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ALAS, POOR YORICK

Foreword

I come from a family whose vocation for three generations has been to
embalm and bury the dead. My grandfather was called a funeral director; my
father an undertaker; and 1 reluctantly find myself being called a mortician.
-S‘.mee“ undertakers are great fellows for coining new words to express the
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Language of the DeadA T believe I can show you that thg‘Dead Language has sur-

prising life and Vigoree..

Grandpa used to stoically embalm the corpse in the back room of his
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furnltureﬂxnkxn; store, place it in a coffin, and cart it to the grave-yard in

a horse-drawn hearse. Father, bowing Lo progress, more reverently used to
embalm the remains in the morgue of his funeral parlor, place it (or rather,

I suppose, them) in a casket, and with the timely aid of six pallbearers,
transport them to the cemetery in a horse-drawn and later a motor hearse.

The march of time has found me dednbidy preparing the body in the mortuary of
my funeral home, exhibiting it in the funeral chapel, and, with the assistance
of escomts, likewise transporting it to the cemetery in a motor hearse.

You will observe that the only word the threeof us have left in common is
hearse. Some of the more modern—miqded of my colleagues have been trying to per-
suade me that I should abandon even this softened word usage and henceforth
more daintily prepare my patients or cases in af preparation-room, store them
in a slumber-room, exhibit them in a slumber-cot in a chapel, and finally, with
the aid of attendants, transport them to the cloister or memorial-park in a
funeral car or casket-coach. This would presumably completely remove all the
sting——if not all the distinction—from man's last drama... Thé worthy purpose
behind all this nicety of language seems to be twofold: to avoid as much as
possible the sorrowful connotations associated with death and burial, and perchance
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at the samé time,to somehow elevate the pickling profession. I concede that both

J

points are debatable...




Some of the more advanced students of the semantics of my trade would call

me a mortuary consultant or funeral counselor. However, within the forseeable

future I do not think I shall budge beyond mortician., I'm stubborn that way...

I must also confess that few persons besides a fellow mortician would ever dream

. a~’
of calling me anything butAPndertaker. I find I've got a kind of sentimental

hankering for it myself,..
Mortician is not new, however. In his The American Language H. L. Mencken
has arrayed the evidence that it first blossomed in American along about 1895,
but did not really reach its fullest bloom until 1917. However, if it was the
desire of the gfammarians among my colleagues to find a soothing euphemism for
the comparatively inoffensive word undertaker, I think they could skeve scarcely 44ﬁ4wc/
made an unhappier choice than mortician. The word, to my mind, somehow conjures
up a picture of a medieval dealer in death moving mysteriously along a damp stone
passageway lined with rows of grinning skulls. But it looks like I'm stuck with

it.l.

I propose in this book to tell you about my job as a small-tpwn undertaker;
about some of my notiqns and ideas concerning my trade; about some of the people
I have dealt with, both living and dead; about some of my experiences--and
occasional adventures--in one of the oldest professions in the world. Why am I
writing this book?

There are a number of réasons: the idea iﬁﬂintriguing because it'!'s never
been done before; the profession is crowded with priceless untold stories; and,
if a tiny miracle happens, I might even make some money and thus go trout fishing
more often in Ontario... But I think my main reason is to help brush away some
of the ancient cobwebs that obscure my trade; to dispel some of the fog and
mystery and damp air of mumbo-jumbo and black magic that surrounds it—xso much

of which is due to a juvenile attitude on the part of some of my fellow undertakers




themselves, I want to widen the doors of my funeral home and let the clean winds
of truth blow through it and, perchance, throughout my profession. After all,

there is no more mystery about Death than there is about Life--and no less.

One appears to me to be as inevitable as the other. And it is surely as adult

to face the facts of one as the other.,. So take your places, ladies and gentle-

men. Pallbearers will please occupy the cars forward. And hold your hats!




Chapter I

My Neck of the Woods

The iron-mining town of Chippewa lies on the Upper Peninsula of Michigan
near the south shore of the earth's largest inland sea, Lake Superior. The
Peninsula is a wild, harsh and broken land, breath-taking in its beauty, com-
pounded of many rocky hills and swamps and trees and lakes and endless waterways.
The region contains some of the oldest rocks found on earth, forming a part of
the great pre-Cambrian shield of North America. Nearly every mile of it bears
the mute scars of the grinding long-ago when giant glaciers covered the land.

The town of Chippewa lies in a broad loamy valley between chains of squat,
bald iron bluffs. Before the white man came one of the main Indian trails
moving overland from the lower Great Lakes region to the headwaters of the

Mississippi and the plains beyond passed just north of Chippewa. Upon the naked

bluffs of the town, once covered with evergreens, the towering shaft houses of

the iron mines reach up toward the sky, sometimes in the deceptive shadows of
dusk looking like the fortified watchtowers of some embattled village.

Rich iron-ore deposits had been discovered near the town site before the
Civil War, and there had been some early ill-fated and fumbling attempts at
mining. But it was not until the War that dozens of adventurous little bands
descended upon the town in search of quick fortunes., These first restless
groups believed that the richer deposits lay near the surface, and men tortured
themselves to crippled death quarrying out the great pieces of hard ore fram
the first pits, Stories are still told of the terrible labors of these early
miners, of their crude equipment, and of the patient oxen which were used to
drag the huge slabs of iron ore from the pits until their feet were too sore for

further service, when they were killed and eaten by the hungry miners.




After years of wild, gouging, slashing mining and claim jumping by these

hardy little groups, a large steel corporation came to the blustering mining

camp of Chippewa, surveyed, drilled, calculated--discovering at last that much

richer iron deposits lay far underground--and then literally bought the town,
mineral rights and all.

Gradually a measure of respectability was brought to the roaring mining
camp of Chippewa with the advent of the new Chippewa Ore Company, lusty cor-
porate offspring of a great steel corporation, with its head offices in the
distant state of Delaware., Churches began to vie with the saloons--at least in
number if not in attendance... But the town has never lost its air of being a
mining camp. This is evidenced by the rows of frame clapboard buildings with
their false second stories that still stand along the main street; by the stout,
white-washed log cabins that continue to house the families of miners within
2 block of the new city hall; by the yawning pits of deserted miners; and by
the haphazard, winding streets of the town, which are usually narrow, but which
sometimes mpreciously swell out into brief and pregnant stretches of!inordinately
broad hematite boulevards.

Points of the compass mean little in Chippewa. Two families might live
on the same street, and one live on North Oak Street and the other on West Oak.
Some of the oldest settlers, old miners and their wives, persuasively declare
that the tcwn was laid out late on Christmas Eve by a drunken Scotch engineer
during a howling blizzard, and that the only instrument he carried was a smoking
lantern, while his lurching assistant carried a jug...

During each successive wave of immigration to the United States, a new
racial group was brought to the town, attracted mainly by ready employment in

the mines. Each group brought its own religious dogmas, its own parsons and




priests and medicine men, its own badges and buttons, its secret lodges and
grips énd mysterious rituals; until, finally, God was divinely butchered and
divided up among no less than a score of churches, each of which offered its
stout little band of followers the one true ladder to heaven.

"Eet's getting so bad," sighed the late lamented LaPointe, who ran the
Jump-on-Top Saloon, "that pretty soon the ol' town she have one church for
every goldamn saloon."

The town finally got a new brick high school, a stone firehouse and city
hall, a frame ski and snowshoe club, and a sandstone Carnegie library. Then
the mining company built a modern brick hospital and there was even talk of a
Y.M.C.A. The solid citizens formed luncheon clubs and sang cheery songs of
fellowship and regarded with deep satisfaction the results of their efforts to
make Chippewa like every other small town in America. Even the tourists were
discovering it...

