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\ \ AN AFTE!1!JOON

1

IN COURT 

\ twas mid-afternoon in August, 1944. I sat in the courtroom keeping 
\..... 

a dull eye on my briefcase, idly watching the proceedings. I was watching 

my briefcase not because of its value, or the value of the papers in it, but 

because it held a pint of good whiskey. I was awaiting my turn to rid my 

client of the chafing bonds of d matrimony. Her name was Mrs. Rose Lahti 

(a Finnish surname which more nearly rhymes with naughty). She had married 

a Finnish miner and had rapiEll.y regretted it. He had not contested the 
()A/ J ~ tl..uu, ;,t 

case. R Aoccurred to me that regret was becoming the universal ground~ 

divorce, although most eeAeeFVatiw& lawyers still pretereed to ca1l it ~~ 
/Vu,t,,,J. ~-,,,.,.,./ ,-,,I ~ ,\ 

cruelty or A.cieserf.i6"n o;(adultery or non-support 0:1"=:S:cate eu.ah-everything,~ ~ .J 

ht rac.Jq but the dominant ~ruth that one or both of the parties had changed 

his mind •.• 

Emmett Joselyn was putting in his male client•s proof in an uncon­

tested divorce case. I saw that he was also rapidly putting old Judge 

Baldwin to sleep with his interminable questions. Even from where I sat 
o.,y,..J.'1~ 

I could see the old Judge's ey~s growing glazedAwitb boredom. There was 
~ 11,i/lAI ~ vi,.. dv -r ~ c~ 4", • • 

no jury✓ ~Joselyn, a dandruffy lawyer in his forties, had one of those 
f\ (Ylll-1, 1/o.(, V 4~ 

mournful, hollow voices; the k~ you frequently hear, quoting sad _poetry- .d. 
~,Vbt ~ /U 7,/,1.(, (,,.__ ~ ,'"1,_ev,, ;,v....,.._'( 1-- ~d, a,,-

~ at midnight~ e~ied e:,; a tremulous organ. I/\; .;q,rted my 

eyes, staring up at the glass dome over the ceiling of the courtroom • .,,, 

-t1mened--4>he-t.bhe of the smaller stained glasses had dropped from its leads~....._,, 

~e sun was shining through the hole made by the missing glass and--I-wished--
I ••as out fieh~A&• The remaining glass in the dome was pretty well streaked 

with soot and pigeon droppings, which reminded me that it hadn't rained in 

weeks and that the trout streams were getting dangerously low. 



I glanced back at my client. She was sitting there like a broJ hen 

among her little knot of witnesses. Seeing me looking she quickly nodded 
~ - 4@# 

her head and !lashed her~smile at me as though to encourage me to stick 

it out. We had made the mutual mistake of allowing her to pay for her 

divorce in full in advance, forgetting that it takes a pretty earnest 

lawy-er to keep up his interest in a case after he had gotten.his entire 

fee. An~C -;1,s ce:r:iaiaile;r: not that kind M' a b: lawyer. I sr ed and 1!odded 

;fl ~lr ,.,.,; ;rhat she might not think that I would~.~ e again~ .,,:r ~ ~ ' 
J.,,. ,,,0 .J....,.,,wv . 

irresistibly dr~·to the droning of Emmett JoselynW ~- ''w~~ ,, . k..:z 
i\ o,)-, a- .tn~ ~ . -r, ./u4 

Emmett was squinting keenly at his clientJ A"~,'~ M mused. At ~ -

length he asked another involved question. Then he rem~ is tortoise­

shell~ glasses. 11Hm. 11 He held the glasses poised, awaiting the 

answer, and then posed another long question. He then carefully replaced 

his glasses. 11Mm. 11 He had evidently seen this maneuver in a movie. He 

appeared to be trying to _prove by his client that the client's wife was a 
~~dA,~ d,.,. r~ .. t ·+tfu,,t' g'1L,,. 

common drunk. -Q:te ,\could dlmost smell the whiskey flowing in the courtroom• 

he w:a.s- doing ~ I was even developing a mild case of sym­

pathetic hiccoughs.,, It seemed that his client didn't want custody of his 

children; he'd be charitable and leave them with the drunken wife; all he 

wanted was his freedom. "Would you say that your wife, Helen, would become 

intoxicated whenever the occasion presented itself?" Joselyn keenly shot at 

his client, again removing his glasses. "Yes," answered the client, I thought 

a little wearily, and so abruptly that he did not allow his lawyer's glasses 

much time off for air. And so it went •.. 



Outside a long double-header ore-drag puffed and spat its way up on the 

steel trestle leading to the long ore dock reaching out .J.nto Lajse Superior1 
J.'-~4-~'t:k. ~,Tiu,~~ 

~here to dmnp its dFippi.Bg-red-carloads &E- -iF-OD -OI:e-int o &\ waiting ore boat,-=t/~.-~~ 

.., cea-};ti- eee :K. all in miniature by merely turning my head. The sunlight 

glittered on the still lake. The din from the locomotives necessarily sus­

pended all activity in the courtroom, even Joselyn's, and all present looked 

around at each other with that curiously vacant, waiting-room sort of ex­

pressi~n that people we~r under such circumstances. Judge Baldwin glanced over 
w-d:/;L ~ ~ 11,i.U 

at me and end.led.and I shrugged my condolences that he should have got stuck so 
I\ w/.L,() ~ • ~ 

long with Joselyn. For Joselyn was the kind of .lawyer ~ A won his c::a~es by 

boring the judge into a state of surrender. 

There are few trades followed by men in which one's ineptitudes be­

come more readily apparent to one's fellow tradesmen than that of the 

practice of law. An inept lawyer is something like a deceived husband-

he is often the last to suspect the true state of affairs. Joselyn was an 

inept lawyer. In fact his ineptit ude amounted to a low form of genius, ~ 
lu ~ ev µ~ ~ ~ ; ~ ~ ~r.. c&d ~; ~ 
Ahia mind seemed crammed wit h all manne~ of plausible propositions of law. 

But when it came to the hurly-burly of a contentious law-suit he invariably 

flew into a panic and his dominant feeling seemed largely one of dismay. He 

appeared happiest when he had an uncontested case, like the dreary divorce 

case he was now trying. He would spin the '1am thing ~~e case 

in words, as though reluctant to abandon the luxurious feeling of being un­

opposed. 

Joselyn was a failure in his work; a nice guy and a failure. I felt 

sorry for him--at once sorry and unaccountably irked. He -should have been 



a monk. I suspect there are a number of monks who should be prac.:ticing law. 

I longed to dance over lightly behind him and give him a big surprise: a 

driving kick in the coccyx, and thus try to infuse a little life into him; 

for once to make him angry, to forget his goddam glasses, and to bring 

him out swinging and swearing and lunging and railing. Instead I sat there 

dully watching the macabre scene, lost in the hypnotic hum of his words, 

waiting for my case to be called so that I could get my restless client her 

freedom--and get her restless lawyer out fishing. 

"What do you have today, Mr. Biegler?" 

It was Judge Baldwin, smiling his kindly bearded smile at me. Lo, 

Joselyn was finally through zie and was stuffing sheaves of papers 

into his briefcase, all the M:ma/\smiling proudly at his client. I was 

temptea to go over and congratulate him on his splendid victory in his un­

contested case, but I concluded that this would be too gratuituoa an insult 

to the poor fellow. He was bedevilled enough merely to have to continue n 
the practice of law • . . 

"What do you have today?" Judge Baldwin repeated. 

"I have a lady, your Honor," I said, grabbing up my briefcase and 

leaping forward. It was our little joke: the judge followed that radio 

program. 
~ 

I handed the file cover to the reporter--"Thanks, Polly," he said­
/\ 

and the pleadings up to Judge Baldwin. I turned and beckoned my client 

from the back of the courtroom. She came up like a sprinter, with her 

muscular, energetic, circus-performer prance, lugging an enormous leather 

purse. The Judge halted her forward rush with his upraised hand ans swore 

her to tell the truth, 

she said. I am always 

to perjury. 

the whole truth, and nothing but-t}:- truth. 

touched by~.i~~~(::~ this archaic 

"I do 111 

prelude 



11Where shall I sit?" Mrs. Lahti asked. She glanced about her in a 

pretty state of confusion. "Poor little me," she seemed to s,:y. There was 

only one chair where she could possibly have sat and yet-it's a funny 

thing--half of them will invariably ask where they should sit. The judge 

and I had both remarked this phenomenon on previous occasions and we glanced 

at each other and exchanged faint smiles. 

"There," I said, pointing at the gaping and empty mahogany chair beside 

the judge's bench. Even the movies should haVie taught her where the goddam 

witness chair was. I occasionally speculated that these 11where-shall-I-sit11 

witnesses were really a sly folk, craftily bent upon impressing the judge 

with their pristine innocence and their pitiable need of his watchful pro­

tection from the pitfalls of the law. 

"Whewt'' lira. Lahti said, as she slid her severely girdled buttocks / 
U ~ r,,.. w-a,vni, "1;- ~ L ~ 

back against the rear of the witness chair. ~was perspiring a little 

and her backward slide was accompanied by a squealing sort of whistle that 

made me shiver. I~ was a want aa.y. And this was her big moment--her first 
-~ ·divorce. She coeked her h~and bathed the judge in her golden smile. 

This was evidently the full treatment. "Miss Personality-192811 I thought. 

The judge met this exposure splendidly, but I shuddered a trifle and leaned 
~-1/4¼,lt+,~ 

against the court reporter!s desk. The reporter~shot Mrs. Lahti an appraising 
tp,ts,iJ« ~ ~ ~. • ~ Yl'v(, ... W, I.C "fd,,, ~ 

glance from over his glasse54.. The-~~orter, a fat~bachelor who drank gin 
, ~~H<.W44- Jiif 

from a bottle during recesse~~~a~ :zr of the appraising glance. 

• I rattled my papers a little to attract her attention. On with the ~ 

task. "What is your name?" I asked •. , With luck I would be fishing up on 
~Jv --(; t.Kh ~ ~ s1tou1.Jumz.z. 

the Yellow Dog by sundo~-wa-e. w~ing outside in the car. 

