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fhe mining tom cf Chippewa lies in a broad swampy valley between chains 
' 

of squat, bald iron bluffs. The region contains the oldest rocks found on 

earth, forming a part of the great pro-Cnmbrinn shield of North America. Upon 

tho naked bluffs the towering shaft houses of the iron mines res.ch up toward 

the sky, sometin>es in the shadows of dusk looking like the spiny backs of 

ancient, so!I1l1olent monoters. 

Beyond the town and north to the international boundary sweep dense forests, 

broken by l3kes and foam-lashed streams, by swamps and ~ore hills, covered with 

pines, slender birches, maples and spruces, balsams, cedarD and trutaracks, and 

bearing ~ute evidence of the grinding long-ago--rocky, jagged, fissured testi

mony of the giant upbeav~ls and violer.t death struggles of tired glaciers. 

Rich iron-ore deposits had been discovered at the tcrN11 site before the Civil 

War, and there had been some fumbling, ill-fated atteopts at mining. But it 

was not until after the ar th~t dozens of adventurous little b~nds descended 

upon the town ir. search cf quick fortunes. These ftr~t restless groups believed 

that the richer deposits lny near the surfuce, and ~en tortured themselves to 

crippled death quarrying out the great piel.!es of har ore from t· e first pi.ts. 

Stories are still told of the terrible labors_ of these ffarly miners, of the 

a.rt crude eqnirment--of tho patient oxen r.hich were used to drag tbe huge slabs 

of ircn from tho J:,its until their feet were too sorf'l for further service, when 

they were killed und eaten by the miners. 

After years of wild, eouging, slashing mining by these hardy little groups, 

a large sliil. steel~ corporation came to the blustering rrining camp of 

Chiprewa, surveyed, drilled, calculated--discovoring at l4st that even richer 

iron deposits, a soft hematite ore, lay far underground--and then literally 

bought the toT-n, min~ral rights and all. 



Gradually a measure of respectability was brought to the town of Chippewa 

with the advent of the new Chippewa Ore Company, lust)' corpor·ate offspring of 

a great steel corporation, with its head offices in the distant state of 

Delaware. But the tO'l,n has never lost its air of being a mining camp; this is 

evidenced by the ro~a of !ram~ clapboard buildings with their false second 

stories that still stand along the main street; by the stout, whitewashed log 

cabins that continue to house tha famili~s of miner~ within a block of the new 

city hall; and by the haph~zard, winding streets of the towa, which are usually 

narrow, but which somet:: .. .rnes capriciously swell out. into b.def and prt,gnant 

stretches of inordinately broad h~matito boulevard. 

Points of the compass mena litttle in Bhippew~. Two families might live 

on the same str~et, and one live ai ~orth Pine Street and the other on West Pine. 

Some of the oldest settlers, old minurs and their wives, declare that the town 

was laid out late on Christ.mas Eve by a drunken Scotch engineer during a howling 

blizzard, and that the only instrum nt he carried ;,as a smojcing lantern, while 

his lurching assistant carried a Qll8• 

During each successive v:ave of immigr&tion to the United St'ites, a new 

racial group was brought to the tcwn, attracted mainly by ready employment in 

the mines and bringing its om religious dogmas, its o~n priests and medicine 

men, its o~n badges and buttons, its secret lodges and grips and mysterious 

rituals; until, fiJUUt finally, God was neatly carved and divided up among no 

less than a score of churches, each of which offered its stout little b.'ind of 

followers the one true adder to heaven. 

"Eet's getting so bad, 11 sighed the late lamented LaPointe, who ran the 

Jump-on-Top Saloon, "that pretty soon tho old town she have one church for every 

goaldamn saloon." 



The town finally got a new brick high school, a stone firehouse and city 

hall,~ frame ski and snowshoe club, and a s~ndstone Carnegie library. Then the 

mining company built A modern brick hospital and there was even talk of a Y.k.C.A. 

The solid citizens regarded with deep~ satisfaction the results of their 

efforts to make Chip!)ewa like every other elll.'.lll town 1n ArceI'ica. 

But after all it is still a minigg 01mp, in which one is used to hearing 

the dishes rattle in the cupboard following the deep, shuddering blasts of dy

namite far underground. ln the gaunt frame boardinghouses the menu~, when there 

are any, are written in foreign langu3ges. And you can boil in the rugged, 

luxurious hell of 3 Finnish steambath, with a st~lwart Finn beating you. with a 

wet broom of birch switches to ~ake you sweat. 

The first ~innish settlers came to Chipp~~a in the '8O's, b1t it ~us in 

the 90'o and at the turn of the century that they arrived it)'the town and penin

sula in such force that they became the lu-gest r acitl group in the entire region. 

Most of tha~ had left the little grand duchy of Finland because of the growing 

cruelty of 8 dise1Ged and dying Ru sian empire, and wh1le rony of the~ ~ere 

attraated by work in the minf!!s, an even gNater attraction was the sin-.ilarity 

of the climate of the r,eninsnla to th~t of their n~tivo Finland. For th~3e 

silent, p.1tient, dogged Finnish migrants loved nature and the soil as much as 

they loved freedom. And all these things were offered to the.r.i in that tar northern 

segment of sprawling America, the upper peninsula of l'ichigan. 

t1ot all these Finnish immigrants became miners. Some combined mining and 

farming, while many of thAm shunned the tonns/'lnd 3ettled on the r•1gged land, 

in the tangled forests and rocky flats, :llong the muskegs, U·,e tussocky swamps, 

and around the many cold glacial lakes--all so much like their native Finland-

for miles around Chippewa and throughout the county, a county larger in area~ 

than the entire state of Delaware. 
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There were also Cornishmen, straight from the tin mines of their native 

country; Swedes ana Norwegians, a considerable number of Italians; followed in 

lesser numbers by the Franch, largely frcm Canada, R.nd the Irish, who were usually 

rail•oad men, blacksmiths, machinists, er firemen at the minef boilers. Then 

there were a few Scots and Germans, who were mostly tradesmen and saloonkeepers, 

and rarely worked down in the mines. And, lastly, there v,ere the two clothiers, 

whose r ace was none of t hese, Leopcld and Suss, those inevitable 1 epresentatives 

of the real pioneers of the earth, who ran the l~rge frame Miners' Store across 

the square from ths Company's bank. 

In t his square, into which n half-dozen streets converge helter-skelter, 

stands a tall iron statue of an Ogibi'lay Indian, his bow a;1d arrow ready, shading 

his eyes and peering into the west, as though searching for some last member of 

the trive who on~e roamed and hunted in the sombe!' loneliness of the surrounding 

hills and forests until at last they had faded away be!ore the avid digging and 

restless prying of the v,hites. In the Ojibway 11Nagamon, n the tribal lament, the 

lingering survivors if his tribe thus touch bitterly upon the early years of ruth

less mining: 



1 I 

Chapter 1 iJ '. I 
l l_J 

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

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

There ware only a couple of drunken young sailors up at the bar, full of 

Davey Jones talk, and a disconsolate hoisery salesman in the next booth putting 

the make on Martha, the big blonde sales-girl at Hornstein1 s . Paul wondered 

whay was wrong with Bernadine. She had been silent and restrained all evening, 

he had noticed . She had only swiled faintly at his latest Finnish dialect 

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

a honey. "Im.pi was bawling out Toivo for his attenticns to her rival, Aili," 

Paul had e.xplained. "Here's thevay it goes: 1Vy is it Toivo, you all time 

take Aili to 'rug store for Cokey-Colas an' me on1 y to da 'ravel pit? 111 But 

Bernadine had merely shrugged and added another broken wooden mixing stick to 

the growing pile. Yes, she was nervous, all right, and she looked white and 

~ drawn, which only made her dark eyes larger and more luminous. 

Paul wondered if it was the wrong time of the month. He hadn't seen her for 

nearly two weeks. "But, no, it can't be," he remembered . 

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

taken so often when Paul used to cal l for Bernadine when she was done with 

her night-nursing duty at the Iron Cliffs Ore Company' s hospital. They drove 

silently past the towering pyramid- shaped shaft houses of the Del~ware mine, 

lit now, since the War, bv tall sweeping search-lights. "I wonder how many 

Jap spies they expect to catch 'way up here by cold Lake Superior?" Paul 

said. Then he remembered he had made the same remark to her the l ast time 

they had been together--the night when it had really been the wrong time of 

the month •. . 



The little roadster bounced along past the ore- stained dr~r house, 

where the miners changed and showered. Paul sow.ded the horn for two 

miners, and waved at them. They then skirted Chippewa Lake, its glis

tening shield of new auturm ice reflecting the lights from the "company" 

houses across the lake. 

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

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

turning the heater off. 11Ther.1:1ostat's still haywire. Gantt get a goddam 

thing fixed or :replaced since this g oddam war. 11 

Bernadine spoke for the first time since they had left the hotel. 

Paul was glad to hear the same old chuckling, dry Irish humor in her voice. 

"Be brave, Paul, " she said. "Carry on. You mining-company lawyers must 

remember those stirring words: rr am sorry that I have but one deferment 

given me by my company! ' 11 

Paul was still laughing over that one as he unlocked the Company's 

gate and then drove the roadster up the narrow, winding, rocky road to the 

top of Chippewa bluff. As the car labored over the rocky crest of the 

bluff first they could see the full moon breaking from behind a jagged cliff 

of cloud; and then the lake which lay silent and frozen below them; and then 

the town of Chippewa beyond: the dull face of the town clock and the 

bliDkinglights. On the hilly outskirts of the town they saw the piercing 

searchlights from the mines lighting up the distant shaft-houses. They 

sat there silently and then they heard the rlll!'hling sound of iron ore 

falling into the cars; and they heard,too, the insistent jlingle throbbing 

of the great air-compressors that caught and forced fresh air dovm to the 

toiling miners who were burrowing there so far beneath them. 
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The town clock was striking twelve as Paul lit his third cigarebte. 

This silence was getting him down. He didn ' t want to be brusque, but 

perhaps it would be easier to get it over with. And anyway, he had a 

workmen' s compensation case hearing in the morning down at Iron Gliffs, the 

county seat. It was an important one, involving a claim of total disability, 

and his boss, Walter Holbrook, wouldn ' t want him to muff it. The home office 

out in Delaware had been raising hell lately • .. Paul crushed out his fresh 

cigarette and turned to Bernadine. 

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

the rear cushion, looking up at the moon. Paul at first thought she was 

sleeping, and then he saw that her eyes were open, wide and unblinking. Then 

he saw the tears slowly coming down her white cheeks. 0 If she only weren't so 

goddam beautiful," he thought. 



Chapter 1 

Farewell, Ly Lovely Bernardine 

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

about eleven o'clock. Paul was glad to leave. fhe place was like a r,.orgue. 

There were only a few people in the place: a couple of drunken young sailors 

up at the bar--town boys hor::e on leave--full of loud, BWaggering, newly-learned 

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

confidential with "furtha, the big, roomy, blonde salesgirl from over at Horn

stein's. !!artha was a smart girl: she somehow managed to live at the hotel 

on a glittering salary of eighteen dollars a week. It was a neat trick. 

Paul overheard the salesman saying to l!artha, "Look, Honey. Everytime l give 

you a box of these rare nylons, Dove, I'm that much closer to being out of a 

goddam job. That I s how much I really loves you, Honey." 1-rtha wasn't a bad 

sort, Paul remembered. Of course, unless she was well plied with drink she 

was inclined to be sort of sleepy and lazy and generally uncooperative, was 

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

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

yielding as he tucked the c·~r robe about her legs. She had been silent and 

restrained oll evening. She had or:.ly sr:dled faintly at his latest Finnish 

dialect story, the one about Toivo and his girl friend ll~pi. He had thou.sht 

it was a honey. 11Impi was bawling out Toivo for his attentions to her rival, 

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

you all tirJe take Aili to da 1 rug store for Cokey-Colas an' me on'y to da 

•ravel pit? 111 Gravel pit, indeed! But Bernardine had n:erely shrugged and 

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

nervous, all right. Her thin face framed b~r her highswept dark hair looked 



white and drawn. Being white and dra'Wil only made her dark oyea larger and more 

lwr.i.nous. Paul ruefully wondered if it was the wrong time of the r..onth. Let I s 

see, he hadn't seen her for nearly t v10 weeks. "But, no, it can't be," he 

remembered. 

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

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

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

before her mother had died, while Paul was still in l&w school; before she had 

quit regular nursing to keep house for her father, Bernard Tobin, the round

house foreman, and for her four wild brothers. 

Paul and Bernardine drove silently past the to. ·ering, pyramid-shaped 

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

search-lights. "I wonder h"w many Jap and German spies they expect to catch 

•way up here by cold Lake Superior?" Paul said. Then he rec3.lled he had made 

the same devastating rer.:iark to her the last tice they had been together-the 

night when it really had bedn the wrong time of the month •.• 

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

ugly brick sides exposed now by the nuked vine-stalks. This was where the 

miners lDUl changed and showered. Paul sounded his horn in greeting at two 

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

jumper, 11 Paul said. "We played basketball together in high school. Remem

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

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

"co~pany11 houses across the lake. 



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

always got thoughtful and p~ternal as hell at about this stage. 

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

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

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

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

was relieved to hear the same old chuckling, dry Irish humor in her low voice. 

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

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

draft deferment given rte by rr.y company 1' 11 

Paul was still laughing over that one as he unlocked the Company' a g te-

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

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

As the car L3bored over the rocky crest of the bluff they could see the full 

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

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

town of Chippewa beyond; the dull tac~ of the town clock and the ~yriad 

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

fro~ the mines lighting up the abaft-houses. The scene had a frosty, suspended, 

stereoptican sort of stillness and clarity. They sat there sil~ntly watching, 

and then they hoard the far away rumbling sowid of iron ore falling into the 

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

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

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

so far beneath them. 

* * 



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

had been raising genteel hell lately. Those Harvard law school boys had a 

sort of dreamy aptitude for freezing one with a phrase. "Although it cannot 

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

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

cigarette and turned to Bernardine. 

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

the rear cushion, looking up at the n.oon. "Whistler's lovely daughter," 

Paul thought. Then he thought she might be sleeping. But then he saw that 

her eyes were open, wide and unblinking. There were tears slowly coursing 

down her white cheeks. 110 Lord!" he thought. 11If only she weren't so goddam 

beautiful. 11 

"Bernardine," he doggedly began. "Bernardine, there' soJ::18thing I've got 

to tell you." 

Bernardine slowly turned and looked at Paul, her head still reclining on 

the rear cushion. Paul tumbled to light another cigarette. It seemed funny 

to him, but for an instant her/eyes had a sort of trapped and watchful look. 



That wasn't like her. Independent was the name for Bernardine: He'd always 

liked her for that •.. Paul wondered if she knew, if she really suspected, 

that this was to be the payoff. He also wondered why people in the clinches 

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

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

"Look, Bernardine, 11 he began again. 11Let•s be sensible about this thing. 

Now about our getting i::.arried--11 

Bernardine was laughing at him! With tears runnin6 down her cheeks, she 

was laughing at him. It wasn't a particularly rollicking or mirthful l augh: 

just a sort of quietly chuckling laugh, as though she were enjoying a private 

joke, 

11 Bernardine, 11 he began again, lamely ... 

Quickly she placed two chilly fingers over bis lips; fleetingly, as a 

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

a low voice, quietly, a.ln:ost musingly. She was looking up at the moon. 

"I suppose I should really hear it from your ol'IIl lips, Paul, 11 she said. 

"But I'll save you all the floundering and the err.barrassment. 11 She turned 

toward him br16fly. "I guess I'm doing that because I'm so proud of you--I 

can't bear to watch you suffer. I guess I like you so much. Yes, I think 

that's it. 11 

She paused and went on, again staring up at the moon. "I guess I've felt 

ever since you got out of law school that things were over between us. Yes, 

even when you first started out three years ago, in that little office above 

your dad's saloon, I sensed that so.c;uhow things had changed between us. 11 

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

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

sayinP, it, she was stealing his thunder. So~ehow it gave him a curiously de

fensive feeling of lonliness and guilt. 



· "When Walter Holbrook took you into the Company's law office I was proud ot 

you, as you know. Never before had a Chippewa boy been taken into that office. 

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

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

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

you were taken into the country club and the Chippewa Club; you went to their 

house parties and camping p:1rties." Bernardine l1.1ughed. "I guess the thing 

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

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

the little fly rod you gave roe? I still have it. You bought it with the money 

you oode on your first case... Defending a drunk driver, wasn't it 't 11 Paul~ 

glwnly nodded. 

"Please light .me a cigarette, Paul," Bernardine said. "Thank you," she 

said, as Paul held his lighter for her. She rarely smoked and she didn't do 

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

She went on, speaking slowly. 

"Then, just a year ago-it was just before Thanks~iving, reII:ember?-

the daughter of your boss, Maida Holbrook, arrived from the East on a short 

visit to her fathcr. 11 Paul felt hirrself !lushing, and he didn't want to flush, 

and what the hell, even if he and Bernardine had known each other since they 

were kids, they weien't engaged, this was a free county, nd--

"Listen, 11 Paul cut in hotly. "Maida Holbrook's got nothing to do with 

it. Hell, Bernardine, you just said yourself you sensed a change long before 

Maida ever came up here. Not that there DU was any change, 11 Paul hastily 



added. "?-lot on my part, at least. It--it's just ... " 

"Don't flounder, Paul," Bernardine said. 

"Look Bernardine, it's just that I feel it isn't right for me to be 

taking up all your time. l!aybe I'm not the marrying sort. At any rate, 

Bern, it'll be a hell of a long time before I could marry anyone. Don't 

you see--!' m still just a goddam law clerk down in Walter Holbrook's office. 

And my mother's all alone now. It would be hard to leave her. Uaida's got 

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

intuition, no doubt. 11 

"Maida Holbrook is still here," Bernardine said simply. "She tells her 

friends she I s going to marry you." She turned to Paul, smiling. "So I guess 

that's -what she's goiug to do. You see, Paul, girls like Maida usually got 

what they want in this world. They never have to sit and wait and dream. 

They' re sure of tho.tr.selves. They're always so right and so sure. llothing 

ever happens to make them unsure. They never smell of choloform or starched 

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

at pain and watching old people die. fhey1ve never had to keep a house for 

a hard-drinking father and four wild brothers. They've never carried bed

pans-" 

11Bernar rlinet 11 Paul said. "That's not fair. !hat's got nothing to do 

with it. Ycu're as fine as any goddam girl in the 'l>hole--11 

"Paul, please let me finish, 11 Bernardine said. "I am so sure of this, 

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

Bernardine. I thought you'd like to kn-.w. 11 



"Leave Chippewa?" Paul echoed. Why, oh why, did a won:an always have to 

bring things to a crisis? 

"Yes, Paul. I'm leaving home. I've joined the WACs and I'm leaving 

tomorrow. I--1 was supposed to have left tonight-but I wired them today-

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

you once again." 

Paul could hear the giant gasps of the air compressors from the mines. 

"Bernardine," he said. "Bernardine, he dully repeated. 

Bernardine spoke softly. "So good luck, Paul. And goodbye." 

"Goodbye'!" Paul said. Wretchedly he turned toward her. 

Bernardine quickly put her arms about Paul. She was hurting him. Then 

she was tenderly patting his hai:r', comforting him. Why did she always pat 

his head like that, as though he were a goodam child? Didn't she know a man 

couldn't be a lover when he was pitted into adolescence? She was whispering 

to him. 11S0 goodbye, Paul dear... Let• s say goodb:, e the only way that 

lovers can, dear ... ~ven former lovers ... I can be brazen now, can't I? ... 

Let I s say goodbye in our old way on ou:r lovely old bluff... Nev er take her 

here, Paul •.. Promise me, please •.. Oh, Paul d&ar •.. 11 

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

his bedroom. He hoped that his mother wouldn't hear hiro. She knew he had to 

get up early- on that goddam compensation case. And wbat a bleak prospect that 

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

away. I've lost her. She's going away. 11 Paul brushed hia teeth so savagely 

that he drew blood. Fumbling in the dark for the mouth wash, he brushed the 

boLtle off the glass shell. Cursing n silentl~ he stood waiting for the 

inevitable reaction. 



, "ls thai you, Paul?" a woman's voice called anxiously from the front 

bedroom. It was Belle, his mother, of course. 

