
During the past summer there had been a number of changes made at the olq frame house 

on Hematite Street. Paul's half brother, ·Greg, had married his sweetheart, Eileen Deasy, the 

Iri~h girl he had gone through school with, and they had a little house of their own on Bluff 

street, on the north end of town. Red-headed Greg had left high school in the eleventh grade 

and had started to work as an electrician for one of the mining companies. That summer the 

company had made him a foreman of one of the crews, so he had celebrated his good fortune by 

getting married. 

Paul's Lbrothers, Link and Nicky, moved into Greg's bedroom, leaving Paul.t'aHd his cobse~ 
-fJ'l(,M, ~ .,f}(,.,<. .......;."' (r~ wt t vt;...c. ,(t 

1 
"'" tiw d-v'l-v , 'Cl«.1 , 

.the-:S0la::-$CCup&Bts--W the calsomined back bedroom." Paul missed short, quick, laughing brother 
(\ Jptfu,, 

Greg. Greg had really paid more attention to Paul than Link and Nicky did. Nearly every 
A 

evening after supper Paul would follow Greg up to his room and watch him get "spruced up" for 
.. vw--

his date with.a, Eileen. Paul would sit on Greg's bed and sing a piping tenor as Greg car-
,,~ • a... ti (1., I. ? t ,n;.;t " 

ried the air. ,..Acme people say that f.Wl:Phiee Ii~'~ steal. ... " They would go through all the 
~ ~ ~ (44,~~~' 

verses, piling up the darning evidence toA this charitable belief/\ Greg getting into his 

blue serge suit, prying his necktie into his hard collar, curJing his swooping red cowlick with 

" stiff military brushes. "But I caught two in my corn field!" 

Paul hoped that some day he would have a room like Greg's, Pennants on the walls; 11 Cor­

nell, 11 "llichigan, 11 "Ferris Institute, 11 ~'Chi pewa High School" - beautiful pictures of Maude 
,0 ' • 

Or,,..L, r .. o.. ' '.v ; 
Adams and Lillian Russell frem Leslie's Me:gszi:se; kewpie dolls and crossed bamboo canes and 

ticklers from a host of forgotten carnivals; a pair of pearl-handled hunting knives and a 

Navajo blanket he had won on a punchboard at Gill's candy store -- -- ~ 

r~ 
"Diggin' up potatoes row on row ..• " 

Greg always kept lmtle mint candies and Yucatan or Blood.bury gum in his top dresser 
~~e(, 

drawer or in his best suits hanging in the little clothes closet. ~Mli.le ~Greg wJ working Paul 
S n.,,J ' <P~. ~,t tlllv't a-1.u;r et..,if.;) .,( ML~ ~~ £,,;~u-11.(,h "' I lu 

often very casually reviewed the contents of this exciting room. ~nee ~found a nearly empty \ 
~ A -~~~ 

pint of whiskey and some toy baloons in a small box which read "For the prevention of disease 
m.~ I. ~ 

of pbotograohs of -men 
• " 

• 
an envelope containing an exciting 

tv,r)1L,/t')l,,I -'l,,Yv (;I./ • 

most curious attitude/ ... 

only. 'A Another time -be 
"""' •' -~_.+O , '\WI 

tMd worren, s er4· 2'91111j!ll;flie 

series 

"Now if that ain't ste3.lin' Ah doan know!" 

Greg would finally adjust his tie, carefully insert his stickpin, brush a flake of dan­

druff off his shoulder -- "Listen Polly, do you know the best way to stop falling dandruff? 





That fall Gunnar and Fritz and 

in eighth grade; Fritz and Paul were 
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Paul~er reunited in the Grammar School. 
• :,,/,-.~ ~ h'o.e-S--.. l!Ze~...,. 

in seven h./\Bernie Redmond still attended 

Gunnar was 

the "Irish" 

now 

school, but every afternoon the four would meet after school, usually in Fritz's basement, but 

sometimes at the old Pearl Street cigar factory of Bernie's dad. A weathered sign hung over 

the door: "Dennis J. Redmond -- Fine Havana Cigars." The place was a great hangout for the 

local Irish of all ages. The boys would help Bernie strip the stems from the damp tob~cco 
...,,.,. .. {I, .. ~ ,, iJ -

leaves, and spread them on the drying racksA so~Bernie could get away early and play. Paul 
J.~d,. ~ ~, tn'l ~ _, I ' "- 1 

had started banding cigars for Dennis Redmond, for which he received five cents for each 

" hundred cigars from "Dinny," Bernie's easy-going 

it as Bernie was. 

father. Paul was already nearly as 
. ~JJ,J, 

l'ly,.eh t-1~' ~6 

fast at 

Sometimes Paul would just sit and watch Dinny~hunched over his square work block, 
~ - c,?\. ~~ ~~~(l .... .t,,.;t~L~t.~ I 

his 

faded/\.black derby pushed back/\QlFM' hisfbald head.A First Dinny would quickly cut out a double 

binder leaf, then reach into his stock box for the filler leaves -- this was where the "Havana" 

came in -- expertly shaping them in his nimble fingers and~ll them with his palm i nto the 

" binder leaves. Quickly this "bunch" would be fitt ed into the propped wooden cigar mold, until 

the mold wa~~'twith twenty-five bunches. 

always fell -.>A the floor, and clamp the wooden ,....., 

Then Dinny wo~? ack his chair, which 
(\ 

large iron press. At the 
, ' 

cover on the ruold, and then squeeze it in the 
tM,,.c,l ttvU ti/J..,.,,..d tf"" M-V ,1 .. 

same time he would remove another mold, righ his chair,\-- "who in 
~ YI, 

he] 1 kncrcked that ,chair over 1" -- and" sit and roll these bunches up into finished cigars in the 

fine-veined, delicate wrapper leaves which came from distant Sumatra. All the time that he 

worked Dinny hwnmed and chanted a mysterious song, a song without words, without meaning, with-
~ 

out tune, without end. "Yanh, yanh, yanh ... di di dum ... col sor roll de ol. .. 11 This song 

would occasionally be punctuated with an occasional oath if a bunch broke or a wrapper tip tore 
µ u 

while he was pasting the end of a finished cigar. ~Cvt-Jv, 2~ , at,v""1, • • • 

Paul would sit and watch and often wonder why it was that the fathers of all of 
~ ({) L.,l,,(;\, J Sv L-{,M:,;,, wr,<---v ~ ~ ~ ~ .,{ - (., • <P c,,,...,(J, 

mates were always so disgustingly good-natured. Ws:!t hea'rt was gnawed by envy. Could 
A 

his play­

his school-

books be right? Was whiskey the seat of Oliver's canker? Yet thera were lots of good-natured 

saloonkeepers in town. Paul and the other boys had sold crates of whiskey bottles to these 

great, chuckling, purple-veined men. When the cause was just and the necessity was grave, they 

had even stolen bottles from Oliver's saloon and resold them to his competitors ... 







ORDINANCE NO. 1 

An ordinance to provide for the time and place of the regular 

meetings of the City Council. 

Cit P5; ~ The City of Ishpeming ORDAINS: -
Section 1: That the City Council shall hold its regular meet­

ings on the first Wednesday following the first Monday in the month Ail 7: 3 () P. 'lh, 
~ ~ 2- '2 / /~ 1M ~ 
Section 2: That the City Council shall hold its meetings in ,S: 

the City Council chamber of the City Hall. ,,., 

Section 3: This ordinance is declared to be an emergency ordin­

ance, and shall take immediate effect. 

Adopted February 21, 1944. 

MAYOR 

Attest:--~~-,,~=------
CITY CLERK 

















Hayward would drone on, and Paul would dully wonder if Mr. Hayward ever 1Fc,.shed his ears.~Paul 
I 

might then desperately fall to reading the memorials on the stained glass windows -- "ln memory 

of 11.i.nnie Grew Tucker, wife, 185Li-1907" -- that wad~f~ree when she croaked - and 

" then .r&dds::l-;y Belle would be miraculously plucking hiln to his feet for the final hymn. Mr. 

Ha)'\'iard = '4.'C gif't! the benediction to the bowed congreeation ~nd ~rriedly creak on 

~" 4-'M, -~ ~ku.l- /\,I.A 11 ~ J~';I /' ~ 0 _, w~ 
I\ tiptoe to the ba~l-: of the church, Pa pe1:1kine at him~&t ic y wkii:.il-i& the choir put a brief 

musical seal ::t;;'his words. The,~11 ~~~ , Ohe fifbh g,ade t0Ad1ory- •ould boom 

'tu~~~ ~ -C.,..~ 't, g.e, I t/, v., I,£,,,<"'- 7e,c ~ {Hf~ .lu. w-r,..,.~,t t ~'d o.-.L. ~, 

out wild music on tlie organ, much to Paul I s delight_,f\'lfflil'¼~heA~~on suddenly resumed 

life o:1ce again, and shoo!· hands and chatted with one another and gradually filed out past 
~p., 

poor tired Mr. Hayward, haegard and spent from. his spiritual labors, shaking his moist hand, 
I\ 

congratulating him on his sermon, enquiring aft~r ~rs. Hayward and the endless brood of little 

Haywards w}'lo lived ir. the little rr,ortgaged manse at the top of the hill. 

".My, hor; you've grown, Lincoln," llr. Hay,-:ard would say to Paul, confusing him with his 

brother Link, taking his srnalJ hand and gently passing him toward the exit. "l::rs. Biegler, 

it's so good to see you with us again this Sunday. Oh, thank you -- yes -- why ~rs. Davis --

--" and Paul would suddenly be out in the clean open air, free once again, fighting the goutish 
i I'\ • 

impulse to shout and yell and~whistle and leap high into the air ... 