(-i ~rv; ~~~~~/' 
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An AFrBHNCCl. DJ COUHT 

I sat in the courtroom keeping a dull eye on my briefcase, idly 

watching the proceedings, It was mid-atternoon in August 1944. I was 

watching my briefcase not because of its value, or the value of the 

papers in it, but because it held a pint of good whiskey. I nas awaiting 

my turn to rid my client of the chafing bonds of matrimony. Her name was 

1!.rs. Roso Lahti (a Finnish surname which ~ore nearly rhymes with haughty). 

She had married a Finnish rninec and had rapidly regretted it. He had not 

contested the caae. It occurred to me that regret was becoming the 

universal grounds for divorce, although most conservative liwyers still 

preferred to call it cruelty or desertion or adultery or non-support or 

some such--everything, in fact, but the dominant truth that one or both 

of the parties has changes his mind •.. 

Emmett Joselyn was putting in h.1.s male client's proof in an un­

contested divorce case. I saw that he was also rapidly putting old Judge 

Baldwin to sleep with his interminable questions. Joselyn, a dandruffy 

lawyer in his forties, had one of those mournful, hollow voices, the kind 

you frequently hear quoting sad poetry over the radio at midnight accom­

panied by a tremulous organ. I avertud my eyes, staring up at the glass 

dome over the ceiling of the courtroom. I observed that one of the stained 

glasses had dropped from its leads. The sun was shining through the hole 

made by the missing glass and I wished I was out fishing. The remaining 

glass in tho dome was pretty well streaked with soot and pigeon droppings, 

whlch reminded me that it hadn't rained in weeks and that the trou+-, streams 

were getting dangerou~ly low. 



I glanced back at my client. She was sitting there with her witnesses 

and she quickly nodded her head and flashed her smile at me, as though to 

encourage me to stick it out. We had made the mutual mistake of allowing 

her to pay for her divorce in full in advance, forgetting that it takes a 

pretty earnest lawyer to keop up his interest in a case after he had gotten 

his entire fee. And I was certainly not that kind of a lawyer. I nodded 

to her that I would not bolt and then glanced back at the droning Emr,ett 

Joselyn. 

Emmett was squinting keenly at his client. He asked still another 

involved question . Then he removed his tortoise shell glasses. He held 

the glasses polsed, so, and then asked another involved question and then 

carefully replaced his glasses. He had evidently soen this maneuver in a 

movie. He was trying to prove by his client that the client's wife was a 

common drunk. It saorned that his man didn't want custody of his children; 

he'd be charitable and leave them with the drunken wife; all he wanted was 

his freedom. 11Woulj you say that your wife, Helen, would becoJ:Je intoxicated 

whenever the occasion presented itself'!" Joselyn keenly shot at his client, 

again removing his glasses. "Yes," answered the client, I thought a little 

wearily, and so abruptly that he did not allow his lnwyer's glasses much 

tin:e otf for air. 

Outside a long double-header ore-drag puffed and spat its way up on 

a steel trestle to the long ore dock reaching out into Lake Superior, there 

tQ dump its dripping red carloads of iron ore into a waiting ore boat. I 

could see it all in miniature by merely turning my head. The sunlight 

glittered on the still lake. The din from the train necessarily suspended 

all activity in the courtroom, even Joselyri's and all present looked around 

at each other with that curiously vacant, waiting-room sort of expreseion that 



~eople wear under such circun:stances. Judge Baldwin glanced over at me and 

smiled and I shrugged my condolences that ho should have got stuck so long 

with Joselyn. For Joselyn was tha kind of xi lawyer that won his cases by 

boring the judge into a state of surrender. 

'!'here are few trades which rnen follow in which ono1 s ineptitudes be­

come more readily apparent to one's follow tradesmen than that of the 

practice of law. Joselyn was an :JJlept lawyer. And--like a deceived husband-­

an inept lawyer is often the last to suspoct the true state of affairs. 

He was n pleasant enough fellmJ; gracious and easy to deal with; but when 

it came to the h11rly-burly of u contentious law sliit he flew :into a panic 

and his dominant feeling see~ed largely one of dismay. He eeeroed happiest 

when he had an uncontested case, like the dreary divorce case he was now 

trying. He would spin the damn thing out, drowning the case in words, as 

though reluctant to abandon the luxurious feelirig of beil1g unopposed. 

Joselyn was a failure in his work; a nice guy and a failure. I felt 

sorry for hi~nt once sorr:, nnd unaccountably irked. He sh uld havo been 

a monk. I suspect there are monks who should be practicing la11·. I longed 

to dance over lightly behind him and give him a surpriso: a ariving kick 

in tho and thus try to infuse a littlo life into him; for once 

to make him angry, to forget his goddam glasses, and to bring him out 

81'inging and swearing and lunging and railing. Instead I sat there dully 

watching the macabre scene, lost in the hypnotic hwn of his words,JCJlllkx. 

waiting for my case ~o be called so that I could get my cl!ent her freedom 

and get myself out fishing. 

* * * 



"Vlhat do you have today, Mr. Biegler'?11 

It was Judge Baldwin, sr.iiling his kindly bearded smile at me. Lo, 

Joselyn was finally through and done nnd ,,as stutf'ing sheaves of papers 

into his briefcase, all the time smiling proudly at his client. I was 

tempted to go over and congratulate him on his splendid victory in an 

uncontested case but I concluded that this would be too gr atuitous an in-

sult to the poor fellow. He was bedevilled enough merely to have to continue 

the practice of law • •. 

11\':"hat do you huve today?" Judge Baldwin repeated. 

"I have a lady, your Honor, 11 I said, grabbing up rny briefcase and 

leaping forward. The judge followed that radio pr ogram. I handed the 

file cove1· to the reporter- -"Thanks, Polly, 11 he said--anci the pleadings 

up to Judge Baldwin. I turned and called rr.y client up from the back of the 

courtroom. She came up like a sprinter in full sail, with her muscular, 

energet.ic, circ11s-perfori:er walk, lugging an enormous leath.,r purse. The 

Judge halted her with his upraised hand and swore her to tell the truth, 

the w,ole truth, hnd nothing but the truth. I am alv1ays touched by this 

scene: this archaic prelude to perjury. 

11",here shall I sit '?11 Hrs. Lahti asked. She glanced about her in a 

pretty state of contusion. "Poor little me," she seemed to say. There was 

only one chair where sh9 could possibly have sat and yet--it ' s a funny 

thing--half of them will invariably ask where they shoald sit. The ju<lge 

and I had both remarked this phenomen.l on previous occasions and we glanced 

at each other and exchanged smiles. 

11There," I said, pointing at the e;aping end empty mahogany c1 1air 

beside tho judge's bench. Even the movies should have taught her where 



goddam witness c air was. I occaeionolly speculated that these 11where­

shall-I-eit11 witnesses were really a sly folk, craftily bent upon impressing 

the judge with their pristine jnnocenoe1~ p~ed of hie 
I\ 

protection from the pitfalls of the law. 

"Whew!" Mrs. Lahti said, as she slid her severely girdled buttocks 

back against the rear of the witness chair. She was perspiring a little • 
and this movement was accompanied by a squealing sort or whistle. It was 

a warm day. And this was he¢ig moment--her first divorce. Ona must 

excuse her ex.citeoent. She turned and bathed the judge in her golden 

smile. He met thia JIX1)fflQ'II exnosure splftndidly, but I shuddered a trifle 

and leaned against the court reporter's desk. l'hank heavens she did not 

cross her le~s. On her first trip to rriy office I had obseirVed her knotted 

varicose veins--and anyway this was a non- jury case. I always like to save the leg­

crosser:s. for a jury trial. The report.er shot ~s. Lahti an ap raising 

glance from over his glasses. The reporter, a fat bachelor who drank gin 

from a bottle du.ring recesses, was a zmster of the appraising glanco. 

I rattled rey papurs a little to attract he?)attention. On with the 

task. "What is your nam~·1 11 l asked. lUth luck I would be .fishing up on 

the Yellow Dog by sundown. My tackle was waiting outside in the car. 
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REFIJ!;CTl<l S Qt, ...._,, rHE WATER 

I stood on the Yellow Dog bridge and threaded my line through the 

~uides of my flyrod. High overhead and still in the sunlight an eagle 

soared, ~ajestically wheeling and tacking towards Lake Superior. From 

roy earthbound view the August sun hud disappeared, and the western sky 

was kindled and rapidly coming aflaree with the after glow: tonight it 

was akin to the sullen glow that might have been made had an angry forest 

fire raged in the hills near the headwaters of the Yellow LJog river, to 

the west of me. I watched the eagle and then I watched the SWlset, and 

for a tilr.eless moc::ent I forgot the trout that were feeding above the 

riffle just above the bridge where I stood. 'rhere was a quiet 11Plup! 11 

as another one rose, and my fingers shook with divine eagerness as I threaded 

the line through the last guide. And all the while thore was the musical 

gravelly tinkle of the Yelloi-, Dog, the sweetest and rcost devilish trout 

stream I have ever known, as it pitches and brawled and searched its way 

down to Lake Superior, the earth's .mightiest inland sea. 

I was elated to find Lh~t I had the river to myself, but for two 

reasons I wos not surprised: so many fisherffien were away in the war, and 

gas rationi~ kept nost of the rest of them far from the distant Yellow Dog. 

I chuckled unplensuntly to think that Hitler and Hirohito had conspired to 

make better trout fishing for Paul Biegler in the remote uppor peninsula 

of t!ichigan; and I chuckled again with even less glee, when I thougtt of 

how Paul Biegler, 4-F, had conspired r.t.th his gas stntion man to make this 

fishing trip available. 

