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The Canadian Fathers of Confederation: 33 of the 36 people who attended at least one of the three confer-ences—the
Charlottetown (23 attendees) and Quebec (33) Conferences of 1864 and the London Conference of 1866 (16) in England—which
preceded the official establishment of the Dominion of Canada on July 1, 1867. This painting is of the delegates to the Quebec
Conference of 1864. It was burned in the fire of 1916 which destroyed the Canadian Parliament building, but the cartoon sketch
Harris made for it in charcoal and red chalk has survived. It displays a number of minor details which were altered in the painting;
but the number of portraits remains in both at 34. (The discrepancy is accounted for by the young man pictured in the extreme left
of the canvas, who is Mr. Hewitt Bernard, the Conference Secretary.)
The three Fathers who are missing from this archive—Sir William Pearce Howland, Robert Duncan Wilmot and John William
Ritchie—were officially recognized in 1927 as delegates to the London Conference of 1866, and their portraits are to be found in a
work by Rex Woods, who recreated this painting (including the portrait of Mr. Bernard) and added the missing Delegates (in the
upper right-hand corner of his work) to be presented to the nation during the Centennial celebrations of 1967. It is pictured below.
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90.113 La Corriveau\fn{by Philippe-Joseph Aubert de Gaspé (1786-1871)} Quebec City, Quebec, Canada (M) 5
As soon as our young travelers, crossing the St. Lawrence opposite Quebec, have reaching Point Lévis, José
makes haste to harness a splendid Norman horse into one of those low sledges which furnish the only means of
transport at this season, when the roads are only covered here and there with snow and ice, and when overflowing
streams intercept the way at intervals.
When they come to one of these obstacles Jose unharnesses the horse, all three mount, and the brook is
speedily forded. It is true that Jules, who clasps José around the waist, tries every now and then to throw him off,
at the risk of partaking with him the luxury of a bath at a little above zero. He might as well have tried to throw
Cape Tourmente into the St. Lawrence. José, who, in spite of his comparatively small stature, is as strong as an
elephant, laughs in his sleeve and pretends not to notice it.
The brook forded, José goes back for the sledge, reharnesses the horse, climbs into the sledge with the baggage
in front of him lest he should get it wet, and speedily overtakes his fellow-travelers, who have not halted a
moment in their march.
Thanks to Jules, the conversation never flags during the journey. Archie does nothing but laugh over the
witticisms that Jules perpetrates at his expense. He has long given up attempting any retort.
*
“Now,” said Archie, “since you seem to have emptied your budget of all the absurdities that a hair-brained
French head can contain, try and speak seriously, and tell me why the Isle of Orleans is called the Isle of the
Sorcerers.”
“For the very simple reason,” answered Jules, “that a great many sorcerers live there.”
“There you begin again with your nonsense,” said Lochiel.
“I am in earnest,” said Jules. “These Scotch are unbearably conceited. They can’t acknowledge any excellence
in other nations. Do you think, my dear fellow, that Scotland has the monopoly of witches and wizards? I would
beg you to know that we too have our sorcerers; and that two hours ago, between Point Levis and Beaumont, I
might as easily as not have introduced you to a very respectable sorceress.
“I would have you know, moreover, that on the estate of my illustrious father you shall see a witch of the most
remarkable skill. The difference is, my dear boy, that in Scotland you burn them, while here we treat them in a
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manner fitting their power and social influence, Ask José if I am not telling the truth.”
José did not fail to confirm all he said. In his eyes the witches of Beaumont and St. Jean Port Joli were genuine
and mighty sorceresses.
“But to speak seriously,” continued Jules, “since you would make a reasonable man of me, nolens volens, as
my sixth-form master used to say when he gave me a dose of the strap, I believe the fable takes its rise from the
fact that the habitants on the north and south shores of the river, seeing the islanders on dark nights go out fishing
with torches, mistake their lights for will-o’-the-wisps. Then, you know that our country folk regard the will-o’the-wisps as witches, or as evil spirits who endeavor to lure the wandering wretch to his death. They even profess
to hear them laugh when the deluded traveler falls into the quagmire.
“The truth is, that there is an inflammable gas continually escaping from our bogs and swampy places, from
which to the hobgoblins and sorcerers is but a single step.”
“Impossible,” said Archie; “your logic is at fault, as the professor so often had to tell you. You see the inhabitants of the north and south shores themselves go fishing with torches, whence, according to your reasoning, the
islanders should have called them sorcerers; which is not the case.”
While Jules was shaking his head, with no answer ready, José took up the word.
“If you would let me speak, gentlemen, I might explain your difficulty by telling you what happened to my late
father who is now dead.”
“Oh, by all means, tell us that; tell us what happened to your late father who is now dead,” cried Jules, with a
marked emphasis on the last four words.
“Yes, my dear José, do us the favor of telling us about it,” added Lochiel.
“I can’t half tell the story,” answered José, “for, you see, I have neither the fine accent nor the splendid voice of
my lamented parent. When he used to tell us what happened to him in his vigil, our bodies would shake so, as if
with ague, as would do you good to see. But I’ll do my best to satisfy you.”
*
“It happened one day that my late father, who is now dead, had left the city for home somewhat late. He had
even diverted himself a little so to speak, with his acquaintances in Point Levis. Like an honest man, he loved his
drop; and on his journeys he always carried a flask of brandy in his dogfish-skin satchel. They say the liquor is the
milk for old men.”
“Lac dulce,” interjected Archie, sententiously.
“Begging your pardon, Mr. Archie,” answered José, with some warmth, “it was neither sweet water (de l’eau
douce) nor Jake-water (eau de lac), but very good, unadulterated brandy which my late father, now dead, was
carrying in his satchel.”
“Capital, upon my word!” cried Jules. “It serves you right for your perpetual Latin quotations!”
“I beg your pardon, José,” said Lochiel, very seriously. “I intended not the shadow of disrespect to your late
father.”
“You are excused, sir,” said José, entirely mollified. “It happened that it was quite dark when my father at last
got under way. His friends did their best to keep him all night, telling him that he would have to pass, all by
himself, the iron cage wherein La Corriveau did penance for having killed her husband.
“You saw it yourselves, gentlemen, when leaving Point Levis at one o’clock. She was quiet then in her cage,
the wicked creature, with her eyeless skull. But never you trust to her being blind. She is a cunning one, you had
better believe! If she can’t see in the daytime, she knows well enough how to find her way to torment poor folks
at night.
“Well, as for my late father, who was as brave as his captain’s sword, he told his friends that he didn’t care—
that he didn’t owe La Corriveau a farthing—with a heap more reasons which I can not remember now. He put the
whip to his horse, a fine brute that could travel like the wind, and was gone in a second.
“As he was passing the skeleton, he thought he heard a noise, a sort of wailing; but, as a heavy southwest wind
was blowing, he made up his mind it was only the gale whistling through the bones of the corpse. It gave him a
kind of a start, nevertheless, and he took a good pull at the flask to brace himself up.
“All things considered, however, as he said to himself, Christians should be ready to help each other; perhaps
the poor creature was wanting his prayers. He took off his cap and devoutly recited a de profundis for her benefit,
thinking that, if it didn’t do her any good, it could at least do her no harm, and that he himself would be the better
for it.
“Well, then he kept on as fast as he could; but, for all that, he heard a queer sound behind him—tic-tac, tic-tac,
like a piece of iron striking on the stones. He thought it was the tire of his wheel, or some piece of the wagon, that
had come unfastened. He got out to see, but found everything snug.
“He touched the horse to make up for lost time, but after a little he heard again that tic-tac, tic-tac, on the
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stones. Being brave, he didn’t pay much attention.
“When he got to the high ground of St. Michel, which we passed a little way back, he grew very drowsy.
“‘After all,’ said my late father, ‘a man is not a dog! let us take a little nap; we’ll both be the better for it, my
horse and I.’ Well, he unharnessed his horse, tied his legs so he would not wander too far, and said:
“‘There, my pet, there’s good grass, and you can hear the brook yonder. Good-night.’
“As my late father crawled himself into the wagon to keep out of the dew, it struck him to wonder what time it
was. After studying the Three Kings to the south’ard and the Wagon to the north’ard, he made up his mind it must
be midnight.
“‘It is time,’ said he, ‘for honest men to be in bed.’
“Suddenly, however, it seemed to him as if Isle d’Orleans was on fire. He sprang over the ditch, leaned on the
fence, opened his eyes wide, and stared with all his might. He saw at last that the flames were dancing up and
down the shore, as if all the will-o’-the-wisps, all the damned souls of Canada, were gathered there to hold the
witches’ Sabbath.
“He stared so hard that his eyes which had grown a little dim grew very clear again, and he saw a curious
sight; you would have said they were a kind of men, a queer breed altogether. They had a head big as a peck
measure, topped off with a pointed cap a yard long; then they had arms, legs, feet, and hands armed with long
claws, but no body to speak of. Their crotch, begging your pardon, gentlemen, was split right up to their ears.
They had scarcely anything in the way of flesh; they were kind of all bone, like skeletons. Every one of these
pretty fellows had his upper lip split like a rabbit’s, and through the split stuck out a rhinoceros tusk a foot long,
like you see, Mr. Archie, in your book of unnatural history.
“As for the nose, it was nothing more nor less, begging your pardon, than a long pig’s snout, which they would
rub first on one side and then on the other of their great tusk, perhaps to sharpen it. I almost forgot to say that they
had a long tail, twice as long as a cow’s, which they used, I suppose, to keep off the flies.
“The funniest thing of all was that there were but three eyes to every couple of imps. Those that had but one
eye, in the middle of the forehead, like those Cyclopes that your uncle, who is a learned man, Mr. Jules, used to
read to us about out of that big book of his, all Latin, like the priest’s prayer-book, which he called his Virgil—
those that had but one eye held each by the claw two novices with the proper number of eyes. Out of all these
eyes spurted the flames which lit up Isle d’Orleans like broad day.
“The novices seemed very respectful to their companions, who were, as one might say, half blind; they bowed
down to them, they fawned upon them, they fluttered their arms and legs, just like good Christians dancing the
minuet.
“The eyes of my late father were fairly starting out of his head. It was worse and worse when they began to
jump and dance without moving from their places, and to chant in a voice as hoarse as that of a choking cow, this
song:
Hoary Frisker, Goblin gay.
Long-nosed Neighbor, come away!
Come my Grumbler in the mud,
Brother Frog of tainted blood!
Come, and on this juicy Christian
Let us feast it while we may!

“‘Ah! The accursed heathens,” exclaimed my late father, ‘an honest man can not be sure of his property for a
moment! Not satisfied with having stolen my favorite song, which I always keep to wind up with at weddings and
feasts, just see how they’ve played the devil with it! One would hardly recognize it. It is Christians instead of
good wine that they are going to treat themselves to, the scoundrels!’
“Then the imps went on with their hellish song, glaring at my late father, and curling their long snouts around
their great rhinoceros tusks:
Come, my tricksy Traveler’s Guide,
Devil’s Minion true and tried,
Come, my Sucking-Pig, my Simple,
Brother Wart and Brother Pimple;
Here’s a fat and juicy Frenchman
To be pickled, to be fried!

“‘All that I can say to you just now, my darlings,’ cried my late father, ‘is that if you get no more fat to eat than
what I’m going to bring you on my lean carcass you’ll hardly need to skim your broth.’
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“The goblins, however, seemed to be expecting something, for they kept turning their heads every moment.
My late father looked in the same direction. What was that he saw on the hill-side?
“A mighty devil, built like the rest, but as long as the steeple St. Michel, which we passed awhile back. Instead
of the pointed bonnet, he wore a three-horned hat, topped with a big thorn bush in place of a feather. He had but
one eye, blackguard that he was, but that was as good as a dozen. He was doubtless the drum-major of the
regiment, for he held in his hand a saucepan twice as big as our maple-sugar kettles, which hold twenty gallons,
and in the other hand a bell-clapper, which no doubt the dog of a heretic had stolen from some church before its
consecration. He pounded on his saucepan, and all the scoundrels began to laugh, to jump, to flutter, nodding to
my late father as if inviting him to come and amuse himself with them.
“‘You’ll wait a long time, my lambs,’ thought my late father to himself, his teeth chattering in his head as if he
had the shaking fever—‘you will wait a long time, my gentle lambs. I’m not in any hurry to quit the good Lord’s
earth to live with the goblins!’
“Suddenly the tall devil began to sing a hellish round, accompanying himself on the saucepan, which he beat
furiously, and all the goblins darted away like lightening—so fast, indeed, that it took them less than a minute to
go all the way around the island. My poor late father was so stupefied by the hubbub that he could not remember
more than three verses of the song, which ran like this:
Here’s the spot that suits us well
When it gets too hot in hell—
Toura-loura;
*
Here we go all round,
Hands all round,
Here we go all round.
*
Come along and stir your sticks,
You jolly dogs of heretics—
Toura-loura.

“Well,” said José, “it happened that my father, brave as he was, was in such a devil of a funk that the sweat
was hanging from the end of his nose like a head of oats. There he was, the dear man, with his eyes bigger than
his head, never daring to budge. Presently he thought he heard behind him the tic-tac, tic-tac, which he had
already heard several times on the journey; but he had too much to occupy his attention in front of him to pay
much heed to what might pass behind.
“Suddenly, when he was least expecting it, he felt two great bony hands, like the claws of a bear, grip him by
the shoulders. He turned around horrified, and found himself face to face with La Corriveau, who was climbing
on his back. She had thrust her hands through the bars of her cage and succeeded in clutching him; but the cage
was heavy, and at every leap she fell back again to the ground with a hoarse cry, without losing her hold, however,
on the shoulders of my late father, who bent under the burden. If he had not held tight to the fence with both
hands, he would have been crushed under the weight.
“My poor late father was so overwhelmed with horror that one might have heard the sweat that rolled off his
forehead dropping down on the fence like grains of duck-shot.
“‘My dear Francis,’ said La Corriveau, ‘do me the pleasure of taking me to dance with my friends of Isle
d’Orleans?’
“‘Oh, you devil’s wench!’ cried my late father. That was the only oath the good man ever used, and that only
when very much tried.”
“The deuce!” exclaimed Jules, “it seems to me that the occasion was a very suitable one. For my own part, I
should have been swearing like a heathen.”
“And I,” said Archie, “like an Englishman.”
“Isn’t that much the same thing?” answered d’Haberville. “You are wrong, my dear Jules. I must acknowledge
that the heathen acquit themselves very well; but the English? Oh, my! Le Roux who, soon as he got out of
college, made a point of reading all the bad books he could get hold of, told us, if you remember, that that blackguard of a Voltaire, as my uncle the Jesuit used to call him, had declared in a book of his, treating of what happened in France in the reign of Charles VII, when that prince was hunting the islanders out of his kingdom—Le
Roux told us that Voltaire had put it on record that “every Englishman swears.” Well, my boy, those events took
place about the year 1445—let us say, three hundred years ago. Judge, then, what dreadful oaths that ill-tempered
nation must have invented in the course of three centuries!”
“I surrender,” said Jules. “But go on, my dear José.”
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“‘Devil’s wench!’ exclaimed my late father, ‘is that your gratitude for my de profundis and all my other
prayers? You’d drag me into the orgy, would you? I was thinking you must have been in for at least three or four
thousand years of purgatory for your pranks; and you had only killed two husbands—which was a mere nothing.
So having always a tender heart for everything. I felt sorry for you, and said to myself we must give you a helping
hand. And this is the way you thank me, that you want to straddle my shoulders and ride me to hell like a heretic!’
“‘My dear Francis,’ said La Corriveau, ‘take me over to dance with my dear friends;’ and she knocked her
head against that of my late father till her skull rattled like a dry bladder filled with pebbles.
“‘You maybe sure,’ said my late father. ‘You hellish wench of Judas Iscariot, I’m not going to be your jackass
to carry you over to dance with those pretty darlings!’
“‘My dear Francis,’ answered the witch, ‘I can not cross the St. Lawrence, which is a consecrated stream,
except with the help of a Christian.’
“‘Get over as best you can, you devilish gallows bird,’ said my late father. ‘Get over as best you can; every one
to his own business. Oh, yes, a likely thing that I’ll carry you over to dance with your dear friends; but that will be
a devil of a journey you have come, the Lord knows how, dragging that fine cage of yours, which must have torn
up all the stones on the king’s highway! A nice row there’ll be when the inspector passes this way one of these
days and finds the road in such a condition! And then, who but the poor habitant will have to suffer for your
frolics, getting fined for not having kept the road properly!’
“The drum-major suddenly stopped beating on his great sauce-pan. All the goblins halted and gave three yells,
three frightful whoops, like the Indians give when they have danced that war dance with which they always begin
their bloody expeditions. The island was shaken to its foundation, the wolves, the bears, all the other wild beasts,
and the demons of the northern mountains took up the cry, and the echoes repeated it till it was lost in the forests
of the far-off Saguenay.
“My poor, late father thought that the end of the world had come, and the Day of Judgment.
“The tall devil with the sauce-pan struck three blows; and a silence most profound succeeded the hellish
hubbub. He stretched out his arm toward my late father, and cried with a voice of thunder:
“‘Will you make haste, you lazy dog? Will you make haste, you cur of a Christian, and ferry our friend across?
We have only fourteen thousand four hundred times more to prance around the island before cock-crow. Are you
going to make her lose the best of the fun?’
“‘Go to the devil, where you all belong,’ answered my late father, losing all patience.
“‘Come, my dear Francis,’ said La Corriveau, ‘be a little more obliging. You are acting like a child about a
mere trifle. Moreover, see how the time is flying. Come, now, one little effort!’
“‘No, no, my wench of Satan,’ said my late father. ‘Would to Heaven you still had on the fine collar which the
hangman put around your neck two years ago. You wouldn’t have so clear a wind-pipe.’
“During this dialogue the goblins on the island resumed their chorus:
Here we go all round,
Hands all round,
Here we go all round.

“‘My dear Francis,’ said the witch, ‘if your body and bones won’t carry me over, I’m going to strangle you. I
will straddle your soul and ride over to the festival.’ With these words, she seized him by the throat and strangled
him.”
“What,” exclaimed the young men, “she strangled your poor, late father, now dead?”
“When I said strangled, it was very little better than that,” answered José, “for the dear man lost his consciousness. When he came to himself he heard a little bird, which cried,
“‘Qué-tu? (Who art thou?)’
“‘Oh, ho,’ said my late father, ‘it’s plain I’m not in hell, since I hear the dear Lord’s birds!’ He opened first one
eye, then the other, and saw that it was broad daylight. The sun was shining right in his face; the little bird,
perched on a neighboring branch, kept crying
“‘Qué-tu?’
“‘My dear child,’ said my father, ‘it is not very easy to answer your question, for I’m not very certain this
morning just who I am. Only yesterday I believed myself to be a brave, honest, and God-fearing man; but I have
had such an experience this night that I can hardly be sure that it is I, Francis Dubé, here present in body and soul.
Then the dear man began to sing:
Here we go all round,
Hands all round,
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Here we go all round.

“In fact, he was half-bewitched. At last, however, he perceived that he was lying full length in a ditch where,
happily, there was more mud than water; but for that my poor, late father, who now sleeps with the saints,
surrounded by all his relations and friends, and fortified by all the holy sacraments, would have died without
absolution, like a monkey in his old tree, begging your pardon for the comparison, young gentlemen. When he
had got his face clear from the mud of the ditch, in which he was stuck fast as in a vise, the first thing he saw was
his flask on the bank above him. At this he plucked up his courage and stretched out his hand to take a drink.
“But no such luck! The flask was empty! The witch had drained every drop.”
*
“My dear José,” said Lachiel, “I think I am about as brave as the next one. Nevertheless, if such an adventure
had happened to me, never again would I have traveled alone at night.”
“Nor I either,” said d’Haberville.
“To tell you the truth, gentlemen,” said José, “since you are so discriminating, I will confess that my late
father, who before this adventure would not have turned a hair in the graveyard at midnight, was never afterward
so bold; he dared not even go alone after sunset to do his chores in the stable.”
“And very sensible he was; but finish your story,” said Jules.
“It is finished,” said José. “My late father harnessed his horse, who appeared, poor brute, to have noticed
nothing unusual, and made his way home as fast as possible. It was not till a fortnight later that he told us his
adventure.”
“What do you say to all that, my self-satisfied skeptic who would refuse to Canada the luxury of witches and
wizards?” inquired d’Haberville.
“I say,” answered Archie, “that our Highland witches are mere infants compared with those of New France,
and what’s more, if ever I get back to my Scottish hills, I’m going to imprison all our hobgoblins in bottles, as Le
Sage did with his wooden-legged devil, Asmodeus.”
“Hmmm!” said José. “It would serve them just right, accursed blackguards; but where would you get bottles
big enough? There’d be the difficulty.”
25.78 Excerpt from Wacousta\fn{by Major John Richardson (1796-1852)} Niagara-on-the-Lake, Ontario, Canada (M) 1
. . . Meanwhile, Captain de Haldimar and his guide trod the mazes of the forest, with an expedition that proved
the latter to be well acquainted with its bearings. On quitting the bomb-proof\fn{ A note reads: Light, low-wheeled
carriage with removable hood.} she had struck into a narrow winding path, less seen than felt in the deep gloom pervading the wood, and with light steps bounded over obstacles that lay strewed in their course, emitting scarcely
more sound than would have been produced by the slimy crawl of its native rattlesnake.
Not so, however, with the less experienced tread of her companion.
Wanting the pliancy of movement given to it by the light moccasin, the booted foot of the young officer,
despite of all his precaution, fell heavily to the ground, producing such a rustling among the dried leaves, that, had
an Indian ear been lurking any where around, his approach must inevitably have been betrayed. More than once,
too, neglecting to follow the injunction of his companion, who moved in a stooping posture, with her head bent
over her chest, his hat was caught in the closely matted branches, and fell sullenly and heavily to the earth,
evidently much to the discomfiture of his guide.
At length they stood on the verge of a dark and precipitous ravine, the abrupt sides of which were studded with
underwood, so completely interwoven, that all passage appeared impracticable. What, however, seemed an
insurmountable obstacle, proved, in reality, an inestimable advantage; for it was by clinging to this, in imitation of
the example set him by his companion, the young officer was prevented from rolling into an abyss, the depth of
which was lost in the profound obscurity that pervaded the scene.
Through the bed of this dark dell rolled a narrow stream, so imperceptible to the eye in the “living darkness,”
and so noiseless in its course, that it was not until warned by his companion he stood on the very brink of it,
Captain de Haldimar was made sensible of its existence. Both cleared it at a single bound, in which the activity of
the female was not the least conspicuous, and, clambering up the opposite steep, secured their footing, by the aid
of the same underwood that had assisted them in their descent.
On gaining the other summit, which was not done without detaching several loose stones from their sandy bed,
they again fell into the path, which had been lost sight of in traversing the ravine. They had proceeded along this
about half a mile, when the female suddenly stopped, and pointing to a dim and lurid atmosphere that now began
to show itself between the thin foliage, whispered that in the opening beyond stood the encampment of the
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Indians. She then seated herself on the trunk of a fallen tree, that lay at the side of the almost invisible path they
had hitherto pursued, and motioning to her companion to unboot himself, proceeded to unlace the fastenings of
her moccasins.
“The foot of the Saginaw must fall like the night dew on the prairie,” she observed: “the ear of the red skin is
quicker than the lightning, and he will know that a pale face is near, if he hear but his tread upon a blade of grass.”
Gallantry in the civilized man is a sentiment that never wholly abandons him; and in whatever clime he may be
thrown, or under whatever circumstances he may be placed—be it called forth by white or by blackamoor—it is
certain to influence his conduct: it is a refinement, of that instinctive deference to the weaker sex, which nature
has implanted in him for the wisest of purposes; and which, while it tends to exalt those to whom its influence is
extended, fails not to reflect a corresponding luster on himself.
The young officer had, at the first suggestion of his guide, divested himself of his boots, prepared to perform
the remainder of the journey merely in his stockings, but his companion now threw herself on her knees before
him, and, without further ceremony, proceeded to draw over his foot one of the moccasins she had just relinquished.
“The feet of the Saganaw are soft as those of a young child,” she remarked, in a voice of commiseration; “but
the moccasins of Oucanasta shall protect them from the thorns of the forest.”
This was too un-European—too much reversing the established order of things, to be borne patiently. As if he
had felt the dignity of his manhood offended by the proposal, the officer drew his foot hastily back, declaring, as
he sprang from the log, he did not care for the thorns, and could not think of depriving a female, who must be
much more sensible of pain than himself.
Oucanasta, however, was not to be outdone in politeness. She calmly reseated herself on the log, drew her right
foot over her left knee, caught one of the hands of her companion, and placing it upon the naked sole, desired him
to feel how impervious to attack of every description was that indurated portion of the lower limb.
This practical argument was not without its weight, and had more effect in deciding the officer than a volume
of remonstrance. Most men love to render tribute to a delicate and pretty foot. Some, indeed, go so far as to connect everything feminine with these qualities, and to believe that nothing can be feminine without them. For our
parts, we confess, that, although no enemies to a pretty foot, it is by no means a sine qua non in our estimate of
female perfection; being in no way disposed, where the head and heart are gems, to undervalue these in consideration of any deficiency in the heels.
Captain de Haldimar probably thought otherwise; for when he had passed his unwilling hand over the foot of
Oucanasta, which, whatever her face might have been, was certainly anything but delicate, and encountered
numerous ragged excrescences and raspy callosities that set all symmetry at defiance, a wonderful revolution
came over his feelings; and, secretly determining the moccasins would be equally well placed on his own feet, he
no longer offered any opposition …
1819
89.111 The Locksmith Of Philadelphia\fn{by Joseph Howe (1804-1873)} Halifax, Nova Scotia, Canada (M) 6
In the sober looking city of Philadelphia, there dwelt, some years ago, an ingenious and clever mechanic
named Amos Sparks, by trade a locksmith. Nature had blest him with a peculiar turn for the branch of business to
which he had been bred. Not only was he skilled in the manufacture and repair of the various articles that in
America are usually regarded as “in the locksmith line,” but, prompted by a desire to master the more abstruse
intricacies of the business, he had studied it so attentively, and with such distinguished success that his proficiency
was the theme of admiration, not only with his customers and the neighborhood, but all who took an interest in
mechanical contrivances in the adjoining towns. His counter was generally strewn with all kinds of fastenings for
doors, trunks, and desks, which nobody but himself could open; and no lock was ever presented to Amos that he
could not pick in a very short time.
Like many men of talent in other departments Amos Sparks was poor.
Though a very industrious and prudent man, with a small and frugal family, he merely eked out a comfortable
existence but never seemed to accumulate property. Whether it was that he was not of the race of money-grubs,
whose instinctive desire of accumulation forces them to earn and hoard without a thought beyond the mere means
of acquisition, or whether the time occupied by the prosecution of new inquiries into still undiscovered regions of
his favorite pursuit, and in conversation with those who came to inspect and admire the fruits of his ingenuity,
were the cause of his poverty, we cannot undertake to determine; but perhaps various causes combined to keep his
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finances low, and it was quite as notorious in the city that Amos Sparks was a poor man, as that he was an
ingenious and decent mechanic.
But his business was sufficient for the supply of his wants and those of his family, so he studied and worked on
and was content.
*
It happened that in the autumn of 18--, a merchant in the city, whose business was rather extensive, and who
had been bustling about the Quay, and on board his vessels all the morning, returned to his counting house to
lodge several thousand dollars in the Philadelphia Bank, to retire some paper falling due that day, when to his
surprise he found that he had either lost or mislaid the key of his iron chest. After diligent search with no success
he was led to conclude that, in drawing out his handkerchief he had dropped the key in the street or perhaps into
the dock.
What was to be done? It was one o’clock, the bank closed at three, and there was no time to advertise the key,
or to muster so large a sum as that required.
In his perplexity the merchant thought of the poor locksmith; he had often heard of Amos Sparks; the case
seemed one peculiarly adapted to a trial of his powers, and being a desperate one, if he could not furnish a
remedy, where else was there a reasonable expectation of succor?
A clerk was hurried off for Amos, and, having explained the difficulty, speedily reappeared, followed by the
locksmith with his implements in his hand. A few minutes sufficed to open the chest, and the astonished merchant
glanced from the rolls of bank notes and piles of coin strewn along the bottom, to the clock in the corner of his
office, which told him that he had still three quarters of an hour; with a feeling of delight and exultation, like one
who had escaped from an unexpected dilemma by a lucky thought, and who felt that his credit was secure even
from a momentary breath of suspicion. He fancied he felt generous as well as glad, and determined that it should
be a cash transaction.
“How much is to pay, Amos? said he, thrusting his hand into his pocket.
“Five dollars, Sir,” said Sparks.
“Five dollars? Why, you are mad, man; you have not been five minutes doing the job. Come,” (the genuine
spirit of traffic, overcoming the better feelings which had momentary possession of his bosom), “I’ll give you five
shillings.”
“It is true,” replied the locksmith, “that much time has not been employed; but remember how many long years
I have been learning to do such a job in five minutes or even to do it at all, A doctor’s visit may last but one
minute; the service he renders may be but doubtful when all is done, and yet his fee would be as great, if not
greater than mine. You should be willing to purchase my skill, humble as it may be, as you would purchase any
other commodity in the market, by what it is worth to you.”
“Worth to me,” said the merchant with a sneer, “well, I think it was worth five shillings. I could have got a new
key made for that, or perhaps, might have found the old one.”
“But could you have got the one made or found the other, in time to retire your notes at the bank? Had I been
disposed to wrong you, taking advantage of your haste and perplexity I might have bargained for a much larger
sum, and as there is not another man in the city who could have opened the chest, you would gladly have given
me double the amount I now claim.”
“Double the amount! Why, the man’s a fool. Here are five shillings,” said the merchant, holding them in his
hand with the air of a rich man taking advantage of a poor one who could not help himself; “and if you do not
choose to take them, why, you may sue as soon as you please, for my time is too precious just now to spend in a
matter so trifling.”
“I never sued a man in my life,” said Sparks, “and I have lost much by my forbearance. But,” added he, the
trodden worm of a meek spirit beginning to recoil. “you are rich—are able to pay, and although I will not sue you,
pay you shall.”
The words were scarcely spoken when he dashed down the lid of the chest, and in a moment the strong staples
were firmly clasped by the bolts below, and the gold and bank notes were hidden as effectually as though they had
vanished like the ill-gotten hoards in the fairy tale.
The merchant stood aghast. He looked at Amos, and then darted a glance at the clock. The hand was within
twenty minutes of three, and seemed posting over the figures with the speed of light. What was to be done? At
first he tried to bully, but it would not do. Amos told him if he had sustained any injury, “he might sue as soon as
he pleased, for his time was too precious just now to be wasted in trifling affairs,” and, with a face of unruffled
composure, he turned on his heel and was leaving the office.
The merchant called him back: he had no alternative, his credit was at stake, half the city would swear he had
lost the key to gain time, and because there was no money in the chest; he was humbled by the necessity of the
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case, and handing forth the five dollars.
“There Sparks,” said he, “take your money and let us have no more words.”
“I must have ten dollars now,” replied the locksmith; “you would have taken advantage of a poor man; and
besides opening your strong box there I have a lesson to give you which is well worth a trifling sum. You would
not only have deprived me of what had been fairly earned, but have tempted me into a lawsuit which would have
ruined my family. You will never in future presume upon your wealth in your dealings with the poor without
thinking of the locksmith, and these five dollars may save you much sin and much repentance.”
This homily, besides being preached in a tone of calm deliberation, which left no room to hope for any
abatement, had exhausted another minute or two of the time already so precious; for the minutes, like the Sibyl’s
books, increased in value as they diminished in number. The merchant hurriedly counted out the ten dollars,
which Amos deliberately inspected to see that they belonged to no broken Bank, and then deposited in his
breeches pocket.
“For Heaven’s sake, be quick man, I would not have the bank close before this money is paid for fifty dollars,”
exclaimed the merchant.
“I thought so,” was the locksmith’s grave reply; but not being a malicious or vindictive man, and satisfied with
the punishment already inflicted, he delayed no longer, but opened the chest, giving its owner time to seize the
cash and reach the bank, after a rapid flight, a few minutes before it closed.
*
About a month after this affair the Philadelphia bank was robbed of coin and notes to the amount of fifty
thousand dollars. The bars of a window had been cut, and the vault entered so ingeniously, that it was evident that
the burglar had possessed, besides daring courage, a good deal of mechanical skill. The police scoured the city
and country round about, but no clue to the discovery of the robber could be traced. Everybody who had anything
to lose, felt that daring and ingenious felons were abroad who might probably pay them a visit; all were therefore
interested in their discovery and conviction.
Suspicions at length began to settle on Sparks. But yet his poverty and known integrity seemed to give them
the lie. The story of the iron chest, which the merchant had hitherto been ashamed, and Amos too forgiving, to
tell, for the latter did not care to set the town laughing, even at the man who had wronged him, now began to be
noised abroad. The merchant, influenced by a vindictive spirit, had whispered it to the Directors of the Bank, with
sundry shrugs and innuendoes, and, of course, with all sorts of extravagant variations and additions.
Amos thought for several days that some of his neighbors looked and acted rather oddly, and he missed one or
two who used to drop in and chat almost every afternoon; but, not suspecting for a moment that there was any
cause for altered behavior, these matters made but a slight impression on his mind. In all such cases the person
most interested is the last to hear disagreeable news; and the first hint that the locksmith got of the universal
suspicion, was from the officer of police who came with a party of constables to search his premises.
Astonishment and grief were of course the portion of Amos and his family for that day. The first shock to a
household who had derived, even amidst their humble poverty, much satisfaction from the possession of a good
name—a property that they had been taught to value above all earthly treasures—may be easily conceived. To
have defrauded a neighbor of sixpence would have been a meanness no one of them would have been guilty of,
but fifty thousand dollars, the immensity of the sum seemed to clothe the suspicion with a weight of terror that
nearly pressed them to the earth.
They clung to each other with bruised and fluttered spirits while the search was proceeding, and it was not
until it was completed and the officer declared himself satisfied that there was none of the missing property on the
premises, that they began to rally and look calmly at the circumstances which seemed, for the moment, to menace
the peace and security they had previously enjoyed.
“Cheer up, my darlings,” said Amos, who was the first to recover the sobriety of thought that usually
characterized him, “cheer up, all will yet be well; it is impossible that this unjust suspicion can long hover about
us. A life of honesty and fair dealing will not be without its reward: there was perhaps something in my trade, and
the skill which long practice had given me in it, that naturally enough led the credulous, the thoughtless, and
perhaps the mischievous, if any such there be connected with this enquiry, to look towards us. But the real authors
of this outrage will probably be discovered soon; for a fraud so extensive will make all parties vigilant, and if not;
why then, when our neighbors see us toiling, at our usual occupations, with no evidence of increased wealth or
lavish expenditure on our persons or at our board, and remember how many years we were so occupied and so
attired, without a suspicion of wrong doing, even in small matters, attaching to us, there will be good sense, and
good feeling enough in the city to do us justice.”
There were sound sense and much consolation in this reasoning: the obvious probabilities of the case were in
favor of the fulfillment of the locksmith’s expectations.
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But a scene of trial and excitement, of prolonged agony and hope deferred, lay before him, the extent of which
it would have been difficult if not impossible for him then to have foreseen.
*
Foiled in the search, the directors of the bank sent one of their number to negotiate with Amos; to offer him a
large sum of money, and a guarantee from further molestation, if he would confess, restore the property, and give
up his accomplices, if any there were. It was in vain that he protested his innocence, and avowed his abhorrence
of the crime; the banker rallied him on his assumed composure, and threatened him with consequences, until the
locksmith, who had been unaccustomed to dialogues founded on the presumption that he was a villain, ordered his
tormentor out of his shop, with the spirit of a man who, though poor, was resolved to preserve his self-respect, and
protect the sanctity of his dwelling from impertinent and insulting intrusion.
The banker retired, baffled and threatening vengeance. A consultation was held, and it was finally decided to
arrest Sparks, and commit him to prison, in the hope that by shutting him up, and separating him from his family
and accomplices, he would be less upon his guard against the collection of evidence necessary to a conviction,
and perhaps be frightened into terms, or induced to make a full confession.
This was a severe blow to the family. They could have borne much together, for mutual counsel and sympathy
can soothe many of the ills of life: but to be divided—to have the strongest mind around which the feebler ones
had been accustomed to cling, carried away captive to brood, in solitary confinement, on an unjust accusation,
was almost too much when coupled with the cloud of suspicion that seemed to gather about their home and infect
the very air they breathed.
The privations forced upon them by the want of the locksmith’s earnings were borne without a murmur, and
out of the little that could be mustered, a portion was always reserved to buy some trifling but unexpected comfort
or luxury to carry to the prison.
*
Some months having passed without Sparks having made any confession, or the discovery of any new fact
whereby his guilt might be established, his persecutors found themselves reluctantly compelled to bring him to
trial. They had not a tittle of evidence, except some strange locks and implements found in the shop, and which
proved the talent but not the guilt of the mechanic. Yet these were so various, and executed with such elaborate
art, and such an evident expenditure of labor that but few, either of the judges, jury, or spectators, could be
persuaded that a man so poor would have devoted himself so sedulously to such an employment, unless he had
some other object in view than mere instruction or amusement. His friends and neighbors gave him an excellent
character; but on their cross-examination all admitted his entire devotion to his favorite pursuit.
The counsel for the bank exerted himself with consummate ability; calculating in some degree on the state of
the public mind, and the influence which vague rumors, coupled with the evidence of the mechanic’s handicraft
exhibited in court, might have on the mind of the jury, he dwelt upon every ward. and winding, on the story of the
iron chest, on the evident poverty of the locksmith, and yet his apparent waste of time, if all this work were not
intended to ensure success in some great design. He believed that a verdict would be immediately followed by a
confession, for he thought Amos guilty, and he succeeded in making the belief pretty general among his audience.
Some of the jury were half inclined to speculate on the probabilities of a confession, and, swept away by a current
of suspicion, were not indisposed to convict without evidence, in order that the result might do credit to their
penetration.
But this was impossible, even in an American Court in the good old times of which we write. Hanging persons
on suspicion, and acquitting felons because the mob think murder no crime, are modern inventions. The charge of
the Judge was clear and decisive: he admitted that there were grounds for suspicion, that there were circumstances
connected with the prisoner’s peculiar mode of life that were not reconcilable with the lowness of his finances;
but yet, of direct testimony there was not a vestige, and of circumstantial evidence there were not only links
wanting in the chain, but in fact there was not a single link extending beyond the locksmith’s dwelling.
*
Sparks was accordingly acquitted; but as no other clue was found to direct suspicion, it still lay upon him like a
cloud. The vindictive merchant and the dissatisfied bankers did not hesitate to declare, that, although the charge
could not be legally brought home, they had no doubt whatever of his guilt.
This opinion was taken up and reiterated, until thousands who were too careless to investigate the story, were
satisfied that Amos was a rogue. How could the character of a poor man hold out against the deliberate slanders of
so many rich ones?
Amos rejoiced in his acquittal as one who felt that the jury had performed a solemn duty faithfully, and who
was glad to find that his personal experience had strengthened, rather than impaired, his reliance on the tribunals
of his country. He embraced his family, as one snatched from great responsibility and peril, and his heart
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overflowed with thankfulness, when at night they were all once more assembled round the fireside, the scene of
so much happiness and unity in other days.
But yet Amos felt that though acquitted by the jury he was not by the town. He saw that, in the faces of some
of the jury and most of the audience, which he was too shrewd an observer to misunderstand. He wished it were
otherwise; but he was contented to take his chance of some subsequent revelation, and if it came not, of living
down the foul suspicion which Providence had permitted, for some wise purpose, to hover for a while around his
name.
But Amos had never thought of how he was to live.
The cold looks, averted faces, and rude scandal of the neighborhood, could be borne, because really there was
some excuse to be found in the circumstances, and because he hoped that there would be a joyful ending of it all
at some future day. But the loss of custom first opened his eyes to his real situation.
No work came to his shop. He made articles but could not sell them; and, as the little money he had saved was
necessarily exhausted in the unavoidable expenses of the trial, the family found it impossible, with the utmost exertion and economy, to meet their current outlay; one article of furniture after another was reluctantly sacrificed,
or some little comfort abridged, until, at the end of months of degradation and absolute distress, their bare board
was spread within bare walls, and it became necessary to beg, to starve, or to remove.
The latter expedient had often been suggested in family consultations, and it is one that in America is the common remedy for all great calamities. If a man fails in a city on the seaboard, he removes to Ohio; if a clergyman
offers violence to a fair parishioner, he removes to Albany, where he soon becomes “very much respected;” if a
man in Michigan whips a bowie knife between a neighbor’s ribs, he removes to Missouri. So that in fact a
removal is “the sovereign’st thing on earth” for all great and otherwise overwhelming evils.
The Sparks would have removed, but they clung to the hope that the real perpetrator would be discovered and
the mystery cleared up: and besides, they thought it would be an acknowledgment of the justice of the general
suspicion if they turned their backs and fled. They lived upon the expectation of the renewed confidence and
companionship of old friends and neighbors, when Providence should deem it right to draw the veil aside.
But to live longer in Philadelphia was impossible, and the whole family prepared to depart; their effects were
easily transported, and, as they had had no credit since the arrest, there was nobody to prevent them from seeking
a livelihood elsewhere.
*
Embarking in one of the river boats they passed up the Schuylkill and settled at Norristown. The whole family
being industrious and obliging, they soon began to gather comforts around them; and as these were not embittered
by the cold looks and insulting sneers of the vicinage,\fn{ People living in their vicinity, or neighborhood .} they were
comparatively happy for a time.
But even here there was for them no permanent place of rest. A merchant passing through Norristown on his
way from the capital to the Blue Mountains, recognized Sparks and told somebody he knew that he wished the
community joy of having added to the number of its inhabitants the notorious locksmith of Philadelphia. The
news soon spread, the family found that they were shunned, as they had formerly been by those who had known
them longer than the good people of Norristown, and had a fair prospect of starvation opening before them.
They removed again. This time there was no inducement to linger, for they had no local attachment to detain
them. They crossed the mountains, and descending into the vale of the Susquehanna, pitched their tent at Sunbury.
Here the same temporary success excited the same hopes, only to be blighted in the bud by the breath of slander,
which seemed so widely circulated as to leave them hardly any asylum within the limits of the State.
We need not enumerate the different towns and villages in which they essayed to gain a livelihood, were
suspected, shunned and foiled. They had nearly crossed the State in its whole length, been driven from Pittsburgh,
were slowly wending their way further west, and were standing on the high ground overlooking Middleton, as
though doubtful if there was to be rest for the soles of their feet even there; they hesitated to try a new experiment.
Sparks seated himself on a stone beneath a spreading sycamore, his family clustered round him on the grass. They
had traveled far and were weary; and without speaking a word, as their eyes met and they thought of their
prolonged sufferings and slender hopes, they burst into a flood of tears, in which Sparks, burying his face in the
golden locks of the sweet girl who bowed her head upon his knee, joined audibly.
At length, wiping away his tears, and checking the rising sobs that shook his manly bosom,
“God’s will be done, my children,” said the locksmith, “we cannot help weeping, but let us not murmur; our
Heavenly Father has tried and is trying us, doubtless for some wise purpose, and if we are still to be wanderers
and outcasts on the earth let us never lose sight of his promise, which assures us of an eternal refuge in a place
where the wicked cease from troubling and the weary are at rest.
“I was, perhaps, too proud of that skill of mine; too apt to plume myself upon it above others whose gifts had
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been less abundant; to take all the credit and give none to Him by whom the human brain is wrought into mysteryous adaptation to particular sciences and pursuits. My error has been that of wiser and greater men, who have
been made to feel that what we cherish as the richest of earthly blessings sometimes turns out a curse.”
To dissipate the gloom which hung over the whole party, and beguile the half hour that they intended to rest in
that sweet spot, Mrs. Sparks drew out a Philadelphia newspaper, which somebody had given her upon the road,
and called their attention to the Deaths and Marriages that they might see what changes were taking place in a city
that still interested them though they were banished for ever from its borders.
She had hardly opened the paper when her eye glanced at an article which she was too much excited to read.
Amos, wondering at the emotion displayed, gently disengaged the paper and read:

BANK ROBBERY—SPARKS NOT THE MAN
His own feelings were as powerfully affected as his wife’s, but his nerves were stronger, and he read out, to an
audience whose ears devoured every syllable of the glad tidings, an account of the conviction and execution of a
wretch in Albany, who had confessed among other daring and heinous crimes, the robbery of the Philadelphia
bank, accounting for the dissipation of the property, and entirely exonerating Sparks, whose face he had never
seen.
These were “glad tidings of great joy” to the weary wayfarers beneath the sycamore, whose hearts over-flowed
with thankfulness to the Father of Mercies, who had given them strength to bear the burden of affliction, and had
lifted it from their spirits ere they had been crushed beneath the weight. Their resolution to return to their native
city was formed at once, and before a week had passed they were slowly journeying to the capital of the State.
*
Meanwhile an extraordinary revulsion of feeling had taken place at Philadelphia.
Newspapers and other periodicals, which had formerly been loud in condemnation of the locksmith, now
blazoned abroad the robber’s confession, wondered how any man could ever have been for a moment suspected
upon such evidence as was adduced at the trial; drew pictures of the domestic felicity once enjoyed by the Sparks,
and then painted, partly from what was known of the reality and partly from imagination, their sufferings, privations, and wrongs, in the pilgrimage they had performed in fleeing from an unjust but damnatory accusation.
The whole city rang with the story; old friends and neighbors who had been the first to cut them, now became
the loud and vehement partisans of the family. Everybody was anxious to know where they were. Some reported
that they had perished in the woods; others that they had been burnt on a prairie; while not a few believed that the
locksmith, driven to desperation, had first destroyed the family and then himself.
All these stories of course created as much excitement as the robbery of the Bank had done before, only that
this time the tide set the other way; and by the time the poor locksmith and his family, who had been driven like
vagabonds from the city, approached its suburbs, they were met, congratulated and followed by thousands, to
whom, from the strange vicissitudes of their lot, they had become objects of interest. In fact, theirs was almost a
triumphal entry, and as the public always likes to have a victim, they were advised on all hands to bring an action
against the directors of the bank; large damages would, it was affirmed, be given, and the bank deserved to suffer
for the causeless ruin brought on a poor but industrious family.
Sparks was reluctant to engage in any such proceedings; his character was vindicated, his business restored; he
occupied his own shop, and his family were comfortable and content. But the current of public opinion was too
strong for him. All Philadelphia had determined that the bankers should pay. An eminent lawyer volunteered to
conduct the suit and make no charge if a liberal verdict were not obtained.
The locksmith pondered the matter well: his own wrongs he freely forgave; but he thought that there had been
a readiness to secure the interests of a wealthy corporation by blasting the prospects of a humble mechanic,
which, for the good of society, ought not to pass unrebuked; he felt that the moral effect of such a prosecution
would be salutary, teaching the rich not to presume too far upon their affluence, and cheering the heart of the poor
while suffering unmerited persecution.
The suit was commenced and urged to trial, notwithstanding several attempts at compromise on behalf of the
bank. The pleadings on both sides were able and ingenious; but the counsel for the plaintiff had a theme worthy of
the fine powers he possessed; and at the close of a pathetic and eloquent declamation, the audience, which had'
formerly condemned Amos in their hearts without evidence, were melted to tears by a recital of his sufferings; and
when the jury returned with a verdict of ten thousand dollars damages against the bank, the locksmith was
honored by a ride home on their shoulders, amidst a hurricane of cheers.
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126.62 Parted Ways\fn{by Agnes Maule Machar aka Fidelis (1837-1927)} Kingston, Ontario, Canada (F) 7
“I am afraid it has all been a mistake, Harold,” she said, slowly and sadly, without turning to look at him,
gazing straight before her at the glowing October landscape that lay spread around them.
“What a mistake!” he exclaimed in a startled tone, turning to look at the speaker’s half-averted face, paler than
its wont; at the delicate profile, with the broad brow arched with soft dark-brown hair, that stood out relieved
against a background of iron-gray rock.
But the large, soft, thoughtful eyes did not meet the keen dark ones that looked into them. They were seemingly absorbed in contemplation of the dreamy radiance of the lovely Indian summer day, that flooded with its
mellow light the glancing gold and crimson of the palm-like sumacs about them, the sparkling tide of the river
that wound at their feet, the rich mosaic of autumn foliage on the opposite shore, even the gray-green lichens that
crusted the granite rock on which they sat, and the brown pine needles that filled in all its crevices, seeming like a
soft mantle thrown over the tiny ferns and delicate vegetation that nestled so confidingly therein.
She kept silence for a few moments, as if gathering her strength, while he repeated his question with a mingling of tenderness and impatience in his tone, and on the dark eager intellectual countenance in which a close
observer might have traced a good deal of latent ambition, blended with a strong suggestion of suppressed passion
and of a self-will that tended to obstinacy.
“What is a mistake? Helen darling?” he repeated.
“Our engagement, dear,” she said, at last, very gently, yet as if the words had been forced out, almost against
her will.
“Helen, are you dreaming? What nonsense is this! It isn’t like you to say such unkind things! What if we do
see some things differently? Don’t we know and love each other, and isn’t that enough? Haven’t we a thousand
thoughts and feelings in common? What are a few points of difference in comparison with a love like ours—like
mine, at least,” he added, a little reproachfully, “and what I supposed yours to be!”
“Ah, Harold, don’t doubt my love,” she exclaimed. “It is its very strength that makes me feel as I do! What are
a few thoughts and feelings in common, if there is hopeless separation at the very core of it all; of all that makes
the real beauty and meaning of life? It is like the ‘little rift within the lute!’ Look at that tiny seam in this great
rock. Don’t you know how it will widen and widen, winter after winter, till at last the whole mass drops apart
forever!”
“Mere poetical fancies, Helen! You are trifling with yourself and me! It isn’t a question of lutes and rocks, but
of hearts that love and will love on, I hope—”
“Forever?” she asked, for the first time turning and looking full in his face.
“What have we to do with ‘forever’ just now, Helen? Now is enough for me! Life is so sweet and beautiful,
and we love each other! Isn’t that enough? It is in the present we have to live, not in the future. And where there is
love, it can stand a great deal of difference of opinion.”
“A great deal—yes! But not that which goes to the very heart and root of things—that on which the very
essence of life and love seem to me to depend.”
“All sentiment, my dear children! Can’t you let dreaming alone, and be your own sensible self? What can we
really know about the future, or what you call the ‘spiritual world?’ No! I don’t want to distress you. Keep your
dreams and fancies about them if they make you happy.” (He had almost said, “if they amuse you.”) “But this
unknown quantity need never come between us two. We have enough to fill our united life with, in what we do
know! I can quote poetry, too, and from an unexceptionable source:
Trust no future, howe’er pleasant,
Let the dead past bury its dead,
Act, act in the living present!”

He stopped, and she finished the stanza:
Heart within and God o’erhead.

His face hardened perceptibly.
“Keep the last, if you think you need it, the first is enough for me!”
“But, dear, you don’t understand, you can’t understand the constant torture of living the best half of my life
totally apart from you, utterly out of sympathy with you! It is the constant impulse to share with you what I love
and value so dearly, the constant sense of the blank wall of separation between us, that makes this pain greater
than I can bear! It seems like a nightmare, as if I were always struggling to get to you, across it, and were always
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thrown back again, do what I would.”
“Then why not be philosophical, and school yourself to the inevitable? What is the use of crying for the moon,
when you might be happy without it? Of course it would be delightful, if we could see all things just alike—‘like
two eyes on one face,’ though even they don’t see just alike; but mightn’t it be a little dull? And what does it all
matter, in the end? Surely you agree with me that the main thing is to be true to oneself, and that ‘conduct is threefourths of life.’ He can’t be wrong whose life is in the right!”
“Ah, Harold dear, but that is what troubles me most! It seems so clear to me that life can’t be right apart from
its true foundation! And I do feel that your ideals and aims are changing, with your view of life! You haven’t any
longer the old aspirations, the old enthusiasms.”
“Boyish fancies!” he exclaimed contemptuously. “A man soon finds his level as he grows older. If one does his
own little bit of work fairly well, that is his contribution to the general result, without his taking the universe on
one’s back! What are we all but just bits of machinery in the great mill?”
Helen sighed with a sense of the hopelessness of argument. But she braced herself anew for what she had to
say.
“But you can never do the good you might, with such a narrow ideal as that, dear! You could be so much more
than a mere bit of machinery; you were meant to be!”
“Meant!” he echoed, with a bitter smile.
“Yes, I know,” she said, wearily; “I forgot that word had no meaning for you! But there, you see, we always
come back to the blank wall! The things dearest to me are nothing to you! Indeed, you often seem to hate them! I
can’t love you as I do, and think of this life, beautiful as it is, being all there is; of love itself as at the mercy of the
beating of these hearts of ours, which at any moment might be stopped by some sudden accident and all be ended
forever! To me, the very sacredness of love lies in its immortality; while you—you—”
She could not go on. Her face quivered, and she turned away to hide the tears she could no longer keep back.
Harold caught her at once in his strong encircling arms, and pressed her closely to his heart, trying to kiss away
the fast-flowing tears. This strange mood would soon be over now, he thought. But she struggled hard for composure, and presently freed herself from his embrace, while he exclaimed tenderly:
“My darling, don’t torture yourself and me any more! You’ve been brooding over things till you have unnerved yourself.”
“If I have,” she replied, “it is because the thought will not let me rest, it haunts me so, the consciousness of that
horrible idea of yours, that there is nothing in the universe but blind force, and our frail human love. It is the very
strength of my love for you that troubles me. I want so much to be at one with you—that we should see things
with the same eyes, that I often feel as if I were losing hold of the only thing that is fixed and stable—as if a black
chasm of nothingness were opening at my feet.
“Ah, you don’t know how many wakeful nights, and how many bitter tears it has cost me! Your death, dear, I
could bear, with the ‘sore and certain hope’ of reunion, but the blackness of desolation, the death in life that seems
to loom up before me when my faith seems drifting from my hold, is more than I could bear!
“Don’t you see, I am afraid—afraid lest, under the constant influence of your questioning, incredulous spirit, I
might lose the light altogether, and, for me, that would be the most terrible loss of all!”
There could be no question of the intensity of her feeling. It impressed Harold in spite of himself, and indeed it
touched some chords in his own breast which still vibrated painfully. Presently he said, gloomily:
“I suppose Harvey has been meddling! Do you think I can’t see through that? And I suppose, if he manages to
separate us, he will hope to console you himself, by and by! Fanatical bigots, all of them!” he muttered.
“Harold, dearest,” she said, with a look of unutterable pain, “Do you think I should allow him or anyone to talk
to me on such a subject? or that anyone else could influence me, when you cannot? This is solely and entirely my
own deliberate judgment.”
“Yet I thought you believed in the sacredness of love and betrothal!”
“But what if you do not? And, with your philosophy, how can anything be ‘sacred?’
“Love is simply ‘a product,’ you say. Why should it be more sacred than any other product?
“I did believe that love’s claims were supreme, that where two people loved each other, nothing, not even this,
should come between them. And if I were stronger, myself, I might decide differently; I might feel able to go on,
unchanged myself, always hoping, what you have told me I need not hope for! But as it is—oh Harold, darling—I
feel I dare not!”
“And do you really mean that for this shadowy reason, we must part, after all our close intimacy, our dear
friendship, our dear love, our plighted troth?”
“Harold,” she replied, “I am not thinking of myself alone. I shall never cease to love you—never forget you!
But I honestly believe it is best for you, too. Don’t you think I have seen how your present distasteful work and
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narrow sphere fret and gall you? Can I help knowing that but for me and our engagement, you would not think of
staying here—that you would gladly avail yourself of the opening your uncle has offered you, to enter the
profession that has always been your own choice? And if I let you make the sacrifice, for I know it is one, how
will it be by and by? Might you not come to feel you had made a mistake? No, dear, I have not come to this conclusion hastily. It has been a long, hard struggle, but I do see it now.”
“Well, Helen,” he rejoined, in a colder tone, “I should, of course, never hold you to an engagement you wish to
break. If this is really your decision, the sooner we part, the better! I had another letter from my uncle last evening, again urging me to come to him, and begging for an immediate reply. I did not tell you of it, as I knew it
would give you pain. But if you are serious in this madness, as I regard it, I had better reply that I will avail myself of his offer as soon as I can get a substitute for my work here, which I know I can do at once.”
His voice sounded hard and metallic. His face had quite lost the tender pleading look it had worn.
Helen knew that he was very angry, and felt keenly wounded by his tone. She made no reply, and as he unconsciously rose, she rose, too, and he instinctively offered his hand to help her down the path that led to the shore,
where their boat lay waiting. As they descended, she looked up, and their eyes met. The wistful pleading look in
her sad eyes was too much for him.
Instantly his mood changed. Once more he clasped her in his arms, strained her passionately to his breast, and
held her as if he could not let her go. Her beauty and her love were so sweet to him, the old habit of loving was so
strong.
“My darling! my darling! I cannot give you up!” he murmured, as he kissed again and again the soft cheek,
wet with tears. But she did not answer, and silently took her seat in the stern of the skiff. There was no sign of
yielding in the pale thoughtful face, or in the curves of the slightly compressed lips. Nor did Harold—the burst of
passionate emotion over—care to renew the contest.
*
The homeward row was very silent. Now and then a lovely bit of color, glowing out in the sunset light, called
forth a few admiring comments, but, for the most part, the hearts of both were too heavy for the effort of conversation, while Helen was often feign to turn away her head to hide the tears that would rise to her eyes under the
foreboding feeling that this was, in all probability, their last row. As Harold helped her to land at the foot of her
father’s grounds, he held her tightly for a moment, with a few earnest words:
“I am not going to take what you have said for final, Helen, darling! I can’t think it could really be your deliberate decision. I should never hold you or any woman to an irksome pledge; but I know you love me, and I know
how good and true you are! And I think, if you send me away, it will be as hard for you as for me. For both our
sakes, reconsider it, dear. I will come in tomorrow evening, and I hope you will tell me that it has all been a bad
dream. Good bye, my own darling!”
He let her go, sprang into the boat, and with a few rapid strokes had disappeared round a bend of the stream.
*
Helen stood still till he was out of sight, then, sinking down on the grass, she buried her face in her hands and
gave way to the burst of weeping she had with such difficulty restrained.
“Oh, if things could only be different!” she murmured. “If I only could keep him and my faith, too! But, as
things are, how could we ever be happy together? Better the pain of parting now, than to be tortured by the perpetual sense of separation of soul!”
While Harold’s thoughts, as he rowed on with gloomy brow and set lips, ran thus:
“What a hold these illusions must have, after all, on a soul like hers! I believe she loves me intensely—perhaps
more intensely than I love her—and yet she can give me up sooner than these shadows! Poor girl! I don’t want to
rob her of them if they give her any satisfaction! But why can’t she be reasonable, and not insist on tearing our
hearts asunder? It seems as if women never can be reasonable!”
Then for a moment the thought occurred to him how it would be if he should profess for the time being to be at
least partially convinced of what she clung to so tenaciously.
But it was only for a moment. Honor and manliness rose to repel any such subterfuge. Harold Vaughan was too
much a man to attempt to deceive the true woman he so truly loved.
*
Life is so complex that we never find it stand still to serve as a background for our own griefs, however
absorbing they may be to ourselves.
When Helen—her overburdened heart somewhat relieved by the burst of tears—had regained her usual
composure and returned to the house, she found the little household in commotion. Dr. Musgrave’s well-worn
“buggy” was standing at the gate, while the brown spaniel Rover was leaping up on the patient horse, eager for
the start. The doctor himself—his overcoat and gloves on—was standing by the table, swallowing a cup of tea
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which the thoughtful old servant had hastily prepared for her master.
“Glad you’ve come in, my dear,” he said. “I am just off to the Sinclairs. They have had a bad accident there
with the threshing machine. Poor Jem! I am afraid it’s all over with him.”
“Oh, father, how dreadful!” she exclaimed, the slight flush on her cheek disappearing and leaving it paler than
before. Presently she continued, eagerly:
“Oh, father dear, let me go too. Jem’s wife, you know, poor Maggie! Perhaps I could do something for her, at
least. Do let me go at all events.”
“Indeed, my dear child, I’ll be only too glad if you will. Only you must eat something, or at least take some
tea. You’ll need all your strength.”
Helen forced herself to drink a cup of tea, and in a few minutes they were driving rapidly out of the little town
and along the quiet country road that led to the Sinclair homestead—a place associated in Helen’s memory with
many pleasant visits. The rich rose and purple tones of the afterglow were rapidly fading into the more somber
ones of moonlight with its clear cold lights and intense shadows.
As they approached their destination, it seemed to Helen—whose own personal pain seemed for the time
numbed by her intense sympathy with this crushing sorrow—as if the calm beauty and repose of the scene, the
fair sloping fields, the dark line of forest behind, the little group of farm buildings standing out in the whiteness of
moonlight, made too painful a contrast to the suffering and suspense within.
“Jem” Sinclair had been only a few months married, and his young wife had been one of Helen’s special
favorites. She still had vividly in her mind the pretty picture they made coming into church together, on the first
Sunday after their marriage.
It was even as Dr. Musgrave had said. It was “all over” with the poor fellow, whose injuries were too severe to
admit of any treatment save the administering of stimulants to keep up his sinking strength. Mr. Harvey was also
there, ministering such consolation as the dying man was able to take in, while the poor young wife seemed
utterly stunned by the sudden blow. Before dawn, poor “Jem” had quietly breathed his last, with a faint smile of
hope and of loving farewell to his stricken wife, and the murmured words on his lips:
“Don’t fret, Maggie—please God, we’ll meet again!”
*
“He was always such a good boy!” said Helen to Mr. Harvey, when all was over, and she could command her
voice to speak.
“Yes, he was one of my steadiest and most hopeful young men,” said the clergyman, who was himself deeply
moved. “Thank God for lives and deaths like his! They make one take heart and hope for the rest.”
The words seemed to go to Helen’s heart, and woke again the pain that had seemed partially asleep. She could
not let herself think yet, however. She had to care for poor Maggie, now utterly prostrated by her grief, and with
her she spent the greater part of the day, walking home alone in the late afternoon, after she had seen the poor
little widow, at last, sink into an exhausted slumber.
It was a gray day, very different from the glowing one that had preceded it. The rich tones of the woodland appeared already dulled and sobered, and there was a suggestion of winter in the penetrating chill of the air, while its
strange stillness seemed like nature holding her breath in anticipation of the storms to come.
Helen was glad that it was so, for she felt she could hardly have borne a repetition of the exquisite, dreamy
beauty of the day before. It seemed as if nature had no right to be bright and beautiful, as if in mockery or human
pain.
Her mind was busy with the coming interview with Harold. The scenes she had been passing through had tended to strengthen her previous resolve. She knew instinctively that, in her lover, she could look for no sympathy
with the feelings called forth by the experience of the past twenty-four hours—feelings penetrating to the very
roots of her being. He would not even comprehend them. She knew she should not even be able to speak of them
to him with whom she would feign have shared her whole life.
How could she bear a seeming union in which she should have to live a life apart as regarded the deeper half of
her being, her inmost, truest life, unshared—nay, she knew well—antagonized by the whole force of her lover’s
mind?
How could she bear to feel that what was to her but a symbol of the inner undying union of heart and soul, was
to him a thing of a few years or months or days, as the “chances and changes of this mortal life” might determine?
Would it not seem like a dark shadow, ever deepening around her, till perhaps it had blotted out the very light
of life and left her in darkness?
No! Whatever weakness of possible yielding there might have been before, she felt there could be none now.
After coming thus face to face with the slight tenure of “this mortal coil,” to her, under the influence of that sorrowful night, had come the subtle and mysterious call, stronger than all others, which, when it is once heard,
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natures finely touched like hers cannot choose but obey.
*
Harold could read her face well enough to know that further pleading would be of little avail. He was shocked
at her pale and worn look, but somewhat reassured when she briefly explained the cause. He had heard of the
accident, but in his own preoccupation had thought little about it.
“It is not good for you, dear, to go into such scenes; they take too deep a hold on you and make you morbid,”
he said, tenderly.
“I could not have stayed away; I was needed there,” she said simply.
“Well, try not to think of it any more. I need you now, Helen. I can’t give you up. It’s no use to think of it.”
“I don’t give you up, Harold. I shall always love you and hope for you! But to live a divided life—apart from
you in all I care for most—I cannot, Harold, I dare not! I should be miserable myself; and being so, I could not
make you happy.”
“We could agree to differ!” he replied.
“Ah, Harold, we cannot! Whatever happens—wherever we begin—we find ourselves always tending to the
one issue—it is so interwoven with all our life. And even if we never approached it in speech, do you think I
should not always feel your pronounced, even bitter, antagonism of feeling?”
“But if you are sure that you are right, and believe that everything will come out all right, after all, why should
you distress yourself! You don’t think that I am going to suffer eternally, because I can’t see as you do?”
“Ah, Harold, dear, I am not strong enough, and my love for you is too strong. If my faith were only stronger, I
might; as it is, I could not bear it.”
“Helen,” he exclaimed, “do be worthy of yourself! You are an intellectual woman, nobly gifted. How can you
be so fettered by an effete superstition?”
The last word called up all her resolution.
“You see, dear,” she said, sadly, “you cannot help speaking from your point of view. Our positions are so
hopelessly at issue! And yours would tell on me in time, more than mine would on you. For it isn’t with such
things as with mere intellectual conclusions. To realize my faith, I have to live it out, not argue it out.
“Believe me, dear, it is best for us both to part now. Perhaps a better time may come. I shall hope so, oh, how
dearly! You are, and always will be, my one love. But now, as things are, it is best to part.”
“Well, if that is really your deliberate opinion, I suppose it is best so,” he said gloomily. “But I never expected
it of you, Helen.”
It was a sad relief to Helen when that interview was over, and Harold left her to write that decisive letter. His
post in the Ashurst High School, which he had retained only because it gave him an earlier prospect of marriage,
for Helen would not hear of leaving her father alone, could, he said, be supplied at a few days notice by a college
friend of his, who was anxiously looking out for such an appointment, so that there was no need for delay, of
which Harold was always impatient.
When Helen briefly told her father of her decision, Dr. Musgrave looked at her with his keen professional
glance, then drew her to him and kissed her affectionately.
“My child,” he said, “I am glad you have decided so! Harold Vaughan is a nice fellow, in many ways, but you
and he were not made for each other! And I’m glad you’ve found it out in time, for you wouldn’t have believed
me if I had told you so. He is one of the people who must be left to fight it out with life and his own soul. God
grant you a better mate, my daughter!”
“I don’t want one, father, dear! I am never going to leave you!”
“But I shall have to leave you some day, my child; however, let the morrow take care of itself!” And after that
the wise old doctor never again alluded to Harold Vaughan.
*
No one but Helen herself ever knew how hard were the weeks and months that followed the painful, passionate
farewell, when Harold, giving way to all the tenderness of his nature, held her in a long embrace, and at last tore
himself away with the promise that, at least, she should hear from him often:
“I can’t let you go out of my life, my darling! And I believe you will be mine yet.”
Helen could only murmur a broken “God bless you, my darling,” but the memory of that parting embrace
haunted her through many lonely days that followed.
They were not dreary ones, for she had plenty of occupation, indoors and out; her housekeeping, her ready
help to her father in many ways, her visits to his poor patients, her correspondence with scattered brothers and
sisters, and visits from nephews and nieces, devoted to “Aunt Helen.” Her welcome presence brought many a ray
of sunshine into dark and sorrowful lives. And she found so much to do in relieving hardships and enlightening
sorrows heavier than her own, that it would have been impossible for her to have grown absorbed in that.
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But there were many times, unknown to any save herself, when some chance word, a line of poetry, a book
opened at a particular page, would start again in all its intensity that aching pain which poor Heine’s\fn{ Heinrich
Heine (1796-1857), German poet.} epithet of “toothache in the heart” so well expresses.
Yet, withal, she was not without her compensations. Removed from the disturbing, paralyzing influence of
Harold’s perpetually questioning, analyzing spirit, she was conscious of relief from long tension and struggle, of a
peaceful calm, in contrast to the feverish conflict of the past months, which made her feel more sure of the
wisdom of her decision. She felt the too-heavy burden lifted off her mind, satisfied now to “labor and to wait.”
And indeed the few who had known or suspected the little romance thought that Miss Musgrave was “getting
over it” very well, and even began to construct a new engagement with Mr. Harvey, who, indeed, would have
been only too glad if the report had been true.
But Harold’s letters were the one special pleasure of her life. How dearly she prized them she would have told
to no one. Yet she thought she could soon see, with a natural. pang, that ambition was getting the better of love,
that, with a congenial career and a wider sphere opening before him, he was already happier than he had been in
the contracted life of Ashurst.
He was working very hard, but that he keenly enjoyed. He was evidently impressing others with his powers
and capabilities. Politics, which had always interested him, were attracting him more and more, for he was an
enthusiastic Canadian, and the stimulating atmosphere of the city stirred all his pulses and quickened his intellecttual life. He soon gained the reputation of being a good and ready speaker, who could do good service in a political campaign. Sometimes he would say in his letters:
“I feel you were right, dear Helen, in sending me here. In two or three years now I shall have my profession—
and then!”
But Helen resolutely put future possibilities out of her mind. She had always felt that his love for her was very
different from hers for him, and she would not let herself trust it too much. She was glad that they could, at least,
be friends, friends always—she said to herself, and never allowed herself to write a word warmer than friendship.
Nor, after the first six months, did Harold himself.
*
Five years later Helen stood again on the old familiar granite rock, on a fair October day, much like the one she
still so vividly remembered.
Things round her seemed exactly the same. The orange and crimson flames of the sumacs, the rich maroon and
purple of the oak, the gleaming gold of birch and maple, even the green glossy wintergreen leaves at her feet
seemed just as they had done then; but other things were changed indeed!
Helen’s black dress told of recent bereavement; the good old doctor had gone to his rest, and Helen’s work in
Ashurst was done. She was too young and vigorous not to need some definite occupation, though brothers and
sisters had urged her to make her home with them; but she felt that her past life and experience had peculiarly
fitted her for the profession of a nurse, to which also her inherited impulses strongly attracted her.
She had decided, therefore, to go to a New York “Women’s Hospital” for a few years training—partly on
account of the wider experience she would thereby gain—partly because the city in which her sister resided, and
to which she might otherwise have gone, was Harold’s home as well, and as he had recently married, she felt it
best to avoid the chance of a painful meeting.
It was quite natural, she felt, that it should have ended so; Harold’s letters had grown gradually fewer, shorter,
and more apologetic, and during the year preceding her father’s death, had finally ceased altogether. Helen’s heart
foreboded too surely the real cause; she was not surprised when her sister wrote to tell her of his approaching
marriage to a young and very pretty girl, a belle, and something of an heiress.
“It is thought a very good match for him,” she wrote, “as it will help him on in his political career. She is very
sweet and fascinating, though rather a flirt, and devoted to society, but they seem very much in love; and as her
idea of religion seems to consist in belonging to the right church, and going through certain observances
decorously, his very pronounced skepticism will not trouble her much. Perhaps it is just as well?”
Helen felt almost, if not quite, as much pained by the allusion to his “pronounced skepticism,” as by the news
of his engagement, though in that she felt a certain natural shock. But the thorough unselfishness of her love came
to her relief; surely it must be good for him at least to have the sweet softening influences of home life. She had
been afraid that he was growing hard and self-absorbed. Now he would have that which would draw him out of
himself, deepen his sense of responsibility, and touch new chords in his being—and then it settled the future for
her.
And certainty, she felt, was better than even a mingling of suspense.
As for Harold, he was greatly surprised when he found himself again in love, the result of a summer holiday,
and thought somewhat remorsefully of Helen. But, if she had chosen to reject him for a fantastic scruple, he could
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not be expected to devote his life to the memory of a dream! Then it was very pleasant to feel himself the object
of an almost adoring devotion, and if he sometimes could not help feeling the shallowness of his fiancée’s mind
and character, and comparing them with Helen’s rare qualities, the charm of her presence soon drove away the
momentary disquiet and he gave himself up to all the sweetness of his new passion. To her cross-questioning,
however, he confessed his previous engagement and the cause of its termination.
“And she really gave you up for that!” she exclaimed. “Oh, Harold! She couldn’t have loved you as I do! And I
don’t really believe you are such a pagan! You’ll go to church sometimes with me, like a dear?”
“Oh, yes, if you want me to,” he said, indifferently, and was duly rewarded.
But even at that moment there rose the vision of Helen, with the look of unutterable love he had seen in her
eyes when they parted; and with it the old familiar lines they had both loved:
I could not love thee dear, so much,
Loved I not honor more!

But it was only for a moment.
The present was too engrossing for such memories; and, for a time, it was satisfaction enough for him. After
the “fashionable wedding,” duly chronicled in all its details, came the pleasant holiday travel of the honeymoon,
and the pleasure of seeing his little wife admired wherever they went, with all the proud sense of proprietorship.
For a time he broke away from his habits of absorption in his work, and went into society to please her and
himself. But after a time the inanity of the “society” life wearied him, and it was a relief to avail himself of the
good excuse furnished by his growing engagements, and to bury himself in his office work and his politics, while
his wife, passionately fond of gaiety, gradually acquiesced in going out alone, especially as lonely days and
evenings were not at all to her taste.
After a time came a new interest, in the birth of a little daughter, a source of inexpressible delight to Harold
who learned to look forward to her baby smiles and caresses, as the sweet recreation of his busy life; but just as
she had reached her third year and had entwined herself into every fiber of her father’s heart, a cold, brought on
through the carelessness of her nurse, suddenly took a serious turn. As it happened, her mother was out that
evening, and Harold came home from his office to find the child in a most critical condition; he rushed off for the
doctor, sending a cab for his wife, but, by the time she returned, the little one was past help.
*
Harold’s grief was terrible; he had no comfort for himself—none for his wife. Indeed in his heart he blamed
her, who had been really a fond mother, for her absence at a crisis when timely care might have saved the child.
He brooded over this till his manner to her became cold and moody, though of the sorrow itself he never spoke.
From that time he was a saddened man, though he threw himself more than ever into professional and public life,
to soothe the pain he could not cure. He was soon marked out as a candidate for Parliament, and at the next
election, after an energetic canvass, was duly returned. He was even regarded as a future Cabinet Minister when
his party, then in Opposition, should come into power. His highest ambition seemed likely to be fully gratified,
but this could not still the heartlongings so deeply stirred, or cure the gnawing “tooth-ache in the heart.”
Between his wife and himself the chilling process had gone on; he was no longer in love, and so could see too
clearly her limitations. She had gone back to society for solace, after the conventional period of mourning was
over, and by and by people began to talk of Mrs. Vaughan’s flirtations, in particular of one which had become
rather pronounced, with a young Englishman, who had become an open worshipper at her shrine.
At last the gossip reached even Harold’s ears; he spoke of it to his wife with stern indignation, hardening every
line of his now somber face. She met him with counter complaints—of his moodiness—his almost constant absence—his neglect. It was a new sensation to feel himself accused, he who had stood so high in his own estimation.
“I thought you liked your own way best,” he said. “And you have had it without restraint. But if our ways do
run separate that is no excuse for making yourself a subject for remark—remark that desecrates the sacredness of
married life.”
She laughed satirically.
“I thought you didn’t believe anything sacred,” she said, “and I’ve got to feel so, too.”
Like an electric flash, memory brought back the memory of the time when Helen had made a somewhat
similar reply. But he would not condescend to argue, only parried his wife’s remark with a few words of stern
warning, which made the tender flatteries of her new admirer by contrast seem all the sweeter and more beguiling.
*
Helen Musgrave had had a very busy winter. An unusual press of anxious work had absorbed all her time and
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energies, though Harold Vaughan and his desolated life—of which she had heard with deep sorrow and sympa-thy
—were often in her thoughts. One of the invalids who claimed a share of her attention was a young and lovely
woman, who attracted her the more for bearing the name of Vaughan. She was evidently a stranger, and Helen,
seeing her evident loneliness and great depression of spirits, decided that she must be a stranded governess, and
pitied her accordingly. She was in a rapid decline, and one day the attending physician told Helen that if the
patient had any relatives she wished to see they should be summoned at once. Helen cautiously approached the
subject, but the invalid shook her head, saying there was no one she desired to summon.
“But perhaps there might be some who would be sorry if you did not let them know,” persisted the nurse.
“No! No!” she said sadly. “No one who would care to see me now.”
“Then your husband is dead, I suppose?” she half asked.
“Dead to me, at any rate. But you can send a notice of my death to this address”—and she penciled a few
words on a card.
“Harold Vaughan!” exclaimed Helen as she read it. Then the truth flashed on her mind, and she wondered it
had never occurred to her before.
“You know him?” the invalid exclaimed. “And you are a Canadian, too. Ah! I know you are the ‘Helen’ he
once told me about. I know it, you are so good.” And as Helen's honest eyes did not contradict her, she added:
“Ah! Why did you not marry him? You were far fitter for him than I!”
Helen gently drew from the poor girl the story of a brief madness, followed by sure retribution; how the unscrupulous young man who had decoyed her from her home—an adventurer and a gambler—had finally tired of
her, and had gladly taken advantage of her illness to send her to the hospital and then desert her. Without asking
her permission, Helen wrote briefly to Harold, urging him to come without delay.
But his absence from home, just then, caused so much loss of time in receiving the letter, that before his arrival
the invalid had passed beyond the reach of human forgiveness; not, however, before Helen had helped her to seek
that other which is never asked in vain.
“Ask him to forgive me,” she said to Helen. “Not for God’s sake—he doesn’t believe in God, you see—but for
the sake of our dead baby!”
When Harold arrived, a prematurely worn-looking man, whose dark hair had become nearly gray during the
past year, Helen was so filled with tender pity for the lover of her youth, that she forgot herself altogether as she
stood with him by the cold, dead form, and gave him that dying message. And then she turned away, with eyes
filled with tears and an unspoken prayer in her heart, as this man—so successful outwardly, so desolate inward-ly
—overcome by the crushing sense of the tragedy of life, sank on his knees beside the still white face, and wept
bitterly.
*
It was a Christmas morning in the Hospital, and the sweetest of all sacred bells were carrying their message of
good cheer even thither. The nurses had given all their spare time to prepare some decorations which might make
the Christmas day a little brighter, even in the hospital wards. Helen, tired with this work, added to her night duty,
was preparing to seek a little rest, when a letter was brought to her—a letter in a once familiar handwriting, yet
strangely weak and altered in its character.
She opened it hurriedly. As her experienced eye foreboded, Harold Vaughan was very ill. His malady was a
serious one, brought on by over-work and nervous prostration.
“The doctors do not give me much hope of recovery,” he wrote, “though they say it is not impossible with
perfect rest of mind and heart. But how to secure that? Otherwise it may be a matter of years or months, or even
only weeks.
“Helen, will you come and nurse me as my wife? It is my only hope. If I did not feel that you loved me still, I
could not ask it.
“Helen, I am no longer the self-sufficient man I was. How indeed could I be? And I have seen God in your
eyes, my Helen, and in your enduring, unselfish, forgiving love; and I want you to help me to find Him, for I need
Him now!
“Do not refuse me, but come and be with me till the end, which, who knows, may after all be but a better
beginning! I have in my room a little picture of Dante’s Beatrice,\fn{ Beatrice Portinari, a Florentine noblewoman whom the
Florentine poet Dante Alighieri (1265-1321) met in 1274, and with whom he fell in love.} which has often reminded me of you.
Come then and be my guide to that Paradise of peace which I know abides in your heart, for I have seen it in your
eyes and on your brow.
“Come then, dear Helen, and come soon.”
Helen’s answer was—herself. And so the long parted ways met at last.
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18.141 The Privilege Of The Limits\fn{by Edward William Thomson (1849-1924)} York Township Ontario, Canada
(M) 3
“Yes, indeed, my grandfather was once in jail,” said old Mrs. McTavish, of the county of Glengarry, in Ontario, Canada; “but that was for debt, and he was a very honest man whatever, and he would not broke his prom-ise
—no, not for all the money in Canada. If you will listen to me, I will tell just exactly the true story about that debt,
to show you what an honest man my grandfather was.\fn{ This story has been written with an eye to the preservation of a
degree of local dialect—“just” becomes “chust”; “was”, “wass”; “whatever, “whateffer”; “moreover, “moreofer”; “gentleman’s blood”,
“chentleman’s plood”; “poor”, “puir”; “Highland”, “Hielan”; “boy”, “poy”; “never”, “nefer”; “jump”, “chump”; “before”, “pefore”; and
“ben”, “by”. In the interests of machine-readability, I have standardized these localities to the common-usage of my time. On the other
hand, every word of the text is preserved in the order in which it appears in the manuscript before me, so no damage whatever has been
done to the way the English language is expressed by this author, because to do that would not be in accordance with the editorial
principles required in editing literature intended for the data base of The Protocoll for World Peace—so all the richness of local expression
has been entirely preserved, with the added enhancement of modern English spellings thus making the tale all the more understandable to
people of the 21st century. The only thing that has been eone away with is the obscurity of the archaic. People, it is true, do not now speak
the way the author writes; but that is of no matter at all:H }

“One time Tougal Stewart, him that was the boy’s grandfather that keeps the same store in Cornwall to this
day, sold a plough to my grandfather, and my grandfather said he would pay half the plough in October, and the
other half whatever time he felt able to pay the money. Yes, indeed, that was the very promise my grandfather
gave.
“So he was at Tougal Stewart’s store on the first of October early in the morning before the shutters was taken
off, and he paid half just exactly to keep his word. Then the crop was very bad next year, and the year after that
one of his horses was killed by lightning, and the next year his brother, that was not rich and had a big family,
died, and do you think was my grandfather to let the family be disgraced without a big funeral? No, indeed. So
my grandfather paid for the funeral, and there was at it plenty of meat and drink for everybody, as was the right
Highland custom those days; and after the funeral my grandfather did not feel just exactly able to pay the other
half for the plough that year either.
“So, then, Tougal Stewart met my grandfather in Cornwall next day after the funeral, and asked him if he had
some money to spare.
“‘Was you in heed of help, Mr. Stewart?’ says my grandfather, kindly. ‘For if it’s in any want you are, Tougal,’
says my grandfather, ‘I till sell the coat off my back, if there is no other way to lend you a loan;’ for that was
always the way of my grandfather with all his friends, and a bigger-hearted man there never was in all Glen-garry,
or in Stormont, or in Dundas, moreover.
“‘In want!’ says Tougal—‘in want, Mr. McTavish!’ says he, very high. ‘Would you wish to insult a gentleman,
and him of the name of Stewart, that’s the name of princes of the world?’ he said, so he did.
“Seeing Tougal had his temper up, my grandfather spoke softly, being a quiet, peaceable man, and in wonder
what he had said to offend Tougal.
“‘Mr. Stewart,’ says my grandfather, ‘it it was not in my mind to anger you whatever. Only I thought, might be
looking fir a wee bit of a loan, as many a gentleman has to do at timers, and no shame to him at all,’ said my
grandfather.
“‘A loan?’ says Tougal, sneering. ‘A loan, is it? Where’s your memory, Mr. McTavcish! Are you not owing me
half the price of the plough you’ve had these three years?’
“‘And was you asking me for money for the other half of the plough?’ says my grandfather, very astonished.
“‘Just that,’ says Tougal.
“‘Have you no shame or honor in you?’ says my grandfather, firing up. ‘How could I feel able to pay that now,
and me just yesterday been giving my poor brother a funeral fit for the McTavishes’ own grandnephew, that was
as good gentleman’s blood as any Stewart in Glengarry. You saw the expense I was at, for there you was, and I
thank you for the politeness of coming, Mr. Stewart,” says my grandfather, ending mild, for the anger would
never stay in him more than a minute, so kind was the nature he had.
“‘If you can spend money on a funeral like that, you can pay me for my plough,’ says Stewart; for with buying
and selling he was become a poor creature, and the heart of a Highland man was half gone out of him, for all he
was so proud of his name of monarchs and kings.
“My grandfather had a mind to strike him down on the spot, so he often said; but he thought of the time when
he hit Hamish Cochrane in anger, and he minded the penances the priest put on him for breaking the silly man’s
jaw with that blow, so he smothered the heat that was in him, and turned away in scorn. With that Tougal went to
court, and sued my grandfather, poor mean creature.
“You might think that Judge Jones—him that was judge in Cornwall before Judge Jarvis that’s dead—would
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do justice. But no, he made it the law that my grandfather must pay at once, though Tougal Stewart could not deny
what the bargain was.
“‘Your Honor,’ says my grandfather, ‘I said I’d pay when I felt abler. And do I feel able now? No, I do not,’
says he. ‘It’s a disgrace to Tougal Stewart to ask me, and himself telling you what the bargain was,’ said my
grandfather. But Judge Jones said that he must pay, for all that he did not feel able.
“‘I will never pay one copper till I feel able,’ says my grandfather; ‘but I’ll keep my Highland promise to my
dying day, as I always done,’ says he.
“And with that the old judge laughed, and said he would have to give judgment. And so he did; and not the
worth of a handful of oatmeal could the bailiff lay hands on, because my grandfather had just exactly taken the
precaution to give a bill of sale on his gear to his neighbor, Alexander Frazer, that could be trusted to do what was
right after the law play was over.
“The whole settlement had great contempt for Tougal Stewart’s conduct; but he was a headstrong body, and
once he begun to do wrong against my grandfather, he held on, for all that his trade fell away; and finally he had
my grandfather arrested for debt, though you’ll understand, sir, that he was owing Stewart nothing that he ought
to pay when he didn’t feel able.
*
“In those times prisoners for debt was taken to jail in Cornwall, and if they had friends to give bail that they
would not go beyond the posts that was around the sixteen acres nearest the jail walls, the prisoners could go
where they liked on that ground. This was called ‘the privilege of the limits.’ The limits, you’ll understand, was
marked by cedar posts painted white about the size of hitching posts.
“The whole settlement was ready to go bail for my grandfather if he wanted it, and for the health of him he
needed to be in the open air, and so he gave Tuncan Macdonnell of the Greenfields, and Aeneas Macdonald of the
Sandfields, for his bail, and he promised, on his Highland word of honor, not to go beyond the posts. With that he
went where he pleased, only taking care that he never put even the toe of his foot beyond a post, for all that some
prisoners of the limit would jump over them and back again, or maybe swing round them, holding by their hands.
“Every day the neighbors would go into Cornwall to give my grandfather the good word, and they would offer
to pay Tougal Stewart for the other half of the plough, only that vexed my grandfather, for he was too proud to
borrow, and, of course, every day he felt less and less able to pay on account of him having to hire a man to be
doing the spring ploughing and seeding and making the kale-yard.
“All this time, you’ll mind, Tougal Stewart had to pay five shillings a week for my grandfather’s keep, the law
being so that if the debtor swore he had not five pounds’ worth of property to his name, then the creditor had to
pay the five shillings, and, of course, my grandfather had nothing to his name after he gave the bill of sale to
Alexander Frazer. A great diversion it was to my grandfather to be reckoning up that if he lived as long as his
father, that was hale and strong at ninety-six, Tougal would need to pay five or six hundred pounds for him, and
there was only two pounds ten shillings to be paid on the plough.
“So it was like that all summer, my grandfather keeping heartsome,\fn{ Cheerful} with the neighbors coming in
so steady to bring him the news of the settlement. There he would sit, just inside one of the posts, for to pass his
jokes, and tell what he wished of the family to be doing next. This way it might have kept going on for forty
years, only it came about that my grandfather’s youngest child—him that was my father—fell sick, and seemed
like to die.
“Well, when my grandfather heard that bad news, he was in a terrible way, to be sure, for he would be longing
to hold the child in his arms, so that his heart was sore and like to break. Eat he could not, sleep he could not: all
night he would be groaning, and all day he would be walking around by the posts, wishing that he had not passed
his Highland word of honor not to go beyond a post; for he thought how he could have broken out like a gentleman, and gone to see his sick child, if he had stayed inside the jail wall. So it went on three days and three nights
before the wise thought came into my grandfather’s head to show him how he need not go beyond the posts to see
his little sick boy. With that he went straight one of the white cedar posts, and pulled it up out of the hole, and
started for home, taking great to carry y it in his hands before him, so he would not be beyond it one bit.
“My grandfather was not half a mile out of Cornwall, which was only a little place in those days, when two of
the turnkeys came after him.
“‘Stop, Mr. McTavish,’ says the turnkeys.
“‘What for would I stop?’ says my grandfather.
“‘You have broke your bail,’ says they.
“‘It’s a lie for you,’ says my grandfather, for his temper flared up for anybody to say he would broke his bail.
‘Am I beyond the post?’ says my grandfather.
“With that they run in on him, only that he knocked the two of them over with the post, and went on rejoicing,
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like an honest man should, at keeping his word and overcoming them that would slander his good name. The only
thing besides thoughts of the child that troubled him was questioning whether he had been strictly right in turning
round for to use the post to defend himself in such a way that it was nearer the jail than he was. But he remembered how the jailer never complained of prisoners of the limits jumping over the posts, if so they jumped back
again in a moment, the trouble went out of his mind.
“Pretty soon after that he met Tuncan Macdonnell of Greenfields, coming into Cornwall with the wagon.
“‘And how is this Glengatchie?’ says Tuncan. ‘For you were never the man to broke your bail.’
“Glengatchie, you’ll understand, sir, is the name of my grandfather’s farm.
“‘Never fear, Greenfields,’ says my grandfather, ‘for I’m not beyond the post.’
“So Greenfields looked at the post, and he looked at my grandfather, and he scratched his head a wee, and he
seen it was so; and then he fell into a great admiration entirely.
“‘Get in here with me, Glengatchie—it’s proud I’ll be to carry you home;’ and he turned the team around. My
grandfather did so, taking great care to keep the post in front of him all the time; and that way he reached home.
Out comes my grandmother running to embrace him; but she had to throw her arms around the post and my
grandfather’s neck at the same time, he was that strict to be within his promise. Before going by the house, he
went to the back end of the kale-yard which was farthest from the jail, and there he stuck the post; and then he
went back to see his sick child, while all the neighbors that came round was glad to see what a wise thought the
saints had put into his mind to save his bail and his promise.
“So there he stayed a week till my father got well. Of course the constables came after my grandfather, but the
settlement would not let the creatures come within a mile of Gelengatchie.
“You might think, sir, that my grandfather would have stayed with his wife and weans, seeing the post was all
the time in the kale-yard, and him careful not to go beyond it; but he was putting the settlement to a great deal of
trouble day and night to keep the constables off, and he was fearful that they might take the post away, if ever they
got to Gelngatchie, and gave him the name of false, which no McTavish ever had.
“So Tuncan Greenfields and Aeneas Sandfield drove my grandfather back to the jail, him with the post behind
him in the wagon, so as he would be between it and the jail.
“Of course Tougal Stewart tried his best to have the bail declared forfeited; but old Judge Jones only laughed,
and said my grandfather was a Highland gentleman, with a very nice sense of honor, and that was just exactly the
truth.
*
“How did my grandfather get free in the end? Oh, then, that was because of Tougal Stewart being careless—
him that thought he knew so much of the law. The law was, you will mind, that Tougal had to pay five shillings a
week for keeping my grandfather in the limits. The money was to be paid every Monday, and it was to be paid in
lawful money of Canada, too. Well, would you belief that Tougal paid in four shillings in silver one Monday, and
one shilling in coppers, for he took up the collection in church the day before, and it was not till Tougal had gone
away that the jailer saw that one of the coppers was a Brock copper—a medal, you will understand, made at
General Brock’s death,\fn{Sir Isaac Brock (1769-1812), British major general and hero of Upper Canada .} and not lawful
money of Canada at all. With that the jailer came out to my grandfather.
“‘Mr. McTavish,” says he, taking off his hat, “you are a free man, and I’m glad of it.’ Then he told him what
Tougal had done.
“‘I hope you will not have any hard feelings toward me, Mr. McTavish,’ said the jailer; and a decent man he
was, for all that there was not a drop of Highland blood in him. ‘I hope you will not think hard of me for not being
hospitable to you, sir,’ he ways; ‘but it’s against the rules and regulations for the jailer to be offering the best he
can command to the prisoners. Now that you are free, Mr. McTavish,’ says the jailer, ‘I would be a proud man if
Mr. McTavish of Glengatchie would do me the honor of taking supper with me this night. I will be asking your
leave to invite some of the gentlemen of the place, if you will say the word, Mr. McTavish.’ says he.
“Well, my grandfather could never bear malice, the kind man he was, and he seen how bad the jailer felt, so he
consented, and a great company came in, to be sure, to celebrate the occasion.
*
“Did my grandfather pay the balance on the plough?
“What for should you suspicion, sir, that my grandfather would refuse his honest debt? Of course he paid for
the plough, for the crop was good that fall.
“‘I would be paying you the other half of the plough now, Mr. Stewart,’ says my grandfather, comin’ in when
the store was full.
“‘Hoich, but you are the honest McTavish,’ says Tougal, sneering.
“But my grandfather made no answer to the creature, for he thought it would be unkind to mention how Tougal
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had paid out six pounds four shillings and eleven pence to keep him in on account of a debt of two pound five that
never was due till it was paid.”
126.51 How The Modern Eve Entered Eden\fn{by Ethelwyn Wetherwald (1857-1940)} Rockwood, nr. Guelph,
Ontario, Canada (F) 11
Philip Kale’s occupation was that of a clerk in a city drug store; his appearance was dark, slight and prepossessing; his age twenty-three; his manner reserved to the verge of taciturnity; his views of religion and life alike
tinged with unhealthy morbidness, the consequence of an hereditary predisposition to dyspepsia.\fn{ Indegestion}
He believed devoutly in the theory that it was a most unfortunate thing to be alive, but that being alive nothing
remained but to make the best of it; and he strove to adhere strictly to his idea of the highest plane of duty, which
consisted, chiefly, in never complaining—that was a weakness; never mingling in society—that was a folly; and
in throwing his whole heart into his work—that was a necessity if life was to be made endurable.
Negative rules of conduct are comparatively easy to follow, but the positive decree that one shall throw one’s
heart into one’s work—and keep it there—is difficult to enforce. Philip found it so, at any rate, and he was struck
with the added and melancholy fact that his occupation was one in which enthusiasm was not required, and
absorbing interest little needed. It wanted a certain kind and amount of knowledge, with carefulness and dispatch,
but in return it refused to absorb his empty fears and perplexities, his ever-deepening depression of spirit.
He began to think very little of himself and a great deal about himself, and to feel sorry for everyone else. If
they were unfortunate or miserable, he pitied them, because, poor fellows, they were as badly off as he was; and if
they were light-hearted and gay, because they were unconscious of the misery that was really their portion. With
the first heats of summer came a time when he lost his appetite, and when the familiar sights and sounds of the
city became exquisitely painful to him. His dogged resolution kept him up, but it could not prevent him from
turning weak and pallid, nor keep his hands from trembling.
His employer noticed it.
“Why, Kale!” he exclaimed, one morning, taking the young man by the shoulder, “you’re sick.”
“A little that way,” said Philip, with a wan smile; “it’s the warm weather, I suppose.”
“Better take a holiday of a week or two. A run up in the country will do you good.”
Philip’s first feeling was one of blankness. His home and friends were in the city. He knew no one outside of it.
But stay\fn{Wait}—there was his Aunt Ruth, a widowed sister of his father’s, whom he had once visited long
years before; he could go and see her. He sent a telegram announcing his coming without delay, and prepared for
departure with pleasanter emotions than he had ever expected to experience again.
He reproached himself for not having yet outgrown the boyishness of being elated at the idea of change.
*
Mrs. Ruth Pinkney lived in solitary contentment, on a small place of two or three acres, several miles from the
nearest railway station. Her estate was not large enough to be considered a farm, but it might properly be called a
garden, as within its borders grew almost every variety of vegetable and fruit with which its owner was acquaintted. She was also blest with a faithful man-servant and hand-maiden, who performed the heaviest of the outdoor
and household labor. A row of stately trees near the fence screened the quaint, old-fashioned house from the gaze
of passers-by, without depriving it of its daily portion of sunshine. The square, grassy front yard was cut into
halves by a straight gravel walk, on either side of which bloomed flowers as sweet and odd and unworldly as their
mistress.
When the stage containing her nephew stopped at the gate, Mrs. Pinkney, or rather Ruth Pinkney, as she would
best like to be called—for she is a Quakeress—smoothed her thin locks of gray hair and the voluminous folds of
her gray dress, neither of which required smoothing in the slightest degree, and, clasping her hands in a delicate,
old-fashioned way at her waist, went down to meet her young kinsman with a sweet smile of welcome. She spoke
little until the stage had rattled away again, and then, reaching up her two hands to his shoulders, she softly said:
“Dear boy, I am rejoiced to see thee once more. It was very good of thee to think of paying thy old aunt a visit.”\fn{“Quakers focused [doubtless, still do:H] their private life on developing behaviour and speech reflecting emotional purity and the
light of God.”:W}
It is pleasant to be praised for doing what we please, so Philip Kale thought as he kissed the lovely old face
uplifted to his, and expressed his pleasure at seeing it again.
“But how poorly thee is looking,” continued his aunt, glancing at him keenly over her spectacles. “Thee has
done wisely to come into the pure country air. We shall see what fresh eggs and new milk will do for thee; we
have them both in abundance.”
“Oh, dear Aunt,” said Philip, seating himself on the pleasant porch beside her, “you have a very squeamish
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guest on your hands. I’m afraid I can’t digest your nice eggs and milk. I’d like to, but my stomach is very weak.”
“Just like thy father,” murmured Ruth Pinkney. “I see thee favors him in many ways. But he used to say that no
one could cook for him but sister Ruth; so if it is thy stomach that is disordered, I’ll engage to send thee back in
improved health at the end of thy stay.”
Philip gave a trustful sigh of relief, and his hostess rose to show him to his room.
It was not very large, but it had three windows; the walls were white-washed, and the floor covered with a
sober-hued rag carpet. There were a great many green and climbing plants growing near the light. A single picture
relieved the wall, representing broad-hipped maidens with their rustic swains attendant upon a flock of fine looking sheep. As a work of art it was not satisfactory, but it was in sweet and peaceful “unity,” as Ruth Pinkney
would have expressed it, with the general effect of the room.
Beneath Philip’s armor of defense, his hard and worldly exterior, there beat a sensitive heart, easily impressed
by outside influences; and it yielded readily to the brooding spirit of peace that hovered almost in visible form
over his aunt’s abode. It gladdened him to think that, sick and unrestful and life-weary as he was, he could yet enter into blessed communion with the deep unworldliness of his surroundings. Looking from his western window
he could see the same gnarled old pear trees and rows of gooseberry bushes that had delighted his boyish heart
years before.
The familiar scene made him almost willing to believe that he was a boy again, instead of a man, grown old,
not with years, but with cares and doubts, and a deepening despondency. All his old troubles seemed to resolve
themselves into a dark, distant cloud, and to float away out of sight, leaving his sky blue and serenely beautiful.
The veriest trifles afforded him pleasure. He was even grateful that his slippers were not gaudy carpet ones, and
that they did not squeak.
Philip spent the days of his vacation in the way that best suited him. He went to bed and rose early; he dug in
the garden till his strength gave out, and then read Whittier\fn{ John Greenleaf Whittier (1807-1892) American Quaker poet
and abolitionist. Here are the last six stanzas of his poem The Brewing of Soma, the full text of which is clickable in the “External Links”
section under his name in W: Dear Lord and Father of mankind, | Forgive our foolish ways! | Reclothe us in our rightful mind, | In purer
lives Thy service find, | In deeper reverence, praise. * In simple trust like theirs who heard | Beside the Syrian sea | The gracious calling of
the Lord, | Let us, like them, without a word, | Rise up and follow Thee. * O Sabbath rest by Galilee! | O calm of hills above, | Where Jesus
knelt to share with Thee | The silence of eternity | Interpreted by love! * With that deep hush subduing all | Our words and works that
drown | The tender whisper of Thy call, | As noiseless let Thy blessing fall | As fell Thy manna down. * Drop Thy still dews of quietness, |
Till all our strivings cease; | Take from our souls the strain and stress, | And let our ordered lives confess | The beauty of Thy peace. *
Breathe through the heats of our desire | Thy coolness and Thy balm; | Let sense be dumb, let flesh retire; | Speak through the earthquake,
wind, and fire, | O still, small voice of calm! } to his aunt in the shady front porch, while she shelled peas for dinner; he