There was a dry and dusty poverti about these Sµndays that filled Paul with dismay and 

stjrred in his young heart a browing~s that in this dead and joyless ritual lay the way 

to celebrate the stirring, awful, tragic legend of Jesus, the gentle son of God. 
ll't6 r:; e f1J (J-<t t: ~ .CicwC:•vc<>t 

had
4

helped to annotate the Lord and all his 

These church 

work_::, and who reen were professio~als, he felt, who 
C/l..l.~,l_ ttt,l.. ,C,,,.•V~ 

quietly/\..ge-v~ at eu&-that they had an "in" with Him, that they had known Him man and boy, that 

somehow they were practically lodge brothers, and if you paid your dues regularl:r and didn't 

miss too many m~etines mind you, why, they would "fix it up" to reveal Him to you. It was 6.11 

very comfy and cozy and, Paul felt even then, just a little obscene. He never expressed_these 

views to Belle. He sensed how necessary to her was her faith, and how cruelly his ~Cwould 

" 
have hurt her. 





CHAPI'Ei.t 9. 

was a clear, cold, moonless night of a thousnr,d glowing stars, and the 

smoke from the chimneys of the houses was drawn in ghostly columns high up into the still 

night air. For the occasion Paul and his "gang" had banded with the Irish boys at the end of 
a,.1.t-l fi.vkd.., l,c!c,Jli.,e,t.,, - .,('< vt flw ckf1 f'dw -

Paul's street, }oodles Cronin, },,on!< .tlooney, Ti.n:my Connor} and silverc1al otl=:ie.rsA for at Halloween 
I 

in union there/7s strengthj4H strength to topple a reluctant fence or outhouse; strength to 

scare off marduding rival gangs from 11enerny11 locations. ~fach gang was supposed to confine 

its rrischief !o its own neighbor·hood~ 0vt tiu.. '2v>->l"-' ~n.'-' ~ :d ~11,, t/1'- d.t,,pv,d.1,vt,,H-0 
co w~ '1~4fl. 

Led by Fritz, the boys had already rumbled two of his 
"'1' ~T/u.,y.,, 

v1agons/\down Lake Street) and plunged them into the e••m: ing 

grandfather Jaeger• s_ l:l.rga delivery 
(M...J. c/t..t', ti ·'11 

disturbed waters of L&.ke Bancr·oft. 

" 11 rhere comes 'Paddy the Peeler' I" Gunnar shouted. Paddy Driscoll, the old Irish r ightwatchma.n, 

whose feats of high courage and deadly mar)manship were legendary with the boys of Chippewa, 

can,e lumberir.g rheumatically down Lake Street, waving his nightstick, shouting "0i111 put ya 

behint the bars, ye vandals yet" In the meantime the vandals gaily scampered up Euclid Street, 
j';,U,j.. 'ti""'' ~. 'rJ.n,'t it\.l, ~ 4{) 

their running footsteps resounding hollowly o~l 
0
~he numb October sidewalk~. "Oi 1 11 folley ye 

, I r-{\~ l...L,v-; ' l'IA,,vv\L A, IM-Ci ... t l .. 

to hel~ 11 came faintly fror.: behind them. Paul laughed and bre·Jthed deeply the sharp, acrid 

smell of burning leaves. 

'J("-4,,.,-P ~,(,-'\.( '- --
'i'heyl\p~use~at the Ridge Street School and~inli\!:riedJto dislocate the stout iron fence 

which surrounded it. Paddy hadn't even hove into sight. This was the srur.e iron fence to which 

Paul had got his tongue frozen the winter he was in second grade. The jar,itor had had to use 
~ 

water to separate Paul from the fence. TRe h~f\then ran down to Hematite Street and gathered 

in the shadovis under the tall elms in front of Paul I s house. 'tltera t.fuly .-iwse'1 £etLoboPe&Ua 

~ Paul looked in through the parlor window and saw Belle and Mrs. McGoorty sitting talking 

in the glow of the new electric lights. Belle was nodding her head and renoving her glasses. 
,/J:JI' 

The boys gazed longingly at the tall wooden picket fence around Paul's yard, and Tirrmy Connors 
" 

tentatively tested it. But the fence was safe as it was not 

the gang unless r eleased fron. one's honor:, as Fritz had just 

merged delivery wagons. 

c1icket to rrolest the prop.arty of 
t.,:0 

done with Grandpa Jaeger's sub­
/'\ 

As the boys stood in the shadows a rival gang from the direction of Swedetown location -
galloped/\ •• down iancroft street, past Jaeger's corner, and after several minutes old Paddy the 

j~tAJ., • 
Peeler came hobbling after them, on a new scent, still brandishing his nightstici-., still ~E 
~ after them the sinister threatsof cold prison bars ... The boys waited until Paddy was safely 



led out of their precinct, then they ran down garbage-strewn Pine Street to the railroad tracks. 

This nearness to the city jail and the lights of downtown and Main Street lent a certain exhilir-
_b-ll( ~ •-•-L,;1"",Y 

ation to their enterp.r:_ise. 3Jv,- f~ -t,,,,\, tfJ.,. MLNv~.i.dva.J.,_fu,,n l,(a,,u~ft~(Alit'wiZ,; )~'~ I.. 
~ 1.,--fHv tu I. /.-, 'liu fl 1" ~~~ 

Fritz, who had a fertile brain for devising~riew mischief which was contrary to ~he spirit 

and letter of the Michigan juvenile code, perceived that the round metal chimney of Dan~s flag 

shanty was belching black smoke. This was caused by the burning chunks of soft locomotive coal 
-p,i..::r -i C, t;tL,Ji 

in Dan'~ stove. Paul had often helped one-armed Dan gather up the coal which the fireman ~ 
e,,~ 

toss~off their passing engines. 

11Let 1 s put a pail over the cjlimney and see what happens," Fritz suggested. The novelty and 
..$-t'V}--...~ 

evident good sense of this proposition immediately appealed to the boys. 
" .h,~ 

_ pail over ~ chimney 
/\ 

became as imperative as 
(!A\n-,N 

W9e eeen back 

breathing. Gunnar ran~to the back of the Taleen house just a half block 

away, and 

" 
with an empty small lard pail. The boys boosted MonK Mooney unto the 

low roof. "Just like a glove, 11 Monk whispered, as he squeezed and twisted the pail over the 

round metal chimney. 
~ '" (), Cuuit of 

'£he boys retired up the tr-acks away from the street light and stood awaiting ~/\ scientific 
J wt<i"", 
ifltQ~e~~~the re~ults of their experi.Jt.ent in combustion. They were not long in coming. Almost at 

o# 
once a curling black and white smoke came pouring from under the eaves, eddying out of the 

" 
cracks of the door and boarded windows, making the little shanty look like a Finnish farmer's log 

steam bath on a Saturday night. Then Paul and the boys heard a series of coughs followed by a 

sighing groan. ·rhen they heard nothing. 

~-
"Jiminy -- old Dan's in there -- let's beat it! 11 someone said. 

impulse was to run home and get into bed and hide under the covers. 

None of the boys liiCft-. Paul I s 

" "I've got to save him, 11 

Paul wildly thought. "I c-'½n 't desert old Dan. 1' He could picture Dan, tis faithful old friend 

- ,tu ''"i'° who had given him so Ill/UlY dimes, lying crumpled and dead on his leather-cushioned bench" or/\ on 

the di1ty floor, with his wooden leg askew. Monk Mooney began to cross hiJr.self and sniffle. 

"They' 11 send me to ~~son for this for th'!; ~;t of my -- --11 

~ ~ 

The door of the shanty flew open. There was a smoke-belching pause. Then out stumbled a 

woman, without 

over her~~e. 

of ev~n n nose 

any clothes, choking and coughing, modestly holding a rumpled piece of clothing 

They looked like bloomers to Paul. Close on her bare heels, but without benefit 
~ ,.,, !rt~ 

covering, l.ltHtaQ~Gd Terrence Slattery, a to~~~young Irish lout who worked at the 
I\ 

roundhouse beyond the Fireball, and who 

touched by Terrence's fidelity to duty, 

sometimes helped relieve Dan a.t the crossing. Paul was 
~tvCG-

Like a torch;ire/\held aloft a quart whiskey bottle as 



the two ran stumbling nnd coughing, the woman's hair flying, across the: cindered tracks and 

into the dark shadows of the billboard at the rear of Weiler1 s Feed Store. At this juncture 

there was a loud rocketing report. The lard pail had blo~n off the chimney pipe, high into 

the air, landing up on Canada Street with a dull metallic thud just as eFoataloes Paddy the 
J :.t. J.i .J.,,,,..;z., a I 

Peeler rounded the corner by Oliver's saloon!\ "Oi'll put ye behint th~ bars -- heh,eheh --

that I will -- heh,eheh -- ye wickit spawn of the divil !" 
G\, ().P" -4 o.,vw'- ctwv'Wk,d.-

ln ten minutes Paul had circled savora.J. blocks. crossed several backyards into his own. 
"- " '''r~~,fryvw.,}'\,~••-

catching his breath on the back porch he slipped in the kitchen aoor/\and up the backstairs and 

into his bed where
1
for a long time,he lay wondering and pondering the devious ways there ap­

peared to be to celebrate the eve of All Saints' Day ••• 

In the rr,eantime the great ground swell of war was flooding over Europe and lapping at the 

very shores of America. The previous spring Italy had declared war on Austria-Hungary and a 

German submarine had sunk the Lusitania with the loss of ov~r a hundred American lives. Presi­

dent Wilson was still exchanging a series of strong notes with Gerrrany over this sinking, and 

it was evident that his expressed policy that the country remain "neutral in fact as well as 

in name" was fast becoming an idealistic dream. 