But after all Chippewa is still a mining camp, in which one gradually
grows used to hearing the dishes rattle in the cupboard following the deep
shuddering thuds of dynamite blasts in the mines far underground--blasts which
sometimes sound as though some trapped and maddened giant were insistently
pounding on the very ceilingSof Hell...» In the gaunt frame boardinghouses the
menus, when there are any, are still written in foreign languages. And a block
from Main Street you can boil in the rugged, luxurious hell of a Finnish stemm-

bath or "sauna" with a stalwart Finn to beat you with a wet broom of cedar

switches to make you sweat--or else to>frantically retreat in sheer self-defense.

The first Finnish settlers came to Chippewa in the 80's, but it was in the
90's and at the turn of the century that they arrived in the town and peninsula

in such force that they soon became the largest racial group in the entire region.




Most of them had left the little grand duchy of Finland because of the growing
cruelty of a diseased and dying Russian empire, and while many of them were
attracted by work in the mines, an even greater attraction was the nostalgic
similarity of the peninsula to their native Finland. For these silent, patient,
dogged Finnish immigrants loved nature and the soil as much as they loved
freedom. And all these things were offered to them in that far northern segment
. of sprawling America, the upper peninsula of Michigan.

There were also Cornishmen from the tin mines of their native country, who
remembered to bring with them their traditional meat pies or "pasties" but in-
variably forgot their "h's..." There were droves of tall, blue-eyed Swedes and
Norwegians; a considerable number of Italians; followed in lesser numbers by
the French, largely from Canada, and the ubiguitous Irish, who were usually
railroaders, policemen, blacksmiths, machinists, or firemen at the mine boildrs--
and always politicians, There there were a few Scots and Germans, who were

mostly tradesmen and saloonkeepers, and rarely worked down in the mines, And,

lastly, there were the two clothiers whose race was none of these, Leopold and

Suss, those inevitable representatives of the real pioneers of the earth. They
ran the large frame Miners' Store across the square from the Company's bank from
which, for many years, they conducted what seemed to be an endless fire sale..,

Today the children and grandchildren of these hardy immigrants are the
Peninsula's miners, farmers, loggers, sailors, fiskermen and carpenters; business-—
men, bankers, clergymen and teachers; bakers, tavern-keepers, cab drivers—-and
even undertakers,.,

A half-dozen streets converge helter-skelter into the Chippewa town square.

In the center stands a tall bronzed statut of an Ojibway Indian chief, his bow




and arrow held ready at his side, one hand shading his eyes and peering into
the West, as though searching for some last member of his lost tribe that once
roamed and hunted in the somber loneliness of the surrounding hills and forests
until at last they had faded and fell away before the avid digging and restless
prying of the ore-crazed whites. But the ancient chief peers in vain. To a
man the townspeople irreverently call him "Chief Booze-~in-the-Face." However,
in the Ojibway "Nagamon," the tribal lament, the lingering survivors of his
tribe touch bitterly upon the early years of ruthless mining:

Anamakamig dash
Maiagwed jaganash,
Anokewag,
Biwabikokeweg,
Anonigosiwag;
Kitchimokomanag
Mamigewag.

(In the bowels of the earth
The foreign devils are working.
They are gathering our metals,
They are the hired toilers;
While the big knives (Americans)
They are our despoilers,)

* ¥* 3*

My grandfather, Sven Carlson, came to Chippewa from Sweden in ig .., He

was then years old. Having a little more money than most of his fellow
migrants, he managed to avoid the iron mines and soon started a modest furniture

and hardware store. In due course he met and married my grandmother, joined the
local Swedish church, and settled down to be a good citizen of Chippewa. It was

not long before he found that being a good church-goer was not an unmixed blessing...
One day he was visited at his new store by a delegation composed of his pastor

and the elders of the church. Snuff was exchanged, along with sage observations

about the weather, "Aheml" the pastor said, clearing his throat. The occasion




of their visit was so momentous that they even spoke in Swedish. What did they

want? They wanted Grandpa to take on the task of burying the congregation's dead!l

Grandpa squealed in horror and tugged on his long moustaches.

"No, no," he dolefully protested. "I've never even touched a dead person.
I wouldn't know what to do... I don't know how..."

"Neither do we," the elders firmly replied, "And we don't even know where
to order the coffins and other fixings—-and you got 'em right there in your
catalogues. See?" they pointed. '"Someone's got to do it."

Grandpa was trapped—and their logic probably goes far to explain why so
many small-town furniture and hardware dealers in America drifted so naturally
into undertaking as a sideline., They simply had a store and the catalogues and
knew the travelling salesmen... At any rate it explains why Grandpa reluctahtly
became an unddrtaker, He shurgged and sighed and fot out the tall step-ladder
and the paint poﬁ, climbed up to his new sign and added to the legend: "S. Carlson—
Furniture and Hardware" these words: '"Funeral Director." And it surely explains
why Father in turn became an undertaker, finally abandoning the furniture and hard-
ware part, and why I, since my late teens--except for a four year hitch in the
Navy--have told the census takers I was a mortician. Whether a member of the
fourth generation will be around to take over the old shop when I falter is
beginning to look rather dubious from this corner, as I'm in my mid-thirties and
still a bachelor.

The line will form on the right girls...




Chapter 2

THE QUICK AND THE DEAD

Theé art of embalming the human body is nearly as old as recorded history
jtself. There is evidence that the practice flourished among the ancient
Assyrians, Scythians and Persians. To the early Egyptians, however, goes the
credit for inventing the process—-probably sometime before 4000 B.C.——and for
bringing the art to its fullest flowef among all ancient peoples who practiced
embalming.

When Mummy takes Junior to look at a mummy in a museum on Free Day they
are merely viewing the handiwork of an ancient embalmer who made good. The

Egyptian embalmers should have been good because most of them devoted their

lives to learning their trade. Since they followed their art for some forty-

seven centuries, during which it is estimated they embalmed nearly a billion
bodies, they certainly had plenty of time and material for practice. In Eglpt
embalming was a priestly function and was jealously guarded from inrcads by
the laity. 4

Why did the Egyptians go to such elaborate lengths to preserve their dead?
There seems to be at least two .reasons. First, their burial rituals took such
a ghastly long time. Following the months spent in pickling their man-~the
full treatment took about 70 days--apparently a macabre affection would spring
up between embalmer and his mummy because it was not unusual for the embalmed body
to be kept lying around for additional months on exhibition. I shudder to think
of being an undertaker in those days... The mummy was even carted out at
entertainments--evidently as a sobering reminder to the guests of the transient
lot of mankind and, perhaps, to also remind them of the lateness of the hour...
I must look more closely into this last possibility...

The second reason for so resolutely preserving the corpse was because of the

prevailing religious notion in ancient Egypt that the body itself harbored the

spirit of the deceased, and that if the body were destroyed the spirit would be




obliged to hover about all alone in poolrooms and on park benches... This is
also the reason why the Egyptians left such copious stores of bran flakes, wines
and the like handy to the mummy--in case it should feel the need of a little
roughage or want to go on a quiet.midnight Jjag.

This is how a good journeyman Egyptian embalmer did his stuff: First he
removed the intestines and the brains and proceeded to fill these cavities with
a mixture of balsamic herbs, myrrh, cassia, etc. There is evidence that re-
ligious rites accompanied the various steps of this embalming ceremony. Each
embalmer had his own secret formula which he guarded as jealously as Grandma
used to guard her recipe for chili sauce or Crosse & Blackwell or the Angostura
people do their splendid concoctions in our day, only surrendering the secret
at death to some chosen protege, usually some member of his family... But I
see we haven't finished preparing our mummy yet... Next our ancient embalmer
injected a complicated balsamic solution into the arteries and other vessels—-
which incidently shows a profound knowledge of the circulatory system thousands
of years before the circulation of the blood was again "discovered" by William
Harvey in 1616, Then he filled the cavities of the trunk with an artful con-
glomeration of aromatic spices and saline and bituminous stuffs. Then he soaked
yards of winding cloths in the same stuff, to which waé added certain gums and

resins,. deftly wound up his man and--if he was sensible--1it an Egyptian Diety

and stepped across the street to Joe's for a couple of quick ones...