* * * 



Asl stood there I reflected that war tended to make a swine out of any 

able-bodied man that wasn't in it up to his armpits: that this swinishness 

was merely a matter of degree: that even many of the littler bearers 

sweating under battle fire roust experience a ce~tain feeling of guilt that 

they weren't bearing arms; and that the farther one worked to the rear, away from • 

the fighting, the greater must be this curious sens6 of guilt, until finally 

oceans were leapt, a continent was traversed, and one fowid oneself thrust 

down at nightfall upon a lonely wooden bridge in northern .Michigan, a 

solitary fisher.man, contemplating his dubious status as a 4-F; a non-warrior 

who, while xkK other men screamed and died, was ridden to his sport on 

contraband tires he had bought from an eager felon, and propelled there by 

gaaolene he should never have burned. Ah, yes, this was a splendid sort of 

guilt, the kind that mado one wish to snap his best flyrod across his knee; 

this was the sort of w swinish guilt that made one Di.rilply an accessory to 

the enemy. But what of the complacent? Tho complacent! What of these 

sodden swino? Alas, we were all swine, but surely if it was a matter of 

ddgree, they wore the worst swine of all. I felt a little bett6r. I lQoked 

up at the sky but the eagle had disappeared fro~ view ... 

Uy reverie was broken by the roar and rush of a logginp truck approaching 

from the north. It was swirling down upon me like an evil genie surrounded 

by its own magic cloud of dust. I pressed back against the railing of the 

bridge, foolishly holding my precious fly rod out over the watert.o protect 

it. The truck driver slowed down for the bridge, then rumbled across the 

loose planking, grinning at me, the groaning load of greer. hardwood log• 

swaying precariously. I shrunk against the r ailing. The truck lurched to 

a stop on the other side and the driver etilfly got out and proceeded to 

urinate~ainst a front tire. I pretended to be absorbed with oy leader. 



"How's fishin'?" the driver called to rr.e. 

"I dunno," I called back. "I haven't started yet." 

"You better get gab', Bub1 It'll be dark soon." 

"I know," I said, lying easily. 11I had a flat on the way up. 11 

The truck driver wqlked up to where I stood on the bridge1 He was a 

Finn, about my own age, I concluded, about twenty-eight or thirty. By 

his bee-stli.ng lO'Wer lip I could see that he was chewing snuff. A little 

of the juice had dribbled down his chin. He silently walched me while I 

selecged a fly and tied it to the leander. 

"You got a nice bunch of flies there," he said. 

"Yes," I said. "But ther•re getting sort of hard to get. They 

tell me it's the hooks--since the war-it's the hooks that are hard to get. 11 

I was making talk so that he wouldn't hear the steady plash of the trout 

rising above the bridge. He did not seem to hear t r e trout rising, but 

I whistled a little and IIl.'.lde some f alse casts downstream to further detract 

him, working out line. 

"Say, you're Polly Biegler-the new lawyer down in Chippewa, ain't you': 11 

11Why, yes," I said brightly, both pleased and nettled that he should 

have recognized me. 11,,hat' s yours'!" 

"Arvo Lampinen," he said. "Shake." 

We stood there on the bridge while I shook his moist hand. All the 

while the mosquitoes whined around us. He glanced quickly at my car parked 

oft the road, and then back at me. A crafty look had come into his eyes. 

He had spotted my A &,as sticker pasted on the windshield. 

"Say," he said. 1111m dumpin' this load of pig-iron in Chippewa tonight 

an I layin ' over till mornin 1 
• 

11 

"Oh?" I said. 



He glanced upstream and downstream and lowered his voice. 111 wqs 

~ figurin ' to buy a little bottle tonight when I get to town--thut is 

if I could raise the price." 

"Yes?" I said politely. 

"I was wonderin1--ah- I was figurin' that if I could sell a few of 

these here gas coupons- -ah--I could raise the price of a bottle.!' He held 

a wad of gas coupons in his hand. I could see that there wore a lot of 

fishing trips i n those coupons. 

I patriot,ically eyed my fellow swine as sternly as possible. ''No 

thank you," I said. 

"Okay, okay, okay," he said smiling. "No hard feelings . " 

"None at all, 11 I said. 

11~ie11, I gotta be goin', 11 he said. "Gotta get rid or my load of 

bundles for Betlin. Sde you later. " He jerked his thumb toward the 

river. "Don't take ' em all," he said. 

"Not tonight," I said. "So- long,Lampinin. 11 

"So- long, Biegler. Be seein 1 you. 11 

I stood on the bridge and watched him while he walked to his truck, 

expertly cupped the snuff from his lip with his index finger and flung it 

away, and then got in and roared the motor. I watched the truck while it 

rolled through its series of grinding gear shifts, slowly gathering speed 

like a great retreatinr, beast. I WQtched it until it swirled around a far 

curve in a cloud of dust . "Bundles tor Berlin." I stood there, listening 

' to its fitful, diminishing roar. And all the while the greedy trout were 

plashing at my feet. Then, when I could no longer hear the truck, I slowly 

took down my rod and leaned heavily against the railing of the bridge. 

Siiently I watched the faint afterglow in the west. I was shiver ing. It was 

nearly dark. It seemed that it had suddenly grown cold and that I no longer 

wanted to fish. 



1 

I 
I 

I 
I 

Paul I gradually came to be shocked at the preoccupation of most people 

o~er t~e' dreary business 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 tor jest. He had seen too much of its earneatneaa 

about him. He suppoxed it was just as brutally necessary as breathing or 

going to the bathroom. Yet pttople did not constantly talk and think about 

those bodily functions. It was a matter ot proportions ••• 

He was always to be suspicious and, at times, a trifle envious of the 

ambitious, the successful; of those who wanted to 11get ahead" or those who 

got ahead. Most of hie playmates had their eyes 11on the .main chance." 

Paul often wondered what the main chance was. Was one's destiny on earth 

conf'.ined 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. I! he believed he felt he 

would be lost. 

By this time he had rend a nu.r.:ber of cleverly cynical and satiric books 

and articles by men who derided this American preoccupation with money and 

worldly goods. Their diatribes were usually asaociated with gibes at 

Rot arians 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 •tate of atfaira. His 

teeling was one ot abiding dismay and sadness. He• felt sorry tor them. 

He was appalled at the waste or living. There was no !wi, no joy ..• 

That was it! It was the joylessness of their existence-the dull, 

groping, eplintered lives they led. There was no hilarity, no spontaneity, no 



zest, no giving out ••• Their occasional tits ot 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 tor enjoyment. There was a wild goat-like joy in his 

eating, j07 in his drinking, undoubtedly there was joy in his sexual en­

counters, in his tishing and hunting--even in his epic rages. The man lived ••• 
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, _ Paul came gradually to aense that the eaaenee ot people's lives waa 

' •◄ecret and unseen, locked tar below the surtace in dreams and nemories as 
A 

deep as Hell iteel!': that the day-to-day ~wling, working, eating, brog3ing, 

drinking tollow was but a tragroent of the whole man, like the lap_r:ed fro~en 

peak to tho great subrnorged iceberg, the quiet cone to the festering volcano, 

the slender projecting spire to the engul.ted cathedral. Poople simply did not 

know each other. He did not know hie p:trenta, hie brothers, his triendss 

they knew him not at all. And there was no help tor it. 

For he was haunted, too, by the slow realization that tbe human modea 

ot communicat1Mf this seething buried lite, ono to the other, were still but 

little removed tram a series of grunts or the cavernan'o crude scrawls and 

drawings oo his ancient, emoke-arimed wall. 

Uust there only be occasional, fugitive, fleeting gleams? Hon to tell, 

Ho" to eay? How ahall I articul te rq beautiful, ghastly dream? Who will 

tell me his? There waa alO'tt, quiet terror in the thought: Waa not all this 

the key to the essential loneliness ot man? How to toll? how to say? ilI1 

unhappy Ir1ahcan called Jo7ce hnd tom out his vitals trying to toll... aa 

this, then, the reason tor the terrible compulaioo--why mon strivo, sweat, 

blunder, lurch nnd stumble, blindly !nil, yot rise and strive o.gnin--to 

mould, fashion, carve, build, to create'? They roust try to aay, they must 

try to tell ... 

Thoughts like these made Paul despair of evor becoming a writer. Christ, 

what was the use! Laggard worda, the ordinary reaouroos of language, aeer.ed 

W, .faint tinklings and little bolls, lost and helplees to convey this vast 

deop realm ot dream and shndow. It aeet:1ed to hirn, sometimes, that entire new 

symbols, even new modes, of human couJnunication were imperative. 



, 

en did not tell because thffy could not tell. 

"But there is music, 11 he mused, ",es, n:usic--it is tho closest ,,e have 

yet came ••• " At times, in hie monstrous longing towards release, towards 

utterance, htt thoU£ht he would try to booome a composer. 

Ah, that was it! A composer or reusio. 

The thunderouo applause subsided. The audience lights o! Carnegie 

Hall gradualJ.7 di."1f:led. Only a waiting, rustling hush prevailed. Paul 

Biegler raised his baton. He was slightly stooped and somewhat gray about 

the temples, im"lardly ravaged by his secret, searing viaionu, yet still 

slender and handsome in his evening clothes. Two hundred-count thsm, 

two hundred!-trai11ed musicians wntched for his aigual. Then slowly his 

arms descended and rose as the string oection--or perhaps just 1,he muted 

tirat violins-\fhiepered n.nd sighed t l ,, haunting, ~c ing opening bars of 

his latest composition, th~ tonu }!31 poem 11Tho Burning Earth. 11 lo, no, 

no--that was going to be hie hook! How ubcut "A Walk on the Ocean Floor11? 

Yea, that rm lld mako a shumoling lam out of Dobuesy... .1.his wae ita 

electritying world prer.dere •.. 

Strong oen broke do,n and eobbed. Beautiful woman tore at their 

heaving bodicee or quietly swooned. For tonight they were mde to under­

stand many locked and hidden places ot the heart, and shame had dropped 

away ••. 
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REFLECTIOOS 00 THE WATER 
l 

I stood on the Yellow Dog bridge and threaded my line through the 

guides of my flyrod. High overhead and still bathed in the fading sun­

light an eagle soared, majestically wh~ ling and tacking its way towards ,.. 
Lake Superior. From my earthbound view the August sun had disappeared, and 

t 
the western sky was kindled and rapidly coming afame with the af'terglow. 