All of the mines of Chippewa had put on a night shift to fill the slavering rraws of the 

steel mills with iron ore for the war. The town was booming, there was work for everyone, and 

night and day Paul could see or hear the miners going past his house to and from the Blueberry 

mine, clomping along in their hobnailed boots, their soiled red towels rolled under one arm, 

their "Lisk" dinner buckets under the other. Business was so good Oliver had been obliged to 

put on an extra bartender. 





Paul knew, as did every boy in Chippewa, that the towering steel and tirr.bered head 

frame of the shaft, the entrance to the mine, was called the shafthousa; that the deep vertical 

hole down through the glacial drift and solid rock was the shaft itself, the passageway into 

the mine; and that the dripping timbered compartments in the shaft accommodated the steel 

skips used to haul the ore, and also the large cage, the great steel elevator which was used 

to transport the miners and mining material, and finally that the rerraining timbered 

compartment was the manway, with its labyrinth of ladders and Q,vt.., pipes, and water 

pipes and electric conduits. /. 
~ ~b_,,,J.d 

Pau1 poode~he business of mining iron ore was largely a practical problem of 

both employing and • the law of gravity, so that the crushing tons of ore would have 
A 

to be lifted as little as possible; and that the mine was simply a series of underground pass-

age~nd ~ , designed to get out the ore as quickly, safely -- and cheaply --
"' 

as possible, 

His 

kind he had 

young imagination had come to liken an iron mine to a grea~ city building, the 

read about and seen in pictures -- a massive and yet ~insecure sky-
/\ 

scraper where the people, the miners, entered from the roof; where the elevators were called 

skips and cages; where its stairways were manways and ladderways; where the various 

floors, usually over one hundred feet apart, were called levelst ~, ~,,, ~., ~ 

,ac, tnv; ~ ~ ~, tbw~ ~ ~'ti, -4<.c ~ ~ ~ ~~ 

ctup,, ~ ~ .//,#~ ~ ~,j- tf.,,,m-a,e,,.,,,,,,, fa,,,,/.•, j tf:..,_:, • ; ;1-
, . 71( Na, ¢,.. • $-

flu_ ,r/417}t,••i} /~h.,d<ot> f:o no //4 ~ ~;(}1¼6~iA,iJ, P .. cz, ., ktvecc .:I Ji>? Z: 

o--i.lf:4.flfV~- ~,~~f;u.«~d~~~ 

Of ~A✓//~ tyv ~hi~ VU- ~~~, 

tPCuA.L ~-fkvt fe.-~ ~ ~ ~ t?ru~ 

~~0t-.-id. ~o4.- ~~t>U ~J4,n~~ 

/la,,-. ~ ~ t'/~ ~~ IJvr-,{ 4(/U~✓ l)-Z,v7 txf ~ _Lx Ae-Vn1<>_.. 

~~/d~M~~-~~A~)~d.~a'u. 

ti,,,.,,~~ (,~ ~ r-P,r'h.,, ck-~ 41 11~ ~~ -1 e1~ ~; 

~f/4 /4~rn~-t~~~~t>u-t£~ ~~~~? 
~ ~ ..;V>~ ~ "'4'~ /4~(,., P--t& ~ ~ .,,,,_ I~ d'~ 



~ a't~/ ~~ ~c tit d~ _ <h) ~ 1k. /1.-,,,L ~ f ' . ., ~ -"ti' 
~ A~~ b"L~ u,..~ ~~ #Cd J ~ 
z¼ G~ ~t' ~ wu.~ pVn,#C. def/~,µ ~zrn,i, ~ 1/,u. . 
~PjzZ ~~~) 6vr.e,, ~-.it u~ ~~~'~d 

t A!.un,/N,v ~ ~ b~ 4lZd ~"~ /47"T~ l; ~ 

L~~<:>/~. 
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That fall Gunnar and Fritz and Paul were reunited in the Grammar School. Gunnar was no~ 

in eighth grade; Fritz and Paul were in seventh. Bernie Redmond still attended the 11Irish11 

school, but ~ very _afternoon the four would meet after school, ;;_su~ly in Frit_z' s basement, ';>ut 
11 

ti , .;.. ~~ , - Ir "" , ~) • ~ ~'4f- :J~ Hcvvp, ... -~~-
sometimes at the old Pearl Street cigar factory of Bernie's dad.A The~ boys would hel p ~ 

Bernie strip the stems from the damp tobacco leaves, and spread them on the drying racks, so 1 
Bernie could get away early and play. Paul had started banding cigars for Dennis Redmond, for S 

~ 

which he received five cents for ~ach hundred cigars from "Dinny, 11 Bernie's easy-going father. t 

Paul was already nearly as fast at it as Bernie was. 

faded 

leaf, 

Sometimes Paul would just sit \3-nd watch Dinny hunched over his square work block, hi s 
\ itH'-'rk 

black derby pushed back over hi~ ald bead. First D.inny would quickly cut out a" binder 
,(, ~ - t/ ( -k, ,,_-J .. 1(.,, .. I'(~,.,·.~,,,,,..,, -

then reach into his stock ara-,lfeF for the filler leaves!\ expertly shaFing them in bis 

fingers and roll them with his palm into the binde~~~ickly this "bunch" would be nimble 

? 

~ 
~ 
~ 
! 

1 
~ 

until the mould was filledwith twenty-five bunches. 1 
Then Dinny would kick back his chair, which always fell on the floor, and clamp the ~ t 
wooden cover on the mould, and then~ in the large iron press. At tho San'e time he would ~ 

- II ~i,,O ~ 1&-. ~~ t/u,,;t dL4Wi t>v(/v ! ,, - t 

fitted into the propped wooden 

remove another mould, right his chair/\ and sit nd roll these bunches up into finished cigars ~• 

in the fine-veined, delicate wrapper leaves whi~ came from distant Sumatra. All the time ~ 
u,,.,..J. t{..t,, :JL/.. ·"'\ ~ .. ~ l\niM ,.;1> ? 

that he worked Dinny hummed a mysterious song, as ng without words, without tune, without end. ~ 
,.. Jiu· ~ ~ rrr,u:~I-L ~.,.l-,,f : ~ 

dum .• . col sor roll de ol. .. 11 ming] eri with an occasional oath if a e 
~ I'- J.~ • 

~ ~ 

11Yanh, yanh, yanh ... di di 
~-~ -

lea£ i!oli~pe9'.or a wrapper tip~ whz:ile he was aVcigar. 

Paul would sit and watch and often wonder why it as that the fathers of alJ of his play-
J., 

mates were always s ~ good-natured. H/ heart was gnavred f envy. Could his schoolbooks be 

right? Was whiskey the seat of Oliv~•s canker? Yet thert!: were lots of good-natured saloon-

keepers in town. Paul and the other boys had 

c½., purple-veined men. Whe the cause 

sold crates o~hiskey bottles to these gr eat, 

was just and the ecessity was grave, they had 

resold them to his Qmpetitors ... 
,(\ 

J 
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, / F tt-~~~ 
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CHAPTER 8. 

That fall Gunnar and Fritz and Paul w~re reunited in the Grammar School. Gunnar was no_w 

in eighth grade; Fritz and Paul were in seventh. Miss Lindquist was their teacher. Bernie 

Redmond still attended the "Irish" school, but every afternoon the four would meet after 

school, usually in Fritz's basement, but so.rretimes at the old Pear) Street cigar factory of 
~'1 c,,11 :t • =til' ~ ~ 

Bernie's dad. A weathered signAh:mrg CNer the door: "Dennis J. Redmond - Fine Havana Cigars.n \ 
~ "6 tJ•c1, "'~ -1; ll. ~ ,, " ....<. Lin .,Ju. ~ Pf r3. ""' • di.A ~ fh.c l"-1 ~ I\ lllu-~ 

The place was a great hangout for the locaf Irish of all ages.~ The boys would help Bernie i 
u""' tL ~A,V,'4/-

strip the stems from the damp tobacco leave~ and spread ~ on the drying racks in the back ~ 
f ~ f 

room so that Bernie could get away early and play. Paul bad entered the world of commerce: he 

had started banding cigars for Dennis Redmond, for which he received five cents for each bun- ) 

dred cigars from "Dinny," Ben,ie • s easy-going fat her. Paul was already nearly as fast at it ( ! 

as Bernie was. 