picked berries in the same little tin pail in which he had picked them on his previous visit, and ran to empty it in
the big pan under the apple tree, with almost the same light step. His outdoor labors, combined with Ruth Pinkney’s unapproachable cookery, gave him a slight but increasing appetite. He learned how to “can” fruit, to make
the best soups, and the lightest Graham gems, and he envied women their inalienable right to practice and perfect
the culinary art.
As a housemaid he was not beyond reproach. On one occasion, when he had been entrusted with the delicate
task of brushing off the pantry shelves, he whisked down and broke a china mug, with the words, “A Gift” on it in
gilt letters. He carried the fragments with a rueful countenance to his hostess, and she surveyed them with an air
of mock severity and with a deeply-drawn sigh.
“Thee is a reckless youth, nephew Philip,” said she, “I fear I shall have to give thee an eldering.”
“An eldering, Aunt Ruth? Do you mean to chastise me with a branch of elder bush?”
“No, no, foolish boy! Whenever the giddy young people of our society misbehave themselves, the elders in the
meeting are constrained to admonish them. That is what some among us call an ‘eldering.’”
*
Philip saw small signs of giddiness among the Quaker youth of the neighborhood when he and his aunt went to
“Fourth Day” meeting; yet neither young nor old had an air of dispirited solemnity. It appeared an odd thing to
him to meet for worship on a weekday morning, and the deep hush that fell upon the assembly seemed to offer
him special opportunities for studying the quaint physiognomies of some of the Friends who sat facing the meeting, and to meditate upon this peculiar form of religious service.
“I don’t like this method of dividing off the men and women into separate companies,” he said to himself. “It
is too forcibly a reminder of that text about the sheep being on one side and the goats on the other.
“How still every one is! Silence is golden, and I should think it might easily become as heavy and chilling and
blunt as any kind of metal.
“I wonder what being ‘moved to speak’ really means. Aunt Ruth talks of it as if it were some heavenly injunction laid upon the soul of the speaker, which must be instantly obeyed; but I suspect it is oftener the prompting of
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duty which must come into the heart of every practiced preacher to do his part toward keeping up the interest of
the meeting. Yet nobody looks in the least anxious or responsible, and that does not accord with my theory.”
Then his mind wandered to the dress of the women.
“I like those soft, gray patternless shawls, with the three folds at the back of the neck, but I can’t admire the
bonnets. Those silk crinkles in the crown are very unseemly, to say the least. What a grand face and figure that
woman sitting at the head of the meeting has! She is immeasurably more striking and impressive than a score of
stylish girls, with their fashionable gewgaws and gibberish.”
At this moment the woman who had won his admiration untied her bonnet with trembling fingers, and, falling
upon her knees, gave utterance to strong and fervent supplication. The high intense voice praying that “our hearts
may be purified from every vain and wayward thought, and made fit for the indwelling of the Holy Spirit,” smote
upon Philip as if it had been a personal rebuke.
He had risen with rest of the congregation, and when he sat down again, he felt as if her prayer had been answered. The service made a more forcible impression upon his mind from the fact that sounds reached them
through the open door of mowers sharpening their scythes, and occasionally of a passing lumber wagon. The deep
religiousness of everyday life came over him as it had never done before.
He talked this over with Ruth Pinkney on their way home. It was so easy to talk with her; and the sympathetic
old lady—who, like most old people, liked to be confided in by her youngers, just as most young people liked to
be asked for opinions by their elders—felt more drawn towards him than ever.
When they reached home he lay down on the chintz-covered lounge, and Ruth Pinkney brought a pillow for
him as downy and white as a summer cloud, and arranged the shutters, with a view to letting in the most air with
the least light.
Philip thought his Aunt Ruth almost an ideal of womanhood, and felt that it would be forever impossible for
him to admire a dress on any female form whatever that was not gray in color, and whose skirt was not of generous amplitude, and made precisely the same behind that it was before. She came and sat down beside him, and he
twitched a fold of her gown between his nervous fingers.
“Oh, dear Aunt,” he said, “I wish I could be still, and happy, and good, like you.”
The Quakeress mused much upon this saying, and the young man who had made it, as she laid the table for
dinner.
“I feel a call to do something for him,” she murmured to herself, “but I can’t see my way clear yet. Dear boy!
my heart feels greatly tendered towards him.”
*
Not many days after, Philip went back to his work, strengthened and refreshed by the visit, but more discontented with his city life than ever. His Aunt mourned for him, and Thomas Shaw, the serving man, and Charlotte
Acres, the serving woman, saw him depart with real regret. He seemed to belong to them, and to the place, yet
doomed to perpetual exile.
Early in the succeeding winter Ruth Pinkney was stricken down with a sickness from which she never recovered. Philip was deeply grieved by the tidings, and begged her to let him know should she become worse. She
continued in much the same condition until spring, when she suddenly and peacefully died.
Her nephew had abundant proof that she had not forgotten him, for in her will, along with numerous bequests
to surviving relatives, and her faithful servants, she bequeathed to him her house, with all that it contained, and
the land surrounding it. Ruth Pinkney had “seen her way clear” at the last.
*
It was not a dazzling fortune, but if anything could have consoled Philip Kale for the loss of his best friend, it
was the fact of his new possessions. He threw up his situation—it was hardly a position—in the city, and came
down to it at once.
His sorrow was temporarily quenched by the joy and pride of ownership. He would live for himself, and by
himself, and in precisely the way that best suited himself. He said, with an exultant throb of satisfaction, that he
could not afford to keep help, and that the outdoor and indoor work he would do would be light labor enough,
even for a sick man. Thomas and Charlotte had long contemplated a matrimonial union, and, in accordance with
their mistress’s wishes, were united shortly after her death. They were to be Philip’s nearest neighbors, and
Charlotte was to come over once a week and do his washing and ironing and give the house a thorough sweeping.
The young man felt perfectly equal to every other department of household labor, and his brain teemed with new
experiments in hygienic cookery, and plans for living in luxury and gaining health and strength at the nominal
expense of five cents per meal.
It was late in March when he took possession of his new property—a time of year when the pleasantest of
country places looks forlorn; but he gloried in the fact that it was all his own, and walked untiringly over almost
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every foot of it, making mental arrangements for Spring work.
When he entered the house he walked slower and felt graver. Everything was eloquent of the loving and lovely
woman who had departed from the place forever. His eyes grew moist, and he hung his head at thought of his
joyous forgetfulness of the great loss which had brought him this great gain.
As he opened the door into what had been his Aunt’s room, he saw the dear old gray dress hanging up on the
wall, and an uncontrollable impulse made him lay his face in the folds for a moment. Then he came softly out and
closed the door behind him.
*
The next month was a very busy one for the young master of, what was known in the neighborhood as, the
Pinkney place. He did not work much, but he thought and planned a great deal.
He had a passion for flowers as great as his ignorance concerning their cultivation; hence the long hours he
spent in the study of horticultural monthlies and floral guides.
He made a map of the house and grounds, with the exact location and name of every vegetable bed, every
berry bush, every climbing plant, and every different flower that had been, or should be, marked thereon. Thomas
had already made the hot beds,\fn{Seedbeds} and promised his aid and experience at transplanting time.
He puzzled long over an empty lot at the back of the house, which his Aunt had been in the habit of loaning to
a neighbor every summer for the pasturage of his cow, for which she received a small money consideration. It was
out of the question for the young farmer to allow any portion of his property to be let out to a stranger, and he
finally resolved to plant it with fruit trees. To be sure, there was a prospect of more apples and pears on the trees
now standing than he could possibly use, but there were plenty of ways—remunerative ones, too—in which to
dispose of surplus fruit.
Besides, he wanted to do something on a grand scale by way of celebrating his release from the drudgery he
despised, and the consecration of his powers to what he was fond of calling, with little expense of originality, the
noblest employment of man.
He forgot his dyspeptic fears and his once ever-present dread of the morrow—forgot, or laughed at them. The
sunshine and the soft airs that visited his abode seemed a part of his good fortune, and he never wearied of meditating upon and rejoicing in his riches.
How delightful it was to leave his books and his papers scattered over the table at night, with the consciousness
that they would remain in precisely the same position till the next evening, without the interference of some vain
housemaid, who would most probably indulge the horrible propensity of her class in doing what she imagined
was “putting things to rights.”
He had little time or need for cooking. There were vegetables and a great deal of canned fruit in the cellar; tea,
butter and sugar he never used; sometimes he purchased a few scraps of meat from a passing butcher and made an
appetizing stew; but the supply of bread never troubled him; his first batch turned out so hard that it bid fair to last
him his natural life.
With the improvement in his health there came a sturdy happiness to the mind of Philip Kale.
He had no longing for society; he had had overmuch of it of an uncongenial sort all his life. To cut loose from
the meaningless and artificial restrictions of the multitude, to come close to the heart of nature, and live for her
improvement and for his own—this was liberty, this was freedom, this was the elixir of life! Here was his world,
his garden of Eden; and he was the first man.
*
He had not yet dreamed of the possibility of an Eve, though sometimes the remembrance of the gray gown led
him to imagine that his life was not quite rounded, not yet complete. This fancy, however, did not intrude itself
very often, as he had no time to indulge fancies of any kind.
He was such a very busy young man. Thomas was hired, of course, to do most of the work, but then it was
always necessary for Philip to stand near and see exactly how it was done, and why it was done so, and what
would be the results if it were done otherwise.
He laughed over his own mistakes as he had never laughed at anything in his life before.
He ceased to walk, at least out of doors, and fell into a habit of light-hearted and light-footed running. It was a
truthful and rhythmic remark of Mrs. Kale’s that her sickly son, if he was able to walk, would want to run or fly,
and if he was not able to walk, would be ready to lay down and die. He had been resigned to the thought of death
most of the time that he could remember, but now he was more than resigned to life.
He sported—no other word will express the vanity he felt in his strange attire—a suit of coarse clothes much
too large for him, and a broad straw hat, neither of which could conceal the handsome lines of his comely face
and slight figure.
*
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When the novelty of his situation failed a little, and all his plans were in good working order, he lapsed into a
quieter contentment. Then it was that he rearranged all the books in the tall old bookcase, and read, just before he
retired, some passages that Ruth Pinkney had marked in her favorite authors.
He felt very grateful, very glad. He longed at intervals to do good to others, but he still took pleasure in saying
to himself that he was doing more good to others by keeping away from them than he could do in any other way.
This was selfish, but he seemed to be continually steeped in an ecstatic consciousness of self. He reveled in the
growing and greening grass, in the lengthening and brightening days, in the blissful chorus of the birds, singing
the return of Spring to this earthly paradise. He spent balmy May afternoons in the hammock under one of the
trees near the road, watching a pair of birds build their nest on a branch near by.
One day his attention was arrested by an object which proved ever more interesting than nest-building.
This was a young lady on horseback, riding by. If she had been a stately and beautiful damsel, as lithe and
supple as the whip she bore, and enthroned on a fleet and graceful steed, Philip Kale, as a young man who knew
much more of novels than of real life, would easily have supposed that that was just what might have been expected.
But this youthful equestrienne was of an entirely different type. She was evidently unaccustomed to the saddle;
the animal she rode was a heavy farm horse, and she herself, attired in a blue calico dress and wide straw hat, was
rather round faced and chubby.
Philip found nothing romantic, but a good deal that was comical, in the scene, as the young girl, swaying and
clinging in a frightened manner to the saddle, came along, accompanied by a sturdy boy, presumably her brother,
who rode beside her, bare-backed. Philip was glad that the thick intermingling branches of the trees allowed him
to see and hear without danger of detection. At a few yards from his gate the young lady slipped to the ground,
saying, in a despairing tone,
“It’s no use trying any more. I never can learn to ride!”
“That’s a pity,” said the boy, hopefully.
She buried her face in the horse’s mane. The sympathetic brute immediately lapsed upon three legs, and hung
his head lower than ever. Then a sudden infusion of resolution came over her.
“But I will learn!” she cried.
“That’s the right way to talk,” said her companion. “It must be mighty mean, the first time you’re on a horse. I
can’t remember when I was.”
“I know I’m old and stiff,” continued the courageous voice, “but if my ambition is not greater than my stupidity, then I’ll give up!” She thought over what she said a moment, and, laughingly, added,
“Highly probable.”
“I’ve heard it said that people ought to learn without a saddle—nothing but a strap and a blanket—but you’d
turn a sideways somerset right away.” Then, encouragingly:
“I believe you’d do first rate if you weren’t scared.”
“But I can’t help being scared,” said the girl. “All the horse’s muscles and sinews, and fibers and things, keep
moving in such an awful way.”
“And his legs, too!” added the youth, soberly, and then he burst into a roar of laughter.
“Oh, don’t laugh, Joe; someone will hear you, and fancy what a picture we make. Who lives in that house
since Mrs. Pinkney died?”
“Nobody worth mentioning,” returned Joe, with a boy’s outspoken contempt for one whose acquaintance he
found it impossible to make. “Some mighty stuck-up acting fellow from the city. Well, shall we get on?”
“I suppose so; but you’ll have to help me to mount first.” This was rather a difficult task, but with a great many
“Yo heaves,” and strenuous efforts on the part of Joe, the young lady was fairly mounted at last.
“Good gracious, girl,” he muttered, as he arranged the blue drapery, “you are a lift! 1 should think you must
weigh as much as seventy-five stone.”\fn{ An English measure of weight, still in common parlance; legally, a weight of 14
pounds.}
“Do you know the weight of a stone?” inquired his sister, severely.
“N-no, not exactly; but, of course, 1 don’t mean very big stones. Just middling-sized ones.”
They rode off, and the eavesdropper rose up, feeling much refreshed. He was interested in the pretty country
girl who had candor enough to confess her fright, and pluck enough to resolve upon overcoming it. He had no one
to talk with or question about her, as Mr. and Mrs. Shaw had departed, leaving with him minute directions for the
care of a house and garden. He walked up and down the verandah a few times, laughing at the recollection of her
comical way of riding, and then he went in and picked up a favorite book, and forgot all about her.
*
But the next afternoon she passed again, this time alone, and on succeeding days she did not fail to make her
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appearance.
Philip soon knew what hour to expect her, and he was generally in his hammock at that time. Naturally he
wished to see if she made any improvement in the equestrian art, and the results of his daily observation were,
that she did not so much gain in skill as lose in fear, and that her peculiar style of horsemanship, though seemingly capable of promoting her health and pleasure, was not of a kind to win, even under the most favorable circumstances, the plaudits of the crowd.
Yet, with all her imperfections, he did not cease to watch her. The drooping hat brim nearly concealed her face,
but on one occasion it was clearly revealed to him. This was when her hat, loosely tied with a blue ribbon, was
blown from her head. Philip longed to rush after it, but he restrained himself, and she dismounted and went after it
herself.
She had pale brown hair, and her face was fresh and blonde, and pretty. He wished many times during the remainder of the day that he had gone and picked up her hat; then, next day, she would be sure to favor him with a
slight glance of recognition, and he might be emboldened to make a bow. In the present monotony of his life, such
an incident would assume the proportions of an adventure.
Her preference for riding past his house was easily explained; the road near which it stood was little more than
a lane, and scarcely ever used save by pedestrians.
She was the only lady he had seen since coming into the country, and he grew, unconsciously, to look forward
to his brief daily glimpses of her. In the character of Adam in Paradise, he felt a peculiar fitness in calling her Eve;
and he appreciated the interested glances which she occasionally threw over into the garden of Eden, and her probable wondering at the non-appearance of its master.
Philip was unwilling to take fate in his own hands, but how he wished that some favoring wind of fortune
would blow her hat off again. He felt assured that she had never seen him. Once he had not started for the hammock until she was in sight, but her head was turned the other way. One Saturday it rained, so he did not see her,
and on Sunday he could not expect to, but she was continually present in his thoughts. The youthful hermit, who
had gloried in his solitude, was ashamed of himself for longing to see the one strange face that had invaded it.
*
Early the next morning Charlotte Shaw came to wash, and Philip Kale sat out on the back porch and talked
with her. He found it very pleasant to be able to talk once a week—even if it were solely upon trivial topics.
He began to realize that the true aim of conversation was not to gain or impart knowledge, but for sympathy,
inspiration, the sense of companionship, and the exercise of one’s mental and vocal powers. He blushed to think
that he, who had fallen to sleep the night before over a favorite volume of poems, was now absorbing with eager
interest the empty gossip of the neighborhood. With assumed indifference he inquired the name of the heavy
young lady who so frequently rode on horse back.
“You must mean Miss Harding. They call her Eve (Philip started), but I believe her right name is Eva. I don’t
think she is heavy, Mr. Kale; leastways, she walks across a room just like a kitten, and carries herself so prettily.
She used to think the world and all of your Aunt, and she was over here a few days before she died. My! But
didn’t Mrs. Pinkney sound your praises to her, though.”
Philip blushed.
“On her way out she stopped in at the kitchen, and says she, ‘Is the young Mr. Kale at all like his Aunt?’
“‘Law, Miss,’ says I, ‘they’re as like as two peaches; one of them ripe and ready to fall, and the other rather
hardish yet.’ Then she praises up your Aunt, and praises up the place, and finally says, just as she’s going:
“‘There’s no portrait of Mrs. Pinkney’s nephew lying about, is there?’
“‘No, Miss Harding,’ says I, ‘there beant.’”\fn{ I.e., there be none.}
If Mrs. Shaw had any particular design in view in thus dwelling upon the details of Miss Harding’s knowledge
of Philip, she did not reveal it in her face, which looked stolid and sensible as before. Philip felt alternate heats
and chills; but he led the conversation to a more impersonal ground. After that revelation he felt that there was a
subtle sympathy established between the spirit of his unknown Eve and himself, and wondered how he could have
found so much joy in life before it was illuminated by the daily vision of a sweet-faced girl, riding by on a farm
horse.
*
About this time he received a letter from his mother, reproaching him in half-playful terms for so abruptly
cutting himself loose from family and friends to live in the woods, as she could not doubt he did, in a half barbaric
state, and commanding him, if he had any remains of filial or paternal affection left, to make it manifest by an
immediate visit to his father’s house.
Philip felt, as his Aunt Ruth would probably have expressed it, a distinct “call” to go.
He had a great deal of repressed affection for his parents and brothers and sister. He wished to show them that
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his “half-barbaric” life was making a new man of him, physically and mentally. He wanted to contrast the satisfying pleasure of solitude with the empty delights of society. Perhaps he had an unacknowledged feeling that the
former needed all the advantages of a strong contrast to brighten the dull colors that had glowed so warmly for
him at first.
Whatever may have been the number or nature of his motives, he was fully determined to go. Thomas would
have an eye to his garden, and Charlotte would improve his absence in prosecuting the necessary and unpleasant
labor of house cleaning.
*
When he arrived in the city he felt rather jaded, but the abrupt change from his solitary nook to the thronged
and bustling streets brought him a factitious excitement, an exhilaration of spirit, and a quickened expression,
which, in conjunction with his tanned complexion, his frequent bursts of laughter, and brilliant flow of conversation, transformed him entirely in the eyes of his own family.
He was the hero of the hour; and the enthusiastic way in which he related his rural experiences gave them
something of the thrill and strangeness of adventures on sea or foreign shores to his interested group of listeners.
He sat on the sofa beside his sister Fanny, and trifled with the long braid of hair that fell down her back.
“And I suppose you never miss going to Quaker meeting?” said this young lady.
“Oh, yes; I miss it every time,” said her brother, with a little frown and a slight shade of embarrassment. “But I
guess my loss is their gain, and vice versa. The trouble is, if I go once I shall feel a kind of obligation to go again
and again; and I don’t want to be inveigled into getting mixed up with even the best kind of other people.”
“The usual exception with regard to present company, I suppose. Flattered, I’m sure!”
“Well, I thought,” remarked Mrs. Kale, “that Friends considered themselves apart from the world.”
“That is the way I consider myself,” said her son, significantly.
“You should attend Divine service somewhere,” said Mr. Kale, gravely.
“Yes, sir,” said Philip; but he mentally decided to meditate upon his father’s statement for several months, at
least, before he ventured to put it into practice.
“Don’t you long, sometimes, for the sight of a woman’s dress?” asked Fanny. Philip had carefully omitted
making any mention of Eve.
“Oh, I can appreciate them all the more when I do see them. This is a pretty muslin you have on. Just the color
of peach blossoms, isn’t it? I believe I like blue better. Very odd that peach blossoms should come out before the
leaves.” His sister laughed.
“Oh, I dare say,” said she, “but there are some things that strike me as odder even than that. How long are you
going to keep it up, Philly?”
The young man sprang with a quick, nervous motion to his feet, so as to face his sister.
“I’m not keeping it up at all,” he said, “it’s keeping me up! My health and spirits, and everything! Do you think
I’m the least bit tired of it?”
Everyone looked at him, and every one was constrained to admit, “No.”
Then he crossed the room to his mother’s side, and had a little talk with her concerning some domestic matters,
which had proved in his experience rather unmanageable.
Mrs. Kale had never been more interested in her son than now.
From the days of his sickly childhood, when he alternated from excited joyousness to fretful morbidness, she
had always considered him a queer boy; and she was glad now that his queerness had found vent for itself. How
brown and earnest, and wide awake he was. Though she had never been neglectful of him, she felt a motherly
pang that he had gone so completely out of her life before becoming what he was; that it was in scenes remote
from her presence and influence that he had risen to a higher plane of life.
She was a handsome, worldly-faced woman, with a smile and manner rather too hard to be agreeable. When
they went up stairs together, she stood on the landing, saying good night, with a strange, wistful expression, to
Philip, a few steps beneath her. He laid his hand on her shoulder a moment. She caught her breath, and then bent
over him.
“You are a good fellow, Phil!” she cried, the tears coming into her eyes. “I am sure you will never forget your
mother.”
*
In a week or two Philip returned to the country. It was impossible, he said, for a farmer to be long absent from
his crops during the growing season, and his mother saw him depart with more regret than she had ever imagined
his absence would cause her.
If Philip was not glad to leave his old home, he was not sorry to return to his new one. He wanted to see if his
strawberries were ripe, and if Miss Harding still rode daily past his gate. Her importance in his thoughts had
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dwindled considerably since he had seen and talked with other charming young ladies, friends of his sister, who
were quite as pretty as the unskilled young equestrienne. He could not help feeling glad, for the sake of the world,
that there were so many sweet and good women in it; but that one of them could be immeasurably fairer, and
more to be desired, than her sisters—this was the empty fancy of lovers, or of idle and romantic young men who
spent a certain part of every afternoon in a hammock. He had outgrown all that now.
With these practical and prudent reflections in his mind, it was rather strange that Philip Kale, on stepping out
of the car into the presence of Miss Harding and a number of other people, should have experienced a suddenly
increasing beating of the heart. He could not understand it at all. It was unreasonable, it was abominable, but it
was so.
The boy, Joe, was apparently going on a journey, and his sister had accompanied him to the depot. Philip stood
not far from her, as he could easily do in the crowd without being noticed. She was laughing, and he told himself
angrily that he couldn’t bear girls that laughed in public. She had evidently been teasing Joe unmercifully, for on
the youth’s face were exhibited mingled emotions of rage, mirth, and despair.
“You’re real mean,” he blurted out.
“And the boy’s honest,” thought Philip, his mind reverting to ‘nobody worth mentioning.’
“Well, Joe,” said his sister, sobered at once, “it’s better for you to think so, than for me to be so! You know I
don’t mean anything.”
“And I didn’t mean to say that, either, Eva.”
“Then there’s no meanness about either of us,” said Eva, laughing again.
Philip told himself that he had never heard a young lady make puns before, and he never wanted to again.
“But now,” exclaimed Miss Harding, “you must go! Good by, my dear fellow. Be sure you write.”
Philip said that ‘my dear fellow’ was simply disgusting. But he knew that his angry thoughts amounted to
nothing at all. They were merely the last effort of nature to preserve him in his boasted independence.
It was too late.
His heart was irrevocably in the possession of Miss Eva Harding.
*
He decided to walk out to his home. It was healthful exercise, and would do him good. A long walk in the
country on a June day is a beautiful thing in theory, but Philip found that in practice it had several drawbacks. The
sun was hot, the scenery was dull, and he himself was not in the full glow of health and vigor. Every carriage that
swept past left a cloud of dust for him to travel through. He was feeling very much incensed by this fact, when a
fresh sound of wheels from behind caused him to turn a vengeful glance in that direction.
There he saw Miss Harding, looking very cool and contented, sitting in a buggy, and drawn by a horse much
better looking than the one with which she usually appeared. She drove in a very leisurely fashion, looking hard at
Philip’s back, and wondering if it would be very improper for a young lady of acknowledged social position, driving in her own conveyance, to offer a ride to a stranger who was so evidently respectable, weak, and weary.
She was very kind hearted, had a habit of acting quickly upon her generous impulses, and was, moreover, an
original young lady, with a liking for doing original things. All of these forces combined to stop the horse just as
he reached Philip’s side.
“If you care to ride, I can readily accommodate you,” she remarked.
There was mingled embarrassment, defiance, and kindness in the tones; but the young man chose to recognize
the latter quality alone, as he said, with a bright glance at her,
“Oh, thank you, I would indeed. It makes my head ache badly, walking in the sun. You are very kind.”
He got in at the left side, allowing her to retain the reins. She was evidently quite reassured by his words and
manner.
Philip’s heart beat quick. He observed with pleasure that his companion looked incomparably better in a buggy
than she did on horseback; that her hat, which had a blue feather in it, displayed a forehead, milk white and boldly
rounded, with a single thick lock, not fringe, of fair hair falling across it, that her eyes were not penetrating nor
searching, but deep and placid; that her pretty shoulders were femininely narrow, and that she had loose easy,
restful ways of leaning back and looking around so delightful to a nervous man. He forgot all the harsh things he
had thought about her, and was sure that nowhere upon earth existed the girl so wonderfully sweet and wholesome looking as the one beside him. As a dyspeptic, he knew the worth and rarity of this combination of two of
the best qualities in nature.
“How far do you go?” she asked.
Philip hesitated. It would sound rather queer to say, “to my house,” besides, that would necessitate all kinds of
explanations, which he had no desire to make. He had not dissembled before, but it is never too late to learn bad
as well as good practices.
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“To Mr. Kale’s,” he replied. “I believe it is some distance from here.”
“It’s a little way this side of our place,” she said, “up a green lane. You have never been in this part of the
country before?”
“Oh, yes; I was here a long time ago, when Mrs. Pinkney was living. Her nephew is a sort of connection of
mine. I don’t know whether you could call it a relationship or not. Did you know Mrs. Pinkney?”
“Very well, indeed. She was a dear friend of mine. Our neighborhood felt its loss deeply when she died last
winter. I never knew anyone to live so entirely for others.”
“Living for others sounds very fine,” said Philip, argumentatively. “Can you tell me precisely what it means?”
The young girl looked at him a little doubtfully, as if she half liked and was half afraid of this turn in the
conversation.
“I think I can tell you what it meant in Mrs. Pinkney’s case,” she said. “She continually blessed and gladdened
the lives of those around her by her words, her actions, and, perhaps, most of all, by the sweet peacefulness of her
presence. To every one that came in contact with her, she seemed to supply a special need, and to those who were
satisfied with themselves and the world she brought something of the beauty of heavenly things. Why,” with a
little blush for the enthusiasm with which she had spoken of her dead friend to a stranger, “she did the noblest
thing that anyone can do—she made the world better because of her living in it.”
“Is that a very uncommon thing to do?”
“Oh, I’m afraid it is; and I hate to think so, too! So few people seem to understand that that is the real meaning
and object of life; and even when they do understand it, they are apt to act upon it in such a poor, grudging, discontented sort of way. It is as if they felt it a miserable responsibility instead of a marvelous privilege.
“I hope you don’t think I’m gushing. I am a good deal too much in earnest for that.”
“I can easily believe you,” said Philip, warmly; “and I know Mrs. Pinkney to have been all that you represent
her. Does the nephew to whom she left her property inherit any of her virtues?”
“Why, as to that,” replied Miss Harding, with a short laugh, “it’s difficult to say. He has scarcely been seen by
any one since he took possession. I should say that he was entirely different from his Aunt. But it is very rude for
me to discuss his character with you.”
Philip thought so, too, but, instead of saying that, he immediately exclaimed:
“It would be a positive kindness to me. I am very little acquainted with him, I assure you, and understand him
still less, though our habits and tastes are identical. I was at college the same time that he was, and thought him a
terribly reserved fellow. He is, really, the last person in the world from whom I should have expected an invitation
to visit.”
Philip drew a long breath at the end of his speech.
“I should think so,” said his companion, thoughtfully. “Why, he appears to be the most unsocial man you could
possibly imagine. He lives for himself quite as completely as his Aunt lived for others, and in same house and
garden, too! It seems too bad! He is not known to go to any church, or to the village, or anywhere. He is no more
to the people among whom he lives than a snail in its shell, and when he dies I suppose will be missed about as
much.”
“Well,” said the young man, feeling a little shocked, “at least he does no harm.”
“Not to others perhaps, but a great deal to himself. It is thought a very terrible thing to be narrow-minded; but
to my thinking it is worse to be narrow-hearted. What can you think of a person who digs out all the roots of
affection, leaving one central plant to twine around, and beautify, and perfume his own best-beloved self?”
She smiled as she spoke, and Philip noticed how strong and white her teeth were. He was stung into selfdefence.
“But it is in solitude that mental riches are acquired, genuine personal improvement made. Surely one must be
of some benefit to the world who so thoroughly benefits one person in it.”
“But don’t you see that, by concentrating his efforts upon one person, he not only fails to benefit the rest of the
world, but himself as well? It is a good thing to gain mental and material riches, but that does not justify anyone
in turning miser.
“Wisdom in a single brain, and gold in a single box, are worse than useless, because they engender selfishness
and conceit in their owner. It is circulation that makes them both useful.”
The young lady did not snap out her utterances. She spoke in smooth gentle tones, as one who had thought
long and felt deeply on the subject. Philip tried to find some of his old arguments in favor of a life of solitude, but
they slunk shame-faced away from him.
“Really,” continued Mentor, “I should apologize for speaking of your friend in this plain way.”
“Oh,” said Philip, “I am sufficiently acquainted with Kale to know that your words are not strictly applicable
to his case. He has always been in poor health, and perhaps that has tended to give him rather sickly views of life
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and society. He finds it impossible to adapt himself with the slightest degree of pleasure to the conditions and requirements of the world.”
“Probably he thinks there is nothing in common between him and ordinary people.”
“No, I’ll do him the justice to say I can’t believe that of him. I remember hearing him say once, that he had a
great affection for the world in the abstract; that in certain heroic moods he felt that he could gladly lay down his
life for the sake of doing it some lasting good, but that he could not mingle, useless and unappreciated, with its
frivolities and frigidities, merely because most people did so. At another time he said, he fancied that each member of society was like one of those noise producers in use at an old-fashioned charivari—all discordant and each
trying to make itself loudest heard; and that solitude was like a great musician playing by himself on a sweet
instrument.”
Miss Harding actually laughed, “Ah, yes; very pretty, very fine!” then she stopped short.
Philip’s brown eyes, burning with reproach, were full upon her.
“I beg your pardon,” she said, looking distressed; “I am rude. But,” with strenuous earnestness, “I wish that
Mr. Kale could understand that his fancies, or those of anyone else on this subject, are, and must always be, of
secondary importance.
“The great fact remains that society is organized that its members may help one another; and no one has any
right to shirk his part. If in any place society is frivolous and frigid, it shows that the earnest minded and warmhearted people of that place hold themselves aloof from it. Do you think,” abruptly, “that it is very unjust for me
to lecture you on account of Mr. Kale?”
“No,” replied Philip; “if I were not in sympathy with him I could not uphold his views. Do you think he is very
selfish and shallow?”
“No, only greatly mistaken. I hope you will be able to convert him to my—our views.”
The young man smiled.
“Of course you are in the right,” he said. “You place it so on a moral ground.”
“Oh, no, excuse me, but I don’t. It is on a moral ground already. It has always been firmly rooted there.”
He pressed his hand over his eyes.
“I have made your head worse,” said the young girl regretfully. She herself from experience had no very clear
idea of what a headache was, but she felt a great deal of pity for the handsome, suffering young stranger, whom
she had been talking at so forcibly. She wished from her heart that she could do something for him, and presently
she saw her opportunity. Not far off, on the road side, was a group of girl acquaintances, coming towards them,
and casting interested glances at the gentleman beside her.
Leaning a little toward Philip, and turning her full face toward him, Miss Harding, with bewitching little smiles
and gestures of the head, poured out a stream of steady commonplace which lasted till the girls had passed,
breaking off only to give them a bow. Philip was amazed by her look, manner, and especially by what she said,
but he must have been blind not to see that this young lady wished to give her girl friends to understand that she
was in company with a gentleman whom she highly appreciated, and whose favor she was determined to win.
There was something decidedly flattering in this, and Philip felt cheered by it a little. Still he thought that Miss
Harding was a very self-assured young person, and he found it inconceivable that a country girl whom he had so
often laughed at, should be lording it over him in this way.
He wondered if he should reveal himself to her when they reached his gate. That would certainly bring a blush
for her rudeness to her fair cool cheek, if anything would. But, perhaps, with her dreadful lack of sensibility, she
would laugh at him.
No, he decided it would be wiser not to make a revelation.
Miss Harding was very attentive. She audibly regretted his indisposition, handed him her parasol, for the sunshine was now in their faces, and seemed so much interested in him that he shivered in fear that she would ask his
name. It was just such a thing as this frank matter-of-fact girl would do.
Nevertheless she did not do it.
As they went up the grassy lane, and neared the Pinkney place, its owner felt a glad thrill of pride and joy.
How heavenly fair it looked. He was sure that Charlotte had finished cleaning house, for the old porch had such a
clean scrubbed look. The grass had grown thick and rank, the flowers were blooming, the birds were singing;
there must be young ones in that nest near me hammock by this time.
And it was all his own! He looked at it with increasing delight. The young lady asked him if it was not strange
that Mr. Kale did not come out to meet him, but he did not answer, except to thank her cordially for me ride she
had given him.
*
When he got out of the buggy he was surprised to see his companion get out also.
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“I have no intention to leave a sickly stranger alone in this desolate place,” said she, with quite unnecessary
kindness, as she tied her horse to the fence.
“We’ll have good fun hunting up the misanthrope. Very likely he’s hiding somewhere. I’ve heard he has a habit
of hiding.”
She preceded him merrily through the gate. Philip followed her mechanically. Every man’s house is his castle,
and his was peculiarly so, but when a beautiful young woman opens the castle gate, no man, or at least no
gentleman, can turn her out again.
The modern Eve seemed to be in the best of spirits. She made a rush for the hammock, and shook it as though
in the expectation of seeing a man slip through the interstices.
“Not here!” she cried.
Then she walked along the whole line of trees, glancing up into their tops, and calling out frequent reports of
her lack of success to her stunned companion on the gravel walk.
“Where shall we look now?” she asked, coming up with a face brimful of fun.
“I don’t know,” replied Philip, despairingly.
“Perhaps I’d best go over to Mrs. Shaw’s. I know she has a key to the house, and then you could hunt round
inside.”
“Oh, I don’t think that is necessary,” said Philip, uneasily. “If he never goes away from home he must be here
somewhere.”
“Why, yes!” said the girl, stooping to pick a flower; “but he seems to have odd ideas of hospitality. This is very
unpleasant for you.”
“It is, indeed!” groaned the sufferer. “You are very good, but I cannot allow myself to trespass further upon
your kindness.”
“Don’t mention it. I hope you didn’t think me capable of leaving you in this strait after the way I talked to you
this afternoon.”
They walked around the house; the lady on the alert, leading the way, the gentleman stupidly following; and
came back to the front porch again.
“Well,” said Miss Harding, “I have a strong impression that Mr. Kale is somewhere in this place.”
“So have I,” said Philip, languidly.
“Furthermore, I think he is in sight.”
Involuntarily, Philip glanced around.
“I believe I am speaking to Mr. Kale.”
*
Philip made an exaggerated bow.
“That is my name, and I have the pleasure of addressing Miss Harding. To what am I indebted for the hon—
that is, I am pleased to make your acquaintance.”
“Oh, Mr. Kale!” said the young girl, struggling between mirth and penitence, “you need not look so aggrieved.
You behaved nearly as bad as I did all the time.”
“Did I?” asked Philip, in honest doubt.
“Indeed you did! You tried to deceive me the whole time.”
“But I didn’t succeed.”
“No, but your efforts were none the less interesting on that account. And then you thought—oh, you must have
thought all kinds of horrible things about my behavior.”
“That’s true!” emphatically.
“Well, you see I don’t deserve them. If you had been an entire stranger, I wouldn’t have asked you to ride, and
talked to you the way I did for worlds. Why I couldn’t! Not if you had been ten times as sick and fifty times as
respectable-looking as you are. But why, you see, Mrs. Pinkney told me all about you, and Mr. and Mrs. Shaw
told me and all the rest of the neighborhood about you. So I am quite well acquainted—besides, seeing you every
day for a long time past. I hope you don’t think now that I am coarse and rude and ill-bred.”
Philip looked at the sweet pleading face and delicate blonde hands, playing with their tiny gloves, of the
maiden before him. How beautiful his Eve looked in his Eden!
“Some other time,” he said softly, “I will tell you what I think of you.”
She turned quickly away.
“Now that I have found your host for you, I believe I had better go. But first may I trouble you for a drink of
water?”
“Oh, yes! I will get a glass in a moment.”
He rushed to the door and fumbled in his pocket for the key, but it could not at once be found. The young lady
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smiled archly.
“Your key has been listening to your afternoon’s talk,” she said. “No wonder it refuses to acknowledge you as
its owner.”
Philip fairly beamed at her. He thought he had never heard such a delicious witticism. The door was opened at
last.
“Come in and inspect bachelor’s hall!” he cried.
He waited only to see how much the room was improved by her presence, and then ran to the pantry. Through
the window he could see the strawberry bed, which reminded him to take a saucer out too. Presently he returned,
bearing a glass of water in one hand, and a saucer of immense berries in the other.
“You see I am not only host and guest, but obedient servant too.”
“And gardener also. Why those are strawberries! How did you make them so fine? 1 thought you did hardly
anything but lie on the hammock.”
“Oh, that was only when you—a little while in the afternoon. However did you see me through those
branches? 1 never thought for an instant this afternoon that you knew me from Adam.”
The young lady laughed.
“But, then,” he continued, “I am Adam.” She looked at him inquiringly.
“This is the garden of Eden, you know.”
“Why, how odd!” she cried, between two bites of an especially large strawberry; “and I am E—well, then, you
see I didn’t know you from Adam after all!”
Philip made no reply. She rose suddenly, looking a little embarrassed, and said she believed she had better go.
“I don’t know why it is,” she cried, turning round at the door, “but I feel contemptible—just such a feeling as
that I experienced at boarding school, the night 1 stole the watermelon. I have been stealing your privacy, your
right to solitariness, your—what shall I call it?”
Philip’s eyes told her that she might call it his heart, but he dared not trust himself to speak. She walked away
with a rapid step and closed the gate behind her, but it was not alone.
“May I call upon you?” asked the world-weary misanthrope, as he handed her the reins.
“Certainly not,” was the almost angry response. “Whoever heard of Adam leaving Eden until—”
“Until an angel obliged him to leave,” said her ingenious tormentor, with a smile. “I shall certainly call.”
The modern Eve departed with unnecessary speed, but she remained away only a few months, and when she
returned it was to make the life of Adam a paradise indeed.
46.130 Excerpt from The Two Sisters: “The Lions”\fn{by Emily Pauline Johnson aka Tekahionwake (1861-1913)} Six
Nations Reserve, Ontario, Canada (F) 2
… You can see them as you look towards the north and the west, where the dream-hills swim into the sky amid
their ever-drifting clouds of pearl and gray. They catch the earliest hint of sunrise, they hold the last color of sunset. Twin mountains they are, lifting their twin peaks above the fairest city in all Canada, and known throughout
the British Empire as “The Lions of Vancouver.”
Sometimes the smoke of forest fires blurs them until they gleam like opals in a purple atmosphere, too beautiful for words to paint. Sometimes the slanting rains festoon scarves of mist about their crests, and the peaks fade
into shadowy outlines, melting, melting, forever melting into the distances. But for most days in the year the sun
circles the twin glories with a sweep of gold. The moon washes them with a torrent of silver. Oftentimes, when
the city is shrouded in rain, the sun yellows their snows to a deep orange; but through sun and shadow they stand
immovable, smiling westward above the waters of the restless Pacific, eastward above the superb beauty of the
Capilano Canyon.
But the Indian tribes do not know these peaks as “The Lions.”
Even the chief whose feet have so recently wandered to the Happy Hunting Grounds\fn{ A note reads: This is the
Indian legend of “The Lions of Vancouver” as I had it from one who will tell me no more the traditions of his people .} never heard the
name given them until I mentioned it to him one dreamy August day, as together we followed the trail leading to
the canyon. He seemed so surprised at the name that I mentioned the reason it had been applied to them, asking
him if he recalled the Landseer Lions in Trafalgar Square.\fn{ Executed in bronze (1867) at the base of the Nelson Column in
London by Sir Edwin Henry Landseer (1802-1873), English painter, sculptor and engraver .} Yes, he remembered those splendid
sculptures, and his quick eye saw the resemblance instantly. It appeared to please him, and his fine face expressed
the haunting memories of the far-away roar of Old London.
But the “call of the blood” was stronger, and presently he referred to the Indian legend of those peaks—a
legend that I have reason to believe is absolutely unknown to thousands of Palefaces who look upon “The Lions”
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daily, without the love for them that is in the Indian heart, without knowledge of the secret of “The Two Sisters.”
The legend was intensely fascinating as it left his lips in the quaint broken English that is never so dulcet as when
it slips from an Indian tongue. His inimitable gestures, strong, graceful, comprehensive, were like a perfectly chosen frame embracing a delicate painting, and his brooding eyes were as the light in which the picture hung.
*
“Many thousands of years ago,” he began, “there were no twin peaks like sentinels guarding the outposts of
this sunset coast. They were placed there long after the first creation, when the Sagalie Tyee molded the mountains, and patterned the mighty rivers where the salmon run, because of His love for His Indian children, and His
wisdom for their necessities.
In those times there were many and mighty Indian tribes along the Pacific—in the mountain ranges, at the
shores and sources of the great Fraser River.\fn{ Named for one Simon Fraser, a fur trader, who explored much of it in 1808 .}
Indian law ruled the land. Indian customs prevailed. Indian beliefs were regarded. Those were the legend-making
ages when great things occurred to make the traditions we repeat to our children today. Perhaps the greatest of
these traditions is the story of ‘The Two Sisters,’ for they are known to us as ‘The Chief’s Daughters,’ and to them
we owe the Great Peace in which we live, and have lived for many countless moons.
“There is an ancient custom amongst the coast tribes that, when our daughters step from childhood into the
great world of womanhood, the occasion must be made one of extreme rejoicing. The being who possesses the
possibility of some day mothering a man-child, a warrior, a brave, receives much consideration in most nations;
but to us, the Sunset tribes, she is honored above all people.
“The parents usually give a great potlatch, and a feast that lasts many days. The entire tribe and the surrounding tribes are bidden to this festival. More than that, sometimes when a great Tyee celebrates for his daughter, the
tribes from far up the coast, from the distant north, from inland, from the island, from the Caribou country, are
gathered as guests to the feast. During these days of rejoicing the girl is placed in a high seat, an exalted position,
for is she not marriageable? And does not marriage mean motherhood? And does not motherhood mean a vaster
nation of brave sons and of gentle daughters, who, in their turn, will give us sons and daughters of their own?
“But it was many thousands of years ago that a great Tyee had two daughters that grew to womanhood at the
same springtime, when the first great run of salmon thronged the rivers, and the ollallie bushes were heavy with
blossoms. These two daughters were young, lovable, and oh! very beautiful. Their father, the great Tyee, prepared
to make a feast such as the Coast had never seen. There were to be days and days of rejoicing, the people were to
come for many leagues, were to bring gifts to the girls and to receive gifts of great value from the chief, and
hospitality was to reign as long as pleasuring feet could dance, and enjoying lips could laugh, and mouths partake
of the excellence of the chief’s fish, game, and ollallies.
“The only shadow on the joy of it all was war, for the tribe of the great Tyee was at war with the Upper Coast
Indians, those who lived north, near what is named by the Paleface as the port of Prince Rupert. Giant war-canoes
slipped along the entire coast, war-parties paddled up and down, war-songs broke the silences of the nights,
hatred, vengeance, strife, horror festered everywhere like sores on the surface of the earth.
“But the great Tyee, after warring for weeks, turned and laughed at the battle and the bloodshed, for he had
been victor in every encounter, and he could well afford to leave the strife for a brief week and feast in his
daughters’ honor, nor permit any mere enemy to come between him and the traditions of his race and household.
So he turned insultingly deaf ears to their war-cries; he ignored with arrogant indifference their paddle-dips that
encroached within his own coast waters, and he prepared, as a great Tyee should, to royally entertain his
tribesmen in honor of his daughters.
“But seven suns before the great feast, these two maidens came before him, hand clasped in hand.
“‘Oh! our father,’ they said, ‘may we speak?’
“‘Speak, my daughters, my girls with the eyes of April, the hearts of June’”\fn{ A note reads: Early spring and early
summer would be the more accurate Indian phrasing.}
“‘Some day, oh! our father, we may mother a man-child, who may grow to be just such a powerful Tyee as you
are, and for this honor that may some day be ours we have come to crave a favor of you—you, oh! our father.’
“‘It is your privilege at this celebration to receive any favor your hearts may wish,’ he replied graciously,
placing his fingers beneath their girlish chins; ‘the favor is yours before you ask it, my daughters.’
“‘Will you, for our sakes, invite the great northern hostile tribe—the tribe you war upon—to this, our feast?’
they asked fearlessly.
“‘To a peaceful feast, a feast in the honor of women?’ he exclaimed incredulously.
“‘So we would desire it,’ they answered.
“‘And so shall it be,’ he declared. ‘I can deny you nothing this day, and some time you may bear sons to bless
this peace you have asked, and to bless their mother’s sire for granting it.’ Then he turned to all the young men of
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the tribe and commanded:
“‘Build fires at sunset on all the coast headlands-fires of welcome. Man your canoes and face the north, greet
the enemy, and tell them that I, the Tyee of the Capilanos, ask—no, command—that they join me for a great feast
in honor of my two daughters.’
“And when the northern tribe got this invitation they flocked down the coast to this feast of a Great Peace.
They brought their women and their children; they brought game and fish, gold and white stone beads, baskets
and carven ladles, and wonderful woven blankets to lay at the feet of their now acknowledged ruler, the great
Tyee.
And he, in turn, gave such a potlatch that nothing but tradition can vie with it. There were long, glad days of
joyousness, long, pleasurable nights of dancing and camp-fires, and vast quantities of food.
The war-canoes were emptied of their deadly weapons and filled with the daily catch of salmon.
The hostile war-songs ceased, and in their place were heard the soft shuffle of dancing feet, the singing voices
of women, the play-games of the children of two powerful tribes which had been until now ancient enemies, for a
great and lasting brotherhood was sealed between them—their warsongs were ended for ever.
“Then the Sagalie Tyee smiled on His Indian children:
“‘I will make these young-eyed maidens immortal,’ He said.
“In the cup of His hands He lifted the chief’s two daughters and set them forever in a high place, for they had
borne two offspring—Peace and Brotherhood—each of which is now a great Tyee ruling this land.
“And on the mountain crest the chief’s daughters can be seen wrapped in the suns, the snows, the stars of all
seasons, for they have stood in this high place for thousands of years, and will stand for thousands of years to
come, guarding the peace of the Pacific Coast and the quiet of the Capilano Canyon.” …
89.117 Paul Farlotte\fn{by Duncan Campbell Scott (1862-1947)} Ottawa, Ontario, Canada (M) 4
Near the outskirts of Viger, to the west, far away from the Blanche, but having a country outlook of their own,
and a glimpse of a shadowy range of hills, stood two houses which would have attracted attention by their
contrast, if for no other reason.
One was a low cottage, surrounded by a garden, and covered with roses, which formed jalousies for the
encircling verandah. The garden was laid out with the care and completeness that told of a master hand. The
cottage itself had the air of having been secured from the inroads of time as thoroughly as paint and a nail in the
right place at the right time could effect that end.
The other was a large gaunt-looking house, narrow and high, with many windows, some of which were
boarded up, as if there was no further use for the chambers into which they had once admitted light. Standing on a
rough piece of ground it seemed given over to the rudeness of decay. It appeared to have been the intention of its
builder to veneer it with brick; but it stood there a wooden shell, discolored by the weather, disjointed by the frost,
and with the wind fluttering the rags of tar-paper which had been intended as a protection against the cold, but
which now hung in patches and ribbons. But despite this dilapidation it had a sort of martial air about it, and
seemed to watch over its embowered companion, warding off tempests and gradually falling to pieces on guard,
like a faithful soldier who suffers at his post.
In the road, just between the two, stood a beautiful Lombardy poplar. Its shadow fell upon the little cottage in
the morning, and traveled across the garden, and in the evening touched the comer of the tall house, and faded out
with the sun, only to float there again in the moonlight, or to commence the journey next morning with the dawn.
This shadow seemed, with its constant movement, to figure the connection that existed between the two houses.
*
The garden of the cottage was a marvel; there the finest roses in the parish grew, roses which people came
miles to see, and parterres\fn{ Level spaces in gardens occupied by ornamental arrangements of flowers in beds } of oldfashioned flowers, the seed of which came from France, and which in consequence seemed to blow with a rarer
color and more delicate perfume.
This garden was a striking contrast to the stony ground about the neighboring house, where only the commonest weeds grew unregarded; but its master had been born a gardener, just as another man is born a musician or a
poet. There was a superstition in the village that all he had to do was to put anything, even a dry stick, into the
ground, and it would grow. He was the village schoolmaster, and Madame Laroque would remark spitefully
enough that if Monsieur Paul Farlotte had been as successful in planting knowledge in the heads of his scholars as
he was in planting roses in his garden Viger would have been celebrated the world over.
But he was born a gardener, not a teacher; and he made the best of the fate which compelled him to depend for
his living on something he disliked.
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He looked almost as dry as one of his own hyacinth bulbs; but like it he had life at his heart. He was a very
small man, and frail, and looked older than he was. It was strange, but you rarely seemed to see his face; for he
was bent with weeding and digging, and it seemed an effort for him to raise his head and look at you with the full
glance of his eye. But when he did, you saw the eye was honest and full of light.
He was not careful of his personal appearance, clinging to his old garments with a fondness which often laid
him open to ridicule, which he was willing to bear for the sake of the comfort of an old pair of shoes, or a hat
which had accommodated itself to the irregularities of his head. On the street he wore a curious skirt-coat that
seemed to be made of some indestructible material, for he had worn it for years, and might be buried in it. It
received an extra brush for Sundays and holidays, and always looked as good as new.
He made a quaint picture, as he came down the road from school. He had a hesitating walk, and constantly
stopped and looked behind him; for he always fancied he heard a voice calling him by his name. He would be
working in his flower beds when he would hear it over his shoulder, “Paul;” or when he went to draw water from
his well, “Paul;” or when he was reading by his fire, someone calling him softly, “Paul, Paul;” or in the dead of
night, when nothing moved in his cottage, he would hear it out of the dark,
“Paul.”
So it came to be a sort of companionship for him, this haunting voice; and sometimes one could have seen him
in his garden stretch out his hand and smile, as if he were welcoming an invisible guest. Sometimes the guest was
not invisible, but took body and shape, and was a real presence; and often Paul was greeted with visions of things
that had been, or that would be, and saw figures where, for other eyes, hung only the impalpable air.
He had one other passion besides his garden, and that was Montaigne.\fn{ Michel Eyquem de Montaigne (1533-1592),
French author.} He delved in one in the summer, in the other in the winter. With his feet on his stove he would
become so absorbed with his author that he would burn his slippers and come to himself disturbed by the smell of
the singed leather.
He had only one great ambition, that was to return to France to see his mother before she died; and he had for
years been trying to save enough money to take the journey. People who did not know him called him stingy, and
said the saving for his journey was only a pretext to cover his miserly habits. It was strange, he had been saving
for years, and yet he had not saved enough. Whenever anyone would ask him, “Well, Monsieur Farlotte, when do
you go to France?” he would answer,
“Next year—next year.” So when he announced one spring that he was actually going, and when people saw
that he was not making his garden with his accustomed care, it became the talk of the village:
“Monsieur Farlotte is going to France.”
“Monsieur Farlotte has saved enough money, true, true, he is going to France.”
*
His proposed visit gave no one so much pleasure as it gave his neighbors in the gaunt, unkempt house which
seemed to watch over his own; and no one would have imagined what a joy it was to Marie St. Denis, the tall girl
who was mother to her orphan brothers and sisters, to hear Monsieur Farlotte say, “When I am in France;” for she
knew what none of the villagers knew, that if it had not been for her and her troubles, Monsieur Farlotte would
have seen France many years before.
How often she would recall the time when her father, who was in the employ of the great match factory near
Viger, used to drive about collecting the little paper match-boxes which were made by hundreds of women in the
village and the country around; how he had conceived the idea of making a machine in which a strip of paper
would go in at one end, and the completed matchboxes would fall out at the other; how he had given up his
situation and devoted his whole time and energy to the invention of this machine; how he had failed time and
again, but continued with a perseverance which at last became a frantic passion; and how, to keep the family
together, her mother, herself, and the children joined that army of workers which was making the matchboxes by
hand.
She would think of what would have happened to them then if Monsieur Farlotte had not been there with his
help, or what would have happened when her mother died, worn out, and her father, overcome with disappointment, gave up his life and his task together, in despair.
But whenever she would try to speak of these things Monsieur Farlotte would prevent her with a gesture,
“Well, but what would you have me do—besides, I will go some day—now who knows, next year, perhaps.”
So here was “next year,” which she had so longed to see, and Monsieur Farlotte was giving her a daily lecture
on how to treat the tulips after they had done flowering, preluding everything he had to say with, “When I am in
France,” for his heart was already there.
He had two places to visit, one was his old home, the other was the birthplace of his beloved Montaigne.\fn
{The son of a wealthy man, Montaigne was born at his family home, Château de Montaigne, near Libourne, not far from Bordeaux, in the
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modern Department of Gironde.}