With the crumbling of their civilization the Egyptians abandoned their
ancient embalming art, along about 700 A.D. I have no information whether this
was also partly due to a strike among the mikers of winding cloths or possibly
the gradual seepgge of the radical Christian notion of the divisibility of the

spirit and the body, with its accent on the corruptibility of the latter... It
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is estimated that there are still millions of mummies concealed igAEgypt,

for relatively few of them rated a pyramid or even a mummy case. In the brief
pauses between modern wars, expeditions are still turming up mummies at a
great rate., Some of them, especially the big shots, show a remarkable staﬁe
of preservation. - Mummies have been found with wistful smiles still playing

around their lips, and with the palms and soles of the feet still soft and

elastic--a comforting thought. Other millions will probably still be there,

saft soles and all, when you and I are gone, Maggie...

Other ancients practiced embalming, as I have observed, but none of them
quite so successfully as the Egyptians. Apparently the latter's success was due
mainly to the stuff they used--although Egypt's dry climate probably helped a
lot. The Persians used wax; the Assyrians honey; and the ancient Jews, aloe
and spices. Alexander the Great got the double treatment: A Persian and
Assyrian embalmer teamed up on him, But since the mummies of these non-Egyptian
ancients, including that of Alexander, are mostly noticeable by their absence,
the embalming "Oscar" must cleady go to the Egyptians...

The old Greeks and Romans practiced cremation of théir dead although there
is evidence of the later overlapping of earth and tomb burials. But the
Christians were the ones who brought earth burial into its greatest vogue, and
one from which it seems not readily to be displaced despite all the modern
economic and hygenic arguments to the contrary. While their precise embalming
methods are lost in the swampy mists of history, some of the early Christian
embalmers made their corpses last mighty long. 'Mighty long, indeed... It seems
that a remarkable job was done on Edward I, who was buried in Westminster Abbey
in 1307, and found in 1770 still doing pretty well. And the chapf that worked

on King Canute was no shouch either. Canute, you will remember, was the modest




fellow who once stood on the beach and hurled a command at the sea for
the tide to stand still. He died of acute disappointment in 1335, Yet

in 1776 some prowling workmen in Westminster @athedral stumbled over old

Canute looking just as chipper and sea-defiant as the day he was buried.

In Americay tﬂe Civil War gave us the greatest impetus to modern em-
balming practices. Prior to that even the most distinguished corpses were
literally kept on ice until they were buried. However, it was only with
the turn of the century that embalming of all bodies became the common
practices, I'll have some more to say about that later on in this book.

Brir..s




The latest embalming method common in the United States is the injection
of several gallons of embalming fluid into a main artery, often the femoral.
At the same time a vein is opened, and the progress of the embalming solution

serves to clear the body of blood at the same time that it penetrates to the

remotest tissue cells. Then a large hollow needle is used to aspirate the

remaining gases and fluids from the trunk cavities, This is important, 1

have learned from sad experience, unless you prefer to risk having an emphatic
burp to enliven your burial services... In some cases the back and trunk walls
may be injected with the same solution by a large hypodermic needle. A solution
containing a minimum per cent of formaldehyde is required by most state laws,
the formula also containing aleohol, salts, dyes and certain_agents to aid
penetration and to delay dehydration. Quick, Watson, the needle...

The first American embalmers simply added the embalming fluid to the
bloodstream without draining the blood. If you can imagine how bloated and
monstrous a person would look, say, after drinking three gallons of beer and
with no place to go, you can aléo imagine some -of the startling cosmetic effects
these early embalmers achieved, The trick of replacing the blood by the em-
balming solution was discovered quite by accident--when a vein burst one day
under the added pressure of the embalming Tluid. At that histdric moment we
embalmers ceased to be picklers and became artistes...

There is considerable modern agitation for the universal revival of
cremation--I1 mean, outside the trade journals of us merticians! There are
probably only about 200 crematories in the country today, mostly private, against
many thousands of funeral homes--so cremation is still not reaching epidemic
proportions. T,e first U. S. crematory was established in 1876 by Dr. F. Julius

Moyne at Washington, Pennsylvania, and to one Baron de Palm goes the dubious




distinction—==not the palm!--of being the first corpse in America to be officklly
frieds.. Modern crematory furnaces accommodate the casket and all. Melted
metals are drawn off, the rest extracted by magnets, and in a few hours one can
be presented with refined ashes of the late departed--together with the bill
for services rendered...

I speak of the revival of cremation because the practice is believed to
be nearly as venerable as earth burial itself. Even the word "bonfire" means
literally bone fire. Any day you feel in a ghoulish mood you can still visit
your favorite museum and brood over a burial urn containing the ashes of an

ancient Etruscan. Undoubtedly ‘'most early cremations were associated with some

religious notion of purification by fire... The proponents of modern cremation

argue mainly on economic and health grounds. The more mathemiatical of them
point out that if it is true that only about 4000 corpses can be decently
crowded into an acre of ground, and further assuming a mortality rate of 15 per
1000 population, then neérly four acres per 1,000,000 population are required
annually for ground burials. In other words, they point out, the cemeteries

of greater New York are being filled at the rate of over 20 acres per year.

Put that way, the thought is kind of staggering.

Modern morticians have perfected elaborate organizations, complete with
conventions, lobbies, trade journals, group insurance, codes of ethics,
auditing services, inions, and all of the modern paraphenalis of any high-pressure,
well-organized American minority group. Our motto is always "Better Service."
And are we on our toes? Take the plushiest and most exclusive of these organi-
zations, the National Selected Morticians, Inc. The N.S.M. is undoubtedly the
Union League Club of all organized picklers. Listen to this forward-looking

quotation from one of its recent rules relating to, of all things, d£omic funerals:




"Remains that are not too highly radioactive may be

viewed by the public if visitors file quickly past

the casket instead of standing before it for any

appreciable time," I

This is the most soaring note of optimism I have heard anywhere since

Hiroshima. For the implication is plain that after Atomic War I, in the
opinion of the master-minds of NSM, we undertakers will still be soft-shoeing
around, still doing business at the same old stand. And there'll even be a few
mourners left. I'm relieved no end... However, there's one thing that may
perplex one a little-=-just how is our atomic embalmer going to get close enough
to his radiocactive corpse to go into his act? Must embalmers now get measured
for a nifty double breasted suit made of lead? Not a bit! The resourceful

N.S.M. has a ready answer for that one, too. It simply proposes that a crew

of embalmers take turns working on the radioactive corpse. The assembly line

idea, sees 4And think of all the extra employment it'll give us poor embalmers.

Personally I am of the opinion that when we get to that stage there'll
be damn few embalmers left around to work on anybody. So, while there's a

little time left, let's get on with our first funeral...




JUST A STONE'S THROW

The phone rang insistently. I groped in the dark for the night tabbe.
"Hello," I sleepily muttered.

"Is dis you?" a voice challenged me over the wire.

"Yes,” I confessed, not wishing to engage in any metaphysical discussion
at that hour of the night.

"This is Clifford Balsam--you remember me, doncha? You buried my ol'
man three years ago."

"Yes," I answered, also remembering that there was a substantial unpaid

balance remaining on the funeral bill.

"Wdll, I got word tonight that my Uncle Clifford--that's my rich uncle—
up an' died over at Nestoria. C:n you take care of him--the funeral, I mean?"
Nestoria was a small logging community some sixty miles west of Chippewa--via
some of the wordt roads in Michigan. "Can ya?" the bereaved Balsam plaintively
repeated.

"Can't you make arrangements at the other end?" I sparred, trying to
think of a legitimate reason for refusing the case.

"They ain't no other," Balsam came back. "You know damn well they ain't
no undertakers up dere in the woods. Don't you worry about gettin' paid,"
he cagily continued, appealing to my cupidity, "because ol' uncle Cliff's got
lots of dough--an' I was his favorite nephew. I'll take-care of the bill an'
of our other little balance right after the funeral, see.”