Sometirr.es Paul would just ei_! ...=:i~ watch Dinny make cigars. Dinny would sit hunched 

over his square work block, his faded greenish-black derby pushed back on his wd:spy bald head. ~Et 
He only wore this hat when he worked. First Dinny would ~•hsy cut out a double binder leaf, 

then reach into his stock box for the filler leaves -- this was where the "Havana" came in -

expertly shaping them in his nimble fingers and then roll them with his palm into the binder 

leaves. Quickly this "bunch" would be fitted into the propped wooden cigar mold, until the 

mold was filled with twenty-five bunches. Then Dinny would suddenly kick back his chair, Nhich 

always fell clattering to the floor, and clamp th~ wooden cover on the mold, and then squeeze 

it in the large iron :eress. At the same time he would remove another mold, right his chair and 
oi 1\114 ~~ .,. 

glare~abe~ M~w Peet!'I -- "who li\,)hell knocked that there chair over!" -- and then sit and roll 

these~hes up into finished cigars in the fine-veined, delicate wrapper leaves which came 

from distant Sumatra. All the time that he worked Dinny hunmed and chanted a mysterious song, 

a song without words, without meaning, without tune, without end. "Yanh, yanh, yanh ••• di di 

dum .•. col sor roll de ol. .. 11 This song would occasionally be punct uated with an occasional oath 

if a bunch broke or a wrapper tip tore while he was pasting the end of a finished cigar. "Yanh, 

yanh. yanh ••• " 

Paul would sit and watch and often wonder why it was that the fathers of all of his play-
~ 

mates were always so disgustingly good-natured. Unlike Oliver, Dinny's eaPk was unequal to his 

~ . ~. Paul's heart was gnawed by envy. Could his schoolbooks be right? Was whiskey the seat 

of Oliver's canker? Yet there were lots of good-natured saloonkeepers in town. Faul and the 
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t ~ PLIW /;: 

. The praying maples and thin birches, silent and frozen in the deepiess of midwinter, 

reached beseeching naked arms up the wailing wall of the tall hill, fringing out to the width 

of the ski slide, and sober small boys and some drunken men clung to the limbs of the trees -­

perhaps the better to watch the ski jump, though they could not see as well. 

Urgently lining each side of the ski slide were the crowds of spectators, their dragon 

breaths upon the frosty February air. aae-.§--own below across the wideness of the valley were the 
~ • # --~- ~1 ... ~ ~ 
,,att·!ig. cutters and sleighs, the siaMni.- horses q4f!d_;wr atampiftg &Rd steaming under their blankets. ,, ~ A 
And over all it was cold and clear, and the su.~ was high, its frost-thin glitter feeble upon the 

deep snow. 

Far up the hill, rising above its steep and snowy crest, fluttered the American flag fr011 

the ski tower, the scaffold, from which the clustered, waiting skiers looked like little men, 

like childhood gnomes from out a Christmas book, standing so far up there against the cold blue 

Northern sky, quietly waiting for the signal to fling themselves on da.m along the steep and 

narrow way. 

Standing far up on the starting tower the bugler raised his bugle to his lips -- "Marble 

Eye" Carlyon, a little Cornish miner who had lost an eye in the mine and had never done anything 

about it -- and when this bugler raised his bugle he pouted and then he blew, and the last notes 

still raced and rang and echoed across the valley even after he had taken his bugle down and 

replaced it with a bottle, grinning, gurgling: 'Hi can pl'y 1 pon any hinstrument which 'asn•t a 

bloody reed 11 

The first rider raised his hand that he was ready, and far below, by the great jump, 

another more sober, far-seeing, and less colorful bugler answered, blurted, "Ready!" and the 

poised rider shuffled forward and dipped off and down, hurtling, rushing down, crouching low, 

cupping his ears from the tremendous and freezing speed, here now at once incredibly at and 

past the jump-off, seeming to straighten and to spring far out, leaning forward, looking lying 
t,1./ ~ 

on his skis as he soared into the air, far out into t~e a~P~at last man stole freedom from the 

earth, arms waving and circling like chil dren I s playful angels in the snow, still soaring out 

into the air, the skis now gradually, then quickly, won back to earth, now landing with clear 

and wooden slap far down the hill, into the bleating of the crowd, one foot forward, crouching 

low again and racing, crunch-whistling, tar down and out across the valley, finally swirling to 

a circling, skirling stop before the practical, solemn small boys who liked to see their heroes 
near, closeup. 



Fritz turned to Bernie and Gunnar and Paul. "God, it -- it's beautiful!" he said. "I 
[}/u,~I'..-"~ .-~- 'Jlv. t,v,v ,wt ~-tl°(; q_ 

neve.r thought there was anything like this."(\Peul. didr: 1 t eit:t.s1. It always chilled him to ~ 

watch the incredible beauty and grace of the riders. St>meho.J,his lovely soaring seemed n:ore cS.. 

like-. poetry than anything his teachers over taught him in school... ,;¥: 

Tbe bugler bugled his bugle once again, and another skier took off the tower, burtling, fi'>t 

-~ rushing do,,m the slide, sailing, too, far out into the air, but -- h!h -- falling, tumbling, ~ 

landing in a waving heap, losing his skis, clown-rolling down the hill, the crOl'fd roaring and t r 
yawing its ready laughter for defeat -- •go find your slats, you bum' -- as the snow-glutted i 
skier limped falsely grinning down the hill to retrieve his runaway skis. i ~ 

Down and down they poured with each bugle note, rider after rider, some falling but most! f 
of them standing. During the intermission Paul and the boys made their way through the milling ~ 

crowd to the outdoor stand conducted this year by the earnest ladies of the Methodist church. .~, 

Reckless of expense, Paul squandered his entire weekly allowance on a cup of coffee and a ...a:l i 
Cornish pasty. Pattline Mid lier pct ns Would haVe to do wi:t.heQt him U~is xeek_ 

The bugle blew through the afternoon as the eager riders hurled themselves off the hill 

for the thrill of the crowd that gathered annually on Washington's birthday for the ski tourna­

ment of the Chippewa Ski Club. There were hundreds of miners there to proudly watch their sons 

and relatives, for the tournament was a local holiday and there was no work, war or no war. Most 
~ 

of th)\ riders lived in Swedetown or Finn town. The bugle sounded again and then ca.me the an­
~.w ~· 

nouncement of the winner by the president of the Ski Club, Swan ifehneeft. Pa1ll. thought his voice 
Jv..,1.,., 11" ~ 
sotmdee. eopt '&f sad. "Ladies and yentlemenl Da ¥inner an• noo shampion - Uno Saari!" A 

" ,. _,J,,,_ 
great cheer went up, especially from the Finn miners. 

" 
For this was the first ti!l'8 a Finnish 

rider had won the main jumping championship on Suicide Hill. For many years, even before Belle 

had come to Chippewa, the Swedes and Norwegians had taken all of the first places. Fritz and 

Bernie and Paul turned on Gunnar, chanting: "Ten t•ousand SVedes vere lost in di}. veeds, in da 
m. A_ r ~ ,r~ -

battle of Copenhagen!" Then there was another announcement,' 11Ladees and yentlemen t Da runner ,. 
oop an' las• yar•s shampion - Anselm Bjork1 11 

11Go piddle up a bemp ropel" Gunnar said, grinning from ear to ear. At least one Swede 
1,-t,.,w 

had won. Then the boys walked the two miles~ to town. It was a big day. They had a chicken 
" supper and ice cream and cake in the dining-room of the Taleen House, with a table all to them-

selves and a blushing young Finnish girl to wai t on them. Waiting for their dessert Gunnar told 

the boys he had seen her with nothing on the Saturday night before, running from the girls • 



bathroom upstairs to her room. 

air with.his hands. 

1113oy oh boy oh boy," he said, describing undulant curves in 

- //,/ ~ {" /t' ., ) 

♦ 

Spring was really the worst season of the year in Chippewa. During the winter the snow 
ty'v,/, ~ ~r,>Rl!Z, ~ ~ ~1" 

err""'~t".'t!T!'f!~r--a,g+-t""I e.,e.,.ti,,st..c1/\built up many feet above the groun~ s=a}l:s the· snow receded all of the IJ1.anure 

from th~ horses and the winter's accumulation of coal dust from the chimneys an1 the mine _ 
~~,,,__4'lt'Nll-ofWWM. .t.).<, ~ .~At .. c. • ~G4(e.,,tj' • 

boilers lay~%xposed ail o;eF bhe ~cna, in all its,t.dirt a~d r.rabness,~~he poor horses would 
'(JA~ ~ ~ ~ :Mt, 

hobble along the treacherou~streets, sinking @st their fetlocks~at one step, or being held 

up by their own manure on the next. 1/ ~..A 
Despite the heavy snow there was an early spring that year. The first real thaw came in 

~ - ~·j ~ 
Ute middle-: ei March and ..Jhe city workers ~ ditches in the high snow banks along the curbings 

1,y,14.,ultz-
to drain the melting snow. Tqe ~oys(\spend cv~ry daylight hcur after school racing wooden matches 

j~ -~ .. ~~-14~- ww,1.,I.."' ..I ~ 
and tiny boats down these ?lowing drains)/\. Then a sudden frost ~,._freezing the ditches,A fol-

j Spring really never came to Chippewa until the suckers started to run in Chippewa River, 
W-:, ~ v,f-

and the screaming aeakulls would come in from Lake Superior to devour t=-ee the boys caught 
~ ~ " ~~ ~ -11,(,..d J tt ...... ~ r--~'7P , 

with their hands and ~ up into the/\.fields. /\.i!'aui was sure the sea gulls must have sn:elled 
~ " ~.....; 

the--rld...,.ec,..,a"""y~i.,.,11 .... g-1:f'f"'ii-sl!i-. from Iron Bay, the county seat, located on t--. Lake ,l'ome sixteen miles east 

of Chippewa. ~~ e,, '!~ (~~~ ,.,_,,,....,,, J ~ ~ ~~ ~......-v ~ 

lZu ~~ ~-d ~ ""d~.,,,,.+ ~~ ~ ~ L~~ e:Yit ~ C~ 

/// ]~ ~ .;,,,el,~ ~A➔• • 
~f~ . 