" In seconds it was akin to the sullen glow that might have been made had an 

angry forest fire raged in the hills near the headwaters of the Yellow Dog 

river. I watched the eagle and then I watched the sunset, and for a timeless 

moment I forgot the trout that were feeding above the riffle just above t he 

bridge where I stood. There was a quiet 11plupl" as another trout rose and 

my fingers shook with divine eagerness as I threaded the line through the 

last guide. And all the while there was the musical, gravelly tinkle of 

the Yellow Dog, the sweetest and most devilish trout stream I have ever 

known, as it pitched and brawled and searched its way dovm to Lake Superior, 

the earth's mightiest inland sea. 

I was elated to find that I had the river to myself, but for two 

reasons I was not surprised: so many fishermen were away in the war, and 

gas rationing kept most of the rest of them far from the distant Yellow Dog. 

I chuckled unpleasantly to think that Hitler and Hirohito had conspired to 

make better trout fishing tor Paul Biegler in the remote upper peninsula 

of Michigan; and I chuckled again, with even less glee, when I t r ought of 

how Paul Biegler, 4-F, had conspired with his gas station man to make this 

fishing trip possible. 

* * * 



As I stood there I reflected that war tended to make a swine out of any 

able-bodied man that wasn't in it up to his armpits: that this swinishness 

was merely a matter of degree: that even living soldiers, viewing their dead 
1-1rreR 

comrades, must ,assess some odd sense of guilt; that the ~ibtlez~bearers 

sweating under the whine of battle fire must in turn experience a certain 

feeling of guilt that they weren't bearing arms; and that the farther one 

worked to the rear, away from the actual fighting, the greater must be this 

curious sense of guilt, until finally oceasa were leapt~ ontinent was 
~r ,.... 

traveresed, and one found oneself thrust down at nightfall upon a lonely 

wooden bridge in northern llli.chigan; a solitary fisherman contemplating his 

dubious status as a 4-F; a non-warrior who, while other young men screamed 

and died, was ridden to his sport on contraband tires he had bought from 

an eager felon, propelled there by gasoline he should never have burned. 

Ah, yes, this was asplendid sort of guilt, the kind that made one wish to 

snap his best flyrod across his knee; this was the sort of ll swinish guilt 

that made one purely an accessory to the enemy. But what of the complacent? 

The complacent! What of these sodden swine? Alas, we were all swine, but 

surely, if it ~ matter of degree, they were the worst swine of all. I 
/\ 

felt a little better. I looked up at the sky but the eagle had disappeared 

from view •.• 

My reverie waw broken by the roar and rush of a logging truck approaching 

from the north. It was swirling down upon me like an evil genie surrounded 

by its own magic cloud of dust. I pressed back against the railing of the 

bridge, foolishly holding my precious fly rod out over the wa&wrtax water to 

protect it. The truck driver slowed down for the bridge, then rumbled across 

the loose planking, grinning at me, the groaning load of green hardwood logs 



swaying precariously. I shrunk against the railing. The truck lurched to 

a stop on the other side and the driver stiffly got out and proceeded to 

urinate against a front tire. I pretended to be absorbed with my leader. 

"How's fishin'?" the driver called to me. 

"I dunno," I called back. "I haven't started yet." 

"You better get goin', Bub. It'll be dark soon." 

"I know," I said, lying easily. "I had a flat on the way up." 

The truck driver walked up to where I stood on the bridge. He was a 

Finn, about my own age, I concluded, about twenty-eight or thirty. By hts 

bee-stung lower lip I could see that he was chewing snuff. A little of the 

juice had dribbled down his chin. He silently watched me while I selected 

a fly and tied it to the leader. 

"You got a nice bunch of flies there, 11 he said. 

"Yes," I said. "But they're getting sort of hard to get. They tell 

me it's the hooks--since the war--it 1s the hooks that are hard to get." I 

was making talk so kiacx that he wouldn't hear the steady plash of the trout 

rising above the bridge. He did not seem to hear the trout rising, but 

I whistled a little and made some false casts downstream to further distract 

him, working out line. 

"Say, you're Polly Biegler--the ,_.. lawyer down in Chippewa, ain't you?­

the one that's runnin' for prosecutin' attorney?" 

"Why, yes," I said brightly, both pleased and nettled that he should have 

reoognized me. "What's yours?" 

"Arvo Lampinen," he said. "Shake." 



We stood there on the bridge while I shook his moist hand. All the 

while the mosquitoes whined around us. He glanced quickly at my car parked 

off the road, and then back at me. A crafty look had come into his eyes. 

Me had spotted my A gas sticker pasted on the windshield. 

"Say, 11 he said. "I'm dumpin' this load of pig-iron in Chippewa tonight 

an' layin' over till mornin'." 

11Oh? 11 I said. 

He glanced upstream and downstream and lowered his voice. He was 

making ll conspirator out of me. "I was figurin' to buy a little bottle 

tonight when I get to town--that is if I could raise the price." 

11Yes?" I said politely. 

"I was wonder1n1--ah--I was figurin' that if I could sell a few of 

these here gas coupons--ah--I could raise the price of a bottle.'' He held 

a wad of gas coupons in his hand. It was plain that there were a lot of 

fishing trips in those coupons. 

I eyed my fellow swine as patriotically as possible. "No thank you," 

I said. I felt like Patrick Henry with his pants down. 

"Okay, okay, okay," he said smiling. "No hard feelings." 

"None at all," I said. 

"Well, I gotta be goin'," he said. "Gotta get rid of my load of 

bWldles tor Berlin. See you later." He jerked his thumb toward the river. 

"Don't take •em all," he said. 

"Not tonight," I said. "So-long, Lampinen." 

He was walking away. "So-long, Biegler. Be seein' you. Good luck in 

the election1" 

"Thanks," I said. 



I stood on the bridge and watched him while he paused at bis truck, 

expertly cupped out the snuff from his lip with his index finger, arld then 

climbed in the truck and roared the motor. I wat~ched the truck while it 

slowly rolled through its series of grinding gear shifts, gathering speed 

like a great retreating beast. I watched it until it swayed around a far 

curve in a cloud of dust. "Bundles for Berlin." I stood there, listening 

to its fitful, diminishing roar. And all the while the greedy trout were 

splashing at my feet. Then, when I could no longer hear the truck, I 

slowly took down my rod and leaned heavily against the railing of the bridge. 

Silently I watched the faint afterglow in the west. I was shivering. It 

was nearly dark. I remembered my bottle of whiskey. I discovered that it 

had suddenly grmm cold and that I no longer wanted to fish. 
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A DE'BATE WITH HENRY CLAY 
~ j!,,,,Y 1/w 

The night was 

quitoes ~away. 

warm and as soon as I got rolling the"hum of iM mos-

Steering with my knee I opened a bottle of beer and 

then fumbled for my brief case and took a drink of whiskey. I quickly 

gulped a drink of beer for a chaser and put the whiskey in the glove com­

partment. I lit a cigar and settled back and held the car at thirty-five. 

That was the nation-wide speed limit, designed to save tires, and I was 

determined to be a burning patriot the rest of that day even if it meant that 

I wouldn't eat till midnight. 

This was a sort of an obscene luxury: slouching back against the 

cushion and driving down the darkened road, listening to the eager bite of 

;he tires on the gravel, my face fanned by the night air, aware of but not 

seeing the rushing black wall of trees on either side of the road. I 

balanced the bottle of beer on the seat cushion, between my legs, occasionally 

flicking the ashej off of one of the Italian cigars Luigi had taught me to 

smoke. Each time I would flick the ashes into the tray I would see a lit tle 

spot of red reilected in the windshield. I flipped on the radio and felt 

like a big shot ••• 

I healtd the low hum of the radio warming up. Maybe I could get the 

Benny Goodman trio. Maybe-
.,,.. -

"now nearing daylight in Paris," tr.e radio suddenly blared. "The city 
t\ 

is still seething with the excitement and turmoil of its liberation yesterday 

by French and American troops. 

America, this ancient capitol 

We now take you-" 

The celebration still goes on ••• Yes, 
1o 

has survived i/fJ once again be called gay Paree •.• 
/' 



I nearly spilled my beer as I lunged forward to shut off the radio. 

Paris had fallen. The European war would soon be over. I tumbled for the 

whiskey bottle in the glove comi:artment. "Here's to Paul Biegler, 4-F," 

I said, taking a big drink. I discovered that I was trembling. "Take it 

easy, Biegler," I said aloud. I'd have to get hold of myself. What was 

eating me? What was it that gloomy old professor of philosophy had told --~ ~~~--· us at Ann Arbor that time? 'fhat was before the War✓ It was his last lecture. 

Yes ••• It was old Professor Joachim-I'd recently read of his death. I 

remembered now; I'd leanred it by heart. And I had never forgotten the look 

of somber disillusioo on his face as he had spoken to us callow stud4nts. 

"Every man carries in his heart the rebuttal to his mm wrong-doing," 

Professor Joachim had said. "There are many names for it: c:onscience, 

awareness of evil, a sense of guilt; these are just a few. And it cannot 

be denied that some men appear quite successful in growing a callous over 

the heart so that this feeling might not escape to haunt them. These men 

think they are too crafty or too proud to debate with Evil; they try to 

bury it. But theJdelude themselves. Always they delude themselves •.. For 

evil locked in the heart lies festering, spreading and expanding until one 

day lol the heart must burst-drenching and corrodin~~ consuming its ~,,, ,, (tl1' wvi,u.,/, I / wretched ~ in the accumulated pus of ,his Evil. 'Yes, my young friends," k ..l"'-'V{ 

/J " " ~J r.v.ever fear to debate with your personal devil. It is better that way. 11 I 

He had smiled a little. "You may not always defeat him but-if you are lucky--
J--.Jlv. 

he may not blleek"your heart.•• Good day." 
dl!~• I 

Ever since then, with a~ touch of whimsey, I had called my conscience f\ 

Henry Clay. Henry hadn't given me much trouble lately. But tonight it looked 

like we'd better have a little meeting. Leave us face it. On with the debate ••. 



