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In t i e center of the Chippewa town square stood a cast-iron drinking 

fountain !ipoc wbi,,;,b stooQ--& eeet, !i:1en ~te:ttte- -Of-811 lmi&R. Near the base of 
• 

the fountain were arranged four small cast-iron drinking troughs for the 

convenience of thirsty dogs; a little higher up were two larger troughs designed 

for horses; while higher still were two bubbling fountains for people. Nobody 

seemed to mind that in the general hubub of a late Saturday night certain people 

occasfionally drank from the wrong troughs .•. The drinking fountain itself 

served as a pedestal for the cast-iron statue of a Chippewa Indian chief. 
I , 

His name was l'arji Gesick. By common consent, the inhabitants of "'hippewa 

called him Chief Booze-in-the-Face ... Lean and hawk-faced, he stood shading 

his eyes, peering sadly into the northwest. 

Ever since the fountain and statue had been erected, back in the early 

nineteen hundreds, visitors to vhippewa had been intrigued to learn precisely 
N-1 

what it was that claimed the
1
attention of the Indian chief. "What's he looking 

at?" they'd often ask a passing resident, petulantly glancing away from their 

clicking Kodaks. Or sometimes they varied the question and asked: 11What 1 s 

he looking for? 11 

"I dunno," was the invariable reply to both questions, not because there 

was any community secrecy involved, but simply because the residents of Chippewa 

were as ignorant of the matter as the most transient tourist. The weary 

Chippewa police, who were questioned most often on the subject, were perhaps 

the most relieved when a W.P.A. art project, during the depression, attempted 

to finally resolve the mystery. The local head of the W.P.A. art project-- _ . ~~A .~ 
~ k~4~ 

whor..was then a,,... busy as a beaver writing a proletarian novel abou)minh:ig.. 

called "Trapped Giants"--rummaged through the records and files of the Chippewa 

common council, shouted into the ear trumpets of several old timers, and finally 

affixed a neat brass plate to the side of the fountain bearing the following 

inscription: 



"Marji Gesick, last great Chippewa Indian chief of the 

Peninsula, is here depicted searching the hills beyond Chippewa, 

the ancient camping ground of his people, looking vainly for some 

last survivor of his tribe whose last members a.a-faded and fell 

away before the ruthless advance of the avid and exploiting whites. 

This memorial was presented to the City of Ghippewa by the Chippewa 

Ore Company in 1909." 

The •.P.A. inscription brought an immediate and heated reply from 

W. C. Fowler, retired fonner general superintendent of the Chippewa Ore 

Company, written to the editor of the Chippewa Miner. It was over two and 

a half columns in length and contained an incidental and scathing indictment 

of the W.P.A. and the New Deal and all its works. The pertinent portion was 

as follows: 

"l was still associated with the Chippewa Ore Company when we presented 

the drinking fountain and statue of Marji Gesick to the good people of this 

c-omrnunity. The preposterous fairy tale that this b~doggling W.P.A. bureaucrat 

" has made up about the Chief is nothing but a deliberate lie." He had written 

"damned lie" but the editor had hastily changed it. "I know because I was 

the one who went to Chicago and ordered the statue and talked with the artist

fellow that made it. The chief isn't looking at anything unless it was a 

twelve-point white-tailed buck. He's just a plan every-day Indian chief 

trying to get along. He isn't sad about anything
1
either. Nobody chased him or 

his trtbesmen anywhere--least of all the Chippewa Ore Company. And we good 

people of Chippewa who believe in the American way don't need any New Deal 

radicals and Reds coming in here and stirring up trouble in our town. 11 There 

was much, much more, written with the same air of lofty detachment •.. 



(),J,J~ 
of which W. C. Fowler was a past-~ Chippewa Chamber of Commerce 

I .., 
president;passed a resolution bristling with whereas 1 s, demanding the imme-

diate removal of this gratuitous W.P.A. slur on the memory of Marji Gesic!. JI _ 
Cl< • ~ ,II. ~ ~ ldl..vt, ~ 111.J ~ 

Its secretary sent a copy of the resolution to Washington but nothing more was ✓ 

heard about it and the brass inscription remained. 