~~[~-tl.L~o(~~.~d,,......,~ 

~,~ ~·~~·:~~~ 
J~~~V\,~~c..a-~~~~~tk 
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CHAPTER 11. 

Elmer ~essard was currently the incumbent lessee at Oliver's warehouse. A:aul a l ~a••~ 
frequently vifited his garage and watched Elmer and lately Paul's brother ~ink and the other 

\ 1t~~~"-,_ ~ mechanics working on the automobiles. Most of the cars tfla-t, CaR!.e iJt wee Fords or Dodges, but 
\ ' .LJ... ~~ "~ P~,:d;,~-'f-it 

occasionally ~ ·-old Winton or/\ 'White or some other big lumbering car would 3-re littered over the 
" tl-_l:H LF•ff A 

front work-robm floor. As a tenan~ lmer had hung up some sort of a record. Nearly a year had 

passed and he was 
~ 

~r"-was an 

still there ... 
~ 

excellent mechanic and had done well in the warehouse from the start. ~/\was 

one of those rare mortals whose hobby also happened to be his trade. Whenever Paul came into 

the place Elmer would be in or upon or under some ;. i ick automobileefor bent over his work bench, 
~• m, ,.J,lv' 

covered with grease from head to~ftlle. This 9e-•erjcg~of grease always gave his teeth-flashing 
~ ~ ~.,. 

"Hello, Polly" a curiously Pullman-portert\qt:1ali~. Even late at night from his bedroom Paul 
tl 

could hear Elmer~rking -- the anvil-like hammer and clash of metal from the garage;.nd see the 

shifting reflection of his acetylene lamps out in the barnyard, by the light of which he was 

lately building, of all things, an airplane. 6'c,,,,q;t s(lj • 'Weuc--', , 1 ,;, L Iii 4<~, 



~~~ 1 
, iiaer was a blond young r.ian in his mid-twenties, yet to Paul he always seemed considerably 

" older. He was quiet and ~usky and had strong white teeth. He was the first person Paul~-

saw wearing the type of haircut which later becane known as the "Von Hindenburg" and stil~r 

as the "crew" haircut. Nobody seemed to lmow just where Elmer hailed from. He had arrived in 

Chippewa one day in a throbbing and mud-spattered old Mitchell touring car, loaded down with 

tools, and bearing an Ohio license plate in front and a California plate behind. He hd.~ spotted 
~ 

the ''FOR RENT" sign in Oliver's old warehouse standing there "so ~dy to the tracks." He parked 
AM£ ,~i, ~//,It, ~/vf,,r ~" K"""'-V f>t..d ~ t1,.,, th--.·,~~ i-t ~ 4-L ~-' 6'°' •~4( 

his car in front ~/\the place,.aac a,ske~ ela D I Ki!1111•, •te flag~to direct him to Olive~ 
~.• f'- ~ C .J ~ iA~. ·= Old Dan pointed to BJ!ii¥H 1 s back ~A.,.. . 11~oind what ye sien, bye," Dan darkly warned 

/\ (Y 

Elmer. "There's many foine man sleepin' in depots an' boxcars what's after rented that there 
I\ 

place from Oliver Bay-gler, there isl 11 ~ Jwo rJ..,.,.:w fw,'N ~ 
Paul was helping old Dan c~rry/~ fresh suoply of coal from the tracks, and he heard 

Dan's sound bit of local dislQ-,fuY with grave delight. Dan turned to Paul. "Lead the poor lamb 

R
~~~ 

to sla~cr," he said. Paul Elmer into the back door of the salocn, again drinking in the 
,. ~ /\. ~ 

wonderful ~/\fermented smell of the place. The usual ancien~~ red-nose~gang was at the 

. ~l e~e tab es, where Paul sometimes suspected they slept at night. Oliver was standing up at 
A 1~•V""" 

the front by his safe, playing/\over the cigar counter with Con Ludington, the Singer Sewing 

Machine man. 

11Pa, 11 Paul eagerly said, "here's a man who wants to see about renting the warehouse. 11 It 

was a moment of high pride. Oliver looked up. Elmer quietly introduced himself and then proceeded 



to tell Oliver what old Dan had just said. Paul was aghast at this betrayal. He drew in his 

' breath, waiting for the storm to break, fearing that Oliver would rush out of the place and 

dismember Dan1 s two remaining limbs. But r.o, there was no telling what his f~ther would ever 

"Ho, ho, ho1" Oliver laughed, extravagantly, uproariously, throwing back his head, slapping 

his'lt~ incredulously wagging his head from side to side. "That I s a good one! -- Did you hear 

that Ludington? -- I've got men sleepin' in depots 

Oliver was quite taken with this frank young man. 

an' boxcars -- Ho, ho -- Oh me, oh my -- --" 
;, ~ 

After he had "ho-hoed" long 1;1nough to reduce 
I\ 

Dan's absurd ir!Qi~uation to the realm of senile whimscy, he bought Elmer a drink and then softly 
~ o/'~t"-.-... 

asked him if he .,.,.,mted to look through the warehouse. I-aul stirred restlessly. "flnoth:r semi-
~~ ./;~, .,.~­

annual prowl was about to commence. "Can you step up there now? 11 Oliver ~' .fllV,_ .-~Ou,.,,."'~ 

"I've seen it," Elmer sai~:lightly. "ls 7l-~ent?" J~ 

"Why yes --" Oliver began"- Paul could see that Oliver thought this was a strange tenant, ,,. ,.. 
f' 4,MJ~,t;.;/7: 1 

indeed, who would deny him the morbid pleasure of rehearsing once again/\the drama of theninety-

nine-year lease. 11Why yes, 11 Oliver repe3.ted. 11That is -- all but the upstairs . I kinda store 1 
a few odds an' ends up there." Paul thought this last was a masterpiece of understatement. Oliv 

~ frowned and grew petulant1 "But can't I show you the place, young fella?" 
,...__ ~ 

Elmer grinned his infectious slow blond grin that wrinkled his nose and the corners of hl~~ '---- r~ 
blue '3yes. He shook his head. "Give me the key, Sir, and I'll pay you three months rent in~ 

~ -
·adVR_:1:'3 -~y thP, way, what is the rental?" In an awed voice Oliver told him. Elmer drew out~· 

-
his ,··allet and counted out the money over the bar. "And a round of :lr=:.r.ks for the house, " he 

added. There was an instant scraping of chairs and a rapid shuffle from the cribbage t~bles. 
~ ¢' ,tth'"i 

There was a "live one" in the house ..• Blx::.er looked down at Paul and winked. "How's that, pard-
" 

ner'? And what's yours on my new 5arage? 11 

Paul stood up on the bar r~il next to Oliver's new tenant, happily drinkir!g his cream soda 

with his new friend. When they were done, t;lmer pocketed his change/ sReeh ha.:ds W1Cli O!.±vez, 
@~ Cvv.d._ ~ ~& d~,t ~ .. (Y{I- /~. ~~ ~ ~,,_ 4'.xt,.- o., ~ ~4--1'.: , 

and asked Paul to accompany him up to the warehouse. Paul was deliehted. /\ 'fhet1fere nearly out' T 
the back door when Oliver called afte+h•m. "He~jon•t you want a receipt for&.;,::"-r1:;;:; youA 

fella?" Elmer carelessly waved his hand at Oliver. "When you droi:, up soffietime you can give ~ 
~ .. i 

it to me~ heA.casually 
1
a.nswered. • 

I\ ·~ ~ ~ ' 
@rt was only when Zloer was p~tting the key in the loc~ of the froLt door that Paul remem- r 

bered that another ancient precedent had been smshed. Not only ha.dn' t Elmer been ~~hrough f 
~ 

the warehouse -- but he hadn't signed a ninety-nine-year lease on the place! Why, there wasn't 



; any lease at all. All Oliver had was a blond smile and a handshake. ~s Elmer and Paul entered 
u-..~' ...,.....,, ~~,_ 

the mold1, littered ~ace/\ Paul reflected that perhaps this was Fate -- thQtA•was the one way 
.J,,,r;..d,., ,4.,,,...._,."' ~ , , 

to lift the/\ ~the place •• #~ o<l. ~ A4/4.;z :x7urt'. a€;(;~ 



f"~~/~~~r_ ~~.k ~ f~./..-~7. 
I\ Oliver was consequently very fond of Elmere, and frequently extolled his merits at the dinner 

table. "That young fella 1s a born mechanic, I tell you -- a mechanical genius. There ain't 

nothin' he can't fixl" He would 

tnernanifold deficiencies of his 
---

draw for Belle odious comparisons between Elmer's pure art and 
... W-&~ 

own fumbling sons. "Why take your 4 baby, there, 11 he ~ 
If. 

one day, r~ferring to Paul, who was indeed sadly lacking in the faintest rudiments of mechmical 

.,~Adexteri~ -- "The other day I ast him to d~ve a staple in a fence post out at the farm - an' 
• . 'P': "·J , /. - • ~ ~ \\ - ~•k ~ ~ Ow\.~- wearily 

he bent the bloody staple an• hit his finger~ Oliver shook his head/and spoke to the ceiling. 
u "' , 

"When I was his dug and built an outhouse in one day - - mind you, all alone!" Paul 



~ ~tl~~ 
withA.shame~a wished Oliver had fallen into the structure. B~lle quickly 

smiled and blinked her eyes at Paul. 