Paul Biegler: Look, Henry, don't keep giving me a bad ti.me because I'm not 

Henry Clay: 

in this goddam war. You know yourseli' I have every legitimate 

reason in the world for not wearing a uniform. Now for Christ's 

silke, lay off, will you? What's more, I'm hungry and I want 

to eat. 

. ~ 
Young man, l' m not giving you a 'bad t1m~ as you /\vulgarly choose 

to call it. And may I remind you th2tt you also chose to start 

this distasteful discussion. Eat and be damnedl However, if 

your "reason" is as legitma.te as you say it is, I shall be most 

happy to listen to it, and, if I deem it adequate, to henceforth 

"lay oft. " You may proceed. 

Paul Biegler~airily): "rleason~ helll There's lots of reasons. 

H. C. 

P. B. 

H. C. 

P. B. 

"Indeed? Then please go on. It's getting late. 

Well, now, let1 s see ••• Oh, yes • .. Reason number one. You 

remember that time I cracked :,rib playing football in highfchool? 

~ U..u may also xemenm~ that I got pl~isy out of that deal,.H 
7,v,p r " " 
~ we now discover it's left a nice big scar on my left lung. 

~ 

I've even seen it myself in the X-ray •.• Doc showed it to me. 

I'm not physically fit, see? 

~~ ~\,::~~h2; g:s~~watching 

you.~ -hun&ed pound packs up to deer camp each fall. Most 
'\ 

remarkable... ._ r . ... ~ ,1, I 
J>.6.~ tU ~.AIJ'(,(,Ul,l'W?"'. ~ 
~ Reason number two: You also know)\my mother, Belle, is a widow, 

and that she's got a bad heart, and that I'm her sole means of 

support ••• In this war we call that a draft deferment for de­

pendency, see1 



H. C. 

P. B. 

H. C. 

P. B. 

H. c. 

P. B. 

H. C. 

"Hm ••• 1~4:':rvic• .J;,,. allotment ~care of k. 
~. And it seems to me I recall that she sent you through law 

school and aas virtually supported you Wltil recently from the 

property your father left her when he died. But perhaps I am mis-

taken." 
now ? ~- '~~~v(.. 

11Then--er-;'1et's see, what• s my next reason. Oh yes. HaPflY Cray; -<-
/\ 

.,:);'t 
is on the draft board and he's also OJUi rJf t.he officialt of the 

" Iron Cliffs Ore Company. Do you get it?" 

111' m afraid I don I t quite follow you. Will you please eludidate111 

"Well--ah- 4 that is... You see,} Harrr ~ es my boss, Walter 

" Holbrook--they gol£ together and go deerhunting each fall, thenlt 

Florida in the winter. 

Holbrook is also local 

They're but::,.:••? •.. Well , Walter 
./Ji, \ - -

COW\sel for {\,mining company.A and 

I work in Walter's law office, see?" 

"It's a trifle clearer, I must confess, but I'm still not con-
~ ~~ 

vinced your1re not omitting somethi -ig from this gloomy recital." 
I f 

"Well--er--oh, yes •.. Walter likes me-I 1ve been dating his 

daughter, Maida, a lot lately, see?-and what's more, Walter was 

the one that got me to run for prosecutor of the county against 
e,.,,,,.f,~ 

a guy the mining &PeWd says is entirely too friendly with the 
le ,.. 

c.1.o. ~.a,~r"i!,11.-c ' (Defiantly) Now do you see?" 

11It' s ;ad:~~ly coming to me :'trWut: pray, what do they call 
A 

I 

~ in th., War?" 

P.B. §gloomily): "They call that being engaged in essential employment." 



H.C. (archly): 

P.B. (glmrumly) 

H.C.: 

H. C.: 

P. B. 

H.C. (drily) 

P.B. 

H.C. 

11You have an apt name for everything nowadays, haven •t you .•. 

Hm.,. Are there any more reasons?" 

"Yes ••• The fourth reason is that I've played poker and gotten 

drunk with the doctor for the local draft board. Not once but 

many times. He's the guy that examined me, see? But there's even 

more to it than that. One night he went out on a party with a 

young m1rse. They ran off the road. The police fowid them in 

the ditch, both drWlk and without any clothes on. In December 

month, too. 11 

"How very droll ••. " 

"Anyway, I got them out of it, see?" 

"Out of the ditch, you mean?" 

"No, out of the godaam case. And don't try to be funny. I 

quashed everything..-even Doc'- wife~ never heard about it." 

"Young man, you appear to have all of the attributes of a most 
~ 

successful attorney. But what do you people ~ A this in this 

War1-perhaps a kind of extra vision that enables your doctor 

friend to see scar tissue where none had existed before? Do not 

be offended--I 1m merely curious." 

"I think in some quarters they call it gratitude... People don't 

talk about it much in connection with the draft." 
9 

11Hm ••• Perhaps tiil\shouldn1t have mentioned it. 
.wv"t' 

Are there any 

It's getting quite late and past my bed time." ,,. • 'ore reasons? ~-
P.B.(~ "Yes, t'here's one more. I've put it last, but perhaps it really 

belongs first. I--11 

H.C.( quickly): "Are you sure you want to tell it?" 

P.B. "Yes, goddamit, I've got to tell. I've got tol It-it's because 

I don't want to go to war. 



H.C. (suavely): "Ohl Now at last we're getting someilhere... And why don 1 t 

you want to go to Viar?" 

P.B. 11Because--oh Christ--it' s because I'm afraid, Why did you make 

me tell, it damn youl I'm afraid--l'm afraidl How do you like 

those apples? Paul Biegler's afraid of his goddam skin1" 

H.C. (with dignity) "I think your last statement is the most honest 

you've made tonight. Now, if you will excuse me. 

departure. It's growing chilly." 

assertion 

I
1

~ take ey 
I\ 

P. B. (anxiously) 

H.C. ( quietly) 

P.B.(hopefully): 

H.C.(softly): 

P.B.( crushed): 

"But aren't you going to give .me your verdict? Haven't you any 

rebuttal to offer?" 

111' m afraid not, yowig man. I have just this to say: in our 

day we had a Latin maxi.JD that may not be inappropriate to your 

case. It ran: "res ipsa loquitur." It is my only conment." 

"What does that mean?" 

11Forgive me, I forget how poorly you modern lawyers are equipped 

to practice your professicns. It means: "The thing speaks for 

itself." Goodnight. I must leave." 

"Goodnight, Mr. Clay. Thank you, Sir." 

I reached for the whiskey bottle and held it to my lips. I 

grabbed for the wheel as the car nearly ran off the road. It was as 

bad as that. , 1 

Near Hairpin Bend I surprised three deer: a doe and two fawns, the doe 

about to cross the road. The fawns stood there with glowing eyes, frozen, and 
Gv fun:v:/ .vi/ 

•& @e.ae po!,1Gb•Z,:-could have had them easily, but the doe slanted off shadow-like 

to the right, her graceful neck bobbing as she flashed back into cover. 



Occasionally I would rush into a mist-filled dip in the road, and driving 

through these pockets of mist was like piercing a cool veil of gauze, which 

I did to the~paniment of the frogs--surely one of the most ancient night 
m~ • " 
.eo•mds made anywhere on earth. 

" When I got to the Boise river l stopped on the bridge and looked down-

stream. I shut off the motor and 
~ - I• 

had another boilermaker. I flipped my cigar 
I\ 

into the river. 11Psst," it went. There were no fishermen by the bridge, but 

farther downstream, almost. to the Big Dead River, I could see the glowing 
,g C,(ru,I" ! J. .i .., • 

fires of night fishermen. /\"Haloo!" one of them shouted. 11Vere dat you, 

Incher'l 11 I remained silent--since I wasn't Incher and furthermore t he breeze 

was against me. These would be bait-fishing Swedes, who dearly love to fish 

the Boise at night. They were mostly miners on the day shift who would hurry 

out directly from the mine, gather wood and make a huge fire, and then spend 

the night in dozing and pulling in big rainbow trout and passing the bottle or­

if the trout weren't biting-merely in dozing and passing the bottle. I started 

the motor and drove away ••• 

The Big Dead bridge; the Barnhardt bridge; then someone standing in a 

lighted doorway holding a pail at Korpi's farm, the first habitation; then two 

more deer on the side of the road; the Little Dead bridge; Deer Lake-and 

then the fi~st lights of Chippewa, coming from the towering shafthouse of the 

Ludlow Mine; then the Chippewa cemetery-I could see the looming marble shaft 

of the Biegler monument from the corner of my eye--then the stop at u. s. 41; 

down Second Street to Bank; over on Bank Street to the 6ity square; Jill past ~ 

drinking fountain with its statue of the Chippewa Indian chief; and then to a 

stop at a red traffic light. 



I looked up over the ld.ners I State Bani. My office was dark but there 

was a light on in Walter Holbrook's office. The venetian blinds were drawn. 

Walter must be working--or perhaps it was merely the cleaning lady •.• The 

light changed and I swung to the left and then turned into the alley behind 

Luigi's and locked the car. I could hear the juke box playing through the 

screen door. It was an old tune, "As Time Goes By,n resurrectttd and made 

famous by Bergman and Bogart in a movie 
!)A) .., i"~ rJJ 

record. Rudy Valee was singing the 

caied "Casablanca. 11 It was an old 
J A .I. fY fl "'U~ ~--1 ; 

chorus ~ !tonight it appeared ~ /\was 

singing~ through the left nostril ••. 

