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Written by:
John D. Voekke
Ishpeming, MEC igan

OLIVER'S WAREHOUSE

by
Robert Traver

This is the story of an old building. For pany years it stood by the railroad
m—MM% MM &wma M
tracks in the—tewa—ef-bhlppewa, a&&?en—m;n;ng—bown-near Lake Superior in the Upper

Peninsula of Michigan. ‘R’wasﬁﬂt y my grandfather)l\llcholas Bleglerj' wheo-was—=—

A
“brewere o few! fter the Civil War. Following Grandpa's death it passed into the

%MMZ&,’, WW “/4(4// LV ﬂ\ﬂ /ﬂvfyng ﬂ'r ‘r-r?-’«?)

large hands of my father, QOliver Blegkiika saloonkeeper, Nowsdét is only a memory, as

o T Yt o ago

it was destroyed by flr" 1 ‘ I have never
?{'( [N
forgotter:;\gkzﬁ-'-s warehouse. ,,

Ollver's warehouse on Canada Street was one of those fated structures, which
abound in the small towns of America, in which no enterprise ever succeeded. There
was a "hant" on the place, and 1nsolvency and despair was the portion of any op-
timistic soul that sought to dispute it. All during my boyhood Oliver had been tryin
vainly to get a tenant in the place who could continue to pay his rent after th?&flrst
month. Oliver enjoyed the heady feeling of being a landlord. And it gave him an
opportunity to use the jealous knowledge of higher education he had gained in Mil-
waukee years before: his course in double-entry bookkeeping. Oliver kept an ela-
borate set of books; recording in monstrous spelling the minutest transactions in his
beautiful copperplate handwriting. "io Martin Hallgren--one seé%nd hand slay for
farm. ... vin®b. 75"

As I have said, the old two-story frame building had been built by my grandfather
Blgrfg:7;ear%§?;fﬂre as a storage place for his beer. Grandpa Biegler had lived but

a year or so after it was completed. He was thg first of a long procession of occu-

pants. The warehouse had a damp and moldy stong- 1leq basement with a stone floor.
Avuamwaula¢~v¢ Paal 3&&41 Ve A,

Th AgiiiﬁsgflooiA?udir'large work room in fronp; apd in the rear there was a series

of flimsily partitioned rooms, more like cages or coops. The front work room was

lighted by a rippling expanse of pigeon-stained windows covdring the entire front from
et

the ceiling to the floor and broken only by tallknarroh/double—doors in the middle.




_&%

%/w cwra s &WWM a/awm e et

173 4, ti-boneh, brrrec //M/ AL Doii O i
%M%wﬁm/ s ol A Bl Aeiesy i O
A(A/Vof.w»u/ ordo O /L/m\d/é/ »éf%my oY %M‘?M
| Y mmvad %Mna/ JWL%& s
W%mazm ﬁ;; Ko%v% wf{g ‘?zjwz ol o’ = /7
a,;wz Uheclint LhoinTiry ik A0 71:44,%74, >
Clndin 7% M/fyryﬂvw(lw PraZa "Z
vt O rrililinn Aric, % /aﬂi«., wae W
MWM«Z’ Lo JW Aicordl Airss
W/Mwﬁw'ﬁaé—mvd/w Ll ver, Merers Aenlsl
[z 598 Z»fnmz %M;-;%M/é»? L W«%/WZ‘,«//




wide double-doors in the rear
Lty vonddirslilomad ) Jooprs eohled
to d llver's horsebarn. ihe upstalrsdﬁo
425, - L

“Epe rest of the bulidlnggr—agd 9;

. prying tenants. This loft was a

by a partitioned great-wheelgd elevator which ran Whrough' the center of the building

L\ and was operated by hand with an endless rope.

This jealously guarded upstairs was packed to the rafters with a most curious
assortment of articles. There were piles of used lumber: planks and laths and pieces
of old flooring with the nails still in~them; old carpets and mattresses and bed-springs;
scores of cigar boxes of rusty nails and screws, old keys and washeRrs and broken locks,
each duly 1ab§lled by Oliver in blue crayon; old furniture and heaping barrels of dusty
dishes and pewter from the home of Oliver's dead parents; battered and bulging trunks

full of old clothlng and letters in faded handwriting; a packlng-case of my Uncle Karl's

’ photographlc equ’ément an‘ old 35’ p:ed and 'feather—bound (?e man Bible which weighed

almost as much as I dld. There were odds and ends from Grandpa's old brewery anda,w%(déW

0§,obsolete saloon fixtures: various tanks, meters and valves, coppeR wats and an old
pool table, a rack of tipless cues, beer pumps; miscellaneous tables and cha%égfw:gzgde-
liers... . P';,

From the cobwebbeqﬂrafters dangled a dozen or more large Alaskan kerosene lamps
which formerly adorned the brewery and saloon, and pails partly filled with hardened
paint left by a former tenant. There was a rusty weig%%lifting machine from the saloon--
Oliver could once ring its bell with one arm--and also a kerosene-lighted early slot
machine of picture views of "Paris at Night." My older brothers had long since pilfered
the pictures of the fine plump ladies. There was a row of old w@oden wall telephones
each a yard high, and a pile of tombstones, both left by former tenants. The list
was endless. There was even a dust—govered racing sulky with hard-prubber tires, a
memento of the days when QOliver used to race at thg County Fair, Over all of this silent,
museum lay a thick covéring of dust mingled with pigeon droppings. This was the building

for which Oliver ®ndlessly strove to find a paying tenant...




"This here place is centrally located," Oliver would say to some hapless pros-
pective tenant, as they prowled about the warehouse, roping themselves up and down

the elevator, poking about the damp basement. I usually hung in the background

to watch the familiar ritual. "An' !I's nice and close to the railroad tracks, too,"
Oliver would add. And indeed it was. If it were any closer to the railroad tracks
I was sure it would have been run over. The building shuddered to the foundations with
every passing ore train.