"Yes, JJother," Paul replied in a sprightly voice, almost gaily. He 

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

just mo. 11 Who in hell else did she think it would be? The ghost of his old 

man, Oliver Beigler'! Heaven forbid. 

"Aro you all rieht, dear?" Belle called back. 

11Yes, Uothor, '' Paul replied, fwnbling desperately for the lost bottle. 

"A mere bagatelle. I just dropped my false teeth, was all. The new porclain 

job. Really nothing at all, dear. 11 Pause. 11Good night. 11 

Paul cohld hear his r .. other1 s trilling laughter as he glumly fell into 

bed without putting on his pa,jarr.as. "Yes, Sir," Paul bitterly thought. "Always 

the card, always the wag. Never a dry seat in the house when Polly Bieglor•s 

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

what you want, isn't it':' What's happening to you, Polly boy? .•. What was it 

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

so Christly beautiful. I could hear her old man snoring upstairs. I was 

going to kiss her again and she held up her hand. How had the little imp 

said it? Oh, yes, and in such quick Irish brogue, too. •Shure, an' why is 

it, Pawl, me bye, yer al~ays after takin' that there !!aida Holbrook to the 

swell country club-an' the poor likes of me self out to park on the bluff!' 11 

Then: "Goodnight, Paul dear," and she was gone. 

Paul buried his head in the pillO\'f. 

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

l Farewell, My Lovely Bernardine 

Paul paid the last check and he and Bernardine were ready to leave the 

hotel tap-room about eleven o'clock. Paul was glad to leave. The place was 

like a morgue. There were only a couple of drunken young sailors up at the 

bar--town boys home on leave--full of loud, swaggering, newly-learned Davey 

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

confidential with Martha, the big, roomy, blonde salesgirl from over at 

Hornstein's. Martha was a smart girl: she somehow managed the neat trick 

of living at the hotel on the glittering salary of twenty-one dollars a 

~ 
week. Paul knew what she made because he d:i~Hornstein's income tax work. 

Paul overheard the salesman saying to Martha, "Loo}; Honey. Everytime I give 

you a box of these lovely, shear nylons, Dove, I'm that much closer to being 

out of a goddam job. That's how much I really loves/ you, Honey! Anyway, 

I'll be in the Army in another month." Martha wasn't a bad sort, Paul 

remembered. Of course, unless she was well plied with drink and heavy 

compliments she was apt to be sort of sleepy and lazy and generally un

cooperative; but otherwise she really wasn't bad for a one night stand •.• 

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

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

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

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

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

Aili," Paul gleefully explained. "Here's what she said: 1 '7y is it, Toivo, 

you all time take Aili to da 'rug 

1 ravel pit? 1 11 Gravel pit, indeed! 

store for Cokey-Colas an• me on1 y to da 
r 

But Ben1ardine had merely sh~ged 

" 
politely and added another broken wooden mixing stick to the growing pile. 

Yes, she was nervous, all right. Her thin face, framed by her highswept 



dark hair, looked white and drawn. Being white and drawn only made her dark 

eyes seem larger and more luminous. Paul ruefully wondered whether it was the 

wrong time of the month. She had that Look- of-the-Month-Club shadow. Let's 

see, he hadn ' t seen her for nearly two weeks . "But, no, it can't be, 11 he 

remembered. 

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

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

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

before her mother had died, while Paul was still in law shcool; before she had 

quit regular nursing to keep house for her father, Bernard Tobin, the round

house foreman, and her four brothers. 

Paul and Bernardine drove silently past the towering, pyramid-shaped 

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

lights . "I wonder how many Jap and German spies they expect to catch 1way up 

here by cold Lake Superior?" Paul said. Theyi he recalled that he had said the 

same thing the last time they had been togethe"-the night when it really had 

been the wrong time of the month •. . 

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

ugly brick sides exposed now by the naked and serpentine vine-stalks. This 

was the place where the miners changed and showered. Paul sounded his horn 
,,.;:b 

in greeting w,"'two young miners. He waved at them. ffThe tall one's Eino 

Millimaki, the ski jumper," Paul said. "We played basketball together in 

high school. Remember?" Bernardine remained silent. The car skirted 

Chippewa Lake, its glistening shield of new autumn ice reflecting the lights 

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

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

always got thoughtful and i:aternal as hell at about this stage. 



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

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

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

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

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

"Be brave, Paul," she said. "Carry on. A struggling young mining-company 

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

draft deferment given me by my company!"' 

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

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

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

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

moon emerging from behind a jagge~dark cliff of cioud; and then they saw the 

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

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

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

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

stereopticon sort of stillness and clarity. They sat there silently watching, 

and then they heard the far away rumbling sound of newly-mined iron ore falling 

into the tram cars-- "Bundles for Berlin, 11 Paul thought--and they heard, too, 

the insistent jungle throbbing of the giant air-compressors that caught and 

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

burrowing so far ~eneath them. 

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

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

it would be easier to say his piece and get it over with. "Paul Biegler's 



fare1tell address," Paul thought. And anyway, he had a contested hearing in 

a workmen's compensation case the next morning down at Iron Bay, the county 

seat. He'd have to get a little sleep. It was an important case, one in

volving a claim of total disability. His boss, Walter Holbrook, certainly 

wouldn't want him to muff it. The mining company1 s·home office lawyers, 

'way out in Delaware, had been raising genteel hell lately. Those Harvard 

law school boys ~;a s~rt of refined and dreary aptitude for freezing one 
?'-' cl.t./ ., ~ An-i... ~,.. ·or h / , .?J • 

with a phrase. Mayee it was the salt air. "Although it cannot have es-, 
caped your attention, may we again remind our local attorneys •.. 11 ?-i~ it 

wouldn't pay to lose tomorrow's case. Paul crushed out his fresh cigareete 

and turned to Bernardine. 

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

rear cushion, looking up at the moon. "Whistler's bewitched and lovely 

daughter, 11 Paul thought. She sat so still that she looked as though she 

might be sleeping. Then Paul saw that her eyes were open, wide and un

blinking. There were tears slowly cou.Bsing down her white cheeks. Just 

like in the movies. "O Lord!" he thought. "If only she weren't so goddam 

beautiful." 

"Bernardine," Paul doggedly began. This was it. "Bernardine, there's 

something I've got to tell you. It's about us-about the way things have 

been drifting between us." 

Bernardine turned slowly and looked at Paul, her head still reclining 

on the rear cushion. She had a dreamy, faraway look. Paul fumbled to light 

another cigarette. Paul JCmUl1D.Bx. wondered if she knew, if she really sus

pected, that this was to be the end. The end? Ah, yes--this was to be the 

end. Fini. He also wondered why people in the clinches always thought and 

spoke in soap opera cliches. He'd try again. The business-like, leave-us

face-it approach was the thing. Off with the cliches •.. 



"Look, Bernardine," He began again. 11Let 1 s be sensible about this thing. 

Now about us--about our getting married-" 

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

was laughing at him. It wasn't a i:a rticularly rollicking or mirthful laugh: 
V 

just quietly chuckling laugh, as though she were enjoying some sort of prmvate 
r 

joke. 

"Bernardine," he began again, lamely. 

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

mother might silence a naught7, talkative child. Then she began to speak, in 

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

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

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

toward him briefly. "I guess rt m doing that because I I m so proud of you--1 

can't bear to watch you suffer. I guess it's because I'm so fond of you • .., 

Yes, I think that's it." 

She paused and went on, still staring pensively at the moon. 11Ever 

since you got out of law school, I've felt that things were over between us. 

That's what you1re trying to tell me, isn't it, Paul dear? Yes, even when 

you first started out three years ago, in that little office above your dad's 

old saloon, I sensed that things had somehow changed between us. 11 

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

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

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

fensive feeling; one of U)nliness and guilt. 

"When Walter Holbrook took you into the Company's law office I was proud 

of you• ae y;oQ lEA~ As you told me then, never before had a Chippewa boy 



·' )i,p,.:,. IJ.d 
been taken into thatAoffice. The Co~pany1s lawyers had always come from the 

East. They were all Harvard men. Yes, it was your grand opportunity • . ; 

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

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

you were taken into the country club and the Chippewa Olub; you went to their 

house parties and camping parties. You even began to play bridge, and I knew 

how you despised the game. You still despise it don't you?" Paul grunted and 

Bernardine laughed. "I guess the thing that really made me realize the extent 

of the change between us was when you gave up our trout fishing trips. I knew 

how you loved to fish . .. You remember the little th11u ecsee fly rod you gave 

me? I still have it . You bought it with the money you made on your first 

case •.. Defending a drunk driver, wasn't it?" Paul glumly nodded. 

"Please light me a cigarette, Paul," Bernardine said. Paul lit two 

cigarettes at one time. He had recently seen Paul Henried do the same thing 

for Bette Davis. "Thank you, 11 Bernardine said. She rarely smoked and she didn't 
,4 I / L ~ 

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

smiling. She went on, speaking slowly. 

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

Maida Holbrook arrived from the East 0D a short visit to her father." Paul 

felt himself flushing, and he didn't want to flush . Why was she bringing 

Maida in on this? And what the hell, even if he and Bernardine had known each 

other since they were kids, they weren't engaged, this was a free country. 

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

anything between us . Hell, Bernardine, you just said yourself you sensed a 

change long before Maida ever showed up. Not that there was any change," 

Paul hastily added. "Not on my part, at least. It- -it's .r;g.ust •• • 11 

''Now don't flounder, Paul," Bernardine said. "It's really not becoming." 



., 

"Look Bernardine, it's just that I feel it isn't right for me to be 

taking up all your time. You're too swell a girl to be wasting your ti.me on 

me." That was always good. "Maybe I'm not the marrying sort. Anyway, Bern, 

it'll be a hell of a long time before I could marry anyone. Don't you see-

the truth is I'm still just a law clerk down in Walter Holbrook's office. 

And my mother's all alone now since the old man died. It wouldn't be right 

for me to leave her now. Maida's got nothing to do with it. Where'd you 

ever get such a silly notion? Woman's trained intuition, no doubt." 

"Maida Holbrook is still here," Bernardine said simply. "She tells 

her friends she's going to marry you. Some of them have delighted in 

passing the word along tome." She turned to Paul, smiling. "So I guess 

that's what she's going to do. You see, Paul, girls like Maida usually get 

what they want in this world. It's a funny t l ingj •• Girls like Maida never 

have to sit and wait and dream. They're sure of themselves. They're always 

so right and so sure. Nothing ever happens to make them unsure. They are 

never afraid of competition because they ignore it. They never smell of 

cho~form or starched nurses uniforms. They're never weary from all night 
(' 

duty and from looking at pain and watching tired old people yawn and die. 

They've never had to keep house for a hard-drinking father and four wild 

brothers. They've never tried to look nonchalant while carrying a bed-pan--" 

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

with it. Of all the--You're as fine as any goddam girl in the whole--" 

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

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

Bernardine. Easy, like that. I thought you'd like to know." 



"Leave Chippewa?" Paul echoed. Why, oh why, did women always have to 
f-, ,J 

bring everything to a crisis? Their appetite for ~~melodrama was in-

satiable. 

"Yes, Paul. I'm leaving home. I've joined the WACs and I 1m leaving 

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

time today-after you 'phoned me this morning for a date. You see, I did so 

want to see you ~QillMailiiM?.._allPiec before I left. 11 

Paul could hear the giant gasps of the air compressors from the mines. 

Bundles for Berlin, Bundles for Berlin! "Bernardine," he said. "Bernardine, 

he dully repeated. 

Bernardine spoke softly. "So good luck, Paul. Always, good luck. 

And goodbye." 

lfGoodbye?" Paul said. He felt miserable. Wretchedly he turned twward her. 

Bernardine quickly put her arms about Paul. She embraced him m1til she 

was hurting him. God, what a tigress. Then she ~as tenderly pattirg his hair, 

comforting him. Why did she always pat his head like that, as though he were 

a goddam child? Didn't she knov1 a man couldn't be a competent male when he 

was patted into purring adolescence? She v,as whispering to him. "So goodbye, 

Paul dear ••• Let's say goodbye in the only w~that lovers can, dear ••• Even 

former lovers •.• I can be brazen now, can't I? •.• It 1 s our last night ••• 

Let's say goodbye in our old way on our lovely old bluff ••• Never take her 

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

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

to his bedroom. He hoped that his mother wouldn't hear him. She knew he 

had to get up early on that goddam compensation case. She'd only fret and 

fume and try to talk without her teeth •.. Tomorrow he must try a case. What 



a bleak prospect that was ••. Christ, Bernardine was going away. "She's going 

away. She's going away. I've lost her. She's going away." Paul brushed his 

teeth so savagely that he drew blood. Fumbling in the dark for the mouth 

(YI., "' wash, he brushed the bottle of the glass shelf. It fell ~ith the ~,or a 

temple gong. Cursing silently, llJui Paul stood waiting for the inevitable 

reaction. 

"ls that you, Paul'?" a woman's muffled voice called anxiously from the 

front bedroom. It was Belle, his mother, ef e&ti'81ilay and indeeq{her dentures 

were elsewhere. "Are you all right'?" 

"Yes, Mother," Paul replied in a sprightly voice, almost gaily. He 

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

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

man, Oliver Biegler'? Heaven forbid. 

"Are you sure you're all right, dear'?" Belle called back. Why did she 

keep trying to talk? 

"Yes, Mother," Paul replied, fumbling desperately for the los~ bottle. 

"A mere bagatelle. I just dropped my false teeth, was all. 

job. Really nothing at all, dear." Pause. "Good night." 

The new ~clain 
I' 

Pall could hear his mother's trilling pea~of laughter as he glumly fell 

into bed without putting on his pajamas. "Yes, Sir," Paul bitterly thought. 

"Always the card, always the wag. I'm like the little guy who made all the 

whores holler: "'He didn't pay. Yes, sir, there's never a dry seat in the 

house when Polly Biegler 1s around ..• Christ! I've lost her. What's happening 

to me? Damn it, that's what you wanted, isn't it? •What's happening to you, 

Polly boy?... What was it she said when I drove her home? She~ as standing in 

the open door looking so Christly beautiful. I could hear her old n-.an snoring 



from upstairs. Good old Barney Tobin; so full of peace and so full of whiskey ••• 

I was going to kiss her just once more. She held up her hand. How had the 
(µ 

little imp said it? Oh, yes, and in such quick Irish brogue, too. 'Shure, 
A 

an' why is it, Pawl, me bye, yer always after takin' that ~ell Maida Holbrook 

..t to dance at the country club--an' the poor likes of meself out to lay 

on the bluff!'" 

Then: "Goodnight, Paul dear, 11 anct she was gone. Barney Tobin's snores 

were blotted out •.• 

Paul buried his head in the pillow. 

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



Chapter 2 

Paul tr ought of Bernardine all the next morning. The compensation cases 

dragged interminably. Another endless case was on from the day before, made 

static by the pettifogging of the opposing luwyers. It was almost noon before 

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

pleadings and outline the usual admissions and denials when the Deputy 

Con.missioner declared a noon recess. 

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

a b3chelor, who had come to Iron Cliffs County on the legul staff of one 

of the New Deal agencies; had liked th~ place and had remained, settling in 

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

ClI.O. Steelworkers Union, and consequently Paul met him frequently in court 

on JmJ!:QCIJll comp. cases and over the conference table, hushing over the various 

grievances of the miners and haggling over the interpretations of various 

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

Paul regarded Pete Gundry as a smart and able lawyer. In fae9 he was 

inclined to like hie~, despite the dark warnings of his boss, Walter Holbrook. 

11 Paul, all these god darn shyster labor lawyers are alike. All of them, r..ind 

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

sr1ueeze is on, once the chips are down"- Walter scowled viith dark foreboding-

"then r4_tch out1 11 Despite his Harvard education, Walter was a great one for 

using colorful, mnn- to- inan phrases like thut. The picture of sorr.eone selling 

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

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

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

is adjourned until 1:30, 11 the Deputy Comn.issioner glumly aru ounced, wearily 

reaching for a cigare~te. 



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

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

settlement ~nd s uve everyone a dreary afternoon. I've got you over a bar rel, 

as you know, so why not relax and enjoy it? What do you say, Paul?" 

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

He ' d have to stop her soII.ehow. ¼'hat in hell had he been dreaming of to let her 

go for !faida 1-'olbrook' • Hhy, Christ, man, he couldn't keep Maida in nylons 

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

colored blonde bitch. What was she doing to him: 

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

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

. some comp. decisions in the bar library. '"Sorry, Pete . Jt111 have to be sou.e 

other time. Thanks a lot. 11 

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

"Don't say I didn ' t w:.irn you." 

iatxM Paul drove rapidly over to the Iron Bay Club and hurried to the 

telephone booth. 11.Members please use pay phone for out-of- town calls, 11 the 

sign said. 

"Chi pewa 664, 11 he told the oper 1tor. "Hurry, please, operator. It I s 

urgent . 11 He dully wondered why he I d sat on his pra t all II.oruing and now 

found it so poddaru urgent to call Bernardine . 

"Fifteen cents please, 11 the operator was s"lyir:g. "Please c nfine your 

call to three minutes. Thank you, Sir. 11 

"Hello. Is this '£obins '. Is Bernardine there'!" Paul said. "Oh, hello, 

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

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

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

Bill. II 



I 

Paul walked slowly downstairs to the club bar. ''HtUlo, Polly, 11 Niblo 

the banker said, turning mor.r;.entarily from the quurter slot machine, then 

pulling the lever, closing his eyes tightly and putting his hands over the 

cherries and assorted fruit syrr.bols for a nice surprise which it developed 

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

play slot machines; and again, why so many of ther.i P,ot to look like a sort 
.. 

of cor:.posite photo~raph of the ide3.l errbezzler. "Hi, l..r. Hiblo, 11 Paul said, 

brightly, but¥~. Niblo was knee deep in anticipating another 3H~pxtBB surprise. 

Pinky was at the bar. "Hello, ur. Biegler," Pinky Sc.id. Pinky was 

always starched and hwcorous and pleasant, a good boy. "We got some of 

your favorite beer today. 11 

11Th1mks, Pinky. ' ot today. I 111 take a double scotch. 11 

"Whut 11 • it be'. Black and \1hite • Haig on a Hag? Vat 69? The s:iles

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

Ah, that 's it." Yes Pinky was a wag, all right. 

ll.r. Neblo hastily wanted twenty rore quarters. From the perspiring 

reddish glow of his bald sr:ot Paul estis1t1ted that he must be out about 

fifteen dollars. 

111.ake up b.nother doubler, Pinky, 11 Paul said. "How much is old Niblo 

down this noon':'" 

"That 's his fourth fiver, J.r. Biegler, But he's a sticker. Like he 

always tells r:ie: stick-to-it-tiveness will get you there. So I 1 ve been a 

bartender for thirteen years ... Thank you, Sir. 11 



\\ 
' , e.t:n rdine was 1 u.D;hing at im ! i th te~s uru ine oun 

hr chee s , she was laughing 
rolli ing r mirthful laugh; 

t him. It wasn't p rticu.larly 
just a sort f quietly chuckling 

l uch, as thou.ah she ue_e enjoyinc private j ok . 

"Bernardine , n he began ain, lamely. 

She qui kly pl ced two o her col :fingers over his lips, 

fleetingly, as a mother ight do to n :ughty, talk tive C ild. 

Then she be an to speak, in u low voice , quietl r, lmost musin[;ly. 

She was looking at the moon S{Jlkin. 

"I sup ose I Bhomli should re lly hear it from vour ovm 

lips , Paul , " ehe said. 11 ut r_:~1 save you 11th floundering 

nd the em arraosment . 11 She tu nod to.r rd lll:rn brie'ly. "I 

guess I~m ding th t because r•~ so proud of you--! can_t bear 

tow tcb you au fer, I like you so much. Yes , I gu.e s that•o it . 11 

II 11Bernnrdine," J: u.l tried again, but she went on, talking nd 

staring at the moon. 

"I ueso I've felt ev r since you got out of law school 

that thinglt v.c e over between us . Ye.; , even when you first 

stazted out three years ago . in that little a fice bove your 

dad's s loon , I sensed that s meho\1 t ings h a changed between us . 1 

aul h d strar.1£ e sense of shocko a feeling of wr dismay. 