* * 



-l l 
t_ 

,· 
AN AFTEI!lobN..· COURT 

It was mid-afternoon in Augush 1944. I sat in the courtroom keeping 

a dull eye on my briefcase, idly watching the proceedings. I was watching 

my briefcase not because of its value, or the value of the papers in it, but 

because it held a pint of good whiskey. I was awaiting my turn to rid my 

client of the chafing bonds of d matrimony. Her name was Hrs. Rose Lahti 
/?'l'--,:v?-n.V 

(a Finnish surnal't'e'-which more nearly rhymes with naughty). She had married 
(\ 

a Finnish miner and had rapidly regretted it. He had not contested the 

case. It occurred to rre that regret was becoming the universal grounds for 

divorce, although most conservative lawyers still prefereed to call it 

cruelty or desertion or adultery or non-sup)i()rt or soree such-everything, 

in fact, but the dominant itruth that one or both of .the parties had changed 

his mind •.• 

F.mmett Joselyn was putting in his .rr.ctle client's proof in an uncon-

tested divorce case. I saw that he was also rapidly putting old Judge 

Baldwin to sleep with his interminable questions. 1ven from where I sat 

I could see the old Judge's eyes growing glazed with boredom. There was 

no jury. Joselyn, a dandruffy lawyer in his forties, had one of those 

mow'Ilful, hollow voices; the kind you frequently hear quoting sad poetry 

over the radio at midnight accompanied by a tremulous organ. I averted my 

eyes, staring up at the glass dome over the ceiling of tha courtroom. ~ 

-observed GRat~ of the smaller stained glasses had dropped from its leads~ 

~e sun waa shining through the hole made by the missing glasa,ead I wi1h•d: 

I ¥.•ae et.It f'..i.~AB• The remaining glass in the dome was pretty v,ell streaked 

with soot and pigeon droppings, which reminded me that it hadn't rained in 

weeks and that the trout streams were getting dangerously low. 



I glanced bnck at my client. She was sitting there like a broJ hon 

amone her little knot of witnesses. Seeing me looking she quickly nodded 

her head and flashod her smile at me as though to encourage me to stick 

it out . We had made the mutual mistake of allowing her to pay for her 

divorce in full in advance, forgetting that it takes a pretty earnest 

lawyer to keep up his interest in a case after he had gott~n his entire 

fee. And I was certainly not that kind i>! ab lawyer. I smiled and nodded 
~ tk(/(J'U~. 

to her so that she might not think that I would~ Once aga~ was . ,,,. . 
~ 

irresistibly drawn to the droning of Emmett Joselyn. r/\.~ • <'.. ---(..,1 
I\ II~/~~/• Al~~ 

Emmett was squinting keenly at his client/\ "Hr:l, ~~sed. At r 
length he asked another involved question. Then he rernoved his tortoise- \ 

shell~ glasses. IIHJn. II He held the glasses poised, awaiting the 

answer, and then posed another lone question. He then cor~fully replaced 

his glasses. 11Hm. 11 He had evidently seen this maneuver in a movie. He 

appeared to be trying to prove by his client that the client's wife was a 
?~~~~a..~~~U>-. 

common drunk. .QQa could al.fust snell 'f-he vihi!key flowing in the courtroom. 
I\ 

he- •a1 .dQ' og 8-liCh a gl"aT:d jeb... I was even developing a mild case of sym-

pathetic hiccoughs. It seemed that his client didn ' t want custody of his 

children; he'd be charitable and leave them with the drw1ken wife; all he 

wanted was hia freedom. "Would you say that your wife, Helen, would become 

intoxicated whenever the occasion presented itself?" Joselyn keenly shot at 

his client, again removing his glasses. 11 Yes," answered the client, I thought 

a little wearily, and so abruptly that he did not allow his lawyer ' s glasses 

much time off for air. And so it went •.. 

t 



Outside a long double-header ore-drag puffed and spat its way up on the 

steel trestle leading to the long ore dock reaching out into Lake Superior, 

there to dump its dripping red carloads of iron ore into a waiting ore boat. 

I could see it all in miniature by merely turning my head. The sunlight 

glittered on the still lake. The din from the locomotives necessarily sus­

pended all activity in the courtroom, even Joselyn'a, and all present looked 

around at each other with that curiously vacant, waiting-room sort of ex­

pression that people wear under such circ~tances. Judge Baldwin glanced over 

at me and smiled and I shrugged my condolences that he should have got stuck so 

long with Joselyn. For Joselyn was the kind of lawyer that won his cases by 

boring the judge into~ state of surrender. 

There are few trades followed by men in which one's ineptitudes be­

come more readily apparent to one's fellow tradesmen than that of the 

practice of law. An inept lawyer is something like a deceived husband--

he is often the last to suspect the true state of affairs. Joselyn was an 

inept lawyer. In fact his ineptitude amounted to a low form of genius- ..., 
t?J,l Wr:t<P a,, H;LU,_;,v,,-d, _£/rz,,~ ~; ~ Cvnd ~ t ~ ~; ~ 

A his mind sRemect crammed wit~ afl manner of plausible propositions of law. 

But when it came to the hurly-burly of a contentious law-suit he invariably 

flew into a panic and his dominant f'eeling seemed lareely one of dismay. He 

appeared happiest when he had an uncontested case, like the dreary divorce 

cas~ he was now trying. He would spin the drum thing out, drmming the case 

in words, as though reluctant to abruidon the luxurious feeling of being un­

opposed. 

Joselyn was a failure in his work; a nice guy and a failure. I felt 

sorry !or him--at once sorry and unaccountably irked. He should have been 



a monk. I suspect there are a number of monks who should be practicing law. 

I longed to dance over lightly behind him and give him a big surprise: a 

driving kick in the coccyx, and thus try to infuse a little life into him; 

for once to make him angry, to forget his goddam glasses, and to bring 

him out swinging and swearing and lWlging and railing. Instead I sat there 

dully watching the .mncabre scene, lost in the hYJXlotic hum of hie words, 

waiting for my case to be called so that I could get my restless client her 

freedom--and get her restle$$ lawyer out fishing. 

"What do you have today, llr. Biegler?" 

It ~as Judge Bald~in, s~iling his kindly bearded smile nt ree. Lo, 

Joselyn was finally through and done and was stuffing sheaves of papers 

into his briefcase, all the time smiling proudly at his client. I was 

tempteK to go over and congratulate him on his splendid victory in his un­

contested cuse, but I concluded that this would be too gratuituoa an insult 

to the poor fellow. He was bedevilled enough merely to have to continue b 

the practice of law •.. 

"What do you have tode.y'/11 Judge Baldwin repeated. 

111 have a lady, your Honor," I Aaid, grabbing up my briefcase and 

leaping 

program. 

forward. It was our little joke: the judge followed that radio 

I handed the file cover to the~rter--11Thanks, Polly, r: he said-­,._ 

and the pleadings up to Judge Baldwin. I turned and beckoned my client 

from the back of the courtroom. She curee up like a sprinter, with her 

muscular, energetic, circus-performer prance, lugging an enormous leather 

purse. The Judge halted her forward rush with his upraised hand and swore 

her to tell the truth, tho whole truth, and nothing but the truth. 111 do!" 

she said. I am always touched by this quaint ritual: this archaic prelude 

to perjury. 



.. 

"Where shall I sit?" Urs. Lahti asked. She glanced about her in a 

pretty state of confusion. "Poor little me," she seemed to s,:y. There was 

only one chair where she could possibly have sat and yet--it's a funny 

thing-half ot them will invariably ask where they should sit. The judge 

and I had both remarked this phenomenon on previous occasions end we glanced 

at each other and exchanged faint smiles. 

"There," I said, pointing at the gaping and empty mahogany chair beside 

the judge's bench. tven the movies should have taught her where the goddam 

witness chair was. I occasionally speculated that these 11where-shall-I-sit 11 

witnesses were really a sly folk, craftily bent upon irapressing the judge 

with their pristine innocence and their pitiable need of his watchful pro­

tection from the pitfalls of the law. 

"Whew!" !!rs. Lahti said, as she slid her severely girdled buttocks 

back against the rear of the witness chair. She was perspiring a little 

and her backward slide was accom~~nied by a squealine sort of whistle that 

made me shiver. It was a warm day. And this was her big reoment--her first 
~ 

divorce. She cocked her h~and bathed the judge in her golden smile. 

This was evidently the full treatment. "!use Personality--192811 I thought. 

The judge met this exposure splendidly, but I shuddered a trifle and leaned 

against the court reporter's desk. The reporter shot Crs. Lahti an appraising 

glance from over hie glasses. The reporter, a fat bachelor who drank gin 

from a bottle during recesses, was a master of the apf raising glance. 

' I rattled my papers a little to attract her attention. On with the 

task. "What is your name?" I asked. With luck I would be fishing up on 

the Yellow Dog by sundown. lly tacltl.e was waiting outside in the 0.:1r. 



2 

H.EFLLCTIOO S CN THE WA'tEit 

I stood on the Yello-R Dog bridge and threaded my line through the 

guides of my flyrod. High overh~ad and still bathed in the fading sun­

light an eagle soured, majestically whelling and tacking its way towards 

Lake Superior. From my earthbound view the august sun had disappeared, and 

the weste~"'n sky was kindled and rapidly coming afo.me with the afterglow. 

In seconds it \Yas akin to the sullen glow that cieht have been made had an 

angry forest fire raged in the hills neur the headwaters of the Yellow Dog 

river. I watched the eagle and then I watched the sunset, nnd for a timeless 

rnoment I forgot the trout that were feeding a bove the riffle just above t he 

bridge where I stood. There was a quiet 11 plup!" as another trout rose and 

my fingers shook with divine eagerness as I threaded the line through the 

lust guide. And all t he while there was the musical, gravelly tinkle of 

the Yellow Dog, the sweetest and most devilish trout stream I have ever 

known, as it pitched and brawled and searched its way down to Lake Superior, 

the earth's mightiest inland sea. 

I was elated to find that I had the river to myself, but for two 

reasons I was not surpriaod: so many f'ishcrrren uere ans.y : n the war, and 

gas rationing kept most of the rest of them far from the distant Yellow Dog. 

I chuckled unpleasantly to think that Hitler and Hirohito had conspired to 

make better trout fishing tor Paul Biegler in tho remote upper peninsula 

of Uichigan; und I chuckled again, with even lose glee, when I tlought of 

ho~ Paul Biegler, 4-F, had conspired with his gas station man to rr~ke this 

fishing trip possible. 