He had often described to Marie the little cottage where he was born, with the vine
abors and the long garden walks, the lilac bushes, with their cool dark-green leaves, the white eaves where the
swallows nested, and the poplar, sentinel over all.
“You see,” he would say, “I have tried to make this little place like it; and my memory may have played me a
trick, but I often fancy myself at home. That poplar and this long walk and the vines on the arbor—sometimes
when I see the tulips by the border I fancy it is all in France.”
Marie was going over his scant wardrobe, mending with her skillful fingers, putting a stitch in the trusty old
coat, and securing its buttons. She was anxious that Monsieur Farlotte should get a new suit before he went on his
journey; but he would not hear of it.
“Not a bit of it,” he would say, “if I made my appearance in a new suit, they would think I had been making
money; and when they would find out that I had not enough to buy cabbage for the soup there would be disappointment.”
She could not get him to write that he was coming.
“No, no,” he would say, “if I do that they will expect me.”
“Well, and why not—why not?”
“Well, they would think about it—in ten days Paul comes home, then in five days Paul comes home, and then
when I came they would set the dogs on me. No, I will just walk in—so—and when they are staring at my old
coat I will just sit down in a corner, and my old mother will commence to cry. Oh, I have it all arranged.”
So Marie let him have his own way; but she was fixed on having her way in some things. To save Monsieur
Farlotte the heavier work, and allow him to keep his strength for the journey, she would make her brother Guy do
the spading in the garden, much to his disgust, and that of Monsieur Farlotte, who would stand by and interfere,
taking the spade into his own hands with infinite satisfaction.
“See,” he would say, “go deeper and turn it over so.” And when Guy would dig in his own clumsy way, he
would go off in despair, with the words,
“God help us, nothing will grow there.”
When Monsieur Farlotte insisted on taking his clothes in an old box covered with raw-hide, with his initials in
brass tacks on the cover, Marie would not consent to it, and made Guy carry off the box without his knowledge
and hide it. She had a good tin trunk which had belonged to her mother, which she knew where to find in the attic,
and which would contain everything Monsieur Farlotte had to carry.
Poor Marie never went into this attic without a shudder, for occupying most of the space was her father’s
workbench, and that complicated wheel, the model of his invention, which he had tried so hard to perfect, and
which stood there like a monument of his failure.
She had made Guy promise never to move it, fearing lest he might be tempted to finish what his father had
begun—a fear that was almost an apprehension, so like him was he growing. He was tall and large-boned, with a
dark restless eye, set under an overhanging forehead. He had long arms, out of proportion to his height, and he
hung his head when he walked.
His likeness to his father made him seem a man before his time. He felt himself a man; for he had a good
position in the match factory, and was like a father to his little brothers and sisters.
Although the model had always had a strange fascination for him, the lad had kept his promise to his sister,
and had never touched the mechanism which had literally taken his father’s life. Often when he went into the attic
he would stand and gaze at the model and wonder why it had not succeeded, and recall his father bending over his
work, with his compass and pencil. But he had a dread of it, too, and sometimes would hurry away, afraid lest its
fascination would conquer him.
Monsieur Farlotte was to leave as soon as his school closed, but weeks before that he had everything ready,
and could enjoy his roses in peace. After school hours he would walk in his garden, to and fro, to and fro, with his
hands behind his back, and his eyes upon the ground, meditating; and once in a while he would pause and smile,
or look over his shoulder when the haunting voice would call his name.
His scholars had commenced to view him with additional interest, now that he was going to take such a
prodigious journey; and two or three of them could always be seen peering through the palings, watching him as
he walked up and down the path; and Marie would watch him too, and wonder what he would say when he found
that his trunk had disappeared. He missed it fully a month before he could expect to start; but he had resolved to
pack that very evening.
“But there is plenty of time,” remonstrated Marie.
“That’s always the way,” he answered. “Would you expect me to leave everything until the last moment?”
“But, Monsieur Farlotte, in ten minutes everything goes into the trunk.”
“So, and in the same ten minutes something is left out of the trunk, and I am in France, and my shoes are in
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Viger, that will be the end of it.”
So, to pacify him, she had to ask Guy to bring down the trunk from the attic.
*
It was not yet dark there; the sunset threw a great color into the room, touching all the familiar objects with
transfiguring light, and giving the shadows a rich depth.
Guy saw the model glowing like some magic golden wheel, the metal points upon it gleaming like jewels in
the light. As he passed he touched it, and with a musical click something dropped from it.
He picked it up: it was one of the little paper matchboxes, but the defect that he remembered to have heard
talked of was there. He held it in his hand and examined it; then he pulled it apart and spread it out.
“Ah,” he said to himself, “the fault was in the cutting.”
Then he turned the wheel, and one by one the imperfect boxes dropped out, until the strip of paper was
exhausted.
“But why,” the question rose in his mind, “why could not that little difficulty be overcome?”
*
He took the trunk down to Marie, who at last persuaded Monsieur Farlotte to let her pack his clothes in it. He
did so with a protestation,
“Well, I know how it will be with a fine box like that, some fellow will whip it off when I am looking the other
way, and that will be the end of it.”
*
As soon as he could do so without attracting Marie’s attention Guy returned to the attic with a lamp.
When Marie had finished packing Monsieur Farlotte’s wardrobe, she went home to put her children to bed; but
when she saw that light in the attic window she nearly fainted from apprehension. When she pushed open the door
of that room which she had entered so often with the scant meals she used to bring her father, she saw Guy
bending over the model, examining every part of it.
“Guy,” she said, trying to command her voice, “you have broken your promise.”
He looked up quickly.
“Marie, I am going to find it out—I can understand it—there is just one thing, if I can get that we will make a
fortune out of it.”
“Guy, don’t delude yourself; those were father’s words, and day after day I brought him his meals here, when
he was too busy even to come downstairs; but nothing came of it, and while he was trying to make a machine for
the boxes, we were making them with our fingers. O Guy,” she cried, with her voice rising into a sob, “remember
those days, remember what Monsieur Farlotte did for us, and what he would have to do again if you lost your
place!”
“That’s all nonsense, Marie. Two weeks will do it, and after that I could send Monsieur Farlotte home with a
pocket full of gold.”
“Guy, you are making a terrible mistake. That wheel was our curse, and it will follow us if you don’t leave it
alone. And think of Monsieur Farlotte; if he finds out what you are working at he will not go to France—I know
him; he will believe it his duty to stay here and help us, as he did when father was alive. Guy, Guy, listen to me!”
But Guy was bending over the model, absorbed in its labyrinths.
In vain did Marie argue with him, try to persuade him, and threaten him; she attempted to lock the attic door
and keep him out, but he twisted the lock off, and after that the door was always open. Then she resolved to break
the wheel into a thousand pieces; but when she went upstairs, when Guy was away, she could not strike it with the
axe she held. It seemed like a human thing that cried out with a hundred tongues against the murder she would do;
and she could only sink down sobbing, and pray. Then failing everything else she simulated an interest in the
thing, and tried to lead Guy to work at it moderately, and not to give up his whole time to it.
But he seemed to take up his father’s passion where he had laid it down.
Marie could do nothing with him; and the younger children, at first hanging around the attic door, as if he were
their father come back again, gradually ventured into the room, and whispered together as they watched their rapt
and unobservant brother working at his task.
Marie’s one thought was to devise a means of keeping the fact from Monsieur Farlotte; and she told him
blankly that Guy had been sent away on business, and would not be back for six weeks. She hoped that by that
time Monsieur Farlotte would be safely started on his journey.
But night after night he saw a light in the attic window.
In the past years it had been a constant there, and he could only connect it with one cause. But he could get no
answer from Marie when he asked her the reason; and the next night the distracted girl draped the window so that
no ray of light could find its way out into the night.
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But Monsieur Farlotte was not satisfied; and a few evenings afterwards, as it was growing dusk, he went
quietly into the house, and upstairs into the attic. There he saw Guy stretched along the workbench, his head in his
hands, using the last light to ponder over the sketch he was making, and beside him, figured very clearly in the
thick gold air of the sunset, the form of his father, bending over him, with the old eager, haggard look in his eyes.
Monsieur Farlotte watched the two figures for a moment as they glowed in their rich atmosphere; then the
apparition turned his head slowly, and warned him away with a motion of his hand.
*
All night long Monsieur Farlotte walked in his garden, patient and undisturbed, fixing his duty so that nothing
could root it out. He found the comfort that comes to those who give up some exceeding deep desire of the heart,
and when next morning the market-gardener from St. Valerie, driving by as the Matins bell was clanging from St.
Joseph’s, and seeing the old teacher as if he were taking an early look at his growing roses, asked him, “Well,
Monsieur Farlotte, when do you go to France?” he was able to answer cheerfully,
“Next year—next year.”
Marie could not unfix his determination.
“No,” he said, “they do not expect me. No one will be disappointed. I am too old to travel. I might be lost in
the sea. Until Guy makes his invention we must not be apart.”
At first the villagers thought that he was only joking, and that they would some morning wake up and find him
gone; but when the holidays came, and when enough time had elapsed for him to make his journey twice over
they began to think he was in earnest.
When they knew that Guy St. Denis was chained to his father’s invention, and when they saw that Marie and
the children had commenced to make matchboxes again, they shook their heads. Some of them at least seemed to
understand why Monsieur Farlotte had not gone to France.
But he never repined. He took up his garden again, was as contented as ever, and comforted himself with the
wisdom of Montaigne. The people dropped the old question,
“When are you going to France?” Only his companion voice called him more loudly, and more often he saw
figures in the air that no one else could see.
*
Early one morning, as he was working in his garden around a growing pear tree, he fell into a sort of stupor,
and sinking down quietly on his knees he leaned against the slender stem for support. He saw a garden much like
his own, flooded with the clear sunlight; in the shade of an arbor an old woman in a white cap was leaning back in
a wheeled chair; her eyes were closed, she seemed asleep. A young woman was beside her, holding her hand.
Suddenly the old woman smiled, a childish smile, as if she were well pleased.
“Paul,” she murmured, “Paul, Paul.”
A moment later her companion started up with a cry; but she did not move, she was silent and tranquil. Then
the young woman fell on her knees and wept, hiding her face.
But the aged face was inexpressibly calm in the shadow, with the smile lingering upon it, fixed by the deeper
sleep into which she had fallen.
Gradually the vision faded away, and Paul Farlotte found himself leaning against his pear-tree, which was
almost too young as yet to support his weight. The bell was ringing from St. Joseph’s, and had shaken the
swallows from their nests in the steeple into the clear air. He heard their cries as they flew into his garden, and he
heard the voices of his neighbor children as they played around the house.
Later in the day he told Marie that his mother had died that morning, and she wondered how he knew.
126.69 An Episode At Clarke’s Crossing\fn{by Catherine E. Simpson Hayes (1865-1945)} Dalhousie, New Brunswick,
Canada (F) 8\fn{The occasional lapse into patois and the italics are in the text; the asterisked sub-divisions are mine:H }
Old Peter Larue was indisputably the caliphate of the plains; an authority on any subject that might be
introduced in any of the four languages; English (broken), French, Sioux and Cree (which he would seldom use).
Daddy Pete, as he was called, had but one grandchild, the only daughter of his son Modeste, and the old man
doted on his human flower with a love and devotion almost beyond belief.
Daddy Pete was the sole link between the early days, when no footfall save that of the moccasined hunter trod
the prairie, and the buffalo swept across the plains in droves, like black clouds, and fast encroaching civilization
with its noisy railways, its awkward river ferries, its improvements that came creeping on like an incoming tide,
wiping away all the old landmarks, sweeping away old-time associations, and making a new era in the West.
With the innovations Daddy Pete (being an aristocrat by nature) would have nothing to do. When the halfpicturesque half-squalid splendor of life began to be lost, when “the Company” began to cater to new settlers,
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then Daddy Pete drew his blanket about him and scornfully moved further West. He would go to the Company’s
no more. Barter in peltries and other native riches were solemnly conducted by Modeste, and for company’s sake
he sometimes took his black-eyed daughter along, the gay-striped blankets and colored beads filling Tannis’
young mind with longings new to the prairie maid.
Daddy Pete’s proud boast was that he “never see no railway,” and he threatened many times to move camp
when the advent of some missionary gave signs of encroaching influence. To such Modeste gave a warm welcome, for the black-eyed daughter had with her savage ways interested His Lordship greatly, when in those annual
trips he saw her.
His Lordship pitied her ignorance, and admired her beauty, and calling Modeste aside explained to him his
great responsibility, the magnificent opportunity, with the help of this child, for doing something towards the
grand work of salvation. He should educate her, prepare her, not for the wandering life of the camp, but for home
and motherhood.
All this sounded vague to Modeste but he understood it to mean that “his gal” was different to other women of
the camp, and the Bishop’s fair daughter had taken Tannis kindly by the hand and led her to the drawing-room
filled with beautiful things, sowing in this way the first seeds of Christianity—and discontent—the Indian girl’s
mind.
*
To Clarke’s Crossing then came Mr. Penrhyn, his boyish face full of youthful enthusiasm, came to do his
Master’s work—the work of salvation. He went out on the chase with Modeste, and after one particular day the
latter announced to Daddy Pete that Tannis was to be sent away to the white man’s school.
To Daddy Pete this came as a death blow.
Who would help him prepare the bait for the traps? Who would seek out the rabbit lairs? Who would make the
snares and tan the skins, and who would sight the game—for Daddy Pete’s eye were growing dim like longburned candles.
To all those questions Modeste answered nothing. He squatted by the camp fire with his pipe the while the old
man argued, then after a long silence he spoke:
“Newitcha will come to the camp.
“Newitcha is strong; Newitcha will trap the beaver, snare the rabbit, prepare the bait, Newitcha is strong.”
Daddy Pete stood up, his blanket trailing about him, and his words were full of anger:
Bring a Cree woman to camp? A Cree woman take the place of his little gal! No! Ten times no! Had he not
stalked the game and hunted buffalo for sixty-nine years? Had he not followed in the chase and trapped the silver
fox? Had he not worked, saved, starved for his little gal—and now bring Newitcha, a Cree woman to fill her
place? No! Ten times no!
That night the old man sat by the river many long hours smoking his pipe of kinnikinic, thoughtful, sad, fearing
much; and when the next evening came, Newitcha, brass ringed, her face daubed with yellow paint, followed
Modeste into camp trudging under the burden of skins—her marriage portion—as befitted the wife of the bravest
trapper along the banks of the Saskatchewan, Daddy Pete sighed.
*
Between the old man and the Cree wife there was unspoken enmity. Newitcha was strong; she was up before
dawn laboring and carrying all day; she tanned the pelts and gathered the campaberry to make pemmican; she
built the strong willow stands whereon hung the bear meat drying in the sun.
Truly she was strong, but she hated Tannis and she hated the old man.
*
It was summer then and Daddy Pete with his “little gal” could roam over the plain all day long. At night the air
was soft, the grass was kind and the sky watched over them as they sometimes slept under the cottonwood trees.
With delight the old man would snare a prairie chicken, and by the river he and his chattering grandchild would
build a fire in a little hollow scooped out of the ground, line it with hot coals placing therein the fowl in all its
feathers, heaping the savory bit with red coals, until the tender flesh was done; then upon a table of nature’s own
laying they would feast in innocent happiness and delight, whispering to each other loving words, and look
guardedly over your shoulders when they breathed Newitcha’s name.
Then came a day when word from the Bishop, good man, who had arranged with Madam at Montreal, to take
the prairie maid and educate her—that Tannis was to go. Daddy Pete, after a long day’s fasting among the
cottonwoods, fought out the battle with his own heart, and won just because his only desire was to do whatever
was best for “little gal;” but Daddy Pete must himself see her off on the first stage of the long, long journey, he
would go as far as the Company’s with his “little gal.”
The Red River carts were got ready for the overland trip which must be made a paying one. Modeste would
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bring back freight for the Company, and away from the Crossing one June day went the creaking carts one after
the other along the trail leading to the Company’s Post. There final preparations were completed for the trip to
Winnipeg; there good-by’s were said, speechless ones on the part of Daddy Pete, joyous on the part of the dusky
maid perched on the rear of the last cart rattling along the grass-grown trail, swinging her stout legs encased in
newly-beaded leggings, her tawny tresses a lovely tangle about her bright face, her bare and sun-burned arms
waving good-bye while she shouted:
“Goo’by—e Daddy; dun fergit t’ feed mi’ whi’ rabbit, an’ min’ dun’ let Newi’cha smash d’ palin’s behin’ de ol’
shad, feer de fox’ll—git—awa—y—y, goo’by—Dad—d—y—y!”
A bend in the road and she was lost to view.
Then over the dust-stirred trail, and above the rattle of the crasy wheels came to Daddy Pete’s ears the cry of
the wild plover—this being the well-known signal between them ever since she began to follow him about on the
chase, when she made the discovery of a new rabbit burrow, or another nest of duck eggs along the sloughs in the
deep grass fringing the water.
Daddy Pete tried to answer that cry with the old familiar call, to answer as he had done all the long happy
years, but something like a pine knot forged itself into his throat, he threw up his arms, raised his eyes to the Great
Spirit and then the tears fell, the first tears since he wept over his darling, a motherless babe thirteen years before.
*
He turned around to pick up his staff to go back, but the Rev. Mr. Penrhyn was standing there too. Daddy Pete
could have struck him down where he stood, but Daddy Pete must be excused a great deal; he was a heathenish
old man who had been so long upon the plains that he had outgrown whatever goodness he had known, and he
was unwilling that civilization should overtake him.
“Ah!” the clergyman said, walking by the side of the old man, “I am too late, I see; I would have liked to have
seen Tannis, to have spoken with her, impressing upon her mind the very great advantages His Lordship has
secured for her. You see, Peter,” went on the young divine, “she will eventually be of great use to—to us in our
work; of great use to have a native woman whose sympathies will be in touch with—the Indian mind”—
Mr. Penrhyn stopped. The face of the old man turned now towards him, was distorted by passion; some inner
emotion forced itself to the surface of his thought; he opened his shrunken lips to say something, but the words
were left unsaid, his head, whitened by the many hard winters, and crowned by this new grief bowed itself, and
moving voiceless lips he trudged on.
There was little opportunity for Mr. Penrhyn to exercise his sacred office here; the old man was beyond all
human influences; there was but one thing the clergyman could do—he did that fervently, devoutly; he prayed that
the dull old man might see in this the over-guiding Hand.
*
All this had happened eight years before. Daddy Pete was eight years older, and eight times eight years lonelier
and sadder; and in all the long weary months no word from Tannis, save through the occasional visits of Mr.
Penrhyn, when on his mission he came to the Crossing. At such times Daddy Pete always went off on the hunt; it
seemed as if the minister’s coming was the signal for the old man to go away to his wild haunts and away to the
traps and snares he would go.
All this Mr. Penrhyn saw and grieved for; grieved that no good seed would take root in this old man’s hardened heart; for surely it was very offensive and wrong in an old man tottering upon the verge of the grave, not to
give heed to Christ’s message.
Mr. Penrhyn had been fully ordained a minister; he was an enthusiastic worker in the Vineyard, and he excited
the admiration of the Bishop, whose eyes began to look upon him as one worthy to take up the divine work, when
he, now an old man, should be called; and sometimes—outside of prayer time—the Bishop looked at his lovely
daughter, and thought—
Over-study and hardships attendant on the missionary life had impaired Mr. Penrhyn’s health. His Lordship
thought a sea voyage might be beneficial, but something in the thought of going back to London made the
clergyman tremble; an apprehensive glance, half timid, half despairing, he gave His Lordship, who, perhaps,
suddenly remembering something, moved restlessly across the room, and, placing a hand kindly upon the young
man’s head, murmured:
“He that cometh to Me shall never hunger, and he that believeth on Me shall never thirst.”
The temptations beyond the sea must not be risked; the witchery of London life contrasted with the
deprivations of missionary labor might—what might it not do?
Just at this time of doubt, the mail, which came by slow and circuitous route, reached His Lordship, and with it
came the announcement of Madam that Tannis Larue had completed her studies. Madam, in her own words, was
sending her back “accomplished in person, amiable in mind,” and Madam “hoped the care and attention lavished
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upon this wild child of the plains would repay His Lordship” (Madam might have more truthfully said “Daddy
Pete,” for the wealth of peltries that went to balance the expenses were provided by many a long day’s chase) “for
the cost of her education.” You see, the phraseology was more delicate, but, after all, that was what was really
meant.
So, word having to be sent to Modeste, it was decided that Mr. Penrhyn’s holidays should be spent at the
Crossing. A summer there would build up his strength; the dangers of the city must be avoided.
“In due season we shall reap if we faint not,” said the good Bishop. And to carry word to Modeste went the
young clergyman.
*
Once more were the shaky old carts strung out upon the trail, so teased by travel and traffic that the grass had
lost its habit of creeping boldly over the roadway, and now shrank timidly back. Upon the front cart come the
young minister with Modeste, and behind them Daddy Pete, his withered old face shining with a joy that seemed
brighter than earth. He had come thus far, to where, eight years ago, he had said good-by to his “little gal.”
“Hoh, boy!” said the old man, turning to the minister and forgetting his eight years’ enmity, as Modeste drove
away along the trail, “my Modes he cum plenty soon—two, five, twenty, eleven days, hoh!”
Mr. Penrhyn was glad to find Daddy Pete in a friendly frame of mind once more, and he walked back along the
way, patiently listening to the garrulous old heathen, who was expressing his delight in exultant chuckles, rubbing
his claw-like yellow fingers together and repeating over and over again:
“My little gal cum some more plenty soon; plenty rabbit, plenty duck, plenty berry, hoh!”
At the Company’s, whither Daddy Pete carried his load of peltries, the clergyman waited, while an exchange
was made for powder and shot in generous quantities, tea and tobacco in considerable supply, and, his dim old
eyes illumined by genuine love-light, he demanded:
“Hoh! Fixin’s fr gals?”
This being out of the usual line of demands at the Company’s, the puzzled attendant began a voluble jargon of
Sioux, but Mr. Penrhyn, divining the old man’s thoughts, explained that Modeste’s daughter was coming home
from the East, and, doubtless, it was some gewgaws Daddy Pete wanted.
A gorgeous array of green, yellow and red blankets was produced, a selection made by the old man, whose
skinny fingers fumbled critically over texture and size. Then bright print stuffs, gilt pins, brass bells, rings, and
bright beads in goodly supply were taken, against which tawdry lot many a valuable pelt was piled by the
Company; and the minister looked on, noted, with pain, the simple delight of the silly old man, and he sadly
thought how all the years devoted to teaching the beautiful story of the Gospel were barren of results, and it
grieved him to think that this old man, over whom the shadow of death hung, should place his mind on things that
perish, and the minister sighed.
That evening beside the camp fire Daddy Pete, mumbling and smiling, spread out the purchases that were to be
his offerings, his gifts—gifts that would make glad the heart of his “little gal!” This crimson ribbon to weave in
her black hair; these glittering beads to close about her throat; these shining bands her bared arms to clasp. He
mumbled and laughed as he had not done for years—Newitcha was not there with her sharp tongue to reprove
him for his silliness, and in one-two days, his “little gal” would come!
The clergyman spoke solemnly to old Pete, earnestly remonstrating with him on the sin of setting his failing
mind upon the vanity of earthly joys; reminding him of eternal glories that fade not—that were to be had without
money and without price!
The old man listened, and shook his head with many a scornful “hoh!” intimating broadly that what “the
Company” had was “plenty good for ol’ Pete,” and that his “little gal” would have “the best the Company kept!”
Each evening Mr. Penrhyn passed some hours by the camp fire with Daddy Pete, speaking words of divine
promise to the old man who sometimes listened, sometimes slept, and ever and always kept busy fingers among
the trumpery gifts, his eyes blinking with childish delight, his shrunken lips whispering, “my little gal!”
Each day he added to his gifts, and after spreading them out, and mumbling over them with childish delight, he
would trudge over the prairie to the bend in the trail and there with worn shaking hands shading his sight, peer
across the waste of green for signs of the carts.
*
At last the long line, like motes, appeared in the distance, connected, and then became a snake that crept slowly
on, slowly nearer; the serpentine coil-like thing breaking again into fragments, and just as the sun, big-eyed and
wondering, cast a last look over the prairie trail, came the carts around the bend, the peculiar music of the wheels
like shrieks of tortured souls suffering purgatorial pains.
And where was daddy’s “little gal?”
Daddy Pete wiped the mist from his sight and stared. He winked hard and stared again; something like a
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fluttering bird rose from his heart and like that same thing, wounded, beat helplessly a broken wing.
“How do you do, grandpa? Oh, it is Mr. Penrhyn! How good of you both to meet me here!”
A small muffled hand sought Daddy Pete’s palsied palm, and something, he thought like a closely woven
snare, barred the meeting of their lips. Mr. Penrhyn stared at this vision too, stared with unbelieving eyes—eyes
that spoke their amazement. Where was the little wild child of the plains? Where was Daddy’s “little gal?”
These the questions that rose in the minds of the two men standing there in silent wonder; the confusion of the
moment was broken by awful roars of “haw!” “gee!” from Modeste as the stolid oxen, foaming at the mouth, and
panting after the heavy march, switching their stumpy tails at the horde of sand flies following the carts, passed
along the trail, the shouts sounding like profanity amid the serene stillness.
They walked on down the trail, the clergyman and the young girl side by side, the old man, dull of eye and
trembling in limb, following after, in the fashion of his race.
Was that his little gal—that tall creature arrayed as was His Lordship’s daughter, the same grace of manner, the
same sweet voice, that walk—his little gal?
Tears of disappointment welled up in the eyes of the old man; welled up and overflowed their banks, and in his
mind but one wish: to see her turn round once, to hear her call him “Daddy,” in the old-time tender way; hoh!
He’d give the best season’s lot of silver-fox pelts to hear her call him “Daddy Pete” once again; to hear the cry of
the wild plover as she gave it that day she called out “Goo’-bye, Daddy!” Ah! that was so long ago, so long ago,
and he had come between them since then.
“You see,” Mr. Penrhyn was saying, “what we need is schools; now you can understand that we—that Eastern
people are not—cannot be in sympathy with the—well, with the Indian mind; now my idea—in fact His
Lordship’s idea—when we asked your father—to—to send you to be educated,” he hesitated, “was to—to—to
secure that which your people—the Indians, you know, lack—sympathy.”
“I understand,” she answered, “I am to—”
“To teach,” said Mr. Penrhyn, “there is a great work—a noble work, Miss—”
“Oh! Call me Tannis, Mr. Penrhyn,” she said, turning to him and smiling. “Do you believe,” breaking into a
little laugh, “that I did not know my own family name until I went to Madam’s. It was exactly like being a
princess of the blood, not hearing one’s real name, wasn’t it?” and a laugh of real merriment rang out from her
lips.
“Hoh!”
The shout made them turn suddenly; there was the old man rubbing his hands and gasping with delight, tears
of joy rolling down his shriveled cheeks; that laugh took him back eight years, but the next moment it was gone.
“How grandpa has altered!” she said.
“He is quite childish,” replied Mr. Penrhyn.
*
And while the two walked on, talking and smiling, Daddy Pete, leaning more heavily upon his staff, followed,
his heart sinking lower and lower until in one great sob it swamped with his hope, leaving nothing but a dumb
despair.
They went to the new brick hotel. It was there Daddy Pete was stopping, but he knew now that the smokegrimed tent would never do. At the brick hotel a room for “Modeste’s gal” was ordered, and having settled her
comfortably there, away went the old man, back to where the tent was pitched against the Company’s. He went
sadly back upon the old trail, the fag-end of his happiness hanging by the slenderest thread to his sore heart; he
would get out the “min’s;” ah, yes, he had made a mistake in going to meet her without them; “hoh! the bright
things would bring him nearer to his little gal!”
He remembered well one trip made in the long ago when he brought home to her a string of blue beads—
remembered the shout of joy and how she clung about his neck; how he fastened them on her baby throat; he
would go to her now with brighter, better ones; a double row, and larger than those of long ago. He gathered up
his offerings with eager hands that shook until the gewgaws rattled again and again, and he laughed aloud,
anticipating her delight. Then he started out acknowledging for the first time in his life that “things mou’t a bin
diff’rent bim-bye” if he had “ever see a railway.”
He was taken to the room where Modeste’s gal was, but she said she was “dressing for dinner,” which really
meant she was changing the dusty traveling gown for a fresher one, but some way the message, given through a
narrow opening in the door, gave to her a more embarrassing splendor; the old man hugging his offerings, felt a
chill rise up in his heart, but still he hung about, unwilling to believe it was not the same “little gal” he had loved
and tended with so much devotion and care.
By and bye she came out looking lovelier and fresher than before; the dainty gray frock with its crimson velvet
bodice showing the outlines of a lithe form, her step, a natural grace of movement blending with the English
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training in something captivating and complete.
Mr. Penrhyn was standing by the window and if questioned could doubtless truthfully declare that this
descendant of a Sioux mother was to him, nothing more than “that most promising person.”
Daddy Pete was waiting too, squatted upon the floor, and at her feet like some devout worshipper he laid with
trembling hands his offerings.
He saw the hot tide of shame rise from throat to chin and from chin to forehead, and the last slender thread of
his hope snapped within, when, raising her hands with a motion of horror she said:
“For me? Oh, grandpa! I could never wear—such things—now!”
The old man looked at his “little gal” just one little moment, then without a word gathered up the gifts again
and trudged back to the tent where he found the oxen and carts forming a barricade. Modeste was there, unusually
silent, smoking his pipe of kinnikinic and watching the red blaze, over which the iron pot hung on a tripod of
poplar.
“I dun’no, boy,” Daddy Pete was saying one evening returning from the chase, “I b’leve little gal’s sick.”
His son’s answer was to draw deeper puffs of his kinnikinnic.
“Ol’ Pete got plenty-hoh, boy—by’m-bye die putty soon—plenty beaver, plenty silver fox—all for little gal—
better go back school some more plenty-hoh, boy!”
*
In truth the prairie maid grew weary and wan because the long happy holiday was over; the young minister
must go back to Emanuel College; he would go back and tell his Lordship that he would wed the Sioux maid; he
would ask to be sent to some remote northern station, where, among the wilds, together with his wild prairie
flower, he might bear the glad tidings.
When Daddy Pete learned of this arrangement he gave such a shout of joy that a startled covey of ducks were
sent a-wing.
“Hoh!” he shouted in his cracked voice, “Ol’ Pete got plenty buffalo, plenty fox, plenty beaver!” He laughed so
long and so often that Newitcha scowled more darkly each day. He smoothed down his little gal’s dark locks
tenderly and said “hoh!” with such explosive earnestness that Newitcha muttered in her Cree tongue savagely and
often, with many shakings of the head.
*
Then the day came when Mr. Penrhyn said good-bye to his friends of the camp; he would come back in two
months. At Darke’s Crossing Modeste would meet him; he would come to be with his prairie flower, never more
to part, their hearts were young and strong and hopeful and he went his way alone.
Soon the poplar trees sent their shivering leaves hither and thither; the evenings grew chill and longer and
drearier; the summer was gone and the winter set in early. It would be a long hard winter. Daddy Pete said so, and
hadn’t he learned it from the beavers and the gophers, who know such things?
He had not come, there was no such thing as mail delivery beyond the Company’s in those days, but surely he
would come. Had he not said so?
*
One day an old Indian, passing along the trail towards Fort-à-la Corne, stopped at Pete’s camp. He hung about
the lodge all day, and after supping he loosened his belt, and from inner rags that covered his wretched body,
stolidly and soberly produced a letter; he explained that he had been asked to give it to the “moonias squaw.”
It proved to be for Tannis, and it was from Luke Penrhyn, dated months before, asking her to come down with
her father to see him before he left for England. The Bishop having suddenly decided on sending over to London
one of the clergy to secure funds for opening new missions in the far North—would she go to him to say goodbye?
The letter was written in October, and it was April now; the Indian had got it when he was at the Company’s
last; he had been on the hunt and was now going back to his band.
Tannis did not leave the little poplar bluff all the next day; she sat there white of face, reading over and over
again his words, and suffering as no tongue can tell. She told Daddy Pete the contents of the letter in her own
words, and the old man smiled contentedly at thought of having his darling his own, longer.
May came and with it another letter, this time from across the sea and through the agency of the Company; it
was written but a few weeks before, and with it came hope thrice renewed. It said that he would leave for Canada
in six weeks; the work had been almost completed; great interest had been taken in the new land and he had
secured funds for missions in the far North; there he “would make his home with his sweet prairie flower.” And
she believed!
Once more she sang in the old happy way. Once more she set snares with Daddy Pete, hunted for wild duck
eggs along the thatch-grown lakelets, and scurried across the hillocky grass for wild-birds’ nests.
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Daddy Pete grew feeble; he did not go on the hunt always now; Newitcha watched under her black brows, and
many little brown faces hunted among the grass for the kammass root all day, and at sundown gathered with noisy
arrogance about the knee of Modeste, claiming full share of his attention, and the half-sister, with the strange
dress, crept in silent sorrowing supplication to Daddy Pete’s side, where she found refuge and sympathy as when
a child.
June came with flower and bursting bud and Modeste was going to the Company’s. The lark was not so early
nor so blithe of song as Tannis, now. All day long she played with the smaller witch-like brown brothers and
sisters, sang and watched the trail. Four days passed and then Modeste came back—alone.
Tannis sang no more. The snares were neglected; Daddy Pete dozed nearly all day now, and the son had double
work to perform, and another moss-bag hung upon the poplar tree beside the tepee; Newitcha followed Modeste
on the chase and to Tannis was left the care and the work of the camp.
*
One day Daddy Pete came suddenly upon her below the camp where the poplars trembled and shivered, and
where awe-whisperings of the winds were heard. She was lying prostrate upon the ground, beating the grass, her
fingers reached out, moaning the hurt that had so long been held in bounds within her breaking heart.
One moment the old man stood transfixed; he knew nothing of emotion, but his dull mind could understand
one thing; his “little gal” was suffering. He caught the straggling white hairs that hung down about his bewildered
head and cried out; he gathered her up in his trembling arms as he had done many a time in her childish griefs,
and crooned over her in his Sioux tongue:
“O! O! Nicante pi kin magaqu iyecaca ateyapi pa kin akan, hinphaya qa wicakican!”\fn{“O! O! Let the heart’s rain
fall upon the head of thy father, he will weep for thee!” }
This was harder to bear than cruel words; she had hated the camp; had despised her tribe; had longed to leave
the one kind creature whose only thought had ever been her comfort, her enjoyment, and now she was without all.
“O! Daddy! Daddy!!”
That cry at last! She was clinging to him, and folded to his heart in the old, old way! At last Daddy Pete had
found his little gal! He understood it all now; understood it as if he had been learned and clever, and not the silly
old heathen he was.
“Hoh! Don’t cry plenty much; boy come back! Or Pete make walk Company; Ol’ Pete fin’ boy! hoh! Little gal
make plenty laugh some more; hoh!”
And the next morning, before dawn, afoot and feeble, away went Daddy Pete, his knife sheathed and hanging
from his belt, upon his bent shoulders the pack of furs, his heart full of a great sorrow, his troubled mind strong in
one determination—his “little gal’s” happiness to find.
*
When Tannis awoke the next morning, Daddy Pete was many miles on his journey. At first she thought he had
gone to look at the snares or lingered along the sloughs, but as the day grew and then died out, and he did not
come, she knew that he had gone.
Daddy would bring—he would bring word; he might bring a letter, a letter that would explain everything—or,
oh, joy of joys! Would he bring her lover?
The third day after this she was sitting by the tent door drying roots. She saw coming up the trail a figure. It
was a white man, and she knew the dress to be that of a missionary. She was unable to rise, for a faintness and
trembling of the limbs overcame her, but, when the blur had passed from her sight and he came nearer, she saw it
was a stranger.
He spoke to her in Cree.
She explained that her father was absent, and, learning that the stranger had lost his way, she offered him the
hospitality of the camp, making supper and attending to the brown babies that peeped from curious corners at the
newcomer.
Tannis now wore the ordinary dress of the Indian women; her hair, nearly braided, hung down her back, and
nothing, save her language when she spoke in the English tongue, would betray her better training. She spoke to
the children in the Cree tongue, as the stranger had, in that language, first addressed her.
During the preparation for the meal the stranger told Tannis that he was on his way to a new mission field. His
Lordship, the Bishop, had received large funds from England; the work of carrying the Gospel to the far north was
opening and he was now on his way to take the post destined for Mr. Penrhyn.
The clergyman did not observe the wild look fixed upon him; he did not note the clenching of the fingers, nor
did he see the blood drip from the palms of those shaking hands.
“And Mr. Penrhyn?”
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“Ah, you knew him then? Yes, I believe his route was along this way. Oh, Penrhyn? Poor fellow!” The speaker
shook his head solemnly, and then gave his attention to the venison before him.
“Is—he—dead?”
She gasped this with so much eagerness that the stranger looked up, but the face, though white and tired
looking, was void of expression.
“It’s rather a sad story,” the gentleman said, “but, as you knew HIM. You see,” he went on, suddenly, “His
Lordship thought a good deal of Penrhyn—rather favored him we used to think, but out here somewhere he met
an Indian girl; she had some sort of education I believe, and—well, I guess he fell in love with her—compromised
himself by some sort of promise I believe, and of course, His Lordship was obliged to—send him away.”
“Ah! then it was the Bishop—sent him—away?”
“Yes, you see Penrhyn was the second son of Lord Gathness. He was a gentleman, and he couldn’t—oh, well,
you understand.”
“And this Mr. Pen—?” her voice failed, but her face betrayed nothing.
“Penrhyn,” said the visitor, as if he suddenly recollected the subject—“well, you see, after His Lordship got
him out of the way, and over in London, it appears Penrhyn’s father died quite suddenly, just as he was about to
sail, in fact, and the elder brother, who at the time was in the south of France, coming home in haste, his yacht
was lost in a gale crossing the Channel, and my friend Penrhyn, came in for the whole thing, estate and title.”
Tannis neither moved nor spoke. She felt a wave of something like fear coming over her; something sharp like
a little stab seemed to enter her heart—it was his letter, the last letter, which she kept close to her flesh—that last
sweet false message to “his prairie flower!”
“It was a great disappointment—a great blow to His Lordship—”
“A blow to His Lordship? It was His Lordship sent him away, was it not?”
“Ah, yes—but you see before Penrhyn—who was, you understand, a younger son—left England the lady
Agatha Glyde, to whom he was engaged, threw him over for his brother Audrey—what shocked His Lordship,
who knew the story—was that Penrhyn should throw up his missionary work, for you know his brother’s death
left him heir to everything, and he married Lady Agatha when—”
The speaker saw the girl sway, but she seemed to recover herself, and put up her hand in a bewildered way,
pressing the other above her breast, as though something hindered her breathing.
“You are Peter Larue’s grand-daughter?” said the stranger, and he held out pitying hands. But the girl-woman
tottered by him, passed from the tent, and was seen no more.
*
Daddy Pete came back from his trip more feeble than ever. He did not seem to realize the absence of his granddaughter. Sometimes he would ask pettishly “had she come in yet?” and Modeste who grieved in silence, would
look at Newitcha, and that black-eyed wife awed into silence would whisper “Wendigo! and gather her brown
brood about her knee.
Sometimes the old man would rouse up and say he must go and find her; he would gather his pack of furs and
then sitting down to rest, would doze off, and waking, forget the intention.
One evening Modeste whispered to the old man:
“She was at the Crossing yesterday; she asked them to put her across—the ferryman went up to his shack, and
when he came back she was gone.”
Daddy Pete cried out on hearing this. He would go now; this very night; he would be there when she came
again; his little gal, he had the beads all ready for her.
He took the gewgaw things from his bosom where he hid them the day she refused them so scornfully; he drew
them through his fingers, and the sparkle was reflected in his dim old eyes. He looked at them and laughed,
thinking of her joy when he would place them on her throat, and he said “hoh!” a great many times and wiped his
eyes.
*
They went away to the Crossing, not telling Newitcha where they were going. Modeste carried the pack, and
waited patiently while Daddy Pete sat by the wayside and rested while he slept. Thus they reached the crossing.
It was moonlight, bright opaline moonlight, and across the river fell a broad shaft of light that sparkled and
shone and broadened until it seemed to the foolish old man to be a road leading somewhere. That must be the road
the Sinsapa talked about; the road leading to that beautiful hunting grounds; he said it sparkled with jewels; gates
of pearl? hoh! he could see them; could see the jewels glistening and sparkling over there; it led right over the
river; he had said it was a river. If he went that road, then Daddy’s little gal would follow after! Hoh! it was but a
step. Daddy Pete tottered to the very edge of the river and looked across. Something was over there. Was it
Daddy’s little gal waiting?
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Upon the river a shadow fell, swift rose a winged form, and the dead stillness was broken by that plaintive farreaching call, the cry of the wild plover. A cry of joy—one instant a bent figure was outlined against the sky, its
arms outreached; then the answering note rang out, waking Modeste from a fatigued sleep; a loud splash that
broke the jewel-like surface of the silver bar upon the water, and then silence.
Along the bank of the river ran the trapper Modeste. The lustrous flood of light across the river fascinated his
eyes. He called; he went up and down peering, watching; but no sign of the old man. He surely slept somewhere
in the long grass. He was old and weary.
At dawn some half-breeds came to the ferry with their traps and tents; they found a distracted man there, old
Peter Larue’s son, stone deaf to words and wringing his hands. By-and-by the ferryman came down, and they
began the toilsome pull across.
Part way over Modeste, who had been staring into the water with wild eyes, gave a shout and pointed down.
There was great commotion then. One dived into deep water and came up holding some dark thing. Outstretched hands took up Daddy Pete’s still form dripping with jewel drops of water.
He had passed through the pearly gates! Ah, yes, Daddy Pete had surely found his “little gal” at last.
Within his shriveled old hands, tightly clasped, the double row of shining beads, his face calm, smiling, childlike; the deep sleep of death had blotted out all the lonely sorrow-fed thoughts; Daddy Pete had gone to his “little
gal,” gone at her call, and, simple old man he, taken his offerings, his gifts.
*
At the same hour the doors of a fashionable club in fashionable London opened; gay laughter and badinage
passed from lip to lip of the throng of noble lords just leaving the fascinations of the card table.
“I say, Gathness! Before we go tell us about that tawny beauty of yours out West?” drawled one. A handsome
man of the beau monde\fn{Fashionable society} flushes to the temples, as he laughs carelessly and says:
“Oh! you mean that little episode at Clarke’s Crossing?”
1.64 & 89.121 1. In Portofino 2. The Salving Of Pyack: Two Short Stories\fn{by Edward Alan Sullivan (1868-1947)}
Montreal, Quebec, Canada (M) 8
1
He seemed, coming towards me through the olive grove, to have detached himself from it, so perfectly did the
gray-green of him blend with the twisted roots and narrow, faintly shimmering curtain overhead, an old man,
gnarled and bent, with something of the unexpected angularity of the trees around him, dark eyes that retained an
active luster, broad, stooping shoulders, and knotted fingers. He carried a pannier of cones from the slopes above,
where olive yields to pine, and the pine dwindles as it climbs the naked sun-smitten heights that march
magnificently along the Ligurian coast. He was taking the cones to Portofino, three kilometers away.
“Buon giorno,” I said. “Fa bello tempo.” He sat down, the basket still on his back, and one could almost bear
his bones creak like the dry wicker.
“The weather, yes, it is good,” he answered with a grave smile; “but this tramontane wind, it does not promise
well. Look!”
His English surprised me, but I looked. The tops of the hills behind Chiaveri were obscured, their summits
melting vaguely into hanging clouds. But it was the best day we had had for a week.
“You have traveled,” I ventured.
He nodded.
“Yes, but one comes back.”
I could understand that, never having found a spot so serene, so welcoming, as this God-given refuge, to which
I had only that day returned. Portofino and what went with Portofino was a sheer gem. I had lived there
previously for months above the Ristorante Nazionale, where Catina, her hair in a tight knot, brought in the bath
water and opened the shutters to let in the morning sun; where Lena Razzolo made delectable things in a kitchen
that would have delighted Arthur Rackham;\fn{ 1867-1939, English popular illustrator of folktales and domestic scenes } and
Alessandro, her brother, drove the two unimpressionable white horses that pulled the diligence\fn{ Public stagecoach} to Santa Margherita, and modern hotels with central heat and the Italian luxury tax.
“You have lived here long?” He made himself a ragged cigarette.
“Forty years, gignore, since I came back.”
“Then you must have set out very young.”
“Yes, young. Twenty-three years old when I sailed from Genova.” He lit the cigarette.
“It was for America.”
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It seemed strange, knowing what I did about the westward tide of his countrymen, that he should have spent
but seven years across the Atlantic. The object was generally a competence on which to retire, and this was a poor
man.
“Seven years in America,” he added thoughtfully, “and five were in Sing Sing\fn{ Famous prison in New York}. But
life passes.”
I looked at this son of the terraced soil, and tried to imagine him in prison. He seemed to have a nature like a
pool of mountain water.
“It was a mistake, of course?” His shoulders went up in an inimitable shrug.
“It is now as though it had not been; but it was no doubt a mistake that I waited so long in Ettore’s saloon.” I
said nothing, which reassured him.
“Near Ninth Street and Seventh Avenue—perhaps it is there yet. But you could not tell.”
“No.”
“I promised the padrone Razzolo at the Ristorante to have the cones there by five,” he murmured with a wintry
smile; “otherwise, perhaps, I could tell you.”
“I stay there,” I said hastily. “The padrone and I are excellent friends.”
“Ebbene,\fn{Well} he is a just man, e di buon cuore. There was, of course, a woman in this affair; also Ettore
Giannino, large, strong, and very black. His father lived near the oil mill at Paraggi. You have seen that, without
doubt?”
I nodded.
“Ettore, as I say, was very strong. I have seen him carry two hundred kilos of wood up to The Castello without
stopping for breath—no other man in Portofino could do that. So, for a year, it was between us two. On one
Sunday Costanza would walk with me over the hills to San Fruttuoso, and the next with Ettore to Portofino Yetta,
from which one regards the harbor of Genova. The signore has been there, too?”
“I have, and it is a great sight.”
“Well, those in the village asked themselves which she liked best, San Fruttuoso or the view of Genova, and
for a year it went thus, Ettore and I, each with our own sentiero, our own path. Each of us worked—Mother of
God, how we worked!—putting away a lira at a time, for two thousand lire was the figure the father of Costanza
had set, and who reached that first should have the girl. For herself she did not seem to care which it was, but
laughed all day, asking us at evening how much we had, and said that she liked the view of San Fruttuoso as well
as that of Genova. Ettore, he nearly broke his back with the loads he carried, and I, not so strong, went on with my
mason work. There was much building of villas at that time, and though a mason earns more than a contadino,
Ettore worked so hard that his wages were as much as mine. Then, when we were both at eighteen hundred lire,
the thing happened. And will the signore tell me his name?”
I did not reply at once, but sat staring at a very small and weather-beaten house that lay in a wrinkle of the hill
close by. I could hear a cracked old voice humming inside. It was at a point from which one might see San Fruttuoso. Then I told him my name, and he gave me a long, quiet look.
“Mine is Adriano Costo. My father made baskets, too, in that house, so he was well named. What happened
was that Costanza found that she liked best the view of Genova, liked it so well that she went there with Ettore on
a Saturday, and did not come back. It was on Sunday that I found my loss. I had been robbed!”
“Ettore?”
“Chi lo sa?\fn{Who knows} They all went at the same time—Costanza and he and the money. That night I
walked to Genova, thirty miles, having nothing wherewith to buy a ticket. What was the use? There was no proof.
And one poor man in Genova with empty pockets! I went to the mole, and, behold, a steamer sailing for New
York. Already it had moved as far as one can throw a stone. I had good eyes, signore, in those days, and there, in
the middle of five hundred others, Ettore and Costanza. His arm was round her, and while I looked they waved
farewell to Italy, and kissed.
So I walked back to Portofino. Yesterday that was forty-seven years ago. I tell you this, because to-day I am
content.”
He looked content. There was peace in his eye, and a benignant calm; but he had not the appearance of a
successfully retired mason. Such do not carry cones to Portofino.
“You are interested, yes?”
“I am, very.”
“Well, for another year I worked, but it was no use. Other women—yes—but not Costanza. So what I made I
spent. At the end of the year came one who put a notice on the Municipio wall. Tickets to America, six hundred
lire. As it happened, I had seven hundred.”
“You went to New York?”
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“All Italians go there, non e vero? So many had already gone that it was like Genova itself, and with many
Napolitanos whom it is hard for us people to understand. For the first day I walked all the day, and got to another
part where there were no Italians. Very magnifico it was, and very strange, but no one laughed or talked as
amongst our own. Why is that?”
“Perhaps they had no time.” He made an inimitable gesture.
“What is time? It seemed to me they were not happy enough to talk. However, later, I found a place where they
talked even less. There were many named Giannino where my countrymen lived, but it was not long before I
found Ettore.”
“Where was he?”
“In a saloon, of which he was padrone. Very wonderful, that saloon—a palace. Never had I seen anything like
it, with Ettore’s name in gold letters on big windows, and every morning two facchini swept it out, polishing
silver and brass till it glittered amazingly. There was a big counter, very long, with multitudes of bottles behind,
and three big men, Ettore himself the biggest. He had grown already corpulento, and still oiled his black hair.
They wore white aprons, these three, and knew all who came in, calling them by name. And the money followed
like rain.”
“Had he bought that already, after one year?”
“At first I wondered, too, but it seems it was not his at all. Pietro Machairo, him of Nervi who came in the
winter time to see his mother in Portofino, him I met in New York about that time. He told me that Ettore was not
proprietario, but the place was that of a big man of the city, molto importante, who put Ettore there and his name
in gold outside, for mire politice—what do you call?"
“Political reasons?”
“Veramente. That was why. Sometimes the man came there himself; he was Irlandese, and no one paid
anything that night. It was all very strange till I understood. He was rich by reason of poli—poli—”
“Politics?”
“Yes—so that he could do this as often as he wished, and yet not become poor. He was bigger even than Ettore,
with a voice very round and loud, and a thick gold chain, heavy like an anchor-chain, across his stomach. And up
above all this richness lived Costanza. She had one bambino now, and very happy she looked. I was afraid to
speak to her, and sometimes in the evening waited to watch when she came out of her own door at the side, her
dress very fine. She, too, was fatter, but very beautiful. She had large soft eyes.”
It was not my place to say anything, but I noticed the change of tense.
“Ebbene, one day Pietro took me by the arm and into that saloon, and the minute Ettore saw me he knew me,
but instead of turning all colors he gave a great laugh of welcome and put his hand out and asked what I would
drink. What, signore, could I do? I a poor mason, and this rich man with all his friends. So I reasoned with myself,
saying, if he has made Costanza happy, that is what my money was meant for—let it go! So I tried to do that, and,
after we had drunk, we went upstairs by the porta privata, and he called to Costanza. She came in with the
bambino in her arms, and that very minute I knew she was happy.”
“You were a generous man,” I said, “and a brave one.”
He sent me a twisted smile.
“When one loves, nothing is impossible—and I still loved, very greatly. Picture me, signore. I am a man that is
called consistene—I have begun to forget my English—so what could I do at that time? She was his, and she also
loved, and I said to myself, what is eighteen hundred lire against the peace of a woman’s heart—and such a
woman? I knew in a second that she had no thought of Ettore being a thief, or she could not have saluted me with
talk of Portofino and many people there.
“Then he left us for a while, which he would not have done in Italy, and she said:
“‘Is it not well what Ettore has done in little more than a year? Out of his eighteen hundred lire but little was
left when we got here—and behold!’ Then I saw more clearly than ever that Ettore was innocent in her mind.”
“But everyone knew of the robbery in Portofino.”
“Per bacco, it was the talk of the village till something else happened, but there could be no proving. Nor did
any of the talk reach Costanza, I think, because she did not write home for many months—when it had been
forgotten. So it came that I got the habit of going to that saloon. Sometimes when the doors were shut I stayed and
talked with them, till it came to one night.
“That Ettore was very worried about mire politice in which he had an enemy, one Simone Gardarino, a
Napolitano. I, too, knew this Simone to be a bad man—even for Napoli. Perhaps Ettore was infelice that night,
and needed a friend, because he looked at me and said,
“‘Between you and me, Adriano, there is a matter of eighteen hundred lire.’”
He twisted his old shoulders out of the basket straps, and accepted a cigarette.
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“It is half a lifetime since one of these touched my lips. Well, I told Ettore that the money was a matter of his—
his—”
“Coscienza?”\fn{Conscience}
“Yes, his coscienza. Whereupon he regarded me strangely, and said that when he carried wood past where I
laid stone, he always hoped greatly that the wall I built would fall and kill me, and that for the love of a woman it
is easy for a man to become a devil, and the more desirable the woman, the easier it was. Has the signore noticed
that when one is anxious and perhaps frightened, he often speaks a great truth?”
There was wisdom here, but I only nodded again.
“Well, Ettore opened his heart that night. It may have been on account of our talk about Portofino and the sun
and the children playing in the piazza and the Chiesa di San Gorgio looking down on the harbor which, as the
signore knows, is round and small with much color in the water. But, whatever it was, he became gentle, and
promised to get me the best wages in New York, where a mason can be rich in a short time if he is friends with the
Irlandese politicos. And he went presently to a drawer behind the counter, and began reckoning how much
eighteen hundred lire would be, with interest, signore, for the use of my money, when, molto subito, a man who
was hiding there jumped up, and struck him through the back with a knife that Ettore used for cutting lemons.
Ettore fell down dead, and the man ran out very quickly at the back door, but not before I saw that it was Simone
Gardarino.”
“You were left—with that?”
“Yes, picture it. I gave a great shout, and tried to lift Ettore, and Costanza came running down, and, seeing
what she did, and the money drawer open, regarded me with hate like fire, and burst into the street with many
cries so that immediately there came in two Irlandese policemen. And they, seeing Ettore dead on the floor and
the money drawer open, took me away very quickly.”
I could imagine him hustled along between the blue-coated men, followed by a shouting crowd of Italians who
would cluster round the station door.
“What a misfortune! But they could have done nothing else.”
“Veramente, that is so. And there followed soon the prova—the trial—at which my story made laughter and
curses, for Costanza, in a new black dress, and the bambino in her arms which made all people molto sympatico,
told how Ettore and I came from Portofino in Ligure, and that I was also her lover there, but she loved Ettore the
better and came with him, and in one year I came also to find him, and make friends that I might do this thing.
Then, when I told my story of Simone Gardarino, there rose up three men, also Napolitani, who made giuramento—I have forgotten the word—”
“Who made oath?”
“Yes—that at that time Simone was with them in another saloon a kilometer away, and remained there till
midnight. Then I went to Sing Sing, to be hanged by and by.”
He had forgotten now all about Portofino and Padrone Razzolo, and I tried to picture him in a forbidding
structure fitted with iron bars, this son of the olive-green hillside, with his passion his Jove and his childlike soul.
“It is a hard thing for a man to be in captivity, thus, and innocent. So many thoughts he has, and without help. I
had not long to live, two months, so I wrote to my mother, asking the Dirretore of the prison not to post it till the
week after I was hanged. In this I told my mother only the truth. Also I wrote to Pietro, asking him and the rest to
say nothing at home. Then six weeks went, very slow and isolate, and there came to me in my cell news, molto
privata, that on the day of my death there would be a rebellione in that prison. These men talked to each other by
small strokes on the wall, of which they gave me the secret, being about to die. But the guards knew nothing.
Then I said to myself,
“Is it not enough that one innocent man dies on that day, for they had planned to kill many?” So I asked to see
the Dirretore, and made the rebellione known to him, and again made giuramento that I had not killed Ettore.
“There was much talk between him and other hard-faced men, after which they asked me to explain the
language on the wall. This I would not, because perhaps it would lead other innocents into trouble; but it came
that they found I was right about the rebellione, whereupon the Dirretore consulted with others, very high and
powerful, so instead of hanging me they kept me for five years and then gave me a hundred dollars and my
liberta.”
Freedom! He was not looking at me then, but toward San Fruttuoso, and I could find nothing but a great patience and gentleness in his brown face. Five innocent years in Sing Sing, and forty under the olives!
“That hundred dollars,” he continued, “I spent looking for Costanza. You see the saloon was now operated by
another put there by the Irlandese politico. It made no difference to him, the death of Ettore, but the vota of the
Italians, he sought that. Pietro had gone away, and Costanza, she was, I think, in Chicago. Perhaps at that time it
was as well that I, an assassino, for such I still was, did not find her. I was very lonely, with the marks of the
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prison on my face, signore. I wanted to come home, but I feared to come. Then, very suddenly, I wrote to my
mother, and said I was coming. Ebbene, I did. From Genova I walked to Portofino, taking the trail that leads
above San Fruttuoso, and came to this cottage. It was empty—with no windows, to avoid the tax. Hard-by worked
a man I did not know, so him I asked where Maria Cesto might be, and he looked at me and said that five years
ago there was a Maria Cesto who had from her son a letter from America, sent to her after he was hanged, and,
reading it, she dropped down dead.”
“That letter?” I asked, horrified.
“Veramente. It seemed that in error it was posted.” He told me all this not with any gloom, but in a sort of quiet
retrospect, as though the grim outline of experience were softened by the haze of the past.
“When an evil thing is done, how often is it the innocent suffer most, having little defense!
“Well, I had my pardone, which I took to the Municipio for all to see, and an avvocato Inglese who was with
Razzolo did it into Italian that all might read. But the family of Ettore neither read nor forgot anything. Nor was
there anyone who wanted me to build them a house, because it was said it would fall down. So I lived here for
many years, till one day the priest, Juliano Collonno, came quickly up the hill, and all out of breath, and took both
my hands in his, and kissed me and said:
“‘It is well with my son, and there is word for him from America.’”
“Word of Costanza?”
“No, but of Simone, who was now dead, having himself been hanged in Boston. It was Simone’s turn to be
hanged, and this time there was no pardone. So, knowing this, he spoke very openly to the priest, who spent that
last night with him, and told him how it was he who had killed Ettore in New York more than twenty years before.
That priest confessed him, and told the Dirretore of that prison. So they made a writing that Simone signed, and a
copy of this writing was sent to the priest of San Giorgio, and immediately it came he climbed quickly up to tell
me. He sat there, signore, where you sit, with the tears running down his face, and asked me what he could do for
me. And I said to put that writing in the Municipio where all might read, though it was too late now for a writing
to make any difference, and I went on with my work. In one hour and a half, signore, Portofino came up the hill to
this place to see me.”
“What a wonderful day for you!”
“Perhaps: I do not know. One does not forget five years in Sing Sing in an hour and a half. There was much
talk, especially from the famiglia of Ettore, and, within a week, a villa to build for Gregorio, the contractor, of
Paraggi.
“But again it was too late, and I desired to lay no more stone. The priest told me I should marry, and I said to
him to find Costanza for me, and I would marry even though I were carried up the sentiero to San Giorgio. So the
years passed, signore, till it came that there arrived in Portofino a woman who had seen much of the world.”
Here he paused, sending me a look infinitely boyish. Every wrinkle of him was charged with contentment, his
eyes had an expression at once roguish and amused, and one perceived in him the resilient Latin who responds to
a pleasing thought as the sea changes when a cloud glides from the face of the sun.
“When I saw her, signore, I seemed to feel young again, and that after all it was not too late; so when she came
this way, I asked her if she liked the view of San Fruttuoso well enough to marry me, and, per Bacco,\fn{By golly}
she did, counting my years as nothing. And so we were married but yesterday.”
“Splendid!” I said.
“You’re a wise man. It does not do to cling too closely to the past.”
He smiled so that his eyes nearly closed.
“That is as it may be. I have talked much, and the signore is without doubt tired with hearing me, so will he
drink a little vino rosso? I have only the red wine of the country.”
“With pleasure—to your health—to both your healths.”
“Costanza!” he called gayly. “Costanza! The signore and I come for some vino rosso. An American—and a
patient man.”
The old woman waved a hand from the cabin window. Even at this distance one could see that once she must
have been very beautiful.
2
It fell on a night in the bitter season of the year that Peeguk, the Flat-footed One, was heavy of heart.
Unorri, the North Wind, had been pressing down out of Boothia Gulf for weeks past with a weight so heavy
that it could be felt through the twelve-inch walls of his igloo, and now he stared moodily at his second wife,
Oomgah, the Moon-faced One, a grim question in his black eyes. She sat huddled on the snow bench, holding
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close a shapeless bundle. The bundle was Pyack, the Late Comer, now nine months old. Pyack had arrived in the
spring of last year with the gray geese from the south.
The heart of Peeguk ached in many places. The stone lamp was fed by a shred of seal fat, and when that was
consumed there would follow a great darkness. It was hard to be hungry in the dark. One would also be cold. So
there were three enemies to be faced at once. The reason it would be cold was that when the fires of the body run
low for lack of fuel, there are opened mysterious passages by which the enemy of frost may enter. And he always
does. They both knew this.
For many days the North had been shrinking, flattening and cowering beneath the onslaught of Unorri. Ridges
were smoothed out and crowned by long, crystalline folds from which was whipped constantly a fine, dry rain of
powdery snow, paralleling the earth six feet deep, a stinging, driving punishment that the lord of the North himself
did not care to face. No food was afoot, no track of pad or claw imprinted that vast and chilling blanket, so that
even the gray wolf ravened unfed. And when he starves there be many furred bellies that go empty.
Peeguk, in the past month, had worked inland from Boothia Gulf, much farther inland than he had ever been
before. This because the ice had jammed thick and solid against the coast, vomiting up great pressure ridges thirty
feet high, so that the air holes of the jar seal were almost impossible to find, and for the first time in Peeguk’s life
the ocean had ceased to be his larder. That, and the weight of the unending\fn{ The text has: enending.} storm, drove
him south in search of caribou. He had saved a little seal fat for Pyack and the stone lamp.
It seemed that there were no caribou. Day after day he scourged his dogs over the empty plain, and night after
night saw them staggering back unsatisfied. Their ribs projected like barrel hoops, their flanks were dry sinew,
their pads were cracked and bleeding, the pointed ears lay flat on the lean skulls and the bony shoulders thrust
loose into their walrus-hide collars. One morning he found four dogs instead of five, and a week later only three.
Now three dogs cannot pull a sledge with a woman and child and the family gear—even three that are not famishing. This fact moved poignantly in Peeguk’s mind as he stared at his wife.
“I will kill one,’ he said, after an hour’s silence.
She held the Late Comer a little closer. Without dogs a man cannot travel. In the North he who travels not,
starves—with those who be with him. On the other hand, there was no milk in her breast now, but only love, and
Pyack could not be fed on love. Were this possible, he would be fat. What frightened her was the alternative with
which they were faced.
“Can we not wait another day?”
“The dogs will not wait. Never before have I known one dog to eat another. It is a very great hunger.”
The Late Comer gave a weak whimper, and she felt the small lips pucker, questingly, against her side.
“Eyah, my husband! And what then?”
He fingered his useless spear.
“It may be the storm will be over. Till then the white foxes devour each other in their caves, and nothing stirs.”
He crawled out next morning and grimly surveyed his dogs, half-buried in the snow. Their narrow eyes never
left him. Which, he pondered, should he kill? Not the black-eared bitch that led the team. The other two were
younger. With bitterness in his heart he approached the nearest, but the starved brute caught the murder in his
glance and leaped away. He flung his spear—and missed! He, Peeguk, missed!
The fact sobered him. Too late to do anything more, for all three were circling warily, just out of range, as wise
as he, and as loving of their hard bitten life. Dog against man, it would be now, and what end might not come to
this! The long hair bristled on the lean backs, and, his heart growing cold within him, he turned and crawled in
toward Oomgah.
“The dogs—they know. I tried to kill one, and missed. They are now our enemies. I go to hunt again, so you
will stay here. Do not come out.”
He stooped over her and, very gently, touched the hidden head of the Late Comer.
Oomgah did not speak, but looked steadfastly into his eyes. It was all there, the fidelity and tragedy of the life
they had shared together. She wished that Pyack had not arrived—it hurt her so when he cried. But evidently they
were all about to die together, and Pyack had only been hungry—really hungry—for three days. The skin was
drawn tight, like brown parchment, over Peeguk’s face, his voice was hollow, and she knew that the strength
which had been her pride and safety had run out of his back and arms and legs. It might be that he would not return to the igloo, but die in the open, in which case the dogs—or the wolves—would find him. If he did not come
back she could only seal up the entrance with a block of snow, cover her face—and wait. So, because she was
aware of all this, and knew that he was also aware, she spoke no word, but only nodded. Then Peeguk stooped and
went out.
He could never remember much about that day, except that the dogs were with him, keeping a hundred yards
off, one behind, one on each side. Or were they wolves? He was not quite sure, but they appeared through the
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snow flurries, moving like phantoms that gave no tongue. The wind did not seem so heavy. He had curious visions
of square-flipper seals basking, of salmon crowding up to the shallow spawning grounds, half-feathered geese
waddling near their nests, stranded whales, cow walrus, very sleek and fat, sunning themselves—and all this
within a spear’s length. But something told him they were not really there—only the dogs.
He did come back—though empty-handed; bent, snow-plastered, feet that dragged, his inward fires burning
low, his visage a frosted mask through which the eyes of the man glowed, hot and desperate.
Caribou were in the country! He had seen them, miles away, drifting, a ghostly herd, across the horizon with
life, heat and salvation in their round and jostling bodies. He followed for a while, hoping that the wolves might
pull one down, or one go lame. But none went lame, and the gray wolf hunted elsewhere. The dogs came back
with him squatting round the igloo, watching, waiting. Now that they feared each other, they kept the same
distance apart. Peeguk knew what they waited for. But that, he vowed, would never be.
It was then that there came a rift in the wind. The stinging drive went out of the powdery snow. It settled,
leaving the air clear. The drone of four weeks past softened to a whisper and died. The seared feeling in his eyes
lessened, and he saw a great white star burning in the south.
In the same moment the old bitch put her black muzzle into the still air, sought out and captured some indefinite signal that reached her from the beyond, cocked her pointed ears, and began a tremulous whimper that
swelled and consolidated into a long, long howl. The other two joined in.
The heart of Peeguk leaped within him, but he dared not stir. The dogs were looking south—where the star
was. That meant other dogs, other life!
Then, with a shriek, the wind began again, the powdery snow was once more driven like dust, the star
vanished, and he was left sucking the ice block that covered his short bristly mustache. He stooped, saw the snow
plug at the entrance, kicked it away, and felt inside in the dark for Oomgah. He put his arm round her shoulders.
“Come—we start now. There is a camp not far to the south.”
“It is too late. My legs have turned to water, and I cannot walk.”
“You need not walk. Put Pyack close to your heart and sit on the sledge.”
“You have the dogs again?”
“I am many dogs tonight. Come!”
They lurched southward, wallowing through, she a squat pyramid of snow, he a staggering but indomitable
figure, one with the storm itself, equaling its ferocity in the strength of one ultimate purpose, squaring his shoulders that the wind might aid him the more, his bones like aching rods, sinews like burning wires, the heart of him
pumping defiantly, his whole tortured, striving frame calling up its last ounce of strength and resistance. Something lay to the south, how far he did not know, but something. The dogs had gone for it, but their trail was instantly obliterated. At times the star gleamed through, so he followed that, Oomgah swaying behind him with that
which was dearer than life held close to her dry bosom, concentrating on this one beloved morsel all the warmth
in her fainting body.
She did not know how long it lasted, but the sledge never stopped once. It seemed like hours after they started
that she saw a gleam. It was the roofs of a cluster of tents, with high snow walls and lights inside. Then a great
barking of dogs, and voices. She knew that Peeguk tried to lift her from the sledge, but fell in the snow and did
not move.
The rest of it was a dream. When Oomgah woke she felt warm and comfortable, with the Late Comer sleeping
next her side. She lay very still, examining the tent with half-lidded eyes, soothed by a tide of strength that crept
reassuringly through her body. No sound of wind now.
Peeguk stretched on his back close by, his eyes shut, his face blistered with frost patches. Near Peeguk sat a
white man who looked at them not at all, but made a writing in something that she knew was a book. She wondered how he got the writing to put there.
At the back of the tent was a small iron stove, and she recognized the odor of flaming oil, a different kind of
oil. A lantern hung from the ridge-pole—this pole being the biggest piece of wood she had ever seen except when
the whaler came ashore on Lost Island.
There were piles of robes, and boxes. The white man had a red face, red hands, a short brown beard, and his
eyes were gray like the sea when the snow comes and the black swans fly south.
Another man came in, looked at the strangers, and handed the first one certain small things covered with snow.
These being observed very closely, more writing was made in the book. Then the man said something and went
out. Soon after that the red-faced one stood beside Oomgah.
“You are better now?” He spoke in the Husky tongue, a little stiffly, but quite understandably.
She nodded.
“Your name?”
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“Oomgah.” She touched her breast. “There is also Pyack, of nine months.”
He smiled.
“I have seen Pyack. And this man?”
“Peeguk, my husband.”
“You have come far?”
Oomgah did not know.
“Two moons ago we left the ice because there was no food. What place is this?”
Macgregor’s tawny brows lifted a little. He had been sent out by the Government at Ottawa to make records of
temperature and snowfall and learn in general what might be learned of this section of the wind-whipped North.
He saw these to be Coast Eskimo, and the spot where he now camped was three hundred miles from salt water.
“It is not any place when I am gone. How did you find me?” Peeguk, who had opened his eyes and was
listening intently, made a sound in his throat.
“The bitch, who is leader of my team, smelled something when the wind dropped. Then the storm came again,
covering the dogs’ tracks, but there was a star, and I followed that.”
“A star?” said Macgregor gravely.
“There was nothing else to follow.”
Silence spread in the tent, and Peeguk said no more, it not being his place to do the talking. Oomgah sent him a
look and touched her breast again. All was well with the Late Comer.
“And if there had been no star?” Peeguk made a gesture.
“I do not know. My strength had all run away.” He of the red face nodded understandingly.
“You will eat now for the second time, only a little, for it is not well to fill an empty stomach too quickly.”
“The second time?”
“Yes, the second time since last night.”
Peeguk marveled, yet held his peace. But he wanted greatly to know about the dogs. Presently he asked.
“Their bellies are full. We are camped by a lake, and there are many fish under the ice.” He disappeared, and a
Yellowknife Indian brought food in bowls. Peeguk, like all Huskies, hated the Yellowknives, but this was no hour
for hate. So he took the food from the slim brown fingers and closed his eyes, burdened with a great wonder. The
inward fire of his body was glowing now.
In the morning he stood on his feet, a man again. The storm had roared itself out, and the high clear sky held
not a cloud. A bright sun transformed the wilderness into an interminable fleece, deep sprinkled with captured
constellations. Their myriads of diamond facets sent out a blinding brilliancy of refracted blue-white rays. Northward from camp stretched a nearly obliterated furrow that marked the tortuous passage of the sledge.
Macgregor, a quiet man, who had his own way of doing things, talked with Peeguk that day, saying that he
needed a hunter, and the Yellowknives were of little use in those latitudes. The thing was settled with few words,
and Peeguk told Oomgah as he punched his spear handle in the snow to find a drift wind-packed to the right point
for igloo building.
“It is very simple. I will have a rifle, better than the one I lost through the ice, and we will reach the sea when
the geese come north.”
“Perhaps it is well, but there was fear in my heart this morning.”
“What kind of fear?”
“In the topeck the red-faced one opened a box. I saw many strange things small and black, as in a nest. These
he fastened together at the top with fine iron sinews, very many of them. Then I saw four bottles, very small and
standing up straight. There was light in those bottles, but no fire.”
“You asked nothing of this?”
“No—it being in my mind that this was a devil box.”
Peeguk scratched his head, remembering the devil woman who stuck to the wall at Herschell Island and could
not be scraped off, and the man he had tried to stab, but who escaped leaving the woman with the knife in her
breast. Many questions had moved him concerning this matter, but so far he had found not anyone who could
answer.
“I will speak to the red-faced one,” he said gravely, “and it may be this will do no harm. I have only known of
two kinds; one that speaks with a voice, and thereupon makes a noise like a dog scratching the ice; and that other
at the island, of which I told you. Keep silent, therefore, till I know more.”
Oomgah kept very silent. Above all things, Pyack must not be exposed to any malign influence. She was very
grateful to the red-faced one, and his eyes were kind, but to her all white men were mysterious. They had so many
potent things at their command. So, when Peeguk finished the igloo, which he did very soon, slashing out the big
curved blocks so that they fitted without any trimming, she crawled in thankfully, and felt much more at home.
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Peeguk, on the other hand, went straight to Macgregor.
“My woman says that you have a devil box in the topeck. Is there danger to the child?”
Macgregor understood perfectly.
“There is danger to none. It is a spirit box, and not of devils.”
Peeguk, knowing something about spirits, felt happier. A spirit was the thing that went out of you when you
died, went clean through the wall of your igloo, journeyed to find those of your family who had gone before, gave
them the latest news, and lived with them thereafter in a place where there was much food and no wind.
“Tonight,” added Macgregor, “you shall hear it.”
“Does it make a noise like a dog scratching the ice when its speech is done?”
“No, not that one. Not always can I hear it myself, and but seldom in storms. But tonight will be fine, and,”
here his voice softened and he looked oddly at Peeguk, “on this day it says that which is said on no other of all the
year.”
“How comes this voice?”
“Through caves of air,” said the red-faced one as though to himself, “and over the clouds from far away.” Then
he laughed, while his eyes grew kinder than ever.
“It travels like the eagle, but more swiftly. And tonight I think it will speak to you.”
Peeguk immediately told all this to Oomgah, and she came out and sat in the sun and watched Macgregor. He
had set up two poles, and joined their tops with a long piece of iron sinew. From this he led another bit into his
topeck, where he remained busy for quite a time, till suddenly sounded such a strange noise that the old bitch,
whose ribs now bulged as though she had swallowed the Late Comer, put her tail between her legs and howled
grievously. The other dogs joined in, whereat Peeguk beat them to silence.
Now the rest of that day was like any other day, till, at nightfall, the red-faced one summoned all in camp to his
topeck, leaving the door-flaps open. One could already see some stars, the biggest of them being that which
Peeguk had followed. When all were seated, the Huskies farthest from the Yellowknives, Macgregor looked at his
watch and, nodding, put his hand in the spirit box. Peeguk saw the light born in four small bottles, and held his
breath.
For a moment nothing. Only strange sounds and many clicks. Then, close beside them, the voice. High, clear,
pure as crystal, a voice that sped on invisible wings. Over rigid lakes, rockbound coast, snow-buried forest, over
the fields of ice and desolation unspeakable it came. Out of the heavens it descended, the voice of a child, penetrating the cabin of the trapper, the hidden trading post, and wherever man might spread his intercepting filaments.
“And there were in the same country shepherds abiding in the field, keeping watch over their flocks by night.”
Thus sang the voice, and sang on, telling of a star that men followed while the world was young.\fn{ Well,
younger, anyway:H}
Peeguk and Oomgah did not understand a word except about the star. That was natural enough.
Macgregor’s eyes were fixed on these children of Time. They too had followed a star. There came to him the
vision of a Woman on an ass, a Babe at her bosom, and it seemed that between that Woman and Oomgah, between
the Judean Child and the Late Comer with his small, pinched, copper-colored face and strands of coal-black hair,
was every tie of kinship. And the arms of Mary, Mother of God, in which Divinity rested on a Galilean hillside,
why did they differ from those of Oomgah behind whose dark, low-lidded gaze moved a thousand ques-tions that
would never be answered? So, thinking of all this, he did not notice that the others, reckoning the affair to be over,
had slipped away, leaving only Peeguk and his family.
Presently the hunter put out a venturesome hand and touched the box.
“It is very great magic. But may not this thing we have heard be also heard on some other day of the year?”
“On no other does it mean the same.”
“Then it always comes in the bitter weather?”
“Always. Perhaps it is needed more then.”
“Is it the day of the death of a great chief?”
“No,” said Macgregor gently, “but of the birth of a Child.” Peeguk pulled down his black brows.
“That is hard of understanding.”
Oomgah looked at him. Then she drew the Late Comer closer to her breast, and began to sway with a slow,
rocking motion.
“Eyah, my husband,” she murmured softly, “I can understand.”
200.165 Excerpt from The Way Of The Sea: “The Fruits Of Toil”\fn{by Norman Duncan (1871-1916)} Brantford,
Ontario, Canada (M) 5
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Now the wilderness, savage and remote, yields to the strength of men. A generation strips it of tree and rock, a
generation tames it and tills it, a generation passes into the evening shadows as into rest in a garden, and thereafter
the children of that place possess it in peace and plenty, through succeeding generations, without end, and shall to
the end of the world.
But the sea is tameless: as it was in the beginning, it is now, and shall ever be—mighty, savage, dread, infinitely treacherous and hateful, yielding only that which is wrested from it, snarling, raging, snatching lives, spoiling
souls of their graces.
The tiller of the soil sows in peace, and in a yellow, hazy peace he reaps; he passes his hand over a field, and,
lo, in good season he gathers a harvest, for the earth rejoices to serve him.
The deep is not thus subdued; the toiler of the sea—the Newfoundlander of the upper shore—is born to conflict, ceaseless and deadly, and, in the dawn of all the days, he puts forth anew to wage it, as his father did, and his
father’s father, and as his children must, and his children’s children, to the last of them; nor from day to day can
he foresee the issue, nor from season to season foretell the worth of the spoil, which is what chance allows. Thus
laboriously, precariously, he slips through life: he follows hope through the toilsome years; and past summers are
a black regret and bitterness to him, but summers to come are all rosy with new promise.
*
Long ago, when young Luke Dart, the Boot Bay trader, was ambitious for Shore patronage, he said to Solomon
Stride, of Ragged Harbor, a punt fisherman:
“Solomon, b’y, an you be willin’, I’ll trust you with twine for a cod-trap. An you trade with me, b’y, I’ll trade
with you, come good times or bad.”
Solomon was young and lusty, a mighty youth in bone and seasoned muscle, lunged like a blast furnace, courageous and finely sanguine. Said he:
“An’ you trust me with twine for a trap, skipper, I’ll deal fair by you, come good times or bad. I’ll pay for un,
skipper, with the first fish I cotches.” Said Luke Dart:
“When I trust, b’y, I trust. You pays for un when you can.”
It was a compact, so, at the end of the season, Solomon builded a cottage under the Man-o’-War, Broad Cove
way, and married a maid of the place. In five months of that winter he made the trap, every net of it, leader and
all, with his own hands; that he might know that the work was good, to the last knot and splice.
In the spring, he put up the stage and the flake,\fn{ The platform used for drying fish } and made the skiff; which
done, he waited for a sign of fish.
When the tempered days came, he hung the net on the horse, where it could be seen from the threshold of the
cottage. In the evenings he sat with Priscilla on the bench at the door, and dreamed great dreams, while the red
sun went down in the sea, and the shadows crept out of the wilderness.
“Woman, dear,” said this young Solomon Stride, with a slap of his great thigh, “’twill be a gran’ season for fish
this year.”
“Sure, b’y,” said Priscilla, tenderly; “’twill be a gran’ season for fish.”
“Ay,” Solomon sighed, “’twill that—this year.”
The gloaming shadows gathered over the harbour water, and hung, sullenly, between the great rocks, rising all
round about.
“’Tis handy t’ three hundred and fifty dollars I owes Luke Dart for the twine,” mused Solomon.
“’Tis a hape of money t’owe,” said Priscilla.
“Hut!” growled Solomon, deep in his chest, “’Tis like nothin’.”
“’Tis not much,” said Priscilla, smiling, “when you has a trap.”
Dusk and a clammy mist chased the glory from the hills; the rocks turned black, and a wind, black and cold,
swept out of the wilderness and ran to sea.
“Us’ll pay un all up this year,” said Solomon. “Oh,” he added loftily, “’twill be easy. ’Tis to be a gran’ season!”
“Sure,” said she, echoing his confidence.
Night filled the cloudy heavens overhead. It drove the flush of pink in upon the sun, and, following fast and
overwhelmingly, thrust the flaring red and gold over the rim of the sea; and it was dark.
“Us’ll pay un for a trap, dear,” chuckled Solomon, “an’ have enough left over t’ buy a—“
“Oh,” she cried with an ecstatic gasp, “a sewin’ machine!”
“Iss,” he roared. “Sure, girl!”
*
But, in the beginning of that season, when the first fish ran in for the caplin\fn{ Capelin, the abundant variety of smelt
off the coasts of Newfoundland (and elsewhere) that form a staple of the cod and other commercially harvested fish } and the nets were
set out, the ice was still hanging off shore, drifting vagrantly with the wind; and there came a gale in the night,
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springing from the north-east—a great, vicious wind, which gathered the ice in a pack and drove it swiftly in upon
the land.
Solomon Stride put off in a punt, in a sea tossing and white, to loose the trap from its moorings. Three times,
while the pack swept nearer, crunching and horribly groaning, as though lashed to cruel speed by the gale, the
wind beat him back through the tickle;\fn{ The narrow passage between two islands or to a harbor } and, upon the fourth
essay, when his strength was breaking, the ice ran over the place where the trap was, and chased the punt into the
harbor, frothing upon its flank. When, three days thereafter, a west wind carried the ice to sea, Solomon dragged
the trap from the bottom. Great holes were bruised in the nets, head rope and span line were ground to pulp, the
anchors were lost.
Thirty-seven days and nights it took to make the nets whole again, and in that time the great spring run of cod
passed by. So, in the next spring, Solomon was deeper in the debt of sympathetic Luke Dart—for the new twine
and for the winter’s food he had eaten; but, of an evening, when he sat on the bench with Priscilla, he looked
through the gloaming shadows gathered over the harbor water and hanging between the great rocks, to the golden
summer approaching, and dreamed gloriously of the fish he would catch in his trap.
“Priscilla, dear,” said Solomon Stride, slapping his iron thigh, “they be a fine sign of fish down the coast.
’Twill be a gran’ season, I’m thinkin’.”
“Sure, b’y,” Priscilla agreed; “’twill be a gran’ cotch o’ fish you’ll have this year.”
Dusk and the mist touched the hills, and, in the dreamful silence, their glory faded; the rocks turned black, and
the wind from the wilderness ruffled the water beyond the flake.
“Us’ll pay Luke Dart this year, I tells you,” said Solomon, like a boastful boy. “Us’ll pay un twice over.”
“’Twill be fine to have the machane,” said she, with shining eyes.
“An’ the calico t’use un on,” said he.
And so, while the night spread overhead, these two simple folk feasted upon all the sweets of life; and all that
they desired they possessed, as fast as fancy could form wishes, just as though the bench were a bit of magic
furniture, to bring dreams true—until the night, advancing, thrust the red and gold of the sunset clouds over the
rim of the sea, and it was dark.
“Leave us goa in,” said Priscilla.
“This year,” said Solomon, rising, “I be goaing to cotch three hundred quintals\fn{A quintal is a hundredweight} of
fish. Sure, I be—this year.”
“’Twill be fine,” said she.
*
It chanced in that year that the fish failed utterly; hence, in the winter following, Ragged Harbor fell upon days
of distress; and three women and one old man starved to death—and five children, of whom one was the infant
son of Solomon Stride. Neither in that season, nor in anyone of the thirteen years coming after, did this man catch
three hundred quintals of cod in his trap.
In pure might of body—in plenitude and quality of strength—in the full, eager power of brawn—he was great
as the men of any time, a towering glory to the whole race, here hidden; but he could not catch three hundred
quintals of cod.
In spirit—in patience, hope, courage, and the fine will for toil—he was great; but, good season or bad, he could
not catch three hundred quiatals of cod.
He met night, cold, fog, wind, and the fury of waves, in their craft, in their swift assault, in their slow, crushing
descent; but all the cod he could wrest from the sea, being given into the hands of Luke Dart, an honest man,
yielded only sufficient provision for food and clothing for himself and Priscilla—only enough to keep their bodies
warm and still the crying of their stomachs.
Thus, while the nets of the trap rotted, and Solomon came near to middle age, the debt swung from seven
hundred dollars to seven, and back to seventy-three, which it was in an evening in spring, when he sat with
Priscilla on the sunken bench at the door, and dreamed great dreams as he watched the shadows gather over the
harbour water and sullenly hang between the great rocks, rising all round about.
“I wonder, b’y,” said Priscilla, “if ’twill be a good season—this year.”
“Oh, sure!” exclaimed Solomon. “Sure!”
“D’ye think it, b’y?” wistfully.
“Woman,” said he impressively, “us’ll cotch a hape o’ fish in the trap this year. They be millions o’ fish t’ the
say,”\fn{Sea; as it would be pronounced in this Newfoundland dialect } he went on excitedly; “millions o’ fish t’ the say.
They be there, woman. ’Tis only for us t’ take un out. I be goain’ t’ wark hard this year.”
“You be a great warker, Solomon,” said she; “my, but you be!”
Priscilla smiled, and Solomon smiled; and it was as though all the labour and peril of the season were past, and
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the stage was full to the roof with salt cod. In the happiness of this dream they smiled again, and turned their eyes
to the hills, from which the glory of purple and yellow was departing to make way for the misty dusk.
“Skipper Luke Dart says t’ me,” said Solomon, “that ’tis the luxuries that keep folks poor.”
Priscilla said nothing at all.
“They be nine dollars agin me in seven years for crame o’ tartar,” said Solomon. “Think o’ that!”
“My,” said she, “but ’tis a lot! But we be used to un now, Solomon, and we can’t get along without un.”
“Sure,” said he, “’tis good we’re not poor like some folk.” Night drove the flush of pink in upon the sun and
followed the red and gold of the horizon over the rim of the sea.
“’Tis growin’ cold,” said she.
“Leave us goa in,” said he.
*
In thirty years after that time, Solomon Stride put to sea ten thousand times.
Ten thousand times he passed through the tickle rocks to the free, heaving deep for salmon and cod; thereto
compelled by the inland waste, which contributes nothing to the sustenance of the men of that coast. Hunger, lurking in the shadows of days to come, inexorably drove him into the chances of the conflict. Perforce\fn{ Of necessity}
he matched himself ten thousand times against the restless might of the sea, immeasurable and unrestrained,
surviving the gamut of its moods, because he was great in strength, fearlessness, and cunning.
He weathered four hundred gales, from the gray gusts which come down between Quid Nunc and the Man-o’War, leaping upon the fleet, to the summer tempests, swift and black, and the first blizzards of winter. He was
wrecked off the Mull, off the Three Poor Sisters, on the Pancake Rock, and again off the Mull. Seven times he
was swept to sea by the off-shore wind. Eighteen times he was frozen to the seat of his punt; and of these, eight
times his feet were frozen, and thrice his festered right hand.
All this he suffered, and more, of which I may set down six separate periods of starvation, in which thirty-eight
men, women, and children died—all this, with all the toil, cold, despair, loneliness, hunger, peril, and
disappointment therein contained. And so he came down to old age—with a bent back, shrunken arms, and filmy
eyes—old Solomon Stride, now prey for the young sea.
*
But, of an evening in spring, he sat with Priscilla on the sunken bench at the door, and talked hopefully of the
fish he would catch from his punt.
“Priscilla, dear,” said he, rubbing his hand over his weazened thigh, “I be thinkin’ us punt fishermen’ll have a
—“
Priscilla was not attending; she was looking into the shadows above the harbour water, dreaming deeply of a
mystery of the Book, which had long puzzled her; so, in silence, Solomon, too, watched the shadows rise and
sullenly hang between the great rocks.
“Solomon, b’y,” she whispered, “I wonder what the seven thunders uttered?”
“’Tis quare, that—what the seven thunders uttered,” said Solomon. “My, woman, but ’tis!”
“‘An’ he set his right foot upon the sea,’” she repeated, staring over the graying water to the clouds which
flamed gloriously at the edge of the world., “‘an’ his left foot on the earth—’”
“‘An’ cried with a loud voice,’” said he, whispering in awe, “‘as when a lion roareth; an’ when he had cried,
seven thunders uttered their voices.”\fn{Revelation 10:2-4—“He had a little scroll opoen in his hand. And he set his right foot on
the sea, and his left foot on the land, and called out with a loud voice, like a lion roaring; when he called out, the seven thunders sounded.
And when the seven thunders hqad sounded, I\fn{The author of Revelation} was about to write, but I heard a voice from heaven saying, ‘Seal
up what the seven thunders have said, and do not write it down.’” This is the wording in The Oxford Annotated Bible; this author uses the
King James.}

“‘Seven thunders uttered their voices,’” said she; “‘an’ when the seven thunders had uttered their voices, 1 was
about to write, an’ I heard a voice from heaven sayin’ unto me, Seal up those things which the seven thunders
uttered, and write them not.’”
The wind from the wilderness, cold and black, covered the hills with mist; the dusk fell, and the glory faded
from the heights.
“Oh, Solomon,” she said, clasping her hands, “I wonder what the seven thunders uttered! Think you, b’y, ’twas
the kind o’ sins that can’t be forgiven?”\fn{ The Testament says there is only one sin that can’t be forgiven, and that is to
blaspheme against the Holy Spirit:H}
“’Tis the seven mysteries!”
“I wonder what they be,” said she.
“Sh-h-h, dear,” he said, patting her gray head; “thinkin’ on they things’ll capsize you an’ you don’t look out.”
The night had driven all the color from the sky; it had descended upon the red and gold of the cloudy west, and
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covered them. It was cold and dark.
“‘An’ seven thunders uttered their voices,’” she said, dreamily.
“Sh-h-h, dear!” said he. “Leave us goa in.”
*
Twenty-one years longer old Solomon Stride fished out of Ragged Harbour. He put to sea five thousand times
more, weathered two hundred more gales, survived five more famines—all in the toil for salmon and cod. He was
a punt fisherman again, was old Solomon; for the nets of the trap had rotted, had been renewed six times, strand
by strand, and had rotted at last beyond repair. What with the weather he dared not pit his failing strength against,
the return of fish to Luke Dart fell off from year to year; but, as Solomon said to Luke, “livin’ expenses kep’ up
wonderful,” notwithstanding.
“I be so used t’ luxuries,” he went on, running his hand through his long gray hair, “that ’twould be hard t’
come down t’ common livin’. Sure, ’tis sugar I wants t’ me tea—not black-strap.\fn{ A type of molasses—very tasty,
though:H} ’Tis what I l’arned,” he added proudly, “when I were a trap fisherman.”
“’Tis all right, Solomon,” said Luke. “Many’s the quintal o’ fish you traded with me.”
“Sure,” Solomon chuckled, “’twould take a year t’ count un.”
*
In course of time it came to the end of Solomon’s last season—those days of it when, as the folk of the coast
say, the sea is hungry for lives—and the man was eighty-one years old, and the debt to Luke Dart had crept up to
$230.80. The off-shore wind, rising suddenly, with a blizzard in its train, caught him alone on the Grappling Hook
grounds. He was old, very old—old and feeble and dull: the cold numbed him; the snow blinded him; the wind
made sport of the strength of his arms. He was carried out to sea, rowing doggedly, thinking all the time that he
was drawing near the harbor tickle; for it did not occur to him then that the last of eight hundred gales could be
too great for him. He was carried out from the sea, where the strength of his youth had been spent, to the Deep,
which had been a mystery to him all his days.
That night he passed on a pan of ice, where he burned his boat, splinter by splinter, to keep warm. At dawn he
lay down to die. The snow ceased, the wind changed; the ice was carried to Ragged Harbour. Eleazar Manuel
spied the body of Solomon from the lookout, and put out and brought him in—revived him and took him home to
Priscilla.
Through the winter the old man doddered about the Harbour, dying of consumption.\fn{ The old name for
tuberculosis} When the tempered days came—the days of balmy sunshine and cold evening winds—he came
quickly to the pass of glittering visions, which, for such as die of the lung trouble, come at the end of life.
*
In the spring, when the Lucky Star, three days out from Boot Bay, put into Ragged Harbour to trade for the first
catch, old Skipper Luke Dart was aboard, making his last voyage to the Shore; for he was very old, and longed
once more to see the rocks of all that coast before he made ready to die. When he came ashore, Eleazar Manuel
told him that Solomon Stride lay dying at home; so the skipper went to the cottage under the Man-o’-War to say
good-bye to his old customer and friend—and there found him, propped up in bed, staring at the sea.
“Skipper Luke,” Solomon quavered, in deep excitement, “be you just come in, b’y?”
“Iss—but an hour gone.”
“What be the big craft hangin’ off shoare? Eh—what be she, b’y?”
There had been no craft in sight when the Lucky Star beat in.
“Were she a fore-an’-after, Solomon?” said Luke, evasively.
“Sure, noa, b’y!” cried Solomon. “She were a square-rigged craft, with all sail set—a great, gran’ craft—a
quare craft, b’y—like she were made o’ glass, canvas an’ hull an’ all; an’ she had shinin’ ropes, an’ she were
shinin’ all over. Sure, they be a star t’ the tip o’ her bowsprit, b’y, an’ a star t’ the peak o’ her mainmast—seven
stars they be, in all. Oh, she were a gran’ sight!”
“Hem-m!” said Luke, stroking his beard. “She’ve not come in yet.”
“A gran’ craft!” said Solomon.
“’Tis according,” said Luke, “t’ whether you be sot on oak bottoms or glass ones.”
“She were bound down north t’ the Labrador,” Solomon went on quickly, “an’ when she made the Grapplin’
Hook grounds she come about an’ headed for the tickle, with her sails squared. Sure she ran right over the
Pancake, b’y, like he weren’t there at all, an’—how’s the wind, b’y?”
“Dead off shore from the tickle.”
Solomon stared at Luke.
“She were comin’ straight in agin the wind,” he said, hoarsely. “Maybe, skipper,” he went on, with a little
laugh, “she do be the ship for souls. They be many things strong men knows nothin’ about. What think you?”
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“Ay—maybe; maybe she be.”
“Maybe—maybe—she do be invisible t’ mortal eyes. Maybe, skipper, you hasn’t seed her; maybe ’tis that my
eyes do be opened t’ such sights. Maybe she’ve turned in—for me.”
The men turned their faces to the window again, and gazed long and intently at the sea, which a storm cloud
had turned black. Solomon dozed for a moment, and when he awoke, Luke Dart was still staring dreamily out to
sea.
“Skipper Luke,” said Solomon, with a smile as of one in an enviable situation, “’tis fine t’ have nothin’ agin’
you on the books when you comes t’ die.”
“Sure, b’y,” said Luke, hesitating not at all, though he knew to a cent what was on the books against Solomon’s name, “’tis fine to be free o’ debt.”
“Ah,” said Solomon, the smile broadening gloriously, “’tis fine, I tells you! ’Twas the three hundred quintal I
cotched last season that paid un all up. ’Twas a gran’ cotch—last year. Ah,” he sighed, “’twas a gran’ cotch o’
fish.”
“Iss—you be free o’ debt now, b’y.”
“What be the balance t’ my credit, skipper? Sure I forget.”
“Hem-m,” the skipper coughed, pausing to form a guess which might be within Solomon’s dream; then he ventured:
“Fifty dollars?”
“Iss,” said Solomon, “fifty an’ moare, skipper. Sure, you has forgot the eighty cents.”
“Fifty-eighty,” said the skipper, positively. “’Tis that. I call un t’ mind now. ’Tis fifty-eighty—iss, sure. Did
you get a receipt for un, Solomon?”
“I doan’t mind me now.”
“Um-m-m-well,” said the skipper, “I’ll send un t’ the woman the night—an order on the Lucky Star.”
“Fifty-eighty for the woman!” said Solomon. “’Twill kape her off the Gov’ment for three years, an she be
savin’. ’Tis fine—that!”
*
When the skipper had gone, Priscilla crept in, and sat at the head of the bed, holding Solomon’s hand; and they
were silent for a long time, while the evening approached.
“I be goain’ t’ die the night, dear,” said Solomon at last.
“Iss, b’y,” she answered; “you be goain’ t’ die.”
Solomon was feverish now; and, thereafter, when he talked, his utterance was thick and fast.
“’Tis not hard,” said Solomon. “Sh-h-h,” he whispered, as though about to impart a secret. “The ship that’s
hangin’ off shoare, waitin’ for me soul, do be a fine craft—with shinin’ canvas an’ ropes. Sh-h! She do be t’other
side o’ Mad Mull now—waitin’.”
Priscilla trembled, for Solomon had come to the time of visions—when the words of the dying are the words of
prophets, and contain revelations. What of the utterings of the seven thunders?
“Sure the Lord he’ve blessed us, Priscilla,’ said Solomon, rational again. “Goodness an’ marcy has followed us
all the days o’ our lives. Our cup runneth over.”
“Praise the Lord,” said Priscilla.
“Sure,” Solomon went on, smiling like a little child, “We’ve had but eleven famines, an’ we’ve had the means
o’ grace pretty reg’lar, which is what they hasn’t t’ Round ’Arbour. We’ve had one little baby for a little while. Iss
—one de-ear little baby, Priscilla; an’ there’s them that’s had none o’ their own, at all. Sure we’ve had enough t’
eat when there wasn’t a famine—an’ bakin’ powder, an’ raisins, an’ all they things, an’ sugar, an’ rale good tea.
An’ you had a merino dress, an’ I had a suit o’ rale tweed—come straight from England. We hasn’t seed a railroad train, dear, but we’ve seed a steamer, an’ we’ve heard tell o’ the quare things they be t’ St. John’s.\fn{ The
Newfoundland capital} Ah, the Lard he’ve favored us above our deserts. He’ve been good to us, Priscilla.
“But, oh, you hasn’t had the sewin’ machane, an’ you hasn’t had the peach-stone t’ plant in the garden. ’Tis my
fault, dear—’tis not the Lord’s. I should a’ got you the peach-stone from St. John’s, you did want un so much—
oh, so much! ’Tis that I be sorry for, now, dear; but ’tis all over, an’ I can’t help it. It wouldn’t a’ growed anyway, I
know it wouldn’t; but you thought it would, an’ I wisht I’d got un for you.”
“’Tis nothin’, Solomon,” she sobbed. “Sure, I was joakin’ all the time. ’Twouldn’t a’ growed.”
“Ah,” he cried, radiant, “was you joakin’?”
“Sure,” she said.
“We’ve not been poor, Priscilla,” said he, continuing, “an’ they be many folk that’s poor. I be past me labour
now,” he went on, talking with rising effort, for it was at the sinking of the sun, “an’ ’tis time for me t’ die. ’Tis
time—for I be past me labour.”
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Priscilla held his hand a long time after that—a long, silent time, in which the soul of the man struggled to
release itself, until it was held but by a thread.
“Solomon!”
The old man seemed not to hear.
“Solomon, b’y!” she cried.
“Iss?” faintly. She leaned over him to whisper in his ear,
“Does you see the gates o’ heaven?” she said. “Oh, does you?”
“Sure, dear; heaven do be …” Solomon had not strength enough to complete the sentence.
“B’y! B’y!”
He opened his eyes and turned them to her face. There was the gleam of a tender smile in them.
“The seven thunders,” she said. “The utterin’s of the seven thunders—what was they, b’y?”
“‘An’ the seven thunders uttered their voices,’” he mumbled, “‘an’ …”
She waited, rigid, listening, to hear the rest; but no words came to her ears.
“Does you hear me, b’y?” she said.
“‘An’ seven … thunders … uttered their voices,’” he gasped, “‘an’ the seven thunders … said … said …”
The light failed; all the light and golden glory went out of the sky, for the first cloud of a tempest had curtained
the sun.
“‘An’ said,’” she prompted.
“‘An’ uttered … an’ said … an’ said …”
“Oh, what?” she moaned.
*
Now, in that night, when the body of old Solomon Stride, a worn-out hulk, aged and wrecked in the toil of the
deep, fell into the hands of Death, the sea, like a lusty youth, raged furiously in those parts. The ribs of many
schooners, slimy and rotten, and the white bones of men in the off-shore depths, know of its strength in that hour
—of its black, hard wrath, in gust and wave and breaker.
Eternal in might and malignance is the sea! It groweth not old with the men who toil from its coasts.
Generation upon the heels of generation, infinitely arising, go forth in hope against it, continuing for a space, and
returning spent to the dust. They age and crumble and vanish, each in its turn, and the wretchedness of the first is
the wretchedness of the last.
Ay, the sea has measured the strength of the dust in old graves, and, in this day, contends with the sons of dust,
whose sons will follow to the fight for an hundred generations, and thereafter, until harvests may be gathered from
rocks.
As it is written, the life of a man is a shadow, swiftly passing, and the days of his strength are less; but the sea
shall endure in the might of youth to the wreck of the world.
25.80 Excerpt from Klee Wyck\fn{by Emily Carr (1871-1845)} Victoria, British Colombia, Canada (F) 3
… The lady Missionaries expected me.
They sent an enormous Irishman in a tiny canoe to meet the steamer. We got to the Ucluelet wharf soon after
dawn. Everything was big and cold and strange to me, a fifteen-year-old school girl. I was the only soul on the
wharf. The Irishman did not have any trouble deciding which was I.
It was low tide, so there was a long, sickening ladder with slimy rungs to climb down to get to the canoe. The
man’s big laugh and the tippiness of the canoe were even more frightening than the ladder. The paddle in his great
arms rushed the canoe through the waves.
We came to Toxis, which was the Indian name for the Mission House. It stood just above hightide water. The
sea was in front of it and the forest behind.
The house was of wood, unpainted. There were no blinds or curtains. It looked, as we paddled up to it, as if it
were stuffed with black. When the canoe stuck in the mud, the big Irishman picked me up in his arms and set me
down on the doorstep.
The Missionaries were at the door. Smells of cooking fish jumped out past them. People lived on fish at Ucluelet.
Both the Missionaries were dignified, but the Greater Missionary had the most dignity. They had long noses
straddled by spectacles, thin lips, mild eyes, and wore straight, dark dresses buttoned to the chin.
There was only two of everything in the kitchen, so I had to sit on a box, drink from a bowl and eat my food
out of a tin pie-dish.
After breakfast came a long prayer. Outside the kitchen window, just a few feet away at the edge of the forest,
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stood a grand balsam pine tree. It was very tall and straight.
The Missionaries’ “trespasses”\fn{ … And forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who traspess against us … [from The
Lord’s Prayer—but others word this: … And forgive us our debts and we forgive our debtors …] } jumped me back from the pine
tree to the Lord’s Prayer just in time to “Amen.” We got up from our knees to find the house full of Indians. They
had come to look at me.
I felt so young and empty standing there before the Indians and the two grave Missionaries. The Chief, old
Hipi, was held to be a reader of faces. He perched himself on the top of the Missionaries’ drug cupboard; his
brown fists clutched the edge of it, his elbows taut and shoulders hunched. His crumpled shoes hung loose as if
they dangled from strings and had no feet in them. The stare of his eyes searched me right through.
Suddenly they were done; he lifted them above me to the window, uttered several terse sentences in Chinook,
jumped off the cupboard and strode back to the village. I was half afraid to ask the Missionary:
“What did he say?”
“Not much. Only that you had no fear, that you were not stuck up, and that you knew how to laugh.”
*
Toxis sat upon a long, slow lick of sand, but the beach of the Indian village was short and bit deep into the
shoreline. Rocky points jutted out into the sea at either end of it. Toxis and the village were a mile apart.
The school house was half-way between the two and, like them, was pinched between sea and forest. The
school house called itself “church house” on Sundays. It had a sharp roof, two windows on each side, a door in
front, and a woodshed behind. The school equipment consisted of a map of the world, a blackboard, a stove, crude
desks and benches and, on a box behind the door, the pail of drinking-water and a tin dipper.
The Lesser Missionary went to school first and lit the fire. If the tide were high she had to go over the trail at
the forest’s edge. It was full of holes where high seas had undermined the big tree roots. Huge upturned stumps
necessitated detours through hard-leafed sallal bushes and skunk cabbage bogs. The Lesser Missionary hated
putting her feet on ground which she could not see, because it was so covered with growing green. She was glad
when she came out of the dark forest and saw the unpainted school house.
The Greater Missionary had no nerves and a long, slow stride. As she came over the trail she blew blasts on a
cow’s horn. She had an amazing wind, the blasts were stunning, but they failed to call the children to school, because no voice had ever suggested time or obligation to these Indian children. Then the Greater Missionary went
to the village and hand-picked her scholars from the huts.
On my first morning in Ucluelet there was a full attendance at school because visitors were rare. After the
Lord’s Prayer the Missionaries duetted a hymn while the children stared at me.
When the Missionary put A, B, C on the board the children began squirming out of their desks and pattering
down to the drinking bucket. The dipper registered each drink with a clank when they threw it back. The door
squeaked open and shut all the time, with a second’s pause between opening and closing. Spitting on the floor was
forbidden, so the children went out and spat off the porch. They had not yet mastered the use of the pocket handkerchief so not a second elapsed between sniffs.
Education being well under way, I slipped out to see the village.
When I did not return after the second’s time permitted for spitting, the children began to wriggle from the
desks to the drinking bucket, then to the spitting step, looking for me. Once outside, their little bare feet never
stopped till they had caught me up.
After that I was shut up tight at Toxis until school was well started; then I went to the village, careful to creep
low when passing under the school windows.
On the point at either end of the bay crouched a huddle of houses—large, squat houses made of thick, handhewn cedar planks, pegged and slotted together. They had flat, square fronts. The side walls were made of driftwood. Bark and shakes,\fn{Shingles split from a piece of log usually three or four feet (about one meter) long } weighted with
stones against the wind, were used for roofs. Every house stood separate from the next. Wind roared through narrow spaces between.
Houses and people were alike. Wind, rain, forest and sea had done the same things to both—both were soaked
through and through with sunshine, too.
*
I was shy of the Indians at first. When I knocked at their doors and received no answer I entered their houses
timidly, but I found a grunt of welcome was always waiting inside and that Indians did not knock before entering.
Usually some old crone was squatted on the earth floor, weaving cedar fibre or tatters of old cloth into a mat, her
claw-like fingers twining in and out, in and out, among the strands that were fastened to a crude frame of sticks.
Papooses tumbled around her on the floor for she was papoose-minder as well as mat-maker.
Each of the large houses was the home of several families. The door and the smoke-hole were common to all,
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but each family had its own fire with its own things round it. That was their own home.
The interiors of the great houses were dim. Smoke teased your eyes and throat. The earth floors were not clean.
It amused the Indians to see me unfold my camp stool, and my sketch sack made them curious. When boats, trees,
houses, appeared on the paper, jabbering interest closed me about. I could not understand their talk. One day, by
grin and gesture, I got permission to sketch an old mat-maker. She nodded and I set to work.
Suddenly a cat jumped in through the smoke-hole and leaped down from a rafter on to a pile of loose boxes. As
the clatter of the topple ceased there was a bestial roar, a pile of mats and blankets burst upwards, and a man’s
head came out of them. He shouted and his black eyes snapped at me and the old woman’s smile dried out.
“Klatawa” (Chinook for “Go”) she shouted, and I went. Later, the old wife called to me across the bay, but I
would not heed her call.
“Why did you not reply when old Mrs. Wynook called you?” the Missionary asked.
“She was angry and drove me away.”
“She was calling, ‘Klee Wyck, come back, come back,’ when I heard her.”
“What does ‘Klee Wyck’ mean?”
“I do not know.”
The mission house door creaked open and something looking like a bundle of tired rags tumbled on to the floor
and groaned.
“Why, Mrs. Wynook,” exclaimed the Missionary, “I thought you could not walk!”
The tired old woman leaned forward and began to stroke my skirt.
“What does Klee Wyck mean, Mrs. Wynook?” asked the Missionary.
Mrs. Wynook put her thumbs into the comers of her mouth and stretched them upwards. She pointed at me;
there was a long, guttural jabber in Chinook between her and the Missionary. Finally the Missionary said:
“Klee Wyck is the Indians’ name for you. It means ‘Laughing One.’”
The old woman tried to make the Missionary believe that her husband thought it was I, not the cat, who had
toppled the boxes and woke him, but the Missionary, scenting a lie, asked for “straight talk.” Then Mrs. Wynook
told how the old Indians thought the spirit of a person got caught in a picture of him, trapped there so that, after
the person died, it had to stay in the picture.
“Tell her that I will not make any more pictures of the old people,” I said.
It must have hurt the Indians dreadfully to have the things they had always believed trampled on and torn from
their hugging. Down deep we all hug something. The great forest hugs its silence. The sea and the air hug the
spilled cries of sea-birds. The forest hugs only silence; its birds and even its beasts are mute.
*
When night came down upon Ucluelet the Indian people folded themselves into their houses and slept.
At the Mission House candles were lit. After eating fish, and praying aloud, the Missionaries creaked up the
bare stair, each carrying her own tin candlestick.
I had a cot and scrambled quickly into it. Blindless and carpet- less, it was a bleak bedroom even in summer.
The room was deathly still. Outside, the black forest was still, too, but with a vibrant stillness tense with life.
From my bed I could look one storey higher into the balsam pine. Because of his closeness to me, the pine towered above his fellows, his top tapering to heaven.
*
Every day might have been a Sunday in the Indian village. At Toxis only the seventh day was the Sabbath.
Then the Missionaries conducted service in the school house which had shifted its job to church as the cow’s horn
turned itself into a church bell for the day.
The Indian women with handkerchiefs on their heads, plaid shawls round their shoulders and full skirts billowing about their legs, waddled leisurely towards church. It was very hard for them to squeeze their bodies into the
children’s desks. They took two whole seats each, and even then the squeezing must have hurt.
Women sat on one side of the church. The very few men who came sat on the other. The Missionaries insisted
that men come to church wearing trousers, and that their shirt tails must be tucked inside the trousers. So the
Indian men stayed away.
“Our trespasses” had been dealt with and the hymn, which was generally pitched too high or too low, had at
last hit square, when the door was swung violently back, slopping the drinking bucket.
In the outside sunlight stood old Tanook, shirt tails flapping and legs bare. He entered, strode up the middle of
the room and took the front seat. Quick intakes of horror caught the breath of the women; the Greater Missionary
held on to her note, the Lesser jumped an octave.
A woman in the back seat took off her shawl. From hand to hand it traveled under the desks to the top of the
room, crossed the aisle and passed into the hand of Jimmy John, old Tanook’s nephew, sitting with the men.
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Jimmy John squeezed from his seat and laid the shawl across his uncle’s bare knees.
The Missionary’s address rolled on in choppy Chinook, undertoned by a gentle voice from the back of the
room which told Tanook in pure Indian words what he was to do. With a defiant shake of his wild hair old Tanook got up; twisting the shawl about his middle he marched down the aisles, paused at the pail to take a loud
drink, dashed back the dipper with a clank, and strode out.
The service was over, the people had gone, but a pink print figure sat on in the back seat. Her face was sunk
down on her chest. She was waiting till all were away before she slunk home. It is considered more indecent for
an Indian woman to go shawl-less than for an Indian man to go bare-legged. The woman’s heroic gesture had
saved her husband’s dignity before the Missionaries but had shamed her before her own people.
The Greater Missionary patted the pink shoulder as she passed.
“Brave woman,” said the Greater Missionary, smiling.
*
One day I walked upon a strip of land that belonged to nothing.
The sea soaked it often enough to make it unpalatable to the forest. Roots of trees refused to thrive in its saltiness.
In this place belonging neither to sea nor to land I came upon an old man dressed in nothing but a brief shirt.
He was sawing the limbs from a fallen tree. The swish of the sea tried to drown the purr of his saw. The purr of
the saw tried to sneak back into the forest, but the forest threw it out again into the sea. Sea and forest were
always at this game of toss with noises.
The fallen tree lay crosswise in this “nothing’s place;” it blocked my way. I sat down beside the sawing Indian
and we had dumb talk, pointing to the sun and to the sea, the eagles in the air and the crows on the beach.
Nodding and laughing together I sat and he sawed.
The old man sawed as if aeons of time were before him, and as if all the years behind him had been leisurely
and all the years in front of him would be equally so. There was strength still in his back and limbs but his teeth
were all worn to the gums. The shock of hair that fell to his shoulders was grizzled.
Life had sweetened the old man. He was luscious with time like the end berries of the strawberry season. With
a final grin, I got up and patted his arm—
“Goodbye!”
He patted my hand. When he saw me turn to break through the forest so that I could round his great fallen tree,
he ran and pulled me back, shaking his head and scolding me.
“Swaawa! Hiyu swaawa!”
Swaawa were cougar: the forest was full of these great cats. The Indians forbade their children to go into the
forest, not even into its edge.
I was to them a child, ignorant about the wild things which they knew so well. In these things the Indian could
speak with authority to white people …
91.63 The Quarantine At Alexander Abraham’s\fn{by Lucy Maud Montgomery (1874-1942)} New London, Prince
Edward Island, Canada (F) 8
I refused to take that class in Sunday School the first time I was asked. It was not that I objected to teaching in
the Sunday School. On the contrary, I rather liked the idea; but it was the Rev. Mr. Allan who asked me, and it had
always been a matter of principle with me never to do anything a man asked me to do if I could help it.
I was noted for that.
It saves a great deal of trouble and it simplifies everything beautifully.
I had always disliked men. It must have been born in me, because, as far back as I can remember, an antipathy
to men and dogs was one of my strongest characteristics.
I was noted for that.
My experiences through life only served to deepen it. The more I saw of men, the more I liked cats.
So, of course, when the Rev. Allan asked me if I would consent to take a class in Sunday School I said no in a
fashion calculated to chasten him wholesomely. Had he had sent his wife the first time, as he did the second, it
would have been wiser. People generally do what Mrs. Allan asks them to do because they know it saves time.
Mrs. Allan talked smoothly for half an hour before she mentioned the Sunday School, and paid me several
compliments. Mrs. Allan is famous for her tact. Tact is a faculty for meandering around to a given point instead of
making a bee-line. I have no tact.
I am noted for that.
As soon as Mrs. Allan’s conversation came in sight of the Sunday School, I, who knew all along whither it was
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tending, said, straight out,
“What class do you want me to teach?” Mrs. Allan was so surprised that she forgot to be tactful, and answered
plainly for once in her life,
“There are two classes—one of boys and one of girls—needing a teacher. I have been teaching the girls’ class,
but I shall have to give it up for a little time on account of the baby’s health. You may have your choice, Miss
MacPherson.”
“Then I shall take the boys,” I said decidedly.
I am noted for my decision.
“Since they have to grow up to be men it’s well to train them properly betimes. Nuisances they are bound to
become under any circumstances; but if they are taken in hand young enough they may not grow up to be such
nuisances as they otherwise would and that will be some unfortunate woman’s gain.”
Mrs. Allan looked dubious. I knew she had expected me to choose the girls.
“They are a very wild set of boys,” she said.
“I never knew boys who weren’t,” I retorted.
“I—I—think perhaps you would like the girls best,” said Mrs. Allan hesitatingly.
If it had not been for one thing—which I would never in this world have admitted to Mrs. Allan—I might have
liked the girls’ class best myself. But the truth was, Anne Shirley was in that class; and Anne Shirley was the one
living human being that I was afraid of.
Not that I disliked her. But she had such a habit of asking weird, unexpected questions, which a Philadelphia
lawyer couldn’t answer. Miss Rogerson had that class once and Anne routed her, horse, foot and artillery. I wasn’t
going to undertake a class with a walking interrogation point in it like that.
Besides, I thought Mrs. Allan required a slight snub.
Ministers’ wives are rather apt to think they can run everything and everybody, if they are not wholesomely
corrected now and again.
“It is not what I like best that must be considered, Mrs. Allan,” I said rebukingly. “It is what is best for those
boys. I feel that I shall be best for them.”
“Oh, I’ve no doubt of that, Miss MacPherson,” said Mrs. Allan amiably.
It was a fib for her, minister’s wife though she was. She had doubt. She thought I would be a dismal failure as
teacher of a boys’ class.
*
But I was not. I am not often a dismal failure when I make up my mind to do a thing.
I am noted for that.
“It is wonderful what a reformation you have worked in that class, Miss MacPherson—wonderful,” said the
Rev. Mr. Allan some weeks later. He didn’t mean to show how amazing a thing he thought it that an old maid
noted for being a man-hater should have managed it, but his face betrayed him.
“Where does Jimmy Spencer live?” I asked him crisply. “He came one Sunday three weeks ago and hasn’t
been back since. I mean to find out why.”
Mr. Allan coughed.
“I believe he is hired as handy boy with Alexander Abraham Bennett, out on the White Sands road,” he said.
“Then I am going out to Alexander Abraham Bennett’s on the White Sands road to see why Jimmy Spencer
doesn’t come to Sunday School,” I said firmly.
Mr. Allan’s eye twinkled ever so slightly. I have always insisted that if that man were not a minister he would
have a sense of humor.
“Possibly Mr. Bennett will not appreciate your kind interest! He has—ah—a singular aversion to your sex, I
understand. No woman has ever been known to get inside of Mr. Bennett’s house since his sister died twenty
years ago.
“'Oh, he is the one, is he?” I said, remembering. “He is the woman-hater who threatens that if a woman comes
into his yard he’ll chase her out with a pitchfork. Well, he will not chase me out!”
Mr. Allan gave a chuckle—a ministerial chuckle, but still a chuckle. It irritated me slightly, because it seemed
to imply that he thought Alexander Abraham Bennett would be one too many for me. But I did not show Mr. Allan
that he annoyed me. It is always a great mistake to let a man see that he can vex you.
*
The next afternoon I harnessed my sorrel pony to the buggy and drove down to Alexander Abraham Bennett’s.
As usual, I took William Adolphus with me for company.
William Adolphus is my favorite among my six cats. He is black, with a white dicky and beautiful white paws.
He sat up on the seat beside me and looked far more like a gentleman than many a man I’ve seen in a similar
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position.
Alexander Abraham’s place was about three miles along the White Sands road. I knew the house as soon as I
came to it by its neglected appearance. It needed paint badly; the blinds were crooked and torn; weeds grew up to
the very door. Plainly, there was no woman about that place.
Still, it was a nice house, and the barns were splendid. My father always said that when a man’s barns were
bigger than his house it was a sign that his income exceeded his expenditure. So it was all right that they should
be bigger; but it was all wrong that they should be trimmer and better painted.
Still, thought I, what else could you expect of a woman-hater?
“But Alexander Abraham evidently knows how to run a farm, even if he is a woman-hater,” I remarked to
William Adolphus as I got out and tied the pony to the railing.
I had driven up to the house from the back way and now I was opposite a side door opening on the verandah. I
thought I might as well go to it, so I tucked William Adolphus under my arm and marched up the path. Just as I
was half way up a dog swooped around the front corner and made straight for me. He was the ugliest dog I had
ever seen; and he didn’t even bark—just came silently and speedily on, with a business-like eye.
I never stop to argue matters with a dog that doesn’t bark. I know when discretion is the better part of valor.
Firmly clasping William Adolphus, I ran—not to the door, because the dog was between me and it, but to a big,
low-branching cherry tree at the back corner of the house. I reached it in time and no more. First thrusting
William Adolphus on to a limb above my head, I scrambled up into that blessed tree without stopping to think
how it might look to Alexander Abraham if he happened to be watching.
My time for reflection came when I found myself perched half way up the tree with William Adolphus beside
me. William Adolphus was quite calm and unruffled. I can hardly say with truthfulness that I was. On the contrary, I admit that I felt considerably upset.
The dog was sitting on his haunches on the ground below, watching us, and it was quite plain to be seen, from
his leisurely manner, that it was not his busy day. He bared his teeth and growled when he caught my eye.
“You look like a woman-hater’s dog,” I told him. I meant it for an insult; but the beast took it for a compliment.
Then I set myself to solving the question, “How am I to get out of this predicament?”
It did not seem easy to solve it.
“Shall I scream, William Adolphus?” I demanded of that intelligent animal.
William Adolphus shook his head. This is a fact. And I agreed with him.
“No, I shall not scream, William Adolphus,” I said. “There is probably no one to hear me except Alexander
Abraham, and I have my painful doubts about his tender mercies. Now, it is impossible to go down. Is it, then,
William Adolphus, possible to go up?”
I looked up. Just above my head was an open window with a tolerably stout branch extending right across it.
“Shall we try that way, William Adolphus?” I asked.
William Adolphus, wasting no words, began to climb the tree. I followed his example. The dog ran in circles
about the tree and looked things not lawful to be uttered. It probably would have been a relief to him to bark if it
hadn’t been so against his principles.
*
I got in by the window easily enough, and found myself in a bedroom the like of which for disorder and dust
and general awfulness I had never seen in all my life. But I did not pause to take in details. With William
Adolphus under my arm I marched downstairs, fervently hoping I should meet no one on the way.
I did not. The hall below was empty and dusty. I opened the first door I came to and walked boldly in.
A man was sitting by the window, looking moodily out. I should have known him for Alexander Abraham
anywhere. He had just the same uncared-for, ragged appearance that the house had; and yet, like the house, it
seemed that he would not be bad looking if he were trimmed up a little. His hair looked as if it had never been
combed, and his whiskers were wild in the extreme.
He looked at me with blank amazement in his countenance.
“Where is Jimmy Spencer?” I demanded. “I have come to see him.”
“How did he ever let you in?” asked the man, staring at me.
“He didn’t let me in,” I retorted. “He chased me all over the lawn, and I only saved myself from being torn
piecemeal by scrambling up a tree. You ought to be prosecuted for keeping such a dog! Where is Jimmy?”
Instead of answering Alexander Abraham began to laugh in a most unpleasant fashion.
“Trust a woman for getting into a man’s house if she had made up her mind to,” he said disagreeably.
Seeing that it was his intention to vex me I remained cool and collected.
“Oh, I wasn’t particular about getting into your house, Mr. Bennett,” I said calmly. “I had but little choice in
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the matter. It was get in lest a worse fate befall me. It was not you or your house I wanted to see—although I
admit that it is worth seeing if a person is anxious to find out how dirty a place can be. It was Jimmy. For the third
and last time—where is Jimmy?”
“Jimmy is not here,” said Mr. Bennett gruffly—but not quite so assuredly. “He left last week and hired with a
man over at Newbridge.”
“In that case,” I said, picking up William Adolphus, who had been exploring the room with a disdainful air, “I
won’t disturb you any longer. I shall go.”
“Yes, I think it would be the wisest thing,” said Alexander Abraham—not disagreeably this time, but reflectively, as if there was some doubt about the matter. “I’ll let you out by the back door. Then the—ahem!—the dog
will not interfere with you. Please go away quietly and quickly.”
I wondered if Alexander Abraham thought I would go away with a whoop. But I said nothing, thinking this the
most dignified course of conduct, and I followed him out to the kitchen as quickly and quietly as he could have
wished.
Such a kitchen!
Alexander Abraham opened the door—which was locked—just as a buggy containing two men drove into the
yard.
“Too late!” he exclaimed in a tragic tone.
*
I understood that something dreadful must have happened, but I did not care, since, as I fondly supposed, it did
not concern me. I pushed out past Alexander Abraham—who was looking as guilty as if he had been caught burglarizing—and came face to face with the man who had sprung from the buggy. It was old Dr. Blair, from Carmody, and he was looking at me as if he had found me shoplifting.
“My dear Peter,” he said gravely, “I am very sorry to see you here—very sorry indeed.”
I admit that this exasperated me. Besides, no man on earth, not even my old family doctor, has any right to
“My dear Peter” me!
“There is no loud call for sorrow, doctor,” I said loftily. “If a woman, forty-eight years of age, a member of the
Presbyterian Church in good and regular standing, cannot call upon one of her Sunday School scholars without
wrecking all the proprieties, how old must she be before she can?”
The doctor did not answer my question. Instead, he looked reproachfully at Alexander Abraham.
“Is this how you keep your word, Mr. Bennett?” he said. “I thought that you promised me that you would not
let anyone into the house.”
“I didn’t let her in,” growled Mr. Bennett. “Good heavens, man, she climbed in at an upstairs window, despite
the presence on my grounds of a policeman and a dog! What is to be done with a woman like that?”
“I do not understand what all this means,” I said, addressing myself to the doctor and ignoring Alexander Abraham entirely, “but if my presence here is so extremely inconvenient to all concerned you can soon be relieved of
it. I am going at once.”
“I am very sorry, my dear Peter,” said the doctor impressively, “but that is just what I cannot allow you to do.
This house is under quarantine for smallpox. You will have to stay here.”
Smallpox!
For the first and last time in my life I openly lost my temper with a man. I wheeled furiously upon Alexander
Abraham.
“Why didn’t you tell me?” I cried.
“Tell you!” he said, glaring at me. “When I first saw you it was too late to tell you. I thought the kindest thing I
could do was to hold my tongue and let you get away in happy ignorance. This will teach you to take a man’s
house by storm, madam!”
“Now, now, don’t quarrel, my good people,” interposed the doctor seriously—but I saw a twinkle in his eye.
“You’ll have to spend some time together under the same roof and you won’t improve the situation by
disagreeing.
“You see, Peter, it was this way. Mr. Bennett was in town yesterday—where, as you are aware, there is a bad
outbreak of smallpox—and took dinner in a boarding-house where one of the maids was ill. Last night she
developed unmistakable symptoms of smallpox. The Board of Health at once got after all the people who were in
the house yesterday, so far as they could locate them, and put them under quarantine. I came down here this morning and explained the matter to Mr. Bennett. I brought Jeremiah Jeffries to guard the front of the house and Mr.
Bennett gave me his word of honor that he would not let anyone in by the back way while I went to get another
policeman and make all the necessary arrangements.
“I have brought Thomas Wright and have secured the services of another man to attend to Mr. Bennett’s barn
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work and bring provisions to the house. Jacob Green and Cleophas Lee will watch at night. I don’t think there is
much danger of Mr. Bennett’s taking the smallpox, but until we are sure you must remain here, Peter.”
While listening to the doctor I had been thinking. It was the most distressing predicament I had ever got into in
my life, but there was no sense in making it worse.
“Very well, doctor,” I said calmly. “Yes, I was vaccinated a month ago, when the news of the smallpox first
came. When you go back through Avonlea kindly go to Sarah Pye and ask her to live in my house during my
absence and look after things, especially the cats. Tell her to give them new milk twice a day and a square inch of
butter apiece once a week. Get her to put my two dark print wrappers, some aprons, and some changes of underclothing in my third best valise and have it sent down to me. My pony is tied out there to the fence. Please take
him home. That is all, I think.”
“No, it isn’t all,” said Alexander Abraham grumpily. “Send that cat home, too. I won’t have a cat around the
place—I’d rather have the smallpox.”
I looked Alexander Abraham over gradually, in a way I have, beginning at his feet and traveling up to his head.
I took my time over it; and then I said, very quietly,
“You may have both. Anyway, you’ll have to have William Adolphus. He is under quarantine as well as you
and I. Do you suppose I am going to have my cat ranging at large through Avonlea, scattering smallpox germs
among innocent people? I’ll have to put up with that dog of yours. You will have to endure William Adolphus.”
Alexander Abraham groaned, but I could see that the way I had looked him over had chastened him considerably.
*
The doctor drove away, and I went into the house, not choosing to linger outside and be grinned at by Thomas
Wright. I hung my coat up in the hall and laid my bonnet carefully on the sitting-room table, having first dusted a
clean place for it with my handkerchief. I longed to fall upon that house at once and clean it up, but I had to wait
until the doctor came back with my wrapper. I could not clean house in my new suit and a silk shirtwaist.
Alexander Abraham was sitting on a chair looking at me. Presently he said,
“I am not curious—but will you kindly tell me why the doctor called you Peter?”
“Because that is my name, I suppose,” I answered, shaking up a cushion for William Adolphus and thereby
disturbing the dust of years.
Alexander Abraham coughed gently.
“Isn’t that—ahem!—rather a peculiar name for a woman?”
“It is,” I said, wondering how much soap, if any, there was in the house.
“I am not curious,” said Alexander Abraham, “but would you mind telling me how you came to be called Peter?”
“If I had been a boy my parents intended to call me Peter in honor of a rich uncle. When I—fortunately—
turned out to be a girl my mother insisted that I should be called Angelina. They gave me both names and called
me Angelina, but as soon as I grew old enough I decided to be called Peter. It was bad enough, but not so bad as
Angelina.”
“I should say it was more appropriate,” said Alexander Abraham, intending, as I perceived, to be disagreeable.
“Precisely,” I agreed calmly. “My last name is MacPherson, and I live in Avonlea. As you are not curious, that
will be all the information you will need about me.”
“Oh!” Alexander Abraham looked as if a light had broken in on him. “I’ve heard of you. You—ah—pretend to
dislike men.”
Pretend! Goodness only knows what would have happened to Alexander Abraham just then if a diversion had
not taken place. But the door opened and a dog came in: the dog. I suppose he had got tired waiting under the
cherry tree for William Adolphus and me to come down. He was even uglier indoors than out.
“Oh, Mr. Riley, Mr. Riley, see what you have let me in for,” said Alexander Abraham reproachfully.
But Mr. Riley—since that was the brute’s name—paid no attention to Alexander Abraham. He had caught sight
of William Adolphus curled up on the cushion, and he started across the room to investigate him. William
Adolphus sat up and began to take notice.
“Call off that dog,” I said warningly to Alexander Abraham. ]
“Call him off yourself,” he retorted. “Since you’ve brought that cat here you can protect him.”
“Oh, it wasn’t for William Adolphus’ sake I spoke,” I said pleasantly. “William Adolphus can protect himself.”
William Adolphus could and did. He humped his back, flattened his ears, swore once, and then made a flying
leap for Mr. Riley. William Adolphus landed squarely on Mr. Riley’s brindled back and promptly took fast hold,
spitting and clawing and caterwauling.
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You never saw a more astonished dog than Mr. Riley. With a yell of terror he bolted out to the kitchen, out of
the kitchen into the hall, through the hall into the room, and so into the kitchen and round again. With each circuit
he went faster and faster, until he looked like a brindled streak with a dash of black and white on top. Such a
racket and commotion I never heard, and I laughed until the tears came into my eyes. Mr. Riley flew around and
around, and William Adolphus held on grimly and clawed.
Alexander Abraham turned purple with rage.
“Woman, call off that infernal cat before he kills my dog,” he shouted, above the din of yelps and yowls.
“Oh, he won’t kill him,” I said reassuringly, “and he’s going too fast to hear me if I did call him. If you can
stop the dog, Mr. Bennett, I’ll guarantee to make William Adolphus listen to reason, but there’s no use trying to
argue with a lightning flash.”
Alexander Abraham made a frantic lunge at the brindled streak as it whirled past him, with the result that he
overbalanced himself and went sprawling on the floor with a crash. I ran to help him up, which only seemed to
enrage him further.
“Woman,” he spluttered viciously, “I wish you and your fiend of a cat were in—in—”
“In Avonlea,” I finished quickly, to save Alexander Abraham from committing profanity.
“So do I, Mr. Bennett, with all my heart. But since we are not, let us make the best of it like sensible people.
And in future you will kindly remember that my name is Miss MacPherson, not Woman!”
With this the end came and I was thankful, for the noise those two animals made was so terrific that I expected
the policeman would be rushing in, smallpox or no smallpox, to see if Alexander Abraham and I were trying to
murder each other. Mr. Riley suddenly veered in his mad career and bolted into a dark corner between the stove
and the wood-box. William Adolphus let go just in time.
There never was any more trouble with Mr. Riley after that. A meeker, more thoroughly chastened dog you
could not find. William Adolphus had the best of it and he kept it.
*
Seeing that things had calmed down and that it was five o’clock I decided to get tea. I told Alexander Abraham
that I would prepare it, if he would show me where the eatables were.
“You needn’t mind,” said Alexander Abraham. “I’ve been in the habit of getting my own tea for twenty years.”
“I daresay. But you haven’t been in the habit of getting mine,” I said firmly. “I wouldn’t eat anything you
cooked if I starved to death. If you want some occupation you’d better get some salve and anoint the scratches on
that poor dog’s back.”
Alexander Abraham said something that I prudently did not hear. Seeing that he had no information to hand
out I went on an exploring expedition into the pantry.
The place was awful beyond description, and for the first time a vague sentiment of pity for Alexander Abraham glimmered in my breast. When a man had to live in such surroundings the wonder was, not that he hated women, but that he didn’t hate the whole human race.
But I got up a supper somehow.
I am noted for getting up suppers.
The bread was from the Carmody bakery and I made good tea and excellent toast; besides, I found a can of
peaches in the pantry which, as they were bought, I wasn’t afraid to eat.
That tea and toast mellowed Alexander Abraham in spite of himself. He ate the last crust, and didn’t growl
when I gave William Adolphus all the cream that was left.
Mr. Riley did not seem to want anything. He had no appetite.
By this time the doctor’s boy had arrived with my valise. Alexander Abraham gave me quite civilly to understand that there was a spare room across the hall and that I might take possession of it. I went to it and put on a
wrapper. There was a set of fine furniture in the room, and a comfortable bed. But the dust! William Adolphus had
followed me in and his paws left marks everywhere he walked.
“Now,” I said briskly, returning to the kitchen, “I’m going to clean up and I shall begin with this kitchen. You’d
better betake yourself to the sitting-room, Mr. Bennett, so as to be out of the way.”
Alexander Abraham glared at me.
“I’m not goin’ to have my house meddled with,” he snapped. “It suits me. If you don’t like It you can leave it.”
“No, I can’t. That is just the trouble,” I said pleasantly. “If I could leave it I shouldn’t be here for a minute.
Since I can’t, it simply has to be cleaned. I can tolerate men arid dogs when I am compelled to, but I cannot and
will not tolerate dirt and disorder. Go into the sitting-room.”
Alexander Abraham went. As he closed the door, I heard him say, in capitals:
“WHAT AN AWFUL WOMAN!”
I cleaned that kitchen and the pantry adjoining. It was ten o’clock when I got through, and Alexander Abraham
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had gone to bed without deigning further speech. I locked Mr. Riley in one room and William Adolphus in another
and went to bed, too.
*
I had never felt so dead tired in my life before. It had been a hard day. But I got up bright and early the next
morning and got a tiptop breakfast, which Alexander Abraham condescended to eat. When the provision man
came into the yard I called to him from the window to bring me a box of soap in the afternoon, and then I tackled
the sitting-room.
It took me the best part of a week to get that house in order, but I did it thoroughly.
I am noted for doing things thoroughly.
At the end of the time it was clean from garret to cellar. Alexander Abraham made no comments on my operations, though he groaned loud and often, and said caustic things to poor Mr. Riley, who hadn’t the spirit to answer
back after his drubbing by William Adolphus.
I made allowances for Alexander Abraham because his vaccination had taken and his arm was real sore; and I
cooked elegant meals, not having much else to do, once I had got things scoured up. The house was full of provisions—Alexander Abraham wasn’t mean about such things, I will say that for him.
Altogether, I was more comfortable than I had expected to be. When Alexander Abraham wouldn’t talk I let
him alone; and when he would I just said as sarcastic things as he did, only I said them smiling and pleasant. I
could see he had a wholesome awe of me.
But now and then he seemed to forget his disposition and talked like a human being. We had one or two real
interesting conversations. Alexander Abraham was an intelligent man, though he had got terribly warped. I told
him once I thought he must have been nice when he was a boy.
*
One day he astonished me by appearing at the dinner table with his hair brushed and a white collar on. We had
a tiptop dinner that day, and I had made a pudding that was far too good for a woman hater. When Alexander Abraham had disposed of two large platefuls of it, he sighed and said,
“You can certainly cook. It’s a pity you are such a detestable crank in other respects.”
“It’s kind of convenient being a crank,” I said. “People are careful how they meddle with you. Haven’t you
found that out in your own experience?”
“I am not a crank,” growled Alexander Abraham resentfully. “All I ask is to be let alone.”
“That’s the very crankiest kind of a crank,” I said. “A person who wants to be let alone flies in the face of Providence, who decreed that folks for their own good were not to be let alone. But cheer up, Mr. Bennett. The quarantine will be up on Tuesday and then you’ll certainly be let alone for the rest of your natural life, as far as
William Adolphus and I are concerned.
“You may then return to your wallowing in the mire and be as dirty and comfortable as of yore.”
Alexander Abraham growled again. The prospect didn’t seem to cheer him up as much as I should have expected. Then he did an amazing thing. He poured some cream into a saucer and set it down before William Adolphus.
William Adolphus lapped it up, keeping one eye on Alexander Abraham lest the latter should change his mind.
Not to be outdone, I handed Mr. Riley a bone.
*
Neither Alexander Abraham nor I had worried much about the smallpox. We didn’t believe he would take it,
for he hadn’t even seen the girl who was sick. But the very next morning I heard him calling me from the upstairs
landing.
“Miss MacPherson,” he said in a voice so uncommonly mild that it gave me an uncanny feeling, “what are the
symptoms of smallpox?”
“Chills and flushes, pain in the limbs and back, nausea and vomiting,” I answered promptly, for I had been
reading them up in a patent medicine almanac.
“I’ve got them all,” said Alexander Abraham hollowly.
I didn’t feel as much scared as I should have expected. After enduring a woman-hater and a brindled dog and
the early disorder of that house—and coming off best with all three—smallpox seemed rather insignificant. I went
to the window and called to Thomas Wright to send for the doctor.
The doctor came down from Alexander Abraham’s room looking grave.
“It’s impossible to pronounce on the disease yet,” he said. “There is no certainty until the eruption appears.
But, of course, there is every likelihood that it is the smallpox. It is very unfortunate. I am afraid that it will be
difficult to get a nurse. All the nurses in town who will take smallpox cases are over-busy now, for the epidemic is
still raging there. However, I’ll go into town tonight and do my best. Meanwhile, as Mr. Bennett does not require
any attendance at present, you must not go near him, Peter.”
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I wasn’t going to take orders from any man, and as soon as the doctor had gone I marched straight up to Alexander Abraham’s room with some dinner for him on a tray. There was a lemon cream I thought he could eat even
if he had the smallpox.
“You shouldn’t come near me,” he growled. “You are risking your life.”
“I am not going to see a fellow creature starve to death, even if he is a man,” I retorted.
“The worst of it all,” groaned Alexander Abraham, between mouthfuls of lemon cream, “is that the doctor says
I’ve got to have a nurse. I’ve got so kind of used to you being in the house that I don’t mind you, but the thought
of another woman coming here is too much. Did you give my poor dog anything to eat?”
“He has had a better dinner than many a Christian,” I said severely. Alexander Abraham need not have worried
about another woman coming in. The doctor came back that night with care on his brow.
“I don’t know what is to be done,” he said. “I can’t get a soul to come here.”
“I shall nurse Mr. Bennett,” I said with dignity. “It is my duty and I never shirk my duty.
“I am noted for that.
“He is a man, and he has smallpox, and he keeps a vile dog; but I am not going to see him die for lack of care
for all that.”
“You’re a good soul, Peter,” said the doctor, looking relieved, manlike, as soon as he found a woman to shoulder the responsibility.
*
I nursed Alexander Abraham through the smallpox, and I didn’t mind it much. He was much more amiable sick
than well, and he had the disease in a very mild form.
Below stairs I reigned supreme and Mr. Riley and William Adolphus lay down together like the lion and the
lamb. I fed Mr. Riley regularly, and once, seeing him looking lonesome, I patted him gingerly. It was nicer than I
thought it would be. Mr. Riley lifted his head and looked at me with an expression in his eyes which cured me of
wondering why on earth Alexander Abraham was so fond of the beast.
When Alexander Abraham was able to sit up he began to make up for the time he’d lost being pleasant. Anything more sarcastic than that man in his convalescence you couldn’t imagine. I just laughed at him, having found
out that that could be depended on to irritate him.
To irritate him still further I cleaned the house all over again. But what vexed him most of all was that Mr.
Riley took to following me about and wagging what he had of a tail at me.
“It wasn’t enough that you should come into my peaceful home and turn it upside down, but you have to
alienate the affections of my dog,” complained Alexander Abraham.
“He’ll get fond of you again when I go home,” I said comfortingly. “Dogs aren’t very particular that way. What
they want is bones. Cats now, they love disinterestedly. William Adolphus has never swerved in his alle-giance to
me, although you do give him cream in the pantry on the sly.”
Alexander Abraham looked foolish. He hadn’t thought I knew that.
*
I didn’t take the smallpox and in another week the doctor came out and sent the policeman home. I was
disinfected and William Adolphus was fumigated, and then we were free to go.
“Good-bye, Mr. Bennett,” I said, offering to shake hands in a forgiving spirit. “I’ve no doubt that you are glad
to be rid of me, but you are no gladder than I am to go. I suppose this house will be dirtier than ever in a month’s
time, and Mr. Riley will have discarded the little polish his manners have taken on. Reformation with men and
dogs never goes very deep.”
With this Parthian shaft I walked out of the house, supposing that I had seen the last of it and Alexander
Abraham.
*
I was glad to get back home, of course; but it did seem queer and lonesome. The cats hardly knew me, and
William Adolphus roamed about forlornly and appeared to feel like an exile. I didn’t take as much pleasure in
cooking as usual, for it seemed kind of foolish to be fussing over oneself. The sight of a bone made me think of
poor Mr. Riley.
The neighbors avoided me pointedly, for they couldn’t get rid of the fear that I might erupt into smallpox at
any moment.
My Sunday School class had been given to another woman, and altogether I felt as if I didn’t belong anywhere.
I had existed like this for a fortnight when Alexander Abraham suddenly appeared. He walked in one evening
at dusk, but at first sight I didn’t know him he was so spruced and barbered up. But William Adolphus knew him.
Will you believe it, William Adolphus, my own William Adolphus, rubbed up against that man’s trouser leg with
an undisguised purr of satisfaction.
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“I had to come, Angelina,” said Alexander Abraham. “I couldn’t stand it any longer.”
“My name is Peter,” I said coldly, although I was feeling ridiculously glad about something.
“It isn’t,” said Alexander Abraham stubbornly. “It is Angelina for me, and always will be. I shall never call you
Peter. Angelina just suits you exactly; and Angelina Bennett would suit you still better.
“You must come back, Angelina. Mr. Riley is moping for you, and I can’t get along without somebody to appreciate my sarcasms, now that you have accustomed me to the luxury.”
“What about the other five cats?” I demanded.
Alexander Abraham sighed.
“I suppose they’ll have to come too,” he sighed, “though no doubt they’ll chase poor Mr. Riley clean off the
premises. But I can live without him, and I can’t without you. How soon can you be ready to marry me?”
“I haven’t said that I was going to marry you at all, have I?” I said tartly, just to be consistent. For I wasn’t
feeling tart.
“No, but you will, won’t you?” said Alexander Abraham anxiously. “Because if you won’t, I wish you’d let me
die of the smallpox. Do, dear Angelina.”
To think that a man should dare to call me his “dear Angelina!” And to think that I shouldn’t mind!
“Where I go, William Adolphus goes,” I said, “but I shall give away the other five cats for—for the sake of Mr.
Riley.”
54.130 Excerpt from Andy Breaks Trail: “Blue Arrow And The Outlaws”\fn{by Constance Lindsay Skinner (18791939)} “at her father’s fur trading post in British Columbia,” Canada (F) 5
… That afternoon Lachlan lay in the doorway of the dining tent, looking out on the mild day and the shining
snow. Most of the well-fed diners had departed to their various tasks and amusements. The little group of gossips
inside was composed of Meriwether Lewis, just returned that morning from St. Louis, William Clark, Silent Scot,
Tuleko, Blue Arrow, Barking Water, Daniel Boone, and the two trappers from Missouri who had accompanied
Boone on his visit.
Though Daniel maintained that he had come to the Illinois camp for no other purpose than to taste the farfamed cooking of Barking Water, he had really come to buy powder and lead for bullets, and six new rifles, from
the expedition’s stores, for himself and other hunters in La Charette. The two trappers, Biddle and Smith, had accompanied him to help carry the load home.
Lewis was telling Boone anecdotes of his former chief, Thomas Jefferson. But Lachlan’s attention wandered
under the spell of an old dream. Behind the tent there was a tall tree. Now it threw its lone blue shadow on the
snow. That single shadow roused a keen memory in the lad, who had once been the adopted son of Alexander
McGillivray, the dread White Leader of the Creeks.
It brought back to him the day when White Alex’s shadow had fallen across the garden grass in New Orleans
just after Alex had learned that Lachlan Chate was not in sympathy with him and his Spanish allies in their intent
to massacre the Tennessee settlers.
Lachlan had waited breathlessly, looking not at the White Leader but at his shadow, to hear whether he,
Lachlan, was to live or die. Strangely now, here in the Illinois camp, this one innocent tree shadow on the snow
seemed prophetic of danger. Perhaps, he thought, the odd feeling it gave him was really due to the fact that Blue
Arrow was putting the finishing touches with his knife to a blowgun. It was Gypsy John, the Venezuelan, a conspicuous figure in their lives in those perilous days, who had taught Blue Arrow how to make and use the silent,
deadly blow-gun invented by the Indians of his native jungles. And, in that same New Orleans garden, Blue Arrow had used it to kill, silently, the Spanish agent who held his pistol at Lachlan’s breast.
Yes, he argued, it must be the blowgun in Blue Arrow’s hands which, by waking old memories, made a tree
shadow seem to advance before the sun with a threat, here where all was clear and peaceful. With a determined
effort he cast off the spell, and listened to the other men’s conversation. Boone was talking now, about Pasky’s
band.
“It would be a good thing fer us an’ t’other scattered settlers an’ hunters, Cap’n Lewis, if you an’ William was
ter send out a score o’ yer men ter hunt down that wolf, Pasky, an’ his pack of outlaws, thieves, an’ murderers.
Both Biddle an’ Smith’s suffered from Pasky. Had their traps robbed. An’ Smith was shot at from behind a tree.”
“Missed me, by good luck,” Smith said, grinning. He was a short, thickset man, very dark and heavily bearded.
When he laughed, which was often, he showed all his gleaming white teeth. While he had been in camp, Lachlan
and his cousin Andy had done their best to amuse him because they thought his way of laughing the funniest thing
they had ever seen.
When Smith laughed his big mouth opened wide; he shook, doubled up, slapped his thighs, and made no other
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sound. It was a noiseless laugh. The cousins were delighted with it. Tuleko imitated it on the sly.
Barking Water, whose real name was Wewoca, saw a resemblance between Smith’s antics and the sacred performances of a medicine man. He thought Smith sacrilegious and thoroughly disapproved of him.
Blue Arrow disliked him. It was rather a habit of Blue Arrow’s to dislike strangers. There was nothing out of
the way about Biddle. Nobody paid much attention to him. Smith talked for both.
“Well, we’d like to help the settlers,” Clark said. “But we can’t undertake to hunt down outlaws, and maybe
lose some of the good men we’ve picked for the long trail to Oregon. Who is Pasky? Did he ever live in La Charette, or anywhere in Missouri?”
“Not so far as I know,” replied Boone. “They think mebbe he’s a Spanish feller from down the river some
place. We’ve got too few men in La Charette ter risk any of ’em in searchin’ the wilderness fer Pasky’s hangout.”
“Biddle an’ me reckons his hangout is quite a piece north,” said Smith. “Yer know our cabin, Dan’l. It’s hid
pretty well. But if Pasky’d come as far down as that, he’d likely have found it.”
“If he’d found it, an’ us inside it, we wouldn’t be settin’ here,” said Biddle. “He’s got a habit of sneakin’ up ter
a cabin, or a huntin’ shelter, an’ shootin’ the men through the chinks in the walls. It’s their guns an’ powder he’s
after, of course. H’s got ter git powder an’ lead fer his men; an’ more guns is always useful, too.”
“What are ye roarin’ about now, so loud an’ silent?” Andy demanded of Smith, with a laugh. Smith slapped his
thighs.
“Pasky always sets me laughin’ this way. He’s got all the settlers an’ the hunters scared blue in the face; takes
what he happens ter want from everybody—includin’ their lives.” Smith doubled up at that.
“An’ nobody ever gits the joke on him. I’m gittin’ ter believe I’m the only boy that’ll ever do it. Maybe
because his name don’t scare me! Yeh. This feller Pasky’s got me thinkin’ about him.”
“Hasn’t anybody ever seen him?” Lewis asked.
“I guess so,” said Boone. “But they don’t ever come back to tell about him. He’s a killer. I believe men like
Pasky are crazy.”
“He must have belonged to a settlement once, unless he is a renegade who has been living with Indians.”
Lewis tossed a bone to Wolf; the dog crouched beside Wewoca.
“Well, it would be hard to trace him,” Clark put in, “unless a posse was formed and made Pasky their special
business. All the settlers in this territory spend half the year hunting and trapping. They come into the settlements
for their powder, or else they get it in St. Louis when they go down to market their furs. Some of those hunters,
who seem to be peaceable men for a month or two in a settlement, may be Pasky and his band when they get out
into the wilds.”
“That’s what Smith says,” said Biddle.
“Yeh,” Boone nodded. “My son, Nathan, didn’t want me ter come here fer the powder. But when Biddle an’
Smith said they’d come along, I told Nathan he’d have ter be jedge an’ mayor in my place—what yer call actin’
magistrate—as I considered it my official duty ter git the powder an’ some o’ Wewoca’s cookin’.”
“Are ye a magistrate, Mister Colonel Boone?” Silent Scot asked respectfully.
“Yeh.” The old scout’s eyes twinkled. He brought out his wallet and carefully abstracted two folded pieces of
paper from it.
“This hyar paper,” he held up one, “is near fallin’ ter dust.” He handed it to Lewis.
“It’s my commission as a British officer from Lord Dunmore way back in the war with the Shawanos. The year
yer was born, Cap’n Lewis! When I was taken prisoner, years after, by British Indians an’ haled off ter Detroit, the
British governor thar paid me a lot o’ respect after he seen that paper.” He chuckled.
“Now this, hyar,” said Boone, passing Lewis the other, “is a copy of a letter the new French governor of Upper
Louisiana writ ter the American Commissioner, tellin’ him the United States better keep me in office fer the good
o’ the country. See what he says? An’ when the Spanish owned La Charette, afore turnin’ it over ter the French,
the Spaniard, who was governor, said about the same thing. Ain’t any old hunter in the wilderness that’s stood
higher with more furren powers than old Dan’l Boone!”
He chuckled again. Smith shook with soundless laughter.
Lewis unfolded the paper and scanned it. “Listen, boys,” he said, and read aloud:
Mr. Boone is a respectable old man, just and impartial.
He has already, since I appointed him, offered his resignation, owing to his infirmities.
Believing I know his probity, I have induced him to remain, in view of my confidence in him,
for the public good.
“That’s fine, Colonel, but deserved.”
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“I don’t like that about infirmities, Daniel,” said Clark. “I didn’t know you’d been sick.”
“Ain’t. Them’s the infirmities seizes on me worse’n the cramps every huntin’ season, an’ makes me wild ter
step out in the woods, a free man. ’Stead o’ havin' ter set ter home an’ cut an’ trim hickory rods fer the backs o’
foolish men that don’t know enough ter keep the peace an’ do their work honest till I’ve thrashed ’em. Yeh. I’m
the lawgiver in La Charette over in Mizzoura. An’ the law is hickory. But my infirmities didn’t git me let loose. So
I took a trip, anyhow. Only I call it the official expedition of a magistrate’s goin’ fer powder.”
The men shouted with laughter.
*
The next morning Daniel Boone started homeward with the guns and ammunition for the settlers of La Charette. Lewis had decided to make the trip with him, chiefly because he wanted to escape as much of the boredom of
the camp as possible. Clark agreed cheerfully to his going. Clark was never bored anywhere.
Lewis chose young Lachlan and young Andy to accompany him. Tuleko, of course, went with Andy. But,
much to Blue Arrow’s disgust, Lachlan told him to stay in camp and keep his eye on Barking Water. Wewoca had
exhibited some dangerous powers of imagination lately and Lachlan feared what he might do next.
The party was to spend the night in the shelter belonging to Biddle and Smith. With the assistance of the cousins and Tuleko, the two hunters would be able to get their store of deer hides out of the cache and take them to La
Charette. Biddle and Smith said that the cache, as well as their brush cabin, was well hidden, but Pasky had a gift
for discovering caches of furs.
“Seems ter smell ’em like a fox,” said Smith, with one of his soundless laughs.
Blue Arrow told his troubles sulkily to Wewoca, who was the cause of them. Barking Water’s indignation
knew no bounds.
“The spirits are even angrier than I am,” he said, his eyes rolling and flaming. “But we forgive Lachlan Chate
because he is a white man and therefore not very intelligent. What will you do?”
“I will follow them,” said Blue Arrow, “but I will not let them know it until we reach La Charette. They are
seven who go. But only four will return; and four are not enough if bad men are in that territory. It will be better
to have me also for the journey home. Especially as, on the way there, while I am following along, I shall look
about carefully for signs of this bad man called Pasky, and his braves.”
“I will give you some marvelous food to take on your journey,” said Barking Water, “and I will also give you
the protection of the spirits. If you taste any new food in that village, bring me the recipe.”
*
Blue Arrow gave the men two hours’ start and then slipped out of camp on their trail. He had his rifle, hunting
knife, and tomahawk, as a matter of course. He also took the blowgun, strung on his back, and a score of darts. He
might want to shoot something on the trip, and he could not use his rifle lest Boone’s party hear the shot and
investigate. Lachlan would be angry and would send him home. Blue Arrow intended to go to La Charette.
As sunset neared, he quickened his pace. Blue Arrow was a swift traveler and he carried no load. Just before
dusk he caught sight of the party crossing an open stretch. An hour or so later, he discovered Smith and Biddle’s
hunting shelter. It was well hidden in the thick brush of a small ravine. Men could easily pass close to it, in going
down the bank, and not see it. In following snowshoe or moccasin tracks, they could lose them here and have no
idea where to look for them.
Blue Arrow, not yet ready to announce his arrival, observed the shelter thoughtfully and had a better opinion of
the men who made it. The clever disposal of brush and logs gave it the appearance of being only a thicker tangle
in the undergrowth. He questioned whether he would have found it in daylight. It was the glimmer of the light
inside which had revealed it to him now.
He sat down to rest and to think. He had caught up with the party; but what had he better do now? Make his
presence known? It would be pleasanter to spend the night in the shelter with the others. Even though there was
no roof except interlaced pine boughs, it must be much warmer in there. Hides suspended inside the brush walls
took the edge off the chill wind, and evidently a small fire was burning.
It would be nicer to sleep there than outside in the forest. But, when morning came, would he be allowed to go
on to La Charette? If he had only Lachlan to deal with, he could probably persuade him. But there was Lewis, a
disciplinarian.
It was almost a certainty that Lewis would order him back to Wood River. How inviting the dim glow of fire
looked! Before he found himself a safe cold spot to sleep in, he would creep close enough to peep into the shelter,
at least, and see what amusing things the men were doing in which he could not share.
*
He took off his snowshoes and propped them against a tree, with his rifle beside them. The brush was too thick
about the shelter for him to get through it on snowshoes. He had put his rifle by because he needed his hands to
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part the twigs and boughs before him so that his body could slip through noiselessly.
Slowly and carefully, he moved over the few yards down to the camp.
The deerskin blankets, which had been hung to add warmth and to help shut out the light wind, did not overlap
all the way up. Presently Blue Arrow found a wide chink in the brush wall where they parted. Now he had a good
view of the group inside.
To his surprise he saw two strangers there. They looked very much like any of the hunters and trappers of that
region. Lachlan, Boone, and Lewis were sitting close together against the brush wall on a bed platform made of
logs covered with pine boughs. Andy and Tuleko squatted on the ground in front of them near the fire. Smith was
perched on a stump at Andy’s left, a little distance from him. The strangers sat on the ground on the opposite side
of the fire from Andy and Tuleko. Biddle was stacking the rifles against the wall behind them.
“Never mind about my gun,” said Boone, waving off Biddle’s offer to relieve him of it. “I kinder like ter set
an’ nurse it this way. Contracted the habit in my infancy an’ they never could cure me of it.”
Blue Arrow did not follow the words precisely, though he understood the white man’s tongue fairly well, even
if he rarely cared to speak it. He preferred to say whatever he had to say in Creek to Lachlan and to let Lachlan
translate it. But he knew, in a general way, what white men were talking about. He saw that Tuleko also kept his
gun.
Always cautious, even suspicious, trusting no white man completely except Lachlan, Blue Arrow was displeased to see Lachlan, Andy, and Lewis sitting so carelessly at their ease with their guns not only out of reach,
but on the far side of strange men. To be sure, Biddle had stacked the strangers’ guns, too, as well as his own and
Smith’s. But suppose that Pasky band slipped up noiselessly over the soft snow and began shooting through the
crannies in the walls of brush and flapping blankets!
Blue Arrow turned and glanced about sharply through the darkness, which, even here in the woods, was not
black darkness because of the snow. His ears were strained for a possible sound. He resolved that, presently, he
would get his rifle, hide his snowshoes, and climb into the tall tree that rose against the other side of the shelter
and leaned its branches over the top of it. He would not sleep at all that night. He would do sentinel duty for a
camp of fools!
From the tree he would be able to see all the approaches to the shelter. And at the first sight of a man, or men,
slinking up, he could wake the men inside with a rifle shot. A very lucky thing for them that he had disobeyed that
silly order to stay at home and watch Barking Water!
Through the chink in the brush wall, Blue Arrow saw that the small fire burned in a large, deep iron pan. The
fire and its revealing light could be extinguished in an instant by overturning the pan. Yes, it was a clever camp.
He wondered where the packs of powder were. Cached out of doors nearby, doubtless. It was wise not to bring
them into the small shelter where the fire was. The flaming pine chips snapped off sparks. Except in the matter of
stacking the guns, Smith was not such a fool. He knew how to make a first-class camp; how to hide; how to
protect powder.
*
Smith was talking now, pausing every few minutes to slap his thighs and rock with his soundless laugh.
“That was a good story about how the Shawanos tried to git yer in Kaintucky, Cap’n Lewis,” Smith was
saying. “Yer don’t agree with Silent Scot that the Spanish might have set the Injuns onter yer? But I’ll tell yer
some thin’ comical.” He shook, showing all his teeth. “Down ter St. Louis, with my pack of marten pelts, I heard
thar’s a man that’s let it be known he’ll pay five hundred dollars fer the sight of yer dead body.”
He doubled up. Lewis burst out laughing.
“He didn’t offer it to me when I was down there recently,” he said.
Smith nearly exploded. Everyone else roared with laughter, in watching him.
“That wasnt the best time ter do it. Might have made talk,” Smith said, when he could speak. “But yer can bet
the word’s been passed about yer ter all the Spanish settlements up this way. Pasky’ll have got wind of it, too.
Only he wouldn’t try a raid on yer big camp at Wood River. But if he knowed ye was settin’ here—”
The thought amused him so much that he could not go on.
“All that ammunition you men are packin’ would please Pasky a heap,” one of the strangers said. He lit his
pipe with a flaming twig from the fire.
“Yer know,” said the other, “I been studyin’ jes’ now about some tracks Bill an’ me seen a bit west of here
when we was comin’ ter yer camp. At the time we figgered Smith an’ Biddle must have made ’em. But they
wasn’t enough tracks fer yer party, seven men; an’ they wasn’t heavy, like men carryin’ loads. Might be a couple
of hunters.”
“Might be Pasky’s scouts,” said Biddle. He turned sharply.
“Smith, I’m going out ter the cache an’ see if anybody’s been there. Them hides is worth money ter us.”
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“Want company?” Andy asked.
“No. ’Tain’t far. Feel pretty sure it’s all right. But hearin’ about tracks kinder sets me on ter take a look.”
“Well, I guess that’s sensible,” said Smith. “Here! Come back after yer gun!” he shouted indignantly, as Biddle
made for the opening. “Ain’t we made a rule never ter go outside without our rifles?”
“Gosh, it’s only a few steps off! An’ there ain’t any Pasky men surroundin’ us, or we’d all been shot by now.”
Biddle grumbled, but came back for his gun.
“Never let go fer gun, is my motto,” said Boone.
“That’d earn yer the compliment of Pasky’s first shot!”
Smith shook again.
“It’d be sensible ter shoot the armed men first. Say, it’s getting’ hot.” He unbuttoned the loose fur jacket which
he wore over his hunting shirt. Andy moved further from the fire.
*
Blue Arrow was alarmed when. he saw Biddle step outdoors. While the Indian could doubtless hide himself in
the thick brush, his rifle and snowshoes were leaning against a tree, to be easily discovered if a man passed that
way. He could not get them, for fear of being seen or heard by Biddle. He kept still and listened, to learn which
direction Biddle was taking.
For some moments he heard nothing. Then there was a slight sound at the base of the big tree which branched
over the shelter. A tiny flurry of light snow fell from a bough. Blue Arrow had seen nothing that looked like a fur
pack cached in the tree; it must be high up among the top branches.
Blue Arrow stood erect in the dense shadow and watched the figure of Biddle going up the tree. But Biddle did
not ascend into the higher branches. He paused in the crook of the big bough just over the widely laced natural
roof of the shelter. Then he began to work his way slowly forward, sitting astraddle of it, his rifle in his hands.
Blue Arrow’s suspicious nature and his swiftness in acting on his suspicions had been serviceable to Lachlan
and his friends before this night. While the somber young Creek watched Biddle creep out on the bough, he had
almost automatically slipped the blowgun from his back and set the dart. The light was bad for such shooting, but
he had no other gun.
*
Biddle was pulling the trigger, with Boone as his target, when the dart from the blowgun entered his head. His
exploding rifle dropped from his hands and he pitched down. Blue Arrow shouted a warning in Creek to Lachlan.
He fitted another dart. He dared not take time to get his rifle. He thrust the blowgun through the chink, and looked
for Smith.
The two strangers had leaped for their rifles and now stood training them on Lewis’ party across the fire.
“The first move out of anyone of yer an’ we shoot!” one of the strangers threatened.
Smith stood, laughing. He flung his fur jacket wide and flashed out two Spanish pistols.
“All yer powder an’ yer guns an’ five hundred dollars extry for the Cap’n’s body! I’m Pasky!!” he shouted.
At that moment both Biddle’s body and his rifle, which had been caught on the slender roofing, crashed
through. The surprise put Pasky and his two men off guard for a moment. Pasky straightened up, craned his neck,
and stared at the ceiling. Blue Arrow shot him through the throat. He gurgled, dropped his pistols, and went down
on his face.
“It is the blowgun,” Blue Arrow called to Lachlan.
The silent death-dealing weapon from the unknown struck terror into the two other bandits. They were afraid
to fire. Tuleko quickly knocked one down with his rifle butt. By the time Blue Arrow entered the shelter, Tuleko
and Andy had tied both of them up securely.
Lachlan was looking at Biddle.
“He’s dead, but Pasky’s still alive,” he said.
Andy nodded. “Cap’n Lewis says to nurse him up an’ take him along.”
Blue Arrow grunted. Watching his chance, he slipped over to Pasky and drove his knife through his heart.
*
When Lewis discovered it he was very angry. He ordered Lachlan to tell Blue Arrow that as soon as they
returned to Wood River, he would be discharged from the expedition for insubordination. Boone laid a hand on
Lewis’ shoulder.
“Son,” he said gently, “listen ter me a minute. If Blue Arrow hadn’t disobeyed yer orders an’ follered us with
that heathen South American gun, Pasky’d have got us all. Biddle’d have shot me first an’ then picked off
anybody he fancied. An’ Pasky’d have collected that five hundred dollars on yer corpse.
“This ain’t Virginny, son, whar yer been wearin’ a uniform an’ whar orders is orders. An’ Blue Arrow ain’t a
militiaman. He’s a Creek an’ a scout an’ a loyal friend, an’ he’s accustomed ter usin’ his own jedgment—lucky fer
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us; mighty lucky! This ain’t Virginny an’ it ain’t barracks. This is the frontier. Think it over, son, an’ don’t do
wrong ter a Injun that’s saved all our lives.”
“I think you’re right,” Lewis answered thoughtfully. He smiled, added the title “Colonel,” and saluted.
Boone’s eyes twinkled.
“I ain’t been salooted in proper milit’ry style in a long time,” he said. “It sure sets me up. An’ I need it, for I’m
low in my mind, ter be took in so easy! Thought I knew Smith an’ Biddle. I reckon we’ve got all them outlaws
now. Didn’t need more’n four men ter play their game.
“Lookin’ back over their actions ternight, yer can see, Cap’n, they’d played it that way afore, till they was
perfec’ at it. Making friends, bringin’ hunters in here that had furs or powder Pasky wanted. Gittin’ ’em separated
from their guns, then Biddle, or anyone of ’em, would start outside. Pasky’d make his holler about him comin’
back fer his gun, an’ Biddle’d come back, grumblin’, take his gun, an’ commence the shootin’ from the tree.
T’other three’d finish it inside. Clever an’ smart!”
“Yes, it was a smart game, but it came to an end, thanks to Blue Arrow,” Lewis answered.
“As fer these two Pasky men,” Boone went on, “they’ll come in handy, bein’ husky, ter tote the powder ter La
Charette.” He turned a grim smile on the men, who were making desperate pleas for themselves now that affairs
had gone against them.
“Stop whinin’ about Pasky leadin’ yer astray,” Boone said contemptuously. “I ain’t listenin’ ter a word from
yer. When yer git ter La Charette, ye’ll have a fair an’ square chance ter tell yer story ter the jedge when I bring
yer afore the court fer trial. I can guarantee yer that, ’coz I’m the court an’ the jedge!”
Lachlan led Blue Arrow aside and talked to him in Creek.
“Again you have saved my life, and, this time, the lives of my friends also. But it is bad to disobey Captain
Lewis. Be careful not to do it again.”
“Huh!” Blue Arrow grunted. “Tell him not to trust strangers, and never to sit at the opposite side of the camp
from his gun! You are my brother; but nevertheless I must tell you that I am ashamed of you for your lack of
caution. Now I will get my rifle, and then eat and go to sleep. Put more wood in the pan. I am cold.”
“Blue Arrow’s lost his respect for me, because I laid by my gun,” Lachlan told Andy. “Only he was considerin’
enough o’ my feelin’s to say it in Creek.”
“Aye. But if ye want ter learn the feelin of scorn on yer skin when ’tis scaldin’ hot, ye should hear Tuleko say it
in Delaware,” Andy answered ruefully. “An’ we deserve it!”
*
“At last you restless lads have had some excitement,” Lewis said, smilingly, when they were on the final lap of
their homeward trip after leaving the Pasky men safely locked up in La Charette. “And it will only be a few weeks
now till our boats pull out, on our way to Oregon!” …
89.125 Come Fly With Me\fn{by Mazo de la Roche (1879-1961)} Newmarket, Ontario, Canada (F) 3
He had had his eye on her for some time.
Each time he looked at her something deep inside him thrilled in sudden joy. There was that about her which
made her unlike all other young females. An observer might have discovered nothing different in her. Nothing to
cause that vibration through his nerves. But even in the far South, where they had wintered, she had had an
attraction for him and in some subtle way he had been able to communicate this to her.
So now after the long flight northward, during which he had had only occasional glimpses of her, he awaited
her coming with confidence. He and a group of other swallows had sought out the breeding place of last year, a
country home in the southern part of Ontario.
He had been hatched in one of the tall chimneys of this stone house on the hill and he now circled with
unerring instinct about it. If any of the other swallows were his kin, he was unaware of the fact. His vibrant little
being was held by only one bond, the bond between him and the one whom he awaited. For three days he awaited
her.
Then suddenly he saw her. There was no mistaking her! The instinct that had guided him to this home of his
desire had guided her to him. Between them there passed a joyous tremor of recognition.
But she did not fly to his side. Instead she alighted on a gable of the house. She was tired after her long and hazardous journey, during which she had encountered gales and driving rain. Now in the warm spring sunshine she
shook out her plumage and sank contentedly to her breast. She left the next move in their courtship to him.
He had but one thought, to delight her by the marvel of his flight and by his beauty. Back and forth he darted in
front of her, his forked tail, his long, pointed wings etched in myriad gestures against the sky. He circled, he
wheeled, he soared, he turned from side to side so that she might be dazzled by the beauty of his throat and the
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underside of his wings.
She did not move. She looked almost indifferent and began to preen the feathers of her breast which she had
neglected on the journey.
His new spring plumage, glittering with health, shone in the sunshine. Now he swam close above her. He
picked up an imaginary straw and flew into the chimney with it, in a symbolic gesture of nest-building. When at
last he alighted not far from her she remained motionless, accepting his nearness.
Other birds were circling skyward, delighting in the warmth and the ardor of the mating season. The gardener
was digging in the perennial border and several full-breasted robins were drawing sleek worms from the freshly
turned soil. Beyond a lattice fence the lawn fell steeply down to a stream. On this lower level there was a great
elm tree where a pair of orioles were already building their nest. Like a small flame miraculously detached from a
heavenly conflagration, the male darted in and out of the elm’s foliage, beating the air with his bright wings in the
haste of construction.
The two on the gable of the house sat motionless, held by the fragile but exquisite bond of this new experience.
They were so young, yet nature’s ritual lay open before them.
Another male swallow approached them. In graceful swoops and glides he displayed his power and beauty.
She looked not ill-pleased but presently, as though to show her unconcern, she spread her own wings and flew
over the roof and beyond, into the wood. The new-comer was disconcerted but he who had awaited her coming
flew close behind her, and, when she alighted on the branch of a wild cherry tree, he dropped there beside her.
In the small wood they spent the night perched quite near each other. At sunrise he again wooed her with all
the ardor that was in him.
Away she flew and he after her! But in her flight she uttered a sharp, clear note. They sped above the dark
pines, above the house-top and, when she sank to the lawn, the mating rite took place.
In wild delight he now led, now pursued her, through the sunny air, but always his flight drew them toward the
chimney. He would dart into it, making the symbolic gestures of nest-building, then up again to her side, fluttering
about her, urging her to the descent. At last she flew down into the chimney with him.
Together they perched on the very smoke-blackened ledge where he had been hatched. Remnants of the nest
still clung to it though the chimney had been cleaned. She looked about her and was satisfied.
*
Now began their joyful work of building a home. In and out of the chimney they sped carrying morsels of clay
or strands of dry grass in their beaks. Squatting in it they smoothed and rounded it with their breasts. She was the
more expert at this. Indeed she now became the leader.
Like the wind she sped from field or stream’s edge to nest, never tiring of her task. But at times he led her to
fly with him for the mere pleasure of flying. Then, in an abandon of delight they soared upward till they were no
more than two shimmering specks against the blue, or skimmed low to the stream and without resting sipped to
quench their thirst, or even ruffled the surface of the water with their wings and sped on, bathed and refreshed.
Then she would bethink herself of her unlaid eggs and how she must conserve her vitality for them. More than
once the marital rite had been accomplished while in full flight.
The nest was lined with feathers and down and there rested finally in it seven white eggs flecked with brown.
All this had not been completed without interference. During the time of nest-building her other suitor had
followed them enviously, sometimes darting between them. The mated birds had borne this tolerantly but, when
another female had approached and even entered the chimney, she had been driven off in a frenzy of anger by the
little wife. Beneath the eave the sparrows were already feeding their young.
*`
Now the oriole’s nest was complete and hung with its hidden treasures high in the elm. All day the oriole sent
forth his challenging song. At eventide his voice was the last to be heard, in a grave sweet cadence. The stream
rustled on among its reeds. The dim shape of an owl drifted across the fields. In the nest in the chimney the little
wife felt the eggs quicken beneath her breast.
*
At the bottom of the chimney there was a deep fireplace in a long, dark-paneled study. This room was cool,
though outdoors the weather was very hot. The little girl came in quietly, not quite knowing what to do with
herself. She came softly in her sandals, making no noise.
Then she saw that she was not alone. A young bird, fully fledged but still not able to fly, sat on the hearth.
When he saw her he spread his pointed wings and hopped toward her. He did not seem to be afraid but came as
though he sought her help.
She gave a little cry of delight and caught him up in her hands. She ran with him to her aunt who was drying
rose petals for pot-pourri.
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“Look!” she cried. “A fledgling! He has fallen from the nest in the chimney.”
They had known from the twittering of the young that there was a nest in the chimney. For that reason they had
not been able to have a fire in the study all that summer.
“Poor little thing,” said the aunt, dropping a handful of rose petals. “If only we could put him back!”
Now the child’s mother appeared and, holding the fledgling to her breast, mourned over him. She ran with him
to the fireplace and, crouching in the aperture, held him as far up as she could, urging his parents to notice him.
But they were intent on feeding those which were left in the nest. Excited twitterings came from the young ones
and when the one in her hands heard this he strained upward with his beak wide open.
“There is nothing for it,” said the child’s mother, “but to bring him up by hand.”
“We have tried that before,” said the aunt, laying some bright blue larkspur flowerettes among the rose petals,
“and failed.”
“But they were miserable little fledglings!” cried the mother. “See how strong and beautiful he is! See how
long his wings and his forked tail! He’s sure to live if we feed him properly.”
“He is a pet,” said the little girl. “Shall we name him Arthur?”
“Why Arthur?”
“Oh, I don’t know, but it seems to suit him.”
Arthur very much wanted to live. Whatever they brought him he eagerly swallowed.
But now carne the difficulty.
Of a sudden flies and moths had almost disappeared from the scene. There had been a long drought. The dry
earth refused to give up more than an occasional worm. The little girl had to abandon her play, the mother her
work, the aunt her pot-pourri, in order to find food for Arthur.
He knew no fear. He fluttered to them with little cries of joy when they came to him. The next day he was
stronger. He spread his long pointed wings and sought to raise himself from the floor. He looked from face to face
without fear.
The great thing was to find food for him. He was always hungry. They searched the lawn, the shrubbery, the
orchard, and whenever they found insect or worm they flew with it to Arthur.
On the third day they went out to lunch, though with misgivings.
“I should not go,” said the mother. “I should stay at home and feed Arthur.”
“We must give him a good meal before we leave,” said the aunt, “and come home early.”
The little girl, all in white and wearing her best gloves, hung over Arthur in his nest of cotton wool, promised
to return soon. But they went off with anxious hearts.
They could scarcely enjoy the luncheon party for their anxiety over Arthur, and hastened home. They hurried
out of the car and into the house.
A change had come over the fledgling. He was ravenous but he was weak. He no longer fluttered or tried to fly
but sat quite still.
“There now!” cried the mother. “What did 1 tell you? I should not have gone out to lunch. I have killed him.”
“No, no,” said the aunt. “He is just hungry. We must give him warm milk.”
She hurried to inspect her rose petals which she had left in a copper kettle on the terrace to dry.
“Oh, my pot-pourrir,” she said distractedly. ‘The wind has blown half of it away.”
The child and she set about picking up the innumerable petals while the mother warmed milk.
Arthur took it eagerly. They began then to search for food for him. But no insects were to be found. They
heaved up heavy stones to see what might be beneath but those wriggling hairy worms were too repulsive to offer
Arthur.
“At the bottom of the ravine,” said the little girl, “the earth is damp. We might find worms.”
They scrambled through the undergrowth down beneath the bridge. They had brought a trowel but the earth,
though damp, was hard. They had a time of it to dig up half a dozen thin worms.
*
Arthur ate them as though famished. Then, with his tiny crop distended he slept. They had not realized that,
being a swallow, insects and not worms should be his only food. But there were no insects.
The next morning the little girl hurried to peep into Arthur’s box. She saw at. once that he was dead. She said
nothing but ran to the swing and swung as hard as she could.
After a while she decided to give Arthur a beautiful funeral. She lined a small box with rose petals and gently
laid him on them. Then she made a little coverlet of pansies. He looked sweet and peaceful in there.
She took a sheet of her best drawing paper, cut a square from it and carefully inscribed his memorial notice.
In Memory of
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ARTHUR
A little fledgling which
fell down the chimney on
August the 7th, 1940