It was o.11 true , vlhat she was s o.ying, but he h d been going to 

oay it, and now ~ was s O.Ylllc. it , she w s stealing his thunder , 

and somehow it gave him a cu ious anddefensiv 

liness ana guilt . 

eline f lon-



11\/hen !alter Holbrook took you i nto the Company.,!_s law 

o fice I was proud of you, s you mow. It was your rand 

opportunity. But somehow, after that , the feeling that we 

were l si.M each other grew much stronger. Then with alter 

behind you, the mining crowd took you upo you were taken into 

thee 1.L~try club and the Chippewa Club~ you went tot eir house 

parties and comping p rties . 11 Bernaildine la~ bed. "I guess 

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

between us w s wen you gave up our trout fishing trips . I knew 

how you love to ich .•. You reme ber thelittle fly rod you gave 

me' You b ught it with the money y u made on you first case •.• 

Defending a drunk driver , wasn.,!_t it? P ul glumly nodded. 

"lease li ht ea ci arette , aul , " rnardi es id. 

"Tonk y u . " she said , s aul held 

rarely smoked andshe didn't do it ver 

is lig ter fo he She 

ell. uJ. s \7 that 

her eyes were dry now • ..,he seven h lf smiling . he went on 

xpa: spe king o 

"Then just ayer i.go- - it w s just before Th nk·giving, 

ro ember? -- i Holbr ok a rived from t e ast on short 

visit to h father . " aul elt himself flushi ng , an he didn't 

-mt to flush , nnd ,m. t th hell , even i ho ond Bern -rdine had 

knovm each other since they were kids , they c en•t engaged, this 

\7 s a free c untry, and--



"!ai Holbrook is still h re , " :Bern rdine so.id si ply. 

"She tells her friends she's g ing tom rry you. ~ She turned 

to aui, smiling. "So I guess that s what she's goi.n: to do . 

You see, o.uJ. , girls like llai usu lly get what they VTent in 

this mrld. They never sit m vr it an dream. They• e ru.re 

of themselves . They're luays so right and sure . They never 

smell of cholof orm or starched nurses unif r ms . They' re never 

weru-y fr mall night duty .nd fr m looking at in d w tching 

old people die . They never keep a house for o. h d- drinking 

father and fur wild bothers . They never carrv bed- ans- -" 

"Berna dine!" 

noth:i.ng to c \7ith it . 

the·- - 11 

ul s id. "Thats not fair . That's got 

ou•re as ood as ey goddam girl in 

11 aul , let me finish , n J3ern dine q ietly so.id . "I am 

so sure of this, now , that I •-te iaizwi: decided to o o.usy . I •m 

going to le~ve Chi pp0wa. I t~ought you'd like to know. 

"Leave Chippewa?" ?aul echoed in dismay. 

"Ye~ , >aul . I'm leaving h me. I've j ined the .cs and 

I ' m le ving too row. I - -uas sup osed to h ve Joft tJnight- -b1~ 

I wi d the~ tod y after you ' ph nedme this mo nine for ad te . 

ou see , I wo.nted to see you 



aul coula her the rythmic giant gasp of he air 

c mpressors fr m the mines . 11Berna.rdine, 11 he said. 0 Berna.rdine, 

he repe ted . 

Bern~ dine spok softly. "So good luck, Paul . aid 

goodbye . " 

"Goodbye?" P :u.l said . retchedly he t uned to her . 

Bernardine put her arms bout Paul . She was pa ting his 

head, comfortill[: him. Uhy did she always pat his head like 

that , as though hewere a goddam child? She\7as ,-,hispering to 

him. "Goodbye , au.l dear ... Let_s say goodbye the only way 

lovers con, de r ••• Even for er lovers •.. I cm be brazen now , 

can't I? . • . Let's sa ? our goo bye in our old way on ou ancient 

b l uff ••• 1ever toke her he e , aul •.. romise me , please ... 

Oh nl aea.r ..• " 

The moon h d ne rly sot when Paul c eaked up the darkened 

backst irs to his bedroom. He hoped tat hismother wo ldn't her 

him. She knew he had to ct up early on th :t goddam comp case . 

TThat a b:b ak prospect . .~d , Ch ist , Bernardine was g ing aw y. 

"She~s g ing aw~y . She's gin away . I-♦e lost he . She ' s 

g in away. " Paul mm s vo.gel y brus od is teeth Wlti he dxew 

blood . Fu.'llbling in the d rk for the mo~h wash, he br d t e 

bottle oft e lasssbelf . Cursing silently he stood w iting for 

the inevit Ile re ction. 



"Is that you, aul'" woman's voice c lled m xi u.sly from 

the fr nt bedr om. It w s Belle, his □other , ~ course . 

"Yes , Mother , " Paul re. lied in spri htl voice , almost 

g ily. /ho in hell else did she think it v1ould e? The ho t of 

his old mon , Oliver Biegler? 

"Are you a.11 right , " Belle called back. 

"Yes , other , " P :ul eeplied fumbling for the lost bottle , 

"I just drooped rn.y fo.lse teeth, v,a.sal . Th new porcl in j b. 

eally nothi &tall , er . Good nig T. 11 

aul could her his other ' s chortling la.ughte as he gl ly 

fell into ed , m:::Jarr:nrtshorts ond 11, wit out ';r it jng to ut on 

hispp.jam ..... o . Yes , Si , ul bitterly thought . 1 mys the c rd, 

al o.ys the wag . l ever a dr,r se rt; in thehouse 'wh en a.ul Bi ler s 

a.round •.. Ch i~t! I8vo lost her . rJbat's h pe i?l[ to me? That's 

what you wanted , isn• it? \7hat's ha ening to you, olly by? 

'i?ha.t w sit file~ said hen you dove her home? he , s standing 

in the open oo lookiJ18 so Christly beautiful . He was going to kiss 

her a.gain and me held up he h nd. How had the little imp s idit? 

Oh, yes , and in uick Irish brogue , too . "Shure , an• vhy isit , 

Pawl , mo lad, you e alwc.ws after akin• id Holbrook tote country 

club an' the poor likes of me out to park on the bluff!" 

Then: "Goodnight , aul ear , " an se , s one . 

"Goodnight , ernardine darling. Oh, goodni ht , my love •.• " 



Chapter 2 

Paul scanned the headlines and drank his orango juice and coffee 

sitting in Belle' a new broo.kfaet nook. Paul ' s ~.other was extravagantly 

proud of this new addition to the Biegler kitchen. She had always wanted 

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

it while he was living. 

"You might 'l.S well hogtie a .r.ian in o. blocdy outhouse an' feed him 
~ .... ~4t-~ 

with a spoon," he we 1J d announce. 11Even the goddam saloons is goin' 
~ . 

I 

crazy these duys- ·etting in these two by fou1 equrrel booths. When I 
• A 

N'II\,, • 

sit at a n table I wa t : oor to r an, ·e around" Breakfast nook hell !11 

Paul idly watch~~over the new electric range he 

had bought her just after Pearl Harbor·. He had gotten it wholesale through 

the Company, acting on a tip frot:! Walter Holbrook. A good tip it was, too. 

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

"I see by the ~orning ' s paper that the dr aft boards are getting 

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

page, next to that article about the man who marr ied the thirteen-year-

old girl. V.y, my. What ' s the worl:icoming to- She should be home playing 

with her dollies." , Paul scanned the ar ticle as Belle ran on about the 

horr ors of child mar riages. Belle's biggest concern these Jm. days was 

that "they" would come and take her baby- that Paul would h<1ve to go 

into the \'lar. 

Belle flapped over to the table and sat opposite Paul. Despite her 

easy life these days she al"ays got up early, nd nothing Paul could say 

would "IDjke_ h'r !lbandon the _f~of,.fY,. sheepskin slippere she wore in the i:.orn- . 
~~"'~,p,,,>1,#(..·~~ 7~~d.,~,-,--"-,.,. 

ings . She had al ways worn t.M«i".!1.,en aft the boys '!fere home, tfetore the 
I\ ~ 44· 

f urnace was inst alled, when the kitchen ,to;:" was icy cold when she came 

down to start the kitchen range. 



"Where were you last night?" Belle saiJ. Belle 's gray eyes peered 

at Paul through hor blurrdd pinch glasses that always needed cleanlng. 

11It must have been awfully late when you got in. It felt late." 

11With Bernnrdino Tobin," Paul casually answered . Belle 's eyes lit 

up. She was always gl ad when Paul i,ent out with Bernardine. "Such a 

splendid, capable young woman," she always said. 11She' d make any man 
T.:-J ... 

a wonder! ul wife. ~ 1/l--
1 

~ 7 ~ • • • •' 

''Good," Belle said, and again aha r eminded Paul of what a splendid, 

wifely girl Bernardine Tobin \'las . 

"She's goir1B away," Paul snid. 'She joined the W,CS. She 's leaving 

today. II 

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

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

standing? I mean laet night'? I r-:ean-

"Look, Mom, the toast is buniing. I've got to get going to ccurt. 11 

Belle flew to th~." 10 had an understanding, all right. Every

t hing's all off." 

"l!y, my," Belle r epeoted, ae Paul,.~out the honeymoon of the 

rr.an who married the 13-year-old girl. 



Chapter 2 

scanned the headlines and drank his orange juice and coffee 

as he sat crouched in Belle's new ivory-colored breakfast nook. She 

·--~ had extravagantly adorned it ~colorful decorations she had found 

in one of the ladies' magazines and had applied herself. Belle had 

always wanted a breakfast nook, but Oliver Biegler, Paul's father, 

would never hear of it while he was living. 

"You might as well hogtie a man in a bloody outhouse an' feed him 

with a tin spoon," Oliver would declaim. "Even the goddam saloons is 

goin' crazy these days-installin' these two-by-four squirrel booths! 

When I sit at a table I want room to range arowid in. Breakfast nook 

helll" 

Paul idly watched Belle busily hovering over the new electric range 

he had bought her a few months after Oliver's death. Oliver had stubbornly 

clung to the old wood range to the bitter end. His resistance to modern 

sales pressure had been enormous •.• Paul had gotten the new stove whole

sale through the Company, just after Pearl Harbor, acting on a tip from 

Walter Holbrook. A good tip it was, too. You couldn't beg, borrow or 

steal a new range nov,. 

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

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

page, next to that article about that awful man who married the thirteen

year-old girl. My, my. What's the world coming to? She should be playing 

with her dollies.n Paul idly scanned the article as Belle ran on about the 

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

"they" would come and take her baby away-that Paul. would have to go to War. 



Belle hurried over to the table and sat opposite Paul. Why did she 

wear those flapping slippers? Despite her easy life these days, Belle 

always got up early, and nothing Paul could say would make her abandon 
sheepskin 

the floppy/slippers she wore in the mornings. Belle's sheepskins made 

quite a combination with her flowered quilted robe. She had always worn 

them when all the boys were home, before the furnace was installed, when 

the kitchen floor was icy cold when she came down in the mornings to . 

start the kitchen range. 

"Where were you last night?/ Belle said. Paul inwardly winced. 

Bellets gray eyes peered at Paul through her blurred pinch glasses that 

always needed cleaning. 11It must have been awfully late when you got in. 

It felt late." 

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

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

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

a wonderful wife. And a trained nurse, too •.• 

"Good," Belle said. "She's such a grand girl--such a-a wifely 

young woman." 

"She's going away, 11 Paul said. "She's joined the WACs·. She's 

leaving today. 11 

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

"My, my, Paul. Now that's too bad. Did you?--d.id you have an under

standing? I mean last night? I mean-" 

"Look, .Mom, the toast is burning. I've got to get going to court. 11 

Belle hurried to the smoking toast. 11We had an understanding, all right. 

Everyt.hing's all aff. 11 

"My, my, 11 Belle repeated, scraping the toast. "Such a fine wifely 



girl, too •.. This awful war. 11 Paul gulped his coffee and then read 

about the honeymoon of the man who married the 13-year-old girl. 

Paul thought of Bernardine all that morning. The dreary compensation 

cases dragged interminably. There was one endless case which had gone 

over from the day before, made static by the shrill pettifogging bf the 

opposing lawyers. Paul yearned to pull the cord on an ambulance gong 

just to see them run •.. It was al.most noon before Paul's case was called. 

He and Gundry scarcely had time to arrange their pleadings and outline 

the usual admissions and denials when the Deputy Commissioner declared a 

noon recess. 

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

a bachelor, who had come to Iron Cliffs County on the legal staff of one 

of the New Deal agencies. Gundry had liked the Upper Peninsula of Michigan 

and had remained, settling in Chippewa. Lately he had been doing con

siderable legal work for the local C.I.O. Steelworkers Union, so Paul 

met him frequently in court on comp cases and again over the conference 

table, hashing over the various grievances of the miners and haggling 

over the interpretations of various clauses of the union's contract with 

the Iron Cliffs Ore Company. 

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

inclined to like him, despite the dark warnings of his boss, Walter Hol

brook. "Paul, all these goddam shyster labor lawyers are alike. All of 

them, mind you. They'll smile you to death when things are going their 

way, but when the aqueeze is on, once the chips are down"--Walter scowled 

with dark foreboding--"then watch out1" Despite his Harvard education, 

Walter was a great one for using colorful, Mid-Western, man-to-man phrases 



like that. The picture of someone selling someone else "down the 

river" was also one of his favorites. "Those labor bastards'll sell 

you down the river, Paul, quicker'n you can say John L. Lewis!" 

11The hearing in the case of Bruno Belpedio versus Iron Cliffs Ore 

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

wearily reaching for a cigarette. 

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

together, Biegler?" he said to Paul, holding out his hand. "Perhaps we 

can work out a settlement and save everyone a dreary afternoon. 
r 

I ve got 

your company over a barr~l, you know, so why not relax and enjoy it? 

What do you say, Paul?" 

Paul stood listlessly shaking Gundry's hand and wanting to1 phone 

Bernardine. He'd have to stop her somehow. What in hell had he been 

dreaming of to let her go for Maida Holbrook? Why, Christ, man, he 

couldn't keep Maida in nylons and cigarettes-even if she'd have him. 

Maida, Maida, that lovely, slow, honey-colored blonde bitch. What was 

she doing to him? 

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

Paul fumbled for an excuse. He had to make some 'phone calls and 

check some comp decisions in the library. "Sorry, Pete. It'll have to 

be some other time. Thanks a lot. " 

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

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

Paul drove rapidly over to the Iron Bay Club and hurried to the 

telephone booth. "Members will please use pay 'phone for out-of-town 

calls," the little sign warned. 



"Chippewa 664, 11 Paul told the operator. "Hurry, please, operator. 

It's urgent." He dully wondred why he'd sat on his prat all morning and 

now found it so goddam urgent to call Bernardine. 

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

call to three minutes. Thank you, Sir. 11 

"Hello! Is this Tobins'. Is Bernardine there?" Paul eagerly said. 

"Oh, hello, Bill, this is Polly Biegler. Is Bernie there? ... ~l 

Oh yes, on the Chicago train this morning! ... Oh Lord •.• No, it's 

nothing, Bill. Nothing at all •.• Just wanted--just wanted--say goodbye •.. 

Yes, sure ... Goodbye, Bill." 

Paul walked slowly downstairs to the club bar. "Hello, Polly, 11 

someone said. It was Scheffler, the banker, turned furtively from his 

favorite quarter slot ma.chine. He didn't want one of the bank's directors 

to discover him. Reassured, he was back pulling the lever, closing his 

eyes tightly and putting his hands over the cherries and assorted fruit 

symbols for a nice big surprise which, it shortly developed, was not there. 

Paul dully woruiered why so many small-town bankers loved to play slot 

machines; and again, why so many of them managed to look like a sort of 

composite photograph of the ideal embezzler. "Hi, Mr. S.l-" Paul said, 

brightly, but Mr. s. was back again with his eyes shut, anticipating 

another surprise. 

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

was always starched and humorous and pleasant, a good boy. ''We got some 

of your favorite ale today. It's getting awful hard to get." 

"Thanks, Pinky. t-iot today. I'll take a double scotch." 



11What'll it be? Black and White? Haig on a Hag? Vat 69? The 

sslesman said after three drinks you can leap clear into Vat 73, no handsl 

Ah, that's it. 11 Yes Pinky was a wag, all right. 
dignified 

Mr. s. wanted twenty more quarters. He was in 1!fhurry. From the 

perspiring reddish glow of his bald spot Paul estimated that he must be 

out about fifteen dollars. "Someone Jhust have been tinkering with the 

machine," Mr. s. remarked. Pinky assured Mr. s. that tee machine had not 

been violated. 

"Make up another doubler, Pinky," Paul said. "How much is olds. 

down this noon?" 

"That's his fourth fiver, Mr. Biegler_ But he's a sticker. Like he 

always tells me: stick-to-it-tiveness always gets you there." Pinky 

shrugged. "So I've been a bartender for thirteen years ••• Thank you, Sir. 11 



Cpapter 2 

Paul scanned the headlines and drank his orange juice and coffee aa he 

eat crouched in Belle's new ivory-colored breakfast nook. She had adorned it 

with extr avagantly gay and colorful transfers which she had found advertized 

in one of the many ladies' magazines to which she subscribed. Belle had always 

wanted a breakfast nook, but Oliver Biegler, Paul's f ather, would never hear of 

it while he was living , 

11You mi "'ht as well hogtie a man in a bloody outhouse an I feed him with a 

tin epoon," Oliver used to declaim. "even the goddaro saloons is goin' crazy 

these days-installin' these two-by-four squirrel booths? When I sit at a 

table I want room to range around in. Breakfast nook hell!" So, until Oliver's 

death, there had been no breakfast nook in the Biegler hoi::e. 

Paul idly watched Belle busily hovering and peering over the new electric 

range he had bought her a few months after Oliver's death. Oliver had stubbornly 

clung to the old wood-burning kitchen range to the bitter end. His resistance 

to ~odern sales pressure had been enormous ••. Paul had gotten the new stove 

wholesale through the Company, just after Pearl Harbor, acting on a tip from 

Walter Holbrook. A good tip it waa, too. You couldn't beg, borrow or steal 

an electric range now. 

111 aee by the n:orning's paper that the dr tt boards are getting harder 

on these de.teroents." Belle said. 11It 1s right thereon the front page, next 

to that article about that awful old man who married the thirteen-year-old 

girl. My, my. What's the world c:oming to? She should be home playing with 

her dollies." Paul idly scanned the article aa Belle ran on about the horrors 

of child marriages. 



Belle's biggest concern these days was that "they" would come and take 

her baby away, that Paul would have to go to War, that she might lose him 

as she had lost her boy, Lincoln, Paul's oldest brother, follo~ing the first 

World War. Paul could read the fear of Death in Belle ' s eyes ••• Paul remembered 

the morning that brother Link had died. Paul hadn't thought of it in a long 

time. But there it was, just like on that , ovember n:orning years ago ..• 



Belle hurried over to the table in her floppy slippers and squeezed 

her short, plump body into the seat opposite Paul. Why did she insist on wearing 

tbose flapping slippers? Despite her easy life these days, Belle always 

got up early, and nothing Paul could say or do would make her abandon the 

floppy sheepskin slippers she wore in the mornings. Belle's slippers made 

quite a coobinat~on with the expensive flowered quilted robe he had given 

her last Christmas. She had always worn sheepskin slippers when all the 

boys were ho.!:"8, before the furnace was installed, when the kitchen floor 

was icy cold when she came down in the winter mornings to start the kitchen 

range. So what was wrone with t• er.1 now'? 

" .. here wero you l1tt rieht? 11 Belle said. Paul inwardly winced as 

Belle's gray eyes peered at him through the blurred pinch glasses that 

always needed cleaning. 11It must have been m,fully late when you got in. 

It felt late. 11 

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

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

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

wonderful wife. And a trained nurse, too •.. " 

11Good," Belle said, not failing Bernardine. "She's such a grand girl

such a-a wifely young woman." 

11She1 s going away," Paul said. He might as well tell her. She'd find 

out anyway. "She I s joined the WACs. She I s leaving today. 11 

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

my, Paul, 11 she said, shaking her head regretfully. ''Now that's too bad. 

Did you?--did you have an under-standinp,? I mean last night? I mean--" 



"Look, Uom, the toast is burning. I've got to get going to court. 11 

Belle hurried to the smoking toast. "Vire had an understanding, all right. 

Everything' s all off •11 

"lly, m.v," Belle rep-aated, scraping the toast. "Such a fine witely 

girl too... This awful war. 11 Paul gulped his coffee and then glumly read 

about tr.e boneyn;oon of tho rr.an who had married the 13-year-old girl. 