* * 



As I stood there I reflected that war tended to make a swine out of any 

able-bodied man that wasn't in it up to his armpits: thRt this swinishness 

was merely a matter of degree: that even living soldiers, viewing their dead 
I..IT7efi. 

comrades, must possess sorr.e odd sense of guilt; that the ¼-&M.loP bearers 

" sweating under the whine of battle fire .must in turn experience a certain 

feeling of guilt that they weren't bearing arms; and thGt the f arther one 

worked to the rear, away from the actual fighting, th~ greater must be this 

curious sense of .~uilt, until f inally oceaea were leapt, a continent was 

traveresed, and one found oneself thrust down at nightfall upon a lonely 

wooden bridge in northern Michigan; a solitary fisherman contemplating his 

dubious status as a 4-F; a non-warrior who, while other young men screamed 

and died, was ridden to his sport on contraband tires he had bought from 

an eager felon, propelled there by easoline he should never have burned. 

Ah, yes, this was asplendid sort of guilt, the kind t·hat made one wish to 

snap his best flyr.:>d across his knee; this was the sort of x owin1.sh guilt 

that made one purely an accessory to the onerny. But what of the complacont? 

The complacent! '/hat of these sodden swine? Alas, we were all swine, but 

~ surely, if it~ a natter of degree, they were the worst swine of all. I 

" felt a little better. I looked up at the sky but the eagle had disappeared 

from view .. . 

My reverie wa11 broken by tho roar and rush of a logging truck approaching 

from the north. It was swirling down upon me like an evil genie surrounded 

by 'its own magic cloud of dust. I pressed back o.gninst the railing of' the 

bridge, foolishly holding my precious fly rod out over the JGISJIXb. water to 

protect it. The truck driver slowed down for the bridge, then rumbled across 

the loose planking, grinning at me, the groaning loud of green hardwood logs 



swaying precariously. I shrunk against the railing. The truck lurched to 

a stop on the other side and the driver stiffly got out and proceeded to 

urinate against a front tire. I pretended to be aboorbed with my leader. 

"How's fishin' '?" the driver called to me. 

"I dunno, 11 I called back. 11 I haven I t started yet. 11 

"You betLer get eoin', Bub. It'll be dark soon." 

"I know," I said, lying easily. 11 1 had a flat on the way up." 

The truck driver walked up to where I stood on the bridge. He was a 

Finn, about my own age, I concluded, :ibout twenty-eight or thirty. By his 

bee-stung lower lip I could see that he was chewing snuff. A little of the 

juice had dribbled down his chin. He sllently watched me while I selected 

a fly and tied it to the leader. 

"You got a nice bunch of flios there," he said. 

"Yes," I s::1id. "But they're getting sort of hard to get. They tell 

ir.e it's the hooks--since the war--it's the hooks that are h~rd to get." I 

was making talk so iuatx. that he wouldn 1t hear the steady plash cf the trout 

rising above the bridge. He did not seem to henr the trout rising, but 

I whiatled a little and madd some false casts downstream to further distract 

him, working out line. 

"Say, you're Polly Bieglor--the ...,. lawyer dmm in Chippewa, ain't yo"J.?­

the one that's runnin' for prosecutin 1 attorney?" 

"Vihy, yea," I t11:iid brightly, both pleased and nettled that he should have 

recpgnized me. "What' a yours', 11 

"Arvo Lampinen," ho said. "Shake." 

• 



.. 
\''e stood there on the bridge while I shook his moist hand. All the 

while the mosquitoes whined around us. He glanced quickly at my car p:u-ked 

off the road, and then bnck at me. A crafty look had come into his eyes. 

Me hod spotted my A gas sticker pasted on the windshield. 

"Say," he said. "l'rr durnpin' this load of pig-iron in Chippewa tonight 

an' lnyin' over till mornin'." 

"Oh?" I said. 

He glar,ced upstream and downstream and lowered his voice. He was 

r..aking a conspirator out of me. 111 was figurin' to buy u little bottle 

tonight when I get to town--that is if I could raise the price." 

11Yes't 11 I arid politely. 

11 I was wonderin 1 --ah--I was figurin I that if I could sell a few of 

these here gas coupons--ah--I could raise the price of u bottle." He held 

a wad of gas coupons in his hand. It was plain that there were a lot of 

fishing trips in those coupons. 

I eyed my fellow swine as patriotically as possible. ''No thank you, 11 

I said. I felt like Patrick Henry with his pc:ints down. 

"Okay, okay, okay, 11 he said smiling. 11No hard feelings. 11 

11~ one at all, 11 I said. 

11Well, I gotta be goin', 11 ho said. "Gotta get rid of my load of 

bundles for Berlin. See you later." He jerked his thWllb toward the river. 

11Don 1 t take •em all," he said. 

11Not tonight," I said. 11So-long, Lampinen." 

He was walking away. "So-long, Biegler. Be aeein' you. Good luck in 

the electionl" 

''Thanks ,11 I said. 



I stood on the bridge and watched him while ho paused at his truck, 

expertly cupped out the snuff from his lip with his index finger, arld then 

climbed in the truck and roared the motor. l wntiched the truck while it 

slowly rolled through its series of grinding gear shifts, eathering opeed 

like a great retro'.lting beast. I watched it until it swa~d around a far 

curvo in a cloud of d11st. "Bundles for Berlin. 11 I stood there, listening 

to its fitful, dimini:Jhing roar. And all the while the greedy trout were 

splashing at my feet. Then, when [ co,lld no longe,· hear tho truck, I 

slowly took down roy rod and leaned heavily against the railing ot the bridge. 

Silently I ,mtched tho faint uft"rgloi'f in the we.at. I waa shivering. It 

was nearly dark. I r emembered my bottle or whiskey. I discovered that it 

had suddenly gronn cold and thnt I no lon,e~ wanted to fish. 



J 

A DEB,LL1E Wl'i'H HB rl.Y CLAY 

The night was warm and as soon as I got rolling the htll".l of the rros­

quitoes died away. Steerine with r.1y knee I opened a bottle of beer and 

then fwnhled for my brief case and took a drink of whisk". I quickly 

gulped a drink of hoer for a chaser and put the whiskey in the glove com­

partment. I lit a cigar and settled back and held the car at thirty- five. 

Th11t was the nation-wide sp ert limit, designed to save tires, and l was 

determined to boa burniie patr~ot the rest of thJt day even if it meant that 

I wouldn ' t eat till widnight. 

This was a sort of an obscene luxury: slouching back against the 

cushion r.d driving donn the darke11od ro.:.i.d, listenine to the eager bite of 

t.he tires on the gravel, 11\Y face fanned by the night air, aware of but not 

seeing the rushing black 11all of trees en either side of the road. I 

balanced the bottle of beer on the seat cushion, between my legs, occasionally 

flicking the ashe§ off of une of the Italian cigars Luigi had taught me to 

srr.okc. Each time I would flick the ashes into the tray 1 would see a li tle 

spot of red rerlected in the win<lshiel 1• I flipped on the radio and felt 

like a big shot ••. 

I heattd t he low hum of t,he radio war1ni.ng lt • 1Aaybe I could eet the 

BeMy Goodr.i.an trio. Laybe----"now nearing daylight in Paris, " the radio suddenly blared. 11 The city 
I\ 

is still seething with the excito1 _e,mt and turmoil of its liboration yesterday 

by French and A~oricgn troops. 

A~erica, this ancier.t capitol 

r"e now take you-" 

The celebration 3till goes on ••• Yea, 

has survived to once again-fie called gay 
I\ 

Paree •.. 



I nearly spilled n.v beer an I lunged fonmrd to shut off the r adio. , 
Paris had fal len. The Europoan war would soon be over. I fw bled for the 

whiskey bottle in the glove co.t.partment. 11 H ro ' e to P&ul Biegler, 4- F," 

I s9.id, taking a big drink. I rtiscover ed that I was treiubling. "Take it 

easy, Biegler, " I said aloud. I ' d h3ve t o got hold of myself . What was 

eating re? Hhnt was it that gloomy old pr ofessor of philosophy had told 

us nt rm Arbor that ti.roe? That was before the l'lar. It was his last lecture. 

Yes ••• It wns old Professor Joachiffi--l' d r econtly r oad of his deat h . I 

r emembered row; I'd 1 anred it by heart. And I had never f orgotten the look 

of somber disillusion on his face as he h1d apokon to us callow students. 

"Ev r y n:an carr ies in his hear t the rebuttal to his o~m w1·ong- doing, 11 

1rofessor Joachim hod said. 11There re many nancs for it: consciance, 

awareness of evil, a sense of euilt; these or e just u. fc,v. ..nd it cannot 

be denied that some men aprear quite succes sful in groNing u c llous over 

tho heal"t so that this feeling right not escape t o haunt them. These r en 

think the~r oro too er ·t y or too proud to debnte uith r:Vil; they try to 

bury it. But th:fdolude thecsolves. Always they delude thorrselves • .. For 

evil locked in the hear t lies fester ing, spr eadine and e xpanding until one 

day lol tho heart roust b1rst- drenchine and ccrroding rd cor-suming its 
~ wr etched ~ in the accwnul tad puo of 4 his vU. Yes, my young f r ionds, 11 

I\ 
''I' ever fear to debate wit h your personal devil. It is bet ter that way. " 

He had smiled o little. "You may not always defeat hjrr but--if you ti r e lucky-­

he may not ~our hear t ... Good dav. 11 

' ". . ~ • 
Ever since then, r,it h l~ touch of whirnsey, I had called my conscience 

" Henry Clay. Henry hndn ' t given me much t r ouble lc.t ely. But t onight it looked 

like ne ' d better haven little rr.eet ing. Leave us taco it . On wit h t he debate ••• 



Paul BiegLr: Look, Henr.v, don ' t keep giving me a bad time bec.!1U3e I ' m not 

Henry Clay: 

in this goddam war. You knmv yourself I huve every legitirr.nte 

reason in tho world for l\ot weari_ng a unifo;- • low for Ghrist ' s 

siike, iuy off, will ~rou'i What ' s more, I'm hungry and I want 

to eat. 