When he was trying to rent the place Oliver became as gentle and full of uile as

W dtm HL&L.A[ 0{/«,;«, Léve gveu M Mda [m —vf' e t,, t/“ W’M.{l Wm{& ﬂmt’ ﬁ'ﬂv 'gut,awu:/
an artful.woman. ,He would grow falsely pensive, drawing the pPalm of his big hand under

A

his chin, dubiously shaking his head, dmawing down his lower lip, blinking his ges.
I was held in a kind of a thrall. "But I sorta hate to let the place go again," he
would say. Chuckling. "You see--hah!--I got all my tools and woods paraphernalia
here." Serbous again, shaking his head. "No-o-e)I guess I can't..." This usually
made me brighten. It looked like the deal was off. Then there would be a sudden note
of firm resolution, a square and manly 1ift of the head. Oliver would look the pros-
pective tenant straight»in the eye. Enough of this childish indecision. "I'll tell
you what, man--I shouldn't do it, but I'll let you havwe it§ Hell, I'll mov%igé things
again--just to help you out, friend. Here--I got a little lease all drawn up." Softly.
"What do you say?" It seemed.almost a shame for a tenant to take advantage of Oliver.
Yet no gentleman could resist this generous sacrifice. I had become a point of honor.
"What do you say, man?t

At this juncture Oliver would produce a ninety-nine-year lease which he had pain-
fully typed out with one finger at his desk down at the saloon on an ancient machine

s w0 Wewina Corele o e, Do varia e Litdn sldilindB b 5 alkic. om T8 mand

whlch viiés the residuary legacv’ of a former tm of the warehouse. Thls? typewriter
stammered, gutomatically repeating each letter in an engaging lavendar ink. But Qliver
did not seem to mind. Perhpas he hoped the document would therebywhs)Soubly binding.
%You sign on that there line there," Oliver would say, professionally pointing at the

lease he had copled out of Maitland's "Ewery Man His Own Lawyer." Cliver had a deep

distrust of all attorneys——"%ioody connivers" he called them——andrrould pit his Maitland







aﬁ night‘I often indulged in dark speculations on the reasons why Oliver kept it...

When the desperate.tenants would finally abandon the warehouse, jumping the leasse,
leaving ninety-eight or more years of the term dangling in midair, they were usually
so deep in Oliver's debt, so eager to get hence from the'damp and malodorous building,
so filled with black despair, that they usually left all manner of their belongings
behind them--like dazed war refugees fleeing before an advancing enemy. By some un-
canny instinct Oliver had these wild flights timed to the day, often to the very hour.

As Oliver sensed that anotHer beautiful landlord and tenant relationship was
drawiné to a close, he would employ various diabolical shifts and ruses fo hasten the
evacuation. In this way more loot was apt to be left behind. One of his favorite
strategems, as the zero hour approached, was to dispatch some sad-eyed barfly from the
saloon up to the waréhduse to casually drop the word that Oliver had left that morning
to spend the day at camp. "But he belongs to be gettin' back now most anytire before
dark," he would add. This last bit of intelligence was vital to create confusion and
the need for haste. After planting trese sinister seeds the barfly would leave. His
departure would invariably be followed by a wild and hurried final exit from the
premises, the frantic.ténant‘usually trying to remove all of his possessions in one
groaning drayload on Cornishman Benny Gobb'gzg;;y.

In the meantime Cliver woild be waiting down at the saloon, pacing up and down,

Y:;yww:%aLvyvvzg, owd LaTlers s
,\pe ing out the alley door, getting periodic bulletins on the course of the retreat

from his boozy accomplice. Almost before the harried tenant had rounded the corner of
ot of The Takea of
Tilford's Drug Store on Main and Canada Streets, precariously hanging from'?enny Gobb's
dray, Oliver would descend on the place, invokkng some mysterious provision of his
lease, putting new secondhand locks on all the doors, and gleefully appropriasting every-
thing that had been left behind. I have always felt certain that Oliver enjoyed gathering
in this miscellaneous swag infinitely more than he ever did receiving higregular rent
payments. Oliver would stride about the littered and deserted place, poking into boxes,

peering in drawers and cubbyholes,hgruntlng and ahing over each new surprise. "ly,

my--a nice new cribbage board an' a deck of cards! An' poker chips! No wonder that there
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lazy bastard failed--settin' around on his fat prat all day playin' cards! _‘Aﬁ--—look;‘b
A

what we have here..." .

There was alﬁays this thrill of discovery, of unexpected treasure, like the time
Chippewa Lionument Works had left behind the ghastly row of tombstones. Oliver
gloated over them lile a ghoul. It was this same establishment that had forsaken
stuttering typewriter, along with boxes full of unused pads of gummed order blanks
tombstones, all in triplicate, firstbon white paper, then pale green, then pink.
through the lower grades in school I had been obliged to use the backs of tlrese

hateful order blanks in place of tablets. Oliver had put an ineeﬁtory value on each
pad and doled them out to me, six at a time, scrupulously crediting the transaction to
this ancient rent account in his double-entry books. Oliver was not going to be
hoisted on the petard of his own lease, despite the fact that the poor flown monument
men wereprobably long since sleeping under their last tombstone. There were still a

. s whiaw JWne
few of the pads left--but one afternoon g-%\theﬁ{éll b!i-ﬁkin seventh grade I had
'finally foresworn using them ever again.

It had come about this way: I was sitting at my desk in school. - It was a late
study period, aqd nearly time for school to let out. I had been drawing pictures on
one of thenpads, as.I often did. This time it was a picture of the South Camp. I
turned the pad over and examined the printing on‘the blanks as I had done scores of
times. Musing over the baank I idly fell to filling out one of the tombstone order
blanks to fit my schocl teacher, sweet, tired Miss Lindquist, of whom I was very fond.
I had subconsciously chosen her, simply because she was standing up there in front of
WMMM,W»M 5y, At -l Wi + o ramme R =

me. |\ & ped to pass the time and was mofe fun than Studying. 1 wa to my task,

/\filling in eaqh badank space. "NAME: 'Karen Lindquist'; DATE CF BEATH: 'October Znd';
DATE OF BIRTH: 'The Lord knows, being her childhood contémporary, but He won't tell';
TYPE OF MONUMENT: 'Consult my old man, the used-monument magnate of Chippewa'; SIZE

OF MONUMENT: 'One that will be sure to held the old girl aown‘; INSCRIPTION: 'Here

lies a maiden lass, She never had a ]!L— - =N




So much I had written, absorbed in my idle composition, oblivious that Miss Lind-
quist had silently padded around the room and stood behind me reading the glowing
specifiacations of her own tombstone over my shoulder. There was a strangled moan,
and I wheeled about to see Miss Lindguist, grown deathly pale, supporting herself
between two desks. She stared down at me with bright horrified eyes, as though 1
were a'reptile, é feeling about myéelf which I wuickly shared with her. She tottered
and seemed about to collapse.

"Oh, Miss Lindquist -- --" I began, rising and reaching out to assist her. I

wildly feared that the tombstone order might not be in vain. "Don't touch me!" Miss

Lindquist shrilled, shrinking away from me as from a leper. "You--you monstrous
youth... Oh, how could you do this to me... And--and such a sweet good m-mother, too..."
The stricken woman had finally found relief in tears. My misery was boundless. The
dismissal bell sounded in the corridor, and Wkiss Lindquist vaguely waved the bewildered
children out of the room. She still stood weeping by my desk.. I hung back, burning
with shame, and then hurried from.thé classroom. My pal, Fritz, was waiting for me
in the hall, his pale blue eyes round and staring with curiosity. "Hully gee, Polly,
what did you do?--goose her with your jack-knife?"