Tug McKittrick, who cleaned spittons and mopped floors at Louie's Bar, 

a miners' saloon which stood across from the fountain, took a good look at 

the Chief, i:pat thoughtfully, and then said: 11What 1 s all this jabber about 

what the Chief's lookin' at? Hm ... Seems to me the poor laverick's seen so 

goddam much water running out of him that he's jest natcherally keepin' a 

~ lookout fer a free drink of whiskey!" 

Stanley Zaborski of Pittsburgh, who had recently arrived in Chippewa 

to try to w~an the miners away from their company union and organize them 
J,n~ ..r Jhi,,....._ ~ 1 0.. 111, -.., "' ' 

into a Rational m:iP8-F 1 s uni co, told the night!shift at the Bessie Mine: 

"Whatever in hell it is this Indian fella's lookin at, I'm damn sure it ain't 

any of the wealth the Chippewa Ore Company ever left behind in this bloody 

town. Look around you! What do you see but widows and ~ orphans and 

hobbl?f~ cr;_,ipples and
1
,men spitting their lungs away from silicosis? 

I!::"' ·[ t\,M , U• 
men, and pro~ yourselves and your loved ones!" 

A 

Organize, 

That night seven more miners joined the nevi union. That was in 1936 ••• 



Tel i ars later Paul Biegler sat in his office in Walter Holbrook's law 

officesW r the Miners' State Bank adjoinir.g the town square. Walter Holbrook 

was local counsel for the Chippewa Ore Company and Paul had worked for v:alter 

ever since he had graduated fromlaw school at Ann Arbor-the spring after Pear] 

Harbor. 

It was an unseasonably hot Friday afternoon late in June, the second day 

of the Amer ican Legion convention--the first to be held in the Peninsula since 

the War. Paul was trying to review the testimony in a workn:en 1s compensation 

appeal case that Walter had tossed in his lap that morning before he left for 

Wilmington . 

Walter had breezed into Paul's office just before train time, sleek and 

shaved and smelling of Old Spice and as youthful looking as ever in his new 

tan double-breasted gabardine suit . He would take the fast train to Chicago 

and then fly on East . The thought had flashed upon Paul that there was 

always a sense of almost theatrical urgency about Walter Holbrook's movements. 

That was it : the man was an actor. "Take this, Polly," Walter had said, 

Ill. thrusting the compensation case file at Paul. "Look over the file in this 

Maki case--and appeal till hell will have no more of it. Wilmington ' s bitching 

that we I re losing too many comp cases lately. 11 \'lilmington, of course, was 

the home office of the Chippewa Ore Company, one of several corporate off-

springs of a great steel corporation. Subsidiary, a careful lawyer would call it. 
110. K., Walt, 11 Paul had said. The very first day that Paul had gone to 

work for \'/alter Holbrook, '•alter had asked him, with his easy confiding in

formality to so address him. "Just call me Walt, Polly," Walter had gone on. 

"Let I s not stand on ceremony. " 

"Yes, Sir," Paul had said. 



"Give I er hell on this case, Polly," ,~alter had gone on. "We've got 

to wear down these damn union malingerers one way or the other." 

"I'll do my best," Paul had said, fingering the file. He watched Walter 

Holbrook, so sleek and shaved and well-groomed--11full of Old Spice and smelling 

so nice," Paul thought--so youthful looking despite his fifty-odd years, with 

his hair so sleek and carefully brushed that the gray hair at his temples looked 

blond instead of gray. 

Walter had JB tted Paul lightly on the shoulder. 11Hold the fort while 

I'm gone, Polly," he had said; and then he was gone. 