YoW1g u_.n , l'm not giving you a 'bad titr.eJ' as you vulgarly choc,se 

to cnll iL. And may I remind you that you also chose to start 

this dist steful discussion. Eat and be damned ! However, if 

your 11reason'' is as le,;itr te ns you say it is, I shall be rr.ost 

h11,py to liston to it, ad, if I doe.o it adequate, tc henceforth 

"lay off . You may pr()ceed. 

Paul Biegler~airil,r). 11 .,eason', hell l fherc's lots of reasons. 

H. C. 

P. B. 

H. C. 

P., B. 

"Indeed? Thon please go on. It ' s getting lute. 

Tfell, now, let ' s see ••• Oh, yu~ •. . teason nW"..ber one. You 

rewembor that r....11 a I cracked a rib olaying footbnll in highschool'? 

Hell, you m•1y also re~cr.ibcr that I got pluri~y out of that deal, 

and 11e no,1 discover it I s left n nice big ~car on my left lung. 

I •ve even seen it myself in tie X- r· • . . Do<.: shoued it to ne. 

I'm not physically £it, see'? 

Hm ••• Cy, my ••. I would never have guessed it fror.i watchine 

you sho•.tilder hundred pound packs up to deer cump each fall. 1.ost 

remai·kable ... 

1teawon number two: You also knm, my ILothor, Bolle, is a widow, 

nnd that she's got a bad heart, and thflt I ' m her sole ~eans of 

support •.• In this war we call that a draft dof'err.ient for de­

peudeucy, sea1 



H. C. 11Hm... I thouBht the service man 's allotment took care or 

th~t. And lt seems to me I recall thnt ahe sent vou through law 

school and hne virtually supported you until recently from the 

property ~rour father left her whon he died. But perhaps I am mis­

taken." 
now 

. B. "Then--o.r--/'tX's see, what 's my next r eason. Oh yea . Horry Gray 

H. C. 

T'> 

• 

H. C. 

P. • 

H. G. 

is on the dr ft board and ho ' s also ono of tho officialo of the• 

Iron Cliffs Ore Company. Do you get it'?" 

11I ' afruid I don ' t qui to follo, you. \'ill you please ~ludidate1" 

1'\'lt}ll--ah--that is. .. You see, Harry likes oy boss, l alter 

Holbrook--they golt toget her and go de rh~ting each fall , then 

Florida i11 the winter. fhey•re buddies, see· . ... ell, \,alter 

Holbrook is alao local counsel for Harry's mining comp!lily, and 

I l'lork in alter' s lai'J office, see?" 

11lt 's a trifle clearer, l must confeos, but 1 1 still not con­

vinced your Ir not omit,ting so.r;ethi "'8 from this gloomy recital. 11 

11 ell- -or--oh, yes •.. alter likes me- •ve been dating his 

daughter, kaidn, a lot lately, see. --and what ' s r:ore, walter was 

the one th,t got mo to run for prosecutor of tho county agai.~st 

a guy tl e r:u.r ing cr owd says is entirely too friendly v1ith the 

C. I . O. crowd. Defiantly) t.ow do you seo." 

"It ' s gradually coming to,"• But, pray, what do thoy call 

ttiat in the ar?11 

P. B. lcloomily): "They call thnt being engased in osscntial employment." 



H.C. (archly): 

P. B. (gl.M.umly) 

H.C. : 

P.B.: 

H. C.: 

H.C. (drily) 

P.B. 

H.C. 

P.B. 

H.C.( ouickly): 

P.B. 

"You have an apt name for averythittg 1101,ada: s , haven I t you • • . 

Hm. Are there any more reasons'/" 

"Yes... 'fhe fourth reason is that I've played poker ann gotten 

drunk with the doctor for the local draft board. Not once but 

roa11y tirnos . he I s the guy that examined r.e, see'. But there• s even 

more to it than that. One night '.ie went out on a party with a 

younG m1rse. They ran off the road. '!'he police .found ther. in 

the ditch, both drunk arid without any clothes on. In December 

r.:or.th, too. 11 

11How very droll •.. ' 

" nywny, I got them out of it, see·. " 

"Out of the ditch, you r..can: 11 

"~.o, out of the godaa.m case. And don't t:ry to be fwmy. I 

quashed everything-..-even Do~•• wife has never heard about it." 

"Young man, you appear to have all of the attributes o! a r..ost 

successful attorney. But what do you people call this in this 

\ arj--pcrhaps a kind of extr:i vision that enables yotll'.' doctor 

friend to see scar tissue t,berc none hud existed befcre:• Do not 

be offended--!' m merely curious. 11 

"l think in sorte quarters they call it gratitnde... People don •t 

talk · bout it n:uch in connection with the draft . " 

"Hm ..• Perhaps it shouldn't have mentioned it . ,re there any 

r.iore reasons" It ' a get ting quite late and ~st my bed time. " 

"Yes, There • s one more. I've put lt last, but perhaps lt really 

belongs first. I--" 

"Are you sure you want to tell it'r" 

"Yes, goddamit, I've got to tell. I've got to1 It-it's because 

I don't want to go to war. 



H. C. (suavljly): 110h 1 ? ow at last we 're getting sornewhore... And why don't 

you want to go to ,ar?11 

P.B. "Because--oh Christ- -it'3 because l ' n. nfrnid l Why did you rr.ake 

me t1;;ll, it damn you 1 1 1 1 afraid--I're a!'r aid l How do you like 

those apples'. Paul Biegler' s afraid of his goddan: skin 111 

H.C. (witl dignitj) 111 think your last statement is the rr..ost honest asse,rtion 

P.B. (anxiously) 

H.C. ( ouietly) 

P. B. (hopefully): 

H.C.(softly): 

P. B.( crushed): 

you ' ve made tonight. I ow, if you will excuse rr.e . I shall take ey 

dop·1rtui:·e. It ' s growing chilly. " 

"But nren ' t you goinp, to give r. o your vordbt '? Haver ' t you any 

rebuttc.l to offer'?" 

'I'm '.lfraid not, young mnn. I hnve just this to say: in our 

day we had u Latin maxim thit may not be inappropriat~ to your 

case. It ran: "r es ipsa loquitur, 11 It is my only comment." 

''What does that mean?" 

111"orgivo rec, I forget how poorly you n:oder n lawyers are equipped 

to pr ctice your 1rofessi ns. It n:enns: "The th'ng speaks for 

itself . 11 Goodnight . I must lJave. 11 

11Goodnight, l;.r. Chy. Thank you, Sir." 

I reached for the whiskey bottle and held it to t'JY lips. I 

grabbed for the wheel us th~ cer nearly rar. off tho road. It ".'las :is 

bad as that. 

Near Hairpin Bend I suri:-rised three deer: a doe and two fawns, the doe 

about to crosfJ the road. The fawns st()od there with glowing eyes, frozen, and 

a game pou~hcr could have had th~m easilJ•, but the doe slanted oft sh.,dow-like 

to the right, her grocetul neck bobbing as she flashed back into cover. 



Occasionally I would r ush into a mist-filled dip in the road, and driving 

through these pockets of mist was like piercing a cool veil of gauze, which 

I did to the nccomp3niment of the frogs--surely one of the most ancient right 

sounds made anvwhore on earth. 

When I got to the Boise rivor l sto,ped on the br idge and looked down­

stream. I shut off the f'.otor and h:1.d another boilermaker. I flipped my cigar 

into tho r:ivor. 11Psst , 11 it v1ent . Ther .J wore no fisher.J.-en by tho bridge, but 

f~rthar downatream, almost to the Bifi ~ad River, I could see the glowing 

fires of ni~ht fishermen. 11Haloo!" one of the1 shouted. 11Vor e dat you, 

Incher·. 11 I remained silept--since I wasn ' t Incher and furthermore the breeze 

was against me. These would be bait-fishing .Swe es, v1ho dear2.y love to fish 

the Boise at night. They were nostly ciners on the duy shift ,,ho would hurry 

out directly from the mine, gather wood and make a huge fire, and then spend 

the nig;ht in c.lozing and pulling in big rainbow trout and passing the bottle or­

if the trout l!Cren 1t biting--.rr,vroly in doz.:.r.g and passing tle bottle. I started 

the t!lotor ancJ rtrove a 1c1y ••• 

The Big Dead bridge; th Bnrnha:-dt bridge; then someone standing in a 

lighted doorway holding a pail at !Corpi I s f 1· , the first habitatio11; then two 

more deer on the side of the ro3d; the Little Dead bridge; Deer Lake--and 

then the fi st li~hts of ~hi.ppewn, coming fror:i tl e t0\1ering shafthousA of the 

Ludlow Mine; then the Chippewa ce~etery-I could see the looming marble shaft 

of the Bieglt,r monument from the corne;,r of my eyt,--then the stop at U. s . 41; 

down Second Street to BW1k; over on Bank Jtreet to tht3 dity squaro; ~ past 

drinking fountain with its etatue of the Chippewa Indian chief; and then to a 

stop at a r ed traffic light. 



I looked up ever t he inors I St ate l3arJ.. . . 'y offict: was dark but thor e 

was a light on ir, Walter ffr1lbrook 1 s office. The venetian blinds were dr awn. 

\"alter must be working-- or perhaps it was f'.',erely tho cleaning lady... The 

light changed and l swung to the left and then turred into the alley behind 

Luigi ' s and locked the c~r. I could hea r the juke box plnying through the 

scr een door. It was an old tur,e, "/.s Tine Goos By," r esurrected and I!'.!lde 

famous by Bergman and Bogart in a movie called "Casahlanca . 11 It was an old 

r ecord. Ftudy VDlce wao r,ingin? th~ chor us--lo!tonight it appear ed he was 

s inging it th1·ough the left nostril. • . 

* * * 
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