On the oak chest in the hall she set his bier with the notice above it. All day he lay in state. Everyone who
passed through the hall stopped to look.
In the evening she buried him in the flower border. She placed forget-me-nots in a little jar on the grave and
the memorial at its head. A gentle rain began to fall.
*
Now the nest was empty.
The young birds had been taught to fly. Now in the evening they circled and swooped with their parents in
search of insects At night all perched in a row on a secluded branch of one of the pines. Once more the mates
were free to care.
Still they were held in the bond of their love. Sometimes they forgot the young ones and rode the summer
breeze together as in the first rapture of their mating. They had seen the orchard bloom. Now they looked down on
the golden fields of the harvest.
The orioles too had reared their young and the song of the male rang out bold and free. The sparrows beneath
the eave were rearing a second brood. As the swallows darted past they could hear the cheeping of the young
ones.
Perhaps it was this that gave her the idea. Certainly it was no wish of his. When he peered down into the
chimney and saw her on the nest he was astonished. When she uttered her sharp love cry and swept before him
above the lawn he followed, almost reluctant. But she had her will.
The first time she had laid seven eggs. This time she laid five. She showed almost fierce absorption in the
brooding over them. Storms came and the sparrows’ fledglings were swept from their nest and washed in a torrent
of rain down the verandah roof. Their naked blue bodies lay scattered in the morning sun. But her nest was safe.
In due time she hatched out five lusty young ones.
He did his share of the feeding without enthusiasm. Often he was restive and longed to fly, with her winging at
his side.
But he was loyal. The fledglings throve and began to grow their feathers. This was well because a chill was
now in the air. At night they were thankful to snuggle beneath her comforting breast.
One morning when the reeds by the river were whispering and a golden mist hung on the horizon, he fed the
young ones with no help from her.
She did not come. He flew in wide circles above the housetop and the trees, looking for her.
Suddenly he saw her perched on the chimney. He flew joyfully to her side. She darted away and he after her.
They flew for a space, then he sought to turn her back. In cajoling circles she led him on.
But the thought of the fledglings held him. He pressed back to them with strong strokes of his wings. On the
way he captured a plump moth and flew with it down to the nest. Five upward straining beaks greeted him. He
thrust the moth into the throat of the nearest and flew up and looked anxiously about for his mate.
What he saw was his grown-up brood, perched with two score of other swallows on the telegraph wire. There
they sat, like beads on a necklace, and she was fluttering above! She was urging him to join them!
He tried to drive her, to harry her back to the fledglings, but she would have none of them. The flock rose and
moved swiftly southward, their forked tails etched against the sky.
He hesitated, torn between love and fatherhood, then spread his wings and flew away with her.
1.49 The Centenarian\fn{by William Earnest Ingersoll (1879-1968)} Shoal Lake, Manitoba, Canada (M) 4
There were few who knew—and, frankly, there were few who seemed to care to know—what Old Dalton
meant when he mumbled, in his aspirate and toothless quest for expression of the thoughts that doddered through
his misty old brain,
“Thay wurrld luks diffrent now—all diffrent now, yagh!” Sometimes he would go on, after a pause, in a kind
of laborious elucidation:
“Na, na! Ma there, now, she’s gone. I—egh, egh—I went to school long of her; an’ et did not matter so much,
mun, about th’ rest goin’, ’s long as she wer’ here. But now—she’s gone, ey. agh—m! Ey, now she’s gone-like, an’
th’ ain’t nobody to help me keep—keep a-hold o’ things. I’m a hunred years old, mun. Agh—m! You wouldn’t—
you wouldn’t know what I was meanin’, now, when I tell you this here world has growed all yellow-like, this
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month back. Ey, that’s it, mun—all queer-like. Egh, it’s time I was movin’ on—movin’ on.”
Part of this monologue—a very small part—was Old Dalton’s own, repeated over and over, and so kept in
mind ever since the more initiative years a decade ago when he first began to think about his age. Another part of
the utterance—more particularly that about “movin’ on”—consisted of scraps of remarks that had been addressed
to him, which he had hoarded up as an ape lays away odds and ends, and which he repeated, parrot-like, when the
sun and his pipe warmed Old Dalton into speech.
But that idea that the earth was growing yellow—that was a recent uncanny turn of his fancy, his own entirely.
*
He was pretty well past having any very definite inclination, but there seemed no special reason why the old
man should wish to “move on.” He appeared comfortable enough, pulling away at his blackened old pipe on the
bench by the door. No man above fifty, and few below that age, enjoyed better health than he had; and many of
fifty there are who look nearer death than Old Dalton did.
“Crack me a stick ’r two o’ wood, grampa,” his married great-granddaughter, with whom he lived, would
sometimes say; and up and at it the old man would get—swinging his ax handily and hitting his notch cleanly at
every clip.
Assuredly, his body was a wonderful old machine—a grandfather’s clock with every wheel, bearing, and
spring in perfect order and alignment.
Work had made it so, and work kept it so, for every day after his smoke Old Dalton would fuss about at his
“chores” (which, partly to please him, were designedly left for him to do)—the changing of the bull’s tetherpicket, watering the old horse, splitting the evening’s wood, keeping the fence about the house in repair, and
driving the cows o’ nights into the milking-pen.
*
To every man in this world is assigned his duty.
To every man is given just the mental and physical equipment he needs for that duty.
Some men obtusely face away from their appointed work; some are carried afield by exigency; some are
drawn by avarice or ambition into alien paths; but a minor proportion of happy ones follow out their destiny.
There do not occur many exceptions to the rule that the men who find their work and do it, all other conditions
being equal, not only live to old age, but to an extreme, a desirable, a comfortable, and a natural old age.
Old Dalton had been built and outfitted to be a simple, colloquial home-maker, family-raiser, and husbandman.
His annals were never intended to be anything more than plain and short.
His was the function of the tree—to grow healthily and vigorously; to propagate; to give during his life, as the
tree gives of its fruit and shade, such pleasant dole and hospitable emanation as he naturally might; and in the
fullness of time to return again to the sod.
He had found and done thoroughly this appointed work of his. He was doing it still, or at least that part of it
which, at the age of one hundred years, fittingly remained for him to do. He was tapering off, building the crown
of his good stack. When Death, the great Nimrod, should come to Old Dalton, he would not find him ready caught
in the trap of decrepitude. He would find him with his boots on, up and about—or, if in bed, not there except as in
the regular rest intervals of his diurnal\fn{ Daily} round.
And the fact that he, a polyp in the great atoll of life, had found his exact place and due work was the reason
that, at one hundred years, life was yet an orange upon the palate of Old Dalton.
*
Nanny Craig—who later became Mother Dalton—had, in remote eighteen hundred and twenty, been a squalling, crabbed baby, and had apparently started life determined to be crotchety. If she had adhered to this schedule
she would have been buried before she was sixty and would have been glad to go.
But Old Dalton—then young Dave Dalton—married her out of hand at seventeen, and so remade and conserved her in the equable, serene, and work-filled atmosphere of the home he founded that Nanny far outdid all
her family age records, recent or ancestral, and lived to ninety-three. She was seven years younger than Dave, and
now three months dead.
Dave had missed her sorely.
People had said the Message would not be long coming to him after she went. Perhaps if he had been in the
usual case of those who have passed the seventh decade—weary and halt and without employment or the ability
or wish for it—he would have brooded and worried himself into the grave very soon after the passing of his old
“mate” and one living contemporary.
But he was a born, inured, and inveterate worker, and as long as there were “chores” for him to do he felt
ample excuse for continuing to exist.
Old Dalton still had the obsession, too, that while and where he lived he was “boss” and manager; and one
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solid, sustaining thought that helped to keep him living was that if he died the Dalton farm (it was the original old
homestead that these young descendants of his occupied) would be without its essential head and squire.
So sturdy, so busy, and so well had he been always that all the deaths he had seen in his journey down a
hundred years of mortality had failed to bring home to him the grave and puissant image of death as a personal
visitant.
“Ey, I’m always out wurrkin’ when they send fur me, I guess,” was the joke he had made at eighty and
repeated so often since that now he said it quite naïvely and seriously, as a fact and a credible explanation.
*
But, although it took time to show its effect, Nanny’s going hit him a little harder than any of the other deaths
he had witnessed. She had traveled with him so long and so doughtily that he had never been able to form any
anticipative picture of himself without her. Indeed, even now it felt as if she had merely “gone off visitin’,” and
would be back in time to knit him a pair of mitts before the cold weather came.
It was the odd idea about the world growing “yellow-lookin’”—sometimes he said “red-lookin’” and at other
times seemed not quite certain which description conveyed the vague hue of his fancy—that appeared to be
pulling him to pieces, undermining him, more than any other influence. Most people, however, were accustomed
to consider the hallucination an effect of Mother Dalton’s removal and a presage of Old Dalton’s own passing.
This odd yellowness (or redness), as of grass over which chaff from the threshing-mill has blown, lay across
the old pasture on this afternoon of his second century, as Old Dalton went to water the superannuated black horse
that whinnied at his approach.
“Ey, Charley,” he said, reflectively, as he took the old beast by the forelock to lead it up to the pump—“ey,
Charley-boy;” then, as the horse, diminishing the space between its forefoot and his heel with a strange ease, almost trod on him—“Ey, boy-steady there, now. Es yur spavin not throublin’ ye th’ day, then? Ye walk that free. Ssteady, boy—ey!”
But Grace, the granddaughter, glancing across the pasture as she came to the kitchen door to empty potato peelings, put it differently.
“See how hard it be’s getting’ for grampa to get along, Jim,” she said to her husband, who sat mending a binder-canvas at the granary door. “I never noticed it before, but that old lame Charley horse can keep right up to him
now.”
Jim Dixon stuck his jack-knife into the step beside him, pushed a rivet through canvas and fastening-strap, and
remarked, casually:
“He ought to lay off now—too old to be chorin’ around. Young Bill could do all the work he’s doin’, after he
comes home from school, evenings.”
“He’s not bin the same sence gramma died,” Gracie Dixon observed, turning indoors again. “It ain’t likely
we’ll have him with us long now, Jim.”
The old man, coming into the house a little haltingly that evening, stopped sharply as his granddaughter, with a
discomposingly intent look, asked,
“Tired to-night, grampa?”
“Ey?” His mouth worked, and his eyes, the pupils standing aggressively and stonily in the center of the whites,
abetted the protest of the indomitable old pioneer.
“Tired nothin.’ You young ones wants t’ maind yur own business, an’ that’ll—egh—kape yous busy. Where’s
me pipe, d’ye hear, ey? An’ the ’bacca? Yagh, that’s it.”
The old man’s fingers crooked eagerly around the musty bowl. He lit, sucked, and puffed noisily, lowering
himself on a bench and feeling for the window-sill with his elbow.
“In my taime,” he continued, presently, in an aggrieved tone, “young ones was whopped fur talkin’ up t’ thur
elders like that. Lave me be, now, an’ go ’n’ milk thame cows I just fetched. Poor beasts, their bags es that full—
ey, that full. They’re blattin’ to be eased.”
With indulgent haste, the young couple, smiling sheepishly at each other like big children rebuked, picked up
their strainer-pails and went away to the corral. The old man, his pipe-bowl glowing and blackening in time to his
pulling at it, smoked on alone in the dusk.
In the nibbling, iterative way of the old, he started a kind of reflection; but it was as if a harmattan\fn{ A dry,
dust-laden wind.} had blown along the usual courses of his thought, drying up his little brooklet of recollection and
withering the old aquatic star-flowers that grew along its banks. His mind, in its meandering among old images,
groped, paused, fell pensive. His head sank lower between his shoulders, and the shoulders eased back against the
wall behind his bench.
When Jim Dixon and his wife, chasing each other merrily back and forth across the dewy path like the frolicsome young married couple they were, reached the dooryard, they found the old man fallen “mopy” in a way un86

common for him, and quite given over to a thoughtless, expressionless torpor and staring.
“You’ll be tired-like, grampa, eh?” Jim Dixon said, as he came over to the veteran and put a strong hand under
Old Dalton’s armpit. “Come on, then. I’ll help you off to your bed.”
But the old man flamed up again, spiritedly, although perhaps this time his protest was a little more forced.
“Ye’ll not, then, boy,” he mumbled. “Ye’ll just lave me be, then. I’m—egh, egh”—he eased gruntingly into a
standing position—“I’m going to bed anyway, though.” He moved off, his coattail bobbing oddly about his hips
and his back bowed. The two heard him stump slowly up the stairs.
Jim Dixon drew the boot-jack toward him and set the heel of his boot thoughtfully into the notch.
“They go quick, Gracie,” he observed, “when they get as old as him. They go all at onct, like. Hand me thou
cleaver, an’ I’ll be makin’ a little kindlin’ for th’ mornin’.”
*
The alcove where the old man’s bed stood was only separated by a thin partition from the room where the
young couple slept; and the sounds of their frolic, as they chased, slapped, and cast pillows at each other, came to
him companionably enough as he drew the blankets up about his big, shrunken chest and turned the broad of his
back to the comfortable hay-stuffed bed-tick.
But all the merry noise and sociable proximity of the young people staved not off the great joust with loneliness this mighty knight of years had before he slept—a loneliness more than that of empty house and echoing
stair; more than that, even, of Crusoe’s manless island; utterly beyond even that of an alien planet; of spaces not
even coldly sown with God-aloof stars—the excellent, the superlative loneliness of one soul for another. It is a
strange, misty, Columbus-voyage upon which that hardy soul goes who dares to be the last of his generation.
There was in that bed a space between him and the wall—a space kept habitually yet for the Nanny who never
came to fill it, who never again would come to fill it. (There would have been no great demonstration on the old
man’s part even if she had miraculously come. Merely a grunt of satisfaction; perhaps a brief, “Ey, ma—back?”
and then a contented lapsing into slumber.) His want of her was scarcely emotional; at least it did not show itself
to him that way. It took more the form of a kind of aching wish to see things “as they was” again.
But that ache, that uneasiness, had upon Old Dalton all the effect of strong emotion—for it rode him
relentlessly through all these days of his December, its weight and presence putting upon the tired old heart an
added task. The ordinary strain of life he might have endured for another decade, with his perfect old physique
and natural habits of life. But this extra pressure—he was not equipped for that!
“They go quick, at that age,” his granddaughter’s man had said.
But, although even he himself did not know it, Old Dalton had been “going” for weeks—ever since the first
confident feeling that “ma” would come back again had given place to the ache of her coming long delayed.
Tonight it was cold in bed for August. Old Dalton wished “they” would fetch him another quilt.
But it should not have been cold that August evening. Beyond the wooden bed a small, rectangular window
with sash removed showed a square of warm sky and a few stars twinkling dully in the autumnal haze. An
occasional impatient tinkle of the cow-bell down in the corral indicated midges, only present on bland days and
nights when there is in the air no hint of frost to stiffen the thin swift mite-wings.
High summer, and he was cold!
Bedlam in the next room, and he was lonely!
His sensations were getting out of hand, beyond the remedial influences and friendly fraternal sounds of this
world he had so long tenanted.
By a score of years he had exceeded his due claim upon earth’s good offices to man. He was a trespasser and
an alien in this strange present—he with his ancient interests, fogy ways of speech and thought, obsolete images
and ideals, and mind that could only regard without attempt at comprehension the little and great innovations of
the new age.
“We cud make shift well enough with the things we hid whin I was a lad,” Old Dalton had often said to those
who talked to him of the fine things men were inventing—the time-savers, space-savers, work-savers; “we cud
make shift well enough. We got along as well as they do now, too, we did; and, sir, we done better work, too. All
men thinks of, these days, is getting’ through quick. Yagh, that’s it, that’s it—getting’ through quick-like, an’
leavin’ thins half done.”
So is a man born and implanted in his own generation. And if by strength he invades the next generation
beyond, he does not go far before he finds he is a stranger utterly. In the current talk of men there are new smartnesses of speech built upon the old maternal tongue. There are new vogues of dress, new schools of thought, new
modes even of play. Perhaps, again, new vices that the older simpler life kept dormant give the faces of this fresh
generation a look and a difference strange and sinister.
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A hundred years old!
There are to be found, notably in steadily moving rural communities, not a few who endure to ninety hardily
enough; but rare and singular are the cases where a man is to be found, except as dust in a coffin, a century after
his birth.
Old Dalton had inherited from his mother the qualities that are the basis of longevity—a nature simple and
serene, a physique perfect in all involuntary functions and with the impulse of sane and regular usages to guide
voluntary ones, an appetite and zest for work. She had married at eighteen and had lived to see her son reach his
eightieth year, herself missing the century mark by only a few months.
But Old Dalton had breasted the tape, the first of his race to do it. And if it had not been for this wave of loneliness; this parching, astringent wind of sorrow that seemed to dry up the oil of his joints, evaporate the simple
liquor of his thought, put out the vital sparkle in his eye; and now, latest act of dispossession, to milk his old veins
of their warmth—if it had not been for this influence and prescience, Old Dalton might have run hardily quite a
good little way into his second century.
But somewhere, afar and apart, the finger was about to descend upon the chronometer that timed his race. The
dust atoms that a hundred years ago had been exalted to make a man now clamored for their humble rehabilitation. Man shall never, in this mortal body we use, exemplify perpetual motion.
Old Dave Dalton turned in his bed. Something beyond the chilliness was wrong with him, and he did not know
what it was. There is no condition so vexatious as an unexplainable lack of ease; and Old Dalton twisted, gathered
up his knees, straightened them again, tensed, relaxed, shifted the bedclothes, and busily but vainly cast about for
the source of his disquiet.
Ah!—the thought slipped into his mind like a late guest.
“Et’s thame sticks I forgot, ey,” the old man muttered as he forthwith and arduously rose into a sitting position
and pushed the blankets off him.
“Ey, ey, that’s it—the sticks for the mornin’!”
The chopping of the wood for the morning fire, in order that the sower, haymaker, or harvester, as the seasonal
case might be, should have as little delay as possible in getting to his field or meadow; this had been a regular
chore of Old Dalton’s, a function never omitted before in all the scope of his methodical and assiduous days.
“Ey, but I never thought now that I’d ever lave that job not done,” he muttered as he shuffled slowly and
sheepishly down the stairs. “Ey, ey … ma!”
There she was, at the foot of the stairs!
Old Dalton saw her, as plainly as if it had been daylight. Gray apron with its horseshoe pattern almost obliterated by many washings, waist bulging halely, shoulders bowed forward, old wool hood tied over her head. There
she was, with her visage, that in all their years together had not changed for him, squeezed and parched into the
wrinkles of her thirty-four thousand days. (The only difference Old Dalton could see, as he stopped, his elbows
bent a little, and regarded her in his quelling masculine way, resided in the eyes. Instead of being held downcast in
the old attitude of deference, they now looked across at him, straight, level, and—summoning!)
Immobile age and Old Dalton’s habit kept him from any visible expression of the welcome that lay warm
(though tempered by an odd feeling of strangeness due to that look she carried in her eyes) in his soul.
“Ey, ma—back?” he murmured, as he looked her up and down a moment, to get used to the sight of her, and
then edged on in a vague, indifferent way toward the outside door and the chip-pile.
Mother Dalton followed, without comment or change of expression, but a tear seemed to flit and zigzag its
way down the dried courses of her thousand wrinkles. She stood in the doorway, facing the moon as it rose above
the roof of the granary. If she was a little translucent for so solid-shaped an old presence, Old Dalton did not
notice it, as he picked up his ax and went handily to his wood-chopping.
She maintained her position on the step quietly, her hands folded across her waistband, her feet bluish and bare
upon the pine sill. But, though she did not interrupt by word or movement, Old Dalton (who had used to be no
more conscious of her than of the wind or the daylight) felt tonight as embarrassed by her proximity as though she
were a stranger and a hostile presence.
He was sweating and irritable when he finished his sticks; and, as he stood his ax against the end of a log,
twisted his head around sharply, with the intent of asking the old woman why she was “gappin’ there, place o’
goin’ and getting’ thon bed warmed up.”
But the old pioneer himself fell agape as he encountered the look on her face.
There is a vast respect in the country for that many-phased quality called “second sight;” and, if Old Dalton
had ever seen signs of the possession of it on a human face, he saw them on his old woman's now. It struck him,
too, for the first time definitely, as he groped about in the fog of his old mind for the reason she looked so queer,
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so like a stranger to him, that Mother Dalton had brought some odd quality back from this “visit” she had been
making.
There grew upon Old Dalton something of fear.
He stood fumbling and tetering, his hands wandering nervously up and down the edge of his coat.
Mother Dalton stood upon that step, facing the half-moon that looked down from above the grove. Her glance
was not directed toward him, but up and away. In the pupils of her eyes was a shine which seemed a refraction of
the silver-gray beams of the moon. There was about her gaze a something heavy, mournful, and boding which old
Dave could not understand, but which made him think of the expression she had lifted in the old homesteading
days toward the hail-cloud that swept from eastward to beat down their little, hard-sown crop.
“They’s trouble a-comin’.”
The voice was hers—at least it came from her direction—yet it seemed to Old Dalton that the words came not
from her, but through her.
“Ey, Davie … there’s trouble a-comin’ … trouble a-comin’. Ess time you was movin’ … movin’ on.”
Old Dave Dalton had never, in the long, long course of his years, had a sensation like that which took him, as
the queer voice melted away, blending imperceptibly with the homely rustlings and lowings of the farm night. The
ache he had carried in his heart for those last weeks seemed suddenly to bulge and burst, like a bubble. The old
moon, the hills and trees and trail of his long travel; the night, the world, and the odd old figure over against him,
were bundled up with a sudden vast infolding in a blanket of black, a corner of which seemed thrust against his
mouth, gagging him and cutting off his breath. He was lifted, lifted as in a great wind—lifted by shoulders, crown,
and knees, and whirled around—around … then set again on his feet very softly, with the blackness gone and the
clear country night above him as before.
*
He should have been giddy after that cataclysm, but he stood upright and steady.
He should have been tired and shaken, but he was fresh and calm.
He should have been heavy and stiff and held to the earth by the ball and chain of a hundred years; yet he
seemed scarcely more solid, scarcely less light, than an embodied wind.
He should have been (for the atmosphere of the home in which you have dwelt for a century is not so easily
dissipated) a doddering old corporeality, yet he felt he was now all thought and glorious essence of life.
He should have seen on the step that old wife who had stood so uncannily by while he sweat over his woodsplitting; yet the presence that moved toward him from the pine sill, though wholly familiar and intimate and full
of kind emanations, had neither wrinkles nor grayness nor any of the attributes and qualities of mortality.
He should have bespoken that kindred presence in halting colloquialities, yet the greeting he gave flowed from
him in the form of a thought untranslated into any sluggish medium of language.
He should have been filled with a vague curiosity about that trouble she had just presaged, yet now he knew
wholly. …
“Let us thank God that our sojourn ended within the bourne of His peace!” was the thought exchanged as these
two dutiful ones, cleared and lightened for swift voyaging, turned their faces toward the Gates of the Day.
On the earth they had left midnight was wearing toward morning—the morning of August the First, Nineteen
Hundred and Fourteen!\fn{The day World War I began}
89.128 The Dancing Bear\fn{by Leslie Gordon Barnard (1890-1961)} Montreal, Quebec, Canada (M) 4
Floria had just telephoned him at the Club to remind him about tonight. Into the instrument he had mumbled
his apologies that he should have forgotten. He always dined with his sister on her birthday.
“I’ll be in for dinner, then,” he assured her. “Happy birthday, old girl!”
He crossed the deep-piled rug, stopped for a moment by the window embrasure to watch the July heat
radiating up from the sun-baked pavements of Drummond Street, and found his chair again, where there was a
slight stirring of air.
Fancy Floria being as old as that. Forty-nine. Ridiculous!
“Well, Lyall,” she had protested, “you’re within three years of it yourself.”
So he was, when you came to count it up. Quite a long time to look back on. Singularly, the birthday he could
best remember was Floria’s eighth. That was—let him see—that was back in eighteen-ninety-six. Hackney cabs
flourished in the streets then. Suburbs now residentially crowded were sunning themselves as cabbage fields.
Things in South Africa probably were beginning to shape up towards the South African war. Grandmother—he
saw her always in bonnet and dolman, her chin firm but her smile sweet—had not yet got out her maps and her
dispatches and felt obliged to decry Buller\fn{ Sir Redvers H. Buller, first British Commander-in-Chief during the Boer War .}
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and Gatacre\fn{William Forbes Gatacre (1843-1906) commanded British infantry during the first months of the Second Boer War } for
British losses. The Great War\fn{World War I.} was still undreamed of, though forming in the womb of the world.
Queen Victoria had not yet celebrated her diamond jubilee. Floria’s eighth birthday, July eighteen-ninety-six …
*
They came early to the party, because when you are young you believe, despite the reluctances of parents and
nursemaids, that four o’clock means just that. Long ago Floria had been up at the gate watching, to the distress of
Mam’selle, who argued that a canary-yellow dress with ruffles and sash does not improve by swinging on
transverse wooden bars from which the paint is flecking. Lyall, in his white sailor suit with broad blue collar
down the back and wide-bottomed trousers, saw her come tearing up the curving avenue of gravel under the
young maples, the corn-flowers on her floppy yellow hat in a state of agitation. Her dark eyes glowed, her lips
shrilled the news:
“The Wakefields are here. I saw the pony-cart turn off from the Main Road.”
She got Lyall by the hand and he had to go. The strain threatened his arm, but he kept pace somehow, down
past the snowball and syringa bushes that Grandmother had planted in the intervals between the regularly spaced
young maples.
And there, outside the gate, were the Wakefields; Gyp the pony—brown, with a long, dirty yellow mane—
refusing to go further until she had cropped some of the succulent grass that straggled out under the red fencing
from the south meadow, which was almost ready to cut—a great occasion every summer because you could sit
and eat the sourish plums from the trees by the Main Road fence, and watch the processes of the hay-making, and
be allowed at last to ride, half-fearfully, on the swaying top of the load.
Lyall supposed that Mr. Hurst, the farmer who contracted for the hay each year in terms of butter and eggs,
wouldn’t object to Gyp munching this little bit. There were thistles in it, but Gyp didn’t seem to mind, though
Lyall felt prickles all the way down his own throat and into his stomach.
Rhoda Wakefield, who had the seat of honor, kept jerking the reins ineffectually, and Carolyn, who was years
older and at times terrifyingly grown up, reached out authoritatively to add her strength.
“No, Carol,” protested Rhoda, “I’m driving.”
Her round face, under the waxen fair curls, puckered stubbornly. She called to Floria:
“Open the gate, she might take it into her head to start!”
Lawrence, viewing proceedings with masculine scorn from the back seat, leaned over and snatched the whip
from its bamboo holder. Just in time Floria dragged Lyall out of the way. Then, with Jordan, the dog, barking and
snapping at the hub of the off-wheel, they swept up the driveway towards the house.
Floria yelled back to Lyall, who was left rooted in his place of safety, to shut the gate. It sagged a bit, and took
all his strength to click into place, so that the pony-cart was almost out of sight around the gravel bend, and he had
to master a sick, angry despair with a shout:
“I’m coming!”
He took to his heels, his bell-bottomed trousers flapping, his white-sheathed legs twinkling as he sped up the
avenue to join the others.
*
The verandah ran on three sides of the house, wide enough for tricycles to operate when it rained; there were
parts where the rain blew in and one could splash boldly through to leave the exciting marks of tires on the dry
boards beyond; on the river side, after you passed the front door with its stained glass panels, you came to what
was always known as the Round. It supported a large open balcony above, leading out of Mother-and-Father’s big
room, and in housecleaning times much used. Here, at the Round, the verandah widened into a great circle, and
was partly latticed, creeper-grown, and full, even on sunny days, of mysterious shadows. It nursed a damp, earthy,
viney smell.
But today it was transformed.
Lyall, open-mouthed and expectant, had watched the preparations, but even his hopes had fallen short of this
fairyland. A large table had been set here, bearing every suggestion of a feast; the French doors from the diningroom were flung open wide, through which there were great comings and goings. But, as yet, curtains specially
hung for the occasion reinforced the rule against premature peeking.
Then, the first games having been run off successfully, at a signal from Aunt Francie—the banging of a brass
gong—the curtains fell away; and the children, two by two, marched in, halting round-eyed. Other delights might
in time reveal themselves, but three held and riveted immediate interest:
Floria’s flower-decked chair; Floria’s huge birthday cake with its eight candles alight; and, in the mysterious
green gloom of the latticed end, a score of lanterns aglow. Lyall had seen paper lanterns before, notably at the
annual garden-party on the parsonage lawn in aid of the local church, but these were different, because now there
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was no actual darkness to make them credible. They were like fireflies lighting their tiny lamps above moist grass
and bushes while yet the twilight lingered. They were like creatures from some borderland, half fairy. Lyall cried
at last, “Oh, Floria, look! look!”—because it was her birthday, and she mustn’t miss anything.
“What? Where?”
“The lanterns!”
“Of course, silly. Didn’t I help to hang them there? And you saw them all before. Hurry up everybody, and get
your places before I blow the candles out.” Already she was leaning forward over the great frosted cake.
As Floria blew, Lyall’s own cheeks filled and emptied in sympathy. He always itched to have a blow at them
himself; it took gallant restraint to wait a whole six months until his own birthday. But today he nearly missed
Floria’s first devastating breath. The lanterns, so brave and unexpected with the sunshine not yet gone, had taken
his heart captive.
He felt almost as he had one winter day when he had found an exciting new yellow in his box of paints, not
pale like so many of them were, but, even when your brush was watery, a pure, butter yellow. Aunt Francie had to
remind him of the food she had set in front of him.
It was because Rhoda had spilt fruit punch on her frock, and had to be led away for the ministrations of
Mam’selle that she saw it first. She was standing quite placidly letting Mam’selle—with many “tut-tuts”—retrieve
the situation, when she gave a shrill little scream.
For there was the gypsy coming up the driveway from the gate, leading a bear.
*
Jordan, barking furiously, shot like a shaggy-coated black-and-tan streak towards the intruders, but kept his
distance when he discovered the nature of them. The bear paid no attention to the vociferous challenge. It came
lumbering behind, with the clumsy grace of its kind. Lyall heard the commotion, and ran. Mam’selle called
something shrill, in French and quite naughty, because afterwards Lyall heard Mother talking to her about it in a
stern whisper.
Rhoda was jumping up and down, Mam’selle still clinging to her dress.
“A bear!” she was shouting, in a half-frightened ecstasy. “A real live bear! A real live bear!”
The creature came on at a rolling, lurching pace, following its master. There was a great studded collar about
its neck, to which a chain was attached, and the man held the end of the chain. Lyall, while thrilled, secretly hoped
the man would keep on holding tight to that chain. Everybody left the tables then and ran out.
“Dear me,” said Grandmother, “it looks as if it had the mange, and as if the man had caught it too.”
She nodded towards the gypsy, who mistook her meaning and smiled and took off his hat showing his white
teeth.
Aunt Francie stood with Captain Agnew, who had come out from the city, driving his fastest horse that now,
with the very smart dog-cart, was tethered near the great pine tree at the back of the house where the outbuildings
straggled towards the ash-pit and garbage dump—a place sourish sweet because bramble roses grew all about it.
Lyall, who liked Captain Agnew and hoped Aunt Francie would always have him come around, went and took his
place right beside, looking up as if for leadership in a cause that had suddenly stirred him.
But Captain Agnew’s face revealed nothing. With the rest of them he was watching the antics of the bear.
Something caught hard inside Lyall, rose to his throat, and choked him.
“Why, what’s got into the child?” cried Grandmother.
“Oh, the poor bear!” sobbed Lyall. “The poor bear!”
“Silly!” sniffed Floria. “Can’t you see it’s dancing? Do you dance when you’re feeling bad about anything?”
That was unanswerable, like most of Floria’s sweeping affirmatives. He felt better about it, yet wasn’t sure he
could trust Floria to be right. She had a way of talking anything around to her wishes. Still, the bear was funny,
the way it lifted its shaggy paws, first on all fours, then on its hind legs and hugging itself as it rocked in time to
the music the gypsy drew from an accordion.
The ice cream was melting at its abandoned edges when they got back to the table. Lyall spooned up the liquid
about his remaining island, and consumed the balance thoughtfully. It was good to the last bit, but none was ever
as good as the sample he had beforehand, when Mother helped cook remove the dasher from the freezer—at
whose handle everybody had taken turns—and what stuck to the wood and metal was presented on a plate, with
two spoons, to Flora and himself. There was always a suspicion of salt about it that added a flavor of first things.
*
Soon the children were excused from the table, and trooped out to the wide lawns, the more reckless spirits
warned not to go alone to the beach that lay beyond the choke-cherry hedge. Aunt Francie and Mother and
Captain Agnew supervised the games; and the sun began to slant in long lines across the grass; and you could hear
the roar of the rapids, away up by the power-dam, more clearly, even against the shoutings of the children.
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It was almost dusk before they went; the pony-cart creaking at a better pace down the driveway because the
pony knew it was the homeward passage; the Wakefields all shouting back gaily and waving; Floria for a moment
holding Lyall’s hand, her eyes shining with the excitement of it all. Then she dashed away, shouting,
“Now we can go and play with my new things!”
But Lyall moved more slowly. He liked to savor things; and always there was a little pang inside him when
they were over, as if he were saying farewell to something that couldn’t ever come back. So he walked by himself, until the dog Jordan came running up, and dropped sympathetically into his mood, returning quietly at heel.
Already the grownups were clearing away the remnants of the feast. But the lanterns in the Round were still
flickering bravely, and in the dusk insects hummed .against them, and a moth or two flew foolishly against the
paper sides with a beating of gray wings.
*
One grew sleepy quickly after a party. But Lyall didn’t want to go to bed tonight. Floria slept in quite another
part of the house upstairs on birthday nights; on the couch in Father-and-Mother’s room, instead of in the small
room next to Lyall’s. It was part of an old tradition—oh, several, several years old, like Floria. He wouldn’t for
worlds protest against it, but it was on nights like this that the Tree grew troublesome. It seemed queer that a
lovable, familiar old tree like the big pine, that was always the first thing they saw when they came from the city
in the spring, and the last thing to wave them good-bye in the autumn, should take such menacing shape in the
darkness. Its arms could grow twisted and horrible against a paling, darkening sky.
So it was tonight.
He fought against the terror but it was useless. Aunt Francie’s laughter floated up from downstairs, gay as
could be, but it was a mere echo, without body to comfort him. Lyall pretended he wasn’t up here at all, that he
was really down there with them. Sometimes, on special occasions, he had been allowed to go back down in his
cream-colored “bear pants”—a name for the sleeping suits with their shaped feet that was Floria’s glib invention.
Then he would curl up on the soft sofa under the stair alcove, and listen to them all chatting: Mother and Grandma
and his Father, and usually Aunt Francie and Captain Agnew, when they hadn’t gone for a walk together as they
liked to do.
Aunt Francie always looked very pretty over her sewing, sitting close to the lamp with the big flowered globe
so that she could see to put in the small stitches right. It was comfortable to lie there so near them all, snuggled
down into the delicious feel of upholstery and cushions, and the smell of the pine-needle cushion that a cousin had
once sent from a holiday in the Maine woods.
There was such a sense of well-being and security; then, out of oblivion, he would be lifted and carried, half
awakened only, up, up, past the windows on the stairs with their yellow and blue and red glass and the moonlight
coming through the clear pebbled panes in the center; then his mother’s kiss, and the feel of clean, cool sheets
soon warmed by his body as he drifted into sleep once more, secure in the knowledge that everybody else was
coming upstairs to bed.
Now, for an instant, he was down with them there; but his body, rigid, terror-stricken, wouldn’t let him stay; it
chained him to his bed. The knots in the stained wooden walls, still dimly visible, were eyes staring at him. The
tree was at its very ugliest outside the window. He wouldn’t be a coward and cry out; just lie still and at the worst
pull the sheets up a little over his head.
A new panic seized him. There was a sound of stealthy footsteps. A pause. He waited in an agony. Then a
cough. He was saved.
“Father!”
The footsteps came nearer.
“Not asleep, old fellow?”
“I can’t get asleep.”
But it was all right now. His father’s hand, a firm, kindly hand that had long fair hairs on the back of it,
straightened the rumpled bedclothes.
“Nothing wrong?”
“N-no.”
“Well, good night, old chap. Off to sleep now. You’ve had a big day.”
He was going.
“Daddy—the tree!”
But Lyall didn’t say it; wouldn’t for worlds admit the terror that could vanish at the touch of a hand. The footsteps died away. Lyall sat bolt upright in bed, facing his enemy. When you looked right at it you felt better. You
saw it was just the old pine tree. He lay back, still daring it to do its worst.
It was a bit blurred now, swaying a little in the darkness, sending, when the wind blew, a pleasant aromatic
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smell. It became presently not a tree at all, but a dancing bear; it became nothing at all but a prelude to sleep …
*
A club steward was standing by his elbow.
“You called, sir?”
Had he?
“Something you wanted, sir?”
“Yes, Mack. Can you tell me where I could buy a dancing bear?”
“A which, sir?”
“A dancing bear. Never mind. I’ll go down and have a look in the stores.”
He got up and went out. It was an idea. He would hunt until he found one: a dancing bear that raised its feet
and hugged itself when you wound it up. A sudden nostalgia struck deeply into him. When you wound it up!
If only you could wind up your yesterdays, make them, even tinnily, repeat themselves. Suppose this stuff they
talked about nowadays were true—that Time was one, that even now a bear was dancing in the July sunlight, and
a little boy named Lyall watching, moved to some vague pity, yet amused; while in the background stood all those
ghosts: Grandmother, his parents, Aunt Francie and Captain Agnew.
Dear ghosts—in the body or out, did it matter? Here, in the July heat of a midsummer’s day, one might have
them, if one believed enough.
Someone jogged his arm. He opened his eyes, shrugged and went on. He would find that dancing bear and buy
it.
He hoped Floria would like it.
161.152 & 271.102 1. Our Shagóon, Our Family History 2. Excerpts from “How First This Yukon Came To Be”
3. Falling Through A Glacier 4. Bear Creek Glacier 5. Lake Arkell Glacier\fn{by Annie Ned (c.1893-after 1987)} “near
the Hutshi Lakes”, Yukon Territory, Canada (F) 6
1
I’m going to put it down who we are. This is our Shagóon—our history. Lots of people in those days, they told
their story all the time. This story comes from old people, not just from one person—from my grandpa, Hutshi
Chief; from Laberge Chief; from Dalton Post Chief.
Well, they told the story of how first this Yukon came to be.
You don’t put it yourself, one story. You don’t put it yourself and then tell a little more. You put what they tell
you, older people. You’ve got to tell it right. Not you are telling it: it’s the person who told you that’s telling that
story.
*
My grandpa, one man, was Hutshi Chief. He’s got two wives: one from Selkirk, one from Carcross; his name
is Kaajoolaaxí: that’s Tlingit. Oh, call him a different one: Kàkhah—that’s dän k’è\fn{Southern Tutchone}—that’s an
easy one. His Coast Indian name comes from a long time ago: it was from trading they call him that way. You see,
long-time Coast Indians, they go through that way to Selkirk, all over.
We’ll start off with Hutshi Chief first. We’ll do the women next time. He married first my grandma from
Carcross: Däk’aläma. His Selkirk wife was K’edäma: she’s the one they call Mrs. Hutshi Chief.
My daddy’s name was Hutshi Jim: my daddy, Hutshi Jim, is the oldest. Another brother is Chief Joe—Hutshi
Joe—he had the same mother. One grandpa we’ve got, and I’ve got lots of cousins up at 1016\fn{ Haines Junction; socalled by Mrs. Ned from the old mile-post number on the Alaska Highway marking the location of this town } from this lady, Däk’äläma. Jimmy Kane was her grandchild, too: Jimmy Kane’s mother, Mrs. Joe Kane, is her daughter.
These kids are all born around Hutshi. Hutshi is a Coast name: Coast Indians call it Hóoch’i Áayi—means
“Last Time Lake.” That’s when they go back. Then after white man came, they didn’t come back.\fn{ To Hutshi}
The dän k’è name is Chùinagha.
Lots of people used to live at Hutshi. My grandpa had a big house at Hutshi … all rotten now. Oh, it used to be
good fishing spot! King salmon came that way, too. Everybody came there together. Kajìt\fn{Crow} owns that
place, but they’re not stingy with it. Dalton Post, too—just free come fish! But this time [it’s] no good, they say.
Wintertime, people hunted fur, used dog team. After they came [back] from Dalton Post, they hunted dry meat,
put up food, berries. They put them in birch bark, they freeze them and put them away. They put stoneberries in
moose grease—that’s just like cheese. And roots are like potatoes: they clean them up and cut them and put them
in grease, for the kids. There’s no hard times.
There used to be caribou there all the time. I remember big herds of caribou. But now no more.\fn{ A note reads:
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There is evidence that moose and caribou habitats have shifted during the last 150 years. Biologists are still not sure of the reasons for
their disappearance and reappearance}

My daddy, my uncles, they all stayed around Hutshi Lake. But when they got married, the woman maybe
wants to go someplace [with her family]. That’s the way. Now Indian woman when she marries white man, he
takes her home …\fn{A note reads: Ideally, in the “old way” a couple stayed with the wife’s family for at least a year after marriage
… by custom, a man then contributed to his wife’s parents’ household for the rest of their lives. A common reference to this tradition comes
in the way a woman may still refer to a new son-in-law: “he’s working for me, now.” }

My grandpa’s house is there yet, though, all fallen down, rotten. Lots of houses there, used to be. But at
Hutshi, nobody is there yet. You see [the cemetery] where there’s lots of dead people there? My grandpa died at
Hutshi, and his two wives are buried there with him.
*
My mother’s name is Tùtalma and she was from Hutshi. Her daddy was Big Jim. There’s another Coast Indian
man from Dalton Post they call Big Jim, but that one’s different—this one is Big Jim from Hutshi. I don’t know
his dad, though. My grandpa was too old [to tell me] by the time I got smart.
Big Jim’s Indian name is Kàkhnokh. He married Dakwa’äl, and they had a daughter, Tùtalma. That woman
was my mother. My grandfather, Big Jim, has an old house at Jojo Lake—it’s an old house that fell down already.
Long-time people, anyplace they go round. [People] come from Dalton Post—go see everybody from the next
country when you’ve got time. They see them. They talk. Then they go back in time to put up groceries for themselves in winter. They’re trapping, and they hunt for fur.
This is our Shagóon. Kajìt, me—that’s Crow: Ts’ürk’i. Wolf people they call Ägunda; wolf is ägay. Hutshi
Chief was Kajìt, and Big Jim was Ägunda. That Big Jim from Dalton Post was Crow.
My mamma’s people are Crow—Gaanateidí. My daddy is different; they’re Wolf, Ägunda. That Crow started
with our side. Crow claims Frog. All Crows, we claim it, used to be. But this time, nothing.
*
Now I’m going to tell a story about long time ago. This is my two grandpas’ story, Big Jim’s and Hutshi
Chief’s. I’m telling this story not from myself, but because everybody [old] knows this story. This is not just my
story—lots of old people tell it! Just like now they go to school, old time we come to our grandpa. Whoever is old
tells it the same way. That’s why we put this on paper. I tell what I know.
This time people talk way under me, not my age. They say they know! What I see, I tell it, me. This story is
my grandpa’s, Hutshi Chief.
*
Well, Coast Indians came in here a long time before white people. People had fur, and they used it for everything themselves. Nobody knows alcohol, nobody knows sugar before those Coast Indians came. They brought
guns, too. No white man here, nothing.
At Nooaayík, Tlingit people first saw chips coming down from upriver. People making rafts, I guess, and the
chips floated down. “Where did this one come from?” they asked.
So that time Coast Indians wintertime to Dalton Post. That’s the way they met these Yukon Indians. Yukon
people are hunting, and they’ve got nice skin clothes—oh, gee, porcupine quills, moose skins, moccasins! Everything nice. Coast Indians saw those clothes and they wanted them! That’s the way they found out about these
Yukon people.
Right then, they found where we hunted. Coast Indians traded them knives, axes, and they got clothes, babiche,\fn{Thong, thread or lacing made from rawhide } fish skin from the Yukon. They’ve got nothing, those Tlingit people,
just cloth clothes, groundhog clothes. Nothing! Goat and groundhog, that’s all.
But people here had lots of fur and they used it in everything themselves—ready-made moccasins, buckskin
parky, silver fox, red fox, caribou-skin parky sewed up with porcupine quills. You can’t see it, this time, that kind.
I saw it, that time. My grandma got it … so pretty …
So that’s how they got it! Coast Indians got snowshoes and moose-skin clothes—all warm—parky, caribou
parky, caribou blanket, caribou mattress. Anything like that they want to use. Those people wanted clothes from
here in Yukon … skin clothes, sheepskin, warm mitts … so they traded. They did it for a purpose. Our grandpas
make different snowshoes\fn{ From Tlingit style} in this Yukon. They fixed them with caribou-skin babiche, nice
snowshoes. Coast Indians traded for snowshoes, traded for clothes. They traded for snowshoe string, for babiche,
for sinew, for tanned skin—all soft.
I don’t know the time Coast Indians came to this Yukon. My grandmother, my grandpa, they told me that’s the
way.
These Yukon people told Coast Indians to come back in summertime. So they did, next summer. Yukon people
had lots of furs.
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That time they don’t know money—they don’t know where to sell them. So Coast Indians brought in guns.
Well, they’re surprised about that, Yukon people! They’ve been using bow and arrow! So they traded.
Coast Indians got guns, knives, axes. They came on snowshoes. They packed sugar, tea, tobacco, cloth to sew.
Rich people would have eight packers each! They brought shells, they brought anything to trade. They traded for
clothes. Coast Indians brought sugar, tea.
At first these Yukon people didn’t want it.
But pretty soon, they went to Klukwan. They took their fur. They knew where to sell it now. They would go
down wintertime with toboggan, Dalton Post way or by Lake Arkell.
But people here got crazy for it.\fn{ Trade goods} They traded for knives, they traded for anything, they say—
shells, guns, needles. When you buy that gun, you’ve got to pile up furs how long is that gun, same as that gun,
how tall! Then you get that gun.
I don’t know those guns—that’s before me. I don’t see it. But my grandpa had that kind at Hutshi. I saw what
they’ve been buying, though—blankets, not so thick, you know, quite light. You could pack maybe fifty blankets,
I guess, from the coast. They would bring all that. Everybody bought their grandpa, their grandma a knife that
time!
My grandpa, Hutshi Chief, had a trading partner, Gasleeni. We fixed up his grave, my brother and myself.
Old people were satisfied with Coast Indians, what they used to bring—cloth, guns, and matches. They used
flint before, and birch bark. Coast Indians taught people to chew.\fn{ Tobacco} I never used it, me. I never used to
use sugar, either.
Well, Coast Indians would rest there and then they could go anyplace, see? They go hunting; then they go
back. Then these people would go down to see them.
Dalton Post people are all our people, and Burwash people—all ours. Some from Carcross, too. This time just
where they stay, they stay; that’s what it looks like to me. It was my grandpa, my grandma who told me about
that, about before.
I never saw those ones—I know lots of Coast Indians, but they didn’t bring anything in my time: I didn’t see
Coast Indians packing. It was before me, I guess, when my grandma was young—about one thousand years ago,
about two thousand years ago, now!
When Skookum Jim found gold, that’s the time everything changed. This time we can’t do it now, can’t travel
around. People stay where they stay.
2\fn{The editors of this section refrer to it as actually a series of seven tales strung together; I have reproduced only the first two. They
also included some commentaries which the folkteller makes in the course of her narrative, which I have left out; and they also present the
narrative as a series of lines, like poetry; but I have made these into paragraphs, like the story about her family history:H }
Some people tell stories Coast Indian way. Me, I tell it Yukon way. Well, I know lots of people, old people,
long time. They tell the same stories, old people that’s the ones I know, [about] first when this land comes, when
this ground was fixed.
*
One time, lots of people camped at one place. People go one way, one way they go. Other people don’t know
which way they went. They don’t come back, don’t come back, don’t come back home. They just go.
Crow and Beaver—they call Beaver Äsùya—that means Smart Man,
The two of them, that’s all. They figure they want to go the way those people go. Somebody tells them to go
because people don’t come back. They go … they follow—they follow the track. They go … go … go.
Pretty soon they come to a mountain, a mountain. They climb to the top of the mountain. It goes downhill, bad
place. From here they slide down, those people.\fn{Who disappeared}
Then, Wolverine stays down there. He’s got something to kill people when they slide down—dry something—
little dry tree, you know. They slide down, and it’s just like they’re poked inside with that one, get killed. In those
days that wolverine, he’s big, big! Long time ago, they’re big, they say, Wolverines. They eat those people. His
wife, too, is big. As soon as they get people there, they eat them.
So Crow and Äsùya killed him. They come to that Wolverine place, to the slides. They know that down there
something is killing the people. Those Wolverines put water down there to slide down. Then it froze, and you can
slide down fast. Just then, they’re poked inside.
Crow and Beaver take off their shirt. They put the branches inside and make it like a leg, too. Then they push it
down. Pretty soon, a man is down there on the bottom. And he pokes at the branches they put in the shirt, filled up
like a person. They see him. Then he pulls it—it’s light, that one. He’s got a camp there. His wife is there, his
family is there. He comes down. He started poking a stick into them.
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So Crow and Äsùya think about it theirself, and they killed him with bow and arrow. They’ve got a sharp rock,
I guess, a long time ago—a bone. And when it hits him, it comes out. It goes right through and kills him.
“That was not a person, that one, Wolverine.”
Oh, big. They’re big! So they kill him. They ran down one side\fn{ Of the slide} and they killed that Wolverine.
Big one. They poked him with that bow and arrow.
His wife stays there, too; she’s big, too, that one. Fat. They eat lots of people, I guess. Then they come to his
wife.
“What for you eat people? What for your husband eats people, you too?” they tell her. “I suppose you got to be
game, you?”
Just like they lesson people, teach people, that Crow and Beaver. Well, they talk.
“We got to kill her”
“Yes, we got to kill her, too.”
That one’s got pups, that woman. They kill her, kill with bow and arrow, same. After that, they cut her open.
Those pups climb up trees like this. Wolverine. They’re alive then, As soon as they kill her, Crow and Beaver
run to the tree.
“What are we going to do?”
“Well, when they grow how big they are now?”
They don’t want big. It’s just like they hit them.
“So, we’ve got to kill them. Save two, one female and one man.”
They saved two; the rest they want to kill them. That Beaver wants to climb up to where they got in the tree.
But they pee on him! He comes back. Then Crow does that: he flies there and kills them. He asks each, '
“Are you a girl?”
“And you?”
“Yes, a boy.”
That’s all. Two only, they save. Then he tells them,
“You’ve got to be the same big. Don’t eat anybody! It’s no good!”
See? Lots of people, I guess, they eat. Then they say,
“We’re going to give you feed, what you’re going to eat.”
They give them ptarmigan. They kill ptarmigan with bow and arrow, bring a bunch over there.
“You could get it yourself, after. Don’t eat persons again. You’re going to be game, you,” they tell him.
From there, they give feed. Then they tell them,
“You eat dried meat cache. Somebody’s cache, and gopher, too, you’ve got to eat it. You kill for yourself.”
Then they tell them:
“Same big as Wolverine,” they tell them.\fn{I.e., wolverines must never grow larger than these pups}
Then they go from there.
*
They walk around … walk around. Then they camp someplace like this. Snow. They’ve got to eat something, I
guess, themselves. They came to a camp. So they camp.
Pretty soon, one man comes. Around this land, this ground, first they see him. First everybody they bring it on
this land.\fn{A note reads: This line … may mean that the being who looks like a man is appearing in the Yukon for the first time } He
looks the same as a person.
Then they give this: moose nose they cooked. They cut it for him:
“Right there, that’s what we eat.” That man picks it up; he smells it, puts it back.
Now they found out!\fn{That he is a being disguising himself as a person. A note reads: Äsùya recognizes two indicators that this
individual is not human. First he will not eat human food. Second, beings who disguise themselves as human characteristically sleep on the
opposite side of the fire from people. She notes this second indication somewhat later in the tale } That’s no good.

