

by the hollow apping of Vanhalla• s dog , J ooseppi got up and slow- \ 

ly walked down the moon-drenched roadway . As the auto neared 

Jooseppi it stopped and a woman got out and came down the road to 

meet Jooscppi . I t was Julie Boniface. 

Jooseppi took her hand. 11 ulie 111 he said. 

They ,alked down the road to the farmhouse . Julie spoke 

quickl in her low voice . 11 Joose pi , I have come to sa good-b 

ron Cliffs tomorrow. d has 

already . . •• he is in a sanitarium down in inneapolis. 11 

11 Sani tarium , Julie ~,, 

11 t is his drinking • ... He had been missing for nearly a 

week -- we could not find him -- all his birth cases were neg

lected. It was awful • ••• I thought of asking ~ou to help e -- but 

I did not want to dra5 you into it . Then the other day a drunken 

Finnish farmer from the Dead River district ca.me staggering into 

the hospital and begged them to come and talce • dat t razy doctor.• 

away ••• ,. T ey found Dav d it in a a parlor organ in this far

there in bis 

dr k. . .. d s,,. , oosep i , 

things and I am leaving tomorrow. t] could not go without 

seeing you -- without sa;•ing goodbye . 11 
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Jooseppi and Julie walked across the farm commons through 

the moonlight and slowl down the slope to the lake and p the 

wooden steps of the sauna to the door of th~ log bathhouse. Joo- , 

se~ i unlatched the door and tood aside a Julie went in. Joo

seppi entered and latched the door and fumbled in the darkness for I 
the kerosene lamp , which finally glowed feebly through the steam I 
and intense heat of the room. 

In its foggy twilight Julie looked about the square , win

dowleas , log-walled room. Against one of the walls arose a series 

of wooden benches in three tiers. car the o ~osi te wall was I 
ra:led-off wooden crib filled with large field stones , resting on ' 

an iron plate , and through which ran the chimney from the crack-

ling fire underneath the building. ext to this stood a pump d 

two barrels of cold and hot water . On thew 11 hung di pers and 

i"-!-r~!9"~---c-.;,J Pans 

switches. 

Jooseppi handed Julie a man1 s b~thing suit . "Here, put 

this on. • 11 go out and change and stoke the fire . You might 

take a chill. " 

' Jooseppi returned , and the two of them sat in the blinding 

heat , silent as their bodies began to perspire. They sat there , 

lost in the steam. or a long time they sat there . 

Joose pi said: "J ulie , you are going a ay . I cannot say 

good:-cy e to you -- -- in ords I canno talk to you. He t k her 

two 

the door, und they tood there in the moonli ht looking at the 

lake and at the night. 

The warm moonlit orthern night as wide and still . The 

high moon , passionately naked in its endless quest for a mate , 
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bathed the l onely earth in its oft light , transforming by its 

sensuous female glow the drear and prose of earth-bound things 

into pulsing, living poetr·. 

Joose i and the woman Julie lay on the wooden pier , the 

man upon his belly , in brooding contemplation of the vast , m b le 

stream of moonglo flowing across the laKe . Around them the 

night-sounds , the noises and small tickings of the little objects 

of the earth; the soaring spung of the night birds ; the hot click 

of grasshoppers ; the shrill , ti~eless rivalry of frogs and crick

ets; the gulping snore of the bullfrog - and over all a whisper

ing stillness , the murmuring echo , of a million nights in time . 

A long while they lay there listening to the music not 

yet written , and then the woman Julie tried to speak and her voice 

came as a low sound in her throat as she reached for Jooseppi . And i 

this J ooseppi stepped off the pier and swam quietly into the path 

of the moon and the woman followed him , and then. they 

still; nothin , then, but th yello , baleful light cr! the moon 

that ancient procuress - ·ealoual dancing on the disturbed 

aters of the lake -- dancing amid the gleeful small shouts and 

night-noises of a throbbing and victorious earth. 
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