And now, this afternoon, Paul was doing his best with the case, all right, 

but his best looked none too good. In fact it confidentially looked to Paul 

that Ensio Maki, plaintiff and alleged victim of silicosis, had the ~hippewa 

Ore Company firmly by the corporate balls .•• How in hell did Walt ever expect 

to get around all that medical testimony? Just then he heard a beer bottle 

shatter down± on the street. Paul was sure it w~s a beer bottle because 

Legionaires seemed partial to beer bottles. Perhaps it was part of their ritual ... 

It certainly did not help matters to have all this infernal juvenile 

racket from the Legion convention. Paul absently filled and lit his pipe. 

The thing sucked and bubbled like a Turkish water-pipe and Paul groped in his 

desk drawers for a pipe cleaner. No pipe cleaners. "Basta!" Paul said. 

His friend Luigi, proprietor of Louie's Bar, had taught him that. For a moment 

he thought he'd slip downstairs to Walgreen's and get a coke and some pipe 

cleaners--bales of pipe cleaners--but there was the heat and those milling, 

perspiring throngs of potted, lurching Legionaires. Paul shook his head and lit 

a cigarette instead ... 



He exhaled and sat staring at the opposite wall at the open book shelves with 

their grinning rows of bound Michigan Supreme Court reports. Occasionally the 

sight of all those law books made him slightly ill. This was distinctly one 

of the occasions. There were well over three hundred of them, and more coming out 

every month, it seemed, not to mention the digests and advanca sheets and form 

books and compiled laws and·te•t books and annotated statutes and books on pro

cedure and Sheppard's citators and •.. Where and when was this obscene flood of 

law books ever going to end? And the same thing was going on all over America; 

worse, in fact, in some states. In a few more years the average young lawyer 

couldn't possibly dream of affording even a mere set of his state's reports, 

let alone the rest of the legal impediments. It was no joke, even now, and 

Paul thought of how lucky he was to have been taken in fresh fromJaw school by 

such an influential and established lawyer as Walter Holbrook. Wasn't a young 

lawyer without books like a carpenter without tools? Worse, indeed, because a 
could 

carpenter/at least do~ work with his hands. Perhaps, in the future, 

lawyers would be forced to maintain libraries of micro-film. He had recently 

read somewhere--was it in the Reader's Digest?-•·that they were doing wonders 

with micro-film lately ... Perhaps lawyers would henceforth hobble into court 

armed with projectors and screens and simply yards and yares of micro-film. 

Paul signed and continued to read the testimony in the compensation case 

of .Ensio Maki, plaintiff, versus Chippewa Ore ~ompany, defendant. Wasn't it just 

like Walter Holbrook to go into court and blithely lose the case before the 

deputy commissioner--and then somehow expect Paul to find a way to beat the case 

on appeal? But Paul suspected that Walter really meant that when he said to go 
' 

ahead and appeal the case regardless ... It had lately seemed to Paul that the 

Company had abruptly changed its compensation policy; ever since the Company's 

miners had joined the A.M.U. and the latter had become the exclusive employee's 



bargaining agent with the Company. Yes, the Company was getting plenty tough, 

all right. Paul recalled distinctly-when he had come with Walter after 

graduating--that the Company rarely even tried a comp case. It settled most 

of them. Now it seemed to want to try all of them, regardless of the merits 

of the employee's claim. And it surely made a hell of a lot more work. out 

then, it also meant considerably more fees for Walter Holbrook's law office-,-

Suddenly, from down on the square, came a loud report, like the sound of 

a small cannon. "Christ l" Paul exclaimed, lurching back from his desk and 

glancing quickly out the open window. He saw ith wry distaste that the con

vention crowds were already gathering for their nightly carousal. For a moment 

Paul guessed someone might have been shot. But no, the crowd continued to mill 

about in raucous eye-rolling oblivion. Probably some aging veteran of World 

War I, resolutely re-fighting the Battle of Verdun, had set off a giant fire

cracker. Paul wcndered where the ~hippewa police had disappeared to in the 

last few days. Probably they were huddled snugly in a hurricane cellar, 

playing endless garoos of cribbage. It was really disgusting the amount of guff 

that public officials took from these veterans, year in and year out, so as 

not to lose their goddam votes ... 