I fought a hysterical impulse to shout and whinny and leap and swear--and even
to go back in ﬁhe room and do gust what Fritz had feared I might have done. This was
the end--why hold back now...I thrust the fateful tombstone order at Fritz. Fritz's
eyes bulged as he read on. "Oh my gawd, Polly," he whispered, "she didn't read this!
Ch my gawd..." I nodded my head, pursing my lips tightly, seeking to control myself.
Little gusts and blurts of laughter constricted my bowels and welled up my throat and
beat agiinst my pressed lips. I feared I was going to get one of my mother's helpless
laughing spells, and this very fear seemed to add & sort of macabre comedy to the
situation.

Miss Lindquist slowly came out of her room, wearing her wraps and dabbing her red

eyes with a knotted wet handkerchief. Fritz silently fa®ed down theAFallway. —Shjjstood




in the dusky corridor, staring dully at me, sniffling, fighting back her tears. A
wisp of damp gray hair hung down her forehead. All the laughter drained from me in
an instant. Miss Lindquist looked so lost and forlorn that I wanted to throw my arms .
about her and cry with her. In a flash of perception I saw her as one of the brave
procession of unselfish women, the school teachers of the world; loveless, lonely,
misunderstood; sensitive, patient, intelligent; often blamed for faults which inhered
in a creaking educational system and not in them; constantly paying the price of
vspinstérhood, not despite but because of their very pride and superior endowments;
patiently guiding and developing the children of lesser women who happened to be more
adroit ‘after dark; lavishing on the ungrateful brats of these otlher women their starved
and thwarted éffections... 411 of these things swept over me in a wave of understanding.
I had never before in my life felt such symﬁathy and humility--and such abject shame...
"Oh Miss Lindquisté—";i heard myself speaking in a croaking voice that didn't sound
like my own-- "--from the bottom of my heart I am sorry for what I did... Please believe
me that it was entirely thoughtless--I--I didn't realize..." I stopped, the words
clogging in my throat. I knew what I wanted to say but I could not say it. .I im-
pulsively clutched at her hand and held it. "Next to my mother, Miss Lindquist--1I
think you're one of the finest ladies I ever knew. Honest cross my heart, Miss Lind-
quist{<." Then I turned and blindly ran out of the school, Fritz falling in beside me.
P did not stop running. We ran all the way downtown to Oliver's saloon. I wanted to

laugh and I wanted to cry. On the way to the saloon I pledged Fritz to black secrecy.

The nexm.daz\Miss {indquist acted as though nothing had ever happened. She even ﬁfuaﬂﬁ‘b

nodded and smiled brightly at me when she saw me come in the next morning with m%\ﬁew
Jumbo writing tablet.
3 * *
But back to Oliver's warehouse. There isn't much more to tell. The night my
father, looking ;:;Pewildered, quietly died in his big walnut bed, there was a wild

oy’
clanging of the town's fire bell. iéa‘force of habit my mother, Belle, hurried to the

back bedroom and looked out the window towards Camada Street. There was a great glow




of fire coming from where the warehouse stood. We could hear the muffled shouts of the
firemen, the noise of falling timbers. There was an amesome crash and a tremendous
hrnesthotlhe
shaft of flame soared into the air. Bhﬁhgreat wheel of the warehouse elevator had
plunged into the basement.
My mother looked at me. By the glow of the fire I could see tears in her eyes.

There seemed to be a quiet smile on her face. She was whispering. "It knew," she

was whispering. "It knew that all the color had gone out of its Bily, v 3 put my

arm about my mother, and we stood there together, watching the death of Oliver's

warehouse.
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OLIVER'S WAREHOUSE
by
Robert Traver

This is the story of an old building. For many years it stood by the
; railroad tracks in the iron-mining town of Chippewa, which lies in a broad
valley near Lake Superior in the Upper Peninsula of Michigan. This ancient
structure was built by my brewer grandfather, Nicholas Biegler, a few years
| after the Civil War. Following Grandpa's death it passed into the large hands
i of my father, Oliver‘Biegler. This tall, restless man was, among many other
; things, a saloonkeeper. Now the old building is only a memory, as it was
destroyed by fire about ten years ago. But I have never forgotten my father's
old warehouse...

QOliver's warehouse on Canada Street was bne of those fated structures,
which abound in the small towns of America, in which no enterprise ever
% succeeded., There was a "hant" on the place, and insolvency and despair was
the portion of any optimistic soul that sought to dispute it. All during my
boyhood Oliver had been trying vainly to get a tenant in the place who could
continue to pay his rent after the first month. Oliver enjoyed the heady
1 feeling of being a landlord. And it gave him an opportunity to use the
jealous knowledge of higher education he had gained in kilwaukee years before:
his course in double-entry bookkeeping. Oliver kept an elaborate set of books,

recording in monstrous spelling the minutest transactions in his beautiful

; copperplate handwriting. "To Martin Hallgren--one seccond hand slay for

: farm. ¢ i s Glath N

As I have said, the old two-story frame building had been built by my
grandfather Biegler many years ago as a storage place for his beer. Grandpa
Biegler had lived but a year or so after it was completed. He was the first
of a long procession of occupants. The warehouse had a damp and moldy stone-
walled basement with a stone floor. The first floor rose several feet above
the street level. There was a large work room in front, and in the rear there

I was a series of flimsily partitioned rooms, more like cages or coops. The




i:front work room was lighted by a rippling expanse of pigeon-stained windows
E;covering the entire front from the ceiling to the floor and broken only by tall
?‘and narrow double=doors in the middle. There was an unused sliding side door
é;in the alleyway through which once had rolled an ocean of Grandpa's beer. The
é%wide double doors in the rear opened onto a ramp leading into the barnyard be-
gtyond which stood Oliver's horsebarn.

| But the most dramatic part of the warehouse was the upstairs loft, a place
?'of creaking pine rafters and fluttering pigeons, which could be reached only by‘
Eta great-wheeled elevator, which ran through the center of the building and was
fgoperated by hand with an endless rope. Iy father was not usually given to
;£understatement, but I once heard him refer to this fantastic labyrinth of junk
;;as "jest my store room where I put a few odds and ends." Oliver newver rented
%ithis loft with the rest of the building, but kept it fanatically barred and
é{locked against prying tenants.