11'/louldn't it be a strange world though, Oliver, if all of us were mechanics?" 
~ 

Belle asked ,.. 
rm, 

her husband, turning her bland, smooth face and steady gray eyes •Ahim. Paul felt a warm rush 

towards his mother, and another feeling, increasingly frequent of late, that in 

~ sub_tle way she was constantly poking fun at this great, infallible .rr:a.n ••• 

''The thing 
/AA ud ttti,i,;~ 

~ , . ....-..-' 

is -- you got to be deliberate,""continuE:d this giant of impulse, wagging his 

"'6 1Tnger at the boys, 
f\ 

ignoring Belle's thrust, drivin~ home his moral with true and steady aim. 

"Before you boys start monkeyin' with anythin' 11 -- here Nicky daringly grjnned at Link -- 11 you 

got to study it an' understand it, an' know which a way you're headin1 • Be deliberate ... " 



When Oliver bought the wrecked Model T Ford from Ed Schwemin, it was Elmer who repaired 
~ ,t.,C,f,~ • 

it and taught Oliver to drive it. When Oliver ~/\some new gadget tooo~auto -- as 

he hungrily thumbed through Elmer's accessory catalogs -- it was Elmer who got it for him whole­
A 

sale. Oliver lavished on his Model Tall the love and affection which he carefully refrained 

from exhibiting in his home. When he bought Whistling Ed's car, he soon found he had just the 

~~ 
~ework of his real desire, like a man who buys a fireplace before he builds his house. 

In less than six months the old Model T looked like a painted harridan as it sputtered down 

l(1,t,,l,G,f,-1"-1- _JWJ. ~ ~'1 - ~-t..; 
Main Street, with Olivar proudly hunched over Mte new over-size wheel,~pressing his hideous new 

-w/i.c,I. -b-~~(,,t-,\ ~ .;u~.~r:fw..,. -"">.J~ .. ;.. (/iU~ ~.J--,~ " 

Klaxon hornA lrampling on two "and sometimes even all tnrce of the"foot' pedals with his size thir-
1,, ~ ·,~-~4 

teen shoes) H:o,.\h~ecked the poor car with patented projecting mirrors and spotlights; an 

eagle flew from the radiator cap; a huge metal trunk sagged from behind over the sighing new _ 

sh:ck absorbers; a~ist rack enclosin~ncy cans for gas, oil and water flowed alon;-;;e-

'Xu, ~ ~ ~ IJ.,,,~--

left running boo.rd.[Under the tiny hood was a maze of gas-saving gadgets and anti-palpitants. 

Ai·,c... b tMu£..~ t!-!.~ 
The chassis and undergear was as full of µids/\and rubber slings and ¥'HR?ilae as an old actor. 

A ~ 

~liver had~dovered over all this glory in a paint he had foWld in a pail upstairs over the 

garage -- a fancy color it was, Golf Green. He insisted that ~/\~~s apt to~n 

the deer, driving to and from the South Camp.JI, 6>~ {J~ ~ .d WoQO ,,_ ~ ~ ,,,, 

Lawyer Belden had crystallized Paul's growing ,<lA'-wYYW and horror over the car. Paul 

and Fritz were standL~g on Main Street one day as Oliver drove by. Lawyer Belden was standinz 

nearby talking to old Mr. Dyson. After Oliver's car had shuddered past, Lawyer Belden quietly 

~o Ur. Dyson, "There goes Oliver Biegler' s Ford -- all dressed up like a whore going to a 

christening i:1 





.-..<- • u:/,,F~ G(: 

~ 
(/ --~· 

• ::s brobheP LiRaEv""~ wee eight era and- werkeci at KlJROF Leeeara1 Ii sa1· a rea 
started w eh&VC2Uitd 8'I -,X the Saturday night dances at l.iacDonald' s Hall which od on a Main 

street corner two blocks south of Oliver's saloon. This hall occupied the third story of the 

brick MacDonald Block -- 11 A. D. 188211 the~ cornerstone read -- and also housed one of the 

many local fraternal lodges. The walls were hanging and emblazoned with~ef-~aat~oa'e 

~ " ¼nn~•iant/\draperies and trappings and plaques and tantalizing evidences of exclusive and mys-

terjous ritual. Tlie ceiling was festooned with colored crepe bunting, which always seemed a 

little dusty and faded, twisted in gala strands to the ornate brass chandelier which foamed 

out of the ceiling in the center. 

Fritz's bachelor uncle, Riqhard Jaeger, led the orchestra and played the piano. He was 
~1vJL - /u. - ./ -> J.M.11# L 

a slender,~ark man with a~jlrorehead and a thin moustache. "Jaeger's Jass Band," the 

orchestra had been called, but lately Richard had renamed his group Jaeger's~ Band, a sublety 

of spelling and phonetics which was lost on Paul. At night, even in wintertilr.e, Paul would often 
t 

stand in the shadows by Jaeger's big house on the opposite corner of his block and listen to 
A j , 

Richard playing the grand piano. 
f 

Richard never worked, even at Christmas time during the rush 
dl,.;.,t~ 

at Jaeger's big store with the clock tower. Fritz w~s very fond of his uncle" despite the fact 

that he thought him a little "nuts." 
Cwt~ fl.,.. -lc,vrw. JV- 4M< Ju.f. 

Karl, t.he one wh& d!:'Nd off the boat 
/\. 

Not to be outdone, Paul told Fritz about his own Uncle 

~£411ff:➔~t111r!::::llm'111a,ss when Paul was a baby. . . Paul's spine would 

tingle as he stood outside of Jaeger's house listening while this slender, silent man with the • 

long bony fingers played all the latest pieces -- "Down Among the Sheltering Palms," "The Trail 

of the Lonesome Pine," 111n My Harem," "Missouri Waltz," "When You're Away, 11 "St. Louis Blues" -

Richard knew them· all. 

Since Fritz and Paul had become friends, Paul would occasionally be taken into this big, 

deep-carpeted house with the stained glass windows and actually sit and watch Richard play the 
~ 

piano. He rarely/\'llll!bffl music, and never seemed backward about playing for anyone. He always~J 
(M,J.,,;l.M 

appeared a little tired and bored and seemed scarcely aware ~hat the boys were aro\111d~ Be~t of 
Ir . ~ Ai, ,/ r-4. ~1,--p_ d tJ-i.vn. ~ t/11, ~ Jd.t, A /u'-'~ -ft.~ 

all Paul liked it when Richard dreamed over the .piano, which he often did,/\working out oddly 1 

beautiful and dissonant arrangements of the current favorites, or playing fractured and frag­

mentary improvisati?ps on haunting melodies which Paul had never ~efore heard. Richard played 
#[,V ~ .fAlM,,i,{.,,clrf:::. ,vr ~ -- ~fl~~~ . ~~d 

the piano beautifully, ..i/~en setter ~Bel~attl: disleyaJ: c CQRCJ ucied- There w~s a ~ur~~ 

and yet subtly modulated masculine touch about his plai~f;= .. ~ ~~=~~ 
J_ ~ J;i, ~ ~ ,v,u(.. ~ " 

different from any iaul had ever heard... ~ 
I\ 



t:.,/l / ,, 

bOJ;l::eb exhilaration andlmeoain.ea~/\like Paul himself. 

Of her three boys L,k •was most like Belle. He even looked like he~ing tne same 

small capable hands and deli,ate bone structure, the same short quick st€P, the same sort of 

/va o- • ... ~ .,/1.L .,. 'i11--k I"""'- fl"' 

oddly aristocratic carriage wl\ich) to Paul always conjured up t.he word "plucky., 11 ~~ same large 

quiet gray eyes and v,ide ows, Belle's same pal ;"calm expression -- 110 false-faced Dutch 

womanl11 -- her thin, high-bridged curved and slightly flarin6 at the nostrils ••• 

This was quiet 

taking the "night air" with one as a mechanic at El.mer 

to Cliver, and who, at eighteen, stoutly believed 

that he would only be 



~A 
On summer nights when the breeze as favorable Paul ,,ould lie in bed by his 

open window and listen to the sLrains of the orchestra, wavering and receding, !loat­

in" hi h above tho burly and scuffle of Saturday night in do-;;ntown Chippewa. Then 

lat r, as the town grew quiet, Paul could oven hear Richard plnyinc his frequent solo 

passages on the piano. This far music at times was so dist:1nt t.h<.1.t only certain oddly 

dominant notoe carried through to Paul, then the sound would whisper :J.nd die into 

utter silence, then fleetingly surge back in a rush of cascading notes. Paul lay lis­

tening with aching avidness to the hauntingly sad and fugitive quulity ot these bzoken 

snatches of tinkling music, comi~g from too fai away, rising and then fading, softly 

borne on the air of th still sw:mer night .•• Paul could visualize Richard sittins nt 

th-- b ttored piano in the dusty, srnony dance hall, stnrlng into space, looking so much 

like the pict.w es of a poot called Poe, lonely and oblivious of tho shuffling ~ouples, 

expressing i the only nay ihnt he could th~ trou l~d quality of his sucrot dre s . 