They tried to give him something to eat. If he eats that now, he will turn to person. Yeah! That man could turn
to person like them. That’s why they showed him that one.
He won’t take it, what people eat. He knows it. He leaves it.
[This is how] they know how true is person: they got it, that one—they fix up that ptarmigan and they cook it.
That one, too, they give it. He smells it. He leaves it.
“How come you’re not hungry?” they tell him.
Already they know. Both of them know what he eats: he eats person! It’s for that reason they go round this
ocean, I guess. But this is Yukon story, this one. Then Äsùya said,
“That thing’s no good,” he said.
“Which way did he come [from]?” He follows; he’s going to watch it here.
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Äsùya follows his tracks and finds his sack—mooseskin packsack, used to be, they say, long time. He opens it.
Here it’s kids’ feet there! Indians!
He opens that. Crow. Hangs it up again. He brings moose meat to his partner. They got moose meat, too; cook
moose meat. They try to show people, too. Then they camp.
“We’ve got big place here. You sleep right here, my friend.” They call him “my friend” long time.
Now people are coming. Lots of them. And they camp this side, other side of the fire! Then they want to dry
their moccasins; they put up pole, those people. That’s why they do that, I guess. And they fixed it there; they dry
moccasins on the fire.
So he sleeps. They sleep. Two men.\fn{ Crow and Beaver} And they bring this along: green club from a tree. They
cut it there, put it there. They’ve got bow and arrow, too. They went to sleep.
Pretty soon, he gets up, that man. He gets up. Those moccasins, which one is pretty, he moved it in place of his
moccasin. He thought he’s going to kill those two.
They know it. They watch it. One sleeps one way, one sleeps this way. Their feet reach like this.\fn{ Touching}
Soon as that man gets up [they kick each other]. That’s why they sleep that way.
Pretty soon he gets up. How he thinks he’s going to kill two men? They snore.
“Get up, get up!”
They jumped on that man. One of them hit him. The other one got up and he hit the back. And they killed him:
they clubbed him down!
In the morning, his shoes were there. He thought he was going to kill those people. So he’s got good mukluks;
he put them in place of his moccasins.
So they picked the moccasins up again. They put them on. They leave his mukluks there. They go.
Then they know where he comes from. Got to go that way, they say.
3
At the head of Lake Arkell\fn{ The official English name of the lake for some years before Kusawa was reinstated. } [Kusawa]
they’ve got that ice—glacier, you know. That’s the place that Coast Indian fell in, when he’s going back to
Haines.They should do it the same time; they should get him! But they didn’t. They went on.
He fell through to a little island there—a dry place—and he stayed. He’s got lunch in his pack, some grease.
They’ve got no rope, I guess; that’s why they go.
Well, he’s gone already, I guess they think—he went through a crack. He should holler there!
So, they went back now. They put up potlatch in Klukwan.\fn{ I.e., they burn food in a fire which magically transferrs
itself to the man on the ledge and thus saves his life. } Everybody cried. He hears them; he’s cold! They should have tried to
get him! Ah, people are crazy!
Just pretty soon, now, he’s feeling cold. Don’t know how many days it is now. He’s got moose skin in his pack
and he put it on. When it gets wet, he gets another one. He put beaver skin—you know how it can’t get wet
through—he put it on. Big place, they say that is: more water than sand. He sleeps and eats. He’s cold though.
Oh he’s strong. He eats his last grease now.
So then they came back with that rope and they put it down. They send one [person] in—they had to get that
body, I guess. So that man slid in that way, too.
Pretty soon something came down. Ice. A big chunk of ice. Something is coming down—he touched it.
“Ahhhh. Oh my!”
Well, that man is just about all in! He moved his head. Over ten days by now.
He [the man who went down the crevasse] told them,
“If I’ve got his pack, got his body, I’ll do this,” he said [pulling the rope].
Everybody cried. They should have done that the same time [that he fell in]. Cut up moose skin [to make a
rope to rescue him]. They’ve got lots of moose skin. But they just let him go. But that man saved himself,
wrapped himself in moose skin, in gopher robe.
They pulled him out. His head went just like that [limp]. They make fire already. They covered him up. They
gave him something hot. They took off his wet clothes.
They put up camp there. He ate lots of grease, started to get stronger. He moved.
Already they had the potlatch! He told them that he saw that potlatch.
Why? Did they see the body? What for they want a potlatch! They should have taken the body out first! Awful,
eh?
They stayed there maybe two days; they fed him. So, he started to go, he started to get strong and go. They
carried him half way there in a moose skin. About half way there, he got strong and he started to walk.
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People were coming. They were coming to help, I guess. Here that man is walking around. Goodness!
This happened at the other end of Lake Arkell. I’ve been there, but I’ve never seen that glacier.
4
This is the story about that Bear Creek. My grandpa—Frankie Jim’s namesake—he told me this story. Lots of
people tell it, too.
That time, they say, the water raised in this Yukon, long time ago. You heard about it? That time, the water
raised, they say.
He said this happened at Bear Creek, when my grandpa is young. They put up gophers for wintertime. Meat,
too, they dried. He’s pretty old, that time he died, Grandpa.
So, him, his wife, and lots of people hunt—you know, put up food for winter, everything. That time they
worked, water’s getting high! They didn’t know about it until that water came to the meadow where they stayed.
So he said to his wife,
“We’ve got to pull out those snares.” And they went half way up that hill—it’s high, there, [above] Bear Creek.
Then what are they going to do after? Well; glacier, he opened, I guess. Then, they went on top of there, halfway up that hill, above that lake. Just like a wave, halfway, that water.
Well, they thought about believing that: that’s Coast Indian, he told them that, long-time people.\fn{ They had
heard from coastal Tlingit people about such glacier-lake fillings. }
Well, they stayed there. As soon as it comes up halfway, it’s just like a wave, they say. Everybody feels bad:
they don’t know what they’re going to do.
In the morning, Grandpa got up, measured that water; they’re going to go to the mountain if that animal comes
out.\fn{Some elders identify glaciers as the dens of giant animalsthat may emerge when antagonized. } But that water doesn’t come
out quick. You can see waves on the hill, this time still. So he tells his wife,
“That water’s going down!” He measures that water with a stick.
“It goes two sticks down,” he said, where he measured.
Gee! Then they stay, they stay. Someone got raft—they want to go to the mountain. But then it went down
quick, that water. Then, meadow again. Oh gosh! He goes down to that meadow: talk about gophers! Dead
gophers!
He was packing dog pack, him. Now people don’t go (anywhere)! Got to stay one place. But Grandpa, he
walked around. Bunch of gophers; everybody is just packing gophers.
From then on, those gophers are gone. How many years it took those gophers to come back! That’s what they
say.
5
When you fry grease by fire, that’s the time it cracks, that glacier. Then lots of water comes—that’s what they
say. Then the water is all full.
One man did not believe that—Frank Stick, his name. He dido’t believe it. He put goat grease, thick like that.
He burned it. Then that glacier started. When he threw a blanket in the fire, that made it stop again. Well, there’s
something inside that glacier: he smells it. Then it quiets down.
I don’t know myself what is going on that time. That one story my grandpa tells me, Bear Creek glacier. But
this time, myself, this one I’m telling you the story.
We had it, one time, head of Lake Aricell with my first husband. Old man tells me,
“Don’t put grease. It spoils everything,” he tells me. “It’s no good.”
We wanted to meet my husband’s mother from Dalton Post. We’ve got kids that time. That glacier, that head of
Lake Arkell, We got njäl\fn{A common house structer, the double lean-to, made of poles covered with moss and brush. } there, his
daddy, njäl, long-time-people. [Near] where they dry meat is njäl. Inside, it’s good: you dry your meat there.
He says he killed three caribou there close to that glacier, that mountain, close to that place that man fell
through the ice.
We got in there—just small kids with us. Johnny\fn{ The narrator’s first husband’s younger brother; and, many years after
her first husband’s death, her second husband. } is with us, too: he’s a man though, that time. We got to those caribou, three
bulls. Fat. We got little tent.
I don’t know what for he wants to hunt, hunt, hunt, Old Man.\fn{ Older Indian women sometimes identify their husband
with this phrase.} My old man, I tell him not to go that way [toward the glacier].
“Around here, lots of caribou,” I tell him. Just willows, no trees there; just little trees on top of the mountain,
that’s the ones we burn.
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Then he’s the one put grease.\fn{Another hunter; she identifies him as Jack Smith. } He’s Indian! He knows! I don’t
know what for he did that!
We just came out from down there. Then Old Man, he wants to go hunt. I don’t know, me too: pretty dangerous, that way.
So pretty soon, we brought in meat. Johnny wants to take meat down where boat is. Pretty steep hill down. I
tell him,
“Don’t go that way! You come where your brother is going to come this way. You go down and look for him.”
He goes that way. Gee! Well, we start to eat now. Ha! Big wind! Just first time he\fn{ Referring to the big animal that
occupies the glacier.} comes out, that rain put the fire out. All wet.
It gets dark. Johnny, he cut those little trees on the mountain. They made fire. Then we tried to put strong way
that tent.
Just like that! Rain. Gee, I worry about Old Man.
“Shoot!” I tell Johnny. “Shoot!”\fn{To signal where they are when the fire is drowned, and so guide her husband back to
camp.}
It’s alongside that glacier, it happened. He’s got slicker coat, though. Gosh, nothing.
Then I heard something break. You know he carries around blanket in bush. I smell something burning: that
man burned up his blanket. He stopped that rain! But it’s dark, though.
Gee, we holler, we holler. How come my husband goes that long way, near that glacier? He doesn’t know
where to go: He started fire under that kind of bushy little tree in mountain.. He put light there, but it’s raining. He
goes there under that little tree. Thick. He stays there, underneath.
Then pretty soon that rain stops. He knows, he says, which way that rain goes. Gee, that glacier is close! That
time he brought that, Johnny, he talked.
“He’s going to come back,” he tells me.\fn{Using his special powers of foresight.}
Then he heard that gun. Right! Goes right through.
“Shoot some more.”
Little longer he shoots. Then he found out his way. Pretty soon we hear shot—then we shot. Just soaking wet!
Hole in his blanket he threw in the fire.
Jack Smith is pretty old; just the same he burned grease. When Old Man came back, he said,
“There’s no kids here! Who did that?” he said to us.
Well, we don’t know, us, he did that. Gee, Jack Smith got mad at himself.
“That’s me,” I did that, he say after he burns that grease, fat.
There used to be lots more thunder than now. Thunder comes from cracking glaciers. That glacier makes big
noise when he wants to do something.
46.151 Excerpt from The Outlander\fn{by Germaine Guèvremont (1896-1968)} Saint-Jérôme, Quebec, Canada (F) 3
… As they came out from Mass a few flakes of snow fluttered down and dropped delicately, as though with
infinite caution, onto the ground.
“It’s white weather. Is the snow coming, do you think?”
“It’s beginning to snow.”
“It’s snowing,” said Phonsine joyously.
The men smiled. “Snowing” meant to them a heavy fall, a deep coating on the houses, a solid bridge on the
winter roads between the river buoys, a thickened stream that clung to the river banks. But not these silly feathers.
Phonsine held out a hand to catch a flake or two. The small, isolated drops quivered against the warmth of her
skin.
*
A few days later, in the milky light that flooded into the room, the Stranger realized on awakening that the
expected transformation had come at last. He jumped out of bed. Beneath the lowering sky the snow was obliterating everything; it unified the whole countryside in a white immobility. The snow was falling heavily, not in silly
feathers as on the previous Sunday. The snow was falling, fine and dense and abundant, to feast the earth.
Toward noon the sun came out, pale among pale clouds; and yet it kindled myriads of stars in the fields.
“The snow will lie,” said Didace. And the snow did lie.
With the definite arrival of the snow an atmosphere of calm descended upon the house. All attended to their
duties with increased energy. The Stranger had transformed the bakehouse into a workshop which only Didace
was allowed to enter. From their talk it could be gathered that the boat was making progress, but no one had had a
glimpse of it.
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The first time the roads were usable the two men made their way to Sorel. They did not reappear until the
evening, hilarious and rather drunk, and apparently fellow conspirators in a project which they took a childish
pleasure in concealing.
In the middle of the following week Marie-Amanda arrived from the Ile de Grace. She had not been expected
so soon. With a child in each hand; and heavy with the third, which she was expecting in the spring—taIl and
strong and honest-eyed, refreshing in her health and serenity—she walked up to the paternal house.
“I was so afraid that the ice bridge wouldn’t form in time for the holidays.”
Alphonsine understood that Marie-Amanda wanted to lighten her father’s regret for the first New Year’s Day
without Mathilde Beauchemin.
“Will you take me in, Father?” asked Marie-Amanda, with an affectionate smile on her lips.
Didace, touched and delighted, turned to his daughter-in-law and said with affected surliness:
“What do you think, little woman? Shall we take her in?”
Phonsine entered into the game.
“I daresay we can manage with her for a day or two.”
*
It was from that moment that the house really recovered its quality. The very day after her arrival MarieAmanda undertook the great house cleaning which Alphonsine had always been putting off. For one whole day
the pulleys creaked under the weight of the rope from which hung the various items of household linen. Toward
evening the women carried armfuls of it into the kitchen, aching all over from their labors. A smell of cleanliness
and comfort pervaded the whole house, and the men took unwonted care not to soil anything.
“You’ll wear yourself out,” Didace kept on saying to Marie-Amanda.
But she would not relax until everything was in order. The window curtains had to be meticulously starched, as
in the days of Mathilde Beauchemin, the feather beds thoroughly shaken up, and at the head of them, the stiff,
square pillows decorously enthroned. One was embroidered in red thread with the design of a sleeping child; the
other, an awakened child, with the legend underneath:
“Good morning—Good night.”
In the darkness of the chest of drawers, hand-woven carpets and round plaited table covers awaited their turn
to lend a festive air to the house.
In the kitchen (apart from table, stove, and chairs) a single piece of furniture, propped level across a corner of
the room by a wooden wedge under one end, served both as a sideboard and a chest of drawers. On a mat of
unbleached linen embroidered with a pattern in red thread, a crystal decanter stood as centerpiece. Made of
unconvincing pink glass engraved with gilded doves carrying a white message coiling from their beaks and
surrounded by six small glasses, its fanciful appearance clashed with the other workaday objects. When he caught
sight of it Didace had peevishly remarked:
“It looks like a redneck with its brood.”
In the early days, when he noticed someone eyeing it with atonishment, rather taken aback by the presence of
such frivolity in the house, he felt impelled to explain how it had come there:
“It’s my daughter-in-law’s …” Alphonsine had won it at a fair at Sorel, at the same time as the teacup and
saucer which she alone used.
Then the pigs were killed. Angelina offered to make the gut-cased sausage and the black pudding.
“I won’t say no,” Phonsine hurriedly replied. She was feeling utterly exhausted.
But Marie-Amanda, far from overdoing with all the work, never complained of being tired. At the most she
sometimes laid her hands on her hips and stretched her waist in rather exaggerated fashion, to ease her back for a
moment of the weight of her fecundity.
Work seemed to her natural and easy. The eye was soothed by seeing her bring to the accomplishment of all
these things such precise and serene movements.
With a faithful and a confident hand she dressed the dishes or kneaded the bread, just as she wrung out the
linen and did the housework. If anything was needed in the house she had but to say so, and someone would
promptly harness Gaillarde and dash off to Sainte-Anne, or even to Sorel, to buy whatever it was, without question from anybody. The Stranger even taught her how to make bread without yeast.
Phonsine, who had so much trouble in getting Amable to help her, envied Marie-Amanda’s knack of getting
such ready assistance from everyone. And Angelina, seeing the Stranger so assiduous in his attentions to MarieAmanda, secretly set herself to copy her friend’s methods.
*
Christmas was at hand. The Stranger could never keep the wood bin full. He even picked out the best sort of
wood, and was particularly on the lookout for birch, that was renowned for making a good, hot fire.
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After having prepared, as usual at this time, the festal meal with the best of what could be found upon the
earth, on the morning of the twenty-fourth of December Marie-Amanda began to come and go as usual between
the storeroom and the house. The hour had come to bring in the jar of doughnuts powdered with sugar, the stew
with the meat balls floating in rich gravy, pies that melted in the mouth, and lavishly spiced mince. In the depths
of the iron cauldron a shoulder of young pork simmered gently with a bit of chine set aside for Phonsine, who did
not like garlic. As usual, too, the turkey was thawing out in the small stove. And on the top shelf of the cupboard
in Didace’s room, safely out of sight of the children, sweets and oranges and apples reposed behind a pile of
sheets.
Just like old days, thought Marie-Amanda.
But the carefree joy of those old days had gone. Her heart was in the grip of bitter recollections: Ephrem had
been drowned one day in July; he was not yet sixteen. Mathilde Beauchemin was no longer in the world to try to
soothe Didace when Amable became peevish or the two men were at odds. And grandmother no longer pottered
about the kitchen lamenting that pralines weren’t made as they used to be.
And yet Marie-Amanda would not utter the words that might have relieved her anguish; she did not want to
depress the others. She merely walked to the window and stood looking out, as though to beg the unchanging
countryside for a reflection of its stability. Dusk was falling, casting a blue shadow on the snow mantling the
fields, and the line of mountains, usually humped against the hollow of the sky, was now blended with the plain.
Through the mist of her tears Marie-Amanda could scarcely see the landscape. She, at thirty, was already the
oldest of women in the family. It was for her, the eldest daughter, to give a good example. Was life like the river,
intent only upon its course, heedless of the banks that it fertilizes or lays waste? Were human beings rushes, impotent to restrain it from obeying its own law—blue rushes, full of vigor in the morning, and by the evening shrunk
into dismal husks, sapless and straw-colored?
Young rushes would grow up in their place. Inexorable, the river continued on its course; neither she nor anyone could prevent it.
Little Mathilde, astonished to see her mother motionless for so long, clung to Marie-Amanda’s skirts.
“Mum-my!” Little Ephrem, tottering on his small legs, copied her.
“Mum-my … Mum-my!”
Marie-Amanda turned. She still felt sick at heart, but she seemed comforted, and said quietly to Alphonsine:
“If only we made pralines as in my time …” Little Mathilde clapped her hands.
“Some pralines, Mummy—I want some pralines.”
Marie-Amanda swung the child up into her arms and smothered her with kisses. The Stranger took her very
gently, but said rather sharply to the mother:
“You really oughtn’t to carry her. She’s much too heavy for you at present.”
*
Soon afterward the shopman from Sainte-Anne arrived. He marched into the kitchen accompanied by a blast of
frozen air. He always arrived like a gust of wind, and he looked the sort of man that wouldn’t stay a moment
longer than was needed; and yet at every house he spent enough time to smoke his pipe and inquire, after every
member of the family.
“So old Didace is still a widower, eh? Well, the old boy has held out properly, hasn’t he? I expect the
creatures \fn{A note reads: An old Quebecois term for women.} frightened him, that’s how it was.” Phonsine, for the
pleasure of getting him to talk, remarked:
“They aren’t very dangerous, after all.”
“Ah, my girl, you never know. I’ve known some that were very alarming—very alarming indeed.”
“What sort were they?”
“Creatures with hair like straw mattresses.”
Every other moment he kept jumping to his feet, as though he were dashing off once more; but he merely lifted
a lid of the stove to spit in the fire, and came back and settled down in his chair, with his two feet out-stretched
toward the heat.
“And what about you, Phonsine—when’s the child expected? And how’s Amable? And the Stranger? And
Ludger? And the little dog, does he bark as much as ever?”
He went through the whole list. When he came to the turn of Marie-Amanda, he did no more than peer
slantwise from where he sat poised on the edge of his chair.
“And the folks from the Ile de Grace? They look as if they were doing pretty well, as far as I can see.”
His budget of news expanded at every house he visited, and he lingered longer at each stage of his round. One
might almost have thought that that was his main object, rather than the disposal of his wares.
*
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Marie-Amanda took a special joy in attending Midnight Mass. At Didace’s request, the Stranger undertook to
mind the house. Indeed he needed no persuasion. Marie-Amanda assured him that the children never woke up at
night. Her husband, Ludger Aubuchon, joined her at the Sainte-Anne church, and after Mass, the dwellers on the
Inlet returned in procession.
A whole file of sleighs stood like a dotted line along the road, in the blue night that silvered the hamlet. David
Desmarais and Angelina accepted the invitation to eat their midnight supper at the Beauchemins’. Angelina had
never known a happier Christmas.
“What a lovely Christmas!” she kept on repeating in her heart, in which a pious joy was blended with the image of the Stranger.
On their arrival home the Stranger was asleep in his chair. He started up at the same time as the dog, and in a
bound he was on his feet. No sooner had the wick of the lamp been turned up than an exclamation burst from
Alphonsine.
“Where on earth did you pick up that armchair?”
The armchair from which the Stranger had just risen—a genuine Voltaire armchair, with molded feet and a
high, concave back as though to fit the body of the sitter, and the defects that betokened the hand of a local maker
—stood imposingly beside the stove. Still half asleep, the Stranger said with a yawn:
“Well, Didace and Amable have their own special chairs in this house. It’s about time I had mine too.”
They spoke of the Midnight Mass, the beautiful singing, and the creche, but the conversation kept insensibly
reverting to the armchair. Everyone wanted to try it and sat themselves down in it with an air of high importance.
It seemed to mold exactly to the body.
“I’ve seldom seen such a handsome chair. My word, it’s a grand bit of work!”
“You may well boast that you’re a good carpenter,” remarked Ludger Aubuchon.
Alphonsine, who was busy making the forcemeat stew, suddenly dropped the ladle and planted herself in front
of the Stranger.
“So that was the great Christmas surprise you were so anxious to conceal from me.”
Angelina wanted to know all about the making of it, and with what it had been stuffed. The Stranger couldn’t
answer everybody at the same time.
“I stuffed it,” he explained, “with the old salt bags. It has a smell of the water’s edge, don’t you think?”
“I know some English women at Sorel,” put in Angelina, “who would pay you well to repair their furniture.”
“Hi, Father-in-law,” cried Alphonsine rapturously. “Do you hear what Angelina says?”
But Marie-Amanda gave the signal to sit down to table. After the long drive in the fresh air everyone would
celebrate Christmas with good heart and appetite.
At the moment of sitting down, there was a minute of deep emotion at the sight of Mathilde’s empty chair;
since her death it had been left unoccupied.
Marie-Amanda fetched her little girl and sat her down in it; a leaf falls from the trees, another leaf replaces it.
…
89.132 The Czech Dog\fn{by William George Hardy (1896-1979)} “on a farm at Peniel, near Oakwood, Ontario,”
Canada (M) 2
She had been noticing him sitting in the corner, half hidden by a fern. Because she had been told that he was a
Czech newly come to New York, and because he seemed alone and out of place and somewhat tense, she went
over and tried to make conversation.
But the room was noisy with well-fed, charitable people, come together in this Red Cross rally, and now that
she was near him she sensed emanating from him an unpredictable violence of protest. Trying to view the gathering as she supposed it must appear to him—the cocktails, the gay chatter, the complaints about gasoline rationing
and the dearth of steaks—she thought she understood. So on impulse she said, keeping her voice even:
“Look, I ought to be home early. Will you be an excuse for me to go?”
He was well-bred. He picked up the cue without visible surprise. At her own door she hesitated, and then,
stirred by sympathy, and at the same time interested in what kept this man taut and withdrawn, she asked him in.
It was no easier to talk when they were in her living-room. She dragged out of him that a month ago he had
been flown out of Czechoslovakia\fn{From 1918-1993; peacefully divided since then into two countries, the Czech Republic and
Slovakia; and from 1928-1938 a further small extension of territory eastward, the Sub-Carpathian Rus (now a part of Ukraine) } to
England, and that he was in America on something to do with supplies for the Underground in his country. But he
would not enlarge on either point. So she said the obvious thing, hoping that it might get him started:
“It must be terrible in Czechoslovakia.”
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He nodded—and let it go at that. She looked at his mobile intellectual face, realizing that it was closed against
her and wondering why. Just then her dog came into the room. It was a collie, a beautiful animal. She leaned
forward and spoke to it, expecting it to come to her. But after a leisurely look around it ignored her, and, ears flat
and half laughing with its mouth in the way dogs have, it walked deliberately over to the man, put its head on his
knees, and looked up at him. He reached down and scratched behind the silky ears. She remarked with a certain
measure of annoyance:
“You seem to be a person dogs like.”
He glanced at her quickly.
“Yes,” he said. He thought a moment. Then, stroking the dog’s head gently, he went on:
“I know what you have been trying to do. It is kind of you. But it is of no use. Each of us has his own circle of
experience into which no one else can enter.”
*
She leaned back in her comfortable chair.
“I am not sure that that is always true.”
“I think so.” He looked away from her and around at the room—the soft light, the pictures, the deep rugs, the
graceful vases. The collie, perceiving that the man’s attention was diverted, placed itself with dignity at his feet,
and putting its head on its forepaws, watched him.
“If I tell you that I, who was once a physician—well-to-do, respected, secure—lay on a floor, helpless, and was
kicked and beaten, and then revived, and then beaten and kicked—hour after hour—it will only be words to you,
because you cannot imagine that ever happening to your brother or your husband, or to anyone you know.
“Or if I say to you that my sister, as educated and as delicately brought up as you, is now in a brothel for
German soldiers, you will exclaim, ‘How terrible!’ It will not be actuality—a living actuality—because never in
your life have you been, or will you be, in danger of that.”
“I suppose we, here in America, must seem—untouched,” she murmured, thinking of the meeting they had left
and noticing how alive his face was now. “Yet some of us would like to understand.”
He shrugged his shoulders.
“To you, Freedom is still a careless dress. Forgive me, if I am rhetorical. If you had ever known what it is to
cringe in your own country before an alien, to starve, to be helpless. As it is…”
He stopped and looked around him again, as if searching. His eyes chanced on the collie at his feet. It stirred
and made a whimpering, inquiring sound in its throat. He reached down to touch it, soothing it. Then he looked
across at her hesitantly, almost shyly.
“You have a dog, a dog that you love,” he said. “If I were, perhaps, to tell you of another dog, a dog in Czechoslovakia …?”
“Do.”
“It was not much of a dog,” he explained, sitting up. “It was only a little one, half—no, almost wholly—
starved. But its manners were good. At one time it had been, I am sure, someone’s pet, sleek, fat, probably impertinent. When I saw it, its coat was ragged and its ears were torn and its ribs were there to count.
“It was on the first morning that it found me. I was, you must understand, carrying a message for the Underground, and it was imperative that that message reach one man, the right man. At the very outset of my journey I
was stopped by a patrol. They knocked me about. But I was disguised as a crippled peasant—and as you see, that
was good, because I am crippled.
“Nor did I, who used to walk down the street and give way to no man—even as you in America—forget to be
as cringing and as animal-like as the Nazis think a Czech in his own country should be. I begged on my knees. I
wept. I went slobbering after my bit of bread when they flung it into the mud. One of them put a hob-nailed boot
on my hand—this hand—when I had got hold of it, and laughed, and they all laughed and they let me go. I
laughed, too, within myself. I had won, this time.
“But about the dog.
“I was traveling, you comprehend, between dusk and dawn. It was in the early morning, in a wooded part of
my country where I had made myself a hiding-place, that it smelled me out. I cursed it. I flung sticks at it. But
dogs know. It came crawling back to me, its tail between its legs, its eyes pleading. I ought to have kicked it away.
“We Czechs, you must understand, have been left only one possession—the will not to give in. We dare not
have any other—except hate. So I ought to have kicked it, brutally, so that it would not come back. But it was lost
and homeless and starving and did not comprehend why. It had done no wrong. I could not kick it. I said to
myself:
“‘Cannot a Czech peasant have a dog with him?’
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“I gave it the bit of bread. I let it curl up against me. That night, and the next night, I let it come with me. What
food I got I shared with it. It was a good dog. It was so grateful to belong to someone again. And then during the
third night I was crawling along a ditch. I was there, you understand, because I was in an area of Czechoslovakia
where a Czech is shot at sight. But I was tired of the ditch and of the mud and water in it. I had seen no Germans.
I had heard none. I said to myself that I would get out of the ditch. At that instant the dog growled, deep in its
throat. I waited. A patrol came tramping by.
“When it had passed I patted the dog and praised it, and it wagged its tail and its whole body, and licked my
hand.
“It was when it licked my hand that I realized how alone I had been, and for how long. I had been kicked and
beaten. I had had other things done to me—things that leave you no—no dignity. I, who had once been prosperous and secure and free, had been compelled to stand by helpless in my own home while what was done to my
wife was done. Something had died in me. But now it began to stir again. I, who for so long had had no part in
any emotion but hate, felt that dog lick my hand.
“I hugged it. I hugged it to myself.”
*
He paused, and she could see that his mind was a long way off. Sitting here in this secure, comfortable room,
she tried to visualize the ditch and the darkness and this man, so quiet, so proud, so impeccably-mannered, down
in the mud, hugging a half-starved dog.
Yes, she could see the dog—poor thing. She glanced at her own collie. It was continuing to watch the man in
complete oblivion of herself.
“And then?” she asked, more sharply than she realized.
The man roused himself.
“Then? Oh, then we went on. Two nights later we came at last almost to the end of my journey, to the most
crucial part of it, to a place where there was a cordon of sentries through which I must pass. In my other life I
would have pronounced it impossible. But those Germans—so methodical that we of the Underground had been
able to plot the exact time each sentry passed each post! I waited for the sentry to go by because I knew that then I
would have exactly seven and one-half minutes before he returned, and that would be time enough, if I were
quick.
“I crouched there in the darkness in a hollow, waiting. There was a certain triumph in me. For I felt now that I
would get my message through, and then certain Nazis who had exercised lust and cruelty on helpless ones, and
had laughed and thought there would be no reckoning, would find out that they were wrong.
“That was how I felt. I had my arm around the dog and it was warm against me, and we waited.
“But then the dog growled.
“It meant that the sentry was coming. But I was afraid that he might hear. I could not take chances. In that
place, at the slightest hint of anything unusual, the orders of the sentries are not to investigate, but to call out the
guard. If it were called and a search were made, I would be discovered and my message would not get through. I
spoke quickly under my breath to the dog, bidding it be quiet.
“But it kept on growling.
“It was imperative, you must comprehend, that I get through with my message. But I had come to love this
dog. I had no wife any longer, and no home and no sister. But I had this dog. And the dog had me. It was all either
of us had left to us. So I took a chance. I whispered to it again, begging it to understand and to be still. How could
it understand? This was one of the enemy coming—and I had praised it before. It growled louder, deep in its
throat.
“I could hear the sentry now. My message had to get through. I leaped on that little, half-starved dog, gripping
its body between my knees so that it could not move. I seized its throat with my fingers—these fingers. They are
strong, these fingers. They have to be, because if we have no weapons and a man has to be killed. So I squeezed—
savagely.
“If only the sentry had gone right by. I prayed that he would go right by. But he took his time. He stopped. He
lit a cigarette and took a puff or two and looked about him. Then he put out the cigarette and went on. I unloosed
my fingers. If only the dog had been well-fed, strong—like this one here. It wasn’t. And I—I had no time. I left it
there. I went on.”
He stopped speaking.
*
She stirred in her chair.
Her mind comprehended what the man was trying to tell her. But she kept seeing that dog, the dog which had
trusted him.
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Her own dog, troubled by the sense of things about him, shifted its head and made that whimpering, questioning sound again. The man leaned down, and smiling in understanding, passed his fingers gently over the collie’s
head.
She looked at those fingers. It was not this man’s fault that in his fight for his country he had had to sacrifice
everything—even pity.
But—those fingers—
“Here, Drake,” she said to the collie, getting abruptly to her feet. “Come here!”
The man rose, looked around for his hat and cane, and started for the door.
“Of course, it was a Czech dog,” he said, as if to himself.
1920
2.194 The Human Fly\fn{by Ralph Barker Gustafson (1909-1995)} Lime Ridge, Quebec, Canada (M) 4
The morning proved hot and cloudless and the crowd which had assembled in front of Boulanger’s Hardware
Store was becoming impatient. The handbills had promised that the climb would start at eleven sharp. For two
weeks householders in the town had been inundated with pink notices announcing the death-defying climb in
bold-faced type, superlatives, and exclamation points. The handbills had come in the mail, had been slipped under
front doors, shoved into the hands of people in the streets.
The advertising had become irritating, but it had been effective. Spectators began to arrive as early as ninethirty; an hour later the street was blocked. Policemen, posted at the nearest intersections, waved the traffic away
from the clogged thoroughfare. Groups of late-comers kept attaching themselves to the mass of people until the
crowd gave under the pressure and tossed up fractions onto window sills and lampposts, where they sat and clung,
astoundingly individual. Despite the crush, a clear space, half the width of the street, remained before the entrance
to the Boulanger building. A dozen cops lined its arc, leaning their backs against the crowd. But the core of the
crowd was stationary. The people around the space made no move to enter it and even answered any pressure behind them with their own weight. The space was before that part of the building which, as advertised, the Human
Fly was to climb.
The crowd was restive. The clock tower of the post office on the corner struck the half hour harshly. From a
lamppost someone yelled, “Where’s the Fly?” and was promptly answered,
“He’s got cold feet.”
Nicholas looked around at the voice, which came from his left. The humorist, a little man holding a pipe out of
his mouth, was looking about with a smirk on his face.
“Why don’t they begin?” Louise asked.
Nicholas turned back to her and again wondered why she had insisted upon coming. She hated crowds. He
knew that she disliked being touched, that submission to her own elaborate terms was the almost impossible fee.
He examined the rich waves of hair escaping the pert skullcap she wore. His fingers instinctively wanted the feel
of the blackness of her hair at the neckline crushed between the pads of his thumb and forefinger.
They were standing at the edge of the space before the entrance of the building. Nicholas had argued against
the whole idea of lending oneself to a cheap and morbid advertising stunt, let alone making a pleasure out of
pushing and being shoved in a crowd for two hours. Louise had only smiled and said that Mr. Boulanger had to
sell his pots and pans, didn’t he? If she wanted to go, she did, that was all. But he wouldn’t pretend to understand
or make a virtue of it. Nicholas had been prepared to call for Louise early enough so that at least they would be
spared shoving into the jam.
But Louise was less comfortable. She had not started for the street until a quarter of an hour before the event
was scheduled to start. She drove Nicholas into the alleyway behind the block of buildings in which the hardware
store stood, left the car there, and led him up the back steps into the passageway between two buildings. She had
arranged for the janitor to let them in at the side door. They walked through the offices, out of the front door, and
across the space in front of the crowd.
Nicholas had felt his cheeks redden at their performance. The policemen merely gaped at their appearance
from the wrong direction.
Louise told them, “This will do very nicely, thank you,” and they let her and Nicholas through their line at the
exact center of the semicircle as though she had a right to it from the simple fact of demanding it. There had been
nothing else for the police to do.
But Nicholas had seen the hostility of the people near-by and agreed within himself that it was a shabby trick.
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He whispered to Louise that they shouldn’t have come that way, and she replied without any attempt to modulate
her voice that he needn’t be a fool if others were. He shut up before her intensity. He looked at her and for a moment dislike passed slowly through his mind, leaving him startled at the course his emotion had taken.
A murmur arose in the crowd. Two heads appeared in a raised window in the sixth story. They were apparently
examining the lower sash. Nicholas looked up the line of windows to the roof. The sashes of each had been fixed
with wooden inserts so that steady openings were made available from the base to the top of the building eight
stories above.
Nicholas felt cheated.
“All he needs now is a ladder.” It was as if the discovery that the windows had been fixed left their maneuver
to get ahead of the crowd even shabbier.
“He can still fall, can’t he?”
Louise might just as well have told him not to be a logical bore. And it was true. The face of the building presented opportunities enough for a distorted conclusion on the pavement below. Between each window and the one
above it was a four-foot stretch of wall sheer of any handhold except the inch provided by an ornamental line of
jutting bricks. Above the top window, seventy-seven feet above the street level, the six-foot stretch of brick to the
flat roof was folly.
The two heads in the window withdrew and presently three people appeared from the main entrance of the
building. A couple came first, the woman in spangles and braid, the man in the faded sweater and trunks of an
acrobat. Their costumes were tawdry in the daylight. They were followed by Mr. Lacroix, Vice-President of Boulanger’s. Importantly extending both arms above his head, he commanded attention from various sectors of the
crowd, and after two or three minutes of doubt whether his gestures would have any effect whatever, he began
speaking.
It was the great pride and honor of Boulanger’s Hardware Store—departments for everything needed in the
kitchen and the home—it was with the greatest pleasure that Boulanger’s could present the Human Fly.
With all the persistent preparation, Boulanger’s had omitted to supply its vice-president with a microphone.
His voice could hardly have been heard across the street. The crowd shoved closer. The people in front were
jostled forward. Nicholas edged himself behind Louise and tried to take the pressure of the crowd from her. He
put his arms around her waist.
As he held her closely. Nicholas shifted his forearms upward until he could feel the small weight of her breasts
on them. The sensation familiarly excited him. She had never allowed him any physical intimacy until they had
become engaged—after he had been invalided home just before the end of the war in Europe. He had silenced a
machine-gun nest by bayonet and had been sent home with a burst of shrapnel in his back and with the D.S.A.
It had been vaguely understood before he had left for overseas that they would marry, but he had never felt
sure until after his return. His exploit at Nijmegen seemed to make a difference to Louise. She had made him tell
it in detail, and it was only then, in the hospital, that he knew she wanted him to touch her. But as he now stood
protecting and holding Louise he found himself questioning her. He sensed that she was unaware of him, that she
was not sharing his feeling that the crowd, the whole morning had taken meaning when he put his arms around
her. Nicholas relaxed the tension of his arms. Perhaps his need for expressed affection, his uncertainty of himself,
made him too demanding.
The vice-president had finished his declaration. He made a condescending gesture to the Human Fly to carry
on and then re-entered the building with the woman wearing the sadly pretentious costume, whom he had introduced as the daring wife of the Human Fly. The Fly turned to the building.
*
He was a slight little man who immediately engaged the sympathy of Nicholas and struck him with pathos.
The forlorn expression of his features was ludicrously contrasted by a resentful fuzz of reddish hair which covered
to an exact line the back half of his head. The combination of such a comical circumstance with the daring of what
he did no doubt ensured the Human Fly his success. His appearance on the first window sill restored at once the
good humor of the crowd and was the signal for hand clapping and a few shouts.
But the reception jarred Nicholas as obtuse. The preliminary bows, flexings of muscle, and testings of support
which the man had gone through had been empty of any attempt to establish the fiction that the theatrical flourish
was important to the success of the climb. It was plain to Nicholas that the man had gone through his act by rote,
and it made him depressed. He resented the lettering, BOULANGER’S BUYS ARE BEST, attached across the back of
the man’s sweater.
Nicholas began to sentimentalize. The man was capable of better things than such futile sensation mongering.
His appealing attention toward his wife and her ignobling indifference during the vice-president’s oration hinted
at a drama greater than that which the man was now providing. Nicholas decided the man was foolishly and hope106

lessly entangled in an unworthy love. It would be as if the teasing habit which Louise had of drawing attention to
his own diffidence in company were really meant as ridicule, as if Louise forced him into irrational demonstrations to prove that his love was at the same time independent yet worthy of return.
The Human Fly clinging to the second-story sill of Boulanger’s was deliberately placing the responsibility for
a human life on the love of the woman in shabby braid. It was a threat and an appeal.
Nicholas laughed. The man was probably a shoddy exhibitionist who beat his wife.
“Do you find this funny?” The focus of Nicholas's mind sharpened on the present.
“No—no, I was only laughing to myself.” He had irritated Louise.
“I was only thinking of this man climbing the building and an elevator inside.”
“Well, you can still use it.”
There was no amusement in Louise’s voice and Nicholas turned the remark against himself. Louise knew
heights made him giddy. His lame improvisation aggravated Nicholas’s resentment. He constantly felt a necessity
to switch his thoughts into something which he felt Louise might prefer him to say. It was a habit of mind of
which Nicholas was only half aware—but he was conscious of following it often enough to be left uncertain.
Alternately he measured himself as dull and inadequate or unwillingly suspected that Louise in some inexplicable way was making him appear so. As he often did, Nicholas now avoided bringing himself to a conclusion.
He said nothing more to Louise and let his attention be taken up outside himself.
*
The Human Fly had reached the fourth story. He was climbing cautiously but steadily. From each sill he drew
himself upright by using the opening made at the top of each window; then taking his weight on his left forearm
and transversely on his right foot raised against the side of the window aperture, he inched his body upward until
the fingers of his right arm made the ornamental projection of bricks in the middle of the space of wall between
the windows. To those watching below, the man seemed for a moment to be clinging to sheer wall. Then his left
foot found the top of the slightly open sash as his left hand grasped the sill above.
Nicholas quickly admitted that the challenge of the building despite the fixed windows, was being more than
fairly met. The promise that the climb would be “death-defying” was not mere publicity jargon. An error in the
rhythm of the man’s muscles between the windows would pitch him to the street below. Every nine feet the man
consigned his life, for a fraction of a minute, to the traction of the rubber on his running shoes, then to the
contraction of his fingertips on an inch of brick.
Nicholas’s indignation against flamboyant advertisement sharpened to anger against whatever had committed
the courageous pinch of life to the monstrous fortuity of its position. As he watched the Human Fly, a slowly
struggling thorax of green liquid hoisted on it: waving pairs of viscous legs at the direction of the grotesque
multiplex eyes, Nicholas felt sick with humiliation. He looked away, lowered his eyes to Louise.
She was tense, staring at the gamble above her. Nicholas searched the assurance of her eyes, her cheek, that
tangible assurance of the curve of her lips. The familiar impulse surged through him to negate his passion with
them. To posses! and in the possession free himself of them.
Louise suddenly was aware of his attention. For a fraction of a second her eyes diverted.
Their command and scorn struck him. The curt gesture of her body to free itself from contact with him was
redundant.
In his imagination, Nicholas saw the flat of his hand strike her cheek so that her head jerked. But he stood
there, his hands at his sides, his breath moving heavily.
Then he hated himself, the constant preoccupation with his own insides, the romanticism which he allowed his
passion. He stood, trying to detach the pulsing drive of his thought and emotion.
But the truth behind his imagination again gripped him: it was as if he saw Louise’s eyes fill with horror,
follow the hurtling body, fascinated, the drop from the building to the street at her feet, her absorption away from
him smashed obscenely and finally on the pavement.
Nicholas looked up.
“He’s going to make it,” he said.
Louise did not reply, and as he looked up, Nicholas himself became absorbed by what he saw.
*
The Fly had reached the space between the top window and the roof where the stretch of brick was greater. It
seemed impossibly higher than the height of the climber. He saw the small clutching figure above him pause. For
a minute the Fly made no movement as he clung to the last window, then one of his arms groped awkwardly
behind him. The crowd in the street below watched without sound or movement, caught between an assured
excitement and possible horror. Again the arm of the Fly gestured. He was in difficulty. Then Nicholas made out
what it was. The man had taken a handkerchief and was drying each of his hands. The speck on the building was
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stationary for a moment more, then began to grope upwards.
It was over quickly. With a studied smoothness the Fly, balancing on his toes on the window’s top aperture,
slid his body upright, reached for the width of an ornamental beam-end, and in the impetus provided simultaneously by a foothold on the projecting line of brick and repulsion from the beam-end leaped for the edge. For an
instant his body seemed poised in space, then his arm went over and he was on the roof.
*
The crowd burst into applause. Nicholas had hardly had time to follow the agile grace of the feat. Shouts were
added to the clapping as the Human Fly, a diminutive silhouette against the light sky, reappeared at the edge of the
roof.
Another figure joined him. It was his wife. They bowed to each other and to the street below.
Then as the Fly withdrew from sight, the woman began gesticulating toward the crowd. At first Nicholas
couldn’t make out her meaning, then he saw little colored leaves of paper floating down toward the spectators
below. Really, the other had been enough without Boulanger’s advertising more of his bargains.
Nicholas moved impatiently.
“Let’s go.” At least they needn’t go through the anticlimax.
But Louise still stared upward.
“It isn’t over yet.”
Nicholas looked back. The Fly was again in sight. As his wife finished distributing her pile of leaflets to the
air, he placed first a table at the edge of the roof, then a rocking chair on it. The spangles of the woman’s costume
glinted tinily in the sun as she turned to steady the table. The Fly, stepping up on it, struck a posture with his arms
spread toward the sky, then sat down in the chair, lighted a cigarette, and began rocking.
At the same time a voice burst forth with startling raucousness in front of Nicholas. A loud-speaker began
belching words at the crowd. It was the vice-president again, from the interior of the store.
“For God sake let’s go!” Nicholas said. Without taking her eyes from the top of the building, Louise said,
“Well go, then.”
Then Nicholas remembered how she had said, “It isn’t over yet.” In the same way. Tense, with anger and fascination, yet coldly objective. The tone behind the words somehow implicated Nicholas.
Instinctively he felt humiliated and mocked. He gave way to the anger and frustration which flooded up within
him.
“I will,” he said.
But he found it impossible to get through the crowd behind him. It was still intent on the scene above.
Nicholas surrendered before the resentment of the people he was disturbing and stopped a few feet away from
Louise. He could see little of her except the round of her tiny skullcap bent back toward him as she gazed upward.
Nicholas again checked himself as an exaggerating fool. And she would need his help when the crowd broke
up. He stood a moment looking at the tiny skullcap, wondering, then looked to the top of the building.
The Fly was in the midst of a handstand on the seat of the rocking chair, his body a short parenthesis against
the sky. His wife was steadying the table which held the chair. Nicholas’s mind returned to what he had imagined
was between them.
The man whose daring was a plea and a warning to her love, a proof to subvert the injustice of the image in her
eyes—a saddened, comical, hapless figure who by florid acrobatics only could express his love.
Then it happened. The woman had straightened away from the table into a melodramatic pose indicating her
inverted husband and Nicholas later could remember nothing about the apparently perfect poise of the Fly to
demand her movement.
*
Suddenly she made a quick grab for the table. The rocking chair lurched and in a graceful arc the man came
over the side of the building.
He fell with ridiculous ease. A tiny apostrophe in slow-motion, upright, in control, that enlarged into the hurtling twisting figure of the Human Fly.
The sound of the impact filled Nicholas’s belly with nausea. He had heard such a cry as the Fly’s before—
under bombardment.
Nicholas found himself beside Louise.
“Don’t look, Louise! Don’t look!” He pulled her round against him.
“Get away from me!”
In his astonishment at her command, he did as he was told. He looked blankly at her. She was staring at the
motionless figure huddled on the pavement. Something white stuck grotesquely up through the lettering on its
back.
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Then the edge of the crowd disintegrated and, as he still looked at Louise, Nicholas’s mind came alive.
Turning against the surge of people, he viciously fought a path away from her.
92.12 Remembering Old Times\fn{by Simon Arnaviapik (1915-1992)} Pond Inlet, Nunavut Territory, Canada (M) 7
1
I began writing this on November 2nd, 1969. My name is Arnaviapik. Some people my age still use the old disc
numbers that have been discarded. My number was E5-752. I am going to tell a story of my experiences.
I cannot remember exactly how old I was, but I do remember that it was summer when we used to go hunting
caribou. I think it was the beginning of August.
We were traveling from the salt water up on the mainland. I remember riding on top of the load which my
father carried on his back. Sometimes I walked with my mother holding my hand.
There were six heads of families in our camp—my father Angutiyak, Kunuk, Kukuayuk, Tunga, Kasateak, and
Takauyuk. We would part in the summer, then meet again in the fall.
We would travel by land only at that time of the year. Walking and pulling our goods on a skin sled. First we
would live by a lake in a tupik (skin tent) until we could move into an igloo (snow house). The men fished and
shot caribou often. When our tupik was no longer required, my father would put it in the lake for several days.
I saw that my father was making a wooden sled frame. I still remember how he pulled the tupik skins from the
lake and stretched them flat on the ground and anchored them with rocks. Next he cut them into strips and tied the
strips to both sides of the runners. He made holes for a cross bar. The cross bar was made from caribou antlers. It
looked like a real sled even though some parts of it had once been our house.
Before we traveled, my mother made new parkas and other clothes for us. Then we went back to the coast.
I think it was November when we arrived. The men went seal hunting and were lucky to catch some. They
went hunting every day while we waited for the people from Iqajuak to come for us. When they came we returned
with them and spent the winter there.
*
People who hunted the caribou with guns did not throw away their empty cartridges after using them. They
made more bullets by mixing gunpowder and melting lead to make the balls. Two boxes of cartridges containing
ten rounds each would last for the whole summer that way. Now there are twenty cartridges in each box and we
do not have to reload them.
I remember when our people smoked before there was anything like cigarettes. They smoked using bone or
metal pipes. They would use a flint to light their pipes. First they softened some paper, mixed gunpowder in hot
water, and put the black mixture on the paper. When the paper was dry they used it to light their pipes. When the
spark from the flint fell on the paper it caught fire.
They used real fire when meat was cooking.
*
I also remember living in Iqajuak, although I do not know what year it was.
There was a white man there called Sakimeak who was unhappy because his ship did not arrive. I often
watched him walking around the seashore, eating kelp. The ship finally came a year after we had moved to Thlukak. This Sakimeak had moved to Saneruak and then to Thlukak.
Sakimeak and an Inuk came on foot to Tulukak, carrying fox skins. The white man went to the ship and while
on board got into a fight with a man from Sanieruak. They fought and the white man won. The second mate
intervened and put him in his place. The captain told the white man to leave and he went back to shore.
My mother and I were alone on shore when Sakimeak came to our shelter. He was weeping. I was frightened at
first but he stayed with us that night.
The next morning the captain of the ship and some other white people came ashore to look for Sakimeak. They
found him with us and they talked to him for a long time. They told him that he could not travel with them on the
ship. They said there was a war on and because the man was a German they could not take him. They told him to
go by dog team to Churchill when winter came.
*
When I was perhaps four or five years old, my elder sister and I went with my father to the trading post early
in the winter. We were at Tulukak then. We rode on the sleigh and I remember it was very early in the morning
when we arrived at the post. Though my sister and I were frightened, we decided to follow my father into the
store. The people gave us food to eat and when we were leaving a white lady gave me a small spoon. I was happy
to receive it.
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After we left Thlukak, we visited my aunt’s house at Keminik. This was a happy time for me because I did not
know she was my aunt. Then we went back to our old camp at Iqajuak. I remember it was there that Aleanakulook’s wife died. This was the first time that a person I knew died. My grandmother became very ill too and she
died. She was not very old.
It was spring again when we went west to hunt caribou. When summer came, we walked inland. I believe it
was the end of July. We hunted the caribou there for about three months.
Our people used to run out of tobacco often. The men used to mix their tobacco to make it go farther. Sometimes they would smoke small leaves. They even smoked with feathers. I remember how they used to smell.
In the fall we went back to the coast by dog team.
We used to light our lamps with caribou fat. When we reached the sea the men would hunt at the seal holes.
When we had seal fat it was much better. The flame in the lamps was bright red and not as smoky as when using
caribou fat.
*
When we were on the coast a dog team came for us from Iqajuak. The drivers told us that there were traders at
Pond Inlet and my father decided we should go with them. We had to stop several times on the way. When we
arrived we found there were four white men at Pond Inlet—Big Kapitie, his clerk, an interpreter, and a policeman,
they all lived together at the Hudson’s Bay Company house. A lady invited us in and gave us food. They gave the
children candy and the older people tobacco.
We stayed at Pond Inlet until after Christmas at which time we left for Igloolik by dog team. The policeman
and an interpreter came with us on the journey. We carried merchandise, guns, and ammunition for trading at
Igloolik. Besides us there was another Inuk with a five-dog team who came with us.
It was spring when we got back from Igloolik. We returned to Pond Inlet with a light load of fox skins. It was
much lighter than the load we had taken with us. We bought supplies and other goods to take back to our camp at
Iqajuak.
When summer came again the Atik (the C.G.S. Arctic) arrived with a policeman. When they left they took a
man named Keugayuk with them as a prisoner. It was getting dark early when the Nassikupee (the S.S. Nascopie)
arrived.
*
The next fall they asked my father to go to the Hudson’s Bay post when the ice was set. The white men hired
the Inuit to gather fuel for their stoves (from the coal deposits near Pond Inlet). In the winter there was fuel only at
the store. When they ran out of it, they went to get some more, hauling it by dog team.
The post manager left when break-up came and his clerk took over at Pond Inlet. When fall came again people
from Igloolik and Pond Inlet sacked up more coal. Spring came and they loaded it on boats. My family stayed
with the traders all summer. After freeze-up the manager, Neegasee, decided to go to Igloolik by dog team. My
father and his family, Akumalik and his family, including his children, Idlout and Eitokudso, went along with the
trader.
In December that year the trader wanted to return by land to Pond Inlet. My father did not wish to go that way
because he was not familiar with the route. The white man said that the map showed that it was a shortcut and that
we could get there more quickly. My father pointed out that if they attempted to go that way at that time of the
year they might all starve. It was a poor time—there was little food for humans and less for the dogs. The trader
still persisted and Akumalik took the trader’s side in the argument.
They outvoted my father. He at last agreed to go but still warned them of the danger.
When the journey began the days were already very short. There were no familiar landmarks to follow. Soon
we ran out of food and were very hungry. Some of the party became so hungry they wanted to eat their dogs. My
father said that if they had only listened to him and traveled by the sea ice they would have seal meat for
themselves and the dogs.
The people were sorry to do it, but soon found it necessary to kill some of the dogs if they were to survive.
They boiled the dogs and ate them. They wanted my father to turn around and take them back to Igloolik. There
was no more kerosene for the stoves.
My father knew that turning around would mean certain death. He told them that they had to go on. He left
them and traveled alone ahead of the dogs. He was searching for a hunting camp. He told the people he would
find help and send it to them.
My father knew he could travel much faster if he went alone, but against his wishes, his brother-in-law came
too. But he slowed the pace down because he kept lagging behind and my father would have to wait for him.
My father reached sea ice. He could tell by the signs around that he had gone past an Inuit hunting camp. He
waited for his companion but he did not come for a long time. When he finally arrived, my father told him that
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they had reached salt water. The man did not believe it until he tasted the snow. My father told him to look for
seal holes while he went to look for the hunting camp that must not be far away. The man was just too cold and
hungry to hunt, so my father left him, promising to send someone for him if he found help.
My father arrived at an Inuit sealing camp during the night. The men had just returned from hunting. My father
told them what had happened. The men harnessed their dogs and left to look for the rest of the party. They
followed his tracks. They found the people who had been walking slowly for two days. They would have frozen
to death had they stopped walking. They were very weak. They then knew the wisdom of my father’s words. If he
had not left them, all would have perished.
The Inuit often talked about the white man who had been with them and how he had cooked the dog meat and
eaten it while it was still almost raw.
*
A year later he was replaced by a new manager and my father took him to Clyde River to be the trader. My
father took me to Clyde River with him. There was one trader there and an Inuk whose name was Matuk. His wife
was called Eevaluapik. They had two sons—one called Miee and a younger one called Moses.
In the spring we often went seal hunting with the men. I had a .22 caliber rifle, but Miee was not allowed to
shoot.
When summer came to Clyde River, the ship Nassikupee arrived. I was growing up. They asked me to go on
the ship to help. We went to Pond Inlet to unload and left again. My father became foreman of the unloading
gang.
I was surprised to see that we were going to Resolute Bay. There were three men with us from Cape Dorset—
Pootoogook, Eitoolook and Pitseolak. That was in 1927 or 1928, I cannot be sure which.
Our manager at that time had six Inuit with him who came from Labrador. They wanted to become trappers at
a place where no one lived and hunt for the Company. Some of the people got off at Arctic Bay but we stayed
until we reached Pond Inlet.
That winter we caught many white fox and in the spring took the pelts to Pond Inlet. A supply ship arrived and
they asked my father if he would go aboard as a guide. I went along too and we went to Resolute Bay and past it
in a small boat. We unloaded lumber and supplies at Arctic Bay and other places, always unloading lumber.
We traveled all summer. One man, Attagutaaluk, and his wife Attuak (she is still living) came aboard. We
stopped at a small island. The season was getting late and the weather was bad. We were going very slowly but
suddenly we stopped.
We were stranded on a sand bar. The water was only fifteen inches deep. They tried to take the ship backwards
but it would not go.
While the tide was out we got off the boat. The men unloaded the supplies and lumber. It took nearly all day. In
spite of this the boat tipped over in the evening. Oil drums were attached to the bottom of the boat with ropes.
When the tide came in, the boat started to float. Then began the job of reloading it.
Next we went to Gjoa Haven on King William Island. We were to spend the winter there with the trader and
his clerk. Our family were the only Inuit. My father and the trader traveled a lot that winter. During one absence,
people from Netsilik arrived. I was very frightened when I saw them for the first time. Their way of talking
reminded me of eider ducks just before they learn to fly. They were “the people of the place possessing seal” and
the only ones who were still living by the old ways without southern equipment which we were now almost
accustomed to using.
My father and the trader were away for a long time. The ice was about to freeze up when they finally returned.
They had attempted to go to every camp to trade and encourage the people to come to Gjoa Haven where the new
house had been built.
I always liked to go hunting with my father. It was from him and Attagutaaluk that I learned how to trap fox.
Once when I was hunting with Angnateak, it was growing dark. He said to me,
“Look at that big polar bear!”
I thought he was trying to fool me and I did not believe him. But when I looked to one side there it was and
very close. I was going to shoot at it but the dogs were excited and I had to control them.
Angnateak started to run after the bear. I went after him as soon as I tied up some of the dogs. There were so
many tracks that I soon lost Angnateak.
The dogs broke loose and I felt like crying because I could not handle them. It was now very dark and I could
not see or hear Angnateak.
Finally he found me. He had not been able to shoot the bear but I was happy to see him. We had lost a few
dogs. When we returned to camp we found that some of the other men had killed a bear. I was sad that we were
not so lucky.
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In winter I always went hunting with Angnateak. He was my brother-in-law and my best friend. Sometimes
when we were alone we would wrestle. He was very strong and I would try not to show it when he hurt me. If I
cried he would feel bad.
In the spring we often had visitors at the store in Gjoa Haven. Some of them stayed for a while, camping
nearby. They were happy people. One man who stayed was from Netsilik. After break-up we took him to Arctic
Bay. On our way back we planned to stop at Pond Inlet, but had to return because of the thick ice. We returned to
spend the winter at Gjoa Haven again. There, white man’s food was available.
*
In 1929 two boats came to Gjoa Haven. One stayed for the winter. Fox were plentiful that year. All the white
people ran out of food, even sugar, tea, and milk. The white people lived in our camp and went hunting with us.
They were glad for the spring when the ducks, geese, and other birds came and they could go fishing.
After the break-up, a small boat came near the shore with supplies. Food was the first thing taken off and then
oil and lumber. After we loaded our boat we took the supplies into the post.
My father left with the boat but I stayed with the white people. I worked with them and ate with them. I tried
hard to learn their language. It was very hard and I still do not know it.
*
I returned to Pond Inlet in the spring of 1930. It was then I killed my first seal. There were many of them lying
out on the ice in the warm sun.
I used to be very excited when I first started going out alone by dog team. One spring I went out from Pond
Inlet to get my uncle and some other men to help gather coal for the post at Pond Inlet. On our way back we
stopped to hunt seal for food.
We were traveling on the shore ice when the weather became stormy. There were times when we could not see
the dogs in front of us.
My uncle decided we should stop. We thought we were lost and had moved too far out on the ice. After a while
my uncle walked some distance to see if he could discover any landmarks. When he returned he told us we had to
go against the wind.
It was very slow. The women and children stayed on the komotiks. It was very difficult and sometimes the dogs
stopped because their eyes were blinded by the snow and frost. They would not move again until it was re-moved.
When we finally reached land we took the seal catch off to lighten our load. The snow was too fine and blowing to build a house with. We made a small shelter and boiled water for tea. While we rested the wind died down.
We knew we were on the right trail. We traveled through the night and reached Pond Inlet in the morning.
In the spring of 1930 the ice extended far out and did not melt all summer. We unloaded lumber that arrived for
the Hudson’s Bay Company. We used six dog teams to haul it from the ship to the post. The work was hard and
the hours long. We would come home late at night and get up early in the morning. After we had brought the
timber the manager had us pile it ready to load again the next spring to be sent to other trading posts.
After we finished our work in the spring they threw a big party for us. It was a happy time for everyone. The
traders were good to the Inuit. They gave us food, baking powder, flour, sugar, tea, and many other things.
*
The Hudson’s Bay Company employed our people to dig stove coal. They paid us fifty cents for a bag. My
father was in charge of this work until he died in 1953. Then I took over his job. My brother, Takugak and I
always managed to fill more bags than the others. When a man filled twenty bags he would receive ten dollars.
After some time fifty cents a bag did not seem like enough for all the work that had to be done. The manager
agreed to give us eighty cents.
By the end of the season I managed to convince the manager that we should have still more. He agreed to one
dollar a bag and that was the limit. I was happy about this. There were eleven men digging and bagging coal.
*
In 1957 we lived on an island during the summer. Then we moved to Qimmivik.
I became very ill during February, but by March I was feeling much better. I had become very thin but soon
regained my strength.
While I was sick my children caught seals in nets. We were never hungry because we were the only family
living there and we did not have to share our catch.
*
In March, 1958, an airplane landed at our camp. It was the Royal Canadian Mounted Police officer. He was
taking a doctor to all the camps. Our camp was located on a river and I had caught enough fish to last us for the
winter.
We had no seal oil for our lamps so we spent a great deal of time in darkness. We did not mind this as long as
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we were not hungry. I had a stove made out of an old oil drum.
The snow was so deep that it was impossible to travel. We were unable to get seal because the deep snow had
covered their breathing holes. We used part of our sleigh for fuel.
The deep snow lasted until March, 1959. It became very windy. Finally we were able to leave to find a place
where we could get seal. We set our tents up on a small island. I was hunting rabbits when I took a severe cramp
in my leg and couldn’t walk.
We were just about out of everything when some people came for us. We returned to Pond Inlet in April and
got some work from the post manager. I still had trouble walking.
*
When summer came I went fishing again. We were alone in the camp then because my brother had taken my
oldest son on a caribou hunt. I went to the river during the first week of August to prepare our fishing ground.
Every year you have to set up new stones to divert the fish into a small trap. The fish were all going upstream and
I caught a great many and hung them up to dry.
Near the end of August a police boat came for us. They said that the Canadian Government Ship C.D. Howe
was coming to Pond Inlet and that they were taking X-rays of all the people to check for tuberculosis. We stopped
fishing and left with the police. It was the middle of September before we got back to the river. The dogs that we
had left behind had ruined our fishing dam trying to feed themselves. We would have only what we had dried and
cached out of their reach.
That was a good winter for hunting. We hunted seal and set nets through the ice. I caught one hundred and
three foxes and in the spring bought a radio and an outboard motor.
*
In 1966 we moved to Pond Inlet because the Government built a big school for our children and a number of
houses for the people. We moved into our house right away. I was so excited that I did not sleep well for a few
nights. I was worried that we would not be able to keep it clean, but it did not take long to get used to it.
It was quite a surprise when a man first came to take out our toilet bucket. Women had always done this work.
Later another man came with blocks of fresh water ice for drinking.
We are grateful to the Government for all they have done for us. We have a much better life than we ever had
before.
*
Ever since I can remember, the world has been changing. The weather seems to be getting milder. I often
wonder if the animals are getting scarce in the North. I know the fish are scarcer around Pond Inlet. I remember
when people used to catch a lot of fish in summer. They used to fill their boats in a short time.
Now this does not happen any more. No wonder the fish are getting scarce. Since the white man came he has
never stopped fishing.
When the traders, missionaries, and police were using dogs they used to get enough fish to last their teams all
winter. They only fish for themselves now. Inuit only fished for food but we have started using nets more now and
boats that can take farther out.
At one time there were few animals at Pond Inlet during the winter. Many people went hungry. Now the
caribou seem to be coming back. They started coming back in 1961 and now there are quite a few.
I used to listen to Kudlooteak, an old man, talking about the caribou. He said it was unusual that there were no
caribou but that they would be back in time. I think the older people knew a lot about these things. Kudlooteak
was certainly right.
In earlier days when the Inuit went hunting, they would share the kill with all their neighbors. If they were out
hunting seal and a man shot one, he would go to his companion and get him to help clean it. Then they would
share the liver, meat, and fat. When they had enough they would freeze the rest and take it home to their families.
When they got home they would invite the other families and the men would eat raw meat. The women would
take some of the meat and cook it along with some seal blood. Everyone shared in this meal. Anything that was
left over would be eaten for breakfast by the hunters before they went out again.
Except in the winter people always ate outside. Before they had primus stoves it took quite a while to make
tea. They carried water in caribou skin bags. This left the water lukewarm. When fresh meat was running low they
would melt ice and mix it with seal blood. This was a very good soup and good for little children.
In the spring we would take our dogs and hunt for baby seals that would be laying on the ice in the warm sun.
Sometimes we went for days without sleep while looking for them. In the summer the young men went out with
kayaks to hunt caribou when they were crossing streams.
The Inuit on the coast used their kayaks to hunt whale. When a whale was caught it was shared with all the
people in the camp. The lucky hunter got the biggest portion. Besides the white whale and the narwhal, sometimes
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we were fortunate and got square flipper seals. The skin of this seal is very good for making lines and ropes. The
man who shot the seal always got the middle part of the skin. This means a longer rope. The meat was shared
among the hunters.
When the caribou hunters returned they would gather the hides and choose the ones they wanted for clothing.
Two hides were needed for a man’s parka. The meat was distributed around the camp. One of the older men was
usually in charge.
When a man had tobacco he would share it with his companions. This was the old kind of chewing tobacco.
He would cut a plug of it into small pieces, press them into a pipe and when it was lit, pass it around to each man
in turn for a few puffs.
In the spring when seals were plentiful, the skins were fashioned into containers for storing lamp oil. This was
done by making holes around the outside edge of the skin. Then a line was threaded through the holes to draw the
skin together to make a pouch. In those days, Inuit made most of their own utensils and tools.
Today this is not so. Most of them are bought.
The Inuit men were much stronger and swifter in the past. It was not uncommon for a man to outrun a caribou.
Men were careful about displaying their strength because it sometimes displeased the witch doctors. It was said
that the witch doctor would get jealous and could cause the death of a man.
Now there are not witch doctors and the men are not as strong as they used to be.
Spring time was the best time for polar bear hunting. The older men felt sad at this time of the year because
they could remember when they were young and strong enough to join in the most exciting hunting there was to
be had.
The story I have told involves me personally in part and the other stories were told to me. My eyesight is very
poor now and I have probably made many mistakes with my pencil. However, I hope you have been able to
follow my story without too much difficulty. Now that I am older, I only occasionally hunt seal through the ice.
My son is the one who provides me with fresh meat.
I would like to speak on another subject now.
2
Before the missionaries came, we prayed to the spirits. Now they have converted us to Christianity. We are
very thankful to the missionaries who taught us to believe in God. I know that the Inuit are and will in future
generations be good Christians because we believe that God can and has helped us in a great many ways.
Here are a few short stories that you will find interesting.
When my father was a small boy, he often went seal hunting with the men. On one of these trips the wind came
up strong. This caused the ice to break up and they drifted out into open water. When they were out some
distance, the ice-pan started to break up. Fortunately they were close enough to an iceberg and were able to climb
up on to it. There was a lot of snow on the iceberg and they were able to build a shelter. It was very wet but it was
a shelter. There was an invisible monster living in this iceberg and when the iceberg looked as though it would
break up, Sakayuk, one of the men, said that the monster would not let this happen because it would drown as
well. Finally, the sea ice froze into a solid mass again. When they left the iceberg it began to break up.
*
This is another story.
Two years later when my father was bigger and living on an island and there was plenty of food, he went to the
mainland to hunt caribou with a man and his wife and an old unmarried lady. When they were ready to leave and
return home to the island, the old lady who had been doing some sewing told them she had forgotten her ulu
(woman’s knife). She ran back for it. When she did not return to the boat one of the men went to look for her. He
saw tracks that showed she was running into the interior. He followed for a while but she was nowhere in sight.
Finally they had to leave without her.
She was found much later. She had walked all the way from near Pond Inlet to Clyde River. It is still considered impossible to do this.
The lady’s name was Emudluk Aduaruluk.
*
I believe it was in 1933 that I got married. We moved near Pond Inlet for the winter with my father. When I
was trapping for fox I would be away by myself for long days.
In February that year we moved to where there were seals. We had no food. I returned after for my traps. Fox
were plentiful that year and I stayed away for more than a week. While I was trapping my father went with a
policeman to help him get to Pond Inlet. The next year, I think it was 1934, we all moved closer to Pond Inlet. The
114

first year of our marriage was very difficult now that I look back on it.
When summer came we went caribou hunting for the months of August and September. We needed a supply of
skins for clothing. My father stayed on the coast to hunt seal but he did not get many because of bad weather.
Food was low when winter came. We went to get some meat we had cached away earlier but it had become
rotten. We were hungry but still had a hard time to eat the bad meat.
When we ran completely out of food we moved to Evalak’s camp. There were many people there and they had
plenty of food. They gave us some and we returned home and shared one seal.
Later on some people came with my father to fetch us. I was the only one with dogs.
It was a long journey and they began to die of starvation. My wife and I got behind the other people. My dogs
were down to three and I had to help them pull the sleigh. We lost our way.
In the morning of the second day that we were alone, we had nothing but warm water for our stomachs. It was
in December, the month of Christmas. The days were very short. I was just going to abandon our equipment and
take our blankets and walk. I thought I could reach people more quickly by walking.
Suddenly I heard dogs barking in the darkness and my dogs raised their heads. We listened. I could tell it was
my father by the sounds he used to make his dogs go faster. It was very dark although it was morning. I shouted
with all my strength to let my father know where we were.
We could not have gone farther with the sleigh. I had used the cross bar for fuel. We had taken nothing but
warm water for three days. The sound of my father’s team coming was the greatest sound I had ever heard. We
were almost in tears.
When we returned to our people they had lots of food. They also gave us dogs so I could go seal hunting again.
We were at Arctic Bay.
*
When the sun came out again after the long winter a trader and a policeman came from Pond Inlet. We went
back with them for a short time.
We thought Arctic Bay might have more game so we came back. There were many dog teams now. Game
continued to be scarce. We got very few caribou in the summer, and when freeze-up came, very few seals through
the ice. Sometimes we left early in the morning without anything to eat and would stay hungry until someone
harpooned a seal. Our dogs were thin but we did not have any starve to death. Things were getting better.
*
In 1936 we trapped fox and seal. It was pleasant in the month of March so we traveled to Pond Inlet to trade.
The people had all run out of tobacco. I did not smoke, but I sure wanted to have a cup of tea.
In 1936 three people died. They were all adults. When we arrived at Pond Inlet the people asked us to stay with
them. The trader hired my father to work for him again. My father-in-law and I moved to a place near Pond Inlet.
I was able to hunt caribou that summer and when freeze-up came went to Pond Inlet for supplies. There was
another trader in the area. There were very few foxes that winter but we did get a lot of fish.
*
The next year my wife and I were living all alone near Pond Inlet. Someone made a trip out to find us and tell
me that the Hudson’s Bay Company supply ship was coming and they needed me. I worked for the Company all
that summer. In the fall I asked if I could return to my traps because all the signs looked like a good year for fox.
*
In the summer of 1940 three of us went sailing in my boat. I did not have a motor, but had rigged a canvas sail.
We were hunting walrus. There were many walrus on a small island. We only got three of them because of the
high wind. Later we shot two polar bears.
On our way back it was windy and the waves were high. There were many walrus in the water around us. We
shortened our sail to keep from upsetting until we came to a point where we could anchor for the night. I guess we
were lucky to make it back to our camp the next day.
There were now three of us, all friends, working and hunting together. I had one child, and the other men each
had two children. Our wives helped each other with the children while we did the hunting.
One summer we ate a lot of mushrooms because caribou were scarce. We decided to go inland. One morning I
woke up early. I woke up my companions so we could get an early start. We left our families sleeping.
I was ahead quite a bit when I saw eight caribou feeding across a stream. We got six caribou out of the eight.
We were wet and shivering from crossing the stream but we were so very happy. Our wives set up camp near the
stream and we carried the meat across to them. We had eaten only mushrooms and fungus for a week. What a
feast we had!
Hunting improved and for the first week of August we shot caribou nearly every day. Our wives were busy
cleaning hides. We rounded up all our dogs and got them ready for the coming winter.
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When hunting is good you have to keep going. With one companion I set out one day in search of four caribou
that I had seen in the distance. When we saw them again they were on the other side of what seemed a small
stream.
The water was much deeper than we expected and we nearly drowned. My friend lost his pack-sack and his
gun. It was getting dark and we had no way to make a fire. We just had to huddle down and try to sleep. It was so
cold I thought we would freeze.
As soon as there was a little light we got up and started running to get warm. Suddenly we saw a herd of
caribou and forgot our discomfort. I shot ten of them and my companion took my rifle and got ten more. After this
I began to skin the animals while my friend went to bring our dogs.
He was gone a long time for we had not realized how far we had run. We were strong and healthy in those
days. What a load of hides, fat, sinew, and meat we brought home! All the dogs were loaded down and we each
had all we could carry! We found an easier way to cross the stream and reach the camp where the women waited
for us.
We reached the coast in September and there was already a heavy snowfall. During the summer we had
gathered so many caribou—fifty-five—that our loads were heavy and the journey to the coast took two weeks. We
stayed on the coast for a while and when the ice froze, continued to Pond Inlet to trade and see my father.
*
When it was time to leave Pond Inlet again and go to my trapping camp, I asked my sister if she could come
with us and she agreed. There were three dog teams in our party. I had a long sled and fourteen fine dogs.
On the trip I harpooned a white whale and loaded it whole on our already heavy sled. My family were all
riding on the sled and I was running ahead of the dogs. It was just growing dark when we hit a patch of thin ice
and the sled began to sink.
The dogs couldn’t pull it. I ran back to my family but the ice kept breaking under me. I was praying as I
worked to try and save them. I got my footing on some broken but floating ice and threw the end of my long dog
whip to my wife. She tied it around her waist. She tried to run toward me but kept sinking in the broken ice.
I pulled and pulled and finally got her to safe ice. She was chattering with the cold. I threw the whip back to
my sister and pulled her in the same way. The sled was lighter now and by adding my strength to that of the dogs,
I was able to save our sled which was piled with everything we owned.
I quickly unloaded it and piling my family on it raced through the night to where our camp was. We reached it
in early morning. There were people there and they were all asleep.
I awakened a man and his wife. Their names were Malaku and Kidlapik. His wife changed my wife’s and
sister’s clothes which were frozen solid on the outside. We stayed with them for two days before our things were
dry. Then I returned for the supplies I had left on the shore ice.
*
Long ago one fox skin would bring three dollars. We trapped very hard. A seal skin was a dollar and you got
the same price for baby seal killed in the spring.
Looking back now, it seemed we always worked hard to stay alive.
Now that I am old I am grateful for a warm house and a son who provides me with country food.
Once I never stopped traveling but now I am content to stay home.
19.114 The House On The Esplanade\fn{by Anne Hébert (1916-2000)} Quebec City, Quebec, Canada (F) 4
Stephanie de Bichette was a curious little creature with frail limbs that seemed badly put together. Only her
starched collarette kept her head from falling over on her shoulder; it was too heavy for her long, slender neck.
If the head of Stephanie de Bichette looked so heavy, it was because all the pomp of her aristocratic ancestors
was symbolized in her coiffure, a high up-swept style, with padded curls arranged in rows on her narrow cranium,
an architectural achievement in symmetrical silvery blobs.
Mademoiselle de Bichette had passed, without transition period, without adolescence, from the short frocks of
her childhood to this everlasting ash-gray dress, trimmed at neck and wrist with a swirl of lilac braiding. She
owned two parasols with carved ivory handles—one lilac and the other ash-gray. When she went out driving in
the carriage she chose her parasol according to the weather, and everyone in the little town could tell the weather
by the color of Mademoiselle de Bichette’s parasol.
The lilac one appeared on days of brilliant sunshine, the ash-gray one whenever it was slightly cloudy.
In winter, and when it rained, Stephanie simply never went out at all.
I have spoken at length about her parasols because they were the outward and visible signs of a well-regulated
life, a perfect edifice of regularity. Unchanging routine surrounded and supported this innocent old creature. The
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slightest crack in this extraordinary construction, the least change in this stern programme would have been
enough to make Mademoiselle de Bichette seriously ill.
Fortunately, she had never had to change her maid. Geraldine served and cared for her mistress with every
evidence of complete respect for tradition. The whole life of Stephanie de Bichette was a tradition, or rather a
series of traditions, for apart from the tradition of the well-known parasols and the complicated coiffure, there was
the ritual of getting up, of going to bed, of lace-making, of meal-times, and so on.
*
Stephanie Hortense Sophie de Bichette lived facing the Esplanade, in a gray stone house dating back to the
days of the French occupation. You know the sort of house that implies—a tall, narrow edifice with a pointed roof
and several rows of high windows, where the ones at the top look no bigger than swallows’ nests, a house with
two or three large attics that most old maids would have delighted in.
But, believe it or not, Mademoiselle de Bichette never climbed up to her attics to sentimentalize over souvenirs, to caress treasured old belongings, or to plan meticulous orgies of housecleaning amid the smell of yellowing
paper and musty air that even the best-kept attics seem to possess.
No, she occupied the very heart of the house, scarcely one room on each floor. On the fourth story, only
Geraldine’s room remained open, among the rooms of all the former servants. It was part of the family tradition to
close off rooms that were no longer used.
One after another, bedroom after bedroom had been condemned: the room where the little brothers had died of
scarlet fever, when Stephanie was only ten years old; the bedroom of their mother, who had passed away soon
after her two children; the room of Irénée, the elder brother who had been killed in an accident, out hunting; the
room of the elder sister, Desneiges, who had entered the Ursuline convent; then the bedroom of Monsieur de
Bichette, the father, who had succumbed top a long illness; to say nothing of the room belonging to Charles, the
only surviving brother, which had been closed ever since his marriage.
The ritual was always the same: once the occupant o the room had departed for the cemetery, the convent, or
the adventure of matrimony, Geraldine would tidy everything away, carefully leaving each piece of furniture
exactly in place; the she would draw the shutters, put dust-covers on the arm-chairs, and lock the door for good.
No one ever set foot in that room again.
One more member of the family was finally disposed of.
*
Geraldine took a distinct pleasure in this solemn, unvarying rite, just as a gravedigger may take pride in a neat
row of graves, with well-kept mounds and smoothly raked grass above them. Sometimes she remembered that one
day she would have to close Mademoiselle Stephanie’s room, too, and live on for a while, the only living creature
among all the dead. She looked forward to that moment, not with horror, but with pleasant anticipation, as a rest
and a reward.
After so many years of housework in that great house, all its rooms would be fixed at last in order, for all
eternity. Mildew and dust could take possession then; Geraldine would have no more cleaning to do then. The
rooms of the dead are not “done up.
This was not the calculation of a lazy woman. Geraldine dreamed of the last door closed and the last key
turned in the lock just as the harvester dreams of the last sheaf of corn, or the needlewoman of the last stitch in her
embroidery.
It would be the crowning achievement of her long life, the goal of her destiny.
It was strange that the old servant reckoned two living people among the dead: Mademoiselle Desneiges, the
nun, and Monsieur Charles, a married man and the father of a family. They had both left the family roof, that was
enough for Geraldine to class them as non-existent. The heavy door of the cloister had closed forever on one,
while Charles, by marrying a common little seamstress from the Lower Town, had so grieved his father that the
old house and all it contained had been left to Stephanie.
Charles came to see his sister every evening, but Geraldine never spoke a word to him. For her, Stephanie was
the whole of the de Bichette family.
On the third floor, all the bedrooms were closed, with the exception of Mademoiselle de Bichette’s. On the
second, only the small blue boudoir lived on, a life of dimness and disuse. On the first floor, an immense drawingroom stretched from front to back, cluttered with furniture of different periods, each piece bristling with fussy,
elaborate knick-knacks. The ground-floor doors were always open, with high, carved portals to the vestibule, the
parlor, the dining-room. In the basement was the old-fashioned kitchen, uncomfortable and always damp.
Geraldine was the cook as well as the maid-of-all-work, but was never addressed as such.
If her mistress lived by tradition until it became a religion, Geraldine, too, had her tradition, the collection of
bright-colored buttons. Her black skirt and her white apron never changed, but she used her imagination in
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trimming her blouses. Red buttons sparkled on blue blouses, yellow ones on green, and so on, not to mention
buttons in gold and silver and crystal. In the attic, she had discovered great chests of ancient garments which she
stripped, shamelessly, of their trimmings. Apart from this innocent craze for buttons, the big woman with the
ruddy complexion made no objection to touring the wine cellar every evening before going to bed, as the last of
her duties, conscientiously and even devotedly formed. But where she excelled, was in the observance of tradition
where her mistress was concerned.
*
Every morning, at seven o’clock in summer and eight in winter, she climbed the three flights of stairs and
knocked at the bedroom door. … Two taps, two firm, decided taps, no more, no less. This was the signal for the
ceremonial to begin.
Geraldine opened the bed curtains, then the window curtains, and finally the shutters. Her aging mistress
preferred to sleep in complete darkness, requiring several thicknesses of material and polished wood between
herself and the wicked witchcraft of the night. She was afraid of the first rays of sunlight as well, not knowing
what to do about them, since they might easily wake you long before the proper time for getting up.
Then Geraldine would return to the passage to fetch a kind of wagon equipped with everything Stephanie
might need for the first few hours of the day. Two white pills in a glass of water, coffee and toast, toothbrush and
toothpowder, a copper bathtub, white towels, white, starched underwear. Also a feather duster, a broom, a dustpan … all that she used for tidying up the room. This wagon was as wide as a single bed, four feet wide, with
three shelves. Geraldine had made it herself out of old packing cases.
When Stephanie’s breakfast was finished, the maid would bathe, dress, and powder her mistress, then do her
hair. Stephanie allowed her to do everything, silent, inert, trusting. After that, there was sometimes a moment of
painful indecision, an anguished knot in the brain of Mademoiselle de Bichette, when Geraldine leaned over to
look out of the window, examining the sky and frowning as she declared:
“I really don’t know what sort of weather we’re going to have today.”
Then the old lady would stare at her maid with such forlorn eyes that Geraldine would say, hurriedly:
“It’s going to rain. You’re not going to be able to go out this morning. I’ll let the coachman know.”
Stephanie would grow calm again after that, but she would not be entirely herself until Geraldine had settled
her carefully in the blue drawing-room, on her high-backed chair of finely carved wood, near the window, her
half-finished lace on her knee and her crochet hook in her hand. Only then would the idea take firm root in her
brain:
“It’s going to rain. I can’t go out. … All I have to do is to handle this hook and this thread as my mother taught
me to do when I was seven years old. … If it had been a fine day, it would have been different, I would have gone
out in the carriage.
“There are only two realities in the world … only two realities I can rely on … and close my eyes, deep inside
them: the reality of going out in the carriage, the reality of making my lace. … How lost and strange I am when
Geraldine cannot tell what the weather is going to do, and I am left in suspense with no solid ground beneath my
feet. … It just wracks my brain!
“Oh! Not to have to think about it, to let myself be carried away by one or the other of these my own two sure
and certain realities: going out for a drive or sitting here, making my lace. …”
Even if the day turned out fine in the end, Geraldine never said so. It would have been too much of a shock for
her mistress. Imagine what confusion in such a patterned existence if someone had suddenly announced a change,
after she had firmly established herself for the day in the reality of lace-making, and dared to tell her she had
taken the wrong road?
She could never again have believed in any reality at all.
Since her childhood, Mademoiselle de Bichette had been making lace doilies of different sizes, which
Geraldine used in many different ways. These doilies flowed from her fingers at the steady rate of four per week,
small pieces of white lace that resembled each other like peas in a pod. They were everywhere in the house—five
or six on the piano, seven or eight on all the tables, as many as ten on every arm-chair, one or two on all the
smaller chairs. Every knick-knack rested on a piece of delicate openwork, so that the furniture all seemed
powdered with snowflakes, enlarged as if under a microscope.
In winter and in summer, on the days when Geraldine had decided the weather was not fit for going out, Mademoiselle de Bichette would crochet all the morning, in her blue boudoir, sitting up so straight and still that she
scarcely seemed real, her feet resting on a stool covered by something that was strangely like the work the old
lady held in her hands.
At five minutes to twelve, Geraldine would announce:
118

“Mademoiselle Stephanie’s luncheon is served.”
At the mention of her name, the old lady would rise at once; the ritual phase had touched a switch somewhere
within her, so that without effort, without thinking, without even understanding, she would put herself slowly and
ceremoniously in motion, descend the staircase and take her place at the table.
If Stephanie did not go out, she invariably returned home at a quarter to twelve, so she had ample time to
receive the announcement that luncheon was served with the necessary calm.
The outings of Mademoiselle de Bichette were governed by just as incredible a routine. She came out on the
sidewalk with tiny steps, here frail little body bending under the weight of that enormous pile of scaffolded curls.
Geraldine helped her mistress into the carriage, the coachman whipped up his horse, and the victoria\fn{ A kind of
low four-wheeled pleasure carriage, with a calash top, designed for two passengers, with a raised seat in front for the driver .} started on
its slow, quiet drive, invariably the same, through the streets of the little town. The horse knew the road by heart,
so the coachman seized the opportunity for a short nap, his cap pulled down over his eyes, his legs stretched out,
his hands folded on his stomach. He always waked up in time, as if by magic, when the drive came to an end,
crying out and stretching himself, with a jolly air of surprise:
“Well, well, Mamzelle, here we are back again!”
Just as if the old fellow, when he went to sleep as the drive started, had not been quite sure he would come
back when he awoke, or if his return would be to the country of the living!
Mademoiselle de Bichette would disappear into the house, on Geraldine’s arm; the coachman would unharness
the horse and put the carriage away; and it was all over. With regret, the townsfolk watched the disintegration of
this strange conveyance, like a ghostly apparition cutting through the clear morning light … the ancient nag,
pulling an antique carriage, with a sleepy coachman and a tiny figure like a mummy, swathed in ash-gray and
lilac.
After luncheon, Geraldine would lead her mistress into the long drawing-room on the first floor, where, without ever laying her crochet aside, Stepahnie would receive a few callers, and the maid would serve dandelion
wine and madeleines.
The old lady never left her chair, forcing herself to hold her head high, though her neck felt as if it were breaking under the weight of her monumental coiffure. Sometimes, this constant, painful effort was betrayed by a
twitch of the lips, the only change of expression that callers could ever distinguish upon that small, powdered
face. Then Stephanie would ask: “How is Madame your mother?” in a voice so white and colorless that it might
have come from one of the closed rooms, where, according to the gossips of the town, some of the original
inhabitants still lived on.
This phrase of Stephanie’s had to do for greeting, for farewell, for conversation; indeed, it had to do for everything, for the wine was sour and the madeleines stale and hard as stones. The callers were all so aged and
unsteady that the most utter stranger would have had the tact never to ask that preposterous question, but Mademoiselle de Bichette knew no other formula, and in any case, she attached no importance whatever to the words
she was saying. If she finished a lace doily while her callers were present, she simply let it fall at her feet, like a
pebble into a pool, and began another identical piece of lace. The visiting ladies never stayed very long, and Stephanie seemed to notice their departure as little as she did their presence.
At a quarter past six, Geraldine would announce that Monsieur Charles was waiting below. The programme of
the day was ticking on like the mechanism of a good Swiss watch, and the invisible wheels of Mademoiselle de
Bichette responded perfectly, warning the limbs of this strange little creature that they must immediately convey
her to the ground floor.
Her brother would kiss her brow and smile, rubbing his stubby-fingered hands together and remarking:
“Um-phm! It feels good in the house.”
Then he would hang his overcoat up on a hall stand, while Geraldine followed his every movement with her
look of triumphant disdain. With her arms crossed upon her swelling chest, she doubtless thought she looked like
the statue of the Commendatore, bound on revenge. She would cast a glance of scorn on the threadbare coat, as if
to say:
“Well, what did you expect? Monsieur Charles would get married to a chit of a girl from the Lower Town, so
naturally, his father cut him off, and I locked up his room as if he were dead. If Mademoiselle Stephanie wants
him here every evening, it’s her own business, but I’m going to let him know that I know he’s poor, and that’s his
punishment for disobeying his father. He comes here because there isn’t enough to eat at home. So he gobbles up
our dinners and carries away on his nasty skin a bit of the warmth from our fires. … The good-for-nothing!”
If it were true that Charles had only one decent meal a day, it was astonishing that he was not at all thin. He
was even fat, very fat, flabby and yellow-complexioned, with a bald head and a shiny face, colorless lips and
almost colorless eyes. Geraldine said he had eyes like a codfish and his clothes always smelt of stale grease. Apart
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from that, she could not forgive a de Bichette for forgetting his table manners.
“To think that his slut of a wife has made him lose all he ever learned in decent society. … You wouldn’t
believe it possible,” she would grumble to herself.
As dinner-time drew near, Charles became more and more noisily jolly. He never stopped rubbing his hands
together; he got up, sat down, got up again, went from window to door and back a dozen times, while Stephanie’s
eyes ignored him. Ehen the brother and sister took their places, one at each end of the long table in the diningroom. There was no gas chandelier in this room, so it seemed even longer and darker, lit only by two tall candles
in silver candlesticks. The corners of the room disappeared into the dimness, and the shadows of the brother and
sister danced like black flames on the curiously carved oak paneling of the walls.
Every evening, the atmosphere of this dining-room seemed more impressive to Charles. Perhaps he felt unseen
forms hiding in the darkness, invisible spectators of this singular repast; perhaps he feared to find the ghosts that
haunted the bedrooms above, to see them take their places at the huge dining table, where an old creature presided, small as a cat, white as the table-linen, who seemed already to be living in the uneasy world of phantoms.
As soon as Stephanie’s brother had swallowed a few mouthfuls of soup, his good humor fell away, lifeless,
utterly destroyed. When he entered the house, the smell of cooking would stimulate him, would intoxicate him
with its marvelous promise, but now that the promise was kept, the man became gloomy again. Through his own
bitter thoughts, he stared at the lace cloth, the heavy silverware, the fine china, and at this sister of his, who was
still alive, in spite of her look of belonging to some other world. What mysterious thread was keeping Stephanie
here on earth? To look at her, you would have thought the slightest breath might carry her away, yet there she was,
still alive.
Geraldine came and went around the table and her sharp eyes seemed to plumb the very depths of the man’s
thoughts. The brother sat there, knowing himself watched and understood, telling himself, in his embarrassment,
that his sister would have joined her ancestors long ago had it not been for this fiendish servant, who by some
diabolical process had contrived to keep the dying thing alive in her father’s mansion, simply in order to enjoy as
long as possible the spectacle of his own failure.
In what dread “No Man’s Land” of the spirit had the old witch made a pact with Monsieur de Bichette—and
with Satan himself?
Geraldine had inherited all the father’s anger against his son, and faithful to that anger as if to a sacred
promise, she was constantly reminding Charles of the curse that lay heavy upon him. At that moment he raised his
head, resenting the eyes he felt fixed upon his every movement, but Geraldine was no longer there. Charles could
hear the tinkle of her keys, in the passage between the staircase and the kitchen. He shuddered, for he knew very
well which keys she carried at her waist. No cupboard, no inhabited room possessed a key.
It chilled his heart strangely to know that the key of his own room was there, along with those of the rooms of
the dead. It scared him. Then he took hold of himself again and muttered:
“This damned house! … Enough to drive a man crazy to sit here night after night with two cracked old fools of
women. … The wine must have gone to my head.”
But Stephanie had just got up from the table, and Charles followed her as usual.
The evening began like all the rest. Stephanie took up her lace again, while her brother walked to and fro in the
long drawing-room, his hands behind his back.
And so, night after night, in complete silence, without a single word exchanged between brother and sister, the
time passed until the old clock chimed ten. Then Charles, having laid up a store of warmth for the night, kissed his
sister’s brow, slipped on his overcoat, and with his hands in his pockets, made for Ireland Street, walking slowly
along, like an idle fellow accustomed to musing as he walked.
*
The man followed his shadow as it flickered on the walls. The same thoughts were turning and twisting in his
brain; he was used to them, as a man gets used to animals he tends every day. He knew them too well to be
surprised by them; he had stopped looking at them straight in the face; they passed to and fro behind his pale eyes
without ever changing his passive stare.
As he came near his own home, Charles thought of his wife. He was going back to her, in no hurry, but with a
certain feeling of security, as if to a piece of property he knew belonged to him.
Suddenly, he noticed that he was nearly there. Two low houses, identical twins in misery and poverty, stood
waiting for him, their tumbledown gray “stoops” jutting out to meet the sidewalk. He rented rooms on the second
floor of one of these houses.
He climbed the stairs, lit a candle and went into the bedroom. A hoarse, veiled voice, a well-known voice, that
could still charm him in spite of himself, said wearily:
“That you Charles?”
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“Just the same.”
This question, this reply, as on every other night, fell heavily into a dull silence.
Beneath the words was stirring in the shadows the real meaning, unexpressed:
“Do you think your sister will last much longer?”
“’Fraid so. … She’s still hanging on. …”
At that moment, in the house on the Esplanade, Stephanie de Brichette was crossing her tiny cold hands on her
breast and abandoning to the great empty gulf of night the small emptiness that was herself, ridiculous as an old
fashion plate and dry as a pressed fig.
And Geraldine lay awake, dreaming that death had closed the last door in the old house.
91.50 In Due Season\fn{by Christine van der Mark (1917-1969)} Calgary, Alberta, Canada (F) 5
The day was sullen.
Dark clouds were banked up on the western horizon. Dust sifted along the rutted prairie roads in a dry, choking
wind, which blew teasingly in the hollows and over the rough hills, promising rain, and bringing only gloom. Deserted buildings stared blankly, their loose shutters and shingles flapping, their fences disappearing under the soil.
Now and then a hawk rose with the wind, or beat his great black wings under the clouds. Not a green blade of
grass could be seen on the harsh rolling prairie that lay brown, and gaunt, and scarred beneath the April sky.
For it was spring.
Dry brown Russian thistles rolled across the yard of a gray bleak home that leaned a little to the east. Rusty
cars stood there, and teams with drooping heads. Little whirlwinds of dust blew through the barnyard into the
faces of the men gathered there who sat or leaned in weary attitudes, or walked about, examining a pathetic array
of machinery.
They wore denim overalls turned up at the ankles, showing broken boots. Their jackets, patched and ragged,
open down the fronts, showed a variety of work-shirts, all with the collars turned up and the points sticking outwards. Caps with broken peaks, and hats bashed and shapeless were being constantly pulled forwards and shoved
backwards, as decisions were made. Under the brims, the faces looked hard, lean, wind-bitten, frost-bitten, with
fine lines about the eyes, deepened now with dust.
Tied to a rail, a horse stood patient and sad, her coat matted with dust, her ribs prominent. The auctioneer approached her in a businesslike way. His ready chant was tossed on the wind.
“What-am-I-bid—what-am-I-bid—what-am-I-bid—Gentlemen!” His round smooth face flushed a deep red as
he performed a sort of rhythmic dance to his words.
“What-am-I-bid-for-this-horse?”
Like a show, old Benjie Farrel thought. A show at the Stampede where someone sang and danced, and the
crowd watched and paid. Even the tattered black and tan dog, Gypsy, sat upright, alertness in his gold eyes.
The old man got down off the hay-rack from where he had been watching. He tottered a little, going up to the
group.
“That mare looks mighty poor,” Rod Graham drawled.
“Sure was a tough winter on stock,” Benjie sighed.
“What-am-I-bid—what-am-I-bid—Gentlemen!” the auctioneer chanted again.
Benjie put his hands in his pockets, his face a mask. Beside him, Rod continued to regard the mare without
interest.
“Five dollars!” a mustached farmer boomed from the crowd, pushing his way forward. With eyes like little
hard pieces of brown glass, he looked over the beast, rubbing the dispirited head with a gnarled hand.
“Who’ll-make-it-six? Who’ll-make-it-six?—Gentlemen!”
“Here comes Lina and the wife,” Rod muttered as two women crossed the yard. “Hope to God Della ain’t figgering to buy nothing.”
“Is the little red saddle sold, Daddy? Mrs. Graham was thinking to buy it.”
Benjie and Rod turned to the big fair woman who towered above Mrs. Graham, her head with its large knot of
light hair firmly poised. Benjie nodded.
“Yep, Lina, Jed Carter got it.”
“We don’t need the thing,” Rod growled.
“Who’ll-make-it-six? Who’ll-make-it-six?”
“Six!” shouted Jed, a lean, shifty, eyed man watching Lina from the hay rack.
“If Rodney is to ride clear to Randon for high school, he must have a saddle!” Mrs. Graham stormed. “You
good as promised!”
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“Six! Six! Do I hear seven? Who’ll-make-it-seven?”
“Rodney going to high school?” Lina asked with interest, her clear blue eyes on Rod’s face “He done well, that
kid.”
Rod looked pleased.
“Who’ll-make-it-seven? Who’ll-make-it-seven?” Lina looked over Benjie’s head at the mute figure of the
horse beside which the auctioneer danced about.
“Poor Lady wintered bad.” Rod glanced sharply at the woman’s averted face.
“Seven!” he yelled. Mrs. Graham went white with fury.
“Rod Graham, what in heaven’s name!”
“Eight!” Kent’s hard brown eyes glittered.
“When you wouldn’t get the kid a saddle—”
“I was just stepping up the bids!” Graham wagged his head with a pleased grin. Lina smiled.
“That was just swell of you. Thanks awfully.”
“Nine! Do I hear nine! Going … Going …” Bernie winced as though under a blow as the auctioneer’s hand
dropped.
“Gone to Jim Kent for eight dollars!”
“Well, I must get back to the house. Are you coming for a cup of coffee, Mrs. Graham?” Lina asked tranquilly.
“I don't know but what I should stay here and watch this man of mine!” Mrs. Graham felt in the pocket of her
fraying tweed coat and brought out a grayish handkerchief to wipe some dust from her eye.
“Oh come now, some coffee’ll do you good.” Lina took her arm persuasively.
*
Indoors, Lina in her decent black dress tidily covered by a gay print apron, handed out sandwiches and coffee
to a small group of women. The house had a desolate look, for it had been stripped of its curtains, furniture, and
floor-coverings. She had saved scarcely anything; the visitors were accommodated on old apple boxes. The
kitchen linoleum, in an untidy roll with the word SOLD chalked across it, leaned in a corner.
New owners from time to time hauled away various pieces of furniture piled up in the back porch. The somber
light of the late afternoon showed the women weather-beaten, their shoulders drooping as though with heavy
burdens. From under matronly hats, their hair straggled in blown wisps.
Their eyes were patient. Among them Lina’s child, golden and fragile, moved shyly with a plate of bread and
butter. And Lina, among these resigned figures, seemed strong, the eyes in her tanned face a blue blaze of life.
“More coffee, Mrs. Brown?” she asked in a deep throaty voice as. she advanced upon the small visitor with the
coffee pot in her hand.
“Oh no thank you, really. It was very good.”
Mrs. Brown got up, drawing her faded coat about her. The other women also began setting down their cups.
There was a hubbub of voices, and then Mrs. Kent from the window announced that the men were beginning to
move out of the barnyard.
“Guess the sale’s over.” Mrs. Brown gathered up the bedspread she had bought.
“And where will you be going, Lina?” she asked, her pale face alight with curiosity.
Mrs. Kent paused, her hands half way to straightening her hat. All eyes were upon Lina; She drew herself up,
making the others feel tired, worn out.
“We have a homestead up north, near Bear Claw.” And then with quick enthusiasm she went on,
“It’s a good land up there in the north. Real good pasture, and rain.” She set down the coffee .pot and put her
hands on her broad hips, her face alight. Mrs. Graham drew down the corners of her mouth.
“It’s no life for a woman, so Rod says, though God knows what he thinks this is.”
“Farming’s about the same most places.” Lina gave the child the empty plates to take to the kitchen, smiling as
though she had no worries.
“Abe says lots of folks get dried out in the north same as they do here.” Mrs. Brown picked up her bundle
again.
“And I suppose Sym will be waiting for you there?” Mrs. Kent asked, her hawk-like face sharply outlined
against the window.
“He’ll be with us real soon,” Lina answered. Her lips smiled stiffly. “He’s got the house and barn all ready.”
Old Benjie came in, beating the dust from his broad-brimmed hat against his knee, and wiping the grit from his
face with a red spotted handkerchief. He gave the women a toothless grimace as they crowded around, shaking
hands, and went chatting out of the door. Helping himself to a noisy drink from the dipper, he peered through the
window at the men loading up their wagons. Abe Brown walked carefully by with the gas lamp and the canary
cage. Kent had Lady by the halter. He gave her a kick as she tried to pull into the barn again. Benjie turned away.
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“Want a sandwich, Gramp?” the little girl asked, holding out the plate.
“No, Poppy, I ain’t hungry. Come and sit down here by the door with me.” Lina went out with the other
women, walking with them to the gate.
“Is it tomorrow you start?” Mrs. Brown inquired.
“Soon as we can get ready in the morning.”
“Real western gal,” remarked Abe Brown, handing the canary cage to his wife to hold. “When the little fellow
sings, I’ll think of you.” He gave Lina a broad wink.
“You better get cranking.” His wife sounded peevish.
Jed Carter tightened the cinch of the red saddle about his thin horse. “You’ll. be remembering your neighbors
when yer up there in the north, won’t you?”
“Like as not,” Lina laughed. “I’ll be sending some of you a line to let you know when we make our fortune.”
Brown cranked his Model T Ford desperately, sweat standing out on his forehead. At its sudden roar, Graham’s old team reared up.
“Good-bye to a real lady.” Abe held out a hard, earth-grimed hand. Rod stood grinning as he buckled the harness on his horses.
Mrs. Graham seized her husband’s arm.
“God in heaven, let’s get going!”
*
At last all the wagons and horses had turned down their respective roads, and Lina thoughtfully watched them
go. When she came back to the house, her face was calm and untroubled. She shut the door and a moment later
began humming a tune as she swept the floor.
“We didn’t make out so good, did we?” The old man got up and reached for his tobacco from a shelf
The woman stood still, pushed back a loop of thick fair hair, and leaned on the broomstick.
“Not so bad, I think, Daddy. Course it ain’t all figgered up yet; but considering how poor folks is, I reckon we
didn’t make out too bad.”
Benjie sat down on an apple box and began to fill his pipe. He looked aged and weary. Poppy edged up to him,
laying her gold head on his shoulder. The wind moaned around the house, lonely and forlorn. The woman spread a
clean cloth over a little gate-legged table\fn{ “A table with drop leaves supported by movable paired legs”:W } in the corner,
and began laying a meal of bread and cheese, and generous portions of pie.
“It’s good land we’re going to,” she said. “If anyone’s a mind to work, they’re bound to make out good. Now
come on, everybody, supper’s on.” As he sat at the table making a pretence to eat, Benjie remarked,
“And Poppy will be going to school come fall.”
“Don’t want to go to school,” Poppy answered resentfully.
“Course you want to go to school.” Lina poured the child another glass of milk.
“I don’t want you to grow up to be somebody’s work girl.”
“Don’t want no milk.” Poppy turned down the corners of her mouth. Her mother sighed.
“Eat your supper like a good girl.” The old man gazed out of the curtainless window at the gloomy countryside.
“Lived round these parts goin’ on thirty-two years,” he said, leaning his chin in his hand. “Too bad Sym didn’t
like the place. We might ha’ made out all right. I used to, when I was a younger man.” With some clatter, Lina began to gather up the dishes.
“Is Pop coming with us?” the child asked.
Her mother lit the one remaining lamp, and its flickering light brought out the lonely bareness of the room, the
unsoftened outlines of the packing cases, the broken plaster and the splintery floor.
“Is he?” the child persisted.
“Not just yet, Poppy. Not yet.”
Benjie rummaged among their belongings and brought out a worn violin case. Opening it, he remarked with a
sigh, “It’ud brought a bit more money for us.”
“Oh Daddy!” Lina cried. “Not your fiddle!”
“Play for us! Play for us, Gramp.” The little girl danced about, smiling.
He tucked the instrument under his chin and began tuning the strings; and then the shack was filled with music,
sad and infinitely sweet.
*
Outside, the wind threw up handfuls of gravel against the window panes. Swiftly the dark came. From far
away could be heard the weird lonely howling of a coyote; and the thudding of hoofs sounded intermittently as
though stumbling in the gloom.
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*
In the early morning, Jim Kent and his wife saw them go. The wind was almost calm, the sky clear and the air
fresh. Jim, with his eyes on the window, noisily sipped tea from a saucer.
“There’s Benjie and Lina pulling out now.”
His wife turned from the stove and the sizzling bacon to pull back the dingy curtain.
“They got Whisky and Rum pulling the load. There’s the dog. Which horse is that black one, running free,
Jim?”
“That’s Queen.” Jim got up for a closer look. “Well, dad burn it, they’re taking their cow along too.”
As the wagon moved on down the road, Mrs. Kent threw open the door, and she and her husband walked outside into the yard to wave. From their places on the spring seat of the wagon, Lina and Poppy waved back, and
Benjie made an arc with his battered hat.
“Where is that place, Bear Claw?” Mrs. Kent asked, shading her eyes.
“’Bout three hundred miles north, and west some. Near Wandering River.”
The wagon disappeared below a hill. Mrs. Kent dropped her hand, and they went back into the house.
“I figger I’d go too, if I was her.” The woman turned her sharp face in the direction of the road.
“What’ye mean, you’d go too?” Jim muttered.
“Everybody talking about Sym going off like that and never coming back.”
“Nobody’s talking but a lot of fool women! He went north to get a place ready.” Mrs. Kent put a greasy platter
of bacon on the table.
“But Flo says in all the letters as comes to the Post Office, none comes from Bear Claw after that one time.”
Jim grunted with disgust.
“A man buildin’ a house has got no time for letter writin’.”
“And Lina never talks about Sym.”
“She’s a decent woman what minds her own business.” Mrs. Kent sugared her tea in silence.
“We’ll all be leavin’ soon,” Jim growled. “That is, if it don’t rain.”
*
“Whisky! Rum!” Lina shouted to the team, and slapped the lines against the dashboard. She grinned at Benjie,
ruffled Poppy’s hair. The ragged tarpaulin covering her possessions had gaping holes showing in places some of
her pathetic, intimate belongings. A few hens in a box covered with wire netting moved uneasily under the spring
seat. One hen caught her head in the wire, and set up a mad squawking.
Having rescued the hen, Benjie took out his pipe and began filling it.
“How long do you figger it’ll take us to get there, Girl?”
“Can’t tell. We can’t go very fast on account of Queen and the cow.”
“I wonder how much Sym got out of selling the car.”
“Well, he never said in his letter. But the house and barn was getting built. Said he had a horse, too. He must
have gambled some.” Benjie clamped his teeth on the pipe stem.
“With luck, as usual.”
In her blue denim overalls and faded red coat, Poppy bounced up and down on the seat, pulling impatiently at
the lines. Excitement had brought a faint tinge of pink to her milk-white skin.
“Let me! Let me!” she cried. Benjie smoked contentedly.
“If the weather stays this warm, we’ll be settin’ pretty.”
“I’ve been figgering.” The woman narrowed her eyes, looking far down the road. “I reckon we could put in a
good garden this year, and we have our own milk. And we have the money to get some clearing done.”
“We could get quite a mite of breakin’ done,” the old man said eagerly. “I’m a perty strong man yet.”
On between the straggling barbed wire fences, along the hard rutted prairie trails, the wagon jolted, or moved
with more muted sounds through the deep drifted soil that made the good team cough and plunge. The red and
white cow plodded stolidly behind the wagon, her bell clanking with every step. Free of rope or halter, Queen
followed, sometimes coming up beside Lina, sometimes dropping behind. She moved carefully for she was about
to foal. The dog, soon tired from romping, trotted docilely beside the team.
Thus they came to Randon, their nearest town, and pulled up in the lee of two stark grain elevators. At the
general store Lina climbed down to buy supplies for their journey, while Benjie stayed outside with the horses,
and his little grandchild explored the one street.
Duke Watson came up on horseback. He was approaching eighty, but his back was straight, his eyes keensighted.
“So you’re leavin’, Ben?” His white horse pawed the ground.
“I’d as soon stay, but it ain’t fair to my girl.” Benjie sighed, looking with longing at the ridge of rough hills
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from which they had come. His motionless horses stood with drooping heads, while the cow chewed deliberately.
Gypsy lay flat underneath the wagon.
“We’ve had tough times,” Duke remarked. “Stand still! She’s had too many oats.” The mare stood, tossing her
head.
“We’ve had tough times, Ben, but some day she’s gotta rain again.” Duke’s far-sighted eyes in his brown lined
face, scanned the horizon thoughtfully. “The land’s good, if we could just git water. Some day, there’ll be
irrigation. Some day, Ben—”
“And in the meantime we all starve, or go on relief,” Lina’s voice broke in. She tossed a bag of groceries into
the wagon, and swung Poppy in after them. “Well, I didn’t mean it just like that.” The woman’s tone was kindlier
as she looked up at the old man. “But Duke, it don’t seem it’ll be better for a good long time. And when you got a
kid, you got to think of that too.”
“Hate to see you folks go. Empty homes all over the hills. Think you’ll make out?”
Lina stroked Queen’s silky neck.
“We’ll make out, Duke. Some day I’ll meet you at the Stampede\fn{ Referring to “an annual rodeo, exhibition and
festival held every July in Calgary, Alberta”:W} with my prize stock.”
“Well, Lina,” Duke laughed gently. “Got to say good-bye to you folks.”
“Nice seein’ you,” Benjie said.
“Good-bye!” Lina cried as she climbed up.
Taking the lines, she whistled to the horses. The wagon moved forward while Duke called good wishes after
them. For a long time they could see his white horse against the dull gray of the road as he loped homewards.
Lina’s little procession passed prairie homes where women and children waved; passed blown-out fields and
dried muck lands where the soil cracked gapingly; passed long weary stretches of prairie where cattle bones lay
bleaching in the sun. Sometimes they stopped for water at the well of a neighborly farmer, and sometimes they
paused on the road to feed and rest the horses and snatch a hasty meal.
As night began to come on, they drew up at the gate of a gray farm-house in which the lights were beginning
to glimmer. Handing the lines to her father, Lina stepped down over the wheel. As she walked through the yard,
her heart beat heavily, for it was hard to be asking favors of strangers. The door opened, revealing a short broad
woman with iron gray hair done in a tight knob.
“I’m Mrs. Ashley.” The light fell on Lina’s strained face. “We’re moving north, my father and me, and we was
wondering … we have our own bedding. I wouldn’t mind for myself, but Daddy is quite old, and then there’s my
little girl.” She hesitated, smiling wanly. “But we wouldn’t want to put you out.”
“A little girl too!” The woman’s voice was kind. “My dear, come in. I’ll call my husband. I thought I seen a
wagon coming down the road. No, just sit down, Mrs. Ashley, and I’ll see to everything. Joe will look after the
horses. Now you just sit down and have a cup of coffee.”
“That’s real kind of you.”
“Our name is Peters,” the other woman said. “There’s Joe now talking to your father. I’ll just go and bring
them in.”
Soon they all sat down to a generous meal. With his sandy brown hair standing on end, eyes peering under his
shaggy brows, Joe poured coffee with a steady hand.
“We seen several families trekking north. They seem to get along all right, too.” He looked admiringly at Lina.
She leaned forward at her place at the table, her face full of eagerness and courage.
“It’s real thrilling, Joe. Like an adventure.”
“That’s right,” the other woman broke in. “But I don’t know but what I’d as soon stay home.”
“Say!” Joe waved his fork in the air. “You could stop at Benton’s just this side of Beaver Creek. They’re
friends of ours.” Poppy gazed about in shy silence.
“Eat your supper, dear,” Lina whispered.
“She’s tired,” Mrs. Peters smiled sympathetically.
“Not tired!” The child’s tone was hostile.
Benjie put his rough hand on her head, and she leaned against his shoulder.
*
When he woke her next morning, the night clouds were lifting, and gray light shrouded the prairie.
“Wake up, Poppy.” He shook her gently by the shoulder. “Wake up, child, and come on out and see Queen’s
new colt.”
“A colt!” She was wide awake in a moment, struggling up, groping for her clothes.
“Gee, Gramp, a colt!”
At the barn, in the dim light, they could see Queen’s great liquid eyes looking anxiously at them over the
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boards of the stall. In the straw the little fellow lay, knobbly, bewildered. Joe caressed the mare reassuringly.
“We can put the little tyke in the wagon box,” Lina suggested. “We can make a bed of straw for him, and wrap
him up good. Then he won’t get tired.”
The child bent over the colt.
“What are we going to call him, Gramp?” Benjie scratched his head. “How about Prince? He’s the son of a
queen!”
The three looked at each other, the old man, the child, the new-born colt. Whisky and Rum stood patiently in
another stall with the wilted dog at their feet. Even in the half darkness, the beasts looked thin. The dusty road lay
ahead, and days of toilsome travel in good weather or bad. Lina went outside into the misty light. Somewhere
there was pasture and well-watered land.\fn{ I added this last part on December 11, 2015:H}
*
[That night Joe Peters had a talk with his missus; and in the morning after breakfast, he took Ben Farrel aside.
“Mr. Farrel,” he said, “Anne and I’ve been real lucky up here—what with bein’ by the river and all—an’ you got a ways to go some.
We’d take it kindly if you’d accept our old wagon and mare to call your own. Mare’s just 6 years old, and the wagon only three; and in the
back is a sack each of durham, oats, barley and corn, with more feed for the horses. The wife thought maybe potatoes and beets and peas
and beans might grow up there as well. So she made up three sacks of garden crops.”
They walked to the barn. Dolly was already hitched. Her coat was sleek and she gazed at the men with a calm, deep eye.
“Your daughter could drive her,” Joe went on; “she’s gentle enough. And the boy want’s you to have this.” He handed Ben a wooden
box with a stout handle, about four foot long and a foot wide and deep.
“It’s Tom’s old Remington .357. There’s lots of game up there, but you can’t never tell what sort of two-footed varmints you might run
into twixt here and where you’re goin’ to.
Ben looked at him; they regarded each other quietly for a minute. Then Joe put his hand on the old man’s shoulder.
“Let’s go out front,” he said, leading the horse. “The ladies is waitin’ on us. I said we’d not be long.”]