Paul thought o:f Bernardine all that morning. The dreary compensation 

cases dragged inter.ttinably. There was one endless case which had gone 

over from tho day befors, made stqtic by the shrill petifogging and endless 

posturing of the opFosing lawyers. They were a couple of professional comp 

case lawyers, and Paul y..:arned to pull the cord on an ambulance gong just 

to see them run .•. It was alr.':.ost noon before Paul ' s case was c~lled. He 

and Gundry scarcely had time to arrange their pleadings and outline the 

usual admissions and denials when the Deputy Comr:issioner declared a noon 

recess. 

Gundry was the claimant's attorney, a stocky, pleasant young .dmmia 

downstate lawyer, a bachelor, who had c me to Iron Cliffs County during 

the depression on the legal staff of one of the New Deal agencies. Gundry 

had liked the Upper Peninsula of Uichignn and had remained, settling in 

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

C.I.O. St~elworkers• Union. Paul met him frequently in court on comp 

cases and again over the conference table, hashing over the various grie

vances ot the miners and haggling over the interpretations of various clauses 

ot the union's contract with the Iron Cliffs Ore Company, Walter.Holbrook's 

main client. 



Paul. regarded Pete Gundry as a su~rt and able lawyer. In fact he was 

inclined to like him, despite the dark warnings of his boss, \:alter Holbrook. 

"Pa~, all these goddru. shyster labor lawyers ere alike. All of them, mind 

you. They'll smile you to death when things are ~oing their way, but when 

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

boding-11th,m watch out ! 11 Despite his Harvard education, \ alter was a great 

one for using colorful, oan-to-rr.an phrases like that. He prided himself 

oa possessing the corr:,•on touch... '!'he ricture of sorr.eone selling son:eone 

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

sell you down the river, Paul, quicker 'n you can s:i:1 John L. Lewis 1 11ark 

my word." 

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

Company is adjourned until 1:30, 11 the Deputy Col!'cissioner glumly announced, 

wearily reaching for a cigarette. 

Peter Gundry walked over to Paul's tahla. "How about our having lunch 

together, .t:!iegler?" he said to Paul, holding out his hand. "Perhaps we can 

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

company over a barrel, you know, so why not relax and enjoy it? What do 

you say, Paul?" 

PaUl stood listlessly shaking Gundry's hand and wanting to telephone 

Bernardine. He'd have to st0p her sortehow. What in hell had he been dreaming 

of to let her go for Maida Holbrook? Why, Christ, man, he couldn't keep 

haida in nylons and cigarettes--even i.f she'd have him . .Maida, Maida, that 

lovely, slow, honey-colored blonde bitch. ?ihat was she doing to him? He 

must have been bewitched. And he had a date with Maida that night. 



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

Paul fumbled for ~n excuse. He had to rrake soree 'phone calls and 

check. some comp decisions in the library. "Sorry, Pete. It'll have to 

be some other time. Thanks a lot." 

110. K., Paul, 11 G_undry s·1id, src.iling his white, strong-toothed smile. 

''Now don't say I didn't v1urn you." 

Paul drove rapidly over to the Iron Bay Blub and hurried to the 

telephone booU. "llembers will ple,:ise use p:1y I phone for out-of-town 

calls," the little sign warned. 

11Chippewa 664, 11 Paul told the operator. 11Hurr?", please, operator. 

It's urgent." He dully wondered why he1a sat on his prat in court all 

morning, mul being bored to death, and now found it so goddam urgent to call 

Bernardine. 

"Fifteen cents please," the operator was saying. 11 ?leaae confine your 

call to three minutes. Thank you, Sir. 11 

11Hellol Ia this Tobins'?" Paul earerly asked. 11Ia Bernardine there? 
. 

Oh, hello, Justin, this is Polly Biegler. Is Bezmie there'(... Gone 1 Oh 

yes, on the Chicago train this morning 1... Oh Lord... No, it' a nothing, 

Justin. ~othing -'it all... Just wanted-.:...juat wanted--say goodbye... Yes, 

sure ••• Goodbye, Justin." 

Paul walked slowly downstairs to the club bar. 11Hello, Polly," someone 

said. It was Scheffler, the banker, turned furtively fro~ his favorite 

quarter slot machine. He didn't want any ofi the bank's directors to discover 

him. Reassured that it was Paul, he was back pulling tho lever, closing his 

eyes tightly and putting his plump hands over the wbirling cherries and assorted 



fruit symbols for a nice big surprise which, it shortly developed, was not there. 

Paul dully wondered why so many small-town bankers loved to play slot machines; 

and again, why so many of them managed to look like a sort ot composite photograph 

ot the ideal embezzler. "Hi, Mr. Scheffler, Paul said, brii:;htly, but J..r. Scheffler 

was back again l"i.th mis eyes shut, anticipating another surprise. 

Pinky wns at the bar. 11Hello, Mr. Biegler," Pinky said. Pinky WAS always 

so humorous and pleasaut: u good boy. "We got some of your favorite ale today. 

It•s getting awful hard to get." 

"Thanks, Pinky. t ot today. I' 11 take a double scotch. 11 

11What'll it bo? Black ar,d White'. Haig on a Hag'! vat 69? There's the 

drink. The salesman said after three drinks you can leap clear into Vat 73, 

no hands! Ah, that's it." Yea Pinky \'ms a wag, all right. 

llr. Scheffler wapted twenty more quarters. He was i~ a dignified hwry. 

From the persptring reddish glow of his bald spot Paul estimnted that he must 

have lost about fifteen dolbrs that noon . "Someone must h11ve been tinker ing 

with the machine," Ur. Scheffler petulantly r e.mer ked . Pinky assured Ur. Scheffler 

that the machine had not been violated. 11I t8s simply the nature of the beast," 

Pinky added, winking at Paul. 

"Make up another doubler, Pinky, 11 Paul said, smiling. 11How much is old 

Scheffler down this noon?" 

t1That•s hie !ourthe fiver, Mr. Biegler, But he's a sticker. Like he always 

tells me: Stick-to-it- tiveness always gets you there." Pinky shrugged. 

"So I've been a bartender for thirteen yeais •.• Thank you, Sir." 

Paul fin~ahed hie drink. He found a copy of the New Yorker and went into 

the dining room to have lunch. They had oyster stew that noon. Paul eat by him-



sllf and ordered a large bowl. Oyster stew was one of his favorite dishes. 

Paul felt better than he had all morning •.• If only he didn't have the 

t rial of that stupid case that afternoon. I£ only Bernardine hadn't acted 

so hastily and gone and joined those goddaro 1ACs ••• Irrngine hidine all 

that dark beauty in a drab and ill-fitting olive uniform ••• 



" I I 

(/ Chapter 3 

\ ' When Paul got back to Chippewa that evening, shortly before six, he 

_we\ t directly to his office to leave off his brief case end red his mail. 

He r,erked hi!'! car in the city square and walked across the deserted square 

to the office. He climbed the clattering wooden stairs and unlocked his 

office door from the outside hallway. Paul unconsciously straightened as he 

read the gold-leaf sign on his frosted glass door: 11:tJ.r. Paul Biegler." He 

glanced down the corridor and was relieved to see that Walter Holbrook's office 

'ffaa darkened. Thank goodness ha .,ouldn' t have to break the bad news now ••• 

Paul hurriedly looked through his mail for a letter from Bernardine. 

Of mmx course there was none-ehe had just loft that morning. Paul laughed and 

lit a cigarette. Vlliat a business! Here he'd virtually ignored the poor girl 

tor the past year, giving &ida Holbrook the grand rush, and then the first 

day Bernardine left town he was feverishly searching the mail for word from her. 

"I crave bu.t for sor.e sign from thee," Paul recalled that some lovelorn poet had 

said. This Romance stuff wa!.' really very curious, indeed •.. 

Paul found a letter from a former room-mate at Ann Arbor: Sleepy Moore. 

Sleepy was one of those big, kindly, dreamy handsoree, fellows-the waitress's 

dream of how a college boy should really look--who should have been a channel 

swimmer or gentleman far~er or something, but who had managed to graduate trom 

law school by some minor miracle. Since graduation Sleepy had been quietly 

starving in a small lower l!ichiga¢'arrring corr.munity. Sleepy had gone to the War, 

of course. Enlisted, and loved it, too. Then there was a note to call !.:r. Williams, 

the Company's assistant paymaster, at the first opportunity. "Urgent," it said. 

Probably another goddam garnishment suit against a miner. 1£r. Williams had only 

been handling these cases for twenty-seven years. He was one of the Company's 

timid and obscure corporate males, the kind who somehow always looked naked and 



who Mr. Williams consulted when he felt impelled to visit the bathr oom • .. Paul 

opened another lett er: an engraved announcement f r om ~ Gr and Rapids law fir m. 

The rim' s par tner s consisted of a long ser ies of muscular and guttaral Dut ch 

na~es. Yes, announcing that another clsssmate of Paul ' s was in the Navy; 

Lieutenant, Junior Grade. Paul thought that by this t ime half of his law school 

graduating class oust be in the service . 



Chapter 3 

When Paul got back to Chippewa that evening, shortly before six, he 

went directly to his office to leave oft his brief case and r ead his mail. 

Re parked his car in the city square and walked across the deserted square 

to the office. He climbed the clattering wooden stairs and unlocked his 

office door f rom the outside hallway. Paul unconsciously straightened as 

he read the gold-leaf sign on hi~~. Paul Biegler." He glanced 
~ 

down the corridor and was relieved to see that Walter Holbrook's office 

was darkened. Thank goodness he wouldn't hnve to break the bad news now •.. 

Paul hurriedly looked through his mail for a letter f r om Bernardine. --Of course the,-e was nonel\she had just left that morning. PauJ. laughed and 

lit a cigarette. What a business 1 Her e he'd virtually ignored the poor girl 

for the past year, giving liaida Holbrook the grand rush, and then the first 

day Bernardine left town he was feverishly searching the mail tor word from 
(l rµ,,i N.,,<,d/4;( if, lvt 

her. 11I crave but for some sign from thee," some lovelorn poet had said. 
A 

This Romance stuff was really very curious, indeed •.• 

Paul found a letter from a !ormer room-mate at Ann Arbor: Sleepy lioore. 
)Lc.~~I (_ - - ~ ~ d'U-t!v;,n,,, 

Sleepy was one of those big, kindly, dreamy, fellows N'ho should h ve been a ~ ~ 
<,;t.u,/17 " ~ 

ch,nn~l swimmer or gentleman far.mer or someth~g, but who had_ managed t9 • . ~ 
.4v1UA- ~~d-..
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graduate from law school by so~e ~or inira~le./\ Sleepy had gone to the ~.,:1/v-,J. "? ~ 
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War, ot course. , 'flheN was a note to c~ l&J:'• Will iams, the Company' s" pay- 1· ~ 
"'UA,~ :.,r ~• d, • ~.;.,t 1 ~ 

master, at~the first ppportunity. ~Pr~bably another goddam garIF.~w:nent against ~ 
: j th, c.:~?4m,,dC{,i,uf~ ti~ ~ i ~t~,~ \ ~ 

::: a miner. lir~~iams had only ~~A h~dling t-hem for twent -eeven ye~s •. -..._____ •• ~ * {IU. l<M~ b'nl- &<,/ ~~ ~ <L-f ~;;;r;:;-4A'-?~&.-::f /t.4,r fi.C'-/2, 1 • .., ti,""'. l ~&..-.,,., .-.. ~ ~ 
::. /\Paul ~ 'wonde le~ who ll.r. Willia~s consulted wMen he .felt pelled to visit • ,, ....._ 

~ tr_Md~~~: 4' ~ ~ 
~ the bathroom •.. 11,,_'theH ~& an Ac ai:nounce'!8nt !'rom aw Grand Rapids law ~ 1-_ 

I " • -{tu,,! I\:~,{ I'- ~ \' 

~J" Yes~ancft:~lassrnate of Paul's was in the Navy; Lieutenant, Junior ~ ; 

Grade. Paul thought that by this time half' of his law school graduatin class 
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must be in the service. , 
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Chapter 3 

J 
When Paul got back to Chippewa that evening, shortly before six, he 

went directly to his office to leave off his brief case and read his mail. 

He parked his car in the city square and walked across the deserted square 

to the office. He climbed the clattering wooden stairs and unlocked his 

office door from the outside hallway. Paul unconsciously straightened as 

he read the gold- leaf sign on his door: "Mr. Paul Biegler." He glanced 

down the corridor and was relieved to see that Walter Holbrcok's office 

was darkened. Thank goodness he wouldn't have to break the bad news now • .• 

Paul hurriedly looked through his mail for a letter from Bernardine. 

Of course there was none; she had just left that morning. Paaj.. laughed and 

lit a cigarette. What a business ? Here he ' d virtually ignored the poor girl 

for the past year, giving Maida Holbrook the grand rush, and then the first 

day Bernardine left t~Nll he was feverishly searching the mail for word from 

her. 11 1 crave but for some sign from thee, " some lovelorn poet had said. 

This Romance stuff was really very curious, indeed •.• 

Paul found a letter from a former room-mate at Ann Arbor. Sleepy Moore. 

Sleepy was one of those big, kindly, drea.azy- fellows who should have been a 

channel swimmer or gentleman farmer or something, but who had managed to 

graduate from law school by some minor miracle. Sleepy had gone to the 
I I 

War, of course.' There was a note to call Mr. Williams, the Company spay-

master, at the first opportunity. Probably another goddam garnishment against 

a miner. Mr. Willia.res had only been handling them for twenty-seven years. 

Paul idly wondered who Mr. Williams consulted when he felt ippelled to visit 

the bathroom .. . Then there was an announcement frore some Grand rtapids law 

firm. Yes, another classmate of Paul's was in the Navy; Lieutenant, Junior 

Grade. Paul thought that by this time half of his law school graduating class 

must be in the service • 



He opened another letter: a dark and subtly-worded warning from some 

law book company pointing out the depth of the ignorance any poor lawyer 

would16llow in if he did not immediately fill in the enclosed order blank 

for their latest definitive work on the law of Marriage and Divorce. Paul 

crushed the ad and distastefully flung it in his wastebasket. Then x there 

were some bills which he threw unopened into his bill drawer •.• Ah, there 

on the battom was a note fro~ ifaida. Unstamped, too. She must have de

livered it at the office that day. Paul hastily tore open the envelope. 

Yes, that was Maida's perfume; her disturbing aroma even permeated her 

writing paper. Paul closed his eyes. It made a man sort of dizzy. God, 

when would he ever capture that luscious prize? 

"Paul dear, 

I'm dreadfully sorry, but I really can't seo you tonight. 

You eee, I promised Mark Roberts I'd give him a date before he 

left for the service. Then Mark 'phoned me today out of a 

clear sky and said he's leaKing tomorrow. Just like that, 

He'c just got his commission and word of some important tech

nical assignment. It all sounded so secret! Mark's simply 

thrilled about it all, but he refused to discuss it over the 

'phone." ("There we go again," Paul t hought. "Every bastard 

and his little brother with a rating above a buck private is 

diving into this glorious War bound on some dark and oh so 

secret mission •.. ) 

"I didn't dream Mark would be leaving so soon. He told me 

Mr. Blair silt.ply begged hin:. to stay, the company needs him so 

badly.n (Waldo Blair was the austere manager of all of the Iron 

Cliffs Ore Company's properties in Michigan/11 Paul would haye 

liked to have been present to witness Waldo Blair begging any man 

for anything.) 



"Isn't it perfectly dreadful the way all the young crowd 

is breaking up·: If they ever take you, Paul dear, I' 11 just 

die, I know I shall. ( ''Now there's a discerning girl," Paul 

thought.) 

"I'm sure you won't really mind, dear. About tonight, 

I mean. It's the least we mere females can do for you poor 

boys who must go into this horrible war. By the w,:y, even 

some of us girls seem to be doing our part. A little bird 

just told me that an old flame of yours left today for the 

WACs. Bear up, Paul. Ces't le guerre1 

"I'll 'phone you tomorrow, dear. 
Love, 

Maida. " 

Paill felt a quick pang of jealousy. ,rnd why had the little miJlx 

made that nasty crack about Bernardine? He restrained a hot impulse 

to ' phone Maida and demand that she break her date with Mari. Then he 

felt ashamed of himself for thinking of it . Only a heel would do that. 

And besides, knowing Maida as he did, Paul wasn't too sure she'd.change 

her mind. She had a hell of a stubborn streak in her. What a wilful, 

headstrong girl-- like a blooded racing filly. He'd have to break her 

like--well, like his dad, Oliver Biegler, used to break his colts ••• 

Mettk~Ib~!• Mark Roberts was a young geologist for the Company. 

For some vague reason Paul didn't like Mark very much. Perhaps it was his tall, 

dark, good looks--he was even taller than Paul--of which kark seemed all 

too abundantly aware. Or maybe it was his elaborate Eastern accent which 

nettled Paul so unaccountably. Or perhaps it was the fact that Mark was 

Paul's closest rival for Maida's favor. But hell, he could afford to be 

magnanimous--Mark had lately fallen rather badly behind in the race for 



Maida. And, after all, he'd have Maida all to himself now, with Mark 

going off on his secret mission to win the goddam war single-handed •.. 

Ah, but just suppose that the draft board caught up with Mister 

Paul Biegler? Hadn't Belle's newspaper article-the one she had showed 

him that morning, said that the selective service people were getting 

plenty tough on draft deferments? Why bother with all the worrying and 

wonder? Anyway, all the fellows his own age were digging out. It was 

even getting hard to pick up a handball team over at the Club. Christ, 

wouldn't it be easier to ~ust up and enlist and have it over with? It'd 

be tough on Belle, of course, but wasn't it tough on lots of other mother~? 

Hadn't word arrived just last week that Kenneth Mitchell had got his on 

one of those lousy Jap infested islands? Poor Kenny not only had a mothe9 

but a wife and a fdd,too. Hell, if Belle raised too much fuss he ought 

to be able to get a nice commission)with his connections, and sweat it 

out amidst the war clouds banging over Great lakes or some such place? 

He still had some good Chicago telephone numbers ... Yes, the tavy was 

the place. And hadn't Paul, with his tall, slender figure and blue-gray 

eyes, always looked rather/4ice in blue? Yes, the Navy certainly had 

the plushiest uniforms. The Navy it was •.• 

Paul suddenly reached for the 'phone and asked for his mother's 

number. He might as well tell her now .•• He could hear the number 

b~ng and he could visualize Belle running to the '~hone. She always 

ran to the telephone, like a little plump girl. She'd have forsaken those 

floppy sheepskin slippers this late in the day, Wasn't it remarkable how 
) 

active she was for a woman of her years, and being the mother of x:f five sons, 

too? And it had certainly been no bed of roses for her, considering her 

tumultous life with Oliver Biegler. There was a wild and wilful German~, 

if ever one breathed ••• And poor Belle, giving all those piano lesson/~ 
~ 

long to help keep Paul in law school. She'd probably take it hard at first, 

his going to war, but then she'd get-



"Biegler's residence," Paul heard Belle saying. She always said that 

when she answered the I phone. She was a g1 eat stick.let fu1 the p1 opz iet.iQs. 

Paul swallowed and then spoke rapidly. 

"Look, Mom, this is Paul. I've been thinking over that article you 

showed me today and--No, no, I don't mean about the man that married the 

little girl, I mean about--No, I'm not calling about the compensation 

case--I lost the damn thing. One of our witnesses went back on us. The 

old double cross •.. What? You've been in bed all day? Got another attack 

right after I left? Oh Lord •.• Look, I'll come right home •.• I'm glad 

Mrs. McGinty is there with you. Doctor Dishno just left? Well, I ' ~ glad 

the pain's gone away. That ' s fine ••• Yes, I'll eat downtown. Now you get 

right back to bed and be sure to take your pills. I'm glad Mrs. McGinty 
should 1ve 

can stay. You~ let her answer the 'phcne. Now don't worry about 

me, Mom ••• Everything1s perfectly o. K ... It's you that counts •.. I 

love you, too •.. Goodnight, Mom." 

Paul slowly returned the receiver to the I phone. 'fhen he packed and 

lit his pipe. He sat for a moment staring across the room at his framed 
turned off the florescent desk li ht and 

diploma. Then he pulled his swivel chair over by the darkened window. 