On Saturday nights, however, it was Jaeger's Jazz Band, and tired Richard and his musi­
~'~ 

cians huddled up on the ~el\platfonn at the front of MacDonald's Hall and thumped and played 

for the dancing pleasure of brother Link and the other young bloods of Chippewa. The tall 
/. /\,(,QM~ ~ ~ ~ &,t.-;1 t ~ ,.-(. 

ornately-carved chairs of the reigning knights of the lodge would be~eeoQpiea by Richard's per­
'tlu ~.-.u,I, ~d,""1AJ.., {}I, J,,/,1wfk...d~/ ~ ... - I...., ✓ .,,,,,; /4.:.., C,,( UA;V 11 

spiring rnusicians,A~J-he chairs of the 1esser fraternity brother~acked against the 

high shuttered windows on the street side of the room and against theAwall under the rows of 
~ .. .J_e-41(,. ~ 

~be~hiskered pictures _of deceased lodge potentates,c:Q.:!!'he ••a•~. TheseAchairs of the lodge com-

~J~ moners would be,\ by the young women and girls, while like restless steers the young men 
I ~ f 1,,,u ~/h, ., ..sV, 

}'milled about the far double doors by the entrance, slotted for grim inspection by inner and 
/\ • ' 

outer guards on lodge nights, but now standing open for all to enter who could pay: "GENTS 
'75'4 
~f - LADIES 25¢." 

Richard Jaeger and his 

the Home Fir~s Barning, 11 and 

band would strike up the music, perhaps the latest favorite, "Keep 
~.., 

the knots of~young men would break up and eddy about the room, 
~'3~~ 

seeki~ out a P:3-rtner f?r the dance. Th~re was a boisterous democracy about ~cDonald's Hall 
o.,~ _ .-~ ~vr rJ,, 1:(.,, .,.,,. J ~ 1~ . ,P. .v1,. ,1,~ 

where1'blcnde Finnish and Scandinavian hired girls gaily rubbed elbows with the daughters of 

their mistresses, despite the fact that "nice" girls were not supposed to go there on Saturday 

nights and were somehow believed to be "fast" if they did. ( ~ '1,,\) M.J~~ ) 

~er nights, when the breeze was right, Paul would lie in bed by his open window ---~~.~~ ~1.v - ~ 
and listen to the~of'Ch6stra~wavering and receding strew floating ~burly and scuffle 

~ # ) (l.,IJ,f-l,,r1JWl,,(l,,C.,,""Jrn~-

of Saturday night in" Chippewa. -.itil&'llll:i+. coul~ hear lli ard playing alaa~and:.-he J;a~· ) a 

A-listening with aching ayidness to the haunti sad and fugitive quality of these broken 
~~ "'-n, •• ,~, ~lr"'l'~~llt:::~c.,!4,~~~.;/. 

snatches of tinkling music, comin~O'fii too far away,A aing and then fading, softly borne 
t/tL f,.. ,._ 

the air of~ still summe rt1ght. ,, Paul could visualize Richard si~ ~Q& at the piano in the 
~7 h,w(. 

dusty, s~oky d ehall, looking so much like the pictures of a poet called Po blivious of 
~I(_ " 

th~ ing couples, expressing in the only way that he could the/\e3 •1ohe quality of hb~ 

:..111~y dreams •{;2 
loved to dance and he danced with all 

last strains of "Home Sweet Home" died aVlay, and a tired and cynical Richard Jaeger paid off 

his men and put on his derby hat and form-fitting ~ t with the velvet collar. Richard then 
" 

walked rapidly -- always alone -- over to Oliver's saloon and drank several double whiskies with 

water and then made his way, still alone, to his darkened home on Hematite Street. As for 

LinkJdPaul occasionally overheard him telling Nicky of the ''little pippin" he had taken home 
., . di - • ~ ~ • .J~ _ I r.. ., I I " 

that Saturday night. 1~ m.tvm,.. Wty,, lrt""~ - -~ a<,e., =AA--- f.,W,,!~~ <U-<- ~ 



wouldn I t do anything wrong" -- here~ ght wink at Paul - "but I couldn I t sleep a wink 

till you gt in. While I realize you're young and full of high spirits, 

to be out al hours this way. Please come home earlier for my sake," 

excuses for h as she spoke, anxiously waiting for him to reassure her. 

A slow, istfully attractive smile v,ould spread over Link's usual soleI111, oval-shaped 

face. et the night air, Mom. 'Night air is bad for grow· young people,'" he 

staccato 11tawk11 of -would say to her in his low draw-ling voice, so different from the 

Chippewa, quoting on her dearest girlhood beliefs. This 

smile. that Link had reminded her thats e Oliver wouldn't send him to col-

lege, and insisted 

stay out late once 

was not Link's way. 

He had a quiet 

H work at Elmer Lessard's garag and pay board, he should be able to 

That time tears had c e into Belle's eyes ..• Anyway, that 

never liked to hurt anyone's feelings. 

and gratuitous hurt. 1'Aw, Mom, 11 he would con-

elude, 11a fellow's only young once 

brin1ng your grandchildren over here 
I\ 

ears 1 111 be married and settled down and be 

-- and his dark face would cloud 

We're only young once." And he would get up and "or maybe I' 11 be in the War. Who k: 

go over and awkwardly a fleeting kiss. "Don't worry, Mom - we're 

only young once ••• " 
~ ~ 

Paul was not so sure. He ten wondered if Link lMtl ever young. Link had always seemed 

t: 
I\ A cJ:.ul~.J 

to Paul to be one of those pers s who were born old, whq somehow, all of their,._~, at any 

stage and under whatever circ stances, appeared to possess a quiet maturity, a sort of adult 

reserve, which set them ap 

a child be had possessed 
fiwiv,"t/1.(.i( 

of the family.A the head of 

from other young people. hink was that way. Eve~ since Paul was' 

~ "'"' /N-b,v 
curious feeling 1leet when Link ~ I.\• the table, ~with Oliver and all 

the table was where Link sat. It had been so the night, years before, 

when Oliver had stru Link, and young Oliver had intervened. That was the time young Oliver 

and brother Emmett/ ad run away... ~J fl1 
It wa_s no✓ that Link was _sad or moody or 1iven k (\fits of depression. On the contrary®k_. 

~ a., ~'-' .t,~ ~u,~ ~>~ ~ 414-n, ~ 4»d 

/\
next to Selle e was the most even-tgmpered member of the Biegler household. twas more than 

f~ i 
patience} i was a restraint, a self-control, a sort of calm ability to wait ... Indeed, it 

seemed to Paul it was this very eveMess, this sure control of himself, that set him apart from 

the other boys. He was not quick-tempered and he never flared up explosively like brother Nicky. ~-
Nor was he nervous and jumoy -- "high strung," Belle called it -- and given to~ of quick 

• ~ 



After the dance the dancers would pair off and the girls be "escorted" hO!:i.e or soir.e 

them, on warm summer nights, "for just a. walk" to the silent hills and bluffs surrounding the 

town. 

lunch 

Some of the couples and the thwarted sr.ains would repair to Tasker's restaurant for a 
• · 6 , 11.

_ ~ ;1,>,i,d"~}.,, p~Jm,.,,IYW-vaZ 

or}\ /\ Acropoulous• Candy Kitchen for a soda or banana split at the round 

marble-topped tables under the whirling drone of the large propellor fans. The "fast crowd," 

the utterly dissolute, would go to Urho Suomikoski' s Cafe, run in conjunction with Urho' s 

saloon, .:ind there drink foaming steins of beer and even whiskey, Paul had heard it darkly 

rumored, until closing time . 

Belle did not mind Link's dancing but she worried 

Oliver was not around she would speak to Link about it. 

over the late hours he kept. When 
-Uw t~J\. <>t 

Paul was learning ,{-hese inconclusive 

lectures by heart. "Lincoln, why can't you get home at a reasonable hour?" Belle would say, at 

the Sunday breakfast table, smoothing the tablecloth with her hand, peering uncertainly at Link, 
~ t~d. ./~. ~~ 

reaching for her glasses. 11The dance was over hours before you came in last night./\ I - I know 

• 
you wouldn't do anything wrong" -- here knowi!)g Nicky might wink at Paul -- 11but I couldn't sleep 

a wink till you got in. While I realize you're young and full of high spirits, still you're too 

young to be out all hours this way. Please come home earlier -- for my sake," she would plead, 

makinF- excuses for him as she spoke, anxiously waiting for him to reassure her. 

A slow, wistfully attractive smile would spread over Link's usually solemn, oval-shaped 

face. "Don't forget the night air, Morn. 'Hight air is bad for growing youn~.people, 111 he would 

~1'4-nu, "'' fid1,t!,. ~~-./.kw+, 'Y!.~ ~ 
say toO"her in his low drawling voice, so different from the u u 1 staccato "tawk" of Chippewa. 