Paul's glance travelled to the statue of the Indian chief and he was mildly 

startled to aboserve that someone had put a waste basket over the old chief's 

head. Good oUi Chieft Booze-in-the-Face. Paul 9aw that the basket was made of 

wicker. He couldn't remember having seen a wicker waste basket in years. During 

the War all you could get were those flimsy plywood or composition baskets, 

and now they seemed to be made of meshed wire or sheet metal •.. 

Paul had always remained neutral in the local battle to determine what 

it really was Chief Booxe-in-the-F8 ce was looking at. For Paul's money the 

chief had always been staring intently at nothing more romantic than the neon-lit 



offices of the Acme Loan Company, directly across the square-"Miners--Why Vait 

Till Payday?"--until a year or so before when some crazed drunk had guided 

his Chev into the fountain late one Saturday night, toppling the poor chief 

into the square. The city workmen, in replacing the chief, had inadvertently 

turned him to the Northeast so that he now faced Louie's Bar. Paul for one, 

though he did not publicly labor the point, thought that the chief's expression 

had thereafter taken on an air of sly satisfaction. But right not it seemed clear 

that the ehief was staring at the inside of a wicker waste basket. The old 

chief looked quite gay, with the basket tilted so rakishly over his head. Paul 

gently closed the file in Maki versus Chippewa Ore Company and firrtly ~ 

pushed it from him .. . 



~ J . 

JThJ social center of the to,,n was the thr ee- sto,·y Jhi,:pewn Inn. The 

Company had built it during the depression, employing the services oi a famous 

Boston architect . It ~as constructed of school- house red brick, after an 

authentic early American colonial design. 

"I don ' t believe the Inn was ever built here at all," Maida Holbrook said 

when she first saw it . "The ar chitect simply swiped it in Boston and trans

plant ed it here on fl~t cc:1rs-- complete with vines, lichen and moss !" 

It was certain that the famous architect had permitted no detail to 

creep into his plans that might h,.ive remotely suggested that the Chippewa Inn 

did not overlook Beacon Street in Boston; nothing indigenous was allowed to 

corrupt his fn.iry brain child; no hints coarsely intruded to suggest t-0 1:t.nyone 

tbaL ,1uite a f~~nhabitants of Chippewa ~ the 1 eninsula- -as we.H as of 
~ ~ 

the Inn-- fraquently made their livings 

o, the lobby itself was loomily 

by logging, mining~armir,g or 

suggestive of the/\~··n~ P~ 

fishing ... 

of an 

exclusive Boston ~ clul - - rriruu.' minus the copy of XXX !l.ewsweek; the dining 

room was decor.'.lted with expensive "mural" wall paper imported from England, 

and upon which were denicted, to the untutor·ed eye, rather dishevelled scenes 

of assorted galloping horsemen and hounds and bar::.aids, of ull things, chasing 

a highly elated fox through a groggery during the rush hour; while OOiinstairs 

in the barroom, on simil~r wall paper, the fcx appearJd to have justly gained 

the upper hand .. . 

Though ~aida Holbrook poked fun at the Inn and its conventional and un

lm1ginative decor, she visited the place frequent~y--e~pecially the bar. 
ll ~,,,,,._ d.vj. t,vt.,,..::{, ~ Z:. J~cr:: • 

~"cer, ' t, hang 'lround the miners' s~loons, ~" sha ~sked Faul. "And after 
/\ 

~11, Joe m:lkes the best d~mn dry/t.nartin~I ' ve been able to find in this god-

forsaken mining camp. " i e Joe vias the bartender, of course. 