"Where do I.call for the body?" I wearily surrendered, rolling up out of
bed and feeling for my slippers.

nJest go to the station agent at Nestoria," Balsam instructed me. "Fella by
the name of Eddy. He's the coroner, tdo, the sheriff tole me... Lives by the

depot. Uncle Cliff's place is just a stone's throw from the depot.




nI1'1]1 call you when I get back with the body," I said.
"Okay, an' then I'll come down an' pick out a swell funeral," Balsam

said. "01l' Uncle Cliff deserves the best."

I shall not recount the long moonlit ride to Nestoria over the frozen

bumpy roads--it was lat February. As a matter of fact I enjoyed driving through
the night, rushigg down the rolling corridor of roads past the walls of tall
evergreens, their mounds of dotted snow gleaming bluely in the moonlight...
Fortunately, I had only one blowout.

It was daylight when I arrived at the "loop" of Nestoria. This consisted
of the main railroad track, a rusty siding upon which stood a partially loaded
gondola car of spruce pulpwood, and the traditional section-house red depot
and dwelling house of the station agent, complete with the geraniums in old
tomatoe cans. 1 lbokod up and down the track for Uncle Cliff's place which
his nephew had assurred me was only a stone's throw from there. "David must
have been hurling the stone at Goliath," I grimly concluded, failing to spy
another human habitation within a mile in either direction. Then I saw a light
appear in the window of the station agent's house and wearily headed that way.

"0l' Man Balasm's Place?" the station agent-coroner repeated, hitching
up his suspenders. "Hm, I ah't laid eyes on the cl' duffer near to a year.
Didn't even know he was sick... All I,knoi is his shack is somewhere off
yonder in there. He waved his arm vaguely in the direction of the woods north
of the tracks. "I can't go in with you today. Got to tend to the telegraph.
Sorry. You kin bring him out. Won't you come in an' have a cup of coffee?"

"Thanks," I said, eafgerly lunging over the threshjfold




During the ritual of coffee the station agent--Matt Eddy was his name--

told me that two Finnish deckers would shortly be on hand to finish loading

the gondola outside. "They live in a shack in that way, too. They'll probably
be able to tell you where to find old Balsam's place. Quite a soak, that old
Balsam," he reminesced. "Quite a socak..."

Urho and Matti--the two Finnish loggers--appeared while I wagbn my third
cup of coffee. Matt Eddy called them into his kitchen and put on a new pot
of coffee, the universal brew of Michigan's upper peninsula.

It developed that old Balsam's shack was "six-eight mile" in the woods
due north of Nestoria. Would they take me in there? They would, provided I'd
pay them for the time they would lose loading their car of pulpwood.

"What road do we drive on?" I asked.

"Dere's no roads dat place," Urho answered. "Only vay you get dat place
is take da snow-s'oe."

Snowshoes} I groped for another cup of coffee. Of course I could havc
chucked the whole thing and turned back, but my stubborn Swedish phelmgm or
ire or something was getting aroused. I1'd see the damn thiné through now if
I had to walk in on my hands... "Where can we get a toboggan and an extra
pair of snowshoes for me?" I asked.

"You can use my shoes," the friendly station agent offered. "The toboggan's
only eight feet long. Better take some food with you, too. Never can tell jast
how long you will be..." 7

I went out and got my embalming kit, and the carrying basket, accepted the
bag of food from the statioﬁ agent, lashed the whole business to the toboggan.
In a few minutes Urho, Matti and I started into the woods for the body of old

Cliff Balsam--"jest astone's throw from the depot."




"Have a good time," the station master shouted from his kitchen door.

We stopped at the shack of Urho and Matti on the way--they were only
about two miles from the depot--and it was noon before we straggled out of the
woods and into the clearing before old Balsam's shack.

I wearily threw off the chaffing and unaccustomed snowshoes and, walking
curiously bowlegged, headed for the door of the shack. Urho and Matti,
obviously reluctant to enter a house of the dead, hovered together near the
outhouse some thirty paces away, uttering in Finnish. I opened the door.

"Hm..." I said, entering the disordered place.

0ld élifford Balsam was seated at his kitchen table, his head on his
arms, his arms on the table, quite dead. The place was bitterly cold. I
tried to move the body. Frozen stiff. He must have been dead for at least
three days. I went to the door.

"Bring in some water and wood--lots of both,” 1 called to Urhof and Matti,

who were still keeping their vigil by the outhouse.

There were a half-dozen or more whiskey bottles scattered about the camp--

one in the bunk; several on tpe floor; and an overturned and partially filled
mk bottle on the table near the body. 0ld Balsam had gone out in a blase of
alcoholic glory... Prowling further, I discovered three full fifths of Old
Cordwood whiskey on the oilcloth shelf over the table. "Hm," I said, re-
moving the cork from one of them. I again went mm to the door. Urho and Matti
had not moved from the outhouse.

"What in hell's the matter?" I shouted. "C'mon in."

"'Fraid for dead mans," Urho, the spokesman, muttered.

I held up the bottle of whiskey in the February sunshine--and marvelled to
see fear dissipate so rapidly from our segment of the earth. I was nearly trampled

in t.h'e e, ..




While Urho and Matti started roaring fires in both stoves, I bustled
around to prepare to embalm my man. First, of course, we'd have to thaw
him out--that is, after we thawed ourselves out. I found three frozen
lemons in the cupboard--and in ten minutes I had crammed two hot whiskies
apiece down the throats of my laboratory assistants and their chief. In ten
minutes more I was venturing my first Finnish song with Urho and Matti, and
after the next hot drink they helped me move the contorted body of gour frozen
friend over by the red-hot heating stove--chair and all--the better to thaw
itk my dears...

After the first bottle was gone, we decided it would be well to eat.
Urho and Matti prepared the meal while I--getting into the spirit of the
thing--mixed up another bateh of hot whiskies. After our lunch I suggested
that we should play a game of cards.

"We have to put in the time some way till the old man thaws out an'

I can embalm him," I carefully explained. "Do you boys play smear?--quarter
a game and a quarter a set?"

"Oh, 1i'l bit," Hrho modestly admitted, so after another hot drink we
sat down to a quiet game of smear. Darkness was falling when I discovered
that I was out eight seventy-five! Tyis discovery was punctuated by a thud

from the direction of the heating stove. We glanced up from our game. O0ld

Balsam had thawed out and subsided to the floor. Cards in hand { got up and

signalled my companions to do likewise. "Gentlemen," I reverently intomed,
"respect for the dead dictates that we arise and play the rest of this hand

standin' up."




Urho amd made supper and opened the last bottle of whiskey while Matti

and I méxed the embalming solution with water and proceeded to embalm the

body. I concentrated on my work--pnly pausing for two hot whiskies--and by
the time supper was ready I had old Uncle Cliff embalmed and in his basket,
lashed to the toboggan out in the moonlight. During supper we sang songs

and finished the whiskey--and it was with genuine regret that we blew out

the light, closed the door, adjusted our snowshoe harnesses, and started back
over our winding moonlit trail. As we threaded our way through the tall
balsam's and spruces, the toboggan squealing on the frosty snow behind us,

Matti and Urho sang Finnish songs, augmented by my wavering tenor...




THE PROFESSIONAL WIDOW

Tye story of the status of widows is one of the saddest in the history
of civilization," William Sumner wrote in his "Folkways." From the illus-
trations he gives I think he may have something there. On the Fiji Islands
the widow was strangled on her husband's grave and buried with him. It seems
she was obliged to accompany and wait upon his ghost in the nether worlds On
the other hand the primitive Indian Aryans initiated a dubious improvement--
they simply lit a fire and burned their widows...