89.139 The Alien\fn{by William Charles McConnell (1917-2001)} Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada (M) 7
His rapid jerky steps echoed on pavement hollows, where the supporting earth had dwindled away to join
drainage in its descent from road to hillside to the railway yards in the deep amphitheater below. The matting of
dead leaves, legacy of unswept autumn, muffled the steps and made them the inanimate decision of swinging legs.
Forgetting his feet, he looked down and beyond where shunting engines were sending up signals of sooty flame
and, when in the right position, were reflecting boiler heat in bright globules of moist redness. The thumping of
slow piston and the crash of shunting box cars gave a euphony which his feet took up in rhythm.
He liked the walk back to the boarding house. It gave him courage to enter.
In German he uttered little yelps of melody, skipping his feet ever so slightly, as if they, not he, were ashamed
of emotion. His mouth curved with deprecating self-consciousness and his mind said,
“Joseph, your heart is light, though your mind is heavy. You are like an Armenian. We shall rename you Yosif.
If transmigration, why not a change of name?”
And his long face grew longer, the eyelids wilted under the impact of inner laughter and his nose quivered ever
so slightly, as if delighted at being affected by such inner conspiracy.
As he entered the gate a rush of children almost swept him aside. He swirled under the impact of tight little
bodies. They yelled as they collided, then rushed on, halting at an abused telephone pole to go into the ritual of
their game.
“Who’s that?”
“Joseph Bernsten.”
“What’s that?”
“I said, Joseph Bernsten.”
“One-two-three-four-five—”
“That don’t mean nothing. What is he, a boarder?”
“Ma says he's a Cherman but he comes from Czecho-Slovakia and from the States: He ain’t paid his rent this
month. Ma says he has to go.”
“—six-seven, eight-nine-ten-eleven—”
“Stupid looking gook!”
“He’s a Cherman, Ma says. If he don’t pay his rent she’ll throw him out. That’s what Ma says. And more—”
“—twelve-thirteen, fourteen-fifteen—”
“Com’on, com’on!”
“Where?”
“Boxcars, down further. Com’on, they won’t find us.”
The three virgins were washing their hair in the hall sink, arguing as to the merits of three small bottles of
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shampoo, their coiled fingers shaking their respective bottles while the dripping hair spilled water on the worn
patternless linoleum. One slapped her hand over the oily liquid and transferred it to her scalp, illustrating wordlessly. The others affected not to notice and turned to each other and raised their voices with querulousness.
Joseph stepped by gingerly, head averted to miss the possibility of implication. They flung back their streaming hair as he passed.
“Who does he think he is?”
“Not passing the time of day, even.”
“As if we were schoolgirls.”
But the third triumphantly shoved down her head with mockery, the scalp clustered with fluorescent bubblings
ready for the rinsing water. The others threw their sharp voices into another argument which silenced the heavy
tread of Joseph as he turned to climb the back stairs.
Mrs. Rozell was too alert, too quick. She had stethescoped the fresh sounds in the rackety house and diagnosed
his arrival.
“One moment, Mr. Bernsten.” Her words came as quickly as her skinny body, now from the swinging kitchen
door, now from the bottom hall step. “Not so fast,” panting her demand.
Joseph turned wearily, his face pale and disturbed.
“Yes?”
“Yes,” she mimicked, accelerating her voice to its usual pitch. “Yes!” Then a pause as she wiped frying grease
from her hands to the dirty apron. “What do you mean, yes?”
Joseph sweated in an agony of possible explanation while she stared up the gloomy stair well, trying to mesmerize a descent. Sighing, his eyes declined the woman’s parroty stare, excusing himself with scarcely audible
“I’m frightfully tired, perhaps if I wash up, then I’ll come down to talk.”
To himself he was proud of the adverb, a deliberate infusion of another lesson in this cumbersome tongue.
The woman was silent for a moment while her eyes attempted to pierce the white face and impale the mass of
brain behind the high forehead. The dull clack of girl-tongues disturbed the sudden stillness.
“He’s kind of handsome, you know.”
“Yeah, dark-like.”
“So stuck-up. Never says a word to me!”
“He speaks awful English like as if the words got stuck down in his throat somewheres.”
“Mrs. Rozell is goin’t to bawl him out about the rent. Kinduv a shame, I think.”
Mrs. Rozell shrugged at length and turned away, her feet slapping each short syllable.
“All right. I’ll speak later.”
*
Joseph hurried up the two flights to his bedroom, his armpits prickling with a vague humiliation. He threw
himself on the dirty coverlet of his bed and tried to close his eyes. There was a disturbing hum in his head. No, in
the room.
Muttering, he got up and wandered about the small cluttered place, stopping at the window. A fly was beating
itself in short frenzied flights against the specked pane. With effort he jerked at the sash, lifted it and tried to guide
the buzzing insect to freedom. The insect escaped his cupping hands and stubbornly returned to tilting at the glass.
He cupped his hands again and tried to catch the fly. It nearly burst its body in fearful escape. The thin hand
darted to right and left. The fly darted and twisted and spiraled. At last it was cornered in the upper corner. A
pounce.
The fly was imprisoned. When he opened his hand to see, he found it stuck to his palm with the pulp of its
squashed thorax.
He looked down and shuddered, began to wipe his hand against his trousers, thought better of it and went out
into the hallway towards the bathroom.
Lena, the second daughter of the landlady, was there, leaning indolent against the stair-rail. She turned her
half-moon face and smiled fatuously.
“Daddy’s in there gargling with whisky. At least I think it’s whisky. Anyway, I’m next.”
“Will you be long?”
“I dunno how long I’ll take. You in hurry?”
He thought of showing her his hand, but said no, he was not in a hurry. She splayed her adolescent body in an
attempt to sit on the railing and looked at him heavily.
“You look tired, kindov. You tired?”
He nodded, smiling.
“You always look tired. Daddy says you probably got consumption. You got consumption?”
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“No.” He smiled uncomfortably now. These people entered your skin and picked your bones, even the children.
A death rattle sounded from the bathroom. The girl laughed limply.
“That’s daddy gargling. He does it every few minutes just to let us know he’s gargling. But he’s drinking whisky.” She tiptoed to the door and kneeled to peer into the keyhole. One eye was still squinted as she turned about to
make her report.
“Oh the face he makes.”
He began to return to his room, having furtively rubbed the green slime from his hand onto his pant-leg.
“Don’t go!” she hissed. “He’s almost finished now. You can take my place. Hurry up, Daddy. I have to go.”
Mr. Rozell catapulted out of the door, reeled against the banister and would have fallen but for Joseph’s
alarmed arm grasping him. He spoke thickly, in a syrupy cockney accent.
“What! You here? You look all done in. Cheer up, old fellow! Cheer up.
“Always be an England, you know. Perhaps your country too.”
And then collapsed weakly against the protecting arm. He sighed, attempted to leave the banister, then retched.
Joseph judiciously turned him against the rail so his clothes wouldn’t be spoiled. The vomit streamed down the
stairwell. Lena came charging out of the bedroom, appreciated the situation with a short laugh and threw herself
forward to take charge of the father. Joseph hopelessly ran for the bathroom, sick himself.
After a long wash he turned back to his room where he lay down on the bed and tried to sleep.
*
He remembered the flat colorless face of. the official in charge of his case, his carefully enunciated Yiddish, a
manner which indicated his distaste for the colloquialisms which automatically crept into the speech of Joseph.
“Everything is being done that is possible.”
“But how long will it be? They are pressing for rent, for some indication of what I plan to do. You do not
understand these people.”
“Ah, yes. I understand them. I, after all, am of them. Have patience. The papers will be on their way.”
“But in the meantime? What about now? Can you not advance me something to carry on?” The welfare official
shook his head soulfully.
“Ah, that is something else again. It would be out of my own pocket if I did that.”
“But you assure me that everything is in order: one of your statements must be incorrect. Do I get the position?
Am I not properly vouched for? Didn’t New York write you? You showed me the letter!” And the official smiled
in the bored way his kind had, as if extending their hands and saying,
“Look, what children I have to deal with! They are impossible! They don’t even understand the rudiments of
procedure!”
And Joseph had lost his long-smouldering temper. The kind official pretended not to understand the outburst
and had laughed and patted him on the back and said,
“Cheer up, it will all be fixed soon. There is nothing to worry about. A pity we allowed you to place yourself
instead of putting you in a sympathetic home.”
Joseph told him, then, of his plan. To throw up the possible position as anthropologist on a field expedition to
Baffin Land.
“I want to get into something far more immediate. Here I’m taking their hospitality and there’s a war on. My
war, which isn’t finished. One of their shipbuilding or aircraft plants!”
The official’s green eyes laughed.
“But you are an alien! Are you forgetting that? It is only with difficulty that we manage to keep you in the
Coast district to take on this Indian work, which more or less is government sponsored. Furthermore,” and his
eyes flickered down to the white clasping hands of the other, flicked back to his face, stared coolly into Joseph’s
eyes and said, “you are hardly fitted for it, you know.”
Hardly fitted for it! If this pompous little fool with his paper plans and constipated procedure could have sat
through that long night in Prague! Who else then had used those words as they had stripped his back down to its
white flabby skin, had stepped back with a laugh and said, oh so courteously before the whip lashed out,
“Really, Herr Bernsten, you aren’t built for this sort of thing. A shame we have to mark you up a little. You'll
probably faint like a woman at the thirtieth stroke.”
And then the singing sigh of the arm-forced blow, the acid-stripe of pain, to be followed by another, another,
another, another, another, thirty, and thirty-five, and thirty-seven, and fifty, and seventy-five, and eighty, and he
was dead of feeling, and fainting. But they were half-proud those professionals, when their subject had stood one
hundred, one hundred and fifty before collapsing into red-jellied sobbing.
Herr Bernsten slept, his shoes marking the dirty bed quilt.
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*
The shuffling gesticulating crowds had waited two hours since the first motorcyclists had passed down the
street. Joseph wondered why he stayed, why he didn’t return to his rooms and get back to the work which was so
pressing. Instead he stood here like some bumpkin waiting for a parade, growing alternately bored and excited as
each breath of rumor gained force till it finally swept down the cobbles picking up tag ends of confirmation,
denial, twisting agreement, and deciduous denial on its way. The rumors swept the crowds into excited whirls of
gossip, then disintegrated them into loose knots of individuals who did not know one another and were suspicious
of contact. Behind him were the leaded panes of a gramophone shop, the neatly displayed albums twined to thirdrate caricaturing busts of the dozen composers, who were ranged on a high shelf at the rear of the display.
Singularly poor taste, he had thought, particularly the one of Beethoven, handsome of all things, with a Roman
nose, the tip of the proboscis connected with an album of the Pastoral by faded pink ribbon. He squirmed to read
the gothic imprint at the bottom of the bust, to see who committed such an atrocity, but it was indecipherable.
Someone jostled his elbow. He said to him, absently,
“Such poor display of taste, eh? What would Ludwig have to say about having pink ribbon connecting his nose
to gramophone records?”
The jostler didn’t bother replying but stepped hastily away, as if any connection with anyone on a day like this
was sure to be fatal.
Then had come the first popping sounds of motorcycle exhaust. He had desperately wanted to leave then.
He was not afraid. Nor was he curious. He was empty. He had seen how he and others had reacted while waiting. That was sufficient to tell him what he did not wish to believe. That this time everything was lost. Everything
was lost till this scab of fascism was operated on by aseptic surgery, not picked at and played with and spread by
half-believing fools. As for him, there was work to do in his own field to disprove the monstrous sham these ice
men were erecting.
And it was not easy, for the infection had bitten deeply into this supposed inviolable science—Westmark, Malinowski, Lowie, were among the first to show social science can be linked to beatific misconceptions to justify the
amoralities of reaction. There was little chance that he would be interfered with if he kept at his work and did not
publish till all was completed. The time for heroics was past now. At least for him.
He grinned wryly, for heroics had seldom played a part in his actions. .
The first of the motorcyclists since the vanguard swept around the corner, skidded slightly on the cobbles,
straightened skillfully, and roared by, the absurdly straight-sitting riders self-consciously advancing and retarding
their spark to blast the crowds into silent wonder. Carbines were ostentatiously slung across their shoulders; the
metal fastenings of the brown belts flicked sparks of reflected sunlight.
Joseph stepped closer to the curb to study their faces. They were taut, dust-caked, defiant with a faint trace of
fear. Though obviously coached to look neither to left nor right, they could not help sending little furtive glances
to the sidelines to see if their procession was having its effect.
Squad after squad wheeled by, always in perfect alignment, always roaring their engines in unison at the same
spot, as if they had traversed the route a thousand times to rehearse this spectacle.
With effort, Joseph turned away from the pavement to study his neighboring watchers. A few had fixed sneers
on their faces, a look compounded of irony, dismay, anticipation, hate, and a desire for humiliation. Others
clenched their fists stiffly by their sides and spat in the dusty gutter each time a group passed by. Still others, with
worried hope, stretched out their hands in the stiff salute\fn{ The Fascist salute is meant:H} they had learned from
movies, provocateurs, and street meetings.
The majority remained impassive, grimly determined to be mere spectators, disapproving harshly, if silently. A
group of urchins stood at the corner shouting something he could not catch. He moved through the thickening
crowd to hear the words. The figures seemed out of place in this semi- bourgeois neighborhood, as if they were
consciously placed there by some higher motive than curiosity. As he edged nearer he could catch their words,
now shouted.
Filth, beautiful cadenced filth, slung in unison, with a heartfelt youthful roar which meant spirit and resistance.
As a squad of cyclists approached they would at first laugh, then grow more menacing, then, as the surly motorcyclists drew abreast, they hurled the choicest epithets of Prague as if they were fresh horse-buns, square into the
meaty, eye-swelling faces which stared alarmed at this unscheduled interruption.
The crowd was swelling. Weeping women brisked away their tears and brightened as they shoved against the
pulsing knot which now surrounded the corner. Dour-faced men allowed their faces to relax slightly and their eyes
began to sparkle with malicious relish.
“Ah, here is something now. This is what I really feel. I’m no longer a puppet!”
And then an arm-banded figure dashed from the opposite side of the roadway, his swastika bubbling on the
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cloth as it was twisted by the frenzied swinging arm. The eyes were bloodshot and the mouth frothed words no
one could distinguish. It faced the crowd, jumped to the curb to avoid the next rush of motorcycles, and began to
lop the group of youngsters with its crazy arms. The youngsters grew more vehement, dodged the swinging fists,
laughed abuse into the distorted face. The arms pummeled. They began to swing back, hacking at the figure with
words and knotted fists. The crowd deepened, surged and pushed the combatants onto the roadway.
Joseph was hurled with others to the side-eddies, powerless to move any way, but to be shoved and skirled like
smoke of a fire. The procession was forced to a, stop. He saw, from his height, the gray-clad dusty automatons
park their machines in neat rows by the opposite curb, then deliberately club the roadway clear. The crowd booed
and hissed. Someone threw a rock which clanged hollowly from the helmet of a non-commissioned officer. He
jerked up his head and shouted a sharp command. The carbines went up to shoulders, impersonally, automatically.
Crash! The roadway was clear. The crowd turned, surged, turned back, was met by the muzzles, which smoked
another blast, saw their neighbors fall, turned again and, trumpeting mass fear, fled.
Joseph was caught.
Unreasonably, at the second volley, his foot became entangled in a loose shoelace. He tripped, and when the
crowd surged backwards, he was pinned against the house wall at his back. An elbow butted his abdomen. He
doubled. A knee caught his chin and threw him with force back against the wall, knocking him momentarily
senseless. Then strange uniforms, black, strapped tightly and obscenely. They crouched over him, cackling in
broad Berlin accents. One stirred his face with his boot. Another ploughed through his pockets, examining everything with interest, jotting down notes in his black notebook held firm on flat thigh. Joseph pretended to be
unconscious, noting all through half-shut eyelids, plucking impression into the secure folds of memory, made
tight by the rolls of pain which demanded some sort of secondary release. One noticed him flickering his eyelids
then and slugged with a gesture of annoyance. Someone had him carried to his rooms.
*
He purposely missed most of his classes at the university, through fear, for disorders were happening daily and
he wished to avoid trouble. The final blow delivered him on the street had blanked his mind with a flame of fear
which blazed hotly when he caught sight of one of the accursed black uniforms.
He would detour blocks to miss meeting one when taking his daily walk to the café for the ritual of coffee and
pastry and to meet his friend, Masyk. They no longer played their double game of dominoes but huddled over the
habitual corner table and discussed the latest news, the current rumors, in hushed tones, as if Dominic, the
headwaiter himself, was a spy.
For these were the days when all men distrusted one another. The Nazi had cleverly inoculated the whole nation with fear and distrust, sowing false rumor to discredit the bearer.
He attended one class on a Thursday. His students were restless and paid little attention to the dried lecture
which, given so many times, was little effort for him to deliver. Something was in the wind. He felt it as he paused
between his perfect paragraphs of exposition. He would look up nearsightedly into the oval lecture room and try
to ferret out the cause, but it eluded him. Several times he was forced to rap for order, when the rear seats buzzed
with whispered conversation.
Outside in the corridor the bell struck. The students stood up, not waiting for their professor to conclude his
sentence. One shouted, excitedly:
“To demonstrate!”
They began to file out. Several, lingering behind, came up to Joseph, standing silent on his rostrum, wonderingly.
“You are coming, Herr Professor?”
“Coming?”
They looked at him curiously. Didn’t he know?
“Yes, to join in the demonstration. All of us students. Most of the professors.”
“To demonstrate?”
They shook their heads with impatience and started to leave the room. Joseph paused a moment, then
squeaked,
“Of course! Of course I’m coming!” Then half to himself, “To demonstrate, eh? All the students! Imagine.
Well, well,” as if the words would justify his action.
He scurried to catch up with them. Willi Siegel laughed and waited for him, with a joke on his lips. He was
fond of this absent-minded fellow. Imagine! Not knowing anything about the demonstration!
A huge congregation of students and professors quietly walking and mincing their way through the grounds,
careful to keep to the walks, buzzing with personal conversation. As they neared the central square several impromptu speakers climbed up onto the dry fountains and began to speak, quietly, too quietly for the huge crowd to
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catch their words.
“Louder! Louder!” was heard on all sides.
The speakers roared, their words skipping about in the wind like scraps of paper. Joseph stood on tiptoes, selfconsciously trying to locate one of his colleagues, with whom he would like to stand. Ah, there is Barabes, that
Hungarian geologist.
Joseph tried to make his way through the dense crowd. He lost track of what was taking place by the fountain
till he heard shots. Then, carried away by the crowd as it swirled, he soon found himself, somehow, at the entrance of his own building, alone.
The next day he did not leave his room. About three in the afternoon there was a knock at his door. The landlady, worried, told him some gentlemen wished to see him. They brushed by her, heavy-set strangers with loose
smiles on their faces. Methodically they checked his name and occupation, then with toothpicks placed between
their teeth, as if to aid the process, they stripped and overturned his flat, tearing books, throwing manuscript
about, stuffing some in a large suitcase. He was taken by car to the Central Police Headquarters where he was
seated in the large anteroom, watching with a curious deadness the bustling of hundreds of strange-faced officials
hurrying about at their tasks.
The interview was short.
“You are Joseph Bernsten?”
“Yes.”
“Late Professor of Anthropology at the University of Prague?”
“Pardon, I still am.”
This drew a snicker from the questioner. He carried on,
“Non Aryan, of course?” Then, without waiting for confirmation,
“You were responsible for a slight disorder on the entry of the troops two weeks ago. There is no need to affirm or deny. Everything is here in your dossier.” Then leaning back, behind his desk, he allowed a magnificent
smile to run over his flat face.
“Well, this is our second meeting?”
Joseph did not understand.
“Oh yes, I have read several of your works. Very scholarly, if a trifle unsound. Now don’t hastily congratu- late
yourself on notoriety, Bernsten. Your sniveling little lies would not ordinarily interest such a man as myself. But
the information on your publications appeared in your dossier when it was given me several months ago. Of
course, they were required reading. Extremely interesting.”
And here he stared indolently up and down the man standing before him.
“Yes, extremely interesting. I’m afraid we won’t have to waste much time over you. A brief salutary lesson in
the form of repeated blows over the back. Perhaps you won’t stand it, certainly not more than thirty will you take.
If it finishes you then so much the less trouble for us. If not then four or five years in one of our delightful vacation resorts will cleanse your mind.” And he mused, rubbing his chin,
“No, I doubt if you will take more than thirty. You puny pseudo-intellectuals are bad enough. But that compounded with bad blood makes you hopeless.”
He pressed a button on his desk and the door was opened. Joseph felt his arms suddenly pinioned. He was
hustled away, the interrogator’s eyes following his progress. Then he was cuffed into the passageway. He was
happier than he had been for months. And the elevation at his discovery of himself carried him through the first
twenty days and the first thirty blows, and returned later during the seven months of escape, only with a threat to
desert him when the new struggle in liberty began.
*
Joseph snored heavily. The booming of conversation in the next room was disturbed by it, for the walls of Mrs.
Rozell’s were thin and delighted in being sounding-boards of conversation and the myriad scrapings of living.
Prochuck, the mean-tempered, overworked laborer who held the room, was quarreling with one of his mates
whom he had brought home with him from the corner tavern.
Both constituted a cell of some vague separatist movement and the vagueness both in its organization and aims
gave much for their beloved knock-down fights which were such a relief after a day in the municipal ditches.
Prochuck turned from his friend and hammered on the thin communicating wall.
“That damned man! How he does snore. Like the sound of the road-grader when she catches on a boulder. Hi!
In there, wake up and sleep quietly. Honest men can’t hear themselves.”
The snoring continued so they both began to pound at the wall, scarring the thin scabrous wallpaper. They
heard a commotion in the hall, followed by a knock on the door.
“Now what,” swore Prochuck. “It is always something. One cannot even pound on a wall when he is dis131

turbed.”
He opened the door with vehemence.
“What do you want? Why do you disturb us, eh? Oh, it is Mrs. Rozell.”
“Yes, it is me. What is all that banging and swearing that I hear? That kind of thing is not allowed in this
house.”
Prochuck quailed before her, then brightened.
“But it is not us! It is the one next door. Honest men cannot hear themselves think, so bad is his snoring.
Something must be done about it. Every evening it is the same, those long hideous noises that drown out speech. I
won’t stay here if it continues.”
And he narrowed his furtive eyes to see how she would take this, anxiously waiting to tack if the wind did not
blow in his direction. But she appeared mollified.
“You’re right. Something will be done. Hasn’t paid his rent for this month either and standing me off about
washing himself, as if one can’t discuss such things with dirty hands.”
She turned to Joseph’s door and knocked heavily. Joseph had been awakened by the first blow on the wall. It
was an evening occurrence. But tonight he decided to have none of it. He flung the door wide and startled the two
men and woman who were preparing to place their ears to the door. The weight of the two men almost threw Mrs.
Rozell into his arms. He hastily threw her off, brushing his hands as if they were soiled.
“Why do you crowd against my door?” His voice was unusually severe.
“Your door!” Mrs. Rozell managed to stutter. “Your door, indeed! That door belongs to the person who pays
for the room.” Then, turning to the two, she crowed, “He says his door!”
They nodded piously and turned to see what he would say to such a conclusive statement.
“Your room will be paid for, Madame.”
“When? Yes, when? Some old wives’ tale of a committee who pays for such things, is it?”
And how could he explain anything to these people? That he had chosen them deliberately, instead of following the committee’s instructions. That he wanted to jump into their country and with them, as he would into a cold
bath, fully realizing the shock and possible disaster.
Was it any accident that funds were held up on his behalf?
Were not people suspicious because he was unable immediately to conform?
But of course they couldn’t understand. What did he expect? If they did, it would nullify all his actions, would
negate his decision.
“No, Madame. Not from a committee. I intend to seek employment.” They stared at him incredulously.
“Work? Work?” Prochuck’s friend tittered, but was silenced by a sharp hiss. Mrs. Rozell was working her
hands in her apron, as she always did when agitated or undecided.
“But you can’t work! Why, what would you do?”
Prochuck blurted, “Yes, what can you do?” Joseph stared sombrely at Prochuck.
“Perhaps I can dig ditches like yourself, eh?” Prochuck laughed and flexed his muscles.
“Ha! That takes muscle and a strong back, mister. You wouldn’t last thirty minutes!”
Joseph’s eyes blazed. He raised his arm. The woman and her self-appointed commission backed out of the
room in haste, tripping and pulling one another like frightened sheep.
“Won’t last thirty, you say! Won’t last thirty! I already have lasted nearly two hundred! Hah! Thirty would be
child’s play! I can do thirty and laugh in your face!”
48.7 Escape To The City\fn{by Gordon Woodward (1921- )} Regina, Saskatchewan, Canada (M) 7
It was almost three o’clock when I arrived in the city that afternoon.
It was that day in late September when I had started out early in the morning while the thick white mist lay
close to the ground and I could see the willow bushes down by the river poking up through the filmy blanket
beneath the bridge where Clifford and I had always gone fishing; the dew that morning clustered in thick glistening drops on the handlebars of my bike as I wheeled it quietly down from the porch so as not to wake up Jeannie
and Father, who would not even know I was gone until they got up and found that note I had left on the kitchen
table saying I had gone to the city to visit Clifford.
And I knew Father would be angry, because he hadn’t even written to Clifford since that day over two months
before when they had argued about Clifford going into the business because he was seventeen and through high
school. Clifford had refused; instead he had answered an ad in the newspaper for a position as an apprentice in a
chemical firm in the city and then had drawn all of his money out of the local bank (which had been seven dollars
and nineteen cents) and had climbed on the bus with no one there to even say good-by to him; and I hadn’t seen
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him since that day.
I was beginning to get tired. I’d ridden over fifty-three miles since I had turned off by Galloway’s Dairy on the
outskirts of Abbotsford that morning and then had headed down the highway through the smell of trees and
rotting leaves and the sun throwing bright patches of early sunlight across the fields. I pulled over to the curb and
took out the letter I had received from Clifford and looked at the house number again; it was in the next block so I
rode close to the curb with my bike wheels crunching over the dried leaves in the gutter until I came to it.
It was one of those big old houses which line the streets in the west end of Vancouver; it was better looked
after than most of them and was painted a bright cream-and-brown color. I got off my bike and wheeled it through
the gate; then I untied the parcel on the carrier and went up the steps and rang the doorbell.
After a minute a lady came to the door; she was not very old but had gray hair and glasses.
“Does Clifford Barton live here, ma’am?” I said.
“Yes, he does,” she said. “But he’s not in right now.”
“Well, I’m his brother,” I said.
“Oh, I see.” She seemed as though she didn’t know what to say.
“I just came in from Abbotsford where we live,” I said. I pointed to my blue CCM lying at the bottom of the
steps. “I rode in on my bike,” I said.
“That’s a long way to ride,” she said.
“It certainly is,” I said.
She still didn’t move; and I knew she was stalling for some reason.
“I haven’t seen Clifford for a couple of months,” I said.
“That’s quite a coincidence, you coming,” she said, “because he was telling me just yesterday about all his
brothers at home.”
“Oh, there must be some mistake, ma’am,” I said. “He doesn’t have any other brothers except me … only a
sister.” Then all at once I realized that she had been trying to find out if I really was Clifford’s brother; and she
knew I knew it.
“I’m sorry,” she said, and she smiled. “I have to be careful.” She opened the door wider. “Would you like to go
up to his room? He should be home about six.”
I followed her into the hallway and she closed the door and then led me up two flights of winding carpeted
stairs to a room on the top floor; she opened the door and let me go in first and then stood in the doorway a moment.
“Are you hungry?” she said.
“No thanks,” I said. “I had a hamburger and a milkshake at a place on the highway.” She looked at me for a
minute with a kind of warm smile on her face.
“You don’t look much like Clifford,” she said.
“I guess just about everybody tells us that,” I said.
“You’re the youngest, are you?” she said.
“I’m fifteen,” I said. “Just turned fifteen.”
“Well, if there’s anything you want you just come downstairs,” she said. She started to close the door and then
she came back again.
“The bathroom is right across the hall,” she said. She closed the door and I could hear her footsteps going
down the stairs.
*
I sat down on the edge of the bed and looked around at the small room; it was very clean and bright. There was
linoleum on the floor and the wallpaper had white flowers all over it. In one corner there was a small cupboard
and below it a table covered with oilcloth with a small electric hot plate and a kettle sitting on it; there were also
two white wooden chairs. In the opposite corner there was a closet with a door on it; and the bed on which I was
sitting was covered with a bright homemade quilt.
I looked at the two windows that opened out above the porch on the front of the house; there were small birds
twittering and chirping on the roof outside. The leaves on the maple trees along the sidewalk on the opposite side
of the street were yellow and soft brown and yet-bright green, suddenly fluttering one by one to the ground with a
frail and brittle scraping sound as though made of balsa wood.
My legs and my backside felt stiff and sore and I lay back on the bed and looked up at the ceiling, just gazing
blankly the way I had been lying in my own bed in Abbotsford and looking up at the ceiling that morning Clifford
had come into the room all dressed and wearing his pale blue shirt and the maroon tie I had given him for his
birthday, when I hadn’t even known he was going anywhere until that moment he said, “I’m going, Pat. Take care
of yourself. I’ll write,” and then was gone.
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Not even waiting to say good-by to Father (who wouldn’t have answered pleasantly anyway), but just walking
out through the door and down to the bus stop and getting on that bus with his battered suitcase in which were all
his clothes and that small Wedgwood vase which had belonged to Mother and the sum of seven dollars and
nineteen cents in his pocket and heading for the city where he didn’t know anyone; so that when I had finally
struggled awake that morning and had put on my clothes and jumped on my bike and raced down to the bus stop I
had been just in time to see the bus pulling away and had pedaled hard to get alongside and catch just one glimpse
of his face and have him see me so that he would know that I at least had wanted to say good-by; and yet I hadn’t
been fast enough. It had been almost two months before that letter had come and I had even known where he was
living in the city.
There was a cool breeze coming through the open window and I pulled the corner of the quilt up over me and
put my head on the pillow and then I must have fallen sound asleep; because all at once I felt someone shaking
me by the shoulder and calling my name.
“Pat! Wake up!” Then a slight pause and another shake. “Pat!”
I slowly opened my eyes and saw Clifford standing by the bed grinning at me, the room looking a little darker
and shadier than it had been so that I knew I had slept quite a while.
“Am I ever surprised to see you!” he said. “You could have knocked me over when the landlady told me you
were here!”
I struggled to come fully awake.
“Hi, Clifford.” I said.
“When did you get here?” he said.
“About three o’clock.”
“I was expecting you to write,” he said, “but I didn’t think you’d be able to come in. How did you ever find the
place? Did you come in on the bus?”
“I came on my bike,” I said. “Didn’t you see my CCM out front?”
“I guess I saw it,” he said. “But it never struck me it was yours. Did you ride all the way?”
“Sure,” I said. I went to get up and felt the stiffness in my thighs. “But I’m a little stiff now,” I said. “I’m not
used to riding that far.”
“You must be starved,” he said. “Wait till I have a wash and we’ll go and get something to eat.” He took off his
jacket and hung it in the closet. “Tell me what’s been going on,” he said.
“I brought you a fish I caught yesterday by the bridge,” I said. “A spring. He put up a good fight,”
I walked over to the table and started to take it out of the paper bag.
“And I swiped a jar of Jeannie’s raspberry jam,” I said. “Jeannie doesn’t make very good jam, anyway.”
We both laughed.
Clifford took a towel and some soap and went across the hall to the bathroom and I could hear him running
water in the basin; then after a few minutes he came back drying his neck with the towel. He had taken his glasses
off; he always looked different without his glasses as though his eyes had shrunk.
“Holy moses!” he said. “Was I ever surprised when I came in and found you here!”
He put his glasses back on and slipped his tie over his head and tightened it and put his jacket on. Then he
went over to the cupboard and took down a small bowl and took some money out of it and then put the bowl back
in the cupboard.
“Come on, kid,” he said. “Let’s get some food before you collapse from hunger.”
We went downstairs and he knocked on the landlady’s door and asked her if it would be all right for me to put
my bike in the basement and she said it would so we went around to the side door and put the bike away; then we
went down the front sidewalk and out through the gate. The sun was blood-orange and low in the sky and as we
walked down the tree-shaded street it threw long shadows down the sidewalk in front of us; our feet crunched on
the dried leaves which had fallen on the cement.
“How do you like it, Clifford?” I said.
“You mean Vancouver?” he said. “Or my job?”
“Everything,” I said. “Being in Vancouver, and having your job, and living here—you know what I mean.”
“I like it fine,” he said. “I guess I’m pretty lucky.” He went along looking at his feet for a minute. “You should
see the building I work in, Pat!” he said. “It covers a whole city block.”
“I guess it must be a pretty big company,” I said.
“Yes,” he said. “They’re really big—they ship all over the world.”
“I guess they must have an awful lot of money,” I said.
We came to a corner and turned down toward the harbor. There was a sparkling-white freighter heading out
toward The Narrows and the deep glow of evening sunlight rolled across the windows in the wheelhouse like
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bright liquid fire.
“Do they pay you pretty good money?” I said.
He didn’t say anything. We turned another corner and went down the street a little way and turned into a café.
The place smelled of cigarette smoke and frying food the way Gerry’s Hamburger Bar in Abbotsford smelled on
Saturday night when all the gang hung around listening to the jukebox. There were no vacant booths so we sat
down at the counter in the bucket-shaped wooden stool-seats. The waitress came and I ordered some veal cutlets
and mashed potatoes and a glass of milk and a piece of cherry pie. Clifford ordered a cup of coffee and some
doughnuts. She gave us each a glass of water and went away along the counter.
“Aren’t you going to eat?” I said.
“I’m not hungry,” he said. “Down at work we’re always eating doughnuts or cookies or candy or some other
stuff—it ruins a guy’s appetite.”
“Yes,” I said. “I guess it does.”
The waitress brought my veal cutlets and I started to eat. I hadn’t realized until then just how hungry I really
was, and I was enjoying it. Then I happened to look in the big mirror behind the counter and I saw Clifford watching me closely.
“Are you sure you aren’t going to eat something, Clifford?” I said.
“I’m not the least hungry,” he said. “Really, I’m not. What made you ask that?”
“Nothing,” I said.
I finished my dinner and we got up and Clifford took the check and went over to the cashier and put a twodollar bill on the counter as though he couldn’t understand how he happened to have such a small bill in his pocket. She rang up one dollar and ten cents and gave him the ninety cents and we went outside and turned up Granville Street.
“Feel better?" Clifford said.
“Boy, do I ever!” I said. “That was really good!”
It was beginning to get dark; the streetlights were all on and the neon signs flashed red and blue and green and
yellow. There were a lot of people crowding up and down the sidewalk and we had to keep dodging first to one
side, and then the other. It was hard to think that out in Abbotsford at that moment there would be only a few neon
signs shining in the whole town; and the only places which would even be open would be Gerry’s Hamburger Bar
and Watson’s Drugstore. I dodged around a couple of old ladies and came up beside Clifford again.
“What do you do at night, Clifford?” I said. “I mean what do you do for fun?”
“Oh, I have lots to do,” he said. “I have to study, you know. And every Tuesday night I go to a show.”
“Why Tuesday?” I said.
“No reason,” he said. “I just started going on Tuesday when I first came here. That’s the day I get paid: Tuesday.”
“Don’t you ever go to parties?” I said. “Or anything like that?”
“I could go to lots if I wanted to,” he said, “but I don’t usually have time.”
“I guess a guy kind of grows out of parties after a while, anyway,” I said.
“Yeah,” he said. “You get tired of them.”
We kept walking down the street. The crowd wasn’t quite so thick where we were then and we didn’t have to
dodge so much. We came to the intersection and had to stop for a traffic light.
“What would you like to do now, Pat?” Clifford said. “Would you like to just walk around or what?”
The light changed and we crossed over and when we got to the opposite curb, he said:
“If I’d brought more money with me we could have gone to a show. I never carry any more money with me
than I need. I keep it all in a bowl on the shelf back at the room.”
“Why don’t you put it in the bank?” I said.
“I can’t be bothered with banks,” he said. “Maybe later on when I get better organized.”
“Anyway,” I said, “this is Friday night, and Tuesday night is when you go to the show.”
“That’s right,” he said. “It is.”
He didn’t say anything for several minutes, and then he said:
“Do they still have the shows two nights a week at home?”
“Yes,” I said. “But they’re talking about making it every night because of all those construction workers
coming into town from that camp on the meridian road. It will sure liven the town up,” I said.
“It seems like a year since I left,” he said. He stopped to look at some cigarette lighters in a window we were
passing and I stopped beside him.
“Clifford,” I said. “Haven’t you got some friend here in Vancouver you go to shows with, or somebody you
just chum around with?”
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He didn’t answer; instead he leaned forward a little and looked closer at the lighters. I knew the minute it was
out of my mouth that I’d said the wrong thing; because Clifford didn’t make very many friends, he was hard to get
to know, but when he did make a friend he was really loyal, as though he expected the friendship to go on as long
as he was alive.
Maybe that was why he had felt the way he had that morning when they had told him that his friend, Tink
Martin, had been shot in the stomach while cleaning a shotgun. Clifford had ridden thirteen miles to the hospital
in Sardis where they had taken him and then had sat there until they came out and told him that Tink had died
without ever regaining consciousness.
He had turned around and ridden all the way back and then had sat in the corner of the living room and stared
at the wall, not even crying and that was what made it so terrible, just sitting there in the corner while Jeannie and
Father had nagged at him to eat something until he finally had and then had been sick right away (perhaps it was
because Tink had been shot in the stomach) and then had gone back and sat in the corner again. I’d never
forgotten the lost look on his face then. We started walking again.
“I guess there are more important things in the world than just having a lot of friends everywhere,” I said.
We turned a corner and started along another street. Not far ahead we could see the Court House with its trimming of little white lights; it looked like a fairy palace. After a minute Clifford said:
“When do you have to go back, Pat?”
“Tomorrow,” I said. “I guess I should head back tomorrow morning.”
“It’s too bad you couldn’t have stayed longer,” he said. “If you’d been here Sunday I could have showed you
around the city. I don’t work Sunday.”
“I really think I should go back,” I said.
“Yeah,” he said. He took out a pack of gum and gave me a stick and then took one himself and put the pack
back in his pocket.
“Does Father know you came?” he said.
“Yes,” I said. “I left before they were up—but I left a note and told them.”
“He’d be angry when he found out,” he said.
“I don’t care,” I said. “Let him get mad.”
We came to another intersection and looking over to our right we could see the harbor and beyond that the
mountains on the north shore. The sun had gone down and the whole sky was covered with blood-orange and pink
and yellow and purple; it made the mountains look shadowy purple, almost black. There was a dotted line of
lights climbing up the side of one of the mountains and I knew it was the mountain chair-lift.
“You know what I’d like to do now?” I said.
“What’s that, Pat?” he said.
“I’d just like to go back to your place,”I said. “Maybe we could look at some magazines or something.”
“Okay,” he said.
We started walking faster. We passed a little bakery and Clifford went in and I saw the woman take four little
chocolate cream things out of the window and put them in a cardboard box and then Clifford paid her and came
out carrying the box.
“I thought you’d like these,” he said. “They’re really good … I’ve had them before.”
“They looked really good in the window,” I said.
We walked back to the house and went upstairs and put on the small drop-cord light. Clifford took the kettle
and went in the bathroom and put some water in it and then came back and closed the door.
“I’ll make some tea,” he said. “Would you like some tea?”
“Yes, I would,” I said. I sat down on the edge of the bed. My legs really felt stiff and I ran my hands up and
down my thighs and watched Clifford. He turned the hot plate on and then got down the teapot and started putting
tea bags in it.
“How’s Father?” he said suddenly. “And Jeannie?”
“They’re okay,” I said. “I guess.”
He didn’t say anything else but he seemed to be taking an awful long time to put the tea in the pot, so I said,
“Father never mentions you. I guess he’s still mad.”
“Yeah, I guess so,” he said. He walked over to the corner and took down a couple of scribblers from a small
shelf.
“Like to see some of the stuff I’m studying?” he said.
“Sure,” I said.
He opened one of the notebooks and there were some drawings in colored pencil and some handwritten notes
and a lot of loose typewritten sheets.
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“This is what they call biochemistry,” he said. “I have to study this before I take my exams.”
“When are your exams?” I said.
“Oh, not for a long time yet,” he said. “Not until I finish my apprenticeship. But it doesn’t hurt to get started
ahead of time.” He put the book down on the bed and went over to make the tea. I flipped some of the pages.
“I guess you get a pretty good salary,” I said.
“I don’t get very much right now,” he said. “You see, I’m only an apprentice and that means they’re teaching
me. It’s like going to school in a way, except that I get paid.”
“How much?” I said.
“I get eleven dollars a week right now,” he said. “But next year I get fourteen; and I also get a week’s holiday
with pay next summer.”
He poured some boiling water into the teapot and put the lid on it and then turned the hot plate off. I just kept
looking around at the room; it was clean and bright and neat, but there wasn’t very much homeyness about it.
There was a stack of magazines on a chair in the corner and a few pocket novels on the shelf by the bed and a
calendar from some produce company on the door of the closet and mother’s Wedgwood vase sitting up on top of
the cupboard, but there was no radio and there were no lamps or cushions. The window was still open and there
was a cool breeze floating in and when I looked out I could see the soft-orange squares of lighted windows in the
houses across the street.
“A year is a long time,” I said. He brought two cups over and put them on the table and then got a bowl of
sugar out of the cupboard and a small can of milk and some teaspoons and put them all on the table.
“It’s too bad you haven’t got a radio, Clifford,” I said.
“I’ve never been much of a guy for listening to the radio, anyway,” he said. “You know that.” He poured out
some tea and put the pot back and then opened up the box with the chocolate-cream pastries in it.
“Dig in,” he said. “They’re good. You’ll like them.”
I picked one up and took a bite out of it; they were really good. I’d never tasted anything like that in Abbotsford. Clifford took one and ate it and then started drinking his tea.
“Finish them up, Pat,” he said.
“You have another one,” I said.
“Not for me,” he said. “I can’t eat much of that stuff. It makes me sick. Besides, I can get them any time I
want.” He watched me eat them with a little smile on his pale face.
“Do you like them?” he said.
“They’re super!” I said. “What do they call them?”
“I don’t know,” he said. “They’ve probably got some European name.” He picked up his cup and took a drink
and I noticed that every time he did the steam fogged his glasses and he had to wait a couple of minutes before
they cleared again.
“What are you going to do now that you’ve quit school, Pat?” he said.
“I don’t know,” I said. “I can go to work in Abbotsford. I can even work for Father in the store.”
“Is there any kind of work you want to do?” he said. “Anything in particular?”
“No,” I said. “I haven’t made up my mind yet.”
We finished our tea and then Clifford went and washed the cups out and dried them and put them back in the
cupboard. We just sat around for a while and then we both decided we were tired so we went to bed and put the
light out. I was lying on the outside of the bed and I could see out of the window without moving.
There were a lot of bright-lighted windows and street lights and car lights sliding down the street; but they all
seemed as though they had nothing at all to do with Clifford and me lying there in the darkened room; then away
in the distance against the dark night sky I could see the bright amber-pointed lights of the Lions Gate Bridge
curving through the darkness across The Narrows. I must have been just dozing off when Clifford spoke.
“Pat?” he said. “Are you asleep?”
“Not yet,” I said.
“Pat, why do you suppose Father got so angry with me?” he said. “I only wanted to live my own life.”
I didn’t answer for a moment. I wanted to say that it was all because Father was such a bullheaded character;
but I knew Clifford wouldn’t believe that about anybody, let alone Father. He’d just say there was some reason
beneath that.
“I don’t know, Clifford,” I said. “Maybe he just wanted to have his own way.”
He didn’t say anything for several minutes and I thought he must have gone to sleep; then all of a sudden he
said:
“So you think he really hates me, Pat?”
“I don’t think so, Clifford,” I said. “Maybe you just don’t see things the same way, that’s all. It’ll work out
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okay.” I waited for quite a while and there was no sound so I reached over in the darkness and put my hand on his
shoulder; he didn’t move.
*
The next morning Clifford woke me up.
“Pat! It’s half-past seven,” he said. “I’ve got to leave pretty soon. Pat?”
I sat up and opened my eyes; there was bright sunlight pouring through the window and brushing across the
cups on the table like liquid amber. Clifford was already dressed and sitting at the table drinking a cup of tea.
“I thought I’d let you sleep for a while,” he said. “You looked tired.”
“I’m okay,” I said. I got up and put on my clothes and went across the hall and had a wash and then came back
and sat down at the table.
“That toast sure does smell good,” I said.
“I’m sorry I haven’t got more than just toast for your breakfast,” he said. “But the fact is that I forgot to get any
bacon yesterday.”
“That’s okay,” I said. He got up and started to make some toast on the hotplate but I went over and took the
bread from him.
“I’ll do that,” I said. “You drink your tea.” He went and sat down again and took a sip of his tea; then he
looked out of the window.
“You’ve got a nice day for your trip back,” he said.
“Yeah,” I said. “It should be okay.” I turned the piece of bread over on the wire mesh on top of the electric
plate. “What time do you have to leave for work?” I said.
“I usually leave about fifteen to eight,” he said. “It takes me about fifteen minutes to walk.” He drank the rest
of his tea and washed the cup out and then came back and dried it on the dish towel and put it back in the
cupboard.
“Don’t bother with those dishes before you go, Pat,” he said. “I’ll clean them up when I come home.”
“I can do them,” I said. I took the toast over to the table rnd put some butter on it and then poured some tea
into a cup. “It won’t hurt me to do a few dishes,” I said.
“Well, I guess I’d better go,” he said. He walked over and opened the door and stood there a minute with his
hand on the doorknob. “I guess you’ll come in again sometime when you get a chance,” he said. “I don’t mean
right away, but …”
“Sure, I’ll be in again, Clifford,” I said.
He was still standing there with his hand on the doorknob as though he wanted to say something but didn’t
know just how to say it.
“Well, anyway,” he said, “watch yourself on the highway. And give my best to Abbotsford when you get back.
So long!”
“So long, Clifford,” I said. “And thanks for everything.”
He closed the door and I could hear him going down the stairs; then I got up and went to the window and
watched him go out through the gate and start along the street. He was walking very fast and he had his head
down; he didn’t look back.
I went back to the table and ate the rest of my toast and drank the tea and then I went back to the window. The
bright morning sunlight sparkled and shimmered over the harbor and the windows in the buildings on the distant
north shore. I kept thinking about Clifford and when he would come home again that night and there would be no
one in the room and he would sit down all alone and eat his supper and then wash the plate and the cup and put
them back in the cupboard and then maybe go for a walk or else do some of his studying until it was time to go to
bed.
I went over to the cupboard and took down the bowl I had seen him taking money from and looked inside.
There were some receipts for his room rent every week, each one made out for five dollars and signed by the
landlady; and there was one quarter, a nickel, and two pennies. I put the bowl back and sat down on the edge of
the bed again. I kept remembering the way he had watched me when I was eating in the café and the way he had
put the two-dollar bill on the counter so casually and the chocolate-cream pastries he had bought me on the way
home; for a minute I thought I was going to bawl.
After a while I got up and went downstairs and asked the landlady if I could use her phone to call home and
told her I would see that she got paid in a few days. Then I called the long distance operator and asked for
Abbotsford 723 and waited until the buzzing and clicking stopped and I heard the receiver being lifted on the
other end fifty-some miles away.
“Hello?”
“Hello,” I said. “Jeannie? This is Pat.”
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“Patrick Barton!” she said. “Where are you?”
“I’m in Vancouver,” I said. “Where did you think I was, Siberia?”
“You don’t need to think you’re being smart,” she said. “You’re going to get into plenty of trouble when Father
sees you! You’d better get right back here this very minute!”
“I’ll just go outside and get in my jet,” I said. “I should be there by the time you get out to the back porch.”
That’s the only way I can hold my own with Jeannie.
“I’m not fooling, either,” she said.
“Neither am I,” I said. “Is Father there?”
“No,” she said. “He’s gone down to open the store. He’s been absolutely sick worrying about you!”
“Well, tell him I’m staying here!” I said. “Did you get that? I’m staying here with Clifford!”
“You’re what?” she said.
“I’m staying here,” I said. “I’m going to get a job here in the city. Don’t you understand English?”
“Now look, Mister Man,” she said. “Just because Clifford gets too big for his boots is no reason for you to
think you can just do what you want! Don’t either of you ever think of Father—”
“Oh, shut up!” I said. “This call is costing money. Are you going to tell him or not?”
“Of course I’m going to tell him,” she said. “And he is going to be as mad as—”
“Then he’ll just have to be mad!” I said, and hung up. I went back upstairs and washed the dishes and put them
away in the cupboard; then I looked in the want ads in the paper and I saw an ad for a delivery boy so I went
downstairs and phoned the number and the man took my name and told me to come Monday morning and I would
have first call for the job. Then I got my bike out of the basement and went for a ride down by the docks.
About four o’clock I came back and put the bike away and went down to the shopping district. I still had sixtyfive cents I’d been going to use for hamburgers and stuff on the way home, so I bought some butter and some
tomatoes and some jam tarts and took them all back to the room. Then I cut some salmon steaks and fried them in
butter and put them on a plate and slid it under the hot plate; and after I’d done that I cut up some of the tomatoes
and put the kettle on and then set the table.
I kept going over to the window and watching for Clifford; and then all at once I saw him coming down the
street. He had a newspaper in one hand and he was walking more slowly than usual and he still had his head
down. I waited until I saw him turn in at the gate and then I put everything on the table and poured some boiling
water in the teapot and put the lid on it and then I sat down and waited for the sound of his footsteps on the stairs.
19.137 The Perfume Sea\fn{by Jean Margaret Laurence (1926-1987)} Neepawa, Manitoba, Canada (F) 11
“No question of it,” Mr. Archipelago said, delicately snipping a wisp of hair. “I am flotsam.”\fn{ Floating wreckage, according to The Little Oxford Dictionary (4th ed., Oxford, 1969); but Mr. Archipelago, later on in the story, mentions the “Concise
Oxford” as his reference; and I do dimly remember a dictionary of the English language published by Oxford University Press under the
title, The Concise Oxford Dictionary of the English Language; so some such authority must be assumed.}
“Not jetsam?”\fn{Goods jettisoned and washed overboard (reference as above).} Mrs. Webley-Pryce asked, blinking
sharply watchful eyes as the scissored shreds fell down onto her face. “I always get the two confused.
Outside, the small town was growing sluggish under the sedative sun of late morning. The one-footed beggar
who squatted beside Mr. Archipelago’s door had gone to sleep on the splintery wooden steps. Past the turquoiseand-red façade of Cowasjee’s Silk Bazaar, in the rancid and shadowy room, the shriveled Parsee\fn{ A follower of the
ancient Persian religion, Zoroastrianism; some 155,000 devotees still survive .} sat, only half awake, folding a length of sari
cloth and letting the silk slip through his fingers as he dreamed of a town in India, no less ill-smelling and dirty
than this African one, but filled with the faces and speech of home.
At the shop of K. Tachie (General Merchant), Tachie himself sat beside his cash register, surrounded by boxes
and barrels. Kinglike, he perched on a high stool and roared abuse at his court of counter-clerks, while at the same
time he managed to gulp a lurid carbonated grape beverage called Doko-Doko.
At the Africa Star Chemists, a young shopgirl dozed, propping her brown arms against a carton of Seven Seas
cod liver oil.
Down the street, in the Paradise Chop-Bar, a young man recalled those arms as he sloshed a rag over the tables
in preparation for the customers who would soon be lifting the striped bedspread that hung across the doorway
and shouting for beer and kenkey.\fn{“A staple dish similar to sourdough dumpling from the Ga, Akan and Ewe inhabited regions
of West Africa.”}
In the Government Agent’s office, and in the offices of Bridgeford & Knight, Exporters-Importers, Englishmen sighed and wilted and saw from their watches that they could not yet legitimately leave for lunch.
Pariah dogs on the road snarled over a cat corpse; then, panting, tongues dribbling, defeated by sun, they
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crawled back to a shaded corner, where their scabrous hides were fondled by an old man in a hashish dream.
Footsteps on the cracked and scorching pavement lagged. Even the brisk shoes of white men slackened and
slowed.
The market women walked tiredly, their head-trays heavy, their bare feet pressing the warm dust into ripples
and dunes. Babies slung on their mothers’ backs allowed their heads to loll forward and whimpered at the sweat
that made sticky their faces. A donkey brayed disconsolately. Voices droned low. Laughter like melted honey
poured slowly.
Down by the shore, under a few scattered palm trees, the wives of fishermen drowsed over their net-mending.
Only the children, the fire and gleam of them greater even than the harsh glint of sun, continued to leap and shout
as before.
*
Mr. Archipelago riffled a comb through the winter straw of the lady’s hair, and nuzzled his rotundity against
her arm for the lightly spiteful pleasure of feeling her recoil. He moved back a decent pace. Under his white
smock, the red and gold brocade waistcoat quivered with his belly’s silent laughter.
“Flotsam, dear lady,” he said. “I looked it up in the Concise Oxford.”
On the other side of the room, Doree glanced up from the lustrous green with which she was enameling the
fingernails of her thin white hands, knuckle-swollen from years of cleansing other women’s hair. Her mild myopic eyes were impressed, even awed. Her mouth, painted to emulate hardness, opened in a soft spontaneous
astonishment.
“Can you beat it?” she said. “He looks up words all the time, and laughs like the dickens. I used to read the
telephone book sometimes, in the nights, and wonder about those names and if they all belonged to real people,
living somewhere, you know, and doing something. But I never laughed. What’d it say for flotsam, Archipelago?”
Mr. Archipelago beamed. His shiny eyes were green as malachite. He stood on tiptoe, a plump pouter-pigeon
of a man, puffing out his chest until the brocade waistcoat swelled. His hair, black as ripe olives, he only touched
from time to time with pomade, but it gave the impression of having been crimped and perfumed.
“Wreckage found floating,” he said proudly. “It said—‘wreckage found floating’.”
“The very thing!” Doree cried, clapping her hands, but Mrs. Webley-Pryce looked aloof because she did not
understand.
The air in the shop was syrupy with heat and perfume, and the odd puff of breeze that came in through the one
window seemed to be the exhalation of a celestial fire-eater. Mrs. Webley-Pryce, feeling the perspiration soaking
through her linen dress, wriggled uncomfortably in her chair and tried to close her eyes to the unseemly and
possibly septic litter all round her.
The shop was not really dirty, although to the fastidious English minds of lady customers it appeared so. Doree
swept it faithfully every evening at closing, but as her sight was so poor and she would not wear glasses, she often
missed fragments of hair which gradually mingled with dust and formed themselves into small tangled balls of
gray and hazelnut brown and bottled blonde. The curl-papers, too, had an uncanny way of escaping and drifting
around the room like leaves fallen from some rare tree.
Doree chain-smoked, so the ashtrays were nearly always full. Mr. Archipelago found her cigarette-butts
charming, each with its orange kiss mark from the wide mouth he had never touched. But the ladies did not share
his perception; they pushed the ashtrays away impatiently, hintingly, until with a sigh he emptied them into a
wastepaper-basket and watched the ashes flutter like gray flakes of dandruff.
Sweat was gathering on Mr. Archipelago’s smooth forehead, and his fingers were becoming slippery around
the comb and scissors.
“The morning beer,” he announced. “It is now time. For you, as well, Mrs. Webley-Pryce?”
“I think not, thanks,” she replied coldly. “Nothing before sundown is my rule. Can’t you hurry a little, Mr.
Archipelago? At this rate it’ll be midnight before my perm is finished.”
“Pardon, pardon,” said Mr. Archipelago, tilting the beer bottle. “One moment, and we fly to work. Like birds
on the wing.”
Out came the solutions, the flasks of pink and mauve liquid, the odor of ammonia competing with the coarse
creamy perfumes.
Out came clamps and pins and curlpapers, the jumbled contents of a dozen shelves and cupboards.
In the midst of the debris, stirring it all like a magic potion, stood Mr. Archipelago, a fat and frantic wizard, refreshing himself occasionally with Dutch ale. He darted over to the mainstay of his alchemist’s laboratory, and
elaborate arrangement of electrically-heated metal rods, on which he placed the heavy clamps. He waited, arms
folded, until the whole dangerous mechanism achieved the dull mysterious fire which was to turn Mrs. WebleyPryce’s base metal, as it were, to gold.
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“You should sell that lot,” Mrs. Webley-Pryce remarked. “Any museum in Europe would give you a good
price.”
At once he was on the defensive, his pride hurt.
“Let me tell you, dear lady, there isn’t one beauty salon in the whole of Europe could give you a perm like this
one does.”
“I don’t doubt that for one instant,” she said with a short laugh.
Doree stood up, an emaciated yellow and white bird, a tall gaunt crane, her hair clinging like wet feathers
around her squeezed-narrow shoulders. With her long hesitant stride she walked across the room, and held out her
green lacquered hands.
“Sea pearl,” she said. “Kind of different, anyhow. Africa Star Chemists just got it in. Like it?” Shuddering
slightly, Mrs. Webley-Pryce conceded that it was very handsome.
“Pearl reminds me,” Mr. Archipelago said, returned into cheerfulness, “the Concise Oxford stated another thing
for flotsam.”
Mrs. Webley-Pryce looked at him with open curiosity and begged decorously to be told. Mr. Archipelago
applied a dab of spit to a finger and casually tested the heat of the clamps.
“Precisely, it said ‘oyster-spawn’. Think of that. Oyster-spawn. And that is me, too, eh?”
Doree laughed until she began to cough, and he frowned at her, for they were both worried by this cough and
she could not stop smoking for more than an hour at a time.
“I don’t see—” Mrs. Webley-Pryce probed.
“A little joke,” Mr. Archipelago explained. “Not a very good one, perhaps, but we must do the best with what
we have. My father, as I may have told you, was an Armenian sailor.”
“Oh yes,” Mrs. Webley-Pryce said, disappointed, holding her breath as he placed the first hot clamp on her
tightly wound-up hair, “I believe you did mention it. Odd—Archipelago never seemed like an Armenian name to
me, somehow.”
“It isn’t.”
“Oh?”
Mr. Archipelago smiled.
He enjoyed talking about himself. He allowed himself a degree of pride in the fact that no one could ever be
sure where the truth ended and the tinted unreality began.
With the Englishmen to whom he administered haircuts, Mr. Archipelago talked sparingly. They seemed glum
and taciturn to him, or else overly robust, with a kind of dogged heartiness that made him at once wary.
But with the lady customers it was a different matter. He had a genuine sympathy for them. He did not chide,
even to himself, their hunger. If one went empty for long enough, one became hungry. His tales were the manna
with which it was his pleasure to nourish his lady customers.
Also, he was shrewd. He knew that his conversation was an attraction, no less than the fact that he was the
only hairdresser within a hundred miles; it was his defence against that noxious invention, the home-permanent.
“It would have been difficult for my mother to give me my father’s name,” he said, “as she never knew it. She
was—I may have mentioned—an Italian girl. She worked in a wineshop in Genoa. It smelled of Barbera and stale
fish and—things you would prefer I did not speak about. I grew up there. That Genoa! Never go there. A port
town. A sailors’ town. The most saddening city in the world, I think. The ships are always mourning. You hear
those wailing voices even in your sleep. The only place I ever liked in all Genoa was the Staglieno cemetery, up
on the hills. I used to go there and sit beside the tombs of the rich, a small fat boy with the white marble angels—
so compassionate they looked, and so costly—I believed then that each was the likeness of a lady buried beneath.
Then I would look over at the fields of rented graves nearby, the poor rent graves for one, two, five years—I can’t
remember exactly. The body must be taken out if the rent cannot be paid. In death, as in life, the rent must always
be paid.”
“How horrible,” Mrs. Webley-Pryce said. “Look here—are you sure this clamp isn’t too hot? I think it’s
burning my neck. Oh thanks, that’s better. It’s your mother’s name, then?”
Doree glared. Mrs. Webley-Pryce was the wife of the Government Agent, but she had married late and had
lived in Africa only one year—she had not yet learned that however eager one might be, the question must always
be judicious, careful. But Mr. Archipelago was bland. He did not mind the curiosity of his lady customers.
“No, dear lady, it is not her name. Why should a person not pick his own name? It sounds Italian. I liked it. It
suits me. Do you know what it means?”
“Well, of course,” Mrs. Webley-Pryce said uncertainly. “An archipelago is—well, it’s—”
“A sea with many islands, according to the Concise Oxford. That has been my life. A sea with many islands.”
“This is one of them, I suppose?”
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“The most enduring so far,” he replied. “Twelve years I have been here.”
“Really? That’s a long time. You’ll go back, though, someday?”
“I have no wish to go back,” Mr. Archipelago answered offhandedly. “I would like to die here and be buried in
my own garden. Perhaps if I were buried under the wild orchids they would grow better. I have tried every other
kind of fertilizer.”
“You can’t be serious,” Mrs. Webley-Pryce protested. “About not going back, I mean.”
“Why not? I like it here.”
“But it’s so far away from everything. So far from home.”
“For you, perhaps,” Mr. Archipealgo said. “But then, you are not a true expatriate. You may stay twenty years,
but you are a visitor. Your husband, though—does he anticipate with pleasure the time when he will retire and go
back to England?”
She looked at him in surprise.
“No—he dreads it, as a matter of frct. That’s understandable, though. His work is here, his whole life. He’s
been here a long time, too, you know. But it’s rather different. He was sent out here. He had to come.”
“Did he?”
“Of course,” she said. “If a person goes in for colonial administration, he must go to a colony, mustn’t he?”
“Indeed he must,” Mr. Archipelago said agreeably. “If he goes in for colonial administration, it is the logical
step.”
“But for a hairdresser,” she said, “it’s not the sort of place most people would exactly choose—”
“Aha—now we come to it. You are one of those who believe I did not choose to come here, then? That I was,
perhaps, forced to leave my own country?”
“I didn’t mean that—” Mrs. Webley-Pyrce floundered. “And I suppose it’s a blessing for the European women
that there’s someone in a tiny station like this who can do hair—”
“Even if it is only Archipelago with his equipment that belongs in a museum. Well, well. Tell me, madam—
what is the current theory about me? It changes, you know. This interests me greatly.
“No please—I am not offended. You must not think so. Only curious, just as you are curious about me. Once, I
remember, I was said to have been a counterfeiter. Another time, I had deserted my wife and family. Through the
years, it has been this and that. Perhaps one of them is true. Or perhaps not. To maintain dignity, one must have at
least one secret—don’t you agree?”
Mrs. Webley-Pryce gave him a sideways glance.
“I have heard,” she admitted, “about there having been some trouble. I’m sure it couldn’t have been true,
though—”
But Mr. Archipelago neither confirmed nor denied. He tested a curl, and finding it satisfactory, he began to
remove the mass of iron from the hair. Mrs. Webley-Pryce, embarrassed by his silence, turned to Doree, who was
applying bleach to her own long yellow hair.
“Speaking of names, I’ve always meant to ask you about yours, Doree. It’s rather unusual, isn’t it?”
“Yeh,” Doree said, through her mane. “I used to be Doreen.”
“Oh?” Once more the lilt in the voice of the huntress.
Doree spoke of herself rarely. She did not possess Mr. Archipelago’s skill or his need, and when she talked
about her own life she usually blurted unwillingly the straight facts because she could not think of anything else to
say. Her few fabrications were obvious; she wrenched them out aggressively, knowing no one would believe her.
Now she was caught off guard.
“I had my own shop once,” she said in her gentle rasping voice. “It had a sign up—

DOREEN/BEAUTY INCORPORATED.
Done in those gilt letters. You buy them separately and stick them up. The state of my dough wasn’t so classy
though. So when the goddam N fell off, I figured it was cheaper to change my name to fit the sign.”
Gratified, Mrs. Webley-Pryce tittered.
“And just where was your shop?”
Now it was Mr. Archipelago’s turn to glare. It was permissible to question him minutely, but not Doree.
Customers were supposed to understand this rule. He saw Doree’s eyes turn vague, and he longed to touch her
hand, to comfort and reassure her. But it was better not to do such a thing. He did not want her to misunderstand
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his devotion, or to be in any way alarmed by a realization of its existence. Instead, he slithered a still-hot clamp
down on Mrs. Webley-Pryce’s neck, causing a faint smell of singed skin and a gasp of pain.
“It was in Montreal, if you must know,” Doree said harshly.
Last time someone asked, the answer was Chicago, and once, daringly, Mexico City. Mr. Archipelago himself
did not know. She had simply walked into his shop one day, and where she came from, or why, did not matter to
him. When they were alone, he and Doree never questioned each other. Their evening conversation was of the
day’s small happenings.
“Montreal—” Mrs. Webley-Pryce said thoughtfully. “Perhaps David and I will go to some place like that.
There’s nothing much left for administrative men in England.”
“You’re leaving?” Mr. Archipelago asked, startled. “You’re leaving Africa?”
“Yes, of course—that’s what I mean when I said David dreaded—didn’t you know?”
“But—why?” he asked in dismay, for recently she had been patronizing the shop regularly. “Why?”
“Dear me,” she said, with an effort at brightness, “you are behind the times, aren’t you? Didn’t you know this
colony will be self-governing soon? They don’t want us here any more.”
“I knew it was coming,” Mr. Archipelago said, “but I had not realized it was so soon. Strange. I read the
newspapers. I talk with Mr. Tachie, my landlord, who is a very political man. But—ah well, I tend my garden, and
try to get wild orchids to grow here beside the sea, where the soil is really much too sandy for them, and I do the
ladies’ hair and drink beer and talk to Doree. I think nothing will ever change in this place—so insignificant,
surely God will forget about it and let it be. But not so. How many will be going?”
“Oh, I don’t know—most of the Europeans in government service—perhaps all. I expect some of those in trade
will remain.”
Her tone implied that Mr. Archipelago would be left with a collection of lepers, probably hairless.
“There are not enough of them,” he murmured, “to keep me in business.”
He groped on a shelf for another beer and opened it with perspiring hands. He thought of the sign outside his
establishment. Not a gilt-lettered sign, to be sure, but nicely done in black and aquamarine, with elegant spidery
letters:

Archipelago
English-Style Barber
European Ladies’ Hairdresser
“A sea with many islands,” he said, addressing only himself. “Sometimes it happens that a person discovers he
has built his house upon an island that is sinking.”
*
A large green house by the shore sheltered Mr. Archipelago.
Once he had lived there alone, but for the past five years he had not been alone. Doree’s presence in his house
had been, he knew, a popular topic of discussion at the morning coffee parties in the European cantonment. He did
not blame the ladies for talking, but it did give him a certain satisfaction to know that their actual information on
the subject was extremely slight.
Neither he nor Doree had ever spoken of their domestic arrangements to customers. And their cook-steward,
Attah, under the impression that he was protecting his employers’ reputations, had never told a living soul that the
two shared only living- and dining-rooms and that neither had ever entered the private apartments of the other.
Mr. Archipelago’s dwelling was not close either to the white cantonment or to the African houses. It was off by
itself, on a jut of land overlooking a small bay. The sprawling overgrown garden was surrounded by a high green
wall which enabled Mr. Archipealgo in the late afternoons to work outside clad only in his underwear and a round
white linen hat.
He had no wish to tame the garden, which was a profusion of elephant grass, drooping casuarina trees, frowsly
banana palms, slender paw-paw, and all manner of flowering shrubs—hibiscus, purple bougainvillea, and the
white Rose of Sharon, whose blossoms turned to deep blush as they died.
Into this cherished disorder, Mr. Archipelago carefully introduced wild orchids, which never survived for long,
and clumps of hardy canna lilies that bloomed pink and ragged. He grew pineapples, too, and daily prodded
angrily with his stick at the speared clusters which consistently refused to bear fruit the size of that sold for a mere
shilling in the African market.
The favorite of his domain, however, was the sensitive plant, an earth vine which, if its leaves were touched
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even lightly, would softly and stubbornly close. Mr. Archipealgo liked to watch the sensitive plant’s closing. Nothing in this world could stop its self-containment; it was not to be bribed or cajoled; it had integrity. But he
seldom touched it, for the silent and seemingly conscious inturning of each leaf made him feel clumsy and lacking
in manners.
Just as the garden was Mr. Archipelago’s special province, so that long verandah was Doree’s. Here flew, uncaged, four gray African parrots, their wings tipped with scarlet. Sometimes they departed for a while, and sulked
in the branches of the frangipani tree. Doree never attempted to catch them, nor would she even lure them with
seeds or snails. Mr. Archipelago believed she almost wished one of them would find itself able to leave the sanctuary and return to the forest. But they had lived inside the verandah for too long. They could not have fended for
themselves, and they must have known it. They always came back to be fed.
Mr. Archipelago could well have done without some of the visitors to Doree’s menagerie. He did not mind the
little geckos that clung transparent to the walls, like lizards of glass, nor the paunchy toads whose tongues hunted
the iridescent green flies. But the trays containing all the morsels which Doree imagined to be choice fare for spiders—these sometimes drew scorpions and once a puff-adder.
Doree would not kill even the lethal guests. She shooed them carefully out at broom-point, assuring the sweating Mr. Archipelago that they had not wish to harm anyone—they wanted only to be shown how to escape. Perhaps her faith protected her, or her lack of fear, for within her sanctuary no live thing seemed to her to be
threatening. In any event, she had never been touched by the venom of wild creatures.
She had a chameleon, too, of which she was extremely fond, an eerie bright green reptile with huge eyes and a
long tail curled up like a tape-measure. Mr. Archipelago once ventured to suggest that she might find a prettier
pet. Doree’s large pale eyes squinted at him reproachfully.
“What do you want me to do, anyway? Conk him on the head because he’s not a goddamn butterfly?”
Mr. Archipelago, appalled at his blunder, answered humbly.
“Am I God, that I should judge a creature? It is not the chameleon that is ugly, but I, for thinking him so. And
now, looking at him more carefully, and seeing his skin grow darker against that dark branch where he is, I can
see that he must be appreciated according to his own qualities, and not compared with butterflies, who are no
doubt gaudy but who do not possess this interesting ability. You are right—he is beautiful.”
“I don’t get it,” Dsoree said. “I never said he was beautiful.”
“Well, then, I did. I do.”
“You’re what they call ‘round the bend,’ Archipelago. Never mind. Maybe so am I.”
“We suit each other,” he replied.
The evenings were spent quietly. They did not go out anywhere, nor did they entertain. They had always been
considered socially nonexistent by the European community, while in the Africans’ view they were standard Europeans and therefore apart.
Mr. Archipelago and Doree did not mind. They preferred their own company. Mr. Archipelago possessed a
gramophone which vied in antiquity with the wave-machine. Often after dinner he played through his entire
repertoire of fourteen records, mainly Italian opera. He particularly liked to listen to Pagliacci, in order to criticize
it.
“Hear that!” he would cry to the inattentive Doree. “How sorry he is for himself! A storm of the heart!—what a
buffoon. Do you know his real tragedy? Not that he had to laugh when his heart was breaking—that is a commonplace. No—the unfortunate fact is that he really is a clown. Even in his desolation. A clown.”
Doree, sitting on the mock-Persian carpet whose richness was not lessened for her by its label “Made in
Brussels,” would placidly continue to talk to her two favorite parrots. She called them Brasso and Silvo, and Mr.
Archipelago understood that this christening was meant as a compliment to him, these being the closest to Italian
names she could manage.
After work, Mr. Archipelago’s scarlet waistcoat was discarded in favor of an impressive smoking-jacket. It was
a pale bluish-green Indian brocade, and the small cockerels on it were worked in thread of gold. Although it was a
rather warm garment, Mr. Archipelago suffered his sweat for the sake of magnificence.
“You look just like one of those what-d’you-call ’ems—you know, sultans,” Doree had once said admiringly.
He remembered the remark each evening when he donned the jacket. Momentarily endowed with the hauteur
of Haroun al-Raschid, he would saunter nonchalantly through the Baghdad of his own living-room.
Frequently they brought out their perfumes, of which they had a great variety, bottles and flagons of all colors
and intricate shapes—crowns and hearts and flowers, diamonded, bubbled, baubled, angular and smooth. The
game was to see how many could be identified by smell alone, the vessel masked, before the senses began to flag.
Mr. Archipelago did not love the perfumes for themselves alone, nor even for their ability to cover the coarse reek
of life. Each one, sniffed like snuff, conjured up for him a throng of waltzing ladies, whirling and spinning etern144

ally on floors of light, their gray gowns swaying, ladies of gentle dust.
Mr. Archipelago and Doree got along well with their one servant. Attah regularly told them the gossip of the
town, although they cared about it not at all. He tended to be cantankerous; he would not be argued with; he
served for meals the dishes of his own choice. They accepted him philosophically, but on one point they were
adamant. They would not allow Attah’s wife and family to live within the walls of the compound.
The family lived, instead, in the town. Mr. Archipelago never ceased to feel sorry about this separation, but
they could not help it. They could not have endured to have the voices of children threatening their achieved and
fragile quiet.
*
Outside the green wall, however, and far from the sugared humidity of the small shop, events occurred. Gov-ernments made reports and politicians made speeches. Votes were cast. Supporters cheered and opponents jeered.
Flags changes, and newspaper men typed furiously, recording his story to meet a deadline. Along the shore, loinclothed fishermen, their feet firm in the wet sand, grinned and shrugged, knowing they would continue to burn
their muscles like quick torches, soon consumed, in the sea-grappling that claimed them now as always, but sensing, too, that the land in which they set their returning feet was new as well as old, and that they, unchanged, were
new with it.
In the town, the white men began to depart one by one, as their posts were filled by Africans. And in Mr.
Archipelago’s shop, the whirr of the hair-dryer was heard less and less.
Late one night Doree came downstairs in her housecoat, an unheard-of thing for her. Mr. Archipelago was
sitting like a gloomy toad in his high-backed wicker armchair. He glanced up in surprise.
“It’s my imagination again,” she said. “It’s been acting up.”
Doree suffered periodic attacks of imagination, like indigestion or migraine. She spoke of it always as though
it were an affliction of a specific organ, as indeed it was, for her phrenology charts placed the imagination slightly
above the forehead, on the right side. Mr. Archipelago brought another wicker chair for her and gave her a little
crème-de-cacao in her favorite liquer glass, a blinding snow-shadow blue, frosted with edelweiss.
“It’s two months,” Doree said, sipping, “Since the Webley-Pryces left. I don’t know how many are gone now.
Almost all, I guess. I heard today that Bridgeford & Knight are putting in an African manager. The last perm we
gave was nearly a month ago. This week only three hair-cuts and one shampoo-and-set. Archipelago—what are
we going to do?”
He looked at her dumbly. He could give her no comfort.
“Could we go someplace else?” she went on. “Sierra Leone? Liberia?”
“I have thought of that,” he said. “Yes, perhaps we shall have to consider it.”
They both knew they did not have sufficient money to take them anywhere else.
“Please—” He hesitated. “You must not be upset, or I cannot speak at all—”
“Go on,” she said roughly. “What is it?”
“Did you know,” Mr. Archipelago questioned sadly, “that if an expatriate is without funds, he can go to the
consulate of his country, and they will send him back?”
She lowered her head. Her yellow hair, loose, fell like unraveled wool around her, scarfing the bony pallor of
her face.
“I’ve heard that—yes.”
Mr. Archipelago pushed away his crème-de-cacao, the sweetness of which had begun to nauseate him. His incongruously small feet in their embroidered slippers pattered across the concrete floor. He returned with Dutch
ale.
“I have never asked,” he said, “and you have never asked, and now I must break the rule. Could you go back?
Could you, Doree, if there was nothing else to do?”
Doree let a cigarette from the end of the last one.
“No,” she replied in a steady strained voice. “Not even if there was nothing else to do.”
“Are you sure?”
“My God—” she said. “Yes, I’m sure all right.”
Mr. Archipelago did not ask why. He brought his hands together in a staccato clap.
“Good. We know where we stand. Enough of this, then.”
“No,” she said. “What about you?”
“It is very awkward,” he said, “but unfortunately I cannot go back, either.”
She did not enquire further. For her, too, his word was sufficient.
“But Archipelago, the Africans won’t let us stay if we’re broke. We’re not their responsibility—”
“Wait—” Mr. Archipelago said. “I have just remembered something.”
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Beside his chair, a carved wooden elephant bore a small table on its back. Mr. Archipelago groped underneath
and finally opened a compartment in the beast’s belly. He took out an object wrapped in tissue paper.
“I have always liked this elephant,” he said. “See—a concealed hiding place. Very cloak-and-dagger. A
treasure—no, a toy—such as Columbus might have brought back from his travels. He was once in West Africa, as
you know, as a young seaman, at one of the old slave-castles not far from here. And he, also, came from Genoa.
Well, well. There the similarity ends. This necklace is one I bought many years ago. I have always saved it. I
thought I was being very provident—putting away one gold necklace to insure me against disaster. It is locally
made –crude, as you can see, but heavy. Ashanti gold, and quite valuable.”
Doree looked at it without interest.
“Very nice,” she said. “But we can’t live off that forever.”
“No, but it will give you enough money to live in the city until you find work. More Europeans will be staying
there, no doubt, and we know there are several beauty salons. At least it is a chance. For me, the worst would be
for you not to have any chance-—”
Mr. Archipelago perceived that he had revealed too much. He squirmed and sweated, fearful that she would
misunderstand. But when he looked at her, he saw in her eyes not alarm but surprise.
“The necklace and all—” Doree said slowly. “You’d do that—for me?”
Mr. Archipelago forgot about himself in the urgency of convincing her.
“For you, Doree” he said. “Of course, for you. If only it were more—”
“But—it’s everything—”
“Yes, everything,” he said bitterly. “All I have to offer. A fragment of gold.”
“I want you to know,” she said, her voice rough with tears, “I want you to know I’m glad you offered. Now put
the necklace back in the elephant and let’s leave it there. We may need it worse, later.”
“You won’t take it?” he cried. “Why not?”
“Because you haven’t told me yet what’s gonna happen to you,” Doree said. “Anyway, I don’t want to go to
another place.”
He could not speak. She hurried on.
“If I wasn’t here,” she said, with a trembling and apologetic laugh, “who’d remind you to put on your hat in
the boiling sun? Who’d guess the perfumes with you?”
“I would miss you, of course,” he said in a low voice. “I would miss you a great deal.”
She turned on him, almost angrily.
“Don’t you think I’d miss you?” she cried. “Don’t you know how it would be—for me?”
They stared at each other, wide-eyed, incredulous. Mr. Archipelago lived through one instant of unreasonable
and terrifying hope. Then, abruptly, he became once more aware of himself, oddly swathed in Indian brocade and
holding in his fat perspiring hands an ale-glass and a gold necklace.
Doree’s eyes, too, had become distant and withdrawn. She was twisting a sweat-lank strand of her hair around
one wrist.
“We’re getting ourselves into a stew over nothing,” she said at last. “Nobody’s gonna be leaving. Everything
will be just the same as always.
“Listen, Archipelago, I got a hunch we’re due for a lucky break. I’m sure of it. Once I met a spiritualist—a
nice old dame—I really went for the ouija-board stuff in those days—well, she told me I had natural ability. I had
the right kind of an aura. Yeh, sure it’s phony, I know that. But my hunches are hardly ever wrong. Shall we shake
on it?”
Gravely, they shook hands and drank to the lucky break. Mr. Archipelago began to tell stories about the tourists with whom, as a boy, he used to practice his shaky English, and how nervous they always were of getting
goat’s milk in their tea.
They talked until the pressure lamp spluttered low and the floor beneath it was littered with the beige and broken wings of moths. Doree went upstairs then, singing a snatch of an African highlife tune in her warm raw voice.
But later, Mr. Archipelago, queasy with beer and insomnia, heard once again the sound that used to be so
frequent when she first came to this house, her deep and terrible crying in her sleep.
*
They had no customers at all for a fortnight, but still they opened the shop each morning and waited until
exactly four o’clock to close it. One morning Tachie strolled in, prosperous in a new royal blue cloth infuriatingly
patterned with golden coins. He was a large man; the warm room with its sweet cloying air seemed too small to
hold his brown ox-shoulders, his outflung arms, his great drum of a voice.
“Mistah Arch’pelago, why you humbug me? Two month, and nevah one penny I getting. You t’ink I rich too
much? You t’ink I no need for dis money?”
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Mr. Archipelago, standing beside his idle transmutation machine and sagging gradually like a scarlet baloon
with the air sinking out of it, made one unhopeful effort at distracting Tachie.
“Can I offer you a beer, Mr. Tachie? A light refreshing ale at this time of day—”
Tachie grimaced.
“You t’ink I drink beer wey come from my shop an’ nevah been pay at all? No, I t’ank you. I no drink dis beer
—he too cost, for me. Mistah Arch’pelago, you trouble me too much. What we do, eh?”
Mr. Archipelago’s skin looked sallower than usual. His eyes were dull and even his crisp neat hair had become
limp. Doree held out large and pitying hands towards him, but she could not speak.
“In life as in death, the rent must be paid,” he said. “We have been dreaming, dreaming, while the world
moved on, and now we waken to find it so changed we do not know what to do. We wanted only to stay and not to
harm anyone, but of course you are right, Mr. Tachie, to remind us it is not enough. One must always have a
product to sell that someone wants to buy. We do not have much of anything any more, but we will try to pay our
debts before we move on. Perhaps a museum will buy my wave-machine after all.”
Doree put her hands over her face, and Tachie, horrified, looked from one to the other, still unable to grasp the
actuality of their despair.
“You no got money—at all? De time wey I come for you shop, I anger too much for you. Now angry can no
stay for me. My friend, I sorry. Befoah God, I too sorry. But what I can do?”
“It is not your concern,” Mr. Archipelago said with dignity. “We do not expect you to let us stay. We are not
appealing for charity.”
But Tachie could not stop justifying himself.
“I look-a de shop, I see Eur’pean womans, all dey gone, I see you no got lucky. But I no savvy propra. I t’ink
you got money you put for bank. Now I see wit’ my eye you tell me true, you no got nothing. But what I can do? I
not be rich man. I got shop, I got dis place. But I got plenty plenty family, all dey come for me, all dey say,
‘Tachie, why you no give me more?’ My own picking dey trouble me too much, My daughtah Mercy, she big girl,
all time she saying ‘meka you buy for me one small new cloth, meka you buy powdah for face, meka you buy
shoe same city girl dey wear it—’”
Mr. Archipelago peered sharply at Tachie.
“Your daughter—facepowder—shoes—she, too, is changed—”
“I tell you true. Mistah Arch’pelago, why you’re looking so?”
The balloon that was Mr. Archipelago suddenly became re-inflated. He began to spin on one foot, whistled a
Viennese waltz, bounced across the room, grasped Doree’s hand, drew her into his comprehension and his laughter. Together they waltzed, absurd, relieved, triumphant.
“Mr Tachie, you are a bringer of miracles!” Mr. Archipelago cried. “There it was all the time, and we did not
see it. We, even me, Doree, will make history—you will see.”
Tachie frowned, bewildered.
“I see it happen so, for white men, wen dewy stay too long for dis place. Dey crez’. Mistah Arch’pelago, meka
you drink some small beer. Den you head he come fine.”
“No, no, not beer,” Mr. Archipelago replied, puffing out his waistcoat. “Here—a flask kept for medicinal
purposes or special celebrations. A brandy, Mr. Tachie! A brandy for the history-makers!”
He and Doree laughed until they were weak. And Tachie, still not understanding, but pleased that they were in
some lunatic fashion pleased, finally laughed with them and consented to drink the unpaid-for brandy.
*
That evening they painted a new sign. They worked until midnight, with tins and brushes spread out on the
dining-room table, while Brasso and Silvo squawked and stared. The sign was black and gilt, done in optimistically plump lettering:

Archipelago & Doree
Barbershop
All-beauty salon
African ladies a Specialty!
The men of the town continued, not unnaturally, to have their hair cut by the African barbers who plied their
trade under the niim tree in the market. The African women, however, showed great interest in the new sign. They
gathered in little groups and examined it. The girls who had attended school read the words aloud to their mothers
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and aunts. They murmured together. Their laughter came in soft gusts, like the sound of the wind through the casuarina branches. But not one of them would enter the shop.
Several times Mr. Archipelago saw faces peeping in at the window, scrutinizing every detail of the room. But
as soon as he looked, the curious ones lowered their eyes and quickly walked away.
The hair-straightening equipment (obtained second-hand, and on credit, through Tachie) remained unused.
Each day Doree dusted and set back on the counter the unopened packets and jars of dusky powder and cinnamon-brown make-up base which she had hurriedly ordered from the city when she discovered that the Africa Star
Chemists, slightly behind the times, sold only shades of ivory and peach.
Another week, and still no customers. Then one morning, as Mr. Archipealago was opening his second bottle
of Dutch ale, Mercy Tachie walked in.
“Please, Mr. Archipelago—” she began hesitantly, “I am thinking to come here for some time, but I am not
sure what I should do. We have never had such a place in our town before, you see. So all of us are looking, but
no one wishes to be the first.
“Then my father, he said to me today that I should be the first, because if you are having no customers, he will
never be getting his money from you.”
Mercy was about sixteen. She was clad in traditional cloth, but her face was thickly daubed with a pale powder
that obscured her healthy skin. She stood perfectly still in the center of the room, her hands clasped in front of her,
her face expressionless.
Mr. Archipelago looked in admiration at the placidity of her features, a repose which he knew concealed an extreme nervousness and perhaps even panic, for in her life there had not been many unfamiliar things. He motioned
her to a chair, and she sat down woodenly.
“I would like to look like a city girl, please,” Mercy Tachie said. “That is what I would like the most.”
“A city girl—” Mr. Archipelago ran a finger lightly over the chalky powder on her face. “That is why you wear
this mask, eh? Ladies never know when they are beautiful—strange. They must be chic—God is not a good
enough craftsman. Fortunate, I suppose, for us. Ah well. Yes, we will make you look like a city girl, if that is what
you would like the most.”
Confused by his sigh and smile, Mercy felt compelled to explain herself.
“I was going for seven years to the mission school here, you see, and all my life I am never knowing any place
outside this town. But someday, maybe, I will be living in some big place, and if so, I would not want to feel like
a bushgirl. So I wish to know how it is proper to have my hair, and what to do for the face. You do not think I am
foolish?”
Mr. Archipelago shook his head.
“I think the whole world is foolish,” he said. “But you are no more foolish than anyone else, and a great deal
less so than many.”
Doree, who felt his reply to be unsatisfactory, placed her splay-hands on the girl’s dark wiry hair.
“Not to worry,” she said. “We’ll straighten your hair just enough to set it and style it. We’ll take that goop off
your face. You got lovely skin—not a wrinkle—you shouldn’t cover it up like that. We’ll give you a complete
make-up job. Doll, you’ll be a queen.” And Mercy Tachie, her eyes trusting, smiled.
“Do you think so? Do you really think it will be so?”
The air was redolent once more with the potions and unguents, the lotions and shampoos and lacquers, the nostril-pinching pungency of ammonia and the fragrance of bottled colognes. The snik-snik-snik of Mr. Archipelago’s scissors was the theme of a small-scale symphony; overtones and undertones were provided by the throb of
the dryer and the strident blues-chanting of Doree as she paced the room like a priestess. Mercy began to relax.
“My friends, they also would like to come here, I think, if they like the way I will look,” she confided. “Mr.
Archipelago, you will be staying here? You will not be leaving now?”
“Perhaps we will be staying,” he said. “We must wait and see if your friends like the way you look.” Mercy
pursed her lips pensively.
“Will you not go back, someday,” she ventured, “to your own country? For the sake of your family?”
Doree glared, but Mr. Archipelago was bland. He had never minded the curiosity of his lady customers.
“The charming questions,” he said. “They begin again. Good. No—I have no family.”
“Oh, I thought it must be so!” Mercy cried.
“I beg your pardon?”
Once more she became self-conscious. She folded her hands and looked at the floor.
“I have heard,” she said apologetically, “that you were leaving your own country many years ago because you
had some bad trouble—maybe because you thought you might go to prison. But I am never believing that story,
truly. Always I think you had some different kind of trouble. My aunt Abenaa, you know, she lost all her fam-ily
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—husband and three children—when their house burned down, and after that she left her village and came to live
here, in my father’s house, and never again will she go to that village.”
“You think it was that way, for me?” he said.
“I think it—yes.”
Mr. Archipelago straightened his waistcoat over his belly. In his eyes there appeared momentarily a certain
sadness, a certain regret. But when he replied, his voice expressed nothing except a faint acceptable tenderness.
“You are kind. Perhaps the kindest of all my ladies.”
At last the ritual was accomplished, and Mercy Tachie looked at herself in the cracked and yellowing wallmirror. Slowly, she turned this way and that, absorbing only gradually the details—the soft-curled hair whorled
skilfully down onto her forehead, the face with its crimson lipstick and its brown make-up that matched her own
skin. Then she smiled.
“Oh—” she breathed. “It is just like the pictures I have seen in Drum magazine—the girls, African girls, who
know how everything is done in the new way. Oh, now I will know, too!”
“Do you think your friends will overcome their shyness now?” Mr. Archipelago asked.
They sat quietly in the shop after Mercy had left. They felt spent and drained, but filled and renewed as well.
Doree stretched her long legs and closed her eyes. Mr. Archipelago bulged in his carved rocking-chair, and
cradled to and fro peacefully, his shoes off and his waistcoat unbuttoned.
The crash of noise and voices from outside startled them. They ran to the open door. Spilling down the street
was an impromptu procession.
Every girl in town appeared to be there, hips and shoulders swaying, unshod feet stepping lightly, hands clapping, cloths of blue and magenta and yellow fluttering around them like the flags of nations while they danced. A
few of the older women were there, too, buxom and lively, their excited laughter blaring like a melody of raucous
horns.
At the front of the parade walked Mercy Tachie in new red high-heel shoes, her head held high to display her
proud new hair, her new face alight with pleasure and infinite hope.
Beside Mercy, as her guard and her champions, there pranced and jittered half a dozen young men, in khaki
trousers and brilliantly flower-priunted shirts. One held her hand—he was her own young man. Another had a
guitar, and another a gourd rattle.
They sang at full strength, putting new words to the popular high-life, Everybody Likes Saturday Night.
Everybody like Mercy Tachie,
Everybody like Mercy Tachie,
Everybody, everybody
Everybody, everybody
Everybody say she fine pas’ all—