| This jealously guarded upstairs was packed to the rafters with a most

i :
ggcurious assortment of articles. There were piles of used lumber: planks and
§§1aths and pieces of old flooring with the nails still in them; old carpets and

fmattresses and bed-springs; scores of cigar boxes of rusty nails and screws,

i

| old keys and washers and broken locks, each duly labelled by Oliwer in blue

;5crayon; old furniture and heaping barrels of dusty dishes and stained pewter
| |
;from the home of Oliver's dead parents; battered and bulging trunks full of old
;clothing and letters in faded handwriting; a packing-case of my Uncle Karl's
éphotographic equipment; the bust of a smiling Negro jauntily smoking a cigar;
;an old clamped and leather-bound German Bible which weighed almost as much as
:I did. There were odds and ends from Grandpa's old brewery and a wealth of
&obsolete saloon fixtures: various tanks, meters and valves, copper vats and
| an old pool table, a rack of tipless cues, beer pumps, miscellaneous tables and i
?chairs, foaming brass chandeliers... |
From the cobwebbed rafters dangled a dozen or more large Alaskan kerosene
Zlamps which formerly adorned the brewery and saloon, and pails partly filled
Zwith hardened paint left by a former tenant. There was a rusty weight-lifting

;machine from the saloon--Oliver could once ring its bell with one arm--and also

;a kerosene-lighted early slot machine of picture views of "Paris at Night."




My older brothers had long since pilfered the pictures of the fine plump ladies;
There was a row of old wooden wall telephones each a yard high, and a pile of
tombstones, both left by former tenants. The list was endless. There was

even a dust-covered racing sulky with hard-rubber tires, a memento of the days |
when QOliver used to race at the County Fair. Over all of this silent, museum
lay a thick covering of dust mingled with pigeon droppings. This was the

building for which QOliver endlessly strove to find a paying tenant...

"This here place is centrally located," Oliver would say to some hapless

prospective tenant, as they prowled about the warehouse, roping themselves up
and down the elevator, poking about the beery damp basement. I usually hung
in the background to watch the familiar ritual. "An' it's nice and close to
the railroad tracks, too," Oliver would add. And indeed it was. If it were
any closer to the railroad tracks I was sure it would have been run over. The
building shuddered to the foundations with every passing ore train.

When he was trying to rent the place (Oliver became as gentle and full of
guile as an artful womsn. At these times it often came over me what a loss
it was to the world of drama that my father turned to the saloon. ‘He would
grow falsely pensive, drawing the palm of his big hand under his chin, dub-
iously shaking his head, drawing down his lower lip, blinking his eyes. 1
was held in a kind of a thrall. "But I sorta hate to let the place go again,"
he would say. Chuckling. "You see-hah!--I got all my tools and woods para-
phernalia here." Serious again, shaking his head.: "No-o-o, I guess I can't.."
This usually made me brighten. It looked like the deal was off. Then there
would be a sudden note of firm pesclution, a square and manly 1lift of the head.
Qliver would look the prospective tenant straight in the eye. Enough of this
childish indecision. "I'll tell you what, man--I shouldn't do it, but I'll let
you-have itl . Hell, I'll move all my things again--just to help you out,
friend. Here--I got a little lease all drawn up." Softly. "What do you say?"
It seemed almost a shame for a tenant to take advantage of Oliver. Yet no
gentleman could resist this generous sacrifice. It:-had become a point of honor,

UWhat do you say, man?"




At this juncture Oliver would produce a ninety-nine-year lease which he
had painfully typed out with one finger at his desk down at the saloon on an
ancient machine which was the residuary legacy of a former tenant of the ware-
house. *he thing ran in a viecious circle, you see, QOliver using the loot from ;
old tenants to gather in the new. This typewriter stammered, asutomatically

repeating each letter in an engaging lavendar ink. But Oliver did not seem to

ainds. Perhaps he hoped the document would thereby become doubly binding.
"You sign on that there line there,” Oliver would saj rofessionally pointing
’ Js Y. P g |

at the lease he had copied out of Maitland's "Every Man His Own Lawyer."

Qliver had a deep distrust of all attorneys--"bloody connivers' he called them-
and he would pit his Maitland against the Supreme Court itself, any day in the

week. I once estimated that if all of the ninety-nine-year leases which had

been put on the place were laid end for end that the millenium could not be

far behind. It was a ghastly thought...

I would wait in guiet awe, watching the master at work. The helpless §

prospect would stand staring down at Oliver's lavendar lease. I held my breatﬁ,
i

whispering over and over to myself, "Don't sign, don't sign,.you poor fool... |
Don't you know youfll go broke... The place is bewitched... It'll mean we got
to move all this bloody junk around again-- -- Oh, there, he's signing it...

Oh Lord, there goes another one..." Oliver would triumphantly fold the lease
and put it away and shake hands with his new tenant. "I'm tellin' you--you're
gettin' a real bargain, mister. Nice an' close to the tracks an' ever'thin.."
It seemed to me that it was unfair, it was no match, that somehow a black form
of hypnosis entered in these transactions. This ceremony of the ninety-nine-
year lease was virtually a semi-annual affair.

The old warehouse mutely bore the evidences of the host of tenants who
had briefly roosted there, Wistfully hopeful plumbers, blacksmiths, fuel
dealers, feed merchants, horse traders--once even a local telephone company
and a travelling evangelist had paused there. Their number was legion. The
place still stank from the rotten apples abandoned by a disconsolate fruit
merchant who had finally fled Chippewa with his pretty blbnde bookkeeper.

Since he was a married man with a large brood of children, the authorities




had been obliged to bring him back. Oliver appeared as a witness down at
Circuit Court and joyously testified against the unhappy man., In later years
I wondered if the blonde bookkeeper might not have had something to do with
it., Oliver was ever a solicitous landlord... The walls of the warehouse were
bedizened with great gobs of paint left by a partmership of bankrupt decoratorsi
In their flight they had also left a farewell sign painted on the wall inviting
their landlord to go to hell. ."Q, Biegler can go plumb to Helll" greeted i
Oliver in large block letters. Oliver, in a wild rage, had in turn painted i
this over in a mottled robin's egg blue. The upstairs floor groaned with the
ﬁeight of the brownstone tombstones left by a defunct monument company. One
of these drab red stones, a little marker with a child's head carved on it,
read simply "Paul." That was my name. In bed at night I often indulged in
dark speculations on the reasons why Oliver kept it...

When the desperate tenants would finally abandon the warehouse, Jjumping
the lease, leaving ninety-eight or more years of the term dangling in midair,
they were usually so deep in Oliver's debt, so eager to get hence from the
damp and malodorous building, so filled with black despair, that they usually
left all manner of their belongings behind them--like dazed war refugees fiee~
ing before an advancing enemy. By some uncanny instinct Oliver had these wild
flights timed to the day, often to the very hour.