He put his feet upon the low steam radiator and sat looking down across 

the city square. He blew the smoke at the window and watched the heat from 
~h,,.,v" 

the radiator slowly waft the smoke up past the gold letters of the sign: 
A 

"LAW OFFICES 

WALTER HOLBROOK" 

Just last month Paul's name had been added, in smaller letters, 

down on the left of Walter's name. Walter had really been pretty~ 

grand to him, Paul reflected. Wouldn't it be ungrateful of Paul to just 

up and leave him? Young lawyers to run errands and the like were hard to get, 



now, with the war on. Of course, if he were drafted that would be a 

different story. And then there was always Belle. Paul was sure now 

that i t would just about finish Belle if he went to War. Her heart 

just wouldntt stand it •. • And finally there was Maida Holbrook. Maida 

Holbrook was definitely unfinished business, a mission unaccomplished, 

as the war correspondents might say. But he'd get her yet, by God- even 

if he had to marry her to do it •• . 

Paul looked across the town square at the upstairs lights of the 

Chippewa Club. A couple of good slugs of whiskey wouldn't go bad, he 

thought . Paul saw that Cecil Phelps was just coming out the front door 

of the club, walking as uncertainly as usual. You could set your watch 

by Cecil leaving the Club at this hour. He whiled away the afternoon 

there, drinking choice whiskey and emerged each evening for his nightly 

prowl of the town's taverns. Paul watched Cecil lurch in his oddly 

dignified way across the town square and enter Louie's Bar. He woild 

get on a leather bar stool, near a jgke box station, order a dollar's 

wmrth of nickels, and then sit there 

gone. !'hen he ' d move on to the next 

for him. 

drinking until the nickels were 
1./V\,(,L--tk ~l J 7 

place until someone called a cab 

" 
Paul concluded that Cecil must be about his age-just over thirty. 

Paul had heard at the Club that Cecil had been rejected by every branch 

of the armed forces . That was Cecil's sorrow this year: They didn ' t 
~ 

want wealthy rwnpots in this man ' s war • .• Before that it was being tossed 
/'-

out of nearly half of the larger Eastern colleges. Paul thought of the 

things he might do if he had Cecil ' s dough. The tables might well have 



been turned, too. If Paul's German grandfather hadn't wasted his time 

pissing around with a one-horse brewery and a miners' saloon, and had 

instead bought some mineral lands, like Cecil's cagey grandfather~ 
) 

maybe Paul would be ordering his suits from Brook Brothers', too. But 

one thing was sure: he wouldn't be sitting around in a bleak mining 

camp drinking himself to death •.. Paul shook his head and sat staring 

down at the square, slowly puffing his pipe. 

A half-dozen narrow streets converged leisurely into the vhippewa 

city square. In the center of the square stood a cast-iron drinking 

fountain. On top of the fountain stood a statute of an austere Chippewa 

Indian chief. This Indian had a wonderfully unpronounceable name which the 

curious might read on the neat bronze plate which some W.P.A. art project 

had installed at the base of the fountain during the depression. 'l'his 

plate also reminded the beholder that both the fountain and the Indian 

were the gifts of the Iron Cliffs Ore ~ompany. 

It did not seem to matter much what the chief's real name was. 

All the townspeople called him Chief Booxe-in-the-F~ce. The good Chief 

stood through snow and rain, heat and bluzards, year after year; clutching 

his bow with one bronzed hand and shading his brow with th~ other, peering 

lean-faced and gaunt, as the W. P.A. plate poetically explained, 11as though 

seeking for the lost members of his tribe who had faded and fell away 

before the avid digging and restless prying of the whites." 

Paul Biegler had always privately felt that Chief Booze-in-the-Face 

was merely peering across the square into the offices of the Acme Loan 



Company itith its illviting neon-lit advice: "Miners: Why Wait for Payday?" 

That was before the wild Saturday night when some drunk in a Chevrolet 

had collided with the fountain and had toppled Chief Booxe-in-the-Face 

down upon Main Street. A squad of city employees had rushed to the Chief's 

rescue with their wooden scaffolding and paint pots. Vfuen their job was 

done the Chief looked better than ever. 

Biegler, had hit the nail on the head. 

As usual Paul's father, Oliver 

11·rhey ~ot ~im lookin' like a 
I'-

pimp all dressed up for a wedding," Oliver declared. What's mora he had 
I 

been turned on his pedestal so that now he peered wistfully into the front 

door of Luigi Purgatorio's saloon. Paul was sure that he detected,at last, 

a slow smile of contentment on the old chief's face •.• 

The Five-and-Ten store stood on one corner; the n8l'f city hall on 

another; the J . c. Penny Company store on the third corner; and the Miners' 

State Bank on the fourth corner. The entire upstairs of the bank building 

was occupied by Walter Holbrook's law offices. PauTh office was the last 

one at the back, at the top of the entrance stairs. Next there was the 

filing room, then the law library, then the stenographer's room, and then 

a large conference room. In the very front, shaded against the sun by 

Venetian blinds, Walter Holbrook had his private office. 



Chapter 4 

was gently drunk. He hadn't expected to hang one on 

this way. He guessed it had all started over the three double scotches he 

had had over at the club. Oliver had always warned him against drinking on 

an empty stomach. "All it does is till a man with high spirits and low 

purpose." Of cow·se Paul could have had Fred make up a sandwich or two-

the Chippewa Club IIJl served meals only on weekends and on certain "stag" 

nights--but after three drinks eating bad somehow seemed a foolish waste 

ot time and whiskey. He might as well have another one ... 

About ten o'clock Paul carefully strolled up to the hotel b· r. By 

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

of the bar, not the hotel entrance. He wasn't looking for Maida, or course. 

No, he just wanted to see what was cooking, was all. But nothing was cooking. 

The same travelling salesman was still there, putting the same hall-hearted 

~Bke on NArtha. Paul thought that a twenty-four hour session or drinking 

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

aailora were fllissing l They must be lurking in the men' s washroom. 

11Hi, Martha," Paul said pleasantly, as he passed the booth occupied by 

Martha and her salesman. 

11Hi, Polly," Martha aaid, giving Paul a secretly inviting and heavy

ledded wink. "She's still laboring under the spell or ltae Wes t. ," Paul 

thought. He did not pause. A man who was about to become an officer in the 

U.S. Navy must see what skullduggery these two yowig sailor were up to in 

the men's washroom. Duty called. After all, no war could be won in a man's 

can, could it? But how about the distrait employee in Washington's Pentagon 

building who had moved his desk into the men's washroom because it was the 

only place in the joint where the occupants seemed to kn1m what they were 

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



had a great collection of stories about the boondoggling and incredible 

mismanagement 1n wartime Washington. But this was his current tavorite. Paul 

knew it was because Walter laughed harder in telling that one that at any ot 

his vast fund of F.D.R. stories ••• 

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

Paul philosophically parked at the bar and ordered another scotch. As he 

picked up hi'l change he casually spoke to plump Bertha, the smiling Finnish 

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

seen Miss Holbrook aroW1d this evening, Bertha'." Paul asked. 

"No, Polly, 11 Bortha answered. 11Her father was i n with soo:.e Ccmpany big 

shots before dinner--but no l!aida. Can I give her a ~essage it she comes 

in, Polly?" 

''No, thanks, Bertha," Paul said. Bertha was a trifle familiar, but a 

good bartender and a good kid. At least she seemed to know Gnough to keep 

her trap shut about the things that really coW1ted. Paul had never heard 

any kickback on that night a month or 80 ago when he had 80 obviously taken 

l.!artha upstairs tor a prolonged romp in the hay--that other night when he had 

been tull of high spirits and low purpose ••• 

At midnight Paul found hin:aelt slowly climbing the stairs up to Doc 

Dishno's office over the Rexnl Drug Store. Paul had seen Doc's light while 

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

irnmEldiatel.y tilled with conceni tor Belle. Ylhy hadn't he gone ho~e that 

evening? Why hadn't he at least 'phoned to leani how she was? 



The doctor's bare waiting room was empty, the three naked light bulbs 

beating down mercilessly on the worn rug, the straight backed chairs and the 

plain wooden t~ble with its back issues of Esquire. The door to the doctor's 

private office was closed. There was a dim light showing. Paul sattly knocked. 

He oould hear the soWld or heavy, regular breathing. Was Doc on one, too? 
then 

He lister.~d a~ked again. He heard a sound or heavy stirring. 

11It•s Polly Biegler-Oliver's boy," Paul said. 

11Come in," Dr. Dishno said. 

Dr. Darius Dishno waa sitting at h: s desk with his thick hands folded 

and looked across bis paunchy stomach. There was n quart whiskey bottle on 

t l e desk. His head was sagging on hie chest and his lower lip, partially 

hidden by his thick moustache, trembled and puttered as he heovily breathed. 

His dark eyes wearily regarded Paul from ber.eath his bushy dark 

eyebrows. Paul thought that at that moment he looked like a photograph of 

all the cynical and disillusioned elder statesman of old France robled in one • 

.mlaJlld "Hello, Doc," Paul said, "l saw your light, Thought I'd just 

drop up and say hello, was all. 11 

"Ello, Paul," Doc said. Doc's FrencJ-Canddian accent was always much 

more pronounced when he had been drinking heavily. He motioned Paul to take 

a vacant chair. '" Ave a drink, Polly! It' a ten year ole stuff . I make heam 

~self las' night." 

"l don't mind if I do, 11 Paul sild, laughing and reaching tor the bottle. 

Oliver had always said that to Doc when the two were on one or their endless 

hl.1Il8ing or fishing trips, when Paul was a kid. They sometimes took Paul along 

to carry water and wood and make up the bank a. "I don't mind if I do." It was 

a kind or formula, like the one about the governor of North Carolina. 



"Here's to your good health, Doctor," Paul said. "llay you be in Heaven 

four days before the Devil knowa yoil1re dead'" That was another old one, ot 

Doc's and Oliver's. I t seemed good to be sitting there with his father's old 

friend-a curious, an ill-assorted friendship that had lasted ainae old Doc 

Dishno had landed in the bustling mining camp of Chippewa from Canada, nearly 

forty years before •.. 

"Now ab,)ut Mother- this heart condition--" Paul began. "How did you 

leave her today?" 

Doc held up his hand. He was nevor & man to waste words-espe~ially 

when there was drinking to be done. 

"Polly," he said, pulling at one end of his n:ousts.che. "Polly, listen, 

my boy-dere•s notting wrong with your mudaer' s heart dat anudder draft 

defer ~ent won ' t feex. I wish my goddam ticker were halt so good •.• " He paused. 

"Polly, I ain't seen your mudder in over a month ... " 

fhere it was. That was old Doc Dishno every time. So Belle had been 

playing possum again?-she had sensed what he had been about to B9Y when he 

had phoned her from the office that night. ,,hy, she had even lied to him! 

"But dm' t tell her I tole you, Polly," Doc added, "else dat leedle 

Belle Biegler eat ol' Doc Dishno all up! ' Ave anudder drink." 

"I don ' t mind it I do. 11 Paul automatically answered. 
I 

Paul dully got .rr.o. e water and poured the drid s. So Belle had lied to 

him? He sat there watching the old doctor. It was funny how oddly he felt 

at home with old Doc Dishno. In tact, come to think of it, he was about the 

only pereon Paul knew that he could really confide in. Well, Bernardine, maybe 

but then there were certain things a man couldn't tell a woman--eepecially a 



wo~an that had meant so much, that had been so close to one, as Bernardine • • • 

Doc spoke. He seemed to be r eading Paul's thoughts. 

11How' a everyt' ing between :,ou an' Bernardine·. rl' en you gain' marry dat 

lovel:, girl? You •aven•t been to see me one- two r.mnth, now. 11 

Paul stared at the old doctor. Doc ' s pouched and baggy eyes looked 

back at Paul, bland and unwinking. 

"Oh, l}od, Doo l " Paul said. He began to talk. He talked to Doc, good 

old Doc, just as he used to out in tho woods when he was a little boy--when 

Doc was an active, striding, husky bear at a .l'llc".m• He told hira about. Bernardine, 

about Maida, about lalter Holbrook and the o!!ice. He told him about hie 

draft determent. He told him about all hie claasoates that had gone to war; 

about Belle's fear that he would have to go; about his dete1mination that 

afternoon to enli&q about Belle' s feigned illness. 
-

"Doc," Paul dully went on, "l - -I feel like a goddam heal--a prirte 

horse ' s ass. I know I should be in this goddamwar as much as any ot ua 

should. I'm not entitled to a deferment. I know that and it makoe me teel 

guilty as hell. I know I should go. I really know that, Doc • • • But, Doc, 

l ook Doc-it's just-- " 

"Ies?11 Doc Dishno said softly. 

Paul glanced wildly about the little room; he seemed to aee allot it 

at once; the littered desk, Doc's dusty d*ploma tram the Canadian reedical 

achool, the atethescope protruding trorn his pocket, the fly- specked light 

bllb, the curious look in Doc' s eyes •.. Paul felt trapped. He needed a 

drink. He reached tor tho bottle on the desk. Doc laid a restr&ining hand 

on Paul ' s arm. 



"Yes1" Doc Dishno softly repeated. 

"Oh, Doc, I don 't want to go !" Paul was nearly wailing. "Oh, Doc-I-

I' afraid l I'm afraid !" 

There, he ' d finally said it . He ' d never ven thought it betore, but 

now he ' d blurted it out l Christ, it was true ••• He, Paul Biegler, was 

afraid to ,o to nr l He ' d always been afraid of war--ever since he ' d 

watched his brother Link die from war after orld War I . .. What would 

Doc think of h. now? Doc was Oliver ' s nd hi best friend, wasn't h? 

hat would he think of Oliver 's boy no? Why didn ' t he a y so~ething. 

ma:ts• Christ, was he falling asleep? hy did he close his eyes like that? 

He shouldn't do that . He looked like tr at bastard Pierre Laval when he dirt 

that ••• 

"Hrn," Doc Dishno said. His eyes were open. He didri 1 t look like Pierre 

Laval anymore . "Hm," he repeated. Then he nilled t Paul, and Paul aaw 

that there were tears in his ey s. "Let 's ' ave anudder drink, Polly. 

It' time for nudder drink--right now. 11 

Paul repeated the old formula. "I don ' t mind if I do," he said . 

Doc heavily leaned forward and touched his glass to Paul's . "Polly," 

he said. "You r member the time you fi ' da big black bear onder the white

pine tomp? 11 

"Yes," Polly eagerly said . 11Y s, I remember it just 1· e it happened 

yeseerday." 



Chapter 4 

- By midnight Paul was gently drunk. He hadn't expected to hang one on 

this way. He guessed it had all started over the three double scotches he 

had had over ht the Chippewa Club. He had gone over there to r ead, and have 

just one drink, but as usual all they had to read was dreary stuff like the 

Chicago Journal of Comrr,erce, Skilling's ltining Review, not to mention the usual 
of iten 

array of old copies of Fortune so crammed with photos and sketches/of distinc-

tion and, of course, with all those beautiful cog wheels and drive shafts 

adorning the cover, all painted in at least four or five colors •.. So Faul 

had had another drink. 

Paul's father had always wan1ed him against any serious drinking on an 

empty stomach , "All it does is fill a man with high ispirits and low purpose," 

Oliver had cautioned. Of course Paul could have had Fred, the Club's bar

tender, make up a sandwich or two--the Chippewa Club served meals only on 

weekends and on certain "stag" nights. But Fred was one of the growing new 

army on the homefront, composed of hyper-sensitive and vastly independent 

4F1 s. Thoy had to be coddled. They would quit a job at the drop of a hot, 

or even the bat ot an eye, always being sure of the choice of a new and even 

better job. Anyway, afte1 several drinks, eating had somehow seemed to Paul 

a foolish waste of time and whiskey. He might as well have another one. 

"Say, Fred, when you get a ll'inute ••• 11 You certainly had to humor ti ose 4F' s 

these days. 

"Coming up, Mr. Biegler," Fl-ed replied. He smiled at Paul, displaying 

a glistening gold tooth1 Lo, Fred was in a good mood. 

Fred had worked at the Club for about a year--ever stince the regular bar

tender was drafted. He had a lean, red-faced, crafty look, and Paul suspected 



him of knocking down on the cash register. Too often he tailed to give out 

the proper cash tabs when he sold a drink. Mostly he didn't give out any at 

all. There, he'd juat missed Paul's again... "Say, l!r. Biegler," Fred said, 

giving Paul another glittering smile. "Did I ever tell you about the time 

I wqs drafted," There wasn't anyone else in the Cl.lb at that hour, besides 

Paul and Fred, so Paul was obliged to sip his drink and listen once again to 

Fred's dreary account of how he had narrowly escaped military service. Paul 

thought there ought to be a law barring bartende~s from talking to guests 

unless they were first spoken to. Especially embezzling~ bartenders •.• 

Oliver had never let his bartenders narrate their autobiographies on the job. 

In those days best-selling books based on the ~moire of barmen were still to 

await another day ..• But there was no stopping Fred. His saga had all begun 

with his local medical eX8.lllinatl on •.• 

Fred's voice came to Paul through a fog of boredom. 

"I tells this local doc, see, that I'm apoleptic, see, 11 Paul heard Fred 

saying. Paul knew by now that Fred meant epileptic, and he reflected that it 

wascurious and rather sad that Fred could be one of those unfortunates and 

couldn't say it, while he, Paul, wasn't and could say it. Paul was also a 

little afraid that sorr.eday Fred woulu get an attack right there behind the 

bar. He watched the man carefully. He'd heard you had to put sorrething 

between the victim's teeth to save their tongues .•• 

"But it's getting so bad that these draft board doctors is even passing 

stiffs so long' s the body's still war~, 11 Fl"ed went on, warming to his story. 

Fred had a low, confidential voice, something like that of a croupier ex

pecting a raid. He paused and blew 11 hah" at an empty Old Fashioned glass, 

He then carefully polished it, then held it up to the light~ like a scientist 



peering into a glass retort. He hu.rr.med a tuneless ditty which Paul though 

might have been "Stardust," Then he again blew into the glass, and started 

carefully to polish it again •.. 

"What happened when you got to Milwaukee?" Paul asked. He thought he 

might scream if Fred blew on that goddam cocktail glass l}ust once rr,ore. The 

ruse worked. It also saved Paul from listening to the harrowing details of 

Fred's epic train ride to l!ilwaukee, a trip on which Fred made thirteen 

straight passes shooting crape. "What happened in U.ilwaukee?" Paul repeated, 

taking a good drink. 

"What happened when I'm in llilwaukee?" Fred reluctantly forsook his 

train ride. 11Oh! "Nall, I'm in this big dump, see-an old arnory or some

thing-and there's a long line of we draftees, see, all bare-ass naked, see, 

all standing in this long line, going through our final medical, see. Well, 

I'm pret 1 near throu~h the whole goddam line of docs, see, and they•s all

poked and jabbed and needled hell out of me, it seems like for hours. I'm 

so burned up by then, see, I don't even tell them bastards I' apoleptic ••• 

Then I'm up to the last doc, see. It I gets by him, see, then I'm one of 

Uncle Sam's soldiers." Fred paused, like a true story-teller, and again 

raised tho Old Rashioned glass to hs rn uth. 

"Vihat happened!" Paul cried. His voice sounded shrill and panicky. 

He'd have to watch his drinks. 

"Oh, that? Don't rush me ••• Well, I gets up to this last doc, see, 

and he does his stuff, see, an' I can tell by the funny look in his eye 

II he's all set to push me overboard into Unclo Sam's army, s~e, -Fred ma.de an 

elaborately dainty pushing motion-" when, guees what happened?" 

"Yes?" Paul said, trying to look politely expectant. It was coming ••• 



11I gete a seizure, see, an ' I ups and throws one of my apoleptic fits. 

Right there in front of the~, see. Yes-siree! I throws a dandy right in 

front of 1'.ihere all them line of docs can see." Fred shrugged his thin 

shoulders and smiled. "So that's how I come to be 4F." Fred carefully 

placed the Old Fashioned gl ass along side of its companions. 

11Say, that was a pr etty close shave, Fred," Paul -said. He had heard 

the story a dozen times, and he knew that he was expected to say sor.ething. 