Mr. Archipelago turned to Doree. Gravely, they shook hands.
“By an act of Mercy,” Mr. Archipelago said, “we are saved.”
*
They walked along the shore in the moist and cooling late afternoon. The palm boughs rustled soothingly. The
sound reminded Mr. Archipelago of taffeta, the gowns of the whispering ladies, twirling forever in a delicate
minuet of dust, the ladies watched over by pale and costly marble angels, the dove-gray and undemanding ladies
of his insomnia, externally solacing, eternally ladies.
He watched Doree. She had discovered a blue crab, clownishly walking sideways, a great round crab with red
and comic protruding eyes, and she stooped to examine it more carefully, to enjoy its grotesque loveliness. But it
did not know that it need not be afraid, so it ran away.
“Archipelago,” Doree said, “now that it’s over, and we’re here to stay, I guess I oughta tell you.”
“No,” he said. “There is nothing you need tell me.”
“Yes,” she insisted. “You know when you asked me if I could go back, and I said I couldn’t? Well, I guess I
didn’t give you the straight goods, in a way—”
“I know,” Mr. Archipelago said quietly. “There was no troubled past. I have always know that.”
“Have you?” she said, mild-eyed, not really surprised. How did you know?”
He glanced at her face, at the heavy make-up that covered the aging features, ravaged and virginal.
“Because,” he replied slowly, “for me it was the same. I, too, had no past. The white ladies and now the brown
ladies—they have never guessed. I did not intend that they should. It is not their concern.
“But we know, Doree, why we are here and why we stay.”
“Yes,” she said, “I guess we do know, I guess we both know that. So we don’t need to talk about it any more,
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do we?”
“No,” he promised. “No more.”
“And whatever happens,” she went on, “even if we go broke, you won’t get any more fancy ideas about me
finding a better job somewhere else?”
“The new sign—” he reminded her. “Have you forgotten what it says?”
“That’s right,” she said. “‘Archipealgo & Doree.’ Yeh, that’s right.”
Mr. Archipelago sniffed the brine-laden wind.
“Smell the sea, Doree? A perfume for our collection.”
She smiled. “What shall we call it?”
“Oh, nothing too ornate,” he said lightly. “Perhaps eu d’exile would do.”
The sea spray was bitter and salt, but to them it was warm, too. They watched on the sand their exaggerated
shadows, one squat and bulbous, the other bone-slight and clumsily elongated, pigeon and crane.
The shadows walked with hands entwined like children who walk through the dark.
19.148 The Haying\fn{by Douglas Odell Spettigue (1930-

)}

Ottawa, Ontario, Canada (M) 4

My father said sometimes a man comes to change his way of thinking. He said that just this morning when
haying was still the same and he couldn’t have known how it was going to be. Because this morning haying meant
circles of haycocks in a sunny field, clover smells and dust motes in the barn.
But Van came back at the end of the morning, wanting a job again, and haying is different now. Now it means
staring out hard at the rain and getting straight in your mind how it used to be but not wanting to think how it is.
*
We had started as soon as the dew was off the hay and had already got two loads in before Van came. I drove
and my father walked along beside and pitched on. I could tell how long to stop each time without even looking
because my father always took three forkfuls to a haycock. When it was piled too high on the wagon my father
would climb up and take the reins and I would lie out flat in the hay while he drove the team up to the barn.
I would keep my eyes closed and guess where we were by the sounds. First there would be the soft puffy noise
of their hoofs on the sand coming out of the lane and then the hard pounding when we came through the gate by
the barn; then the load would tip up at the front until I would think I was going to fall right off and then just in
time there would be the really loud booming on the barn floor when the team would level in and stop fast with
their noses to the boards at the end.
I would slide down between the load and the loft to unhitch them and bring them around one at a time past the
wagon and hitch them to the pulley rope at the big door before my father was ready with the unloading fork.
When he had the fork clamped in the load I would drive out the team to pull up the pile of hay to the mow. I could
do that without looking, too, because that was the way we always did it. My father said it was the best way.
We were in starting the third load when I said, “There’s Van,” since I saw him first, and I stopped the team.
“Go on,” my father said, “He’s got a hundred yards to come yet.”
We went on working for fear of rain and my father talked out load which meant he was surprised and trying to
get straightened around. He said:
“Van couldn’t have done so well in town or we wouldn’t be seeing him again. I figured he’d find they didn’t
need an upholsterer in Orangeville but I’m surprised he held out so long. Well, we’ll see if he’s learned anything.
Sometimes a man comes to change his way of thinking.”
*
I remember how he said it and what else he said before Van came near. And I agreed because I didn’t care for
Van either but I figured we ought to keep him for the haying. I said so to my father and he said yes, that was what
we would do. Because we wouldn’t want him around in winter, he said, with a temper like his. Sooner or later he
would burn the barn down, my father said.
If only he had. If he had just burned down the barn so that now I couldn’t be sitting at the big door and looking
out at the rain. So I wouldn’t see my mother running out to the road and so there wouldn’t be anything behind me
in the loft.
*
Van was thin. When he came up to us he leaned against the wagon rack, staring at the horses, the field, and the
sky and not saying a word, maybe figuring everything looked the way it was.
“We weren’t counting on you for today, Van,” my father told him, and that was all he said. Then he sent me to
the barn for a fork\fn{A hay-fork; all of this hard intimidating work was actually done by hand at one time.} and to the house to
let my mother know for dinner.
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My mother didn’t say much. She didn’t want Van back but she knew my father needed help with the haying.
“I can set another place as easy as not,” she said, “so it makes no difference to me. But I favor leaving well
enough alone as your father knows, and you can tell him he won’t get all his hay in today anyhow because it’s
going to storm.”
Now she is at the end of the lane, just going out the gate, and not caring about the storm, I guess, or about anything except the change.
*
With Van helping us we could take a bigger load but I didn’t like it with Van. My father built while Van pitched
on and then after a while they changed because Van wasn’t so strong as my father even though my father was sick
at his heart. Van pitched up fast, with the sweat sticking the hair to his forehead until he had to lean against the
wagon and my father said: “Here, you and me’ll trade places, Van,” not thinking about his heart. That was how
my father was.
But they couldn’t trade places. Now maybe they could; now it doesn’t matter any.
*
But I mean working, they couldn’t ever trade places. My father worked steady and in the easy way he showed
me what to do. Van was jerky and excited. He would dig into a haycock as if to take it all up at once but then he
couldn’t hand he would lose half. If he had gone at it the way my father told him he would have liked it more.
“Take it easy,” my father would say, but Van never seemed to hear. He understood all right, but he pretended
not to hear.
He was that way from the start. When my father turned out to be sick last year we wrote and asked them for a
man. At first we didn’t want a foreigner until we figured out the saving. But we had more work than enough for
my father and me and it couldn’t have made any difference to my mother so we took him.
I don’t know much about him. He came from different places and I think he had been a German soldier in the
war and after that a furniture man. He didn’t know much English so we seldom talked to him but my father said
he knew a lot of other languages.
All but the right one, my father said.
We called him Van because you couldn’t pronounce his real name.
*
I guess Van talked some while I was up at the house because washing up before dinner my father told me
where he’d been. Van couldn’t find the sort of work he had wanted in Orangeville so he had taken odd jobs. But
he kept looking around, my father said, trying all winter to get into a furniture place, when he couldn’t even hold
the jobs he got. He wold start and stop and make the foremen mad, thinking he was better than they were for all
his languages. But not talking to them in a language they could understand. Saving it all up inside him like
holding your foot against a stream and then letting it go all at once.
My mother isn’t in sight. There is a clump of elms half way to Andersons’ and she must be there. I can’t see
her from the barn but I know she is there, running in the wet and telling herself out loud what to say. She will go
to Andersons’ because they are the closest neighbors. But they warned us about Van so there won’t be much to
explain. We just couldn’t tell beforehand and he was cheaper.
*
The rain falls and falls and falls and the sky is no lighter. The rain smell mixes in with the fresh hay, filling up
the whole barn until the drumming and the trickling and the smell are all the same.
In good weather I jump off the rafters into the hay. The sun comes through the cracks where the boards don’t
fit together and where the dust motes get in the way they make beams across the barn thick enough to walk on.
And where they land on the hay they make bright lines and bright white circles from the knot-holes even though
the hay is greeny brown. When you jump on them they move and splash across you but you can’t blot them out.
Only if the sky clouds over, then they blot out.
Van came half-way up the ladder before I saw him. I was jumping in the hay after dinner because the horses
were already fed and my father hadn’t come out yet. I had jumped and when I rolled over and sat up there was
Van on the ladder looking at me through the rungs.
I didn’t want him because he didn’t belong in our loft and because he looked at me the way he did. It was the
same look he had when my mother asked him one time if he had a wife and you could see him running it over in
his mind before he made a zoom with his hand like a bomber-plane and never said yes or no. But their letter said
he was a widower which means he did have and he could just as easy have said. This time the look was the same
only more of it, somehow, like when rain comes harder on the roof and you wait for the thunder to follow.
“Come and jump, Van,” I invited him, knowing he would say no.
He just shook his head and stayed on the ladder, which spoiled the jumping because it’s no good when
151

somebody is watching. I didn’t know if he wanted to jump and couldn’t or if he wanted to talk and couldn’t do
that, either.
So I asked him, “What did you come back for, Van?”
He took time the way an old man does before he let it come and then it would have been funny to hear him
trying to say it all and making circles with his hands, except for the look.
“I don’t get a job,” he said. “I go this place and that place. Nobody wants upholster. They don’t want me in the
city; you don’t want me here. I got no place to go, no place to stay. What should I do?
“I am here already two years. When I come to this country, they say I don’t need the English, don’t need the
money. They say I need only the head and the hands. But they don’t let me be upholster. Nobody wants upholster.
“You don’t want me. You don’t want to know I am alive. You keep me for the haying, I know. Then I am done.
Then you forget. Is the sun maybe not so bright when I am alive? Is your hay maybe too tough when I am alive?
No. It don’t hurt you to take me in. But you got to live alone, O.K., you live alone. You do what you like. Cut your
hay like you always did. Stay by yourself if you can. You and nobody else.”
“My father is coming,” I said. I was afraid of Van.
*
The horses were ready and we went right off to the field. I drove and Van walked beside the wagon where I
could look down at him sometimes because I couldn’t tell the timing so well with him and my father pushing us
now, looking anxious at the sky. We worked hard. All you could hear were the harness creaking and the rustling
sounds of the hay.
Van seemed relieved when the clouds came, as though he’d been waiting for them, and it not being his hay to
spoil. He wanted to get the wagon in quick and not wait till it was full.
“It’ll go around us,” my father said and went right on building the load.
There’s something about racing a storm in a hay field that you feel but can’t talk about.\fn{ Because to talk about it
might baring on the rain all the sooner—a delicate balance between reality and magic:H } There’s something about a storm any
time but it’s stronger when you’re haying. You want to do tremendous things and the driving and the pitching and
the building all fit together and even the horses get eager and harder to hold. Van swung the hay up faster, too.
But when the wagon went ahead you could see him stop to look back across the field where the new clover
was already showing silver in the wind and the big yellow-winged grasshoppers were buzzing around and the
smell of drying hay was piling up until you choked with it and wanted to cry.
Maybe Van wanted to cry; maybe he was all filled up with it, too. Or maybe he just thought it would blow the
haycocks down and then there wouldn’t be any haying any more and that was all he cared.
I’ve heard my father say that some men can’t imagine rain when there’s sunshine or sun when the sky is gray.
Van was that kind. Maybe it all happened because it’s raining today and he couldn’t see that tomorrow it wouldn’t
be raining because the sun always shines again after. It was the same down at the crick\fn{ Creek.} last summer
when I wanted him to make me a boat.
“Boat,” I said, showing him with my hands.
Van said, “too small,” meaning that the crick was dried up to a trickle and to mud cakes on the white stones. I
told him how that was just for August and how in the fall it would fill up again and be lots big for a boat.
“It’s the same every year,” I told him but Van couldn’t understand things going on the same like we could.
Before today. Everything before today.
It’s hard to think away from it, from Van and my father and mother when they keep crowding in.
It’s being in the barn with him that does it, and looking toward the house.
Nobody is coming from Andersons’ yet.
*
Going up the lane Van walked and my father and I were on the load where we always ride. Van used to ride on
the tail-board which is the bumpiest place but today we were going too fast. The really black part of the storm, the
part that had the thunder and the lightning streaks in it, went on past us to the north and we got the side part that
spreads out over you in plain gray and looks hazy at the edges when you see it against the blue. Lying on the load
is the best place to watch.
It spread over us maybe faster than my father thought, though mostly he could tell about clouds, because he
never usually drives the team so hard. Before we got to the gate going into the barn-yard the sky was all gray and
in the swirls of dust the wind picked up you could feel those first big drops that catch you off guard no matter how
long you’ve seen them coming and don’t seem to be really rain at all.
We thumped on to the threshing floor with the team sounding like a whole army of horses in the nearly empty
barn and by the time I had them out to the door and hitched on to the pulley rope you could hear it drumming on
the roof. I guess that was the first time I ever noticed my father to be wrong.
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“We can take off half a load,” he said, “and the rest will stand over night.”
He drew down the big hayfork where it hung from the track beam and drove it into the load and clamped it
there. Then we waited, my father up on the load where it was half dark and heavy and me at the threshing door
with the team, holding their heads and watching Van come into the yard and over to the ramp.
He wasn’t minding the rain. He was taking his time, head-down so the rain showed shiny on his hair, scuffing
up the dry dirt from underneath and whistling towards his boots. I had never heard Van whistle before; I don’t see
how he could have wanted to then. Even so it wasn’t my father’s kind of whistle, clear and high and glad. It was
low and soft and lonely. It was funny—I don’t know how.
He came whistling right past me without looking and the horses cocked their ears. It wasn’t so much a rainy
day whistle as a fall one, like when you go off to the bush alone, and wander about not knowing what to do with
yourself, wanting something awfully bad and not being able to find it. It isn’t hickory nuts you’re after and it isn’t
old puff-balls, but it’s something, you don’t know what.
My father told him to go up into the mow and roll back the loads that were there.
Then he hollered for me to go and I clucked to the team and then we were out in the rain. The fork took it up
all right. You can tell by the way the pulley rope comes out easily at first and then it suddenly comes tight and lifts
off the ground and the horses bend their necks a bit to take the weight. Then right away it goes slack again and
you know the fork is on the ridge track and racing across over the mow. You turn the team and come back on the
run, taking up the rope behind you.
One run and the rope was greasy with mud and rain-soaked hayseeds. Maybe that was what took the fun out of
it or maybe it was just the sound of rain drumming on the roof and spilling off the eaves. Because rain is nice in a
way and most times you would take it as all right but still it makes you quiet and readier to sit and think than to
run around. And today it hurts to think.
There is Andersons’ Ford coming past the elm trees, coming fast, and noisy enough to hear as far as me.
“We told you,” they’ll say. And they did, but they didn’t really see, not any more than we did. And besides, we
thought when he went he was gone for good.
*
My mother had got him to put a cover on her parlor chair. He came into the parlor while we looked at it and
Mrs. Anderson was there. He wouldn’t touch the cover with his hands though they weren’t nearly so brown under
the nails as mine. He stood close by the chair so everybody would know who did it but Mrs. Anderson said,
“That’s a real fine cover, Vera,” to my mother. And then to Van she said.
“Are you an upholsterer?” So my mother had to explain,
“No, he’s our hired man.”
That was when Van left. I still remember his face when he went out and they all noticed it too because Mrs.
Anderson warned us he looked like a bad one. But he didn’t need to go, we said then. He was our hired man and
we only let him do the chair to please him.
The Ford is in the yard now. They are all in the house and the car door is open in the rain. It comes down
steady and straight in lines across the threshing door and the drumming never slackens on the roof.
*
After the first forkful I had turned the team around and pulled the rope back through the pulley, watching the
little rivers on the ramp and waiting for my father to holler. But before he hollered I heard him say:
“You’ll never get it rolled back that way. You and me’ll trade places, Van.”
So I fed handfuls of hay to the horses to give my father time to get into the loft and Van time to fix the hay-fork
into the load. When Van hollered I clucked to the team and we went down the ramp.
I pulled, but it didn’t pull heavy and the horses noticed the difference. I had to speak sharp to them and right
away I knew something was wrong. I whoaed the team and heard my father whoa once and the way he did made
me run back up the ramp.
My father came by me and the look on his face was the queerest you ever saw. It was saggy, his cheeks and his
jaw all loose and his whole face an awful gray. Not the gray color of rain or of the sky but the stone gray of old
foundations where the filling has rotted loose and crumpled away.
He went right past me toward the house and soon my mother came out and went down the lane. And here in
the barn I took a peek up in the shadows toward the mow where the dark and the drumming and the smell of hay
all mixed together and when my eyes could see what was there I went back and brought the team in out of the rain
and took off their bridles. Then I sat down and waited, trying hard to see it all straight at last, the way it was and
the way it will have to be.
My mother and Mr. Anderson and Harold Anderson are coming out, the men slouched over in their coats and
my mother not caring about the rain. They come up the ramp and the men don’t look at me. They stare at the loft a
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while, not talking, and then Harold climbs up on the wagon and now I turn and watch. He pulls the trip-rope but it
doesn’t trip because there is no hay on the fork. He pulls hard and the long thing that hangs below the fork sways
and moves with the rope because the rope is knotted about its neck. It swings high up there in the nearly dark,
where the hay smell is sweetest and the rain is closest on the roof. Then they lower him down to our wagon.
My mother doesn’t go over to where they are pulling on the rope. She stops at the door and she is all muddy
and splashed.
“You better come up to your father,” she says, but she says it sharp and dry like old hay that has been too long
in the barn and has no more green in it.
I don’t move any, sitting on the threshing floor and looking out at the rain.
“How is he?” I asked her and my voice doesn’t sound right either.
“You better come to the house,” she says and then all at once she is down on her knees in front of me on the
floor.
“Don’t do anything bad,” she is saying, taking hold of my shoulders and shaking back and forth. She says:
“Don’t do anything bad.”
*
But I won’t do anything bad.
There isn’t anything bad to do, or anything good.
There is just seeing we were wrong, that’s all, and wanting not to be here any more.
Because we didn’t like him in the good weather and we drove him away.
But Van came back to us with the rain and haying looks different, now.
19.152 Letter From Sakaye\fn{by Beverly Mitchell (1930- )} British Columbia, Canada (F) 6
I found the letter from Sakaye today when I was looking through a box of old books in the basement.
It was stuck between the pages of my Sunday School Bible, and at first I didn’t recognize it. After nearly thirty
years, the cheap wartime newsprint is worn and creased, and the writing just barely legible—but I can still make
out most of it, even if it is in pencil.
Besides, I don’t think I’ve ever forgotten it—and I know I’ve never forgotten Sakaye. She wrote the letter just
after she’d been sent away, and I can remember how excited I was to find it waiting for me when I came home
from school—and how disappointed I was because she didn’t really say anything. Just that she was living on a
farm on the prairies now and she missed Mission, and she wondered if Billy Hunter was sitting in her old desk
behind me, and had Mrs. Grimsby come for rehearsals yet, and who was to be the new May Queen.
Nothing really important in that. At least, that’s what I thought nearly thirty years ago—and I can’t remember
if I ever answered it. I didn’t think then that Mrs. Grimsby or Billy Hunter was important enough to bother about.
And I didn’t realize when I was eleven how important I was to Sakaye—and I didn’t know how important she was
to me.
That’s one of the hardest things about growing older—remembering all the opportunities you missed because
you didn’t have the understanding to appreciate them when they were offered—and then realizing when you do
have the understanding, that it’s too late.
*
I suppose our relationship started on the first day of school in Grade One. That was the same year the C. P. R.
Empress liner nearing Hong Kong at the end of her voyage was turned back to Honolulu without even going into
the Hong Kong harbor—and the people on the ship could see smoke rising from the buildings as the Japanese
plans cropped their bombs. Some of the passengers were businessmen returned to their families, and some were
the wives and children of businessmen whose offices were not far from the harbor …
In Mission city the desks in the Grade One classroom were shining with new varnish that smelled sickly-sweet,
and the floor was slippery form the fresh oil the janitor had coated it with during the summer holidays. I sat in my
desk, hugging the wonder that I was finally a school-girl with a desk of my own, with a fresh bottle of white paste
stuck in the inkwell and a board to rest my feet on if they got tired on the floor. There were pictures all around the
room and charts and blackboards with real chalk and new erasers and a sand table with real sand in the corner and
a small table at the back of the room with little red chairs—and books open on the table and on the shelves. And
piled on the ledge beside the teacher’s desk were boxes of plasticine.
And the smell! The delicious grown-up smell of chalk dust and oil and the teacher’s perfume and rubber
erasers and soap and my new school bag.
The teacher was busy writing the names of pupils who hadn’t registered, questioning the mothers who were in
a straggly, whispering group beside her desk. We sat in awed silence, overwhelmed by the strangeness and impor154

tance of being in school. I could see my mother standing at the back of the room with the rest of the parents who
had finished registering, and when she caught my eye she smiled.
Margaret Barry sat a few desks up in the next row, swinging her foot very carefully in the aisle so everyone
would notice her new school shoes, and Billy Hunter was scrunched in front of me, furiously uncomfortable in a
starched white shirt and bow tie. I didn’t know all the kids, but most of them looked as excited as I felt. I poked
Billy on the shoulder to show him my new school bag, and we were just undoing the buckle when I noticed the
little girl beside me.
There were no sleeves in her cotton dress and her arms were covered with goose pimples—and she was sitting
perfectly still, wrapped in an envelope of private misery and crying without making any sound. Billy and I stared
at her, astonished that anyone would cry on the first day of school, and in front of all the kids. She wasn’t very big
—the tips of her canvas shoes just reached the floor. I could see the splotch marks on her desk from tears, and
while we watched, more tears splashed off her cheeks.
Suddenly my mother came down the aisle. She squeezed herself into the little desk beside the girl and put her
arm around her. Billy and I could hear her whispering that when she had been a teacher and Sakaye’s brother was
a little boy, she had taught him in this very room.
So that was her name—Sakaye.
Billy and I looked at each other—we’d never known anyone with a name like that. And when my mother
pointed to me and told Sakaye that I was her little girl and Billy Hunter was my friend, Sakaye glanced at us shyly
and then looked down at her desk lid again. She sat there huddled against my mother, not crying any more, but not
looking around, either.
*
I guess my mother made Billy and me feel protective towards Sakaye from the beginning, because when
Margaret Barry and some of the other kids started to giggle at Sakaye for being a baby and at my mother squeezed
into a Grade One desk, Billy and I just glared them into silence.
And we didn’t laugh when Sakaye refused to tell the teacher her name, and my mother answered for her and
pointed out Sakaye’s brother, standing at the back of the room with the parents.
I hadn’t realized that my mother had taught in my Grade One classroom and I hadn’t realized she had taught
someone as interesting as Sakaye’s brother. I’m afraid it made me feel quite important to know all that.
It made me important in Sakaye’s eyes, too. I think she always liked me because of my mother—and sometimes when we were playing in the yard at recess she would come and stand beside me without saying anything.
She never said anything in Grade One—not even when it was her turn to read out loud. I knew she understood
English, but she wouldn’t ever say anything in English at school.
She was smart, though—she always got a gold star on her paper for number work, and her printing was so
good the teacher would put it on the board for everyone to see. That pleased me. Somehow I felt that it was
because my mother had taught Sakaye’s brother that she was so smart. And I didn’t mind it when I had to take
Sakaye to the girls’ bathroom in the basement and show her how to use the toilet. That was after she had wet her
pants one afternoon during printing.
*
We must have been going to school for at least a month then, because most of the novelty had worn off and I
was sitting uncomfortably correct for printing: back straight, feet together on the floor, in the exact center of my
seat, scribbler making a diagonal with the top left of the page and arm resting loosely on the desk—loosely, Miss
MacDonald insisted—and the right hand holding the pencil loosely so it rested on the joint of the first finger.
Rested loosely.
Miss MacDonald crept around the room, up and down the aisles, swooping down on you suddenly from behind
and flicking your pencil or jobbing your left arm. If the pencil flew out of your hand you had been holding it
correctly; and if your left arm slithered across your desk, knocking your scribbler to the floor, that had been the
correct printing position. My neck and shoulders ached from the dreadful effort of keeping my left arm and right
hand looses, and the circles I was making were woefully inconsistent—some above and below the blue lines,
some not even touching the lines. The classroom was unusually quiet, save for the whisper of pencils on paper
and the tiptoe tread of Miss MacDonald.
When I first heard it, it was like the slow sibilant hiss of an old steam pipe which increased in volume and
persistence to the first splash and steadily drumming on the floor. It was coming from Sakaye’s desk—and when I
looked over I saw that the last of the perfectly formed, loose, round circles on her page was wandering uncertainly
above and below the blue lines, as the puddle kept growing and growing under her desk, and little yellow rivulets
spread in all directions on her seat, dripping down the back and running down the cast-iron scrollwork at the side.
It seemed to last forever, and all the time Sakaye kept making her pencil go round and round the last circle, which
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wasn’t a circle at all.
The kids began to snicker—I almost laughed myself. Not because Sakaye had wet her pants—that was horrible
—but because Margaret Barry was making frantic and futile efforts to keep her new school shoes out of the
puddle which had spread all the way to her desk.
Miss MacDonald came down the aisle to see what the commotion was all about. I guess when she saw the size
of the puddle she realized that Sakaye hadn’t been to the bathroom for a long, long time. She wasn’t mad or
anything.
“Sakaye, why didn’t you put up your hand if you had to leave the room?”
We had this elaborate system of hand signals in Grade One. If your hand was up, that meant you wanted to ask
a question. Your hand up with one finger showing meant you had to leave the room, but it would only take a few
minutes. Hand up with two fingers involved a longer absence. Sakaye didn’t answer Miss MacDonald.
“Sakaye, do you know where the girls’ toilet is?” This in a whisper from Miss MacDonald. Still no answer
from Sakaye, but she stopped making the desperate circle and shook her head.
“Jennifer will show you.”
So that’s how I came to take Sakaye down to the girls’ bathroom in the basement for the rest of Grade One, and
I suppose that’s when we really became friends. She never did put up her hand to leave the room, but when she
had to go, she’d reach over and tap my arm gently and I’d understand and put up my hand with its important one
finger in plain view.
I was scared of the girls’ basement—especially in the afternoon after the janitor had swept the floor and
sunlight streaming through the little high windows swam dizzily through the swirling dust particles. The cement
on the floor wasn’t quite even and the shadows and dusty light chutes gave me the feeling that I was half floating.
And noises from the classrooms above us echoed with terrifying intensity—the clatter of rulers dripping, the
heavy measured tread of a teacher’s feet, and the distorted voices coming from a great distance.
But I couldn’t let Sakaye see how scared I was. She had taken my hand when we left the Grade One classroom,
and we crept down the old wooden stairs that creaked with each step. She didn’t seem to mind having wet her
pants once we got out of the classroom, and I had the impression that she was rather pleased to be away from it
all.
The worst thing about the girls’ basement was the fact that the toilets flushed automatically—and, to me,
unpredictably—with a thunderous swoosh of water. That and the smell: Lysol so strong it grabbed my throat and
gagged me—and the horrible green soap in the dispenser, and wet paper towels and orange peels and apple cores
in the waste basket.
When we reached the little room with the toilets behind their swinging wooden doors, I pushed one open to
show Sakaye where it was. They were all innocently quiet. When I realized that Sakaye didn’t even know how to
sit on one, there was nothing for me to do but demonstrate. Sure enough, while I was sitting their explaining, all
the toilets flushed together. It really wasn’t so bad as I had imagined—just a little cold and windy on my bottom—
but it still frightened me half to death. I couldn’t let Sakaye see that.
But after the first expression of amazement had widened her eyes, she began to laugh. Politely, of course, and
she put both hands over her mouth so she wouldn’t offend me. But I knew she thought that I had made all that
thunderous swoosh. I guess I started to giggle, too, and after I had finished what the fright made me do, I made
her sit on the little wooden seat. And I made her stay there until the toilets flushed again, and when the cold wind
reached her bottom we both started to giggle helplessly all over again.
It was really kind of fun—naughty fun, perhaps—but fun, nevertheless. After that first time, she would never
close the swinging door behind her when we made our daily visits, but had me stand where she could see me. We
always giggled—but Sakaye still wouldn’t say anything, not even to me …
*
I can’t remember anything about Sakaye in Grade Two. Perhaps she wasn’t in my class that year, or perhaps
the Grade Two teacher took a dim view of two little girls leaving the room at once. I just can’t remember now. But
it’s strange that Sakaye should ask about Mrs. Grimsby and Billy Hunter and the May Queen in her letter, because
what I remember of her in Grade Three is inextricably linked with them …
Mrs. Grimsby was the official accompanist. Come the end of April, she appeared with inexorable regularity at
the old gray annex which served as the elementary school gym. The janitor would have nailed the scarred and
battered May pole to the center of the gym floor and screwed the wooden circle with its old colored streamers into
the top.
In many ways, Mrs. Grimsby was very like the old May pole: she was gray with a certain battered dignity; she
was much smaller at the top than at the bottom; and the emblem of her Legion tam had the same faded droop as
the May pole streamers. She always wore her Legion Auxiliary uniform for rehearsals.
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A few days before Mrs. Grimsby came for rehearsals, we would have a series of “dry runs” in the gym. First
we would be paired off with the boys according to height. Then we would line up in the corner, holding hands,
and walk to the May pole. I always got paired with Billy Hunter.
By Grade Three, my relationship with Billy had undergone a subtle change. Deep down we were still good
friends, but certain things about Bill bothered me in Grade Three.
For one thing, he had not taken to school with the same gusto I had, and was afraid of the teachers. Of all the
teachers, not just Miss. Buckley, who terrified everyone.
For another, he had very sweaty hands. I suppose it was the sweaty hands that bothered me most. If Miss
Buckley glared at Billy, the perspiration oozed from his palms in direct proportion to the height of her impatience.
A little glare, a little sweat; a big glare, a big sweat; a glare and a shout, a veritable flood.
In the middle of the walk from the corner of the gym to the May pole I would slip and slither in the frantic
clutch of Billy’s sweating hand until he would finally snatch it away and wipe it on his pants. Miss Buckley would
bark at him and he’d grab me and leak horribly all over my hand for the rest of the rehearsal.
The dry runs were never much fun. Miss Buckley would bang time with a ruler and we’d walk around the May
pole, in and out singly, then in and out in pairs, until she would be satisfied that the majority of us had at least a
dim idea of what we were doing.
Then would come the skipping—dust would fly up from the floor, the old gym would shake, and we’d all be
red from exertion. And Billy’s hands would sweat. If we were really smart, we’d get to use the streamers the first
day. Usually it was the second. Or the third.
If we had dared, we would have tangled the ribbons on purpose, just to watch Miss Buckley get mad. But we
didn’t dare—and the knots and tangles that sometimes needed the janitor to get them undone were the result of
sheer ignorance.
*
By the time Mrs. Grimsby came to the rehearsals, we were fairly good. She’d be sitting at the piano waiting for
us when we came in ranks from our classroom, the shiny seat of her Legion Auxiliary skirt firmly settled on the
piano bench and the emblem of her Legion Auxiliary tam quivering expectantly until she got the nod from Miss
Buckley to begin Come Lasses and Lads.
With the first bar, Mrs. Grimsby would undergo some kind of mystical transformation—the graying figure in
the old blue uniform would swell visibly until she became Boadicea leading the British Empire in the paths of
glory.
“Come Lasses and THUMP, take leave of your THUMP, and away to the May pole THUMP.”
And away we’d go magnificently until the dust from our banging feet swirled in giddy, ecstatic clouds.
*
But this is where Sakaye come in again. Half the pupils in my Grade Three class were Japanese and they hated
the May pole dancing. If one of the Japanese boys had to have a white girl for a partner, he’d squeeze her fingers
until they were white and then stick his fingernails in the soft flesh.
We didn’t dare tell on them because we were almost as frightened of them as we were of Miss Buckley. So the
boys were never punished.
But the girls were.
Miss Buckley would be driven to near maniacal frenzy by the fact that Japanese etiquette demanded the girls
never walk with the boys but follow them from a humble distance. She would shrill at them, making a rainbow of
saliva that half-delighted, half-terrified us—but it didn’t have much effect on the Japanese girls. They would skip
obediently—but still just a trifle behind their partners. And Miss Buckley would spank them, burning them over
her knee in front of everyone and smacking them with the ruler until her arm was tired. She never hit one of us, so
we could only guess how much it hurt.
*
By Grade Three we were used to the heavy orange and green socks the Japanese girls wore with their cheap
canvas shoes, and we took the cotton dresses they wore on even the coldest days as a matter of course. But when
they were turned over Miss Buckley’s knee and we saw the heavy flour sack petticoats and panties—still with
PURITY stamped on them—and stitched together with colored yarn, we were shocked.
We could tell that Mrs. Grimsby didn’t like it either, because she’d sit right at the piano—and when she played
after someone had been spanked the music sounded different—“ COME lasses and thump.” The day that Sakaye
was spanked, Bill and I stood there holding hands, and I didn’t even mind that his was sweaty and trembling. But
we were only in Grade Three then, and there was nothing we could do except look away and pretend that we
hadn’t noticed anything.
I think that Sakaye understood—but even in Grade Three she wouldn’t say anything in English—and I just
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couldn’t find anything to say to her. My mother didn’t say anything, either, when I told her—but I can still
remember the expression on her face. I saw the same expression on Mrs. Grimsby’s face three years later one
Sunday in the United Church—and recalling all this now, I have suddenly realized that Miss Buckley'’ ruler was
somehow responsible for my leaving the church when I was eleven.
The Japanese had their own United Church up on the hill behind the fair grounds. Their minister was a white
woman who had spent most of her life as a missionary in Japan, so that even her walk resembled the obsequious
shuffle of the Japanese women.
I found her fascinating—not that she made any effort to become friendly with the ladies of the white
congregation—but fascinating from the fact that when she did stop to talk to my mother, her English had a
peculiar sing-song intonation. And when she met her Japanese parishioners on Main Street, she would make three
jerky Oriental bows to the men—not to the women—before speaking to them.
And the quality of the respect she got from the Japanese youngsters in my class impressed me. She taught them
in their own language for two hours after school in the plain gray building that was also their church, and
whenever they met her down town on Saturdays I would see them bowing very politely from the waist—three
times, just like their fathers. They would stand in shy groups talking to her, before whirling off like autumn
leaves, just as gay in their bright colors, and just as elusive.
Apart from Sakaye, who would half-wave if she saw us, I never really got to know any of them—nobody did.
They came from a world that was different from any we white children knew, and they endured ours for the five
hours they had to be in school—then they were off. I used to wonder what they did—but they would never say.
Sometimes I think that by the time we had all reached Grade Five, the girls might have talked with us—but if one
of the boys noticed a girl talking to us, he would snap at her in Japanese and that would be the end of it.
Their minister tried to explain their culture to the Ladies Auxiliary, and came to one of their meetings with
lantern slides. But I guess no one was really interested, because she tired only once. She offered to show them to
my Sunday School class, too, but Mrs. Hancock was our teacher that year, and she was interested in the mission in
India.
*
I don’t think Sakaye ever knew about Mrs. Hancock, and I’m sure Mrs. Hancock didn’t know Sakaye—and
Mrs. Hancock made it plain to everyone that she barely tolerated the Japanese minister. But the minister came to a
few of the suppers the women put on in the basement of the church, and she always looked rather out of place
among the potato salads and pumpkin pies and cold ham and pickles—and the women in aprons, red with exertion
and Christian fellowship, and the men with cigars, and the kids running around and squabbling.
There were always squabbles at the church suppers, and too much food, and too much smoke and too much
noise. And we always had to clap for Mrs. Hancock, because she had worked so hard and washed so many dishes
and done so many wonderful Christian things.
And Mrs. Hancock would accept all this homage as if it really were her due, smoothing down the pink ruffled
apron she had made and then bought back at the bazaar, her powerful hands red and wrinkled for the dish water.
Besides Mrs. Hancock, the Japanese minister was dwarfed almost to the point of oblivion.
Mrs. Hancock was as big woman—but she contained herslef admirably with a corset which must have been in
constant struggle with her rebellious flesh. Even when she sat down we could hear the battle going on with
mysterious creakings and underneath her dress, on which the ridges of whale bone stood in full relief. Although I
still can’t really forgive Mrs. Hancock, I suppose I must give her her due—she must have suffered like the early
martyrs in that corset. Her corset didn’t always triumph over her flesh, either. Frequently the interior turmoil was
made audible in explosions of sound that even today I have a grudging admiration for.
Like a boiler taxed to the point of explosion, it would start with deep intestinal rumblings—heavy at first, then
a series of staccato thumps—a high whining soprano as it reached her great bosom—then brtawpp. Oh, a
magnificent brawpp! Followed by “My Jesus, mercy.”
Why she called on the merciful Jesus, we never quite understood, but she must have astonished even Him.
Over the clatter of knives and forks as the women set the bare plank tables, and the crash of lids on the old stove,
and the thundering of us youngsters as we ran back and forth unsupervised on the stage, it would echo magnifycently.
“Brawpp. My Jesus, mercy.”
There would be a few seconds of awed silence—even the grown-ups were impressed—or startled—and then
the women would clatter just a little louder, and the men’s voices would rise politely in an effort to appear as if
they had noticed nothing.
It was useless, of course, because the lovely thing about Mrs. Hancock’s gas attacks was that once they started
they kept right on. And we knew it. The scuffling on the stage would stop abruptly—even the kids who were figh158

ting about chopsticks on the piano would abandon their position—and we would all melt quietly to the kitchen
door.
Mrs. Hancock’s performance made the church suppers worth coming to as far as we were concerned. We
would squeeze ourselves against the wall and wait fascinated for the next eruption, not even daring to laugh for
fear we’d miss something.
The highlight of Mrs. Hancock’s religious experiences, as she told her Sunday School classes with unfailing
and relentless regularity, had been a minister’s sermon on the holy women in the gospel. Why it had impressed her
I never knew, for a more boring and stupid existence than theirs I couldn’t imagine. But watching Mrs. Han-cock
washing dishes in the church basement I could see that she really fancied herself as THE holy woman of the
gospels, trudging after Jesus and His disciples, and washing their dirty socks and cooking their meals.
Somewhere down the years Mrs. Hancock had forgotten they were originally WOMEN, and she seemed determined to do her Christian ministrations all by herself. At least, that’s what it looked like to us watching from the
door.
There were always crowds of flustered women in the kitchen, basting turkeys and spooning pickles out of jars,
and slicing homemade bread. But Mrs. Hancock was the Queen Bee, and made the others insignificant as drones.
It would be one of the drones—usually my mother or Mrs. Grimsby—who would notice us at the door, and make
us move reluctantly to the other end of the hall, “out of the way.”
The Japanese minister had been invited to the last church supper I attended, and had spent most of her time at
the small sink in the corner, scrubbing cocoa out of the blue enamel pots that had to be used for coffee. She
seemed unmoved by either the fluster of the women or the importance of Mrs. Hancock—and her face was as
tranquilly impassive then as it was later when she clapped politely.
I saw her shuffle out quietly in the gray cloth coat she wore to church functions, and I don’t think the others even
knew she had gone. That must have been the last time I saw her, because a few weeks after that was the attack on
Pearl Harbor …
*
Pearl Harbor was the event that really shattered our illusion on the West Coast that the war was “over there.”
The Eine Kleine Nachtmusik, pale flames in December sunlight, Sunday afternoon security—all are linked
irrevocably in my memories of Pearl Harbor.
I was eleven then. The sun was streaming through the windows in the living room while I sat half-asleep in an
armchair watching the flames in the fireplace and waiting for my grandparents to wake up from the Sunday afternoon nap. My father was dozing on the chesterfield\fn{ A type of sofa} and my mother was reading peacefully—no
one was really listening to the symphony on the radio. The sudden interruption of the music startled us—and I
could tell from the expression on my father’s face that there was something frightening in the announcer’s terse
message. It was over almost as soon as it began—the sun was still shining, the fire purring quietly, and again,
after the announcer’s voice, the Mozart.
But something was irretrievably lost—perhaps it was security, perhaps it was the illusion that our lives were
contained in the small world that was the family—perhaps it was something too elusive to define. It changed the
pattern of that Sunday afternoon.
My grandfather woke up with a snort and came into the living room with his hair still tousled from sleep, followed by my grandmother, crease marks from the pillow zigzagging across her cheek. Where was Pearl Harbor?
And we looked it up in the atlas, frightened to discover that only the Pacific Ocean separated us from the war
now.
At first I didn’t associate the attack on Pearl Harbor with the Japanese people I had known all my life—and I
never associated it with Sakaye. We were in Grade Six that year, and she sat in the desk behind me. That was the
year she started to speak English and she was the one who started whispering to me during school. I can’t
remember now what we used to whisper about—but that isn’t important. What was important was the fact that we
had discovered that communication went deeper than words, and it wasn’t so much what one said that mattered,
as it was that you knew you liked each other, and this was being communicated—and we had known that since
Grade One.
But of all the Japanese girls, Sakaye was still the shyest. Perhaps that is why the teacher pretended he didn’t
notice us whispering, because he never got after me when I was talking to Sakaye.
But the rumors that followed December seventh\fn{ The American naval instillation on the island of Oahu called Pearl
Harbor was attacked by military forces of the Japanese Imperial Navy on the morning of December 7, 1941. War between the United States
and Japan had not been declared; the aggression caught everyone—most of the politicians included, perhaps even President Roosevelt—
completely by surprise—probably because we just didn’t think they would dare do it, if nothing else. At once we determined to destroy
them utterly. :H} made it clear that for many in Mission city the association of the attack with the Japanese living in
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the Fraser Valley was only too real.
Where did all the money go that the Japanese had been making on their farms? Not to the trades people of
Mission, that was sure.
And what about the Hyakawas’ son who had gone to Japan last year? What business could he have over there?
And then reports about the fishing boats on the West Coast began to drift into Mission—the fishermen had
been charting the coastal waters in preparation for the invasion of B.C.\fn{ British Colombia.}
Someone even discovered that the fresh straw carefully laid down between the rows of young strawberry
plants pointed directly to the Mission bridge—and because we boasted one of the three bridges that crossed the
Fraser river, we suddenly saw ourselves as a strategic location, infiltrated by the enemy, and a prime target for
attack.
*
All this never made any difference between Sakaye and me, but the other Japanese youngsters in my class
must have realized what was being said, because there was a change in their attitude.
For one thing, they stopped huddling together in little groups and talking in Japanese. After Pearl Harbor, I
can’t remember hearing Japanese spoken again, except for the occasional swear word—and that was just as likely
to have come from the white youngsters.
For another, they were much friendlier than they had been. Roy Hoshira started bringing enough jawbreakers
from his brother’s grocery store for all those who sat around him—not just for his Japanese friends.
The girls were different, too. I think we had always liked the Japanese girls—Miss Buckley’s ruler and the
May pole dancing had achieved that in Grade Three—but until Pearl Harbor, they had remained quiet and inscrutable.
Pearl Harbor never made any difference in my friendship with Sakaye, though, not even when people started
saying that her uncle was the admiral of the Pacific Fleet.\fn{ If true, her uncle would be Isoroku Yamamoto, who designed the
attack itself, yet was himself staunchly opposed to war with the United States. He had studied for two years at Harvard University (19191921) and understood our character very well. “Should hostilities once break out between Japan and the United States,” he wrote, “it would
not be enough that we take Guam and the Philippines, nor even Hawaii and San Francisco. To make victory certain, we would have to
march into Washington and dictate the terms of peace in the White House. I wonder if our politicians (who speak so lightly of a JapaneseAmerican war) have confidence as to the final outcome and are prepared to make the necessary sacrifices.” After such an attack, he said, “I
shall run wild considerably for the first six months or a year, but I have utterly no confidence for the second and third years.” }

*
It must have been only a few weeks after Pearl Harbor that the Japanese woman came to our United Church for
the morning service.
The minister had already begun the short sermon he preached for the children before they went downstairs for
Sunday School, and I was sitting in front of the church with the junior choir, facing the congregation. So we saw it
all. The door opened quietly and Sakaye’s mother walked in.
In all the years I had been going to St. David’s, I had never seen any Japanese at our service. Furthermore, no
one ever came to church that late. She shuffled noiselessly down the aisle with a polite, half-apologetic smile, and
slipped into the empty space beside Mrs. Hancock near the back of the church. I don’t suppose many in the
congregation even knew she was there.
But the junior choir did—we saw it all—we saw Mrs. Hancock turn to look at her, and we heard Mrs. Hancock
sniff. And we saw Mrs. Hancock rise self-righteously and walk out of the pew, leading her daughters to a place
nearer the front of the church. Only Mrs. Grimsby kept her seat in the pew as one by one the others followed Mrs.
Hancock’s example.
Mrs. Grimsby was strangely lost without her Legion Auxiliary uniform, and although we recognized her expression as the one which followed Miss Buckley’s ruler episodes, it was useless without a piano upon which to
thump “COME lasses and lads,” and she couldn’t rally us as she might have. So she sat erect, trying to people the
empty spaces in the pew between her and Sakaye’s mother at the other end with her will alone.
The minister ended his sermon abruptly, and in a tired voice announced the hymn. When everyone else was
singing The Church’s One Foundation, Sakaye’s mother got up and walked out as quietly as she had come in—
and I was suddenly reminded of flour sack petticoats and panties stitched with yarn.
I guess the other kids were, too, because nobody in the junior choir sang that morning.
Just nobody.
And nobody said anything when the junior choir filed out into the vestry and we hung up our surplices in the
cupboard. The younger children who had been sitting in front of the church with their Sunday School teachers
came bursting through the door and clattered to their places in the different sections of the big room. Mrs. Hancock’s class were all member so the choir, and we sat silent on our benches as she eased herself carefully into her
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chair and opened her lesson book.
Nobody answered when she said good morning to us.
And nobody said anything when she asked who could say the Bible verses for the day from memory.
We wouldn’t even look at her. And when she began reading the lesson, we all just sat there, staring at the floor
or looking out the window.
It was Billy Hunter who started it, and I suppose it was the bravest thing he had ever done. I was sitting beside
him, and I knew how scared he was, because there were splotches of sweat all over the cover of his Bible. Mrs.
Hancock was still reading from the lesson when Billy swallowed a great mouthful of air and belched.
“My Jesus, mercy,” he said firmly, and looked at me. I caught on. And as Mrs. Hancock went on reading, I
swallowed air an belched and said,
“My Jesus, mercy.” Then everyone caught on. Sometimes it was a solo; sometimes as many as three of us at a
time belched and said
“My Jesus, mercy.” Some of the girls weren’t too impressive, but the boys produced some beauties. We knew
the other classes were looking at us, and we could hear their shocked giggles.
But not one of us laughed. We just sat there, and every time Mrs. Hancock opened her mouth to speak,
somebody belched, and we all said,
“My Jesus, mercy.”
*
That was a long time ago.
I don’t know what became of Billy Hunter or Mrs. Grimsby, and I don’t know if Mrs. Hancock kept on
teaching Sunday School, because I never went back.
I never said anything about it to Sakaye—and then one morning when we got to school we found that all the
Japanese youngsters were gone.
My mother had been dead for two months when Sakaye’s letter arrived, so there was no one to tell me that
Sakaye had had to get permission from the Canadian authorities to write to me, and that her letter had been
censored—and it was only a few years ago when I read about the Japanese internment that I realized how Sakaye
must have waited for my reply.
I wish I could answer Sakaye’s letter and tell her all this, because now I know that it was important after all.
She must be nearly forty, and she may still be living someplace on the prairies.
But I can’t read the address on her letter any more.
20.117 The Summer My Grandmother Was Supposed To Die\fn{by Mordecai Richler (1931-2001)} Montreal,
Quebec, Canada (M) 7
Dr. Katzman discovered the gangrene on one of his monthly visits.
“She won’t last a month,” he said.
He repeated that the second month, the third, and the fourth, and now she lay dying in the heat of the back bedroom.
“If only she’d die,” my mother said. “Oh God, why doesn’t she die? God in heaven, what’s she holding on
for?”
The summer my grandmother was supposed to die we did not chip in with the Breenbaums to take a cottage in
the Laurentians.\fn{A Canadian mountain chain.} It wouldn’t have been practical. The old lady couldn’t be moved, the
nurse came daily and the doctor twice a week, and so it seemed best to stay in the city and wait for her to die or,
as my mother said, pass away.
It was a hot summer, her bedroom was just behind the kitchen, and when we sat down to eat we could smell
her. The dressing on my grandmother’s left leg had to be changed several times a day and, according to Dr.
Katzman, her condition was hopeless.
“It’s in the hands of the Almighty,” he said.
“It won’t be long now,” my father said, “and she’ll be better off, if you know what I mean.”
“Please,” my mother said.
A nurse came every day from the Royal Victorian Order. She arrived punctually at noon and at five to twelve
I’d join the rest of the boys under the outside staircase to look up her dress as she climbed to our second-story flat.
Miss Monohan favored lacy pink panties and that was better than waiting under the stairs for Cousin Bessie, for
instance. She wore enormous cotton bloomers, rain or shine.
I was sent out to play as often as possible, because my mother felt it was not good for me to see somebody
dying. Usually I’d just roam the scorched streets shooting the breeze. There was Arty, Gas sometimes, Hershey,
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Stan, and me. We talked about everything from A to Z.
“Why is it,” Arty wanted to know, “that Tarzan never shits?”
“Dick Tracy too.”
“Or Wonder Woman.”
“She’s a dame.”
“So?”
“Jees, wouldn’t it be something if Superman crapped in the sky? He could just be flying over Waverly Street
when, whamo, Mr. Rabinovitch catches it right in the kisser.”
Mr. Rabinovitch was our Hebrew teacher.\fn{At the yeshiva, where as a matter of course all these boys would be enrolled.}
“But there’s Tarzan,” Arty insisted, “in the jungle, week and week out, and never once does he need to go to
the toilet. It’s not real, that’s all.” Arty told me,
“Before your grandma dies she’s going to roll her eyes and gurgle. That’s what they call the death-rattle.”
“Aw, you know everything. Big shot.”
“I read it, you jerk,” Arty said, whacking me one, “in Perry Mason.”\fn{ The famous American trial lawyer, a fictional
creation of the author Earl Stanley Gardner.} Home again I’d find my mother weeping.
“She’s dying by inches,” she said to my father one stifling night, “and none of them even come to see her. Oh,
such children! They should only rot in hell.”
“They’re not behaving right. It’s certainly not according to Hoyle,” my father said.\fn{ My father said that too. Not
according to Hoyle. “Hoyle” (Edmund Hoyle (1672-1769) actually published rules on whist, not bridge.}
“When I think of all the money and effort that went into making a rabbi out of Israel—the way Mother dotted
on him—and for what? Oh, what’s the world coming to? God.”
“It’s not right.” Dr. Katzman was amazed.
“I never believed she’d last this long. Really, it must be will-power alone that keeps her going. And your excellent care.”
“I want her to die, Doctor. That’s not my mother in the back room. It’s an animal. I want her to please please
die.”
“Hush. You don’t mean it. You’re tired.” And Dr. Katzman gave my father some pills for my mother to take.
“A remarkable woman,” he said. “A born nurse.” At night in bed my brother Harvey and I used to talk about
our grandmother.
“After she dies,” I said, “her hair will go on growing for another twenty-four hours.”
“Sez who?”
“Arty. It’s a scientific fact. Do you think Uncle Lou will come from New York for the funeral?”
“Sure.”
“Boy, that means another fiver\fn{Five dollars.} for me. You too.”
“You shouldn’t say things like that, kiddo, or her ghost will come back to haunt you.”\fn{The last eight words
italicized in the text.}
“Well,” I said, “I’ll be able to go to her funeral, anyway. I’m not too young any more.”
*
I was only six years old when my grandfather died, and I wasn’t allowed to go to his funeral.
I have only one memory of my grandfather. Once he called me into his study, set me down on his lap, and
made a drawing of a horse for me. On the horse he drew a rider. While I watched and giggled he gave the rider a
beard and the round fur-trimmed cap of a rabbi.
My grandfather was a Tzaddik,\fn{The text spells this: Zaddik; I have adopted the spelling of the American author Chaim
Potok, in his book The Chosen.} one of the Righteous, and I’ve been told that to study Talmud with him had been a rare
pleasure. I wasn’t allowed to go to his funeral, but years later I was shown the telegrams of condolence that had
come from Eire and Poland and Israel and even Japan. My grandfather had written many books: a translation of
The Zohar\fn{The Book of Splendor; one of the sacred texts of Hassidic (spelt chassidic in this story) Jewry.} into modern Hebrew—some twenty years’ work—and lots of slender volumes of sermons, Hassidic tales, and rabbinical commentaries. His books had been published in Warsaw\fn{ Where there was a very large Jewish community: indeed, in all of Poland, before World War II.} and later in New York. He had been famous.
“At the funeral,” my mother told me, “they had to have six motorcycle policemen to control the crowds. It was
such a heat that twelve women fainted—and I’m not counting Mrs. Waxman from upstairs. With her, you know,
anything to fall into a man’s arms. Even Pinsky’s. And did I tell you that there was even a French-Canadian priest
there?”
“No kidding?”
“The priest was a real big knacker. A bishop maybe. He used to study with the zeyda. The zeyda was some
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personality, you know. Spiritual and worldly-wise at the same time. Such personalities they don’t make any more.
Today, rabbis and peanuts are the same size.”
But, according to my father, the zeyda (his father-in-law) hadn’t been as famous as all that.
“There are things I could say,” he told me. “There was another side to him.”
My grandfather had come from generations and generations of rabbis, his youngest son was a rabbi, but none
of his grandchildren would be one. My brother Harvey was going to be a dentist and at the time, 1937, I was interested in flying and my cousin Jerry was already a communist. I once heard Jerry say,
“Our grandpappy wasn’t all he was cracked up to be.”
When the men at the kosher bakeries went on strike he spoke up against them on the streets where they were
picketing and in the shule.\fn{The study house; attached to the synagogue.} It was of no consequence to him that they
were grossly underpaid. His superstitious followers had to have bread.
“Grandpappy,” Jerry said, “was a prize reactionary.”
A week after my grandfather died my grandmother suffered a stroke. Her right side was completely paralyzed.
She couldn’t speak. At first, it’s true, my grandmother could say a few words and move her right hand enough to
write her name in Hebrew. Her name was Malka. But her condition soon began to deteriorate.
*
My grandmother had six children and seven step-children, for my grandfather had been married before. His
first wife had died in the old country. Two years later he had married my grandmother, the only daughter of the
richest man in the village, and their marriage had been a singularly happy one.
My grandmother had been a beautiful girl. She had also been a wise, resourceful, and patient wife. Qualities, I
fear, indispensable to life with a Tzaddik. For the synagogue had paid my grandfather no stipulated salary and
much of the money he had picked up here and there he had habitually distributed among rabbinical students,
needy immigrants, and widows. A vice, and such it was to his hard-pressed family, which made him as unreliable
a provider as a drunkard.
And indeed, to carry the analogy further, my grandmother had had to make many hurried trips to the pawnbroker with her jewelry. Not all of it had been redeemed, either.
But her children had been looked after. The youngest, her favorite, was a rabbi in Boston, the eldest was the
actor-manager of a Yiddish theater in New York, and another was a lawyer. One daughter lived in Toronto, two in
Montreal. My mother was the youngest daughter, and when my grandmother had her stroke there was a family
meeting and it was decided that my mother would take care of her.
This was my father’s fault. All the other husbands spoke up—they protested their wives had too much work,
they could never manage it—but my father detested quarrels, and he was silent. So my grandmother came to stay
with us.
Her bedroom, the back bedroom, had actually been promised to me for my seventh birthday. But all that was
forgotten now, and I had to go on sharing a bedroom with my brother Harvey. So naturally I was resentful when
each morning I left for school my mother said,
“Go in and kiss the baba\fn{Grandmother.} goodbye.”
All the same I’d go into the bedroom and kiss my grandmother hastily. She’d say “Buoyo-buoyo,” for that was
the only sound she could make. And after school it was,
“Go in and tell the baba you’re home.”
“I’m home, baba.”
During those first hopeful months—“Twenty years ago who would have thought there’d be a cure for
diabetes?” my father asked, “where there’s life there’s hope, you know”—she’d smile at me and try to speak, her
eyes charged with effort. And even later there were times when she pressed my head urgently to her bosom with
her surprisingly strong left arm.
But as her illness dragged on and on and she became a condition in the house, something beyond hope or reproach, like the leaky icebox, there was less recognition and more ritual in those kisses. I came to dread her room.
A clutter of sticky medicine bottles and the cracked toilet chair beside the bed; glazed but imploring eyes and a
feeble smile, the wet slap of her lips against my cheeks. I flinched from her touch. After two years of it I protested
to my mother.
“Look, what’s the use of telling her I’m going or I’m here. She doesn’t even recognize me any more.”
“Don’t be fresh. She’s your grandmother.”
*
My uncle who was in the theater in New York sent money regularly to help support my grandmother and, for
the first few months, so did the other children. But once the initial and sustaining excitement had passed and it
became likely that my grandmother might linger in her invalid condition for two or maybe even three more years,
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the checks began to drop off, and the children seldom came to our house any more.
Anxious weekly visits—“and how is she today, poor lamb?”—quickly dwindled to a dutiful monthly looking
in, then a semi-annual visit, and these always on the way to somewhere.
“The way they act,” my father said, “you’d think that if they stayed long enough to take off their coats we’d
make them take the baba home with them.”
When the children did come to visit, my mother made it difficult for them.
“It’s killing me,” she said. “I have to lift her on to that chair three times a day maybe. Have you any idea how
heavy she is? And what makes you think I always catch her in time? Sometimes I have to change her bed twice a
day. That’s a job I’d like to see your wife do,” she said to my uncle, the rabbi.
“We could send her to the Old People’s Home,” the rabbi said.
“Now there’s an idea,” my father said. But my mother began to sob.
“Not as long as I’m alive,” she said. And she gave my father a stony look.
“Say something.”
“It wouldn’t be according to Hoyle.”
“You want to be able to complain to everyone in town about all the other children,” the rabbi said. “You’ve got
a martyr complex.”
“Everybody has a point of view, you know. You know what I mean?” my father said. “So what’s the use of
fighting?”
Meanwhile, Dr. Katzman came once a month to examine my grandmother.
“It’s remarkable, astonishing,” he’d say each time. “She’s as strong as a horse.”
“Some life for a person,” my father said. “She can’t speak—she doesn’t recognize anybody—what is there for
her?”
The doctor was a cultivated man; he spoke often for women’s clubs, sometimes on Yiddish literature and other
times, his rubicund face hot with impatience, the voice taking on a doomsday tone, on the cancer threat.
“Who are we to judge?” he asked.
Every morning, during the first months of my grandmother’s illness, my mother read her a story by Sholem
Aleichem.\fn{Originally Sholem Yakov Rabinowitz (1859-1916), popular and voluminous Yiddish author.}
“Tonight she smiled,” my mother would say. “She understood. I can tell.” And my father, my brother, and I,
would not comment.
Once a week my mother used to give the old lady a manicure. Sunny afternoons she’d lift her into a wheel
chair and put her out in the sun.
Somebody always had to stay in the house in case my grandmother called. Often, during the night, she would
begin to wail unaccountably, and my mother would get up and rock the old lady in her arms for hours.
*
But in the fourth year of my grandmother’s illness the strain and fatigue began to tell on my mother. Besides
looking after my grandmother—“and believe you me,” the doctor assured her with a clap on the back, “it would
be a full-time job for a professional nurse”—she had to keep house for a husband and two sons.
She began to quarrel with my father and she became sharp with Harvey and me.
My father started to spend his evenings playing pinochle at Tansky’s Cigar & Soda. Weekends he took Harvey
and me to visit his brothers and sisters. And everywhere he went people had little bits of advice for him.
“Sam, you might as well be a bachelor. You’re just going to have to put your foot down for once.”
“Yeah, in your face maybe.” My cousin Libby, who was at McGill,\fn{ McGill University.} said,
“This could have a very damaging effect on the development of your boys. These are their formative years,
Uncle Samuel, and the omnipresence of death in the house—”
“What you need,” my father said, “is a boy friend. And how.” At Tansky’s Cigar & Soda it was,
“Come clean, Sam. It’s no hardship. If I know you, the old lady’s got a big insurance policy and when the time
comes …”
My mother lost lots of weight. After dinner she’d fall asleep in her chair in the middle of Lux Radio Theater.
One minute she’d be sewing a patch on my breeches or be making a list of girls to call for a bingo party (proceeds
for the Talmud Torah), and the next she’d be snoring.
Then, one morning, she just couldn’t get out of bed, and Dr. Katzman came round a week before his regular
visit.
“Well, well, this won’t do, will it?” He sat in the kitchen with my father and the two men drank apricot brandy
out of small glasses.
“Your wife is a remarkable woman,” Dr. Katzman said.
“You don’t say?”
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“She’s got a gallstone condition.” My father shrugged.
“Have another one\fn{Shot of brandy.} for the road,” he said.
“Thank you, but I have several more calls to make.” Dr. Katzman rose, sighing.
“There she lies in that back room, poor old woman,” he said, “hanging desperately onto life. There’s food for
thought there.”
*
My grandmother’s children met again, and the five of them sat around my mother’s bed embarrassed, irritated,
and quick to take insult.
All except my uncle who was in the theater. He sucked a cigar and drank whisky. He teased my mother, the
rabbi, and my aunts, and if not for him I think they would have been at each other’s throats.
It was decided, over my mother’s protests, to send my grandmother to the Old People’s Home on Esplanade
Street. An ambulance came to take my grandmother away and Dr. Katzman said,
“It’s for the best.”
But my father had been in the back bedroom when the old lady had held on tenaciously to the bedpost, not
wanting to be moved by the two men in white—“Easy does it, granny,” the younger one had said—and afterwards
he could not go in to see my mother.
He went out for a walk.
“She looked at me with such a funny expression,” he told my brother. “Is it my fault?”
*
My mother stayed in bed for another two weeks. My father cooked for us and we hired a woman to do the
housework.
My mother put on weight quickly, her cheeks regained their normal pinkish hue and, for the first time in
months, she actually joked with Harvey and me.
She became increasingly curious about our schools and whether or not we shined our shoes regularly.
She began to cook again, special dishes for my father, and she resumed old friendships with women on the
parochial school board.
The change reflected on my father. Not only did his temper improve, but he stopped going to Tansky’s every
other night, and began to come home early from work. Life at home had never been so rich.
But my grandmother’s name was never mentioned.
The back bedroom remained empty and I continued to share a room with Harvey. I couldn’t see the point and
so one evening I said,
“Look, why don’t I move into the back bedroom?”
My father glared at me across the table.
“But it’s empty like.”
My mother left the table. And the next afternoon she put on her best dress and coat and new spring hat.
“Where are you going?” my father asked.
“To see my mother.”
“Don’t go looking for trouble.”
“It’s been a month. Maybe they’re not treating her right.”
“They’re experts.”
“Did you think I was never going to visit her? I’m not inhuman, you know.”
“All right, go,” he said. But after she’d gone my father went to the window and said,
“Son-of-a-bitch.”
Harvey and I sat outside on the steps watching the cars go by. My father sat on the balcony above, cracking
peanuts. It was six o’clock, maybe later, when the ambulance turned the corner, slowed down, and parked right in
front of the house.
“Son-of-a-bitch,” my father said. “I knew it.”
My mother got out first, her eyes red and swollen, and hurried upstairs to make my grandmother’s bed.
“I’m sorry, Sam, I had to do it.”
“You’ll get sick again, that’s what.”
“You think she doesn’t recognize people. From the moment she saw me she cried and cried, Oh, it was terrible.”
“They’re experts there. They know how to handle her better than you do.”
“Experts? Expert murderers you mean. She’s got bedsores, Sam. Those dirty little Irish nurses they don’t
change her linen often enough, they hate her. She must have lost twenty pounds there.”
“Another month and you’ll be flat on your back again.”
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“Sam, what could I do? Please Sam.”
“She’ll outlive all of us. Even Muttel. I’m going out for a walk.”
She was back and I was to blame.
*
My father became a regular at Tansky’s Cigar & Soda again and every morning I had to go in and kiss my
grandmother.
She began to look like a man. Little hairs had sprouted on her chin, she had a spiky gray moustache and, of
course, she was practically bald.
This near-baldness, I guess, sprang from the fact that she had been shaving her head ever since she had married
my grandfather the rabbi. My grandmother had four different wigs, but she had not worn one since the first year
of her illness. She wore a little pink cap instead.
And so, as before, she said, “buoyo-buoyo,” to everything.”
Once more uncles and aunts sent five-dollar bills, though erratically, to help pay for my grandmother’s support.
Elderly people, former followers of my grandfather, came in inquire after the old lady’s health. They sat in the
backroom with her for hours, leaning on their canes, talking to themselves, rocking, always rocking to and from.
“The Holy Shakers,” my father called them, and Harvey and I avoided them, because they always wanted to
pinch our cheeks, give us a dash of snuff and laugh when we sneezed, or offer us a sticky old candy from a little
brown bag with innumerable creases in it. When the visit was done the old people would unfailingly sit in the kitchen with my mother for another hour, watching her make lockshen\fn{“A baked pudding or casserole, most commonly
made from egg noodles or potato.”:W } or bake bread. My mother always served them lemon tea and they would talk
about my grandfather, recalling his books, his sayings, and his charitable deeds.
*
And so another two years passed, with no significant change in my grandmother’s condition.
But fatigue, bad temper, and even morbidity enveloped my mother again.
She fought with her brothers and sisters and once, when I stepped into the living-room, I found her sitting with
her head in her hands, and she looked up at me with such anguish that I was frightened.
“What did I do now?” I asked.
“If, God forbid, I had a stroke, would you send me to the Old People’s Home?”
“Don’t be a joke. Of course not.”
“I hope that never in my life do I have to count on my children for anything.”
*
The summer my grandmother was supposed to die, the seventh year of her illness, my brother took a job as a
shipper and he kept me awake at night with stories about the factory.
“What we do, see, is clear out the middle of a huge pile of lengths of material. That makes for a kind of secret
cave. A hideout. Well, then you coax one of the shiksas\fn{Whores; but not used in a condemnatory sense. Yiddish is a very
expressive, but not necessarily a hating, language.H} inside and hi-diddle-diddle.”
One night Harvey waited until I had fallen asleep and then he wrapped himself in a white sheet, crept up to my
bed, and shouted,
“Buoyo-buoyo.”\fn{The text spells this: bouyo-bouyo; but I prefer consistency.}
I hit him. He shouted.
“Children. Children, please,” my mother called. “I must get some rest.”
As my grandmother’s condition worsened—from day to day we didn’t know when she’d die—I was often sent
out to eat at my aunt’s or at my other grandmother’s house. I was hardly ever at home.
On Saturday mornings I’d get together with the other guys and we’d walk all the way past the mountain to
Eaton’s, which was our favorite department store for riding up and down escalators and stealing.
In those days they let boys into the left-field bleachers free during the week and we spent many an afternoon at
the ball park. The Montreal Royals, part of the Dodger farm system, was some ball club too. There was Jackie
Robinson and Roy Campanella, Honest John Gabbard, Chuck Conners, and Kermit Kitman was our hero. It used
to kill us to see that crafty little hebe running around there with all those tall dumb goyim.
“Hey, Kitman,” we’d yell. “Hey, hey, sho-head, if your father knew you played ball on shabus—”\fn{Sabbath.}
Kitman, unfortunately, was all field and no hit. He never made the majors.
“There goes Kermit Kitman,” we’d yell, after he’d gone down swinging again, “the first Jewish strike-out king
of the International League.” This we usually followed up by bellowing some choice imprecations in Yiddish.\fn
{Born in 1922, he lasted two seasons with them; he’s still alive (12/12/15).W,H: I tried to chase him down today (07/16/16) and I couldn’t
find an obituary, so I assume he’s still going strong: H}
*
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It was after one of these games on a Friday afternoon, that I came home to find a small crowd gathered in front
of the house.
“That’s the grandson.”
“Poor kid.”
Old people stood silent and expressionless across the street staring at our front door. A taxi pulled up and my
aunt hurried out, hiding her face in her hands.
“After so many years,” somebody said.
“And probably next year they’ll discover a cure. Isn’t that always the case?”
I took the stairs two at a time.
The flat was full. Uncles and aunts from my father’s side of the family, odd old people, Dr. Katzman, Harvey,
neighbors, were all standing around and talking in hushed voices in the living-room. I found my father in the kitchen, getting out the apricot brandy.
“Your grandmother’s dead,” he said.
“She didn’t suffer,” somebody said. “She passed away in her sleep.”
“A merciful death.”
“Where’s Maw?”
“In the bedroom with … you’d better not go in,” my father said.
“I want to see her.”
My mother’s face was long with grief. She wore a black shawl, and glared down at the knot of a handkerchief
clutched in a fist that had been cracked by washing-soda.
“Don’t come in here,” she said.
Several bearded, round-shouldered men in black shiny coats stood round the bed. I couldn’t see my grandmother.
“Your grandmother’s dead.”
“Daddy told me.”
“Go and wash your face and comb your hair. You’ll have to get your own supper.”
“O.K.”
“One minute. The baba left some jewelry. The ring is for Harvey’s wife and the necklace is for yours.”
“Who’s getting married?”
“Better go and wash your face. And remember behind the ears, Muttel.”
Telegrams were sent, long-distance calls were made, and all through the evening relatives and neighbors came
and went like swarms of fish when crumbs have been dropped into the water.
“When my father died,” my mother said, “they had to have six motorcycle policemen to control the crowds.
Twelve people fainted, such a heat …”
The man from the funeral parlor came.
“There goes the only Jewish businessman in town,” my Uncle Harry said, “who wishes all his customers were
Germans.”
“This is no time for jokes.”
“Listen, life goes on.”
My Cousin Jerry had begun to use a cigarette holder.
“Everyone’s going to be sickeningly sentimental,” he said. “Soon the religious mumbo-jumbo starts. I can
hardly wait.”
Tomorrow was the Sabbath and so, according to the law, my grandmother couldn’t be buried until Sunday. She
would have to lie on the floor all night. Two old grizzly women in white came to more and wash the body and a
professional mourner arrived to sit up and pray for her.
“I don’t trust his face,” my mother said. “He’ll fall asleep. You watch him, Sam.”
“A fat lot of good prayers will do her now.”
“Will you just watch him, please.”
“I’ll watch him, I’ll watch him.” My father was livid about my Uncle Harry.
“The way he’s gone after that apricot brandy you’d think that guy never saw a bottle in his life before.”
*
Harvey and I were sent to bed, but we couldn’t sleep. My aunt was sobbing over the body in the living-room—
“That dirty hypocrite,” my mother said—there was the old man praying, coughing, and spitting into his handkerchief each time he woke; and hushed voices and whimpering from the kitchen, where my father and mother
sat.
Harvey was in a good mood, he let me have a few puffs of his cigarette.
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“Well, kiddo, this is our last night together. Tomorrow you can take over the back bedroom.”
“Are you crazy?”
“You always wanted it for yourself.”
“She died in there, but. You think I’m going to sleep in there?”
“Good night. Happy dreams, kiddo.”
“Hey, let’s talk some more.”
Harvey told me a ghost story.
“Did you know that when they hang a man,” he said, “the last thing that happens is that he has an orgasm?”
“A what?”
“Forget it. I forgot you were still in kindergarten.”
“I know plenty. Don’t worry.”
“At the funeral they’re going to open her coffin to throw dirt in her face. It’s supposed to be earth from
Eretz.\fn{Israel.} They open it and you’re going to have to look.” Harvey stood up on his bed, holding his hands
over his head like claws. He made a hideous face.
“Buoyo-buoyo. Who’s that sleeping in my bed? Woo-Woo.”
*
My uncle who was in the theater, the rabbi, and my aunt from Toronto, all came to Montreal for the funeral.
Dr. Katzman came too.
“As long as she was alive,” my mother said, “he couldn’t even send five dollars a month. Some son! What a
rabbi! I don’t want him in my house, Sam. I can’t bear the sight of him.”
“You don’t mean a word of that and you know it,” Dr. Katzman said.
“Maybe you’d better give her a sedative,” the rabbi said.
“Sam. Sam, will you say something, please.” My father stepped up to the rabbi, his face flushed.
“I’ll tell you this straight to your face, Israel,” he said. “You’ve gone down in my estimation.”
“Really,” the rabbi said, smiling a little. My father’s face burned a deeper red.
“Year by year,” he said, “your stock has gone down with me.”
And my mother began to weep bitterly, helplessly, without control. She was led unwillingly to bed. While my
father tried his best to comfort her, as he said consoling things, Dr. Katzman plunged a needle into her arm.
“There we are,” he said.
I went to sit in the sun on the outside stairs with Arty.
“I’m going to the funeral,” I said.
“I couldn’t go anyway.”
Arty was descended from the tribe of high priests and so was not allowed to be in the presence of a dead
body. \fn{For fear of ritual uncleanness.} I was descended from the Yisroelis.
“The lowest of the low,” Arty said.
“Aw.” My uncle, the rabbi, and Dr. Katzman stepped into the sun to light cigarettes.
“It’s remarkable that she held out for so long,” Dr. Katzman said.
“Remarkable?” my uncle said. “It’s written that if a man has been married twice he will spend as much time
with his first wife in heaven as he did on earth. My father, may he rest in peace, was married to his first wife for
seven years and my mother, may she rest in peace, has managed to keep alive for seven years. Today in heaven
she will be able to join my father, may he rest in peace.” Dr. Katzman shook his head, he pursed his lips.
“It’s amazing,” he said. “The mysteries of the human heart. Astonishing.”
My father hurried outside.
“Dr. Katzman, please. It’s my wife. Maybe the injection wasn’t strong enough? She just doesn’t stop crying.
It’s like a tap. Could you come please?”
“Excuse me,” Dr. Katzman said to my uncle.
“Of course.”
My uncle approached Arty and me.
“Well, boys,” he said, “what would you like to be when you grow up?”
19.158 The Time Of Death\fn{by Alice Munro (1931- )} Wingham, Ontario, Canada (F) 6
Afterwards Leona Parry lay on the couch, with a quilt around her, and the women kept stoking the fire although the kitchen was very hot, and no one turned the light on. Leona drank some tea and refused to eat and
talked, beginning like this, in a voice that was querulous and insistent but not yet hysterical: I tell you, I wasn’t
out of this house twenty minutes—
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(Three-quarters of an hour, Mrs. McGee thought, but she did not say so, not at this time. But she remembered,
because there were three radio serials she was trying to listen to, she listened to every day, and she couldn’t listen,
Leona was there in her kitchen going on and on about Patricia.
Leona was sewing this cowgirl outfit for Patricia on Mrs. McGee’s sewing-machine; she raced the machine
and she pulled the thread straight out to break it instead of pulling it back although Mrs. McGee had told her don’t
do that it’s liable to break the needle.
Patricia was going to be dressed like a cowgirl that night when she sang at a concert up in Priorsville, she was
singing three western pieces. She sang with the Maitland Valley Entertainers, who went all around the countryside giving concerts and playing for dances; Patricia was introduced as the Little Sweetheart of Maitland Valley,
the Baby Blonde, the Pint-size Kiddie with the Great Big Voice. Leona had started her singing, in public that is,
when she was three years old.
Never was ascared once, Leona said, leaning forward with a jerky pressure on the pedal, her kimono fallen
open to show her lean brown-freckles chest, her slack breasts in the pinky-gray night-gown. It just comes natural
to her to perform. She didn’t care, it could be the King of England listening, she’d get up and sing her piece, and
when she’s through singing she’d sit down, that’s the way she is. …
She’s even got a good name for a singer, Patricia Parry, doesn’t that sound like you just hear it announced over
the air? Another thing is natural blonde hair. I have to do it up in rags every night of her life, but that real natural
blonde is a log scarcer than natural curly. It don’t get dark, there’s that strain of natural blondes in my family don’t
get dark—My cousin I told you about, won the Miss St. Catharine’s 1936, she was one, my aunt that died.)
*
Mrs. McGee did not say, and Leona said firmly: Twenty minutes. And the last thing I said as I went out the
door of this house was you keep an eye on the kids! She’s nine years old isn’t she? I’m just going to run over to
Mrs. McGee’s, sew up this outfit, keep an eye on the kids! And I went out the door and down the steps and down
to the end of the garden and just as I took the hook off the gate, something stopped me, I thought, something’s
wrong! What’s wrong? I said to myself. I stood there and I looked up and down the road and all I could see there
was Mundy’s old hound laying out in front of their place, no cars comin’ one way or the other and the yards all
empty it was cold I guess and no kids playin’ out—
And I though, My Lord, maybe I got my days mixed up and this isn’t Saturday morning it’s some special day I
forgot about—
Then I thought all it was was the snow coming I could feel in the air, and you know how cold it was, the
puddles in the road was all turned to ice and splintered up—but it didn’t snow, did it, it hasn’t snowed yet—
And I run across the road then over to Mrs. McGee’s and up her front steps and she says, Leona, What’s the
matter, you look so white, she says—
Mrs. McGee heard this too, and said nothing, because it was not a time for any sort of accuracy. Leona’s voice
had gone higher and higher as she talked and any time now she might break off and begin to scream:
Don’t let that kid come near me, don’t let me see her, I don’t trust myself! Every curl I put in her head myself
I’d pull it out by the roots I could get my hands on her—
And the women in the kitchen would crowd around the couch, their big bodies indistinct in the half-dark, their
faces looming pale and heavy, hung with the ritual-masks of mourning and compassion.
Now lay down, they would say, in the stately tones of ritual-soothing, lay down Leona, she ain’t here, it’s all
right—
And the girl from the Salvation Army would say, in her chill gentle voice,
You must forgive her, Mrs. Parry, she is only a child—Softly the Salvation Army girl would say,
It is God’s will, we do not understand. The older Salvation Army woman, with the oily sallow face and the
deep, almost masculine voice, said,
In the garden of Heaven the children bloom like flowers. God needed another flower for his garden and he
took your child, Sister, you should thank Him and be glad—
The women from Mrs. McGee’s church were uneasy when the Salvation Army women spoke, because they
could not dispute what they said and they could not say Religious Things themselves. They went on making tea
and buttering muffins, which sat on the table untasted because Leona would not take them and the others felt it
would not be right to eat unless she did.
All the women except the two from the Army wept from time to time; Mrs. McGee, a woman heavy-breasted
and childless, wept almost continuously. Leona drew up her knees and rocked herself back and forth as she wept,
and threw her head down and then back (some of them noticed, with a slightly guilty feeling, that there were lines
of dirt on her neck) and grew quiet again for a while and said something like:
That one I nursed till he was ten months old, nobody can say I didn’t take good care of him, I always said he
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was the best one of them all—
In the dark overheated kitchen there was a feeling of solemn tenderness, of humility before this scrawny,
unwashed, unliked and desolate Leona. The women there together felt the dignity of this sorrow in their maternal
flesh, they kept it jealously among them like a tribal mystery.
When the men came in—the father, a cousin, a neighbor, bringing a load of wood asking shamefacedly for
something to eat—they were at once aware of this exalted and alien sisterhood among their women, and they were
disturbed; they went out and said to the other men:
Yeah, they’re still at it. The father, a little drunk, and belligerent, because he felt that something was expected
of him and he was not equal to it, it was not fair, said,
Yeah, they don’t do Benny any good, bawl their eyes shut—
*
George and Irene had been playing their cutout game, cutting things out of the catalogue. They had this family
they had cut out of the catalogue, and they were cutting out clothes for them, and things for the house they lived
in, and for their farm, because they lived on a big farm. Patricia watched them cutting and she said,
Look at the way you kids cut! Lookit all the white around the edges! How are you going to put those clothes
on, she said, you didn’t even cut any fold-over things.
She took the scissors and cut very neatly, not leaving any white around the edges; her pale shrewd little face
was bent to one side, her lips bitten together. She did things the way a grownup does—carefully, seriously, and
matter-of-factly. She did not pretend things. She did not even play at being a singer, though she was going to be a
singer when she grew up, she was going to sing on the radio or go in the movies. She liked to look at movie
magazines and magazines with pictures of clothes and rooms in them; she liked to look in the windows of nice
houses up-town and to watch the ladies who lived in them and listen to the way they talked.
Benny was trying to climb up on the couch. He grabbed at the catalogue and Irene slapped his hand; he began
to whimper. Patricia picked him up competently and carried him to the chair by the window, saying absentmindedly,
Bow-wow, Benny see bow-wow, bow-wow—
Bow-wow? said Benny interogatively as she put him on the chair.
Benny was eighteen months old and the only words he could say were Bow-wow and Bram. Bram was for the
scissors-sharpening man who came along the road about once a month; Benny remembered him when he came,
and ran out to meet him on the road. Other little kids only thirteen, fourteen months old, knew more words than
Benny, and could do things like waving bye-bye and clapping their hands, and most of them were cuter to look at.
Benny was long and bony and his face was like his father’s—pale, mute, and unexpectant, so that you could see it
already underneath a soiled peaked cap.
But he was good; he would stand for hours just looking out of the window, saying, Bow-wow, bow-wow, now
in a low questioning tone, and now crooningly, stroking his hands down the window-pane. He liked you to pick
him up and hold him like a little baby; he would lie looking up and smiling, with a little timidity and misgiving.
Patricia knew he was stupid; she hated stupid things. He was the only stupid thing she did not hate; once in a
while she looked at him and felt tired and sad, she did not know why. She would go and wipe his nose, expertly
and impersonally; sometimes she talked to him, trying to get him to repeat words, saying anxiously, Hi, Benny,
Hi, and he would look at her and smile in his slow dubious way.
That gave her this feeling; it was an uncomfortable feeling and she would go away and leave him, she would
go and look at a movie magazine.
She had had a cup of tea and part of a sugar-bun for breakfast; now she was hungry. She rummaged among the
dirty dishes and the bread wrappings and puddles of milk and porridge on the kitchen table; she picked up a bun,
but it was sopping with milk and she threw it down again.
This place stinks, she said.
She kicked at a crust of porridge that had dried on the linoleum. Lookit that, she said. Lookit that! What’s it
always a mess around here for? She walked around kicking at things dispiritedly, with a pinched sullen face. Then
she got the scrub-pail from under the sink, and a dipper, and she began to dip water from the reservoir of the
stove.
I’m going to clean this place up, she said loudly. It never gets cleaned up like other places. The first thing I’m
going to do I’m going to scrub the floor and you kids have to help me—
She put the pail on the stove.
That water is hot to start with, Irene said.
It’s not hot enough. It’s got to be good and boiling hot. I seen Mrs. McGee scrub her floor.
*
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They stayed at Mrs. McGee’s all night. They had been over there since before the ambulance came they saw
Leona and Mrs. McGee and the other neighbors start to pull off Benny’s clothes and parts of his skin seemed to be
actually coming off too, and Benny was making a noise not like crying, a noise alike a dog made after his hind
parts were run over by a car, but worse and louder—
And Mrs. McGee cried to them, Go away, go away from here! Go over to my place!
After the ambulance had come and taken Benny away she came over and told them that Benny was going to
the hospital for a while, and they were going to stay and her place. She gave them bread and peanut butter and
bread and strawberry jam.
The bed they slept in had a feather tick and smooth ironed sheets; the blankest were pale and fluffy and
smelled faintly of moth balls. On top of everything else was a Star-of-Bethlehem quilt; they knew it was called
that because when they were getting read for bed Patricia said,
My, what a beautiful quilt! And Mrs. McGee, looking surprise and distracted, said,
Oh, yes, that is a Star-of-Bethlehem—
Patricia was very polite in Mrs. McGee’s house. It was not as nice as some of the houses up-town, but it was a
brick bungalow with an imitation-marble fireplace and wine brocade curtains and large ferns in baskets; it was not
like the other houses out along the highway. Mr. McGee did not just work in the mill like the other men; he had a
store.
George and Irene were so shy and alarmed in this house that they could not answer when they were spoken to.
*
They all woke very early; they lay on their backs, uneasy between the fresh sheets, and watched the room getting light. This room had mauve silk curtains and venetian blinds and mauve and yellow roses on the wall-paper;
it was the guest-room. Patricia said,
We slept in the guest-room.
I have to go, George said.
Well you can’t, said Patricia. You have to wait till we hear them get up.
Why?
You’d make too much noise. You have to go past their door to get to the bath-room and you’d wake them up,
it’s not polite. Irene said,
See if there is a pot under the bed.
They got a bath-room here they don’t have any old pots, Patricia whispered angrily. What would they have a
stinking old pot for? George said stolidly,
Well if you don’t let me go ’m going to pee the bed.
Patricia got up and tip-toed to the dresser and got a big china vase. When George had gone she opened the
window very slowly with hardly any creaking and emptied the vase and dried it out with Irene’s underpants.
Now, she said, you kids shut up and lay still. Don’t talk out loud just whisper. George whispered,
Is Benny still in the hospital?
Yes he is, said Patricia shortly.
Is he going to die? I told you a hundred times, no.
Is he?
No! Just his skin got burnt, he didn’t get burnt inside. He isn’t going to die of a little bit of burnt skin is he?
Don’t talk so loud— Irene began to twist her head into the pillow.
What’s the matter with you? Patricia said.
Well it hurt, that’s why he cried. When they got him to the hospital they gave him some stuff that made it stop
hurting.
How do you know? said George.
I know.
They were quiet for a while, and then Patricia said,
I never in my life heard of anybody that died of a burnt skin. Your whole skin could be burnt off it wouldn’t
matter you would just grow another. Irene stop crying, shut up—
Patricia lay quite still, looking straight up at the ceiling, her sharp little profile white against the mauve silk
curtains of Mrs. McGee’s guest-room.
*
For breakfast they had grapefruit, which they had not tasted before, and cornflakes and toast and jam. Patricia
watched George and Irene and snapped at them:
Say please! Say thank-you! She said to Mr. And Mrs. McGee,
I wouldn’t be surprised if it snowed today, would you?
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But they did not answer. Mrs. McGee’s face was swollen. After breakfast she said,
“Don’t get up, children, listen to me—Your little brother—
Irene began to cry and that started George drying too; he said sobbingly, triumphantly to Patricia,
He did so die, he did so! Patricia did not answer.
It’s her fault, George sobbed, and Mrs. McGee said,
Oh, no, oh, no!
But Patricia sat still, with her face wary and polite. She did not say anything until the crying had died down a
little and Mrs. McGee got up sighing and began to clear the table. Then she offered to help with the dishes.
*
The women of Mrs. McGee’s church had decided to buy the children new shoes for the funeral. Patricia was
not going to the funeral because Leona still said she did not want to see her again as long as she lived; but she was
to get new shoes too; the women felt it would be unkind to leave her out.
Mrs. McGee took the three of them down to the shoe-store and explained to the man who owned it; they stood
together nodding and whispering gravely.
The man told them to sit down and take off their shoes and socks. George and Irene took theirs off and stuck
out their feet, with the black dirt-caked toe-nails. Patricia whispered to Mrs. McGee that she had to go to the bathroom and Mrs. McGee told her where it was, at the back of the store.
She went back there and took off her shoes and socks and got her feet as clean as she could with cold water
and paper towels. When she came back, Mrs. McGee was saying softly to the store-man,
And if you’d seen the bedsheets I had them on. …
Patricia walked past them not letting on she heard.
Irene and George got Oxfords and Patricia got a pair she chose herself; they had a strap across. She looked at
them in the low mirror; she walked back and forth looking at them until Mrs. McGee said,
Patricia, never mind shoes now!
Would you believe it? Mrs. McGee said softly aside to the store-man as they passed out of the store—
*
When the funeral was over they went home. The women had cleaned up the house and put Benny’s things
away.
Their father was sick from too much beer in the back shed before the funeral; he stayed out in the woodshed.
Their mother had been put to bed. She stayed there for three days, and their father’s sister looked after the
house.
Leona said they were not to let Patricia come near her room.
Don’t let her come up here, she cried, I don’t want to see her, I haven’t forgot my baby boy!
But Patricia did not try to go upstairs at all; she paid no attention to any of this. She looked at movie magazines
and did here hair up in rags. If someone cried she did not notice; with her it was as if nothing had happened.
*
The man who was the manager of the Maitland Valley Entertainers came to see Leona. He told her that they
were doing the programme for a big concert and barn-dance over at Rockland and he would like to have Patricia
sing at it, if it wasn’t too soon after what happened and all—
Leona said she would have to think about it. She got out of bed and went downstairs. Patricia was sitting on
the couch reading a movie magazine; she kept her head down.
That’s a fine head of hair you got there, Leona said. I see you been doing it up your ownself. Get me the brush
and comb! To her sister-in-law she said,
What’s life? You got to go on.
*
She went down-town and bought some sheet music, two songs: May the Circle be Unbroken, and It Is No
Secret What God Can Do.
She had Patricia learn them; Patricia sang those two songs at the concert in Rockland. People in the audience
began whispering, because some of them had read about Benny in the paper. They pointed out Leona, who was
sitting up beside the platform, and near the end of It Is No Secret Leona put her head down, she was crying. Some
of the people in the audience cried too.
Patricia did not cry.
*
In the first week of November (and the snow had not come, the snow had not come yet) the scissors-man with
his cart came along the highway.
The children were playing in the yards and they heard him coming. When he was still far down the road they
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heard his unintelligible chant, mournful and shrill, and so strange that you would think, if you did not know it was
the scissors-man, that there was a madman loose in the world. He wore the same stained brown overcoat, with the
hem hanging ragged, and the same crownless felt hat; he came up the road, calling like this, and the children ran
into the houses to get knives and scissors, or they ran out into the road calling excitedly,
Old Brandon, Old Brandon … (for that was his name …).
Then in the Parries’ yard Patricia began to scream:
I hate that old scissors-man! I hate him! she screamed I hate that old scissors-man! I hate him! she screamed,
standing stock-still in the yard with her face looking so wizened and white.
The shrill shaking cries brought Leona running out, and the neighbors; they pulled her into the house, still
screaming. They could not get her to say what was the matter; they thought she must be having some kind of fit.
Her eyes were screwed up tight and her mouth wide open; her tiny pointed teeth were almost transparent, and
faintly rotten at the edges; they made her look like a ferret, like some wretched little animal insane with rage or
fear. They tried shaking her, slapping her, throwing cold water on her face; at last they forced her to swallow a big
does of soothing-syrup, with a lot of whisky in it, and they got her to bed.
*
That is a prize kid of Leona’s, the neighbors said to each other as they went home.
That singer, they said, because now things were back to normal and they disliked Leona as much as before.
They laughed and said,
Yeah, that future movie-star. Out in the yard yelling you’d think she’d gone off her head.
*
There was this house, and the other wooden houses that had never been painted, with their steep patched roofs
and their narrow slanting porches, the wood-smoke coming out of their chimneys and dim children’s faces pressed
against their windows.
Behind them there was the strip of earth, ploughed in some places, run to grass in others, full of stones, and
behind this the pine trees, not very tall.
In front were the yards, the dead gardens, the gray highway running out from town.
The snow came, falling slowly, evenly between the highway and the houses and the pine trees, falling in big
flakes at first and then in smaller and smaller and thicker flakes that did not melt on the hard furrows, the rock of
the earth.
92.19 Playing With Girls Is A Sin\fn{by Anthony Apakark Thrasher (1937-1989)} Paulatuk, Northwest Territories,
Canada (M) 2
All told, there must have been around eight hundred people living in Aklavik at that time.
The rich families—they mostly worked for the Federal Government which had its Western Arctic headquarters
there—lived in one- or two-room houses built of lumber and heated with wood or oil. They were over near the
hospital, and the Anglican school and cathedral, on the other end of town. A wooden sidewalk ran along in front
of them, a wide ditch separating the sidewalk from the snow-packed road.
Out back of the houses were the R.C.M.P. barracks, the police dog kennels, and the radio tower. Closer to our
school was the Hudson’s Bay Company store, the biggest of the stores in town, where the Indians and Eskimos
who huddled in little huts and tents would sell their furs. Some Indians lived across the river and every day I’d see
them crossing the ice on their way to jobs in town. The trappers all had happy expressions on their faces because
the flat delta land on which Aklavik was located was rich with muskrat. In those days their pelts were worth as
much as two dollars apiece.
The nuns in charge of us were Sister Bessant, Sister Soka, Sister Gilbert, and Sister Alice Rae, who I loved as
much as my real mother. Sister Bessant was nice, too, but Sister Soka used a ruler on our hands and Sister Gilbert
was hell-on-wheels for pulling ears, brushing our mouths with lye soap, and whipping us with a watch chain. I
could never understand how she could be so mean, and yet be very kind at the same time.
Sister Soka was my teacher. I couldn’t catch on to the ABC’s, and Sister Soka got a girl called Lena to show
me. I was just a little guy, much smaller than Lena, but I wondered if she knew I thought she was pretty.
In the seat ahead of me was a boy named Danny Norris. Behind me was Freddie Carmichael. Whenever I
wasn’t eating my pencil, I was poking them with it. We had elastic slingshots, too, and every time the teacher
turned her back, she was the target.
*
I was eating cooked food for the first time. I didn’t like it and, like the other boys, I would sneak into the kitchen whenever I could and slip away with some frozen meat. We tossed our bones into the school yard and that’s
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how it came to look more like a bone yard than a playground.
When anyone complained about the food, the nuns would make the complainer drink a whole can of cod liver
oil, to do penance for committing something they called a venial sin.
That was smaller than a mortal sin, and some-thing else called a sacrilege was an even bigger sin than a mortal
sin.
You never went to Hell on venials.
There were as many girls as boys at the school. The girls’ dormitory was on the top floor at one end of the
main building, the boys’ at the other end. We even ate in separate rooms.
We were told not to play with the girls, because that would also be a sin. I thought that was strange, because I
had played with girls before I came to school. Now they were telling me I shouldn’t touch them. I was taught not
to look at girls, and not to look at dogs mating. But I had seen these things long before I went to school. I had seen
people in the sex act when I was as young as three years of age. I knew exactly what it was, and how to do it, by
the time I was six.
I was forever being scolded for eating with my hands. I didn’t like using knives and forks and spoons. I’d drink
my soup and rip the meat apart with my teeth. Then I’d wipe my mouth on my sleeves and wipe my hands on my
clean, knee-length pants.
Sister Gilbert put a stop to that.
My grades were somewhere between one and zero. But I was a good wood hauler. About five or six of us
would drag loads of wood for the furnaces—four in the school and hospital, one in the parish house, one in the
laundry, and one in the kitchen. They all used kindling.
*
When Halloween came, we got to see our first movie—a silent one with Charlie Chaplin. It was scary, and a
lot of us hid under the benches and cried.
Brother Jack made things worse by coming in with a pumpkin with a candle glowing inside and holes carved
to make the pumpkin look like an evil spirit. At that point I escaped into the arms of dear Sister Alice Rae.
When Sister Gilbert was in a good mood, she used to tell us stories from the newspapers she got sent up from
the South. She told us about Adolf Hitler and Mussolini, Joseph Stalin and Churchill, and she said that the German war was going on strong and that Hitler was raising cain all over Europe and Africa. We prayed a lot that it
would end soon.
There was a half hour of prayers in the morning, before and after breakfast. Dinner was at eleven o’clock, and
there were prayers before and after that, too.
*
That fall we went on a picnic, camping overnight in the school shack about two miles into the snow-covered
bush out back. I set a trap and caught a whisky-jack. I made a little fire, and burned the feathers off the big blue
bird, then let it freeze, and ate it when it was frozen hard. It tasted like caribou liver.
That night someone told the legend of another Eskimo boy, Iliapaluk, an orphan who lived with his grandmother, Ananaa, in the bush country. They had a little house, Kutuk, of the kind that is dug into the earth with the
roof at ground level. Iliapaluk was just a small boy. He used to snare rabbits with sinews, while the old woman
fished with a bone hook.
No one knew that this old woman possessed the magic power we call Angatkolik.
They had only the snares to count on for meat. One day, the boy came home and told his grandmother that
someone had stolen them. They went to the nearby village to try and get them back, but whoever took the snares
would not come forward.
The old woman warned the village people not to make fun of a poor orphan boy. She told them she would give
whoever took Iliapaluk’s snares a chance to return them to him.
Still no one came forward, so they went back home, and the old woman told her grandson to go and hook a
fish with roe in it. The boy did this, and the old woman cut the fish open, and took out the eggs. She told her
grandson not to watch her for a moment. When the boy turned around, he saw she was covered with fish eggs
from head to toe. She told him they were returning to the village, to get the snares.
When they arrived, she told the boy to call everyone out of their houses. When he had done this, the old
woman began talking to them.
“I will touch all of you, one by one,” she said. “If you are good people, do not be afraid. Only the liar will get
hurt.”
She then touched everyone, until she got to a man who suddenly dropped dead.
He was the thief. He had the snares. Then the grandmother told the people,
“Whatever you do, do not ever steal from an orphan who has no mother, and who fights hard to live. He only
174

has those little strings to live on, and when you take them away, he can starve and die.”
*
Storytelling was a part of life in the North. My brothers and I were always competing to tell the best story.
But we were no match for our grandfather. He was the greatest of them all. As he talked, he would light his
pipe, and smoke Old Chum tobacco. Then he would pick up his drum, and sing.
He would sing of Herschel Island in the Arctic Ocean, and tell of times that were good.
He would sing of happiness after a successful whale hunt, about the big dances people used to have, of his
young days, and his women, and of the medicine men of old.
*
One of my jobs at the school, with a boy called Douglas Dillon, was emptying the toilet pails. One day, we
toppled down a twenty-foot bank on our way to the river to dump the slop. We came out looking like a couple of
O’Henry chocolate bars.
The outhouse at the end of the playground had sixteen seats, for over two hundred boys. Some of the seats
were too big for the little boys, and they used to fall through them. I had the honor of being one of the lucky ones.
*
Christmas week, we spent four days at the camp shack in the bush. We trapped muskrat, caught one cross fox,
snared rabbits, climbed trees, and chewed spruce gum.
We also got a chance to see inside the girls’ camp.
The toys we got for Christmas were great. I ran away from my first one, a rolling clown. It scared the Christmas spirit right out of me.
On New Year’s Day there was a concert, and the R.C.M.P. were called in to take some drunks out of the
school.
They were trappers, and some people from town.
20.131 When It Happens\fn{by Margaret Eleanor Atwood (1939-