In more enlightened communities the widow was somewhat better off. They
settled by shaving her head or forbidding her to re-marry or disinheriting her
or merely starving her--all calculated to purge her of the "blame" for her
husband's death. She was nearly everywhere regarded as a creature of ill-omen.
Even the ancient Greeks and Romans frowned on the remarriage of widows, and
Roman tombstones have been found upon which was graven this laudatory legend:
"Wife of one husband." And did you know that the charivari sprang up in
the Middle Ages to express the noisy disapproval of the neighbors when a lonely
widow dared to snag a new husband?

The public attitude toward the remarriage of widows in any given time and
place seems largely shaped by two factors: the current religbus concepts of
the "other world" and the supply of women. In places where the dead are stowed
away with food, safety razor and a change of underwear--thus being endowed with
concious life-—and are presumably able to enjoy the pangs of jealousy, widows
have had no picnic. Where concern after death--where concern exists at all--
is with the spirit and not its shell, widows fare much better. However, in

communities where there are not enough ladies to go around, the laddie-bucks

generally see to it that even the most stringent rules are relaer, even though

the outraged clergy and priestcraft may visualize the late husband jealously

spinning and growling in his grave...




Whatever it is that fluctuates the market in widows, the climate must be
ideal for them here in the United States. For America is indubitably the mecca
of the widow. Here she has come a long way from her sisters who used to be

strangled on the Fiji's. Nowhere on earth does she enjoy such prestige and

R
auth##ity. Learned articles have been written, complete with charts and graphs,

showing how much of the wealth of the nation she owns or controls. And she may
remarry as soon and as often as she damn well pleases. Pictures of her sixth
marriage, this time to Preston Todd III, Yale '08, are not uncommon in our society
pages. I speak not of grass widows, though the growing prevalence of this latter
clan in our commonwealth has undoubtedly done much to silence our tongue-cliicking
over the remarriage of the real McCoy...
Naturally, in my work I am obliged to traffic considerably with widows.

My heart goes out to them. For our‘Lake Superior variety do not generally get

to remarry rich old Yale grads to the accompaniment of exploding flash bulbs.
.No. They are more likely obliged to content themselves with marrying another
miner. Their lot is not easy. Their cups runneth not over. Only their wash
tubs runneth over with red from their husband's ore-stained underwear...

In the balance of this seminar I propose to discuss not the ordinary widow,

no matter how many times she may remarry, but a special phenomenon among widows,
and one which seems so far to have escaped the attention of the social essayists
of America. I speak of the Professional Widow... What manner of woman is she?
Come with me to the sunny warmth of my funeral home and I will try to display

_her to you in all of her native splendor...




~FHE-PROFESSIONAL—WIDOW—

We were upstairi\inl the casket display room, "What did you have in

mind, Mrs. Wilson?" I softly su gested-‘——%v-wa—-éﬁé—fswuvﬁ—tz\w
‘ "Oh JLar me--it's so hard to even think of such a thing," she said,

blinking her grief-swollen eyes. "You know, § my Bertsie—-I always called
him Bertsie--it doesn't seem possiblehye's gone——my Bertram always hated
ostentation and show, So I think we ought to make it as simple as possible,
He-=he wasn't a bit like my third husband--so quiet and such a fine character.
Bertram, I mean, not my third husband... Oh, Bertsie..,,"

"Yes, Mrs. Wilson," I said. "But what--ah--price range did you have
in mind?"

"Oh, K'm simply an awful dunce about such things, Mr. Carlson--and at
such a time.," She dabbed her eyes and fluttered heaksyolaah;;. Then: "Beo
you think?--perhaps a hundred and fifty dollars?"

There was a watchful silence while I did my figuring. "Hmesa" I figured.
"Well, yes, I think perhaps we could... We bury them as low as forty dollars
for the welfare people." She glanced sh:;z%y at me, |x?t?iaps you'd want

something more than a plain pine casket? ‘Buﬁ‘without ostentation and show.

Shall we say--about two hundred dollars?" I countered. ! :
4 N :%éu—l As a"ﬂ"“‘

"Poor, poor Bertsie..., He certainly deserves the best...A‘Ah~—do you
think you could make it a hundred and seventy-five?"

2§2&2}" I sometimes say when my ulcer is flaring. But today {Rsaid: "Yes,
Mrs, Wilson--a hundred and seventy-five it is-;Po ostentation and no show.

And now about the pall-bearersg-"




"Well, that's that—" she broke in. She rummagedAén herﬂpurse. "Oh, say,
Mr. Carlson--could you look over these papers? It'ﬁnfbout the‘znsurance. I'm
so mixed up... It seems--the man said I need a death certificate or somethinges.
I'm such a silly fool about any business... It simply baffles me... Bertsie

always worried about what would ever become of me if,..if-~Oh, Bertsie!"

At this peint my heart was so wrenched and her grief so uncontrollable
Wi,

: Ao
that I kad-her sitAdcwn while IA water. Then, moved by

sheer morbid curiosity, I took the insurance papers. But first I played my

AELittle guessing game called "How Much Swag?" In this case I guessed about ten
grand. Then I looked at the papers. Hm... There was a deed and three life
insurance policies. Quick, I added them up., Whew! I'd done Mrs, Wilson a
grave injustice. Thehdeed,draqn by a lawyer who had acted for her during her

A
last two marriages, left all the real estate to her... No probate proceedings,

/

no husbands relatives to combatA no fuss and feathers, no ostentation and show—-

and no inheritance tax or probate fees... And the three paid up insurance

policies aggregated--I couldn't be exact-—something over twenty-five thousand
dollars...

I glanceiadmiringly at the Widow Wilson. She did not see meg and was
caught off guardScnd entirely compose%)with a little half-smile playing around
her lips. As this would never do I cleared my throat...

"Hm... Yes, Mrs. Wilson, I think I can help you out. But——ah-——can't we
wait until after thep service, Mrs, Wilson?"

She was clutched with grief again., "Oh, thank you, Mr. Carlson, I just
knew you wouldn't fail me,.. I=-I haven't been able to sleep a wink in three
nights...just tossing and turning... I've been so worried... Can't we get it

out of the way now?--Jmean--I know Bertsie would want it that wWayse. No osten-

tation and show... Oh, my poor, poor Bertsie..."




"Yes, Mrs, Wilson," I sighed and went downstairs to my desk and wearily

whipped out the necessary forms.

'}
The aboveAfibu.lBembellished somewhat to point up the highlights, is a

classical example of the experience every undertaker has with the Professional
Widow, The countryside is full of 'em... Sometimes she is a little more
subtle, a more accomplished actress, but frequently—-asaiiyundertaker will
testify--she is considerably more callous thah I have just painted her. I
usually penalize the dramatic lapses of these latter by refusing to lower my
original price and by austerely referring her and her insurance papers to her
lawyer... After all, I have already embalmed Bertsie's body, and--unlike a
customer in a department xmkxm store--the Professional Widow can scarcely walk
out without making a purchase,..

I remember one Professional Widow who once startled me by casually ordering
the Best In The House. I was perplexed for two Hays bnﬁas;kl learned that the
doddering old man who accompanied her was not a brother of the deceased--they
looked so much alike--but was instead the somewhat premature successful candidate
for the Professional Widow's fourth marriage. lThen it dawned on me: She was
going to show him that she was not moved by any craven spirit; that she was

not the grasping, avaricious kind. "Looki" her actions almost shouted at the

prospective groom. "Just look at the grand funeral you'll get fhen you pass

over the great dividel" . s
There are variations on the theme, Several years ago, during a Eiscussion

A

over the cost of the funeral with one Professional Widow--among ourselves some
‘undertakers call this ritual with these darlings "The Auction"--the widow confounded
me by saying that she hed—iigureo—bz\prove that undertakers frequently charged for

a funeral as much as six times what the casket wamx cost them.




"I have the figures," she challenged.
"You don't say?" I answered coldly.

"Yes," she ran on. "I just read an article in the Reader's Digest or

somewhere that said that some of you undertakers pay mm as low as fifty
dollars for a casket and then turn around and sell it for three hundred,"
She pointed accusingly at a fairly cheap casket she had been stalking and
said: "Now, take that one--how much would you want for the funeral if I
showdd take that casket?"