As Oliver sensed that another beautiful landlord and tenant relationship |
was drawing to a close, he would employ wvarious diabolical shifts and ruses to
hasten the evacuation. In this way more loot was apt to be left behind. One

of his favorite strategems, as the zero hour approached, was to dispatch some

sad-eyed barfly from the saloon up to the warehouse to casually drop the word

that Oliver had left that morning to spend the day at camp. "But he belongs
to be getbiﬁ back now most anytime before dark," he would add, This last bit

of intelligence was vital to create confusion and the need for haste. After
planting these sinister seeds the barfly would leave, His departure would |
!

invariably be followed by a wild and hurried final exit from the premises, the

!

frantic tenant usually trying to remove all of his possessions in one groaning |

drayload on Cornishman Benny Gobb's one-horse dray.
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I"vision of his lease, putting new secondhand locks on all the doors, and glee-

| more than he ever did receiving his regular rent payments. Oliver would stride

| that there lazy bastard failed--settin' around on his fat prat all day playin'
Il cards! See all them empty whiskey bottles! Jest a Goddam soak! Ah--lookit

i what we have here..."

% the time the Chippewa Monument Works had left behind the ghastly row of tomb-
f stones. Oliver had gloated over them like a ghoul. It was this same es-

; tablishment that had forsakeﬂ'the stuttering typewriter, along with boxes full
| of unused pads of gummed order blanks for tombstones, all in triplicate, first
| on white paper, then pale green, then pink. All through the lower grades in

{ school I had been obliged to use the backs of these hateful order blanks in

| place of tablets. Oliver had put an inventory value on each pad and doled

i them out to me, six at a time, scrupulously crediting the transaction to this

| ancient rent account in his double-entry books.  Qliver was not going to be

| There were still a few of the pads 1eft--but one afternoon in the Fall when X

| was in seventh grade I had finally foresworn using them ever again.

| periodic bulletins on the course of the retreat from his boozy accomplice.

| on Main and Canada Streets, precariously hanging from one of the stakes of Benny

'fully appropriating everything that had been left behind. I have always felt

In the meantime Oliver would be waiting down at the saloon, pacing up and

down, tossing down a whiskey and bitters, peering out the alley door, getting

Almost before the harried tenant had rounded the corner of Tilford's Drug Store

Gobb's dray, Oliver would descend on the place, invoking some mysterious pro-

certain that Oliver enjoyed gathering in this miscellaneous swag infinitely

about the littered and deserted place, poking into boxes, peering in drawers

and cubbyholes, cooing and grunting and ahing over each new surprise. "My,

my--a nice new cribbage board an' a deck of cards! An' poker chips! MNo wonder

There was always this thrill of discovery, of “unexpected-treasure, liike

hoisted on the petard of his own lease, despite the fact that the poor flown

| monument men were probably long since sleeping under their last tombstone.

It had come about this way: 1 was sitting at my desk in school. It was

a late study period, and nearly time for school to let out. I had been drawing




pictures on one of the tombstone pads, as I often did. This time it was a
picture of the South Camp. I turned the pad over and examined the printing
on the blanks as 9 had done scores of times. MNusing over the blank I idly
fell to filling out one of the tombstone order blanks to fit my school teacher,
sweet, tired Miss Lindguist, of whom I was very fond. I had subconsciously
chosen her, simply becaus€ she was standing up there in front of me. And there
was an ethereal, other-world quality about the poor woman... Anyway, it helped
to pass the time and was more fun than studying. I warmed to my task, care-
fully filling in each blank space. "NAME: 'Karen Lindguist'; DATE OF DEATH:
'October 2nd'; DATE OF BIRTH: 'The Lord knows, being her childhood contemporary
but He won't tell'; TYPE QF MONUMENT: 'Consult my old man, the used-moﬁument
5 magnate of Chippewa'; SIZE OF MONUMENT: 'One that will be sure to hold the old
girl down'; INSCRIPTION: 'Here lies a maiden lass, She never had a -~ - =="
So much I had written, absorbed in my idle composition, oblivious that
} Viss Lindquist had silently padded around the room and stood behind me reading
E the glowing specifications of her own tombstone over my shoulder. There was a
strangled-moan, and I wheeled about to see Miss Lindguist; grown deathly -pale;
| supporting herself between two desks. She stared down at me with bright
C horrified eyes, as though I were a reptile, a feecling about mysélf which I
E quickly shared with her. She tottered and seemed about to collapse.
"Oh, Miss Lindquist-- --" I begam, rising and reaching out to assist her.
1 wildly feared that the tombstone order might not be in vain. "Don't touch
me!" Miss Lindguist shrilled, shrinking away from me as from a leper. "You-~
you monstrous youth... Ch, how could you do this to me,.. And--and such a
sweet good m-mother, too..." The stricken woman had finally found relief in
| tears. My misery was boundless. The dismissal bell sounded in the corridor,
and'Miss Lindquist vaguely waved the bewildered children out of the room.
1 st111 stood weeping by my desk. I hung back, burning with shame, and then
hurried from the classroom., My pal, Fritz, wgs waiting for me in the hall, hi
pale blue eyes round and staring with curiosity. "Hully gee, Polly, what did

you do?--goose her with your jack-knife?"
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I fought a hysterical impulse to shout and whinny and leap and swear--and E
even to go back in the room and do just what Fritz had feared I might have

done. This was the end--why hold back now... I thrust the fateful tombstone

order at Fritz. Fritz's eyes bulged as he read on. "Oh my gawd, Polly," he

| whispered, "she didn't read this! Oh my gawd..." T nodded my head, pursing

_ my lips tightly, seeking to control myself. Little gusts and blurts of

laughter constricted my bowels and welled up my throat and beat agdifist my
pressed lips. 1 feared I was going to get one of -my pother's helpless laughin!
spells, and this very fear seemed to add a sort of macabre comedy to the

situation.

Miss Lindquist slowly came out of her room, wearing her wraps and dabbing |
% her red eyes with a knotted wet handkerchief. Fritz silently faded down the
deserted hallway. My teacher stood in the dusky ¢orridor, staring dully at

; me, eniffling, fighting back her tears. A wisp of damp gray hair hung down her

f forehead. All the laughter drained from me in.an instant, Miss Lindguist

| 1ooked so lost and forlorn that I wanted to throw my arms about her and cry

' -with her. -In a flash of percepbion I saw her-as-one of the brave procession

of unselfish women, the school teachers of the world; loveless, lonely, mis- i
|
understood; sensitive, patient, intelligent; often blamed for faults which in- i

| hered in a creaking educational system and not in them; constantly paying the 51

| price of spinsterhood, not despite but because of their very pride and superior|

endowments; patiently guiding and developing the children of lesser women who ;

i happened to be more adroit after dark; 1avishing 'on the ungrateful brats of the;e
other women their starved and thwarted affections... A1l of these things swept |
over me in a wave of understanding. I had never before in my life felt such
sympathy and humility--and such abject shame...