"That• s sure a good one. Yes, I guess all t he body has t o be is warm, 

like you say." Paul shook the mea,ted ice in his glass. "Say, how about 

fixing me another one, Fred? I'm certaLly glad they dicin 't take you. 

You're one of the best bartender s lever knew. 'fhe 6lub.'d sure miss you. " 

It was all a lot of less than idl e chatter and Paul wished that he was with 

l!aida. 

Fred was deeply touched. He even dropped his ejtes. Paul c::mrbx. could 

see that he was thinking t hat t his guy Biegler was a r ight guy. ·rhen he 

looked craftily at Paul. Paul had a feeling that Fred was appraising him; 

that he was about to add sooething to his st ory . The man glanced this way 

and that, darkl y, like a cons,Urator. Paul wondered Khat he was u to. He 

couldn't be drunk, could he? No, but he had s orr.et hing on his chest, all right. 

He lowered his voice to a hoarse stage whisper. I t even seemed to Paul 

that he l eer ed. 

"Say, Biegler," he sibilantly whispered, "How did you manage to make it?11 

"What do you mean?" Paul said, knowing. He gripped h s glass wttil his 

knuckles showed white. The effronter y of the bastard ••• Paul longed to 

throw his glass into the man's hateful, leering face. "What do you @.ean?" 

Paul repeated. 



Smiling: "nhat do I mean? You know damn well what I mean, Biegler. 

How come a big, healthy young f ella like you ain I t i n the army'? How did 

you work it.,11 He was grinning knowingl y at Paul. 11You•re a right guy. 

Maybe I ca~ help you ••. Let me tell you how 1 worked my racket. But mwn'e 

the word, see. r atch... He dropped his voice, speaking r apidly. "I'll 

tell you how I done it. I t was this way, see. About my throwing them fits, 

it was my wicl e told me all ~bout this apoleptic gag. He was in the medical 

corpse in the first war--you know, the one to save the world for the 

Democrats, see-an' he give me t he low-down, see. I can throw a fit right 

now, see. It's hard t o fake , but it's har d to deteck, too. He taught me 

how to do it, see, so you ca~ •t never tell it from the real McCoy •.• It 

was dead easy. Want me to show you how I done it?" 

For a moment Paul felt that he was going to be sick. Then he fought 

t o restrain hilTself from cl arnber ine over the bar. The man was not only a 

miserable slacker and draft-dodger, but he even bragged about it. It was 

uncle an •.. Paul r el eased t he glass tron his hand and carefully set it on 

the bar. His templ es wer e pounding. He spoke slowly and c· r efully, cold 

with fury. The, man was still smiling at him, waiting for his applause. 

11I haven't worked anything," Paul heard hir.lself saying. "I've received 

a draft deferment from the local boar d because of t he essential nature of 

my work. I t is all a public record. I didn't even ask for it--the Conpany 

got it tor me. It's only t€1mporary and I'm liable to be inducted into the 

eervice any time. As for you- " Paul paused. rhen he slid wearily from 

his bar stool. "Goodnight," he said, hurrying from the bar. 

Paul's face was burning as he r an down t he Club stairway. At the 

street level he stood in the open door. He could hear the sound of Fred's 



r 
confidential, soft l aughter floating down the stairwell. Should he go back and 

thrash the miserable, lying bastard? £hen he heard Fred ' s sibilant, whispering 

voice. "Go tell it to the Marines, ill.star ..• Go tell it to the .Marines!" 

Then he again heard the sound of low, ~ocking laughter. 

Paul stepped outside and let the heavy door br eathe shut on its pneumatic 

spring. He stood staring at the 3ign on the door, breathing doeply, as though 

he had been running. 11Chippella Club--1,embers Only. 11 Paul turned away. A light 

snow had started to fall. 



Chapter 5 

l 
About ten o'clock i&ll after side trip to Luigi's bar, Paul carefully 

strolled up to the hotel bar. By then he thought it was best not to drive 

his car. He went in the side door of the bar, not the hotel entrance. He 

wasn't looking for Maida, of course. Perish the thought... No, he just 

wanted to a~e what was cooking, was all. But nothing was cooking. The same 

travelling salesman was still there, putting the same half-hearted make on 

Martha. Paul thou~ht that a t~enty-four hour session of drinking was 3 

pretty hard price to pay for any gal, let alone fo1· l !'tha. Ah, the sailors 

were missingl They must be lurking in the men's wash1oor.:. 

11 Hi, Martha," Paul said pleasantly, a~ he passed the booth occupied by 

blonde Martha and her salesman. 

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

lidded win~·. "She's still laboring under the spell of lfue West," Paul 

thought. Paul was often amused and a little s:iddcned over girls in 

Chippewa patterned themselvea after some Hollywood novie star, until by 

and by the pattern had frozen and setJ and become an inLegral part of their 

appearance and personality, though the star might long since have vanished 

and been forgotten. turerica must be full of languid and obscure Greta Garbos ••• 

Paul did not pause at !lartha's booth. He had work to do. A man who was 

about to become an nfficer in the U.S. Navy roust see what skulldu gery these 

two young sailors were up to in t.he men's washroom. Duty called. .,fter all, 

no war could be won in a manes can, could it,? But uait 1 There was the dis

tracted employee in ashington's fabulous Pentagon building who had moved his 

desk into the men'a washroom. Why? Because it was the orly place in the joint 

where the occupants seemed to know what they were doing ••. Tb tone had 



been,Walter Holbrook' s favorite llEkx story lately. Walter had a great 

collection of stories about the bonndoggling and incredible rr..ismanagement 

in 'i'iartime Pash:lngton. But this was hi3 current favorite . Paul knew it 

was because t&lter laughied harder in telling that one than at any of his 

vast fund of F. D. R. and New Deal stories •.. 

Jut th~ two yom1g sailors were not in the was hroom. Only Kilroy had 
. 

beer there .. . The sailors were deserters, no doubt l Pr.ul philosophically 

paused at the bar and order another scotch. As he picked up his change he 

spoke to pretty Bertha, the smiling blonde Finnish barmaid. Bertha's hus

band-was in the Uarines. The regular bartender hadbeen drafted, of course •.. 

"Have yoa seen Miss Holbrook a.round this eveing, Bertah'." Paul casually 

asked . 

''No, Polly," Burtha ansnered. "Ht.tr father w~s in with some Conpany 

big shots before dinner- -but no Maida. Can I give her a message if' she 

comes in, Polly?" 

"No, thank3, Bertha, 11 Paul said. Bertha was a trifle familiar, but she 

was a good bartender and a good kid. And she certainly possessed a beautiful 

pair of lungs •.• At l&ast Bertha didn't try to look like Gree~ Garson and 

she seemed to kn01"1 &nough to keep her pretty trap shut about the things that 

really counted. Paul had never heard any kickback on that nigh~, a month 

or so ago, when he h;id so obviously taken ~;-tha upstairs for ,/prolonged 

romp in the hay. That was another night when he had been full of high spirits 

and low purpose. 

At midnight Paul found himself slowly climbing tho stairs to Doc Dishno I s 

office ovor the Rex.all Drug Store. Paul had seen Doc 's light burning while he 



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

immediately filled with concern for Belle. Why ha.dn I t he gone home that 

evening? Why hadn't he at least 'phoned to learn how she was? 

The doctor 's bare waiting room was empty, the three naked light bulbs 

beating down mercile8sly on the worn rug, on the straight backed chairs, 

and on the pl~in wooden table with its dog- eared back issued of' Esquire and 

the National C{eo~ Geographic. The door to the doctor 's private office 

was closed. There was a dim light showing. Paul softly knocked. He could 

hear the sound of heavy, r egular breathing. Was Doc on one, too: He 

listened and then knocked again. He heard a sound of heavy stirring. 

"It I s Paul Biegler, 11 Paul said. 11 It I s Polly-Oliver's boy. 11 

"Come in," Dr. i)ishno said in his harsh, hoarse Canadian -French JU1UJC11 

voice. 

Dr. Darius Dishno was sitting at his desk with bis t~ick hands folded 

and locked across his paunchy stomach. There was a quart whiskey bottle on 

the desk. His large shaggy head was sagging on his chest and is lower lip, 

partially hidden pby his thick moustache~ trembled and puttered as he heavily 

breathed. He veinous dark eyes wearily regarded Paul from bene3th his bushy 

dark eyebrm,s. Paul thought that at that moment he looked like all the 

cynical and disillusioned elder stHtesrnen of fallen France rolled in one. 

"Hello, Doc, 11 Paul said. 11I saw your light. Thought I'd just drop 

up and say hello, was all." 

"Ello, Paul," Doc said. Doc 's French-Canadian accent was always much 

more pronounced when he l!lhad been drinking heavily. It was scarcely noticeable 

when he was sober. He motioned Paul to take a vacant chair. "'Ave a drink, 

Polly1 It's ten year ole stuff. I make heem myself, las' night." 



111 don't mind if I do," Paul said, 19.ughing and reaching for the bottle, 

Oliver had always said that to Doc when the two were on one of their endless 

hunting or fishing trips, when Paul was a kid. they occasionally tock Paul 

along, when Belle would pcrrd.t, to carry water and wood and make up the bunks. 

111 don't r.-.ind if I do." It was a kind of formula, like the old one nbout the 

governor of i orth Carolina. 

"Here's to your gocxi health, Doctor," Paul said. 11liay you he in Heaven 

four days before the Devil knows you're dead!" That was another old one of 

Doc's and Oliver's. It seemed good to be sitting there with his father' s old 

friend--surely a curious, ill-assorted friendship, but one that had lasted 

since old Doc Dishno had landed as a young man in the bustling mining camp 

of l;hippewa, fresh from Canada, nearly forty years before, .. 

"~jow about Mother--this heart condition--" Paul began. "How did you 

leave her today'· 11 

Doc held up his hand. He was never a man to mince or waste words

especially when there was drinking to be done. 

"Polly," he said, pulling at one end of his moustache. "Polly, lister, 

my boy--dere's notting wrong with your mother's heart dat another draf't de

ferment won't feex. I wish rr.y goddar.t ticker were half so good •.• " 

11You saw ner todny, didn't you·. 11 Paul said. 

Doc paused for a rcoment, 'then: "Polly, I haven't soen your rr-other in 

over a month ••• 11 

There it was. Thnt was old Doc Dishno every ti, e. •Light from the shoulder. 

Let the chips fall where they may. So Belle had been playing possum again?--

she had sensed what he had been about to say when he had 'phoned her from kit the 

office th4t night. Why, she had even liad to hi ml 



11 But don' tell her I tole you, Polly, 11 Doc added, "else dat little 

Belle Biegler eat ol ' Doc Dishno all upl I Ave anudder· drink. 11 

111 don't mind if I do," Paul automatically answered. 

Paul dully got more water and poured the drinks. So Belle had de

liberately lied to him? She must be desperate .•• Paul sat there watcrins 

the old aoctor. It was .funny how much he felt at home with old Doc 

Dishno--old Dec, the Mverick, theX}llxrisk pariah among the local doctors, 

most of whom worked at the Company hospital. They said all sorts of things 

about old Doc: th~t he was a drunkard, that he to,k dope, trat he aborted 

pregnant women. But when the slick young Company doctors really got a 

tough case, when it was a case of life and death Puul had noticed that old 

Doc Dishno was usually called in. Good old Doc. Yes, it was a nice 

feeling to be sitLing havi ng a quiet drink with old Doc •.• In fact, come 

to think of it, he was about the only person Paul knew that he could 

really confide in. Well, Bernardine, maybe but then there were certain 

things a man couldn 't tell a womah--especially a woman th3t had r:teant so 

much, that had been so close to one, as Bernardine •.. Do~ spoke. He 

seemed to be reading Paul's thoughts. 

"How's everyt 1 ing between you an' Bernardine? \ ' en you goin ' m,3rry 

dat lovely girl ?11 He looked ruproachfullii,t Paul. "You I aven I t been to 

see roe one-two ffionth, nOl'I. It's getting so bad on 1y tine da young fellow 

come seo ol' Doc is w~en dey •ave a dose ..• But cone, how's rr.y dark, 

lovely Bernardine? 11 

Paul stared at the old doctor. Doc's pouched and baggy eyeo looked 

back at Paul, bland and unwinking. 



Then: 11Oh, God, Doc! 11 Paul said. "Oh God, oh God." 

11W•at 1s dat?" Doc said. 

Paul began to talk. He talked to Doc, good old Doc, ran:bling on just as 

he used to out in the woods when he was a little boy--when Doc eas an active, 

striding, ~usky bear of a man. He told him about Bernardine, about Maida, 

about Walter Holbrook and the office. He told him about his draft deferment. 

He told him about all his classmates that had gone to war; about Belle's fear 

that he would have to go; ~bout his determination that afternoon to enlist; 

about Belle's feigned illness. He told him all nbout the confession of that 

miserable b&rtender at the Club who had feigned epilepsy to stay out of the 

\llar • . • 
Wa:n:x:¥ 

11Doc," Paul dully went on, 111-I feel like a goddam heel-a prime 

horse's ass. I know IS1ould be in this goddarn war as much as any of us 

should. I'm not entitled to any draft deferment. I know th~t and it makes 

n:.e feel guilty as hell. I know I should go. I really know that, Doc ••. 

But, Doc, look Doc-it's just--11 

"Yes?" Doc Dishno said softly. 

Paul glanced wildly about the drab little room; he seemed to see all 

of it at once; the littered desk, Doc's stained diploma from the Canadian 

medical school, the stethescope protruding from his pocket, the dusty old 

medical books, the fly-specked light bulb, the curious look in Doc's eyes ••• 

Paul felt t r apped. He needed a drink. he reached for the bottle on the 

desk. Doc laid a restraining hand on Paul's arm. 

11Yes?11 Doc Dishno softly repeated. 

11Oh, Doc, I don't want to go to war1 11 Paul was nearly wailing. "Oh, 

Doc-- I--I' m afraid! l' m afraid to go 1" 

~ 



There, he'd finally said it. He'd never ever thought it before, but 

now he'd blurted it out! ~nd Christ, it was tnue ••• He, the great Paul 

Biegler, Oliver's boy, was afraid to go to War1 Now he knew he'd always 

been afraid of war--ever since he'd watched his brother Link die from the 

effects of shell shock after World qar I •.. What would Doc think of him 

now? Doc was Oliver's and his oldest and best ~riend, wasn't he? What 

would he think of Oliver's boy now? Why didn't he say something? Christ, 

was he falling asleep? Why did he close his eyes like that? He shouldn't 

do that. He looked like that bastard Pierre Laval when he did that •.• 

"Hm, 11 Doc Dishno said. His eyes were open. He didn't look like 

Pierre Laval anymo1·e. "Hrn, 11 he repeated. Then he smiled at Paul, and 

Faul saw that there were tears in his eyes. 11Let 1 s 'ave anudder drink, 

Polly. It's time for anudder drink-right now. 11 

Paul repeated the old formula. 111 don't mind if I do, 
11 

he said. 

Doc heavily leaned forward and touched his glass to Paul's. "Polly," 

he said. "You remeciber the til::te out South Camp you fin' da big black 

bear onder the white-pine stoop?" 

11Yes, 11 Polly eagerly saicl. Did he remember it! "Yes, I see all, 

just as though it happened yesterday." 



y ' The morning following his visit. with old Doc Dishno, Paul found him

self in the grip of a profound haneover. He sat at his desk trying to 

work out a ground lease of a gravel pit from the Company to the City of 

Chippewa. The Company not only owned most of the land in Chippewa, but for miles 

around it. Accordingly, complicated ground leases were not an unusual 

order in the law offices of Walter Holbrook. Today Paul was having trouble 

adopting the usual min6ral reservations to this particular deal. Instead 

he spent most of the time staring out of the window at Chief Booze-in

the-Face and thinking of his father •.. 

On those days which he devoted to the celebration of the unofficial 

American holiday, the hangover, Paul found himself frequently thinking of 

Oliver. Today he was thinking of the advice Uliver had give him when he 

had first left to go away to law school. Oliver had driven Paul and Belle 

to the Chippewa de ot in the old Uodel T Ford he had purchased form Ed 

Weiler. Just before th.J train had left Oliver had drawn Paul aside. 

Although Paul was then nearly six feet DB tall, Oliver had to lean over 

to whisper his parting advice in his son's ear. As he spoke he thumped 

Paul's with his llig middle finger. 

"Listen, boy, mebbe when you get down there at Arm Arbor therb 1ll be 

tiaes when there's sof!:e drinkin' to do--11 thump, thump 11--an' it's a lead 

pipe cinch that when you get dry behind the ears an' get to be a real 

lawyer, ther '11 be lotsa drinkin' to do. But mark my wordse-11 thump 

"--if you ever fall in with a hard-drinkin' crowd, remember this--11 thump, 

thump "--always drink whiskey, drink the best you can lay hold of, drink 

it straight-an' don't toss nothin' after it but water !11 



Paul tried to recall the various alcoholic concoctions he had drunk the 

night before. The effort mo.de him involUJ1ltarily shudder. There had been 

scotch at the Club, good scotch, then some so~4 t of rank rye blend at Luigi's, 

then back to scotch at the hotel bar, then bourbon at Doc's, then, after he 

left Doc I s an interlude of beer at the , hite Coffee Pot. Then he had gone 

to the hotel again vainly looking for Jlaida, of course. The place was de

serted, so he had started drinking stingers. That had been the pay-off. 

He must have gone all to pieces after that. He rerr.embered Bertha trying to 

get him to go howe--Bertha, the barmaid with tha beautiful lungs. 

"Please, Polly--I mean Mr. Biegler--you must go home. I've got to 

lock up... ~,o, I can 1t serve you another drink? Why'! Because it's too 

lat~ and I'll lose my job if I do •.. Please, Polly, don't you dare drive 

your car •.. Oh, Lord, I'll drive it for you, then .•• No, 1111 take a cab 

home." 

So that was how it had happened. But Bertha had not driven his cur. 

Paul had pushed her over and driven hiaself. And he had not gone hon:e. 

He had driven Bertha out past the Delaware rrine, up the rocky road to the 

top of Chippewa B1urr. He had shut o~ the motor. The drinks must have 

fouled ur his technique pretty badly. 

"Well ," he had said. 

Bertha had wanted to leave. She sho; 1ldn' t be there, she had said. She 

shouldn't be out with any man, with her poor husband so many thousandJ r.iles 

~way, fighting in some steaming jungle. to, she didn't know where he was. 

All she knew is that she wrote him in care of the postmaster at San Francisco. 

She hadn't heard froM him in nearly a month. ?.o, they didn't have any children. 

They had only been married a year when he had enlisted. Yes, he'd wanted to 

go. He'd always adr-d.red the llarines and if he had to get his he'd rather die 

a t!arine than anything else. ~f course, she'd begged him not to, but he had 

insisted. She was living with a married sister. 



11It must get pretty lonely," Paul said. 

Bertha had started to cry. l'o, not cried, just plain bawled. What 

could a man do9 Naturally, there was nothing for Paul to do but to try 

to comfort her, this poor lonely young war widow. In fact it was a man's 

plain duty those on the home front, if he coW>dn ' t be in there pitcl,ing, 

to comfort the br ave little women whose husbands and sw ethearts were out 

there so many miles away--yeah, some of them out ther e, you could bet, 

comforting some of those dusky native women •.. 

11It must get pretty lonely," Paul repeated. 

Paul had very gently put his arm around Bertha. It was just a 

fatherly gesture. Well, he wasn't quite that old--perhaps it W'dS ~ore 

big brotherly. rhe fierceness of her r esponse had sobered hi~ slightly. 