, 

o.,~' 
rh~~ot~: was ~nnaged by u nousy blond fellow called Oagers, \ho"' sin 
~--~ A 

love v,ith the hostess ..iif, th~ d.i,~81''Q8ffl• c:1.lle%1.!!.17fie, who \Hi.s in love , ith ~ I\ I 
the b.3.rtender, Joe, who was in ... ove with the ousekeeper, !'s. Bates, \ ho Y.as 

/I. ~ 
in love with the cook, fw.oul, who was in love with tfe t,10 nigh{ bellr ops who 

Ti~~~ ) 
were jointly in lo'\. e with Greer Garson.. . Despite a Ci these . romantic declensions, 

A 
the hotel ' s staff was mostly a hsippy nnd effi~ient one; the rooms were kept 

bright ~nd ple~sant; the beds were 

still ret~i ~the distinction of 

t ~ t· b D f. gas r~ 1.ner l.3. y uncan mes . 
I\ 

soft; ~ the food ,as exc llent; 'bmr the cook 
A.. 

not having been immortalized into 
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1Ten years later Paul Biegler sat in his office in Walter Holbrook's 

law offices over the Miners' State Bank adjoining the town square. Walter 

Holbrook was local counsel for the Chippewa Ore Company and Paul had 

worked for Walter ever since he had graduated from law school at Ann Arbor-

the spring after Pearl Harbor, U j,A, 
It was an ~seasonably hot Friday afternoon late in ~the secc/2d '11 ... 

--~ ~jh4d.,,,,;.,!k fl'~ 
day of the fir!'b t1we1 Pe1d11sttt8 American Legion convention ~ since 

/\ 

the 11:ar. Paul was trying to review the testimony in a workmen's com-

pensation appeal case that Walter had tossed in his lap that morning be-

fore he left for Wilmington. ~ 

Walter had breezed into Paul's office just before train time//sl~~k . 
~ ~ k~~-/4d-'d~ 

and shaved and smelling of Old Spice and~youthful lookin~,as ever" He ~ 
~~ 1-iad f&~~t.r~ 

would take the fast train to Chicago and then fly on East. A fhere was ~ 
~~ ~d~.ir.!Vv~~~~ 

always a sense of urgency about Walter Holbrook's movements. "Take this, • 
A ~ 

Po];J..y,~ Walter had said, thrusting the compensation case file at Paul. 
"J-ewl;~ 
~e/\the file in this Maki case--and appeal till hell will have no more 

of it. Wilmington's bitching that we're losing too many camp cases lately." 

Wilmington, of coarse, was the home office of the vhippewa Ore Company, ~1 ~ 
corporate offspringS'of a great steel corporation. ~ ?~~ ~&4U-t, 

110.K. , Walt, 11 Paul had said. ~ 'the~t day~ had gone to work '.J- ,, A . . 

for Walter Holbrook, Walter has asked him, with his eas~lity to ,a,,~~~ 
,\ 

c~ "Ju~t call me Walt, Polly," he had said. 1'4° .m....t ~tn,,., t.wh,:_ 
11~,¾~ \t'Qµ,[,,./w.,~ ~ -

"Give I er hell on this case, Polly, 11 Walter had gone on. "We've got 

to wear down these damn union malingerers one way or the other." 

"I'll do my best," Paul had said, fingering the file. He watched Walter 

Holbrook, so sleek and shaves and well-groomedA "full of Old Spice and 
....._ --

smelling so nic~11 Paul thought/\ so youthful looking ~spite his fifty-odd _ 

years, with his hair so sleek and ~hed that his few- gray hairit d /vi,;~ 
t\ 

looked blondl instead of gray. 