"Oh Miss Lindguist—='--I heard myself speaking in & croaking voice that
didn't sound like my own-- "-—-from the bottom of my heart I am sorry for what
T'did... Please believe me that it was entirely thoughtless--I--1 didn't
realize..." I stopped, the words clogging in my throat. I knew what I wanted |
to say but I could not say it, I impulsively clutched at her hand and held it{

"Next to my mother, Miss Lindquist--I think you're one of the finest ladies I




ever knew. Honest cross my heart, liss Lindquist..." Then I turned and
blindly ran out of the school, Fritz falling in beside me. I did not stop
running. We ran all the way downtomn to Oliver's saloon. I wanted to laugh
and I wanted to cry. On the way to the saloon I pledged Fritz to black
secrecy. The next morning liiss Lindquist acted as though nothing had ever
happened. She even nodded and smiled brightly at me when she saw me come in
the next morning with my brand new Jumbo writing tablet.

But back to Oliver's warehouse. There isn't much more to tell. The

night my father, looking so bewildered, quietly died in his big walnut bed,

there was a wild clanging of the town' kbell. From force of habit my mother,

Belle, hurried to the back bedroom and looked out the window towards Canada
Strest. There was a great glow of fire coming from where the warehouse stood.é
We could hear the muffled shouts of the firemen, the noise of falling timbers.%
There was an awesome crash and a tremendous shaft of flame soared into the
air. I knew that the great wheel of the warehouse elevator had plunged into
the basement.

My mother looked at me. By the glow of the fire 1 could see tears in
her eyes. There seemed to be a quiet smile on her face. She was whispering.
"It knew," she was whispering. "It knew that all the color had gone out of
its life..." I put my arm about my mother, and we stood there together,

watching the death of Oliver's warehouses
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OLIVER'S WAREHOUSE
by
Robert Traver

; This is the story of an old building. For many years it stood by the
: railroad tracks in the iron-mining town of Chippewa, which lies in a broad
i valley near Lake Superior in the Upper Peninsula of Michigan. This ancient
; structure was built by my brewer grandfather, Nicholas Biegler, a few years
f after the Civil War. Following Grandpa's death it passed into the large hands
? of my father, Oliver Biegler, This tall, restless man was, amohg many other
? things, a saloonkeeper. MNow the old building is only a memory, as it was
i destroyed by fire about ten years ago. But I have never forgotten my father's
j old warehouse...

QOliver's warehouse on Canada Street was one of those fated structures,
E?which abound in the small towns of America, in which no enterprise ever
{| succeeded. There was a "hant" on the place, and insolvency and despair was
zéthe portion of any optimistic soul that sought to dispute it, All during my
giboyhood Oliver had been trying vainly to get a tenant in the place who could
?%continue to pay his rent after the first month. Oliver enjoyed the heady
s;feeling of being a landlord. And it gave him an opportunity to use the
Eijealous knowledge of higher education he had gained in Milwaukee years before:
E;his course in double-entry bookkeeping. Oliver kept an elaborate set of books,
:;recording in monstrous spelling the minutest transactions in his beautiful
;icopperplate handwriting. "To Martin Hallgren--one seccond hand slay for
IV RN Ty (A

As I have said, the old two-story frame building had been built by my
‘égrandfather Biegler many years ago as a storage place for his beer. Grandpa
;EBiegler had lived but a year or so after it was completed. He was the first
ééof a long procession of occupants. The warehouse had a damp and moldy stone-

ilwalled basement with a stone floor. The first floor rose several feet above

fthe street level. There was a large work room in front, and in the rear there

§was a series of flimsily partitioned rooms, more like cages or coops. The




2 front work room was lighted by a rippling expanse of pigeon-stained windows

j covering the entire front from the ceiling to the floor and broken only by tall
E and narrow double-doors in the middle, There was an unused sliding side door

i in the alleyway through which once had rolled an ocean of Grandpa's beer. The

éwide double doors in the rear opened onto a ramp leading into the barnyard be-

i yond which stood Oliver's horsebarn.

But the most dramatic part of the warehouse was the upstairs loft, a place

;éof creaking pine rafters and fluttering pigeons, which could be reached only by
éia great-wheeled elevator, which ran through the center of the building and was
goperated by hand with an endless rope. My father was not usually given to
gunderatatemsnt, but I once heard him refer to this fantastic labyrinth of junk
gas "jest my store room where I put a few odds and ends." OQOliver never rented
| this loft with the rest of the building, but kept it fanatically barred and
;locked against prying tenants.

This jealously guarded upstairs was packed to the rafters with a most
;%curious agsortment of articles. There were piles of used lumber: planks and
Slaths and pieces of old flooring with the nails still in them; old carpets and

?mattresses and bed-springs; scores of cigar boxes of rusty nails and screws,

;;old keys and washers and broken locks, each duly labelled by Oliver in blue
I
V;crayon; old furniture and heaping barrels of dusty dishes and stained pewter
i

Egfrom the home of Oliver's dead parents; battered and bulging trumks full of old

igclothing and letters in faded handwriting; a packing-case of my Uncle Karl's

gphotographic equipment; the bust of a smiling Negro jauntily smoking a cigar;
i

an old clamped and leather-bound German Bible which weighed almost as much as

|
{
1
I
i
I

’I did. There were odds and ends from Grandpa's old brewery and a wealth of
;iobsolete saloon fixtures: various tanks, meters and valves, copper vats and
%an old pool table, a rack of tipless cues, beer pumps, miscellaneous tables and
;;chairs, foaming brass chandeliers...

| From the cobwebbed rafters dangled a dozen or more large Alaskan kerosene
‘lamps which formerly adorned the brewery and saloon, and pails partly filled
nw1th hardened paint left by a former tenant. There was a rusty weight-lifting
f

»machine from the saloon--0Oliver could once ring its bell with one arm--and also

t
| a kerosene-lighted early slot machine of picture views of "Paris at Night."
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My older brothers had long since pilfered the pictures of the fine plump ladies
There was a row of old wooden wall telephones each a yard high, and a pile of
tombstones, both left by former tenants. The list was endless. There was

even a dust-covered racing sulky with hard-rubber tires, a memento of the days

when Oliver used to race at the County Fair., Over all of this silentcfiLseum

lay a thick covering of dust mingled with pigeon droppings. This was the
building for which Oliver endlessly strove to find a paying tenant...

"This here place is centrally located," Oliver would say to some hapless
prospective tenant, as they prowled about the warehouse, roping themselves up
and down the elevator, poking about the beery damp basement. I usually hung
in the background to watch the familiar ritual. "An' it's nice and close to
the railroad tracks, too," Oliver would add. And indeed it was. If it were
any closer to the railroad tracks 1 was sure it would have been run over. The
building shuddered to the foundations with every passing ore train.