1 t\ ~.-411')"11 - ... - A (\ 

Etaot i.tog ~ ef he,: deat ae+. giPiheod ffil:1 fi:h This/\ usually made Belle reluctantly smile. It 

was only once that Link h~d her that since Oliver wouldn't send him to college, and 

insisted that he work at Elmer Lessard's garage and pay board, he should be able to stay out 

late once in a while. That time tears had come into Belle'~es ... Anyway, that was not 

Link's way. Link, the quiet, wryly humorous one, never liked to hurt anyone's feelings. He 

had a quiet horror of dissension and bickering and gratuitous hurt. "Aw, ~om," he wruld coo­

clude, "a fellow's only young once. In a few years 1 1 11 be married and settled down and be 

bringing your grandchildren over here to take piano lessons or" -- and his dark face would 
tJ1.:p14' 11 t/lMI,, -f"' l "'- t'\ d. ...;. /i ),.,d ,,,;t:iJ,l 

cloud -- "or maybe I'll be in the War. Who knows? We•re only young once." And he would get 
c,, '...-LJ'~ P.ufuA ,,,,,,.,..u..&,.½ .c, ~ ~ • 

up and go over and awkwardly pat her ~s~~l-d--;~ '1d give' her a neeting kis~ (\ "lJon I t worry, Mom 

we're only young once . .. " 

Paul was not so sure. He often wondered if Link had ever been young. Link had always 

Seemed to Paul to be one of those persons who were born old, who somehow, all of their childhood, 



\ ,b~ ::::./ µ eve~se T~os i vse CHAPTER 10• ,/ .' L ~ 
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~other{I:.iilk was eighteen and worked at Elmer L~ssard' s garage. Me,.-.had already started 
i.rf • v ~... r,.p_.; ~ •• ,:Ji;, ·" gz r Ii;..,, W. L. ~I. 1~~•~. 

to shave and go to the Saturday night dances at MacDo"'nald.'s H~AThie gat.l=lariT.t; Jtt&Ce, ~ A 
'lli.tJJ J vJ)., ~ • "I • (/".,,..~ 
""the third story of the brick MacDonald Block -- "A. D. 1882" the proud cornerstone read -- also 
,. ~~~.) ~ ()vv.N.. °i ~ • " 

housed one of the many local fraternal lodges and hung with' that org ization'e luxuriant draper-' ,... 
ies and t appings and plaques and tantalizing evidences of exclus· e and n:ysterious ritual. The 

o»&ul 
ceiling was festooned with crepe bunting, which always seemed a/little dusty and faded, twisted 

(Yl"'. 7~ /\ ., -"·"-1<- ':~Dv>wl 
in gala stra~ds to th-'t..CIW brass lf#llt chandelier which foame~ ut of the ceiling in the center. 

l1U WSo,4. o.. ~ ,w,,~W'1,~""' t4.....,~t..wc:-"• 
Fritz's bachelor uncle, Richard Jaeger, led the ore estra and played the pi~"Jaeger•s 
~ ~ .. md 

Jass Band;' ¼t.,A.had b~en called, but lately Richard ha~~r;.l~l--li;.e,..-eeet.;J. his group Jaeger's~ 

Band, a sublety of spelling and phonetics which was 

wintertime, Paul would often stand in the shadows Jaeger's big house on the opposite corner 
~ ~ In. I """ l ~ f/..:t, t t,,-i{'(u;{.1'. I >W ,0. tv. u CUK 4<1it,{\, 

of his block and listen to ~ch~~cf-playing - th grand piano. Richard never worked even/\at 
t 4 l>t. ~ (>{.~-e,P~• "' ' -~~in~• ) 

Jaeger's /\~ore,._ Fritz ~t.hought hie ~el.a was/\ ittle "nuts, 11 aae
1 

Paul told Fritz about his own 
t/J D- u,./v,,d,vi 1~ ~~ fatd,~ , !,1~ r }~ ~ 

Uncle Karl,/\ Paul I s spine ~d tingle as h stood outside,{~istening while this slender, silent 
tJ * f .,,.,,,;t 

man with the long bony fingers play~d al} the latest pieces -- "Down Among the Sheltering Palms," 

"The Trail of the Lonesome Pine, 11 ) Harem, 11 11M.issouri Waltz," 1'When You're Away," 11st. Louis 

Blues" -- Richard knew them all. 

Since Fritz and Paul had be ome fri~ds, Paul would occasionally be taken into this big, 

deep-carpeted house with the st~ned glass windows and actually sit and watch Richard play the 
lilct ~ ~ ~, 0.,.t,d-1/YLJ/~" ~,I, -

piano. &i.eM~ ttas ner.veFi\ baci;ffiard about playing for anyone. He always appeared a little tired 
/J.(J.,-r(IJ,4 ..... J+'W 

and bored andAscarcely seall)l&d te know that the boys were around. Best of all Paul liked it when 
• +1' ",J 

Richard;&ppasred4,Q drea~over the piano, which he oft~ did, working out oddly beautiful and 

dissonant arrangements of the current favorites, or playi~fractured and fragmentary improvisa­

tions on haunting m~odies which Paul had never before heard~ Richard played the piano beauti­

fully -- even bzt er than Belle, Paul disloyally concluded. Ther~as a sure and yet subtly 
c/,;,,.;t,,.;, l ·~ 

modulated masc, ine touch about his playing}~~~ • ~ 6v,q f>tlM-i A...d( 

On Sat6rday nights, however, it was Jaeger's Jazz Band, and tired Richard and his musi- i-:' 

cians hudq;{ed up on the little platform at the front of MacDonald's Hall and thumped and played 

for the 

night.e, 



.41J.(,.,.,,.J --- ·t1,.q ,.1,, ¥ "tt / 
at any stage and under whatever circwnstances,Aappeared to pcs\ess a quiet maturity, a sort of 

adult reserve, which set them apart from other young people. Link was that way. Ever since 

Paul was a child he had possessed a curious feeling when LinK came to the table, even with 

Oliver and all of the family there, that the head of the table was where Link sat. It had 

been so the night, years before, when Oliver had struck Link, and young Oliver had intervened. 

That was the time young Oliver and brother Emmett had run away ..• 

It was not that Link was sad or moody or affected by fits of depression. On the contrary 

he had a quick and even rollicking sense of humor, and next to Belle he was the most even­

tempered member of the Biegler household. It was more than patience, Paul felt; it was a 
(/..:Jk• " L 

restraint, aAself-control, a sort of calm ability to wait .•• Indeed, it seemed to Paul it was 

this very evenness, this sure control of himself, that set him apart from the other boys. He 

was not quick-tempered and he never flared up explosively like brother Nicky. Nor was he 

nervous and jumpy -- "high strung, 11 Belle called it -- and given to moods of quick exhilaration 

and brooding pensiveness like Paul himself. 

Of her three boys Link was most like Belle. He even looked like her, having the same 

small capable hands and delicate bone structure, the same short quick step, the same sort of 

oddly aristocratic carriage which, for some vague reason, to Paul always ccnjured up the word 

11 plucky. 11 Link had the same large quiet gray eyes and wide high brows, Belle's sam<!-';aft calm 

expression -- 110 false-faced Dutch woman1" -- her thin, high-bridged nose, somewhat curved and 

slightly flaring ~t the nostrils ••• This was quiet brother Link, who enjoyed dancing with all 

the girls at MacDonald's Hall and taking the ''night air" with one of them afterwards, and who 

worked as a mechanic at Elmer Lessard's garage and proudly paid his board to Oliver, and who, 

at eighteen, stoutly believed that he would only be young once ••• 



reigning kr•ghts of the lodge would be occupied by Richard's 

musicians, while the chairs of the l~sser fraternity brothers were backed against the high 
~ J ~ /\,tnA4 vf 

shuttered win\dows on~ side of the room and against the wall under th~bewhiskered pictures 

of deceased lodge potentates on the other. These chairs of the lodge commoners would be used 

by the young women and girls, while like restless steers the young men milled about the tar 
t.; (),.J, t ,. ~ ' , 

double doorsA slotted for grim inspection by inner and outer guards on lodge nights, but now 

standing open for all to enter who could pay: "GENTS 50¢ -- LADIES 25¢.'' 

Richard Jaeger and his band would strike up the music, perhaps the latest favorite,"Keep 

the Home Fires Burning," and the knots of young men would break u/ and eddy about the room, 

seeking out a partner for the dance. There was a boisterous d ocracy about MacDonald's Hall 
' - , 
~~ ~ 

-w~h~i-ctff1~1~,a~aL~blonde Finnish and Scandinavian hired girli•-flHMil.A~~elbows with the daughters of 
, 

their mistresses, despite the fact that "nice" girls were /lot supposed to go there on Saturday 

nights~ w~~e c:how believed to b~ 11fast 11 if they d)tl. 

Short olive-skinned Link loved to dance and he~anced with , tt;J'~ all of until the last 
I\ 

strains of "Home Sweet Home 11 died away, and a tire(} and cynical R~chard Jaeger paid off his men 

and put on his derby hat and form-fitting coat w:jlth the velvet collar. Richard then walked 

rapidly -- always alone -- over to Oliver's sa)oon and drank several double whiskies with water 

and then made his way, still alone, to his d;rkened home on Hematite Street. As for Link ..• 
. ~ 

Paul occasionally /\beard hi.Jr, telling Nicky 0f the "little pippin" he had taken htme that Saturday 

night. I 
After the dance the dancers would pair off and the girls be "escorted" home or some of 

them, on warm summer nights, 11for just a walk" t"o the silent hills and bluffs surrounding the 
I 

town. Some of the couples and the thwarted swains would repair to Tasker's estaurant for a 
o}~, ~'1,1,~l h~ -fijiju41{ t;. 

lunch or to palm-studded Acropoulous 1 Candy Kitchen for a soda or banana split under the whirl­
/\ 

ing drone of the large propellor fans. The "fast crowd," the utte ly dissolute, would go to 

Urho Suomikoski's Cafe, run in conjunction with Urho's saloon, and t~re drink foaming steins 

of beer and even whiskey/Paul had heard 

Belle did not mind Link's dancing 
I 

it darkly rumored, until closing time. 

but she worried over the late hout\.he,kept. When 
·-~~l"'C, 

speak to Link about it. Paul was learning these lectures by Oliver was not around she would 

"' heart. "Lincoln, why can't you get home at a reasonable hour?" Belle would say, at the Sunday 

breakfast table, smoothing the tablecloth with her hand, peering uncertainly at Link, reaching 

for her glasses. "The dance was over hours before you came in last night. I -- I know you 
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