Walter had patted Paul lightly on the shoulder. 
~,"lb 

I'm gone, Polly, 11 Pr had said; and, was gone . 
~ /J')ff'W"' ~ ct..!-,(;, ,'ft\,, ft 
,Paul was do~g his best with the case, all 

.k~ 
right, but :w looked none 
~ A . 

too good. In fact i~o-22,dentially looked to Paul 1:±ke--'\.Ensio Maki,~~ 

"Hold the fort while 

alleged victim of si~icosis, hAS!c,.ihe Chippewa Ore Company firmly by the . 
~ !{ltd waU-o/~ ~ ~ Nl,,rn,-~ (JUL. ~ c ~ ~ -:7 

~ corpor:3-te ~alls ••• \, rl=AEi~did' not help matters to have all this in- ~ 

<j/ fr~uvenile racket from th,J.gion convention, Paul absen~:led ~-

and lit his pipe. d 

11 
Paul gr~r,ed in hi_s des~ drawers fo: _a pipe _cleaner. No 

1

pipe cleaners. ,, 
~e,4.1 (j)~:Ja-cd ,l'~~.u,; -~-(,~/~ ';1~~.J ~ "" ~ -..,,;,,,,l7-4_ 
\For a mom~nt he thought he I d slip downstairs to \,algreen I s and get a coke 
~ ,_ ~ --

and some cleaners/\ bales of cleaners I\ but there was the heat and those 

milling,A perspiring throngsAof pott~naires. Paul shook his head 
• · 1 Alu .,,I .) j\ f . .I.H /.LJ~ ~11¼,1, 

and lit a cigarette.. . . ~ J, -~/ w~ ~ - 1 ~ -WL?4~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ itv_,V'l,!A,'T~ ~Uv 
ia,w. si..p~g at the opposite wall witQ i.t:s grinning rows of Michigan 

A CJ...r.,,.,ru,,,~ 4,..,-, I\. 

:f 

l 
C:::,>,' 

Supreme Court repo£!; ! ~metime.sAt~e sight of all thoseAbooks made him 
#/I ~ ~,.tnu. ~ ~ ~ - ~ ~ 

slightly ill. I\. There were well over three hundred of them, and more comingo,~· 1~ ~ ~ 
~111 ,,n ">-1, c.._ d ~~/ ~ ~ 