When he was trying to rent the place Oliver became as gentle and full of
guile as an artful woman, At these times it often came over me what a loss
it was to the world of drama that my father turned to the saloon, He would
grow falsely pensive, drawing the palm of his big hand under his chin, dub-
iously shaking his head, drawing down his lower lip, blinking his eyes. 1
was held in a kind of a thrall. "But I sorta hate to let the place go again,"
he would say. Chuckling. "You see-hah!--1 got all my tools and woods para-
phernalia here." S8erious again, shaking his head. "No-o-o, 1 guess I can't.."
This usually made me brighten, It looked like the deal was off. Then there
would be a sudden note of firm pesolution, a square and manly 1ift of the head.
Oliver would look the prospective tenant straight in the eye. Bnough of this
childish indecision. ™I'll tell you what, man--I1 shouldn't do it, but I'll let
you have it! Hell, I'll move all my things again--just to help you out,
friend. Here--I got a little lease all drawn up." Softly. "What do you say?"
It seemed almost a shame for a tenant to take advantage of Oliver. Yet no
gehtleman could resist this generous sacrifice. It had become a point of honox

"What do you say, man?"




At this juncture Oliver would produce a ninety-nine-year lease which he

; had painfully typed out with one finger at his desk down at the saloon on an

i ancient machine which was the residuary legacy of a former tenant of the ware-
; house. ‘he thing ran in a vicious circle, you see, Oliver using the loot from
; old tenants to gather in the new. This typewriter stammered, automatically

| repeating each letter in an engaging lavendar ink. But Oliver did not seem to
| mind. Perhaps he hoped the document would thereby become doubly binding.

"You sign on that there line there," Oliver would say, professionally pointing
| at the lease he had copied out of Maitland's "Every lan His Own Lawyer."

3 Oliver had a deep distrust of all attorneys--"bloody connivers" he called them-

| and he would pit his Maitland against the Supreme Court itself, any day in the

i week. I once estimated that if all of the ninety-nine-year leases which had

é been put on the place were laid end for end that the millenium could not be
| far behind. It was a ghastly thought...

| I would wait in quiet awe, watching the master at work, The helpless

; prospect would stand staring down at Oliver's lavendar lease. I held my breath
| whispering over and over to myself, "Don't sign, don't sign, you poor fool...

| Don't you know you'll go broke... The place is bewitched... It'll mean we got

to move all this bloody junk around again-- -- Oh, there, he's signing it...

| Oh Lord, there goes another one,.." Oliver would triumphantly fold the lease

and put it away and shake hands with his new tenant. "I'm tellin' you--you're
gettin' a real bargain, mister, Nice an' close to the tracks an' ever'thin.."
It seemed to me that it was unfair, it was no match, that somehow a black form
of hypnosis entered in these transactions. This ceremony of the ninety-nine-

year lease was virtually a semi-annual affair.

The old warehouse mutely bore the: evidences of the host of tenants who
had briefly roosted there. Wistfully hopeful plumbers, blacksmiths, fuel
dealers, feed merchants, horse traders--once even a local telephone company
and a travelling evangelist had paused there, Their number was legion. The
place still stank from the rotten apples abandoned by a disconsolate fruit
merchant who had finally fled Chippewa with his pretty blonde bookkeeper.

Since he was a married man with a large brood of children, the authorities




had been obliged to bring him back. Oliver appeared as a witness down at
Circuit Court and joyously testified against the unhappy man., In later years
I wondered if the blonde bookkeeper might not have had something to do with

it. OQOliver was ever a solicitous landlord... The walls of the warehouse were

bedizened with great gobs of paint left by a partnerahip'of bankrupt decorators.

In their flight they had also left a farewell sign painted on the wall inviting
their landlord to go to hell. "0, Biegler can go plumb to Hell!" greeted
Oliver in large block letters. Oliver, in a wild rage, had in turn painted
this over in a mottled robin's egg blue. The upatairs floor groaned with the
weight of the brownstone tombstones left by a defunct monument company. One
of these drab red stones, a little marker with a child's head carved on it,
read simply "Paul."™ That was my name. In bed at night I often indulged in
dark speculations on the reasons why Cliver kept it...

When the desperate tenants would finally abandon the warehouse, jumping
the lease, leaving ninety—eighﬁ or more years of the term dangling in midair,
they were usually so deep in Qliver's debt, so eager to get hence from the
damp and malodorous building, so filled with black despair, that they usually
left all manner of their belongings behind them--like dagzed war refugees flee-
ing before an advancing enemy. By some uncanny instinct Oliver had these wild
flights timed to the day, often to the very hour.

As Cliver sensed that another beautiful landlord and tenant relationship
was drawing to a close, he would employ various diabolical shifts and ruses to
hasten the evacuation. In this way more loot was apt to be left behind., COne
of his favorite strategems, as the zero hour approached, was to dispatch some
sad-eyed barfly from the saloon up to the warehouse to casually drop the word
that Oliver had left that morning to spend the day at camp. "But he belongs
to be getti& back now most anytime before dark," he would add. This last bit
of intelligence was vital to create confusion and the need for haste. After
planting these sinister seeds the barfly would leave. His departure would
invariably be followed by a wild and hurried final exit from the premises, the
frantic tenant usually trying to remove all of his possessions in one groaning

drayload on Cornishman Benny Gobb's ons-horse dray.
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é%dcwn, tossing down a whiskey and bitters, peering out the alley door, getting

In the meantime Oliver would be waiting down at the saloon, pacing up and

iperiodic bulletins on the course of the retreat from his boozy accomplice.

%iAlmost before the harried tenant had rounded the corner of Tilford's Drug Store

f
' on Main and Canada Streets, precariously hanging from one of the stakes of Benny

i
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;Gobb's dray, Oliver would descend on the place, invoking some mysterious pro-
zvision of his lease, putting new secondhand locks on all the doors, and glee-

| fully appropriating everything that had been left behind. I have always felt

%certain that_Oliver en joyed gathering in this miscellaneous swag infinitely
;émore than he ever did receiving his regular rent paymenté. Oliver would stride
Eéabout the littered and deserted place, poking into boxes, peering in drawers
iiand cubbyholes, cooing and grunting and ahing over each new surprise, "ly,
‘Emyh-a nice new cribbage board an' a deck of cards! An' poker chips! lo wonder
;that there lazy bastard failed--settin' around on his fat prat all day playin'

;cards! See all them empty whiskey bottles! Jest a Goddam soak! Ah--lookit

.%what we have here..."