"Two hundred and fifty dollars," I answered.

Still pointing: "But how much did You pay for it?"

"Seventy-five dollars," I answered truthfully, smarting under her
indictment.

Triumphantly: "See! Well, then--why can't you sell it to me for
seventy-five dollars?" She cabbed her eyes, "I'm jist a poor widow you know,"
she plaintively‘xxk added.

I was stung to the quick. "Madam, I will do just that," I answered

watching her face brighten. "You can‘have this casket for seventy-five dollars——

but on two conditions,"

"What are they?" she eagerly said.

"That you promptly arrange to take your new casket and youyhusband's
body away from here without my assistance," I answered.

The widow recoiled in horror approximately six feetjxmaype:;::;n. "No,

no, no!" she shrilled, "I-~I'11 pay the two-fifty,"

"Fine," I answered softly. "And now about the pall-bearers."




I hasten to add that these Circes of the Crocodile Tears, the Professional
Widow, have their male counterpart in the Professional Widower. However, I do
not believe the latter are quite so plentiful, nor, in my experience, quite so
beadily grasping as the female of the species. Perhaps I am wrong... Nor have
I ever known of a case where a true Professional Widow ever married a true
Professional Widower, By some sort of extra-sensory perception they seem to
recognize and rigorously avoid each other.

Nor do I mean in this essay, to indict any person simply beéause he or

Car o lbrgl ~T Jeom, .,
she may have married more than once. Heaven forbid.n I have known anddealt
with many people who have been married several times who bear no taint of
the Professional Widow or Widower., It is difficult to define a member of this
professional clan of which I speak, but dead easy to recognize one. It is not
precisely the matter of simulated sorrow or avarice or bargain;hunting for a
funeral that makes one a Professional. Some thricefmarried widows or widowers,
who would otherwise qualify on all scores, somehow lack that indefinable some-
thing——some curious quality of hunger and avidness, is it7--that would move
them from the amateur class into that of the Professional Widow.

How does the Professional Widow keep getting her man?

My staff psychologist should take over her, but since he is out to
lunch, I'1]l venture my own guess., In the first place, her husband is--or
rather was--almost invariably a quiet fellow, one who saves both his money and
old razorblades; the kind that generally puts the car up on jacks for the
winter. He is usually a frugal fellow, nSt'much given to going out with the

boys, and is withal, a wistful, solitary and lonely individual. And vastly

Ken
misunderstood... Then the Professional Widow swims into hiSAkiggiwith her

combination of Cleopatra, Whistler's Mother and the Frugal Wife--and all is

lostse.




While I have never quite b‘aj\up to making any extensive field inves-
tigation of the species, I suspect that sexual allure is not the primary
weapon in the arsenal of the Professional Widows Considering the age and
condibion of the males she usually stalks she has little need of these
blandishments beyond the initial attraction of the rather earthy and elemental
bounciness thatkcharacterizes her kind,

It is more in the combined role of the lost mother, the understanding
confidant and the friend-who-would-help that she brings down hef biggest
game... Considering further some of the gaseous, leaking, tottering, wheezy,
masculine wrecks she has ushered to the grave, who am I to question

A

her place in the matrimonial sweepstakes, or to suggest that she does not

give full value for every penny she earns?

N
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THE IRISH SWEEPSTAKES - /

.

The advent of the automobile speeded up sug\funerals--much to the relief
The lansl

of the pallbearers—-but left many a livery stable keeper throughouﬁgAmsrica
crying in his beer, forlornly contemplating the thousands of dollars he had
invested in hungry horses and expensive hackségggﬁh_of which he maintained
largely for hiring out at funerals. My Dad has'always claimed that much of the
pageantry and, curiously enoughji;g;; of the dignity attending the funeral pro-
cession dispppeared with the passing of the horse...

Swifter funerals did more than that. In the old days funerals took so
long that anyone attending the entire service-~from church to the graveside
and back--usually planned to make a day of it... It was usually so late by the
time‘the mourners finally got back from the cemetery and return@d their horses

to the livery that there wasn't much use taking off the blue serge suit and going

back to work. Certainly not... Unless one was too disaffected by grief, the

only sensible thing to do was to go and haﬁgége's foot over the brass rail of

[ ear
the nearest saloon and drink a toaststo the memory of the departed...
% Chrerrv :
But in Chippewa the automobile diquore than bankrupt the livery stables
and spoil an occasional holiday for the more casual mourners. Overnight it
banished what must surely have been one of the strangest and most colorful

funeral customs in America. I speak of our local lrish Sweepstakes,..

Yeegagemeo Mike Gleason and Dinny Nolan ran the Hump saloon, a sagging brick
éi"‘ >

1l
building which stood next door to theAGhinese laundry onﬁ ain Street. Both

az
buildings leuned4aga1nst each other, for mutual support... Every Sunday morning
/ %5 A
at §1. Yovdr&
following last MasgAnearly all the Irish males in Chippewa, singly or in pairs,

seemed irresistibly drawn as by a magnet to the alley entrance behind the Hump

saloon. A ritual knock on the "Sunday" door by the initiated gained immediate




admittance. In a thrice one would be standing in the smoky and darkened interior--
the front blinds had always to be drawn on Sundays—-ready to "hist" his "boiler-
maker"--a double shot of whiskey and a foaming stein of beer.

"Ah<h~h,.."

One glittering April Sunday morning the boys were duly gathered in the Hump

! e i fmw%
as usual,.. "Sayl" big Dan Mahoney sibilantly whispered, so that cu ious passers-

by might not possibly divine that the Hump was again #H3FegmidEy open of a Sunday.
"Say," Dan whispered, "I see they're burying poor old Matt Scully--our late
brother-~tomorrow mornin'. I s'pose the rest of you bges will all be attendin'?
‘l certainly ami"

Since big Dan Mahoney, a red-necked, thick-wristed Irishman, was the prisident
of the local dedge—ef—the Ancient Order of Hibernians and high up in the K.C!s too,
his most casual observations carried the weight of an edict. They'd better all
be attendin'...

o

"Is the race oaner tomorrcew, I mean?" timidly inquired little Mike O!Dwyer,
the treasurer of the Hibernians, and a wistful aspirant for the presidency so long
held by big Dan Mahoney. -

"That it certainly is,?\Dan grimly replied. "What?--you're not after tryin'
to welsh on Z:;:Let are ye, Michael?" he taunted his little rival,

"No—c=0... That I am not," Mike replied. "I--I j@st wanted to make sure,
is all," he lamely added, He glanced nervously at the Lash's Bitters clbck on the
wall behind the bar., "L guess I'1ll be gettin' on home--the ol' lady wants me early
fer dinner."

"Drinks fer the house!" Dan Mahoney ordered as soon as little Mike O'Dwyer
turned and scuttled out the back door. "We'll see who's goin' to win the big bet
tomorrow," he happily crowed, winking at the assemblage. His voice sank to a con-

fidenthl whisper. "As ye awl know bee damn well--I'm already after bein' over to

Jack Ryan's livery an' rinted Big Red fer the funeral tomorrow!"




aer
The crowd roaredg because) every child in town knew,&a Big Red was the
N

fastest horse in Iron Cliffs County.
2’
"Sh-h~h!" admonishedA perspirlngADinny Nolan) toiling behind the bar. "Bo
you lavericks want me to be hauled up before Judge Flanigan ag'in--an payin'

another stiff fine?"

Things looked bad indeed for little Mike O'Dwyer., For it looked like
he was g to lose the biggest Irish Sweepstakes ever held in Chippewa. And)
mere ‘the Irish S’wreepst,akes,P -pray-oelif..
It was simple--at any funeral the last man to show up at the Hump saloon
on the way back from the cemetefy had to buy a round of drinks for the house.
That was why, before any lrish funeral, the prospectiv@ mourners combed all the
livery stables throughout the county to rent the fastest horses they could find-——

so that they wouldn't lose the Sweepstakes and have to set up the drinks for;uvé néag

mournndres
gé.m-al:’nﬂdi\at the Hump bare..