"Oh God, Polly, you'll never kn1ffl, you' ll never know, 11 she had sobbed ••• 

Yes, that Bertha was a genuine American girl, Paul had discovered. Genuine 

all over. Even those firm, beautiful lungs wer e more genuine than he would 

have possibly dreamed •.• 



The morning following his visit with old Doc Dishno, Paul found him

in the grip of a profound hangover. He sat at his desk trying to 

work out a ground lease of a gravel pit from the Company to the City of 

Chippewa. Like Walton's compleat angler, Chippewa was co.tr.plctely a l.om

pany town. The Company not only owned most of the land in Chippewa, but 

for miles nround it. Accordingly, complicated ground leases were not an 

unusual order in the law offices of i alter Holbrook. Paul had worked on 

~cores of therr,. But today Paul was having trouble adapting the Cor1pany1 s 

cagey mineral reservations to this particular deal. He'd have to get it 

right, because the d:u:ned thing had to be approved by those leg'll ravens 

who s <> t out .: .. n Delaware. But it was no go... Paul staped out of the win

dow at G11.ief oooze-in-the-Face and thought of his father •• 

On those days which he devoted to the celebration of the unofficial 

American holiday, the haugover, Paul found hi.r-self frequently thinking of 

old Oliver. Today he was thinking of the advice Oliver had given him 

when he had first left to go .'.I.way to la.i school. xR11.illPaul had taken his 

pre-law work in a teachers' college in the Peninsula. Oliver had driven 

Paul and belle to the Chippewa depot in the old Lodel T. Ford he had pur

chcsed from Ed tteiler. Judt before the train had loft Oliver had drawn 

Paul aside. 'rhe old man was embarrassed. He cleared his throat and said, 

''Jhrist !" Paul wondered wildly if Oliver was going to tell him about the 

birds and the bees •.• Although Paul was then nearly a gangling six feet 

t4ll, Oliver had to stoop to whisper his parting advice in his son's ear. 

As he spoke he thumped Paul's clavicle with his big r.rl.ddle finger. 

"Listen, boy, mebbe v,hen you get down there at thie Ann rbor place 

there'll be tirres when there'll be some drinkin' to do--11 thump, tt:ump11
-

an" it's a load p!li pipe cinch th1t when you get dry behind the ears an • 



an' get to be a real lawyer, thera 111 be lotsa drinkin' to do. But rmrk 

my words-11 thump "--if you ever fall in with u hard-drinkin' crowd, 

reirember this--" thump, thump "--always drink whiskey," thump "drink the best 

you can lay hold of, drink it straight--11 thump "--an' don't toes nothin' 

after it l:>ut water!" 

11Thanke, Dad," Paul had said. 

Paul ruefully tried to recall the various alcoholic concoctions he 

had consumed the night before. The effort made hi.r:t involwntarily shudder. 

Let's see. rnere had been scotch at the Club, goori scotch, then a mild 

flood of some 8ort of rank rye blend at Luigi's, during a knuckle-pounding 

s..near game, then bac!< t,:, scotch at the hot13l bar, then that rqw bourbon up 

at Doc's. After he had finally broken away from old Doc, there was a depressing 

interlude of beer over at the White Coffee Pmt. Then he had gone to the 

hotel again, vainly looking for ilaida, of course. Tho place was deserted, 

so he had ~ourageously started drinking stln6ers. That hc1d been the pay-off. 

He must have gone all to pieces after that. He reoembered Bertha trying to 

get him to go ho~e--Bertha, the barrr.aid with the husband in the Mnrines, 

the girl who possessed the beautiful lungs. 

"Please, Polly--! mean ~ir. Biegler--gou must go home. I've got to 

lock up... No, I can't serve you anothez- drink? Why? Because it I s too 

lake ar.d I' 11 lose my job if I do... Please, } oily, don I t you dare drive 

your car •.. Oh , Lor1, I'll drive it for you, thn •.. Certainly not •.• 1111 

take a cab home." 

So that was how it had happened. But Bertha had not driven his car. 

Paul had roughly pushed her over and taken the wheel himself. lilld he had not 



gone home. Wasn't he supposed to be full of high spirits and low purpose? So 

he had driven Bertha out past the Delaware ..i.ne, past the lake and up the rocky 

road to the top of Chippewa Bluff. Quick, like a bunny ho had shut off the 

motor. The drinks must have fouled up his technique pretty badly. He had 

proceeded with all the sublety of a bulldozer on the new Alaskan highway he 

had been reading about. 

"Well?" he had said, making a lunge at the girl. 

Bertha had slapped his face. She warted to leave. She shouldn't be 

there, she said. She shouldr 't be out with any r:.an, llith her poor husband-

Arthur was his name--so many thousand of miles away, fighting in some steaming 

jungle. ?lo, she didn't know where he was. All she knew is that she wrote 

him every day in care of the postrraster at San Francisco. And what could one 

write about every da:,? She hadn't heard from him in nearly a Lol"th. Some

times she thought she wa& losing her mind. No, they didn't have any children. 
They had bo~n n.arried o ly a year when he had onliste~. 

"Did he really want to go'?" Paul asked. 

Yes Arthur had wanted to go. He'd always admired the Marines and he'd 

said that if he had to go to war nnd get his, he ' d rather die a llar ine than 

anything else. Cf course, she ' d begged him not to go, but he had insisted. 

She was living with a married sister. l.o, her sister's husband wasn I t in 

the servic~, he was a miner. Anyway, her sister's husband was too old to 

go to l(;ar. ••He •s a lot older than you, Polly," Bertha hurl said. Paul 

quickly lit a cigarette after that one. 

"It r.1ust gP,t pretty lonely," Paul had finally said. 

Bertha had started to cry. No, l"Ot cried, just plain b wled. Paul had 

often heard Oliver tell old Doc that a wol'!llln in tears was ready for almost 

anything. "She ' s got two st.rikes on her," Oliver had wisely said. So what 

could a man do? Naturally,there was nothing for Paul to do but to try to 



comfort her, this poor lovely, prostrated, lonely young war widow. In fact 

it was a man's plain duty-those marooned on the home front, those who 

couldn't be in ther e pitching--to comfort the bravo little wo~en whose 

husbands and sweethearts were out there so many miles away--yeah, sorr~ of 

them out there, you cold bet, busily comforting sorr~ of t hose dusky native 

women. Paul had l1tely seen some pretty rugged photogr aphs of G.I. 1 s and 

1.arines desperately pawin~ over that dar k ishnd stuff... Ther e'd be some 
fine blue- eyed Zulus inhabiting those islands in years to come. 
f 11It r.iust get pretty lonely, 11 Paul repeated. It was :m old formula, 

like one of Belle's household remedies, but a tried and true one. 

Paul had very gently put his arm around Bertha. He ' d p...~ted her shollder 

and almost a;:iid "There, thore. 11 It was just a fatherly gesture. Well, per

haps he wasn 't quite that old--maybe it was ~ust a big brother. The fierce

ness and hun ~er of her reaoonse had sobered hirri slightly. Big brothe; hell ! 

"Oh God, Polly, you' ll nevf)r know, you'll nevJr know," she hJ.d sobbed •.. 

Then she was suddenly swarming all over him. Paul fought his way out of 

the clinch. He sighed and guessed he'd startod something he ' d better finish •.. 

Yes, that Bertha was a genuine American girl, Paul discover ed. Genuine all 

over. ~ven thos firm, beautiful lungs were rr.ore genuine than he could 

have possibly dreamed. Thos Pacific island lassies had nothing on little Bertha. 

It all went to show that the boys on the homefront had their proble~a, too •. . 



Paul Biegler sat at his desk in Walter Holbrook's law office, drawing 

a picture of Santa Claus going down a chimney. Paul had been drawing the 

same picture since he was a child; through the grades, through Chippewa 

high sc:hool, and xkDx then through college and law school at Ann Arbor. 

His law school note books, to which he still occasionally referred were a 

kind of illustrated history of his progress of Santa as a chimney sweep. 

Paul had labelled several of his drawings: "Picture of Santa descending 

a Chinney. 11 

The office in which Paul sat was a typical small town law office anywhere 

in America. Sprawled against one wall were the bound volumew of the Michigan 

reports, of course, now numbering well over three hundred; then the various 

volumes of Shepards' citatimlor, the annotated statutes, the law digest; 

and several volumes of legal forms; then the books on procedure and the law 

reviews. In Vlisconsin or Wyoming or Rhode Island it 

except that it would be the Wisconsin laws and cases 

would have 
ttv~vl 

or Wyoming 

" 

been the same, 

or Rhode Island. 

Paul sometimes shuddered when he looked at all these books; these books 

which so silently and neatly embalmed the hopes and despairs and quarrels of 

people, many of whom were long since dead and forgotten. All over the country, 

in forty-eight states, the presses continued to grind out these reports and 

cross-reports of decided cases. The ccnstant flood of books was appalling. 

Paul sometimes wondered just where, in another fifty years, the lawyers and 

their el.ients would find room to sit ••• 

Today's drawing of Santa Claus ran in the usual pattern: J... square, un

compromising, weathered clapboard house, such as some of Chippewa's iron 

miners still lived in. In the middle of the roof stood a small brick chimney. 

Santa had one foot on the roof and the other in the chimney. His pack was full 

of toys. 



Walter Holbrook 

one of the few men who helped to shape the policy and what had 

come to t?e known as the "public relations 11 pattern of the Iron Cliffs Ore Company 1 ho was 

not a graduate of Massachusetts I nstitute of TechnologJr. Not only ,·1cra practically all or 

the Company bjgwigs graduates of 1£. I •. , but, oddly enough, they were also members of the 

same fraten1ity at • I .. Th~re was nothing in the corporate charter of the Company or 

in its by- l~ws that rcqui1ed thi~ union of educational and fraternal bac~eroW1d in the 

offi~ial f rnily; it was -- -- well, it was just so, that's all. I t had become a kind of 
~ 

unwritten Company t r adition. I t was felt that this combi:.,at.i.c. c. :..ve ono the 11 Irori Cliff's 
I\ 

spirit. 11 

Yes, \~10.lter Holbrook was a glittering exception ••• 

I f Walter Holbrook' s case was unusunl, his friends and business associates 7fere 

quick to point out that Walter hil"'..self was Wlusual. They would also recind one that v;alter' a 

father had gone to M. I. T. and belo~gcd to the sru:.e f r aternity there -- before the tragic 

accident which tool~ hie life on a swnmer field trip in Neri Jersey .. hen \7alter wns a little 

boy. or course it had helped, too, that ~alter had been graduated from both Harvard College 

and Harvard L a\, School. After all, Harvard had been in Cambridge qttlte a few yeare befor e 

M. I. T. -- -- two hundred and fifteen, to be ex.act. Yes, this definitely helped to remove 

some of the sti~ma. And, as anyo1:.-, know, one could not study lat, at M. I. T. -- and the 

Company hod to have lav1ycrs, didn't it? I t was felt, too, both at the Company's head 

office 1n Wilmin ton and out at the oino rroperties i.~ Michigan that TTalter Holbrook had the 

11Iro Cliffs 5pirit." This spirit was something like personality or sex appeal; nobody 

could precisely define the Iror Cliffa sp~rit, but it was there, and lialter Holbrook possessed 

it in abundance. 

The manner in ..,,hich Walter Holbrook came to reside in Chippewa was as w1usual as the 

rest of the rr.an•e career. On~ day ho hod been an obscure law clerk in the office of the 

Company's lawyers b ilminE;ton, running errands and lc:,i ing l!ll', in the v st and dusty recesses 

of the firm' s laVI library. Then lol he had been sumrr.oned by !Lr. Lewis hir.lselr . Th:it wasn't 

ITorth Lewis, tho son, but old Tattersall Lewis himself, the legal giant who had organi~ed the 

law firm of Lewis and Shoreham, ll.lld who nlso held quite a sizable bloc of stock in the Iron 

Cliff's Ore Co pany. 



Walter Holbrook could never forget that interview. "Mr. Lewis is ready, 11 the clerk , 
had said. That was all. Walter felt his f eet advancing on the deep r,ile rug of 1:r. Lewis• 

office; a rich dark green rug, he remembered. There sat old Tattersail Lewis, flanked by 

the Delaware r eports and the U. s. s~prcme Court r eports, behind a desk which seemed to 

Walter to be every bit us long and shiny as the bar in the Wilrr.ington Club. The desk was 

bare eave for a model of an old New England sailing ship and a quill pen, of all things, 

sticking in a container filled with little metal balls the size of birdshot. Walter studied 

the birdshot. 



Walter Holbrook 

Walter Holbrook was one of the few men who helped to shape the policy and 

"public relations" pattern of the Iron Cliffs Ore Company who .vaa not a graduate 

of l!assachusetta Institute of Technology. Not only were .J)t.n practically all of 

the Company bigwigs graduates of M. I. T., but, oddly enough, they were also 

merrhers of the sn~e fraternity at M. I. £. Lhere was nothing in the corporate 

ch rter or by- laws of the Company requiring this; it was-- well, it was just so, 

that 's all. In the Company it h3d grown into a kind of unwritten traditior-

something like ihe Lowells were to Boston. lt was felt that this cortbination 

of education 'llld frate.rnal background somehow gave one the 11 Iron Cliffs spirit." 

Yes, Wal ter Holbrook was a glittering exception, he had never even attended 

M. I. r . 

If \ alter Holbrook's case was un usual, his friends and business associates 

were quick to point out that Walter hi.resell was unusual. They would also remind 

one that at least Walter 's father )rad gone to U. I. 1'. and belonged to the same 

fraternity there--before the tragic accident which took his life on a sumrcer fiela 

trip in New Jersey when \ alter was a little boy. Of course it had helped, too, 

that Walter had been graduated from both Harvard College and Harvard Law School. 

After all, Harvard had been in Cambridge quite a few years before M. I. T.-two 

hundred and fifteen, to be exact . Yes, this definitely helped to re~ove so~e 

of the stigma. And, as anyone knew, one could not study law at . I. T.--and the 

Comar:ny had to have lawyers, didn't it? It was felt, to, both t the Company's 

head office in Wilmington and out at the mine properties in Michigan that Walter 

Holbrook possessed the "Iron Cliffs spirit. 11 Thia spirit was aorrething like 

personality or sex appeal; nobody could precisely define the Iron Clif s spirit, but 

it was there, and Walter Holbrook had it. 

a The manner in which Walter Holbrook came to reside in Chippewa was as 

lIUlusual as the rest of the man's career. One day he had been an obscure law clerk 

in the office of the Company's lawyers in Wilmington, r unninr err4nds and looking 



law in the vast and dusty recesses of th$3 firm's law library. Then lo! he had been 

summoned by Mr. Lewis himself. That wasn ' t Worth Lewis, the eon, but old Tattersall 

Lewis himself, the bewhiskered legal giant who had organized the law fire or Lewis 

and Shoreham, chief counsel tor the Iron Cliffe Ore Compary. Tatte1eall Lewis, 

by a droll coincidence, also held quite a sizable bloc of stock» in the Company. 

Walter Holbrook could nev r forget that interview. "LT. Lewis is ready," 

the clerk had said. That was all. \,alter felt his feet advancing on the deep 

pile rug ot Ur. Luwis' office; a rich dark green rug, he remembered. There was 

old Tattersall Lewis, whiskers and nll, flankec by rows ..ir.d roV1s of law books: 

Walter r ecognized the Delaware reports and the u. S. Supreme Court reports. Mr. 

Lewis was sitting behind a desk which aeer;iod to \ alter to bo every bit as long 

and shiny as the bar in the \ ilmington Club. Tha desk was bare save for a model 

of an old New England sailing ship, an inkwell, and a quill pen, of all things, 

protruding from a container tilled with little metal balls the size ot birdshot . 

Vialter stood studying the birdshot . 

"Hump," .Mr. Lewis saici. 

11Good morning, l.Ir. Lewis," V'alter said. 

Someone had once told old ratteraall Lewis that he looked like King Edward 
./ 

of &gl and. I t was a sort of a legend around the office that this someone had 

been a beautiful opera singer to whom 1,;r. Lewis had been paying court . That was 

after the death of his third wife. alter reflect d that in the machine age 

• wealthy men courted with private cars and steam yatchs ... ~t any rate, so touched 

was old Tattersall by t he notion that he resembled British royalty that he u had 

devoted the rest ot his lite to nursing the r esemblance. In his late seventies 

he had taken up the hunting of grouse on the misty Seo tish moors, but this had 

only served to aggravate his asthma. Walter found himself picturing old Tattersall 

Lewis paying asthmatic court to a .full-blown operatic soprano--and hire with all 

those whiskers, too. 

11How long have you been here?" lk. Lewis said. Because of his asthma Mr. 

Lewis made~ little nasal snort after each sentence. It gave a sort of emphatic 

punctuation t o all he said. 



"Two yea1 s and three months-- and sixteen days, 11 \,alter Holbrook andwered. 

nttumph, " Mr. Lewis said. 

Walter didn ' " really expect J!r. Lewis to rerr.ember him. Ai'ter all, \alter 

had only met the old gentleman but once-- the day ho had atarted at the office, 

in fact- and had never seen him since. Of lato years r. Lewis had spent ~ost 

of his time on an island off the coast of Georgia. /alter wondered if the 

beautiful opera singer had been transported there . ,ould it h~ve bJ•n by rail 

01· yacht'? She muet be getting on in years •.• 

11we 1re sending you out to Michigan, young man," Ur . Lewis said, snuffling 

the way he did. "With Harr y Youngs. 11 Harry Youngs was a junior partner in the 
an 

law firm of Lewis and Shoreham. Harry was regarded filV'excellent trial lawyer. 

Walter had lately been 11gunbearor11 tor Kax Uarry Youngs in several trials; 

carrying books and briefcases, checking ldgal citations, and doing the usual 

sort of things an eager yowig lawyer did who was lucky enough to get hooked up 

with a good trial r 11 • 

11Yes, Sir," Walter answer ed. 

"I don ' t know what in hell ' s going on out there, 11 r. Le-,:is \fent on, 11but 

t ey tell me the Compahy is taking quite a beating lately in those Michigan courts. 

It's get tin so that 'every miner tr at stubs his toe is :filing a big da.r.:age suit-

and collecting big judgments. All a lot of God dac:n' nonsense. The next t hing 

we 'll know they' ll be organizing unions out there. " Mr. Lewis seemed to shudder 

and inwardly rocoil at the very idea. "Anyway, wo're sending Har ry Youngs out to 

Michigan to break it up. And you I re to help him. 11 

"Oh thank you, I.Ir. Lewis, 11 Walter said. "I can't tell you--11 

"Don ' t thank me, young man," l!r Lewis said. Walter thought he detected a 

taint smile behind the whiskers. "Harry Youngs asked tor you. Said you had the 

makings or a sound t rial l awyar. Lord kno s we need 1em. Seer.is these days the law 

schools teach you young f ellas every God damn I thing but how to stand up on your 

hind legs and r eally try a oase." l!r. Lewis paused for breath. "Now get out 

he said. 

" 



i 

V 11Yes., Sir, 11 Walter said. The interview wns ended. It was the last tiree 

Walter Hollbrook ever saw the man that looked like Edward of England. 



,. 
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Paul carr.e gradu~lly to se~se that the essence o! people ' s lives was 

ec etr~en1 unseen, locked far below the surface in dreams and memories as 

deai as Hell itself: thnt the day- to-day b~wling, working, eating, bragging, 
l " 

driJlking follow aus but a fi·agrnent of the whole man, like the lapped frozen 

peak to the great submerged iceberg, the quiet cone to the festering volcano, 

the slendor projecting spi:-e to the engulfed cathedral. People aimply did not 

know eauh othe2·. He did n'Jt know his purenta, his brothers, bis friends: 

they knew him not at all. And there was no help for it. 

For he was haWltod, too, by the slow realization that tee human modes 

of coII1In1tni.~ati.4f t,,is seething buried life, one to the other, were still but 

little removed from a seri~s of grunts or the caveronn ' a crude acrawls and 

drawings on his ancient, s~oke-grimed wall . 

Must there only be occasional, fugitive, fleeting gleams? How to t ell? 

How to eay? How shall I articulate my beautiful, ghastly dream? liho uill 

tell me hie? There was slo , quiet terror in the thought: \"aa not _all this 

the key to the essential loneliness of mon? How to toll? how to say? An 

unhapr,y Iriehl:iail called Joyce hnd torn out h~s vitals trying to toll •.• Was 

this, then, the reason for the terrible co~pulsion--why men strive, sweat, 

blunder, lurch and stumble, blindly fall, yet rise ond strive ngnin-- to 

mould, fashion, carve, build, to create'? The;, must try to say, they must 

try to tell •.• 

Thoughts like these made Paul despair of ever be~oming a writer. Christ, 

what was the use! Laggard words, the ordirulry resources of language, seeJr.ed µ 
Tr&tA.i'aint tinkllng3 and little bolls, lost and helpless to convey thi8 vast 

deep realm of dream and shado~,. It seO!ll3d to him, eometimee, that ant.ire n8l'J 

symbols, even new modes, of human cor..munication were impe1ative. 



~en did not tell because they could not tell. 