There was always this thrill of discovery, of unexpected treasure, like
%éthe time the Chippewa Monument Works had left behind the ghastly row of tomb-
i!ési:onees. Oliver had gloated over them like a ghoul, It was this same es-
%Ttablishment that had forsakei'the stuttering typewriter, along with boxes full
;%of unused pads of gummed order blanks for tombstones, all in triplicate, first
?;on white paper, then pale green, then pink. All through the lower grades in
;éschool I had been obliged to use the backs of these hateful order blanks in
%%place of tablets. OCliver had put an inventory value on each pad and doled
%ﬁthem.out to me, six at a time, scrupulously crediting the transaction to this
Eiancient rent account in his double~entry books. Oliver was not going to be
| hoisted on the petard of his own lease, despite the fact that the poor flown
i%monumnnt men were probably long since sleeping under their last tombstone.
ééThere were still a few of the pads left--but one afternoon in the Fall when 1
é;waa in seventh grade I had finally foresworn using them ever again.

It had come about this way: I was sitting at my desk in school. It was

f a late study period, and nearly time for school to let out. I had been drawing




pictures on one of the tombstone pads, as I often did. This tims it was a
picture of the South Camp. I turned the pad over and examined the printing
on the blanks asjz had done scores of times. Musing over the blank I idly
fell to filling out one of the tombstone order blanks to fit my school teacher,
sweet, tired liiss Lindquist, of :whom I was very fond. I had subconsciously
chosen her, simply because she was standing up there in front of me. Aind therd
was an ethereal, other-world quality about the pobr woman... Anyway, it helped
to pass the time and was more fun than studying. I warmed to my task, care-
fully filling in each blank space. "NAME: 'Karen Lindquist'; DATE OF DEATH:
'October 2nd'; DATE OF BIRTH: 'The Lord knows, being her childhood contemporary
but He won't tell'; TYPE CF MONUMENT: 'Consult my old man, the used-monument
magnate of Chippewa'; SIZE OF MONUMENT: 'One that will be sure to hold the old
girl down'; INSCRIPTION: 'Here lies a maiden lass, She never had a -~ ~= -=t

80 much I had written, absorbed in my idle composition, oblivious that
Miss Lindquist had silently padded around tre room and stood behind me reading
the glowing specifications of her own tombstone over my shoulder. There was a
strangled moan, and I wheeled about to see Miss Lindquist, grown deathly pale,
supporting herself between two desks. She stared down at me with bright
horrified eyes, as though I were a reptile, a feeling about myself which I
quickly shared with her. She tottered and seemed about to collapse.

"Oh, Miss Lindquist-- -~" I began, rising and reaching out to assist her.
I wildly feared that the tombstone order might not be in vain. "Don't touch
me!" Miss Lindquist shrilled, shrinking away from me as from a leper. "You--
you monstrous youth... Oh, how could you do this to me... And--and such a
sweet good m-mother, too..." The stricken woman had finally found relief in
tears. My misery was boundless. The dismissal bell sounded in the corridor,
and Miss Lindquist vaguely waved the bewildered children out of ths room. S8he

still stood weeping by my desk. I hung back, burning with shame, and then

hurried from the classroom. My pal, Fritz, wgs waiting for me in the hall, hiL

pale blue eyes round and staring with curiosity. "Hully gee, Polly, what did

you do?-~-goose her with your jack-knife?"




I fought a hysterical impulse to shout and whinny and leap and swear--and
even to go back in the room and do gust what Fritz had feared I might have
done. This was the end--why hold back now... I thrust the fateful tombstone
order at Fritz., Fritz's eyes bulged as he read on, "Oh my gawd, Polly," he

| whispered, "she didn't read this! Oh my gawd..." I nodded my hesd, pureing

| my lips tightly, seeking to control myself. Little gusts and blurts of

; laughter constricted my bowels and welled up my throat and beat against my
pressed lips., I feared _I was going to get one of my gother's helpless laughing
spells, and this very fear seemed to add a sort of macabre comedy to the
situation. :

Miss Lindquist slowly came out of her room, wearing her wraps and dabbing

her red eyes with a knotted wet handkerchief. Fritz silently faded down the

deserted hallway. My teacher stood in the dusky corridor, staring dully at

i me, sniffling, fighting back her tears. A wisp of damp gray hair hung down her
forehead. All the laughter drained from me in an instant. Miss Lindquist

| looked so lost and forlorn that I wanted to throw my arms about her and cry

é with her. In a flash of perception I saw her as one of the brave procession

i of unselfish women, the school teachers of the world; loveless, lonely, mis-
understood; sensitive, patient, intelligent; often blamed for faults which in-
hered in a creaking educational system and not in them; constantly paying the

price of spinsterhood, not despite but because of their very pride and superior

% endowments; patiently guiding and developing the children of lesser women who

5 happened to be more adroit after dark; lavishing on the ungrateful brats of these
| other women their starved and thwarted affections... All of these things swept
over me in a wave of understanding. I héd never before in my life felt such

sympathy and bumility--and such abject shame...

"Oh Miss Lindquist—-"--I heard myself speaking in a croaking voice that
didn't sound like my own-- "--from the bottom of my heart 1 am sorry for what
T did... Please believe me that it was entirely thoughtless—-I--I didn't
realize..." I stopped, the words clogging in my throat. I knew what I wanted
to say but I could not say it. I impulsively clutched at her hand and held it.

"Next to my mother, Miss Lindquist--I think you're one of the finest ladies I




ever knew, Honest cross my heart, Miss Lindquist..." Then 1 turned and
blindly ran out of the school, Fritz falling in beside me. I did not stop
running. We ran all the way downtomn to Oliver's saloon. I wanted to laugh

and I wanted to ery. On the way to the saloon 1 pledged Fritz to black

secrecy. The next morning Miss Lindquist acted as though nothing had ever

happened. 8he even/nodded and smiled brightly at me when she saw me come in
the next morning with my brand new Jumbo writipng tablet.
#* 3 *

But back to Oliver's warehouse. There isn't much more to tell. The
night my father, looking sc bewildered, quietly died in his big walnut bed,
there was a wild clanging of the town"Apell. From force of habit my mother,
Belle, hurried to the back bedroom and looked out the window towards Canada
Street. There was a great glow of fire coming from where the warehouse stood.
We could hear the muffled shouts of the firemen, the noise of falling timbers.,
There was an awesome crash and a tremendous shaft of flame soared into the -
air. I knew that the great wheel of the warehouse elevator had plunged into
the basement.

My mother looked at me. By the glow of the fire 1 could see tears in
her eyes. There seemed to be a quiet smile on her face. She was whispering.
"It knew," she was ghispering. "It knew that all the color had gone out of
its life..." I put my arm about my mother, and we stood there together,

watching the death of Oliver's warchouse.