Nothing disrespectful was meant, mind you. It was all in good fun—-and since

the boys were taking a day off anyway, and had already rented the horses, they
might just as well have a little racing bet on the side, so to speak. The de-
parted would surely want it that way, and had probably himself participated in
many a past Sweepstakes...

But tomorrow's Sweepstakes was for even bifiger stakes! For the track
rules provided that when any two or more mourners had lost four Sweepstakes in
the past, the last back to town of these four-time losers would set tg:;il the
drinks the rest could hold in two hours of, concentrated drinking... The rest of

Wiss s T8 ',
t.he mourners didn't count :LnA raceb—except to come in and enjoy th Adrinks.
And the big trouble was t,hat. poor Micke;;p&'éDwyer was a four-time loser. Indeed, so
was big Dan Mahoney—but hadn't he Aalready deceitfully rented tige fastest nag in

the county?...




the e

Once outside'\in the beautiful April sunshine little Mike O'Dwyer broke into
a nervous trot. He scuttled down the damp and littered alley to Division Street,
scurr,:;d up Division to First, skidded north on First to Fearl, and then turned
west on Pearl on a dead run. But where was he going? Home didn't lie what way...

Jack Ryan was just snapping‘the lock on the s*ieing doord of his livery
stable when little Mike ran up to him, all out of breath.

"Thanks be to Gawd I found ye," little Mike panted. "I--I want to rintW

Big REdAan' a buggy fer Matt Sqully's funeral tomorrow--that I do."

Jack Ryan thoughtfully spat a stream of Feerless juice and shook his head.
"Sorry, Mi:é, " he saide "I'm already jest after rintin' out Big Red fer tomorrow—-
to big Dan Mahoney hisself, He was hef':/;ﬁx’is mornin'/:e:en before first Mass."

"Why, the big double-crossin' Hiberian snakel" hissed little Mike. "I'll
give you tin dollars extra fer Big Red!"

"Nope, I can'_t do it," Jack shook his head.

"Twinty, thenl"

"Nope! Tain't honorable, t'aint..."

"Twinty-five, then, you robber! Not a damn cint morel"

"Well--" Jack faltered. "Of course, bein' aAlover of horses meself, if
you're that much attached to the animal, I guess mebbe--"

Just then Big Dan Mahoney and a couple of his cronies appeared on the
other side of the street, homeward bound.

"Mind youg don't let nothin' happen to Big Red!" big Dan shouted across
the street to the wavering livery stable keeper. ,if anythin' does," he darkly

warned, "in the future our lodge will start rintin' all our horses an rigs from

the goddam Swedes!"




"You've ne\;g;hin' to worry about atall!" Jack reassuringly shouted back.
"N;}.hin' atall atall, Dan. Me an' Mickey here was jest fixin! up to rint him
Miss Flora, was all,"
Since Miss Flora’ was a gaunt and spavined old pacer that even the local
fishermen shunndd, little Mike's misery was complete. He stared down at the
ground. After big Dan Mahoney's laughter died away down the street, m W
M

up '\at Jack Ryan.

’

"I s'pose there ain't a ghost of a chance fer rintin' me Big Red now?'\' he

Wm a small cracked voice. W—mw%ﬂ?f%

Jack shrugged and threw out his hands. "I'm terrl e sorry, Mike," he

said. "But what kin I do?/\You don't expeck me to up &n' ruin mé business, . Pao‘

7]
do you? You wouldn't ast a chum to do that, would you?"¥ @ cecoeeccl 2 ' .
o fiaon E!‘T" L aic. W"""'

™o, I guess not," Mike\ dolefully agrged. "ButA an't you give mg”;om ?hin'
N B
faster than Miss Flora, man?* %MWWW

"Nopel" Jack answered. "All the byes was here when I opened up this mornin!
an.'t:\;?nted all the othexé;(/ That Dan Mahofxey's a hard an' jealous man! Looks like
he's got 'em all gangin' up on you, Mike.'mm %W‘MQ/W@@W{”
"That it does," Mike answered, bowing his head in defeat. "That it does~-

fer va bloody fack it does..."

The next mornlng--the day of Matt Scully's funeral—-llttle M:Lke O!'Dwyer

was down at %ya.n s livery stable before Jack himself, /\‘&v looked pretty dapper

in his new;tb ue serge suit with the peg-top trousersﬁmot-éw /)w%ww'w

"Good mornin', Mike," Jack cheerlly said, when he appeared. "Was you down

here so bright and early to shine up Miss Flora fer the big Sweepstakes?"




W
aﬂ‘) o W.\\
take Newrv A, @
"May the divil'\bﬂ:mﬂf/kslaked lime up your A:-'a&r—vahe, B Jittle
A
Mike shot back, cut to the quick. "I jest came down early to see if the old
nag survived the night "
"Well, go in an see fer yourself, tjen," Jack said, rolling back the big
of : Lho
doors. "I've got to git busy an' feed allAthese bloody hungry animals. fjaﬁﬁ*/tuézih
",
Liitle Mike sat on the stairs to the hay loft and disconsolately watched 4o
s >
Jack measure out the oats to heAwhinnying horses: first to Mollie Dee, the
little barrel-bellied roan on the far end; then to Chief, the tall gelding in
the next stall; then Cubj; then Doc; agﬁ.so on down the line... F%Pa 1y he
~-§?dfcrv¢¢ W ! —
brought the oats into Miss Flora's sta lA?nd then an extra helping of oats into ‘ﬂotﬂb'
the big corner box stall occupied by Big Red, his spirited stallion and the

pride of the Ryan st.able;ﬁ:‘fjmw,w,ﬂn& ft«-& 411 LM@,"\‘

"Will you stay herﬁﬂan' watch while I go throw some hay down?" Jack said,

that's if you've a mind to."
"MEnythin' to help a pal," little Mike said, leaping nimbly for the water
pail. "That's me."

When Jack was safely upstairs pitching hay, little Mike darted into Big

Mk,
starting up the stairs to thexzfk lzft.. "You kin even start givin' 'em water-- i
éi

Red's box stall.

"Steady there, Red," he crooned, as he whipped a large bottle of castor oil
from his coat and dumped the entire contents into the big stallion's oat box.
"That's a fine bye," Mike said as he watched the big horse greedily sluicing down
the damp mixture.

"Everythin' coming out honky-dory down there?" Jack shouted down through Big

Red's hay chute,




"If it ain't--it damn soon will bel" Mike cryptically shouted back.
"Fhat's that " "Jack's muffled voice came down the chute.

"I said 'Yass' you damn lavericki" Mike shouted, quickly darting into
Flora's stall.

"Steady there, Flora," he saidvkwhipping out another bottle and pumring

the contents into her oat box. Lol this time it wasn't castor oil--it was a full

quart of 0ld Cordwood blended whiskey!

The services for poor Matt Scully began at St., Xavier's Church promptly at
9:00 A, M. -Aéljlhe lodge brothers were there--Dan Mahoney and little Mike
O'Dwyer angf%he others--and more, too, for Matthew Terrence Scully was a well
thought of man. Mighty well thought of, indeed. The length of the funeral pro-
cession was a tangible measure of kit a man's popularity, an&i?ﬁ:ﬂ&ines of
waiting horses and buggies and rigs and hacks stretched up and down Main Street
on both sides, as far as the eye could see...