"But there is music," he mused, 11,-es, music-- it is the closest we have 

yet come ••• 11 At times, in his monstrous longing towards release, towards 

utterance, he thought he would tr,- to become a composer. 

Ah, that was it! A composer ot music. 

The thwiderous applause subsided. The audience lights ot Carnegie 

Hall gradually dimmed. Only a waiting, rustling hush prevailed. Paul 

Biegler raised his baton. He was slightly stooped and somewhat gray about 

the temples, inwardly ravaged by bis secret, searing viaioJU1, yet still 

slender and handsome in hie evening clothes. Two hW1dred-count them, 

two hwidred1-tra1ned musicians watched tor his signal. Then slowly his 

arms descended and rose as the string section-or perhaps just the muted 

first violins-whispered and sighed t l e haunting, acing opening bars ot 

his latest composition, the tone Jill poem "The Burning Earth." No, no, 

no-that was going to be his bookl How about "A Walk on the Ocean Floor11? 

Yes, that would make a shambling bum -0ut or Debussy • .• This was its 

electrifying world premiere ••• 

Strong men broke down and sobbed. Beautiful women tore at their 

heaving bodices or quietly swooned. For tonight they were made to wider

stand many locked and hidden places ot the heart, and shame had dropp~d 

away ••• 



Paul gradually call.e to be shocked at the preoccupation of most people 

over the dreary business of aaking a living. It filled so much of their 

lives, their talk, their recreation. It was not that he regarded earning 

one's living as a matter for jest. He had seen too much of its earnestness 

about him. He suppoied it was just as brutally necessary as breathing or 

going to the bathroom. Yet people did not constantly talk and think about 

those bodily functions. It was a matter of proportions ••• 

He was always to be suspicious and, at times, a trifle envious o! the 

ambitious, the successful; of those who wanted to "get ahead" or those who 

got ahead. Most of his playmates had their eyes "on the main chance." 

Paul often wondered what the main chance was. Was one's destiny on earth 

confined to earning a living, buying a house or a dozen houses, accumulating 

a bank balance and a lot of stocks and bonds? And then dying? Paul could 

not believe it. He was afraid to believe it. If he believed he felt he 

would be lost. 

By this time he had read a number of cleverly cynical and satiric books 

and articles by men who derided this American preoccupation with money and 

worldly goods. Their diatribes were usually associated with gibes at 

Rotarians and other uplift organizations. Mencken was their chief apostle. 

And they made out a plausible case. But Paul did not share with them their 

apparent feeling of rancour or glee over this sorry state of affairs. His 

feeling was one of abiding dismay and sadness. He• felt sorry tor them. 

He was appalled at the waste of living. There was no fun, no joy .•• 

That was it! It was the joylessness of their existence-the dull, 

groping, splintered lives they led. There was no hilarity, no spontaneity, no 



zest, no giving out ••• Their occasional fits of laughter had one eye on 

the clock or the cash box. There was, God dammitt, no honest joy. 

It was the one great characteristic of Oliver's that Paul applauded 

and envied--the thing that made Paul forgive him so much else--the man's 

Gargantuan capacity for enjoyment. There was a wild goat-like joy in his 

eating, joy in his drinking, undoubtedly there was joy in his sexual en

counters, in his fishing and hunting--even in his epic rages. The man lived ••• 



• 

Paul came gradually to sense that the essence of people's lives was 

~ecret and unseen, locked far below the surface in dreams and memories as 

deep as Hell itself: that the day-to-day fawling, working, eating, bragging, 
~ 

drinking fellow was but a fragment of the whole man, like the lapped frozen 

peak to the great submerged iceberg, the quiet cone to the festering volcano, 

the slender projecting spire to the engulfed cathedriµ. People simply did not 

know each other. He did not know his parents, his brothers, his friends: 

they knew him not at all. And there was no help for it. 

For he was haunted, too, by the slow realization that tee human modes 

of communicat1'- this seething buried life, one to the other, were still but 

little removed from a series of grunts or the caveman's crude scrawls and 

drawings on his ancient, smoke-grimed wall. 

Must there only be occasional, fugitive, fleeting gleams? How to tell? 

How to say? How shall I articulate my beautiful, ghastly dream? Who will 

tell me his? There was slow, quiet terror in the thought: Was not all this 

the key to the essential lonelin~ss of man? How to tell? hem to say? An 

unhappy Irishman called Joyce had torn out his vitals trying to tell •.• Was 

this, then, the reason for the terrible compulsion-why men strive, sweat, 

blunder, lurch and stumble, blindly fall, y-et rise and strive again--to 

mould, fashion, carve, build, to create? They must try to say, they must 

try to tell •.• 

Thoughts like these made Paul despair of ever becoming a writer. Christ, 

what was the use! Laggard words, the ordinary resources of language, seemed 

~faint tinklings and little bells, lost and helpless to convey this vast 

deep realm of dream and shadow. It seemed to him, sometimes, that entire new 

symbols, even new modes, of human communication were imperative. 



Men did not tell because they could not tell. 

"But there is music," he mused, ",es, music-it is t he closest we have 

yet come ••• " At times, in his monstrous longing towards release, towards 

utterance, he thought he would try to become a composer. 

Ah, that was it! A composer of music. 

The thunderous applause subsided. The audience lights of Carnegie 

Hall gradually dimmed. Only a waiting, rustling hush prevailed. Paul 

Biegler raised his baton. He was slightly stooped and somewhat gray about 

the temples, inwardly ravaged by his secret, searing vision:&, yet still 

slender and handsome in his evening clothes. Two hundred-count them, 

two hundredl-trained musicians watched for his signal. Then slowly his 

arms descended and rose as the string section-or perhaps just the muted 

first violins-whispered and sighed t he haunting, aching opening bars of 

his latest composition, the tone JIil poem "The Burning Earth." No, no, 

no-that was going to be his book 1 How about "A Walk on the Ocean Floor"? 

Yes, that would make a shambling bum out of Debussy ••• This was its 

electrifying world premiere ••• 

Strong men broke down and sobbed. Beautiful women tore at their 

heaving bodices or quietly swooned. For tonight they were made to under

stand many locked and hidden places of the heart, and shame had dropped 

away ••• 



I \ 

II \ 
~aw...mer that Woodrow Wilson was 

CHAPTER ---
renominated for President, the town planned to cele-

brate the fiftieth ,,nniversary of its forr.ial incorporation. The Chippev,a common council gen

erousl, appropriated money for the celebration and a committee on arrangements was appointed to 

plan a gab 11homecomin:;." The Iron Ore carried banner headlines on the event. 11Paradesl Bandsl 

P'loatsl The U. P. Fireraen's tournament& A big outside street carnival, .with lovely Zelda Zane 

who will ascend in a ball.oar. and come down in a parachutel Come back, coc::.e backl Don't miss 

itl" 

Relatives sent copies of the newspaper all ov~r the country. Although the town was boon:

ing, scores of young men and entire families had left Chippewa during previous slack periods in 

the iron mines, attracted by the new automobile factories in Detroit: Dodge Brothers and Henry 

Ford with his five-dollars-a-day ndnirnum pay; others to the iron mines of the new Mesabi Range 

in Minnesota or to the copper mines of Montana and the tar West. This homecOll'in~ was to be the 

biggest celebration ever undertaken in Chippewa. For weeks before the celebration the Chippewa 

band held rehenrsals every fair evening downtown at the open-air bandstand, filling the night 

air with the music of its larr.ents. Paul never liked band ~usic -- the eler,han~ine marching ond 

braggadocio of Pryor and Sousa left him cold - and he was ruteful for the aura cf peace which 

briefly descended upon the town on nights that it rained. 

Little 11Diddidum11 Crouch, a bowle gee! Cornish miner, beat the bass drum ir the Chippei7a 

band. When he was harnessed into it, his big drum was higher than himself, and he had to peek 

around the sides. He also drummed every Saturday night for the Salvation Arrr.~· as that valiant 

little band of men and women marched down Magnetic Avenue to Uain Street and took up their 

stand at the side of the }liners• State Bank in the town aqul:lre. Diddidum not onl? drummed for 

the Arrey but he preached for it as y,ell. The toi'ln would be thronged with people: miners and 

railroaders, lumberjacks, farmers in from the out,skirts ••• 

Diddidum resolutely preached for all who would listen, rich and .poor, drunk or sober, his 

big drum turned up on its face to receive the coins of those moved by his burning eloquence. 

Paul and Fritz r~rely ~issed these early Saturday evenin~ se.vicea of the Salvation Army, nrig

gling their way into the inner circle around Diddidwn and his rum, the better to see md hear 

this fiery little man. When Diddidum invoked the Lord there was none of the interminable dry 



, ~d dusty logic dispensed by Reverend Hayward at Paul's church. Diddidum's Savior was soon , 

riraculously rirrht there before Fritz and Paul, raw and bleeding -- "'amrr.ered to the bloody 

Cross" before their very eyes. 

Licking ton ues of hell fire and burning brirtstone glowed and flickered upon the twilit 

town square. Dancing with excite~ent little Diddidum hopped bowlegged about the circle of 

people, pelting them with words, not merely invit:ng but challenging sinners and saints alike 

to step into the circle and testify to their conversion. "'Oo'll be the first lam' to com' 

aout to the LaroJ·n he would shout, the cords of his neck taut and distended, gl aring at the 

crowd. 111 0o'll be the first?" This was the part Paul and Fritz especially looked forward to. 

There was really no tellin,;,: what kfo of 1. "lamb" might come forward .•. 

Just that Spring "Silver Jack" Remington, an aging lumberjack, had 311swered Diddidum1s 

call, reeling i nto the circle, weeping and 1u1Inbling incoherer.tly, performing an involuntary 

alcoholic jiR in his hobnailed boots. 

"Wot •ave Yf1W to s 1y to the Lard?" Diddidum bridled suspiciously, kee ing one bright eye 

on notorious Silver Jack and the other on the coin-littered bass drum. "Wot 'ave yew to s':1, 

Uister Jack?" 

Jack's unkemot silvery yellow locks were bowed in contrition. He threw out his hands 

and s roke. 110 Diddidum -- I've come back to the fold, I have ... Here I 1ve wasted all them 

yaars - fur away from Rim -- drinkin' an ' ga.mblin ' an' whorin' - --11 

"'Ere, darrroe," outraged Diddidur:. broke in, wheeling on his burly assistant, "'eave thee 

bloody booger aout ter sayin t 'ourin 1 111 

The Ho~ecocing was to be officially launched on the morning of July 4 by a huge parade 

which was to start fror the vacant lot by St. Xavier• s C":urch on South Mai n Street, thence pro

ceeding north up Main Street, across the tracks ard past the Nelson House on East Canada Street, 

thence b~ck ~cross the tracks on Second Street, thence west on Ma netic Avenue to Main Street, 

thence South on Main Street to the point of beginning, the vacant lot by St . Xavier's church. 

Every mine, business house, church, lodge, a.nd school in town wns to be represented by 

a float either depictinr some scene dear to its heart or so~e phase of the fi.l'ty-year gro~th 

o~ the town. Generous prizes ~ere to be awarded acd originality was to ce the prime requisite 



o~ each float. Or~anizations entering flo3ts were required to file their entir~s with the 

J , Float Committee, to avoid duplication, and by reid-June the lists showed that this was to be far 

and nway the bipgeat parade ever held in Chippewa. There was only one minor fly in the ointment: 

The Sons of st. Hubert, a lodge com· osed largely of Cornish miners, described its entry simply s 

"The Mystery Float" and stoutly refused to divulge the nature of its float beyond ass ,1rin, the 

Flott Committee that nothing like it had ever before delighted the weary eyes of man. The Iron 

Ore featured this ~ysterious entry in its columns and co~sequently Paul and all the townspeople 

were consumed with curiosity and speculated for days on the probable nature of the offering by 

The Sons of St. fiubert . • . 

In addition to all this, each fraternal lodge and each grade in ~ll the schools were going 

to send a chosen delegation to .march in the parade. Then the Chippewa Fire Department was to 

have a float and march ir,.a body, not to mer.tion the visiting firemen who were to be there for 

their annual U. P. Tournament. ~ith all of the people tbat were going to be in the parade, 

marching, depicting and driving, Paul wondered just who was going to be left in town to view the 

spectacle. Presumably, he concluded, that was where the "home- comers" Ca.Jl',e in. By special ar

rangereent Lyman H. Howe was to have a movie photographer in Chippewa to record the spectacle 

for posterity. 

Paul was dismayed when he learned he was one of a select group ~icked by his teacher,Miss 

Lindquist, to march in the parade with his Grar.mar School classmates. How could anyone~ a 

parade when he was in the bloody thing? How did it happen lucky Fritz Bellows didn't have to 

march? lfhy, how could a fellow ever see The Sons of St. Huberts• 111.!ystery Float"? Paul was 

sick over the prospect. He spoke to Belle about it. 

Belle sat by her window in the sitting-room in her creaking rocker and lister.ed to Paul's 

lrurent. As Paul unloaded his troubles Belle sat creasing her house dress down to her kLees, then 

smoothin~ the cre~se with the palm of her hand. Paul reflected that Belle's busy hands were 

rarely still . .. "Oh, Mo~ - can't you figure out a way for me to get out of that par arle? I don't 

want to hurt t iss Lindquist - she's been so swell to ae . . . But, gee Mom, I don't want to miss 

the 'Mystery Float• -ind all. •. 11 

Belle smiled and nodded her bead. Soc:etimes when she sci.led her f ace shone with an odd 

sort of interior ~low. 11That•a funny, son, 11 she eaid. 11 That 1 s really a coincidence ..• 11 She ~.as 

carefully creasing her dress again. "I was just thinking the o~her day - why, it was just 

yesterday - - that with this big horr.ecor...ing and all you could sort of - - - - r.aybe you co...l.d do 



• 
so1ething ir.ake some J"!'oney. 11 Belle's eyes lighted up nnd she pressed her lips and rocked 

vigorously. She had becoc:J a V1oman of business, unfoldine a careful plan. "Just last n:.onth 

I was reading an article - was it in Leslie's? -- why, son, there's a big profit in selling 

articles to entert,,in a crowd. They don't have to cost a lot. •ru1·nover1 s the thing .•• Look 

at what Wool;orth is doing. I've got some extra music- lesson money laid aside .•• Do you want 

to try it, son?" 

Belle's enthusiasm was contagious. 11Wh3•, Lom, 11 Paul gasped. "It -- it's simply swell I" 

Belle ran on. "And we won •t tell a soul about it. I' 11 write ).{iss Lindquist to excuse you 

from marching in the parade. And you can see the whole thing" -- Belle had parted her plump 

ar.ns, her pallts up -- "and make money at the sar:e tir..e. 11 Paul was enchanted over the prospect. 

Belle grew stealthy. She leaned over the arm of her rocker and peered ·out in the dining-room. 

Paul looked out but saw nothing. Belle whispered. Paul r,,oved closer to her. "You see, son, 11 

she was whispering, "you and I hll.ve r,ot to start planning now ••• 11 

Paul looked at his mother. "Planning?" Paul said. "How do you mean, 1£om?11 Belle again 

quickly peered at the d.ining- room. "Sh, s en - - not so loud -- we've got to start planning nov: 

for you to go to college1" 



al gradually came to be shocked at the pr eoccupation or most people over the dreary 

1. siness of making a living. It filled so much of their lives, their talk, their recreation. 

It was not that he regarded earning one' s living as a matter for jest. He had seen too much 

of its earnestness about him. He supposed it was just as brutally necessary as breathine or 

going to the bathroom. Yet peop1e did not constantly talk and think about those bodily func

tions. It was a matter of proportions • . . 

Re was always to be suspicious nnd, at times, a trifle envious of the an:bitious, tho 

successful; of those who wanted to "get nhead" or those who got ahead. Most of his playmates 

had their eyes "on tho main chanco." Paul often wonderod what the main chance \,as. Was one• s 

destiny on earth confined to cnrning a living, buying a house or a dozen houses, accwwl.ating 

a bank ba)nnc~ and a lot of atocko and bonds? And than dying? Paul could not believe it. He 

was afraid to believe it. If ho believed he felt he would be lost. 

By this time he had rt:ad a number of cb-~ cynical and sotiric books end 

articles by cen who derided this American Freoccupation with money and worldly goods. Their 

diatribes were usually associated with 3ibes at Rotarians and other uplift o~aanizations. 

Mencken was their chief apoetl•!• rmd thoy made out o. plausible case. But P3ul did not share 

with them their apparent feeli~ of rancour or glee over this sorry state of affairs. His 

feeling was one of abidln~ dismay and sadness. He felt sorry for them. He was appalled nt 

the waste of living. Ther e was no tun, no joy •• • 

Thut was it l It was the joylessness of their existence -- the dull., froping, splin

ter ed lives they led. Ther e was no hilarity, no spontaneity, no zost, no giving out • • • Their 

occasional fits ot wd' laughter had one eye on the clock or tho cash box. There wae, 

God dammitt, no honest joy. 

It was the one great characteristic of Oliver's that Paul applauded and envied -- the 

thing that made Paul forgive him so reuch else -- the man's Gargantuan capacity for enjoyment. 

There was a wild goat-like joy in his eating, joy in his drinkine, undoubtedly there was joy 

in his sexual encounters, in his fishing nnd hunting -- even in his epic rages. The man 

lived . •. 



Paul came gradually to sense that the essence ot people's lives was secret and un

seen, locked fur below the surface in dreams and memories as deep as Hell iteelf: that 

the day-to-day brawling, working, eating, bragging, drinking fellow was but a fragment of 

the whole man, like the lapped frozen peak'to the great submerged iceberg, the quiet cone 

to the restoring volcano, the slender projecting spire to the engulfed cathedral. People 

simply did not know each other. He did not know his parents, his brothers, his friends: 

they knew him not at all. And there was no help !or ii. 

For he was haunted, too, by the slow realization that the human ~odes ot communicat

ing this seething buried life, one to the other, were still but little removed from a 

5eries of' grunts or the caveman's crude scrawls and drawings on his ancient, smoke-grimed . 

wall. 

Must there only be occasional, fugitive, fleeting eleams? H~R to tell? how to say-? 

How shall I articulate my beautiful, ghastly dream? Who will tell me his? There was slow, 

quiet terror in the thought: Was not all this the key to the essential loneliness of mn? 
J~~., 

How to tell? how to say'l An unhappy Irishman called Joyce t.eH out his vitals trying to 
A 

tell ••• Was this, then, the reason tor the terrible compulsion -- why men strive, sweat, 

blunder, lurch and stumble, blindly fall, yet rise and strive again -- to mould, fashion, 

carve, build, to create? They ~ust try to say, they ~ust try to tell ... 

Thoughts like these made Paul despair of ever becomll1g a writer. Christ, what was 

the usel Laggard words, the ordinary resources of language, seemed but taint tinklings and 

little bells, lost and helpless to convey this vast deep realm of dream and shadow. It 

seemed to him, sometimes, that entire new symbols, even now n:odes, of human con:;munico.tion 

were imperative. 

Uen did not tell because they could not tell. 

"But there is music," he mused, "yes, music -- it is the closest we have yot come ••• " 

At times, in his monstrous longing towards release, towards utterance, he thought he would 

try to become a composer. 



J Ah, that was i t l A composer of lliUsic. 

J 

The thunderous applause subsided. Only a waiti ng, rustling hush prevailed. The 
_.a 

audience lights of Carnegie Hall gradually di~~ed. ~ Bi egler raised his baton. He was 
IY""',.,~wt ~ 

slightly stcc,ped and gray about the temples, inwardly ravaged by his secret visfons, yet 
~ ) ~ 

still slonder and handsome in his evening clothes. Two hundred -- count theru, two hundred l 

-- trained musicians watched for his signal. Then slowly his arms descended and rose as the 

string section -..: or perhaps just the JI.uted first violins - - whispered and sighed the haunt

ing, aching opening b3rs of his l ntest composition, the tone poem "The Burning E!.l.rth. 11 No, 
A 

no, no - - that was going to be his bookl How about "Walk on the Ocean Floor"? Y\;s, that 
I\ 

would make a sha~bling bum out of Debussy .... This was its electrifying world premiere • • • 

strong reen broke down and sobbed. Beautiful women tore at their heaving bodices or u~ 
quietly swooned. For tonight they were made to understand many locked nnd eeeset places of 

I\ 

the heart, and shame had dropped away •.• 
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