not to mention the digests and advance sheets and form books and compiled tl~ 
(' /J .b.-6-A .-L 1 ~ r-laws and text books and annotated statutes and books on procedure and ~"v'"'--- ~ 

~~~ /♦,./~ ~ ;,.~ \.;{~ 

citators and •.• Where was this aamri flood of law books ever going to end? ~ . , ~ 
"' I\ t ~e-

And the same thing was going on all over America; worse, in fact, in some ~ ~ ~ '£-

states. In a few more years the average young lawyer couldn't,i>ossibly ~ ~ 
. ~ . -fd ~ #w Md ,,,,f f4 .fj_~ ~,., ~ ~ f' 

dream of affording even a/\set of his state's reportsJ /\ I£ w.as n6joke, even . -~ J -~ 
1', 1.1,~) -~-- . af' 

now, and Paul thought of how lucky he was to have been ~;:;.;nl\by such an t· r~ ~ 
influential and established la-,yer as 'i,alter Holbrook. ~ a young lawyer i-'i' t ~ 

uullbt:~{Jll!mJ!lD!IQ:m:m.:uncmbc without books ._. like a carpenter without : '\' ~ 
r.d b,~ --- - j 

tools? \\orse, indeed, because a carpenter =do ~ work with his hands. ~ 
.,(;(, .1~4 ~ "' ~ -

Perhaps, in the future)iawyers would~J..a¥.e libraries of micro-film. He ~~ 

read somewhere--was it in the Reader's Digest?--that they were doing wonders ." t 
~L~~ henceforth 1 , 

wit_h micro-film lately •.. Al(;awye'rs would/hobble into court armed with pro-

~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ p~ ~~t' >nu4e,- ~ ---



Paul sighed and continued to read the testimony in the compensation 

case of ~nsio Maki, plaintiff, versus Chippewa Ore Company, defendant. 

Wasn't it just like Walter Holbrook to go into court and blithely lose the 

case before the deputy dommissioner--and then somehow expect Paul to find 

a way to beat the case on appeal? But Paul suspected that halter really 

meant that when he said to go ahead and appeal the case regardless... It L...t ~&, 
~ .,_ ~L 

seemed to Paul that the Company had somnb~ changed its compensation policy,~ 

since th~ miners had joined the A.Mi. /4, an: the latter had become the ex- J 

elusive employee's bargaining agent with the Company.~ Com~ was 

~~ f'> --

getting plenty tough all right. Befp; g Wt!!>- Paul·· NflleffteeMQ --when he had 
7 ~y I\ 

come with Walter after graduating-~the Company rarely even tried a comp 
I 

case. It settled most of them. Now it seemed to want to try all of them, 

regardless of the~ of the employee's claim. And it sura11made a 
~ 

hell of a lot more work. But then, it also meant more 1-..ii fees for Walter 

" Holbrook's law office--n 

Suddenly, from down on the square, came a loud report, like the sound 

~'"~ of a small cannon. "Christ!" Paul exclaimed, lurching back from his desk 

and glancing quickly out the open window. ~ saw with~aste that the 'J ~ 
• ~ ,"(,I' ..,(_ ,?),v.,_:' I "'1 • r'r.' ~ 

nvention crowds were a ready,gather~g for their nightly ,arou~al . ....... ~~~ 
~"' ~1 > i ,Ui'I T" t1 {i, ' {3,,:,t;e.s,-;,,a,.,~ ~ .• !¼it:f~ ., • ~ 

obably some aging veteran of Wgrld War I, resolutely re-fighting th Battle 1' 
of Verdun, had set off a ;iant firecracker. Paul~onder d where the Chippewa ~- ~t 

ti ..A'J .. ~ .,,,./ I • t4..e., ~ ,t ~ 
police had~ the last few days. ~robably ~hud e • a hurricane • ~ ~-

,.._ ~ ~ 14,t ~ 
cellar playing c;itbag:: It was really-~ tne amount of guff public , r 

,.. ~ ''~-~~~~~ ~ '"'>?V :> 
officials took, from these veterans ~o as not to fose their votes~:, , • • J~ 

' ) . ~ 
Paul I s glance travelled to the statue of the Indian chief 4,dl4•j;gehoei f:: 
. l..u ~ . 

«t the "ftatue of the itrdlan el,:i:d and was mildly startled to observe that :::,. 
; 

someone had put a waste basket over the old chief's head. Good old vhief 

Booxe-in-the-Face. 
et,,,v. I ., 

Paul saw that the basket was m.liB made of wicker. He 

~ remember having seen a wicker waste basket , 
War all you could get were those flimsy wee• eF 

in years. During the 
~ u,-mf.~ 

plywood c~• I· n baskets, 

now 
~ 

they~ seemed to be made of wire ,. ~eet metal ... 
/\ 

A 



/' 
Paul had always remained neutral in the ~to determine what 

//, ,, 

it was Chief Booze-in-the-Face was t1eeilly looking at. For Paul's money the 
( 

chief had always been staring intently at nothing more romantic than the 

neon-lit offices of the Acme Loan Company, directly across 

~ "Miners--Why '1/:itjill Vyday?"--until~;{; cr~zed 

the square--
~ 

drunk had guided 

his Chev into the fountain late one Saturday night, toppling the poor chief 

into the square. The city workmen, in replacing the chief, had inadvertently 
,J ( I 

turned him 9'l.i:ghtl.~ so that he now faced Louie's Bar. l-'aul for one, though 
'I. 

he did not publicly labor the point, th~,~t that the chief's expression 

had thereafter taken on a .£"a-:i:ttt,. air of..,...~satisfaction. But right now~~~ 
or I\ 

the chief was staring • the inside of a wicker waste basket.~ ~~ 
A 

~ ~ ~ ~ > ~ ~ 1,,,../,J tJ/..t';t M 

~,/.,...~, (yCMM, • ~fk.,~ ~ 
~~e-+-; '-4l ~~A~~ 

A. 
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