'hnlhe bell finally tolled, the grey-gloved pallbearers brought out the
remains of Matthew Scully and reverently slid them into the tasselled horse-
drawn hearse, the mourners climbed into their waiting vehicles, and the cortege
slowly peaded for the distant cemeszzg on the north end of town... Big Dan

banny prboicltnlof the dbctace s and atl,
Mahoney;zés naturally up near thg head of the procession driving Big Red, being

president—of-the—deceased's—lodge and all, followed by little Mike O'Pwyer, the
treasurer, driving Miss Flora. Both men kept a tight rein on their horses for
Big Red and Miss Florah?eemed to be curiously skittish and restless-—aa though

they somehow sensed that they were the big stars in this latest and biggest

Neoleaa
running of the Irish Sweepstakes... So skittishAyere they)in fact, that out at

the cemetery two small boys were detailed to hold bhom—by-ehekbridles while the

mourners filed to the graveside and the services began...




"Amen," maist Father Daugherty finally said for the last time. Everyone

respectfully waited until the good Father and the family mourners were in their

hacks and rollingi;heir way--all according to the established rules of the

Sweepstakes..,Tbnnghe tense crowd( BR as;‘ig Dan and little Mike
raced for their horses. Long-legged &g Dan reached his horse first and vaulted

24
into the buggy. The-erewd. ahed!' -as—it—watched Big Dan lash out with the ,
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reinsA and—es Big Red neighed and rearedk away tvwardsthe

Hump saloon. Big Dan crouched professionally lLow over the dashboard, his nose
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virtually touching Big Red'%\ramp, like the driver of ®'racing suiky at the

County Fair., "Giddap!" little Mike calmly said to Miss Flora, gently flicking the

.
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"They're off!" someone sbouted.’\
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Little Mike O'Dwyer was sitting at a deserted cribbage table in the Hump;uméufwv
calmly enjoygng a quiet bollermaket)when Big Dgn burst in through the swinging
doors.

"Good morning, Dgn," little Mike immmmkmxxmmmkky innocently greeted the
loser of the Irish Sweepstakes. "Was you overcome with grief fer the late de-

parted on the way in?" /

"Glory be to Gawdi" shouteéAa—s%unned Mike Gleason)from behind the bar,

"What in the name of Jaysus happened to ye, Dan! Was ye jest after fallin' down
the manure chute at Ryan's Livery? Speak up! Was ye, man!"
%
"Brinks fer the house!" big Dan gamely roared, groping bllndly for the

MWW‘&’

bar., "Here--gimme that there bar rag so's a man can see to pa hisJﬂkuxbhmay




I LOVED THEE, GENTLEMEN...

Quite a few people reveal more about themselves when they are dead
than they ever do during their lifetime. While death seals the lips, it
also sloughs off all need or chance for pretense and vanity. Secrets which
have been buried for years ake sometimes reluctantly disinterred when their
possessor has needs to be buried. Some of these‘secrets are starkly tragic,
some comic, and some--some remind me of Mary Jane Emery...

Miss Mary Jane Emery was the only child of a pioneer mining family. She
taught in the second grade of the Chippewa schools for over forty years.
This is a lpng time to spend in second grade, and may help to explain certain
baffling aspects of the following narrative. After teaching school all week,
on the seventh day, presumably to keep her hand in, Mary Jane taught a Sunday

school class of tiny tots, Then she hurried upstairs to sing in the church

choir. There on any Sunday one could see her pallid face, guiltless of makeup,

lifted in song and shining with the white light of her vision... Mary Jane was
the kind of pure soul who somehow sustains one's dwindling faith in mankind;
one of those shining, innocent characters who must surely ascend swiftly to
Heaven on spotless wings the moment they breathe their last.

The only dissipation Mary Jane had ever been known to allow herself was
an occasional movie. At one time she was quite a fan, But in later years she
denied herself even this harmless form of recreation, avowing that the movies
had gone to pot. Even the actors weren't what they used to be. For one thing,
it seemed they weren't men any more.,.. In fact she became so exercised over the
subject that she tried vainly to persuade her pupils, both in schoél and Sunday
school, to shun all movies. "Motion pictures," she called them. She told all
who would listen that cheap motion picgures, with their giddy young starsd,
were ruining the younger generation. She became locally regarded as gently

cracked on the subject. Few listened and none heeded...




Mary Jane lived alone in a big brick house on Blaker Street, near the
edge of town. She had been born in the old place, which stood wéll back from
the street among a group of towering elms which had been planted by her grand-
father, When her parents died, years before, she continued to dwell there
alone, spurning all invitations to sell the place or take in roomers... Then
the day came when Mary Jane was retired as a school teacher. The school board
presented her with a nice gift and the local newspaper made quite a to-do about
the occasion, quoting appropriately sentimental verbal bouguets from some of
her former pupils. "May she dwell among us for many happy years to come" was
the chief refrain...’// The members of her church even arranged a testimonial
dinner, A delegation headed by the minister brought an engraved invitation

~ to her home and presented it to her, It was to be quite an affair, A male
quartet composed of her former pupils was to surprise her by singing an old
song embellished with new lyrics, composed especially for the 6ccasipn by
an undaunted local poetess. "liss Mary Jane Emery will dwell long in our
memory" was one of the deathless lines which I treasure most. It was all
very touching--except that Mary Jane neglected to attend her own testimonial
dinners..

After nearly an hour of waiting the minister and the excited members of
the program committee drove to her home on Blaker Street. .Through the porch
window they could see Mary Jane playing her piano in the old-fashioned living

room. They pressed the bell but there was no response. The minister finally

rapped on the window. Mary Jane tumed bhé:ggzlbiano and approached the window.

She nodded gravely at the assemblage and even smiled faintly, and then calmly drew
the blinds. Her bewildered visitors kept buzzing the doorbell., There was no
response save the soft tinkle of piano music, Finally they tumed and went

back to Mary Jane's dinner and their cold ham and scallopped potatoes...




In the days that followed her minieber-and neighbors who had known. her for
years g.ood helpless on the porch vainly ringing the bell. Finally they, too,

turned and went away. Mary Jane seemed to have retired from the world. She

still kept her telephone but never answered it, emdy using it to tell the trades-
N

men her meagre needs, The only way her friends guessed she was alive was by the
thin wisps of smoke that occasionally came out of the tall brick chimney.
Deliverymen got no farther than the back door, where they were glad to drop
their orders and flee, Naturally the eerie old house soon gained a reputation
for being haunted. Months rolled into years. As the years went on most people-—-
including the male quartet--shrugged and forgot about ki Mary Jane Emerys, When
people spoke of her at all they unconsciously spoke of her in the past tense,
For all practical purposes Mary Jane Emery was dead and forgotten during her
lifetimesqs

Then one winter, during a prolonged cold spell, vigilant neighbors observed
that no smoke rose from the Emery chimney; the milkman found the frozen contents
of his earlier deliveries bazzarely protruding from the neglected bottles, The
curiosity of the neighbors tumed to concern. But after so many past rebuffs they
still hesitated. Finally, on the morning of the third day, some of them made
earnest efforts to gain entrance. But all the doors were locked and securely
bolted and only hollow echoes answered their frantic knocks on the heavy wooden

doors.,




On the evening of the third day the nearest neighbor called the chief
of police, T:e chief wisely called the coroner, who in tum--need I add
wisely?--called on me, The three of us met and drove immediately to the
old Ahouse. Night had fallen, the wind had risen, and it was already
considerably below zero. In our car lights the dark and frosted windows of the
old house gleamed bluely through the wind-tossed branches of the naked elms.
As we waded through the deep snow to the front door, occasional tufts of long-neg-
lected grass rose above the snow like prairie hay.

The burly chief tried the door, which appeared to be bolted from the in-
side. The mailbox bulged with neglected mail, which the coroner removed and

put in his overcoat. The chief stood rattling the knob of the heavy doores.

L al e Omotlic .
f%ﬁere was nothing to do but break in the door, so with a one-two-three we

lunged against the door and catapulted into the front hall. We closed the
door behind us and the chief played his flashlight, looking for a light switch,
He found one by thehall door, the old button kind. It clicked noisily but no
light came on.

We moved into a larger carpeted hall at the foot of a wide wiﬁding sta