)}

Ottawa, Ontario, Canada (F) 5

Mrs. Burridge is putting up green tomato pickles. There are twelve quarts in each lot with a bit left over, and
that is the end of the jars.
At the store they tell her there’s a strike on at the factory where they get made. She doesn’t know anything
about that but you can’t buy them anywhere, and even before this they were in double what they were last year;
she considers herself lucky she had those in the cellar. She has a lot of green tomatoes because she heard on the
weather last night there was going to be a killer frost, so she put on her parka and her work gloves and took the
lantern out to the garden in the pitch-dark and picked off all the ones she could see, over three bushels. She can
lift the full baskets herself but she asked Frank to carry them in for her; he grumbles, but he likes it when she asks.
In the morning the news said the growers had been hit and that would shoot the price up, not that the growers
would get any of it themselves, everyone knows it’s the stores that make the money.
She feels richer than she did yesterday, but on the other hand there isn’t that much you can do with green
tomatoes. The pickles hardly made a dint in them, and Frank has said, as he does every year, that they will never
eat twenty-four quarts of green tomato pickle with just the two of them and the children gone.
“Except when they come to visit and eat me out of house and home,” Mrs. Burridge adds silently.
The truth is she has always made two batches the children never liked it anyway, it was Frank ate them all and
she knows perfectly well he’ll do it again, without even noticing. He likes it on bread and cheese when he’s watching the hockey games, during every commercial he goes out to the kitchen and makes himself another slice,
even if he’s just had a big meal, leaving a trail of crumbs and bits of pickle from the counter across the floor and
over the front-room rug to his big chair. It used to annoy Mrs. Burridge, especially the crumbs, but now she
watches him with a kind of sadness; she once thought their life together would go on forever but she has come to
realize this is not the case.
She doesn’t even feel like teasing him about his spare tire any more, though she does it all the same because he
would miss it if she stopped.
“There you go,” she says, in the angular, prodding, metallic voice she cannot change because everyone expects
it from her, if she spoke any other way they would think she was ill, “you keep on munching away like that and
it’ll be easy for me to get out you of bed in the mornings, I’ll just give you a push and you’ll roll all the way down
the stairs like a barrel.” And he answers in his methodical voice, pretending to be lazy even though he isn’t, “You
need a little fun in life,” as though his pickles and cheese are slightly disreputable, almost like an orgy. Every year
he tells her she’s made too much but there would be a fuss all right if he went down to the cellar one day and there
wasn’t any left.
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Mrs. Burridge has made her own pickles since 1952, which was the first year she had the garden. She remembers it especially because her daughter Sarah was on the way and she had trouble bending down to do the
weeding. When she herself was growing up everyone did their own pickles, and their own canning and preserving
too.
But after the war most women gave it up, there was more money then and it was easier to buy things at the
store. Mrs. Burridge never gave it up, though most of her friends thought she was wasting her time, and now she
is glad she didn’t, it kept her in practice while the others were having to learn all over again.
Though with the sugar going up the way it is, she can’t understand how long anyone is going to be able to afford even the homemade things.
On paper Frank is making more money than he ever has, yet they seem to have less to spend. They could always sell the farm, she supposes, to people from the city who would use it as a weekend place; they could get
what seems like a very high price, several of the farms south of them have gone that way.
But Mrs. Burridge does not have much faith in money; also it is a waste of the land, and this is her home, she
has it arranged the way she wants it.
*
When the second batch is on and simmering she goes to the back door, opens it, and stands with her arms
folded across her stomach, looking out.
She catches herself doing this four or five time a day now and she doesn’t quite know why. There isn’t much to
see, just the barn and the back field with the row of dead elms Frank keeps saying he’s going to cut down., and the
top of Clarke’s place sticking over the hill. She isn’t sure what she is looking for but she has the odd idea she may
see something burning, smoke coming up from the horizon, a column of it or perhaps more than one column, off
to the south. This is such a peculiar thought for her to have that she hasn’t told it to anyone else.
Yesterday Frank saw her standing at the back door and asked her about it at dinner; anything he wants to talk
to her about he saves up till dinner, even if he thinks about it in the morning. He wondered why she was at the
back door, doing nothing at all for over ten minutes, and Mrs. Burridge told him a lie, which made her very
uneasy.
She said she heard a strange dog barking, which wasn’t a good story because their own dogs were right there
and they didn’t notice a thing. But Frank let it pass; perhaps he thinks she is getting funny in her old age and
doesn’t want to call attention to it, which would be like him.
He’ll track mud all over her nice shiny kitchen floor but he’d hate to hurt anyone’s feelings.
Mrs. Burridge decides, a little wistfully, that despite his pig-headedness he is a kind and likeable man, and for
her this is like renouncing a cherished and unquestionable belief, such as the flatness of the earth. He has made
her angry so many times.
*
When the pickles are cool she labels them as she always does with the name and the date and carries them
down the cellar stairs. The cellar is the old kind, with stone walls and a dirt floor. Mrs. Burridge likes to have
everything neat—she still irons her sheets—so she had Frank build her some shelves right after they were
married.
The pickles go on one side, jams and jellies on the other, and the quarts of preserves along the bottom.
It used to make her feel safe to have all that food in the cellar; she would think to herself, Well, if there’s a
snowstorm or anything and we’re cut off, it won’t be so bad.
It doesn’t make her feel safe any more. Instead she thinks that if she has to leave suddenly she won’t be able to
take any of the jars with her, they’d be too heavy to carry.
She comes back up the stairs after the last trip. It’s not as easy as it used to be, her knee still bothers her as it
has ever since she fell six years ago, she tripped on the second-last step. She’s asked Frank a million times to fix
the stairs but he hasn’t done it, that’s what she means by pig-headed. If she asks him more than twice to do
something he calls it nagging, and maybe it is, but who’s going to do it if he won’t?
The cold vacant hole at the back of this question is too much for her.
She has to stop herself from going to the back door again. Instead she goes to the back window and looks out,
she can see almost the same things anyway. Frank is going towards the barn, carrying something, it looks like a
wrench. The way he walks, slower than he used to, bent forward a little—from the back he’s like an old man, how
many years has he been walking that way?—makes her think,
“He can’t protect me.”
She doesn’t think this on purpose, it simply occurs to her, and it isn’t only him, it’s all of them, they’ve lost the
power, you can tell by the way they walk. They are all waiting, just as Mrs. Burridge is, for whatever it is to
happen. Whether they realize it or not.
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Lately when she’s gone to the Dominion Store in town she has seen a look on the faces of the women there,
she knows most of them, she wouldn’t be mistaken—an anxious, closed look, as if they are frightened of something but won’t talk about it.
They’re wondering what they will do, perhaps they think there’s nothing they can do.
This air of helplessness exasperates Mrs. Burridge, who has always been practical.
*
For weeks she has wanted to go to Frank and ask him to teach her how to use the gun.
In fact he has two guns, a shotgun and a twenty-two rifle; he used to like going after a few ducks in the fall,
and of course there are the groundhogs, they have to be shot because of the holes they make in the fields. Frank
drives over on the tractor five or six times a year. A lot of men get injured by overturning tractors.
But she can’t ask him because she can’t explain to him why she needs to know, and if she doesn’t explain he
will only tease.
“Anyone can shoot a gun,” he’ll say, “All you have to do is pull the trigger … oh, you mean you want to hit
something, well now, that’s different, who you planning to kill?”
Perhaps he won’t say that; perhaps this is only the way he talked twenty years ago, before she stopped taking
an interest in things outside the house. But Mrs. Burridge will never know because she will never ask. She doesn’t
have the heart to say to him,
“Maybe you’ll be dead. Maybe you’ll go off somewhere when it happens, maybe there will be a war.” She can
remember the last war.
*
Nothing has changed outside the window, so she turns away and sits down at the kitchen table to make out her
shopping list.
Tomorrow is their day for going into town. She tries to plan the day so she can sit down at intervals; otherwise
her feet start swelling up. That began with Sarah and got worse with the other two children and it’s never really
gone away.
All her life, ever since she got married, she has made lists of things that have to be bought, sewed, planted,
cooked, stored; she already has her list made for next Christmas, all the names and the gift she will buy for each,
and the list of what she needs for Christmas dinner.
But she can’t seem to get interested in it, it’s too far away.
She can’t believe in a distant future that is orderly like the past, she no longer seems to have the energy; it’s as
if she is saving it up for when she will have to use it.
She is even having trouble with the shopping list. Instead of concentrating on the paper—she writes on the
backs of the used-up days of the page-a-day calendar Frank gives her every New Year—she is gazing around the
kitchen, looking at all the things she will have to leave behind when she goes.
That will be the hardest part. Her mother’s china, her silver, even though it is an old-fashioned pattern and the
silver is wearing off, the egg timer in the shape of a chicken Sarah gave her when she was twelve, the ceramic salt
and pepper shakers, green horses with perforated heads, that one of the other children brought back from the Ex.
She thinks of walking up the stairs, the sheets folded in the chest, the towels stacked neatly on the shelves, the
beds made, the quilt that was her grandmother’s, it makes her want to cry.
On her bureau, the wedding picture, herself in a shiny satin gown (the satin was a mistake, it emphasized her
hips), Frank in the suit he has not worn since except to funerals, his hair cut too short on the sides and a surprising
tuft at the top, like a woodpecker’s.
The children when they were babies. She thinks of her girls now and hopes they will not have babies; it is no
longer the right time for it.
*
Mrs. Burridge wishes someone would be more precise, so she could make better plans.
Everyone knows something is going to happen, you can tell by reading the newspapers and watching the television, but nobody is sure what it will be, nobody can be exact. She has her own ideas about it though.
At first it will simply become quieter. She will have an odd feeling that something is wrong but it will be a few
days before she is able to pin it down.
Then she will notice that the planes are no longer flying over on their way to the Malton Airport, and that the
noise from the highway two miles away, which is quite distinct when the leaves are off the trees, has almost
disappeared. The television will be non-committal about it; in fact, the television, which right now is filled with
bad news, of strikes, shortages, famines, layoffs, and price increases, will become sweet-tempered and placating,
and long intervals of classical music will appear on the radio.
About this time Mrs. Burridge will realize that the news is being censored as it was during the war.
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Mrs. Burridge is not positive about what will happen next; that is, she knows what will happen but she is not
positive about the order.
She expects it will be the gas and oil: the oil delivery man will simply not turn up at his usual time, and one
morning the corner filling station will be closed. Just that, no explanations, because of course they—she does not
know who “they” are, but she has always believed in their existence—they do not want people to panic. They are
trying to keep things looking normal, possibly they have already started on this program and that is in fact why
things still do look normal.
Luckily she and Frank have the diesel fuel tank in the shed, it is three-quarters full, and they don’t use the
filling station anyway, they have their own gas pump.
She has Frank bring in the old wood stove, the one they stored under the barn when they had to furnace and the
electricity put in, and for once she blessed Frank’s habit of putting this off. She was after him for years to take that
stove to the dump.
He cuts down the dead elms, finally, and they burn them in the stove.
The telephone wires are blown down in a storm and no one comes to fix them, or this is what Mrs. Burridge
deduces. At any rate, the phone goes dead. Mrs. Burtridge doesn’t particularly mind, she never liked using the
phone much anyway, but it does make her feel cut off.
About now men begin to appear on the back road, the gravel road that goes past the gate, walking usually by
themselves, sometimes in pairs. They seem to be heading north. Most of them are young, in their twenties, Mrs.
Burridge would guess. They are not dressed like the men around here.
It’s been so long since she has seen anyone walking along this road that she becomes alarmed. She begins
leaving the dogs off their chains, she has kept them chained at night ever since one of them bit a Jehovah’s Witness early one Sunday morning. Mrs. Burridge doesn’t hold with the Witnesses—she is United—but she respects
their perseverance, at least they have the courage of their convictions which is more than you can say for some
members of her own church, and she always buys a Watchtower. Maybe they have been right all along.
It is about this time too that she takes one of the guns, she thinks it will be the shotgun as she will have a better
chance of hitting something, and hides it, along with the shells, under a piece of roofing behind the barn. She does
not tell Frank; he will have the twenty-two. She has already picked out the spot.
They do not want to waste the little gasoline they still have left in the pump, so they do not make unnecessary
trips.
They begin to eat the chickens, which Mrs. Burridge does not look forward to. She hates cleaning and plucking
them, and the angriest she ever got at Frank was the time he and Henry Clarke decided to go into turkey farming.
They did it too, despite all she had to say against it, and she had to cope with the turkeys escaping and scratching
in the garden and impossible to catch, in her opinion they were the stupidest birds in God’s creation, and she had
to clean and pluck a turkey a week until luckily the blackhead wiped out a third of the flock, which was enough to
discourage them, they sold off the rest at a loss. It was the only time she was actually glad to see Frank lose
money on one of his ventures.
*
Mrs. Burridge will feel things are getting serious on the day the electricity goes off and does not come back on.
She knows, with a kind of fatalism, that this will happen in November, when the freezer is full of the vegetables
but before it is cold enough to keep the packages frozen outside. She stands and looks at the Pliofilm bags of
beans and corn and spinach and carrots, melting and sodden, and thinks,
“Why couldn’t they have waited tll spring?”
It is a waste, of food and also of her hard work, that aggravates her the most. She salvages what she can.
During the Depression, she remembers, they used to say those on farms were better off than those in the city,
because at least they had food; if you could keep the farm, that is; but she is no longer sure this is true. She feels
beleaguered, isolated, like someone shut up inside a fortress, though no one has bothered them, in fact no one has
passed their way for days, not even the solitary walking men.
With the electricity off they can no longer get the television. The radio stations, when they broadcast at all,
give out nothing but soothing music, which Mrs. Burridge does not find soothing in the least.
One morning she goes to the back door and looks out and there are the columns of smoke, right where she’s
been expecting to see them, off to the south. She calls Frank and they stand watching. The smoke is thick and
black, oily, as though something has exploded. She does not know what Frank is thinking; she herself is wondering about the children. She has had no news of them in weeks, but how could she? They stopped delivering mail
some time now.
Fifteen minutes later, Henry Clarke drives into the yard in his half-ton truck. This is very unusual as no one has
been driving anywhere lately. There is another man with him, and Mrs. Burridge identifies him as the man three
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farms up who moved in four or five years ago. Frank goes out and talks with them, and they drive over to the gas
pump and start pumping the rest of the precious gas into the truck.
Frank comes back to the house. He tells her there’s a little trouble down the road, they are going along to see
about it and she isn’t to worry. He goes into the back room, comes out with the twenty-two, asks her where the
shotgun is. She says she doesn’t know. He searches for it, fruitlessly—she can hear him swearing, he does not
swear in her presence—until he gives up.
He comes out, kisses her goodbye, which is unusual too, and says he’ll be back in a couple of hours.
She watches the three of them drive off in Henry Clarke’s truck, towards the smoke, she knows he will not
come back. She suppose she ought to feel more emotional about it, but she is well prepared, she has been saying
goodbye to him silently for years.
She re-enters the house and closes the door. She is fifty-one, her feet hurt, and she does not know where she
can go, but she realizes she cannot stay here. There will now be a lot of hungry people, those that can make it this
far out of the cities will be young and tough, her house is a beacon, signaling warmth and food. It will be fought
over, but not by her.
She goes upstairs, searches in the cupboard, and puts on her heavy slacks and her two thickest sweaters.
Downstairs she gathers up all the food that will be light enough for her to carry: raisins, cooking chocolate, dried
prunes and apricots, half a loaf of bread, some milk powder which she puts into a quart freezer bag, a piece of
cheese.
Then she unearths the shotgun from behind the barn. She thinks briefly of killing the live stock, the chickens,
the heifers, and the pig, so no one will do it who does not know the right way, but she herself does not know the
right way, she has never killed anything in her life, Frank always did it, she contents herself with opening the
henhouse door and the gate into the back field. She hopes the animals will run away but she knows they probably
will not.
She take one last look around the house. As an afterthought, she adds her toothbrush to the bundle: she does
not like the feel of unbrushed teeth.
She does not go down into the cellar but she has an image of her carefully sealed bottles and jars, red and
yellow and purple, shattered on the floor. Those who come will be wasteful, what they cannot eat themselves they
will destroy. She thinks about setting fire to the house herself, before anyone else can do it.
*
Mrs. Burridge sits at her kitchen table. On the back of her calendar page, it’s for a Monday, she has written
Oatmeal, in her even spaced public-school handwriting that always got a star and has not changed very much
since then.
The dogs are a problem. After some thought she unchains them, but she does not let them past the gate: at a
crucial moment they might give her away.
She walks north in her heavy boots, carrying her parka because it is not yet cold enough to put it on, and her
package of food and the shotgun which she has taken care to load.
She passes the cemetery where her father and mother and her grandmother and grandfather are buried; the
church used to be there but it burned down sixteen years ago and was rebuilt closer to the highway. Frank’s people
are in the other cemetery, his go back to the great-grandfather but they are Anglican, not that he kept it up.
There is no one else on the road; she feels a little foolish. What if she is wrong and Frank comes back after all,
what if nothing, really, is the matter?
Shortening, she writes. She intends to make a lemon meringue pie for Sunday, when two of the children are
coming up from the city for dinner.
*
It is almost evening and Mrs. Burridge is tired. She is in a part of the country she cannot remember, though she
has stayed on the same road and it is a road she knows well; she has driven along it many times with Frank.
But walking is not the same as driving. On one side there is a field, no buildings, on the other a woodlot; a
stream flows through a culvert under the road.
Mrs. Burridge kneels down to drink: the water is ice-cold and tastes of iron. Later there will be a frost, she can
feel it. She puts on her parka and her gloves, and turns into the forest where she will not be seen. There she will
eat some raisins and cheese and try to rest, waiting for the moon to rise so she can continue walking. It is now
quite dark. She smells earth, wood, rotting leaves.
Suddenly her eye is caught by a flicker of red, and before she can turn back—how can this happen so quickly?
—it takes shape, it is a small fire, off to the right, and two men are crouching near it. They have seen her, too: one
of them rises and comes toward her.
His teeth bare, he is smiling; he thinks she will be easy, an old woman. He says something but she cannot
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imagine what it is, she does not know how people dressed like that would talk.
They have spotted the gun, their eyes have fastened on it, they want it. Mrs. Burridge knows what she must do.
She must wait until they are close enough and then she must raise the gun and shoot them, using one barrel for
each, aiming at the faces. Otherwise they will kill her, she has no doubt about that.
She will have to be fast, which is too bad because her hands feel thick and wooden; she is afraid, she does not
want the loud noise or the burst of red that will follow, she has never killed anything in her life.
*
She has no pictures beyond this point.
You never know how you will act in a thing like that until it actually happens.
Mrs. Burridge looks at the kitchen clock. On her list she writes Cheese, they are eating more cheese now than
they used to because of the price of meat.
She gets up and goes to the kitchen door.
43.205 The Object d’Art\fn{by Jean-Paul Daoust (1946- )} Valleyfield, Quebec, Canada (M) 4
“In Montreal it is presently two degrees below zero. There is the possibility of snow this evening. Dress
warmly. Winds from …”
She turned off the radio. She slid her hand through her black hair which she had had dyed the day before, down
below on the concourse of Sherbrooke Station where a new hairdressing salon for both men and women had just
opened. That way she had not had to go out and confront the cold rain. The hairdresser had also cut and given
body to her hair, giving her a sort of black halo effect which made her gray eyes radiant, with a very “magazine
look,” she thought. This amused her.
She was thirty and she was magnificent. She knew it. Which gave an even more terrifying weight to her
loneliness. She went towards a window and stuck her nose against a pane. A mist formed, which she wiped away
with the back of her hand. Then she admired the Jacques-Cartier bridge which linked Longueuil to Montreal in a
postcard posture. The afternoon was becoming hazy in the gloomy weather. The pink lights of the city would soon
become visible in the distance, in the countryside.
She loved this bridge, which seemed so light, stretched between the sky and the river like a body at peace with
itself.
She turned away from it and examined her hotel-like suite, three rooms and a box-room in a row, which was
terribly untidy.
So much for routine! She again slid her hand through her hair and turned to face the bridge and the town, a
vibrant modern refrain of metal and light in the oncoming night. Dusk was her favorite time, when she could
enjoy that changing vision of the town arranging its night-time “look.”
*
But she suddenly felt very alone on finding herself surrounded by cigarette ends and empty glasses. She turned
on a few lamps and saw the post that was lying on the kitchen table. She seized an envelope containing an
invitation to a private view in the rue Saint-Denis, at the Aurore gallery, that very evening. She knew the spot: a
large flat on the first floor, which had been converted into a pleasant space by the owner, Anne, one of her friends.
There was an exhibition there of a fairly well-known painter who had brought back her most recent work from
Tibet.
“In China ink, I suppose.”
But this thought did not make her laugh. It had been a long time since she had laughed. And this gloomy
month of November did not make anything better, and nor did splitting up with her lover either, obviously. You
cannot erase twelve years of living together like the mist on a window pane. And in Montreal, when the autumn
leaves have packed their bags and gone with all the colors in the world, all that is left is a gray that marks time,
waiting for the barbaric invasion of the snow which the pollution will soon sort out. So, this private view could be
an honourable escape from her flat, which was in such a mess.
She turned her back on the disorder and returned to the windows to lose herself in the urban landscape. She
had been uniquely lucky to find this flat, on the fourteenth floor, on the south-west corner of the apartment block,
with a privileged view over the river and the town center, and even over the Mont Royal, which, at this time of the
evening, was beginning to disappear in the chilled shadow created by the cross that was lighting up. She could go
straight down into the metro, without the need to go outside, which was a blessing in this harsh climate. And, on
the second floor, a heated, Olympic-size swimming pool could easily give one the illusion of being elsewhere.
She had lived in this flat for five months. Since …
She did not want to think about it any more. One is never cured of a problem of the heart. One recovers. That
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is all. She was in a period of convalescence.
And her sabbatical year had come at just the right time. She would return to the University of Montreal, where
she gave lectures on the history of art, next year, in September. But all of that seemed far into the future and she
was relieved about that. This evening, she felt like going out and rubbing shoulders with the lights of the town;
this private view was most welcome.
She re-read the invitation card.
In her studio in Old Montreal, the artist had reworked drawings and objects done in Tibet.
She picked up a glass and filled it with red wine, then stood looking out on the town, which was slipping into
its filmstar’s gown, and smiled for the first time in a long time. This evening, life gave the impression of being
beautiful. She raised her glass to her reflection in the window, which seemed to be floating among the stars of the
town, and, closing her eyes, she took a long drink of wine. She had the impression of seeing red bubbles falling
down her throat. When she opened her eyes again the wine had almost all gone. She went to get some more. After
all, the evening was only just beginning.
As usual.
*
On entering the art gallery, she spotted several people crowded together in the front room, commonly called
the double living room in the past.\fn{We would describe this as a living-room-cum-parlor .} She turned off towards the
corridor and opened the door to the bathroom, which was fortunately empty. As the hubbub from the crowd
echoed against the door she touched up her make-up, combed her hair to reveal her forehead so that the amazing
light in her eyes could be easily seen.
Once she was satisfied, she went out, ready to confront society. She made sure to take a glass of red wine on
the way, and greeted the people she knew, her friends.
The exhibition was not bad, but nothing more than that. The wine was good. The wine consoled her.
Calmed her. She relied on it more and more. She felt removed, very removed from all those people about
whom, in several cases, she knew what had gone on to make up their lives. As removed as those drawings hanging on the wall, painted in a far-away country. A country which she too had, however, visited.
As she went towards the back, that is to say towards the kitchen, she had to walk through a large room which,
in days long gone by, had probably been used as a dining room. The exhibition continued there as well, but it was
different. There were more drawings on the walls, but on the floor had been placed large blocks of plexiglas
containing different sculptures, and that is where she saw it.
A shape that was folded over on itself, with black and shiny reflections as if a purple energy emanated from it,
and open as if it were not afraid to reveal the surprising strength from which it fed hidden in its imperturbable
curves, and in the center a jewel (an amethyst?) was pulsating like the eye of a cyclops.
She was fascinated by it. Immediately, she felt compelled by it. And she searched for the word that could
adequately define that object. It bore a simplistic, not to say mocking, title:

Objet d’Art.
Beneath, as a sort of subtitle in smaller letters, these intriguing words:
Video of a Novel

It was here, a prisoner in this cage, like a strange insect, a relic of the Palaeozoic era. A stream of incongruous
images went through her head. She simply could not get over it. She stood there, as if glued to her wine-glass, and
examined it. She had an irresistible desire to touch it, to see it coil up in the palm of her hand, to brush it genly
against her cheek.
There was not yet a red dot next to it. And there was a good reason: the price was exorbitant! She was sure that
the object had been made for her. Yet she would never have enough money to buy it for herself unless she forgot
about the trip to the South, but that was out of the question. She was confronted, she thought, by problems of
wealth.
But the simple fact was that she did not have enough. It was pointless to imagine countless scenarios: the object was beyond her means.
So, racked by a sense of anguish that she considered ridiculous, she watched over it, turning over in her mind a
thousand scenes of victory, that is to say that the same figures shone in her plans, each more impossible than the
last. She stood there, drinking her wine, which an attentive waiter kept on refilling, smiling like a freshwater
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shark. She did not even see him. Only the object mattered. An object with the pompous title of Objet d’Art.
People were moving around her and the object, chatting. And the more they laughed and chattered, the more it
seemed to her imperative to shield it from this tawdry vulgarity. She knew she was overcome by a sudden attack
of madness, as if she had been put under a magic spell.
She looked at the people and could not get over so great a lack of awareness. This world of artists, critics,
writers was there, frolicking, as if the exhibition were part of the aperitif, the shopping and the gossip …
Whereas she was deeply troubled, as if for the first time in her life she had come face to face with holiness.
*
She absolutely had to have it! For she had fallen madly in love with it. Yes, love was precisely the right word.
And it remained there, in its case, assessing her, deriding her, seducing her.
When she saw the owner coming towards her with a red dot on the end of her finger, she felt dizzy. As if she
was witnessing the arrival of death. She felt as if she were on the edge of a great misfortune and only the object,
she now knew, could save her. But Anne smiled warmly at her and stuck the label at the bottom of an insignificant drawing.
Now she understood: she had to have the object, whatever it cost. And she sank into deep thought. The private
view was a success. And if anyone had paid the slightest attention to this woman they would only have seen an
attractive young person contemplating, studying certain objects, there, in a transparent box. They could not have
guessed that she was bewitched.
But she was beside herself with impatience. She could not free herself from the yoke placed on her by the
object. It was pointless calling herself mad, she had never seen anything so beautiful, so alarming. Seduction had
pierced her to her very soul. She could see it in its smallest detail, its most subtle nuances, even the shadows in its
folds, its entrails, down to the most subtle of its reflections, and that eye, which looked at her like a burning star,
shattered, just for her, the awful plexiglas. It was imperative that she buy it. The matter had become one of life or
death. It was as simple, as terrifying as that.
But the price!
She found it hard to make up her mind. The waiter filled her glass and said:
“It’s hot, isn’t it?”
She looked at him. At first she did not see him, then she perceived teeth coming into focus, white and straight,
in a smile that could have been an advertisement for toothpaste. She tried to do the same.
“Do you feel all right?”
She nodded to say yes. Then, from the depths of her childhood, rose that image of the pink angel, in the crib,
who thanks the faithful when the coins fall through the slot in his neck. She got the giggles, which encouraged the
young waiter to carry on:
“There are so many people here, aren’t there?”
She touched his elbow with her left hand. He shivered. She did not notice and managed to mutter to him that
she wanted to see Anne, immediately. He replied—and she could then see a tongue twist into a damp red point
ready to stick itself to her forehead:
“The owner?”
She nodded again. With great ceremony he bowed like a servant in a silent movie and disappeared. But all
those people were still coming and going. She stared at the object and felt better. She had finally made up her
mind.
*
When Anne turned up, her index finger again tattooed with a red dot, she panicked. But Anne put it at the
bottom of some drawing or other. Then Anne came towards her.
She was quite slender and her face looked as though it were divided into two. Above, her eyes were sad; down
below her smile was radiant. So one never knew whether Anne was happy or unhappy. Which meant that people
always remained at a certain distance, always had a sense of disquiet when they did not really know her.
They exchanged customary trivialities; then she pointed to the object.
Anne smiled wryly, ill at ease. There followed a strange silence, made all the more acute by the surrounding
crowd. Then Anne said in her husky voice:
“Of course, it is not possible for you to know that this is the first time that the artist has agreed to put it up for
sale?”
Taken aback, she looked at Anne.
“You see, she has never wanted to part with it. She says that it’s her good-luck charm. But since she wants to
return to Tibet, this time for a very long time, she needs to get all the money that she possibly can. But, I’ll be
perfectly honest with you, she was hoping that no one would buy it.”
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“But I want it.”
This reply, pronounced so curtly, took Anne completely by surprise and she raised her left hand as though to
ward off bad luck. For seconds that seemed to last for ever, the silence meant that they could only look uneasily at
each other, then at last Anne went off; saying:
“Since you’re so keen on it, aleajacta est.”\fn{The die is cast.}
The phrase seemed threatening. Trembling, she put her wine-glass down on top of the object, on the cube of
plexiglas, then searched in her black leather bag, which she wore across her shoulder. She had put on a roll-neck
dress made of black wool, out of which emerged her long legs, made extremely shapely by her pointed shoes,
which were also black and had terrifyingly high heels. She found her cheque book, issued by the Caisse Populaire
Saint-Louis-de-France.
The name and address seemed to flicker. The words seemed to move away then come close, grow smaller and
bigger, as if the name of the saint were constantly passing before her eyes and through a magnifying glass. She
leant gently and heard a crack: the plastic construction was collapsing with a terrifying din and she was rolling
amid the debris, holding, in her hands covered in blood, the object that she so desired.
She regained her composure. She was finding it hard to breathe. She shook her head as though to drive away
these hallucinations.
Anne reappeared and asked:
“Are you all right?”
She nodded in assent. As an excuse she pointed to the crowd around her. But Anne did not look convinced. She
managed to find a pen and, like an automaton, wrote out the cheque, exactly as required. She let out a deep breath,
which worried Anne.
“That can wait, you know.”
She immediately fired a look at her in which were mixed surprise and fear. Anne, beside herself with surprise,
repeated that gesture with the left hand which this time seemed to mean:
“As you wish.”
Then Anne took the cheque, thanked her and, in the time that it took to say it, marked with a blood-red circle
the “i” of “Video,” and disappeared, swallowed up by the noisy crowd.
*
At last she was alone with it, and now it was her objet d’art. At last, it was hers! If only she had had the time to
touch it, but Anne had acted with such dexterity, such speed … “in secret,” she thought. She picked up her glass.
As though by magic, the waiter appeared, all his canines on view.
She smiled at him, this time for real, relieved. He rushed over to fill her glass. He was fascinated by her beauty, by the incredible color of her eyes.
But paying him no attention whatsoever, she returned to her private conversation with the object, interspersed
with many a private toast. She drank. And she drank.
When she noticed that the crowd had thinned out, she furtively blew a kiss to the object, which seemed to wink
at her in a way that had a great effect on her. She jumped. She drained her glass. She had no difficulty in reaching
the portico where the waiter was waiting for her. He helped her to slip into her loose-fitting black woollen coat
bought in the Parachute de Soho shop in New York.
He uttered some inane phrases, which she had heard thousands of times before. Anne thanked her again and
said that the artist would love to meet her. But she retorted that she was too tired and that she would speak to her
another time. She would have liked to take the object away with her, but she knew the rules of the game: once the
exhibition was over, she would be able to collect it, not before.
But how she would have loved to have it immediately! She kept her desire a secret. Reluctantly, she went
down the stairs. Dreamily, Anne watched her leave.
Once outside, the cold wind lashed her face. Next door, the Express was heaving, as usual. She went in and
was miraculously able to get the seat of a customer who was paying his bill. She ordered red wine, a medium- rare
undercut and chips, which she adored.
She ate and drank with relish. Everything was turning out as perfectly as possible. She had just sacrificed her trip to
the West Indies for an object which was perhaps not worth it.
“So what!” she repeated to herself. Had she not sacrificed twelve years of her life, sacrificed her youth, for someone
who was not worth it, so why make such a big deal of it?
She drank. She did her make-up twice in the toilets. Her eyes glistened in the mirror like moons over the Nile. She
knew she was getting more and more drunk and, at the same time, more and more lucid. She was developing a split
personality, analysing and becoming astonished at herself.
Outside, the blizzard was picking up. She paid with her American Express card and left.
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*
The wind was now whipping the night indecently. She crossed the street and then, a little further up, she dived into a
bar that she liked a lot and the name of which, Le Passeport, had been found by one of her friends, Julien. It was full to
bursting. The sound was so loud it shook the place.
She left her coat in the cloakroom, and went towards the bar at the back. Colette, her favourite barmaid, welcomed
her by raising her arms in the air and saying that she looked to be in tremendous shape. As usual, she asked for red
wine. Colette suggested new wine to her, which seemed an excellent idea.
She drank and the rest of the world gradually disappeared in a fuzziness of faded colours, pierced now and then by
the violet eye of the objet d’art. When she felt that she was drifting too much, she went on the dance floor and pirouetteted like a plucked feather beneath artificial stars. And thus she spent the rest of the evening, drinking and dancing.
Then, Colette invited her to go to a place where they illegally served alcohol after closing time, but she declined.
She wanted to remain alone in order to dream more clearly about it, the objet d’art.
*
She went outside and found the pavement metamorphosed into a tortured, icy zebra skin and no taxi in sight. She
raised the collar of her coat in order to combat the storm. She had no choice. She crossed the street again and walked
past the Aurore gallery. No light shone from any of the windows. But she knew that behind them, deep in a glass
sarcophagus, a mysterious eye shone.
The Express was closed. Only a few pale lights watched over the ghosts of the evening. Opposite, the entrance to
the new Théâtre d’Aujourd’hui looked like an empty aquarium. But the cold wind and the blizzard prevented her
from stopping. She closed her eyes and thought that she now had her talisman.
Outside the Marcel Proulx florist’s she clung on to a small, skeletal tree, a gift of the town of Montreal. The
florist’s window, in which were displayed magnificent, seductively colored flowers, cruelly reminded her that she
had just sacrificed her journey to their beloved countries, and every petal of a scarlet hibiscus seemed to make a
blood-red reproach to her. Then, at the corner of rue Roy, she made out a taxi at the end of rue Berri.
But it turned right, went between the Saint-Louis-de-France church and the Caisse Populaire where, in a few
hours’ time, would arrive an astronomically large cheque signed with her name, and it disappeared from sight at
the end of Roy where, in a depressing little square, lie some chairs that no one knows what to do with.
The taxi was probably going to turn into rue Saint-Andre to answer the call of someone who was impatient to
set off on a journey, and whose aeroplane would take off in the very early morning for a sunny country. She felt
like Alice in Wonderland, at the crossroads: either she turned left and faced the diabolical wind, which, as though
in a shooting gallery, was weeping and swearing, impaled on the church steeple, or she went on straight ahead and
tried, as a result, to inch her way past the house said to be “of the deaf and dumb” where Louis Frechette\fn{ “Louis-Honoré Fréchette, CMG (1839-1908), Canadian poet, politician, playwright, and short story writer.”:W } had died, the poet who
had written La ligende d’un peuple.\fn{1877} She plumped for the second way.
*
The snow was running down her neck and her wet scarf was virtually useless. Her high-heeled shoes were the
stuff of a complete nightmare. The cold gripped her ankles and threatened to nail her right into the cracks of the
pavement that she could make out through her tears. When she had been little, playing hopscotch, she had always
been certain that she would go to heaven, but now her guardian angel had abandoned her in this white hell
through which she was drifting like a broken wing.
She cursed this country with its barbaric climate, and her only encouragement was to think about enjoying this
spectacle, once she was nestling in the warmth of her apartment, even if violent squalls of wind beset her from
every direction.
Outside the café Cherrier, also closed, she was able to catch her breath. Opposite, the trees on Saint-Louis
square groaned like opera ghosts. Dumbfounded, she stopped to listen to these arresting moans, then she set off
again, at a faster pace. Another hundred metres and it would all be over.
She would have liked to make for the building covered in gray sheet metal, the ugliest in the town, where sat
the Institut d’Hotellerie, foolishly grounded there like a pathetic double of Darth Vader from Star Wars, but she
knew that at that hour the doors to the metro were bolted. So there was no way she could go down the tunnel
which linked the west and east exits of Sherbrooke Station in order to take advantage of that underground passage
and get straight into her building. She steeled herself to cross the three-lane section of the Bern thoroughfare.
Under the viaduct, the wind rushed at her, screaming like a maniac, and caught her. Slowly, she was being
stifled as though by a cruel octopus that had come out of the deepest regions of the town. But, knowing herself to
be so close to home gave her renewed strength.
She literally threw herself forward. She lost all awareness of time and eventually found herself beneath the
awning at the entrance to her apartment block, unjustifiably called Circle Square.
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She hurtled through the portico made from imitation beige marble and leant, with relief, against the door. At
last, the odyssey had come to an end.
Trembling, she took her keys out of her bag and managed to open the other door. Her frozen fingers seemed to
be a haven for all the pins in the world.
The lift was there, waiting. She succeeded in pressing the figure fourteen. The door closed as if in slow motion.
She got to her floor and took out another key to unbolt the door to 404.
*
She was greeted by the magnificent spectacle of the storm which was unfurling on the screen that were the
windows. She stood for a moment, astounded by the realization that she had just walked through that gale. She
dropped into an armchair. Then she began to take off her clothes.
Vigorously, she brushed her teeth and took off her make-up, which had run everywhere. The wind was beating
on the windows. The lights in the town were flickering, like headlamps gone mad.
“The first snow-storm in Montreal is always fascinating,” she muttered to herself before sinking into the calm
waters of her pink sheets. But she dreamt of immense ice-sculptures, darkened by whirls of smoke surrounding a
crater that glowed red and in the centre of which flickered a violet iris which sucked her in.
She woke up in the late morning, feeling unwell, with a heavy head and her heart pounding.
She swallowed two aspirins and went back to bed. Through the windows she felt attacked by a bright blue sky,
sprinkled with some light snow that the wind was tossing in the currents of icy air, whilst the buildings in the
town pierced the sky with their shimmering scalpels.
*
Trembling, she lit a cigarette and, at the same time, turned on the radio. It was time for the regional news on
Radio-Canada.
When the announcer talked about a fire on the Plateau Mont-Royal having brought about three alerts at dawn,
she stopped smoking.
He gave the address of the three-storey apartment block that contained two occupied flats and an art gallery.
No lives had been lost but the damage had been considerable.
The possibility of arson had not been eliminated. The weather forecast followed:
“A clear sky today and tonight, but cold. It is presently two degrees below zero in Dorval. Which is slightly
below the average for this time of year. At the beep it will be midday.”
Even with the radio off, that piercing sound continued to draw a black line in her head, like an epitaph without
words.
She wept.
91.78 The King Of Siam\fn{by Katherine Govier (1948- )}Edmonton, Alberta, Canada (F) 5
Jane is in Paris when the news comes: her mother is dead in the apple orchard in the Okanagan, where she and
Jane’s father have retired, supposedly at peace. And Jane remembers her mother dancing. Not with her father,
Saturday night in the living room, after a discussion about how much hip she could use in the rumba. He would be
leading, driving her with both shoulders as one would a wheelbarrow.
“That much, no more,” he ruled.
Her slim hip poked out; he put it back in its place, a stern man with a measuring eye.
“Here I go with my best foot backward,” her mother would say, waggishly, because the man always led, and
his forward steps made her step out behind.
*
No, that is not what she remembers, but her mother dancing, alone, weekday mornings, letting loose, elbows
pumping, her mouth a soundless smile. She looks like Mary Martin. The words she sings are Mary’s:
“I’m gonna wash that man right outa my hair …”
The record spins in the dusty-bright air.
The house glares; the cloudless sky and the flat, snow-whitened lawns and streets bounce sunbeams through
the picture windows. The beams explode geometrically again and again on motes of dust in the dry inside air,
creating a painful brightness in all directions.
Alone with the smallest child when the others have gone to school, her mother walks around in the forced-air
heat with narrowed eyes, sometimes shading her brows with a forearm. The beige curtains are closed, to filter the
light which could take two shades out of the upholstery in one season.
The house is a light-box, her mother has two dimensions, like a paper doll glued onto sticks. The records are
old ones in small jackets, the songs simple, like rhymes.
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“Oh what a beautiful morning, oh what a beautiful day, I’ve got a wonderful feeling, everything’s going my
way …”
*
Every morning is the same. They have things to do. They will just put on a record while they work. They listen
a few minutes and pretend to dust or sort tea towels but inevitably are seduced. First, certain pieces of furniture
have to be moved, his stuffed footstool and the glass-topped coffee table with three cones for legs. Then the
choice—Brigadoon? Carousel? The King and I?
They take off their shoes.
They are dancing. Not with each other, no, they move off into separate orbits; there in the veiled brilliance of
the living room. Socks on the pink-beige carpet give shocks if they touch each other or the velvet chair. Bits of
them arc through the hall mirror, and also in the glass of the picture frames.
Cheap clichés these movements, but wildly sincere. The arched eyebrows, hands on knees, bug eyes for the
benefit of the audience beyond the curtains fluttering over the forced-air vent. The faces out of which such words
can come:
“I’m gonna wash that man right outa my hair, and send him on his way …”
Or the supple, breamy swaying, mouth slightly open:
“Some enchanted evening, you may see a stranger, you may see a stranger, across a crowded room …”
The room where such events can happen is somewhere else. But somewhere else is a place, a place you can get
to, if you just keep going, going until it is not Jane, but just her mother dancing, Jane watching. Her mother
fabulous and strong, her mother tough and funny. And Jane knows a kind of peace, almost holy.
Her mother, the light, the music.
*
We are talking about the fifties, in the West. A growing city with a university, an industry; a small box house
on a too wide street; her father working out of town on the oil rigs. The Oil Capital of Canada! Gateway to the
North!
But outside its boundaries, nowhere. West, but not coast, flattish, but not prairie, that was farther south. The
American term “Midwest,” conjuring visions of cornfields, did not apply. They call it parkland, but there were no
parks, only a place where they sometimes went to see a herd of captive buffalo, brought back from near-extinction. During the gold rush, expeditions embarked from here for the Yukon; some lost their way; in all one hundred
and twenty-eight people perished.
And there was the river, muscular, army-green, so wide it would lead Jane, years later, to scorn the Seine as
puny. The North Saskatchewan’s deep valley cut an S through the city, curling below Lolly Bacon, the treacherous toboggan hill, running straight under the High Level Bridge (One of the Seven Wonders of the World!) and
looping the hill where stood the giant blue-roofed railway hotel. Then it straightened out to pass the refinery—
when lit at night its scaffolds, arms and towers, a fairy castle—and swept east, toward everything else.
In summer the family walked alongside the river, on a narrow path by the Outdoors Club, watching out for
quicksand.
In winter her father and the boys skied, on long light planks with leather lace-up boots.
Jane stood by the back door looking after them down the walk. On either side the heaps of snow were piled
over her head; she was too small to go out. Later, she went along, but she was clumsy and fell, and they were impatient.
Winter lasted from October to May. They were farther north than any other city of size except Moscow. In the
depth of winter, the sun didn’t come up until nine, and it was setting by four. Strange, then, it was not the dark she
remembered, but the light. Winter days were dazzling: a clear sky and diamond sun on the packed dry snow,
snow-blindness as common as frostbite.
And her mother dancing.
The rigs went south and so did they. Her mother’s eyes went down, her back began to stoop. Something was
wrong. Her mother seemed the victim of some terrible disease, consumed by things she wanted to be, or do, and
couldn’t.
She never danced alone, only with him, her father, and it was not dancing anymore, it was just obedi-ence. He
worked in an office by then.
*
By the time her father comes home, her mother is trussed with an apron, hands sticky with flour and water,
facing into the corner where the sink is. It is a fascinating corner; the mouse is said to live in the back of the cupboard. Jane feels kin to that mouse: she was a mouse in her dance recital, and her father calls her Mouse. There
are windows above the sink, looking into the backyard, at the flowering crabapple tree which the waxwings visit
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in winter. Probably Jane is at the table drawing, invisible behind the door when her father pushes it open.
“Hi, honey.”
He comes up behind and slaps her bottom. Her mother stiffens, turning her face toward him for the kiss, but
keeping the chin down.
“My hands,” she says, excusing herself.
He opens the cupboard doors, taking a glass down with a hard clink, banging the door shut again, opening and
shutting the refrigerator noisily.
His movements are square, angry. He is already on his way back to the den, where he will sit and read the
paper in peace: halfway down the hall his voice is louder.
“Kids out again?” Her mother turns, whispers.
“Go see your father. Talk to him.”
She rises, looking down at her coloring book. The only thing that makes this bearable is that they are working
together, mother and daughter. She knows she is an offering to forestall a perhaps inevitable wrath.
“Dad?”
“Is that you, Mouse?” Still standing outside the door, not moving until requested to.
“Come in.”
She pushes open the door.
His feet are closest to her, on the footstool in socks; wide, almost square feet, with toes that arch and curl as if
by their own inclination. He is behind these feet leaning back in the armchair; the paper is folded in his lap. He
has put down the paper. Now she must prove herself worthy of his attention.
She is invited up close, to sit on his lap. He gives her a rough hug; she ducks his face because of the scratchy
whiskers. His head is like a bullet, his neck thick and pocked. Everything about him is strange and threatening.
She is perched there when another faint tap comes on the door.
Her mother, without the apron, with clean hands. There is a discreet change in his voice, and he sits up.
“I have work to do, girls.” They both slip out.
He doesn’t want music on, music disturbs him at this hour. As dinner cooks Jane studies the record album.
Anna and the King of Siam in sunset colors, before the flock of little round-faced children with blue-black hair.
“Shall we dance, On a bright cloud of music shall we fly? Shall we dance, shall we then say goodnight and
mean goodbye? …”
Anna was a beautiful, gentle woman who went to a strange land to look after the children. They were the
King’s children, not hers. The King was bald and mean, with blazing eyes and a very straight back, like Jane’s
father. He had unpredictable rages, he even put people to death if they displeased him. He was primitive, a brute.
But Anna fell in love. Jane cannot understand what Anna sees in the King. And why did Anna go there in the
first place? Reading closely, Jane discovers that Anna had another love, her true love, who died. Perhaps this was
the case with her mother.
*
At five-thirty her father calls out his door about dinner—is it almost ready, or does someone want to get him
another Scotch?
Jane is sent to retrieve his glass. He has seated himself, by this time, at his desk and is working with a pencil
and a ruler on large sheets of squared paper which roll up at the corners. She takes the glass to her mother, who
pours more Scotch in it. By the time she reaches his door it happens.
He cannot find the gum eraser.
“Nona! Nona!” he roars.
Now Jane is in the hall outside his door, and can see them both. In the kitchen her mother’s head, ever ready
for alarm, rises up like some deer’s hearing distant gunfire. She pushes in the drawer where she is counting out
table-napkins. Jane hates the panicky, hobbled sound of her mother’s heels.
“What is it, dear?” sweetly, anxious.
“Who’s been in this drawer? 1 told you not to let the kids at my things. Now I can’t find my eraser.”
“I don’t think they have been. I’ve told them so many times.”
Jane shrinks in the background. Has she taken the eraser? The accusation is so strong she thinks she must have.
His drawer slams.
“Oh, what’s the point?” (bitterly, bitterly) “I can’t get anything done around here.”
*
After eating in silence, he pushes back his chair and announces that he has to go back to the office. Jane and
her mother do the dishes together. After, her mother finds the eraser in the drawer, under a pile of envelopes. She
reads to Jane, The House at Pooh Corner, before bed and she laughs, very hard, about Tigger falling out of the
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tree.
Jane lies awake in bed. Eventually her father comes home. His voice is still loud, and cross. Her mother murmurs, placating. They go to bed, in the room next to Jane. Jane doesn’t want to hear the noises, so she sings to
herself.
“Or perchance, when the last leetle star has leaved the sky, shall we still be together, with our arms around
each other, and shall you be my new romance? …”
*
Later the family found little to recommend these cities, little to remember.
They moved to British Columbia, and her mother became more bitter, more crippled.
Jane went away without regret. She didn’t like ties, didn’t want a man, never thought about it. She studied art,
as her mother wished her to, and went to Paris. But she didn’t paint. As she often said, she had nothing to paint.
She worked, when she felt like it, writing features for Canadian newspapers. Her pieces always had some Canadian angle, that was how she sold them.
The day she learns that her mother has killed herself, not just died, passively, but died actively, by her own
hand, all in the new blossoms of spring, Jane has lined up an interview with an artist. It is her father who telephones.
Her father is sorry, he has been sorry for years, but he does not say so. And Jane, who thought she had forgiven
him, is filled with hate. All she can think of is his impatience, the way he beat her mother down, the way her
mother shrank.
She puts down the telephone.
Then, because Jane is alone and has nothing better to do, she goes to the interview.
The artist lives in the sixteenth district. Jane travels by Metro, getting off at the stop he named, turns up narrower streets than those she’s passed through, and finds his door with a tiny gold nameplate.
He greets Jane sternly, and turns his back. In the sitting room he brings a trolley, serves tea, and madeleines (a
la Proust! he points out in a way not convivial but instructive).
The artist is prairie Canadian, and very good; Jane wept in the gallery looking at his pictures. He shows her
more. They are painted in egg tempera and are of people in empty rooms, of light from two windows hitting a
corner, or sunglasses reflecting a flat horizon.
She says she is from Edmonton. He was recently there.
“A terrible place full of awful people! And they all look just like you!”
The madeleines are crumbly and taste like dust. She mentions a few names.
“Oh yes! I saw him! He looks like he just came in from bashing baby seals. And the students! So lazy! All they
ever asked me about was money. How much they could make as artists. Mind you, they were better than the faculty. These people, they were so lost, so ignorant. A dreadful, dreadful place.”
Something causes her to be polite, eager to please. She doesn’t dare make her usual joke, that the North
Saskatchewan is wider than the Seine.
“The only nice person in the whole city was a taxi driver. He drove me along the river valley,” says the artist.
“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”
He glares and presses his lips together.
“You don’t know Paris if you think that any other city is beautiful.”
*
Jane trips, stumbles from the staircase onto the sidewalk, turns this way and that in the crowded streets. The
Metro stop is not where it was.
She discovers another. She stares down at the rails in the tunnel. She reassesses the man’s painting. They are
unreasonable, relentless, unforgiving. There is a clinical coldness to them; but they have taught her something.
They have made her see in terrible relief. The city is split into layers, levels one on top of each other. Gaps and
improbabilities occur.
For instance, there on the dull shine of the train rail, a creature is moving. It has a familiar down-tilted, pearshaped body and scaly tail. The rat looks her in the eye. It stands up on its hind legs as if to declare itself. Jane has
never actually seen a rat before. There is a special program for rat control in Alberta, successful to an extraordinary degree.
Jane screams, clamping her hand on her mouth. She begins to tremble. She is falling apart, and on foreign soil.
The train pulls into the station and the doors sigh open, with pressure. She enters the car with others. Parisians are
so rude, they take the outside seat as if to dare you to climb over their knees to get to the other chair. She does.
There is a boy sitting across from her. He has dirty, long hair and a huge Adam’s apple. He leans forward in his
chair, sensing weakness.
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“You speak English?”
She stares straight ahead.
“Mademoiselle, you speak English.”
She does not answer.
“Français?”
She keeps staring, hoping to be taken for a deaf mute.
“Mademoiselle, you are American.”
That trips her into shaking her head.
“Not American; German, perhaps?”
The other passengers find this amusing. The young man slurs and leans, perhaps he is on drugs, he doesn’t
seem to be drunk. He puts his hand on her knee. He keeps asking her where she is from, he lists half the countries
in Europe, but he really thinks she is English-speaking, and returns compulsively to “America, America.” She
shrinks in her seat. She is afraid to push him away, to push his hand off her knee; she thinks then he might leap on
her.
The man who would not move over is watching. He cocks an eye as if to say,
“Why are you putting up with this? Why don’t you fight back?”
Women smirk. No one in the crowd will help her. They are waiting for her to speak.
She cannot speak. Why should she expect them to defend her, if she can’t defend herself? The only thing she
can do is run away.
The next time the train stops she springs over the man in the seat and out the door. People are laughing behind
her. The hollow station magnifies her shame.
*
Jane walks, runs, sweating, through streets that are completely strange, not the Paris she knows.
The faces around her are black; words from shop-front conversations fall around her ears like pebbles. The boy
on the train has laid a curse on her: she understands no known language, she comes from nowhere. She carries on
like this for a while, crying, while passersby look at her incuriously or not at all. When the tears are reduced to
hiccups and shudders, she realizes that she is hungry and gathers her courage to enter a little restaurant. There at
last, coffee before her, she becomes calm. She sits for a long time.
The man at a table by the window looks like the philosopher-king whose picture Jane has seen in the newspaper. He is very dark, with a beard, and a long, bony nose, long, narrow eyes. She looks past him at the street and
recognizes a certain hare-lip newspaper vendor: there is the passage she calls Avenue des Crottes; around from
that must be Square Saint-Sulpice. She has made her way back somehow to “her” Paris.
She smiles at her empty cup. She lifts her eyes. He is gazing at her.
They leave the café together. He corrects her French as they climb five floors to his room. As if he cares, as if
he has been asking, she tells him she is from Canada.
He is disappointed. He is crazy about things American, “baskets,” which turn out to be track shoes, and
Broadway music. West Side Story. South Pacific. He has all the records. And a bottle of wine.
The sun is going down pale peach beyond the gummy gray windows.
She realizes that the light is wrong, there is a film on everything, the dirty air, the dusty desk top. There must
be light. He plays records one after another. Camelot, My Fair Lady. Then, The King and I. She begins to sing the
words. He knows them too, but not what they mean, he tests them in his mouth like unfamiliar candies.
He rubs her nipples, hard, and they undress. His body is long and narrow and dark, with a rectangle of hair like
a flag on his chest. When they make love, he is making love to America, but she doesn’t care.
After, she gets up to dance, putting on his shirt. The philosopher—she doesn’t even know his name, but somehow he is making all this possible—focuses a reading light on her. Tears slide over her cheeks, down her throat.
By then she is stoned enough to forget about the rat and the terrible boy on the Metro, and the upbeat story she
will have to write about the frightening artist—but not about her wasted, horribly dead mother, who has now
turned into an ache running from the base of her rib on the left side right into her neck.
But Jane does not stop, she keeps on and she has all the moves, the snap wrists, the jammed-out hip, open
mouth and fake innocent eyes; she is all those saucy heroines of the musicals. She is Nona, in the fifties, Nona in
her lip-sync revolt.
“Oh, Mother, Mother, Mother,” she cries.
It is all right to do it; the French understand these things. Didn’t de Beauvoir\fn{ 1908-1986) write that Sartre\fn
{1905-1980} himself cried out for his mother in sleep? She cries and she lets loose and she keeps going until it
visits her again, that feeling of having no edges, nothing to defend, nothing to fear, that only-one-word-for-it
peace from when she was four, or five, in the living room, watching her mother dance.
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And this peace is the gift, not the emptiness, not the ticket to leave. There was love, before the end.
And Jane too may find it. She may even find it with the King of Siam.
20.153 Reunion\fn{by Guy Vanderhaeghe (1951-

)}

Esterhazy, Saskatchewan, Canada (M) 6

It was a vivid countryside they drove through, green with new wheat, yellow with random spatters of wild
mustard, blue with flax. The red and black cattle, their hides glistening with the greasy shine of good pasture, left
off grazing to watch the car pass, pursued by a cloud of boiling dust. Poplar bluffs in the distance shook in the
watery heat haze with a crazy light, crows whirled lazily in the sky like flakes of black ash rising from a fire.
The man, his wife, and their little boy were traveling to a Stiles family reunion. It was the woman who was a
Stiles, had been born a Stiles rather. Her husband was a Cosgrave.
The boy wasn’t entire certain who he was. Of course, most times he was a Cosgrave. That was his name. Brian
Anthony Cosgrave, and he was six years old and could spell every one of his names. But in the company of his
mother’s people, somehow he became a Stiles. None of them saw anything but his mother in him: hair, eyes, nose,
mouth—all were so like hers they might have been borrowed, relatives exclaimed. Since his father had no people
(at least none that mattered enough to visit), Brian Anthony Cosgrave had never heard the other side of the story.
“For God’s sake, Jack,” Edith Cosgrave said, “stay away from the whisky for once. It’s a warm day. If they
offer you whisky, ask for a beer instead. On a hot day it isn’t rude to ask for a beer.”
“Yes, mother dear,” her husband said, eyes fixed on the grid road. “No, mother. If you please, mother. Christ.”
“You know as well as I do what happens when you drink whisky, Jack. It goes down too easy and you lose
count of how many you’ve had. I don’t begrudge you your beers. It’s that damn whisky,” she said angrily.
“It tastes twice as good when I know the pain it costs a Stiles to put it on the table.”
“Or me to watch you guzzle it.”
“Shit.”
The Cosgrave family had the slightly harried and shabby look of people who, although not quite poor, know
only too well and intimately the calculations involved in buying a new winter coat, eyeglasses, or a pair of shoes.
Jack Cosgrave’s old black suit was sprung taut across his belly, pinched him under the armpits. It also showed a
waxy-white scar on the shoulders where it had hung crookedly on a hanger, untouched for months.
His wife, however, had tried to rise to the occasion by dressing up a white blouse and pleated skirt with two
purchases: a cheap scarlet belt cinched tightly at her waist and a string of large red beads wound round her throat.
The boy sat numbly on the back sweat in a starched white shirt, strangled by a clip-on bow tie and itching in
his one pair of “good” pants—heavy wool trousers.
“They’re not to be borne without whisky,” Cosgrave muttered, “your family.”
“And you’re not to be borne with it in you,” she answered sharply. But relented. Perhaps it did not pay to keep
at him today.
“Please, Jack,” she said, “let’s have a nice time for once. Don’t embarrass me. Be a gentleman. Let me hold my
head up. Show some respect for my family.”
“That’s all I ask,” he said, speaking quickly. “I’d like a little respect from them. They all look at me as if I was
something the goddamn cat dragged in and dropped in the front parlor.” Saying this, he gave an angry little spurt
to the gas pedal for emphasis and the car responded by slewing around in the loose gravel on the road, pebbles
chittering on the undercarriage.
So like Jack, she thought, to be a bit reckless. A careless, passionate man. It was what drew her to him in the
beginning. His recklessness, his charming ways, his sweet cunning. So different from what she had learned of the
male character from observing her brothers: slow, apple-faced men who plodded about their business, the languor
of routine steeped deep into their heavy limbs.
Edith Cosgrave glanced at her husband’s face. A face dark with furious blood, dark as a plum. He was right in
believing her family didn’t think much of him. A man meant to work for wages all his life, that was how her
brothers would put it.
She only wished Jack had not failed in that first business. It had been his one chance, bought with the little
money his father had left him. He was unsuited to taking orders, job after job had proved that. Now he found
himself a clerk, standing behind a counter in a hardware store, courtly and gallant to women, patient with children, sullen and rude to men.
Faithful to his conception of what a man owed to pride.
“It’s not as bad as all that,” she said. “Don’t get your Irish up.” He smiled suddenly, a crooked, delighted grin.
“If one of them, just one of them, happens to mention—as they always do, the bastards—that this car is getting
long in the tooth, why, my dear, that Stiles sleeps tonight cold in the ground with a clay comforter. I swear. Who
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gives a shit if my car is nine years old? I don’t. Nineteen forty-six was a very good year for Fords. A good year in
general, wasn’t it, mother?”
“You’re a fool,” she said. It was the year they had married.
“And whether it was as good year or not depends on how you look at it.” Still, she was glad to see his dark
mood broken, and couldn’t help smiling back at him with a mixture of relief and indulgence. The man could
smile, she had to grant him that.
“How long is this holy, blessed event, this gathering of the tribe Stiles, to continue?” he asked, with the heavy
irony that had become second nature whenever he spoke to his in-laws.
“I don’t have the faintest. When you’re ready to leave just say so.”
“Oh no, I’m not bearing that awful responsibility. I can see them all now, casting that baleful Stiles look, the
one your father used to give me, certain that I’m tearing you against your will out of the soft warm bosom of the
family. Poor Edith.”
“Jack.”
“What we need is a secret signal,” Cosgrave said, delighted as always by any fanciful notion that happened to
strike him.
“What if I stamp my foot three times when I want to go home? Like this.” He pounded his left foot down on
the floorboards three times, slowly and deliberately, like a carnival horse stamping out the solution to an arithmetic puzzle for the wondering, gaping yokels.
Brian laughed exuberantly.
“No, no,” his father declared, glancing over his shoulder at the boy, playing to his audience, “that won’t do. If I
know your mother she’d just pretend to think that my foot had gone to sleep and ignore me. I know her ways, the
rascal.”
“Watch the road or you’ll murder us all.”
“What if I hum a tune? That would be the thicket. Who’d catch on to that?”
“Goodnight Irene,” his wife suggested, entering into the spirit of the thing. “You used to sing it to me when
you left me on the doorstep when we were going out.” She winked at Brian. He flung his torso over the front seat,
wriggled his shoulders, and giggled.
“Mind your shirt buttons,” his mother warned him, “or you’ll tear them off.”
“My dear woman, you must have me confused with what’s his name, Arnold something-or-other. He was the
type to croon on doorsteps. I was much more forward. If you remember.”
“Jack, watch your mouth. Little pitchers have big ears.”
“Anyway,” he carried on, “Goodnight Irene isn’t it. How about God Save the Queen? Much more appropriate
to conclude a boring occasion. Standard fare to bring to an end any gathering in this fair Dominion. After all, it’s
one of your favorites, Edith. I’ll pay a little vocal tribute to Her Majesty, Missus the Duke, by the Grace of God,
etcetera. How does that strike you, honey?”
He was teasing her. For although the Stileses’ hardheaded toughness ran deep in his wife, she had a romantic
weakness for the royal family. There was her scrapbook of coronation pictures, her tears for Group Captain
Townsend and the Princess.\fn{ A reference to the intense romantic attraction between Princess Margaret (the Queen’s sister) and
Group Captain Peter Townsend, a man who up till that time did not possess the qualifications of birth though to be necessary to wed a
princess of the royal blood, was sixteen years her senior, and was also a divorcee. In the event, she decided she could not marry him.}
And, most treasured of all, a satin bookmark with Edward VIII’s abdication speech\fn{ Edward VIII was king from
January 20-December 11, 1936.} printed on it. She had been a girl when he relinquished the crown\fn{ Edward was
essentially forced to abdicate the throne by the combined pressure of certain Commonwealth governments and his own Privy Council.
Wallace Warfield Simpson, his intended, had been twice married—had not, indeed, divorced her second husband at the time she knew
Edward—and that, and the fact that she was, being an American, by definition a commoner, precluded his marriage with her if he also
wished to remain King of England.} and it had seemed to her that Edward’s love for Mrs. Simpson was something so

fine, so beyond earthly considerations, that the capacity for such feelings had to be the birthright of kings. Only a
king could love like that.
“Don’t tease, Jack,” she said, lips tightening.
Brian flung himself back against the back seat, sobered by the knowledge she meant business. The game, the
lightheartedness, was at an end.
“Oh, for Christ’s sake,” his father said testily, “now we’re offended for the bloody Queen.”
“You never know when enough is enough, do you? You’ve always got to push it. So what if I feel a certain
way about the Queen? Or my family? Why can’t you respect that?”
The car rushed down into a little valley where a creek had slipped its banks and puddled on the hay flats, bright
as mercury. The Ford ground up the opposing hills. Swearing and double-clutching, his father had to gear down
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twice to make the grade. A few miles on, a sign greeted them. Brian, who read even corn-flakes boxes aloud, said
carefully:
“Welcome to Manitoba.”
*
The town was an old one judged by prairie standards and had the settled, completed look that most lack. Where
Brian lived there were no red-brick houses built by settlers from Ontario, fewer mountain ashes or elms planted
on the streets. The quality of the shade these trees cast surprised him when he stepped from the car. It swam,
glided over the earth. It was full of breezes and sudden glittering shifts of light. Yet it was deeper, cooler, bluer
than any he could remember. He threw his head back and stared, perplexed, into a net of branches.
His mother took him by the hand, and, his father following, they started up the walk to what had been her
father’s house and now was her eldest brother’s. A big house, two stories of mustard-colored stucco, white trim,
and green shingles, it stood on a double lot. The lawn was dotted with relatives.
“They must have emptied the jails and asylums for the occasion,” his father observed. “Quite a turnout.”
“Jack,” Edith said perfunctorily, as she struggled with the gate latch.
Brian could sense the current of excitement running in his mother’s body and he felt obscurely jealous. To see
the familiar faces of aunts, uncles, brothers, and the cousins with whom she had idled away the summers of childhood had made his mother shed the tawdry adult years like a shank sheds an old and worn skin. Everyone of them
liked her. She was a favorite with them all. Even more so now that they felt sorry for her.
“Edith!” they cried when they hugged and kissed her. Brian had his hair rumpled and in a confusion of adult
legs his toes stepped on once. An uncle picked him up, hefted him judiciously, pretended to guess his weight.
“This is a big one!” he shouted. “A whopper! A hundred and ninety if he’s a pound!”
Jack Cosgrove stood uncomfortably a little off from the small crowd surrounding his wife, smiling uneasily,
his hands thrust in his pockets. He took refuge in lighting a cigarette and appearing to study the second-story
windows of the house.
He had spent one night up there in the first year of their marriage. But never again. That same year he had
come to his father-in-law with a business proposition when the shoe store failed. A business proposition the
miserable old shit had turned down flat. None of the rest of those Stileses needed to think things wouldn’t have
been different for Jack Cosgrove if he had got a little help when he really needed it. If he had, he’d have been in
clover this minute instead of walking around with his ass practically hanging out of his pants and nothing in his
pockets to jingle but his balls.
“Brian,” said Edith, her arm loosely circling a sister-in-law’s waist, “you run along and play with your cousins.
Over there, see?” She pointed to a group of kids flying around the lawn, chanting taunts to one another as they
played tag.
“Can’t catch me for a bumble bee!” squealed a pale girl with long, coltish legs.
“Just be careful you don’t get grass stains on your pants, okay, honey?”
The boy felt forlorn at this urging to join in. His mother, returned to her element, sure of the rich sympathies of
blood, could not imagine the desolation he felt looking at those children’s strange faces.
“Bob, dear,” said Edith, turning to a brother, “keep an eye on Jack, won’t you? See that he doesn’t get lonely
without me.”
They all laughed. Among the stolid Stileses Edith had a reputation as a joker. Jack Cosgrave, looking at his
wife’s open, relaxed face, seeing her easiness among these people, felt betrayed.
“Sure, sure thing, Edith,” replied her brother. He turned to Cosgrave, seemed to hesitate, touched him on the
elbow.
“Come along and say hello to the fellows, Jack.” He indicated a card table set under a Manitoba maple around
which a group of men were sitting. They started for it together.
“Jack,” said Bob, “these are my cousins from Bincarth, Earl and George. You know Albert, of course.” Jack
Cosgrave knew Albert. Albert was Edith’s youngest brother and the one who had the least use for him.
“This here is Edith’s husband, Jack Cosgrave.”
“Hi, Jack, take a load off,” said one of the men.
Earl, he thought it was. Cosgrave nodded to the table, but before he took a seat his eye was caught by his son
standing, arms dangling hopelessly as he watched his cousins race across the grass. The boy was uncertain about
he etiquette of entering games played by strangers in strange towns, on strange lawns.
“Pour Jack a rye.”
“You want 7-Up or Coke?” asked Albert, without a trace of interest in his voice.
“What?” The question had startled Cosgrave out of his study of his son.
“Coke or 7-Up?”
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“7-Up.” He sat down, took the paper cup, and glanced at the sky. The blue had been burned out of it by a white
sun. No wonder he was sweating. He loosened his tie and said the first thing that came to mind.
“Well, this’ll make the crops come, boys.”
“What will?” asked Albert.
“This here sun,” said Jack, turning his palm up to the sky. “This heat.”
“Make the weeds come on my summer fallow. That’s what it’ll do,” declared Earl.
“Don’t you listen to Earl,” confided Bob. “He’s got the cleanest summer fallow in the municipality. You could
eat off it.”
“Is that so?” said Jack. “I’d like to see that.”
The conversation ran on, random and disconnected. There was talk of the hard spring, calf scours, politics,
Catholics, and curling. Trotting up the score after four drinks, Jack concluded hard springs, calf scours, politics,
and Catholics weren’t worth a cup of cold piss. That seemed to be the consensus. Curling, however, was all right.
Provided a fellow didn’t run all over the province going to bonspiels\fn{Curling tournaments} and neglect his chores.
Jack helped himself to another drink and watched the tip of the shadow of a spruce advance slowly across the
lawn. It’s aimed at my black heart, he thought, and speculated as to when it would reach it.
“I would have got black,” said Albert of his new car with satisfaction, “but you know how black shows dust.
It’s as bad as white any day.”
“Maybe next year for me,” said George. “An automatic for sure. I could teach the wife to drive with an automatic.”
“Good reason not to get it,” said someone.
“Albert’s got power steering,” Bob informed Jack. “I told him he was crazy to pay extra for that. I said, ‘The
day a man hasn’t got the strength to twist his own steering wheel …’ well, I don’t know.” He shook his head at
how the very idea had rendered him speechless.
“What you driving now, Jack?” Albert asked smoothly, leaning across the table.
You conniving, malicious shit, thought Cosgrave. Still doing your level best to show me up.
“The same car I had last year, and the year before that, and the year before that. In fact, as I said to Edith
coming down here, I bought that car the year we got married.” He stared at Albert, defiance in his face.
“I wouldn’t have thought it was that old,” said Albert.
“Oh yes it is, Bert,” said Cosgrave. “That car is old. Older than dirt. Why, I’ve had that car almost as long as
you’ve had the first nickel you ever made. And I won’t part with it. No, sir. I’d as soon part with that car as you
would with your first nickel.”
“Ha ha!” blurted out cousin Earl. Then, embarrassed at breaking family ranks, he took a Big Ben pocket watch
out of his trousers and looked at it, hard.
Jack Cosgrave was drunk and he knew it. Drunk and didn’t care. He reached for the whisky bottle and, as he
did, spotted Brian sitting stiffly by himself on the porch steps, his white shirt blazing in the hot sunshine.
“Brian!” he called. “Brian!”
The boy climbed off the steps and made his way slowly across the lawn. Cosgrave put his arm around him and
drew him up against his side. His father’s breath was hot in the boy’s face. The sharp medicinal smell repelled
him.
“Why aren’t you playing?”
Brian shrugged. Shyness had paralyzed him: after a few halfhearted feints and diffident insults that had been
ignored by the chaser, he had given up.
Jack Cosgrave saw that the other boys were now wrestling. Grappling, twisting, and fencing with their feet,
they flung one another to the grass. He pulled Brian closer, put his mouth to the boy’s ear, and whispered:
“Why don’t you get in there and show them what a Cosgrave can do? Whyn’t you toss a Stiles on his ass, eh?”
“Can’t,” mumbled Brian in an agony of self-consciousness.
“Why?”
“Mum says I have to keep my pants clean.”
“Sometimes your mother hasn’t got much sense,” Cosgrave said, baffled by the boy’s reluctance. Was he
scared?
“She’s got you all dressed up like little Lord Fauntleroy and expects you to have a good time. Give me that
goddamn thing,” he said, pulling off the boy’s bow tie and putting it in his pocket. “Now go and have some fun.”
“These are my good pants,” Brian said stubbornly.
“Well, we’ll take them off,” said his father. “It’s a hot day.”
“No!” The child was shocked.
“Don’t be such a christly old woman. You’ve got boxer shorts on. They look like real shorts.”
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“Jesus, you’re not going to take the kid’s pants off, are you?” inquired Albert.
Cosgrave looked up sharply. Albert wore the concentrated, stubborn look of a man with a grievance.
“I am. What’s it to you?”
“Well, Jesus, we’re not Indians here or anything to havre kids roaming around with no pants on.”
“No, I don’t want to,” whispered Brian.
“For chrissakes,” said Jack. “You’ve embarrassed the kid now. Why’d you do thatr? He’s only six years old.”
“It wasn’t him that wanted to take his pants off, was it? I don’t know how you were brought up, or dragged up
maybe, but we were taught to keep our pants on in company. Isn’t that so, Bob?”
Bob didn’t reply. He composed his face and peered down into his paper cup.
“Bert,” said Jack, “you’re a pain in the arse. You’re also one hell of a small-minded son of a bitch.”
“I don’t think there’s any need—” began Bob.
“No, no,” said Albert. He held his hand up to silence his brother. “Jack feels he’s got things to get off his chest.
Well, so do I. He thinks I’m small-minded. Maybe I am. I guess in his books a small-minded man is a man that
lets a debt go for four years without once mentioning it. A man that never tries to collect. Is that a small-minded
man, Jack? Is it? Because if it is, I plead guilty. And what do you call a man who doesn’t pay up? Welcher?”
“I never borrowed money from you in my life,” said Cosgrave thickly. “What she does is her business. I told
her not to write and ask for money.”
“You’re a liar.”
“Hey, fellows,” said Bob anxiously, “this is a family occasion. No trouble, eh? There’s women and kids here.”
“I told her not to write! I can’t keep track of everything she does! I didn’t want your goddamn money!”
“In this family we know better,” said Albert Stiles. “We know who does and doesn’t hide behind his wife’s
skirts. We know that in our family.”
*
Edith Cosgrave came down the porch steps just as her husband lunged to his feet, snatched a handful of her
brother’s shirt, and punched clumsily at his face. Albert’s folding chair tipped and the two of them spilled over in
an angular pinwheel of limbs. It was only when sprawled on the grass that jack finally did some damage by
accidentally butting Albert on the bridge of the nose, sending a gush of blood down his lips. Then they were
separated.
By the time Edith had run across the grass, ungainly on her heels, Bob was leading Albert to the house. Albert
was holding his nose with his fingers, trying to stanch the blood that dripped on his cuffs and saying,
“Son of a bitch, they’re going to have to cauterize this. Once my nose starts bleeding …”
A few women and children were standing some distance off, mute, staring. Jack was trying to button his suit
jacket with trembling fingers.
“That’ll hold him for a while, loud-mouthed—” he began to say when he saw his wife approaching.
“Shut up,” she said in a level voice. “Shut your mouth. Your son is listening to you, for God’s sake.” She was
right. Brian was listening and looking, face white and curdled with fright.
“And if you hadn’t noticed, the others are politely standing over there, gawking at the wild colonial boy.
You’re drunk and you’re disgusting.”
“I’m not drunk.”
She slapped him hard enough to make his eyes water, his ears ring.
“Christ,” he said, stunned. She had never hit him before.
“You’re a drunken, stupid pig,” she said. “I’m sick at the sight of you.”
“Don’t you ever hit me again, you bitch.” He wiped his lips with the back of his hand.
“Don’t you ever give me reason to again. Stop ruining my life.”
“You don’t want to hear my side. You never do.”
“I’ve heard it for nine years.”
“He was yapping about that hundred dollars you borrowed. I said it wasn’t any of my affair. I want you to tell
him I didn’t have anything to do with it.”
“Nothing at all. No, you didn’t have anything to do with it. You just ate the groceries it bought.”
“I didn’t ask him for anything. I wouldn’t ask him for sweet fuck all.”
“Don’t fool yourself. You don’t like being hungry any better than I do. Don’t pretend you didn’t want me to
ask him for the money. Don’t fool yourself. You needed my brother because you couldn’t take care of your family. Could you?”
Cosgrave straightened himself and touched the knot of his tie.
“We’re going,” he said, as if he hadn’t heard her last words. “Get the boy ready.”
“The hell we are! I want you to apologize to Albert. Families don’t forgive things like this.”
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“It’ll be a frosty fucking Friday in hell the day I apologize to Albert Stiles. We’re leaving.”
“No we aren’t. Brian and I are staying. This is my day and I’m having it.”
“All right, it’s your day. Welcome to it. But it sure isn’t mine. If you don’t come now don’t expect me back.”
His wife said nothing.
It was only when he turned up the street and headed for the beer parlor, his shoulders twisted in his black suit,
feet savage on the gravel, that Brian trotted after him, uncertainly, like a dog. The short legs stumbled; the face
was pale, afflicted.
His father stopped in the road.
“Go back!” he shouted, made furious by his son’s helplessness, his abjectness. “Get back there with your
mother! Where you both belong!”
And then, without thinking, Cosgrave stopped in the street, picked up a tiny pebble, and flung it lightly in the
direction of his son, who stood in the street in his starched white shirt and prickly wool pants, face working.
*
By nine o’clock that night the last dirty cup had been washed and the last Stiles had departed. Edith, Brian,
Bob, and his wife went out to sit in the screened verandah.
It was one of those nights in early summer when the light bleeds drowsily out of the sky, and the sounds of
dogs ands children falter and die suddenly in the streets when darkness comes. In the peace of such evenings, talk
slumbers in the blood, and sentences grow laconic.
Edith mentioned him first.
“He may not be back, you know,” she said. “You may be stuck with us, Bob.”
“His car’s still in the street.”
“What I mean is, he won’t come to the house. And if he sits in the car I won’t go to him.”
“It’s your business, Edith. You know you’re welcome.”
“He’s always lied to himself, you know,” she said calmly. “It’s that I get tired of mostly. Big ideas, big
schemes. He won’t be what he is. I don’t complain about the other. He doesn’t drink as much as people think.
You’re mostly wrong about him, all of you, on that count.”
Brian sat, his legs thrust stiffly out in front of him, eyes fixed on the street where the dark ran thickest and
swiftest under the elms.
“You should cry,” suggested her sister-in-law. “Nobody would mind.”
“I would. I did all my crying the first year we were married. One thing about him, he’s obvious. I saw it all the
first year. Forewarned is forearmed. But if he blows that horn he can go to hell. If he blows it. I never hit him
before,” she said softly.
They sat for a time, silent, listening to the moths batter their fat, soft bodies against the naked bulb over the
door. It was Brian who saw him first, making his way up the street.
“Mum,” he said, pointing.
They watched him walk up the street with the precarious precision of a drunk.
“He won’t set foot on this place. He’s too proud,” said Edith. “And if he sits in the car I won’t go to him. I’ve
had it up to here.”
*
Cosgrave walked to the front of the property and faced the house.
For the people on the verandah it was difficult to make him out beneath the trees, but he saw his wife and son
sitting in a cage of light, faces white and turning under the glare of the light bulb, their features slightly out of
focus behind the fine screen mesh. He stood without moving for a minute, then he began to sing in a clear, light
tenor. The words rang across the lawn, incongruous, sad.
“Jesus Christ,” said Bob, “the man’s not only drunk, he’s crazy.”
Edith leaned forward in her chair and placed her hand against the screen.
The vague figure whose face she could not see continued to sing to her across the intervening reaches of night.
He sang without a trace of his habitual irony. Where she would have expected a joke there was none.
The voice she heard was not the voice of a man in a cheap black suit, a man full of beer and lies. She had, for a
fleeting moment, a lover serenading her under the elms. It was as close as he would ever come to an apology or an
invitation. Jack Cosgrave was not capable of doing any more and she knew it.
God save our gracious Queen,
Long live our noble queen,
God save the Queen.
Send her victorious …
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Edith Cosgrave was not deluded. Not really. She was a Stiles, had been born a Stiles rather. She got to her feet
and took Brian by the hand.
“Well,” she said to her brother, “I guess I can take a hint as well as the next person. I think the bastard is saying
he wants to go home.”
20.159 Body Language\fn{by Diane Schoemperlen (1954- )} Thunder Bay, Ontario, Canada (F) 3
On a good day (a good day being one on which they have not argued at breakfast, she has kissed him goodbye
on the mouth at the door before they make their separate ways to work, they have plans of the evening that
involve good friends, fancy clothes, white wine, and red meat) his throat goes loose with happiness.
His tongue is nimble and lithe. The words flow out of him clever, witty, and remarkably intelligent. He smiles
at strangers on his way to the subway station and laughs aloud with delight at the watery gurgling of a fat baby in
a blue stroller. He is confident, fluent, and affable. He could talk all day long to anyone about anything.
*
On a bad day (a bad day being one on which she has cursed him because the coffee is cold, the toast is burnt,
the sun is not shining; and she cannot look him in the eye when they leave for work, she says she won’t be home
till late, she’s not sure how late) his throat freezes into formality.
He is articulate but icy. His language is laden with precision and good grammar. To his coworkers he says,
“Perhaps I shall … we intend … I assume … I spoke with you previously regarding this issue.” His sentences are
weighted with pompous pauses. His chest is puffed out with what looks like self-importance but is in fact injury.
His spine is stiff with offense.
All day long (on a bad day) there is a knot in his stomach, a sour bow of anxiety that tightens and loosens and
tightens again as the hours slowly pass. Sometimes it shakes itself free and flows upward to his chest so he cannot
fill his lungs with breath, or downward to his intestines, which creak and whistle dangerously. His coworkers ask
him to join them for lunch. He declines in a whisper of melancholy martyrdom. They know better than to ask
what’s wrong. He will say, “Nothing!” in an accusing voice, affronted by their curiosity.
By the end of the day, his stomach is a tight hot drum of gray worry and black bile. It appears slightly
distended and he carries it before him like a volatile barrel of toxic waste.
He closes up his office and walks the four blocks to the subway station. He takes no notice of the weather. It
could be sunny, it could be raining, it could be a hurricane for all he cares.
He pushes past an old lady walking too slowly, elbows his way around a young mother consoling a crying
toddler at the curb. He keeps his head down and trudges through the traffic, glaring at the ground.
His legs are a pair of aching stumps. His knees alternately threaten to give out or seize up. He stands and waits.
He studies his shoes. They are ugly.
He takes a seat on the train and crosses his numb legs primly. A woman sits down beside him but shrinks into
her side of the seat and looks away.
Perhaps he is muttering to himself. Perhaps his moaning softly as he clutches his knees with both hands.
*
The house when he gets there is empty. Although he has expected this, still he goes from room to room
searching.
The kitchen is ominously immaculate, as if it will never be used again. Every surface shines, as if even the fingerprints have been wiped clean. The living room is a well-appointed museum, entirely free of clutter, dust, and
oxygen.
He goes upstairs. Only the bedroom is in disarray, the sheets and blankets in a rumpled pile, three of her silk
blouses tossed among them, her white nightgown discarded in a puddle on the floor, her earrings scattered
sparkling across the black dresser.
In the In the bathroom he faces himself in the mirror. He opens his eyes as wide as he can and still he cannot
see her.
*
On a good day she would have been home before him. If they have planned to have dinner out, she is already
getting dressed when he arrives.
She asks his opinion on her outfit. She suggests other possibilities, holding each up against herself and sashaying through the bedroom.
He tells her they are all perfect, the shimmering expensive dresses that cling to her slim body, sliding over her
like water when she moves. They are all perfect: how can he ever decide?
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Downstairs in the living room they have drinks and discuss the day. They put on some music and sometimes
they dance. Once she places her little feet on top of his and holds tight to his neck while he waltzes her round the
room like a child at a wedding. Even on a bad day, he will always remember this: her little hands, her little feet
upon him.
*
Or (on a good day) she would have been in the kitchen starting supper with the radio on, humming and
chopping and stirring. He puts down his briefcase and takes off his shoes (which are not so ugly on a good day).
He hangs his suit jacket carefully in the front closet next to hers.
In the kitchen he gratefully discovers that she is making his favorite pasta.
In the kitchen he joyfully discovers that she has already changed out of her work clothes and is wearing her
black silk kimono with the red dragon on the back.
She greets him with a kiss. He slides both arms inside her kimono to where her alarming flesh awaits.
On a good day she lets him.
*
On a bad day she doesn’t exactly push him away but turns, gracefully, out of his embrace, like a ring once
stuck on a finger magically removed with soap. But her skin and her kimono are slippery and he cannot hold on.
He is left with his arms hanging empty at his sides, then braced hard against the kitchen counter to keep himself
from grabbing her, begging her, forcing himself upon her. He tries to console himself with the thought that all
relationships have their ups and downs.
But on a good day the black kimono slips from her shoulders and then she puts her tongue in his mouth.
*
He doesn’t exactly want to make love.
What he wants is comfort.
What he wants is to lay his head between here breasts, plump breasts, marvelously heavy breasts on such a
small body.
He wants to close his eyes and press his lips against them.
He wants to bury his nose in them and suffocate with pleasures.
He wants to hold his ear against them one by one and listen to her heart beating, her blood flowing, like the
ocean inside a seashell.
But he is afraid to tell her this. Perhaps she would think he is weak. Perhaps she already thinks he is weak.
Perhaps he is weak.
They make love. Then they eat pasta with clam sauce. They drink red wine, toasting themselves liberally. They
make small talk and are happy.
*
On a bad day, when the house is empty, he hangs up her blouses and her nightgown. He puts her earrings back
in the jewelry box. He makes the bed, moving woodenly around it, as quietly as if she were sleeping and he must
not wake her. He removes his clothes and lies down naked on the bed. He presses his ear to the pillow. He will
wait here until she arrives and then he will ask here where she’s been.
Yes, he will ask her. Finally he will ask her.
And she will answer. Finally she will answer, and finally the flute-edged silence that surrounds them will be
filled with the truth.
For now the only sound is that of his own blood throbbing in his ear.
*
He doesn’t mean to fall asleep but he does, and quickly, exhausted by anxiety. He does not dream. He does not
move a muscle. He awakens instantly at the sound of the front door opening. Is it her or is it an intruder? Either
way his heart is pounding and his ribs are aching as if he had been thoroughly kicked by a horse or a pair of steeltoed boots.
He thinks of the Bible story, God causing Adam to fall into a deep sleep, then removing one of his ribs and
closing his body up again. No mention of which rib, which side, or whether Adam missed it. Then God created
Eve from Adam’s rib: Eve, bone of his bone, flesh of his flesh. And the man and his wife were both naked, and
were not ashamed.
He hears her humming as she takes off her jacket. She calls his name. She sounds happy, excited, girlish. He is
relieved, even though her good mood likely has nothing to do with him.
She calls his name again. Somehow it does not occur to him to answer. He looks at the bedside clock and finds
he has only been asleep for forty-five minutes. She is hardly late at all. He hears her coming up the stairs.
If she is surprised to find him naked on the bed at this early hour, she does not say so. She lies down beside
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him and slips her hands between his legs. Her hands are cool and very small. Here diamond rings catch lightly in
his public hair.
He sighs. Her fingers are like the stems of young flowers.
His hands upon her are clumsy and large. His thick gold wedding band shines.
*
The tradition of wearing the wedding ring on the third finger of the left hand began with the early Romans. The
reason was that when the human body was cut open, it was discovered that a single nerve led from that finger up
the arm to the shoulder and then straight down to the heart.
*
He doesn’t mean to respond.
He means to be cool, logical, mature, rational, and philosophical if necessary—none of which are states of
mind that may, generally speaking, be achieved or sustained while making love.
He means to remain in control of the situation.
He means to speak to her as he spoke to his coworkers earlier: “Perhaps I shall … we must … I presume … I
intended to consult with you earlier regarding this important issue.” Her breath all over him is sweet and
fermented, as if she has been recently sipping expensive liqueurs.
He means to ask her about that, too.
He means to speak to her.
He means to make her speak to him.
But slowly, slowly his penis grows hard under her little hands, her little tongue, her hard little teeth. Slowly,
slowly his large body betrays him and he cannot help but enter her.
*
Each sperm cell has a long tail called a flagellum. This tail whips back and forth, causing the sperm to move as
if swimming. Fully developed testes produce 300 million functional sperm every day. They have not had sex for
two weeks.
*
Afterwards she goes back downstairs and continues her supper preparations. He has a shower and gets dressed.
*
If she has a lover (he is pretty sure she has a lover, but he has not asked her, will not ask her, at least not today),
then maybe he should get one too: thrust and parry, tit for tat, an eye for an eye, and all of that.
There is a woman at work who flirts with him all the time: at the Xerox machine, at the water cooler, in the
parking lot where he could kiss her and no one would know. In the shower he thinks about how eager this woman
is, how easy it would be to have her.
But he is afraid that if he sleeps with this woman, he will discover that between her legs she is exactly like his
wife. Or nothing like her at all.
Either way he could not bear it.
Either way he would be humiliated and his body would turn away from her, stunned and soft.
*
Getting dressed, he imagines his wife in the kitchen below. He pictures her as he always does, one perceptible
part at a time. Ankle, elbow, that small round bone protruding at the wrist, cheekbone, jawbone, left temple with
one blue vein showing, the nape of her neck, her collarbone like a turkey wishbone, her hands in her lap, silent.
He has to admit that he cannot imagine who she is when he’s not with her, who she is when she’s alone. He has
no idea what resides within that small body, all of these parts joined seamlessly together to produce her: this one
woman, a mystery without precedent or duplicate, entirely singular: her.
When he tries to understand her, she escapes him entirely. The heart of the matter is no longer visible to his
naked eye.
He can feel it in his bones: her restlessness, her silence, her moodiness, her guilt, and sometimes her fear. He
does not know if she still loves him. If not, he does not know when she stopped. He wonders what you do with
love when you’re done with it—where do you put it, where does it go, how do you make sure it stays there?
She can feel it in his bones. They wake him up in the night, the long strong bones of his legs, no exactly aching
or cramping, but shrinking, sinking, dissolving, and draining away.
He can feel it in his bones: the future. Eventually he will have to get it through his head.
*
The human brain weighs an average of three pounds in a man and two pounds, twelve ounces in a woman. It is
the size of two clenched fists held tightly together.
The capacity of the human brain has been expressed as the number one followed by 6.5 million miles of zeros
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—a number so large that it would stretch from the earth to the moon and back again more than thirteen times.
*
For now, as long as nobody says the words out loud, he can concentrate instead upon the language of her
ankles, elbows, that small round bone protruding at the wrist.
Eventually he will have to get it through his head. But for now, he need listen only to her body, near him.
humming.
For now they will make small talk and be happy.
298.32 Excerpt from Sylvanus Now\fn{by Donna Morrissey (1956- )} The Beaches, Newfoundland, Canada (F) 7
Sylvanus now had just turned fourteen that morning when he burst through the school doors for summer,
shoved his dory off from the calm shores of Cooney Arm, paddled through the narrow channel protecting the
cove, and headed for the choppy waters of the open Atlantic.
Tucked inside his pants pocket was a credit note for his confirmation suit, priced at thirty-two quintals of dried
salt fish (on hold at the merchant’s), and tucked around his feet were two coils of fishing twine, the end of each
tightly knotted to a cod jigger.
Rowing half a mile along the rugged coastline, he anchored two stone’s throws from where Pollock’s Brook
rushed out of a small estuary into the sea. Wrapping his fishing twine around each hand, he tossed the ends
holding the jiggers overboard, their hooks more silvery than the underbelly of a herring as they sank into the sea.
Rising, he planted both feet firmly on either side of his boat and began jigging: left forearm up, right forearm
down; right forearm up, left forearm down. Thirty-two quintals of fish. A hundred and twelve pounds a quintal.
He figured he could do it.
After scarcely five minutes of jigging, his left jigger hooked.
“Ah,” he grunted with satisfaction and, sitting back down, pulled in the fish. Ten pounds it felt. Fair size for
drying and marketing. He grunted again.
It was this, the immediacy of it, that fulfilled him. That even as he was twisting the jigger out of the cod’s
mouth, he was already tallying his own worth—unlike the hours spent over school books, studying letters and
figures that made no sense.
Pulling a skinning knife out of his rubber boot, he cut the cod’s throat to bleed it, cursing the gulls swooping
and screaming overhead, one flapping so close he swung his knife at the yellowed eyes menacing him.
Laying the fish aside, he tossed his jigger back into the sea and rose—left forearm up, right forearm down;
right forearm up, left forearm down; up, down; up down—a sturdy figure in his father’s black rubber pants and
coat, unyielding to the rocking of his dory, his sou’wester pulled low, darkening his eyes as he faced into the sun
and the gannets swooping black before its blaze as they dove into the sea a dozen feet below his boat, beaking
back the caplin that were luring the cod to his jiggers.
Fourteen pounds.
A day’s jigging ought to land him half a quintal or more. With splitting, salting, and drying the fish on shore, it
would take all three of the summer months, he figured, before he was able to dodge up to the merchant’s and
barter the price of the suit—for thirty-two quintal was the price he was figuring on paying, not the forty-two the
merchant was asking. Perhaps he was poor at book learning, writing his numbers and letters backwards and trying
the patience of his teachers and elders alike as they tried breaking him from the foolishness of his habit; but he
could figure, sometimes for hours on end, about such things as how many cords of split wood to fill a twelve-bytwelve crawl space, or how long to leave a fish curing in brine, or, no doubt, how many hours it took to cut and
sew a size-forty suit and how many quintals of fish to make a fair trade.
Another hook—a hard one.
Real hard.
Excitedly, he leaned over the side of his boat, pulled in his fishing twine, hand over hand, seeing a fathom
down into the sea and the glazed eyes of a cod whose tail flicked confusedly as it was hauled from its brackish
bed, up, up, up, breaking into the startling light of the sun.
“Whoa, now, who do we have here?” he asked in astonishment as he pulled the forty-pounder half out of the
water, the brown of its back glistening wet, its belly creamy as milk and swollen with roe.
A mother-fish. Rarely would she feed off a jigger, busy as she was, bottom feeding and readying herself for
spawning. Reverently, he unhooked the jigger from the mouth of the quietly struggling fish and watched the sun
catch the last glimmer of her gills as she dove back into the deep, the sack of roe in her belly unscathed.
He felt proud. The ocean’s bounty, she was, and woe to he who desecrated the mothers womb.
The gods smiled, and within the minute he was pulling another fish up from the deep, a twenty-pounder, twice
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the normal size for a hand-jigged cod, and his heart pounded as he flipped it into his boat.
*
Two hours later, the twine was chafing his hands and his shoulders had begun to weaken. His father, before the
sea took him (along with his eldest brother, Elikum), would’ve held out jigging till the tide ebbed. Come evening,
he would’ve returned again, filling his boat for the second time that day, getting home late, late evening, working
long into the night, gutting and splitting and salting his catch.
And perhaps I might, too, row back out for the second tide, he thought. If I gets the morning’s catch gutted and
split and sitting in brine, and a good scoff of Mother’s cooking filling me gut, I just might. And perhaps, by
summer's end, I, too, might spend the whole day standing and jigging with nary an ache nor wish, like Father
done.
Perhaps so.
For now ’twas the most he could do to bleed the last fish, pull his anchor, and will his leaden arms to lift his
paddles out of the water. Shoulders groaning, he rowed against a growing squall, plying harder on his paddles as
he swerved back through the choppy waters that always choked the channel’s narrow neck.
One last long haul on his oars and he hoisted them inside, gliding toward the shoreline of Cooney Arm. Then,
as he’d seen his elders do after making it through the neck in worsen ing weather, he rose, raising his eyes as if in
salute to the wood-coated hills that cuddled the scant few houses of the arm from the wind and sea.
But Sylvanus’s wasn’t the salute of his elders. This morning’s lop was a duck pond alongside the squalls they
had survived. His was the salute of pride, for despite his having drawn ashore dozens of times before, sometimes
with fifteen, maybe twenty pounds of cod for his mother’s pot, today he was straddling a hundred and twenty
pounds or more—a few pounds more than a quintal—from just four hours’ fishing. A fisherman’s catch, for sure,
and to be bartered at the merchant’s. And this thought cast his eyes anew upon the hills. Yet, unlike his elders', his
sought more the rock gorge to his right and the thousands of fathoms of white foaming water crashing down its
cut and spewing across the meadow into the embodying arms of the mother sea as she buoyed him and his bounty
to shore.
Water.
God’s blood, the elders used to say. And in his moment of pride, Sylvanus Now would’ve traded his last drop
of red in gratitude.
*
Three months later, the thirty-two quintals of fish bartered and stored in the merchant's shed, he dodged home,
a deep satisfaction filling his chest and the suit, carefully wrapped in brown paper, tucked under his arm.
His mother, Eva, her aging hair bundled at her nape and her fading gray eyes bolstered by the black lustrous
brows that she’d bequeathed to all of her boys, met him in the doorway. Proudly, he pulled the suit from its
wrappings and held it before her—three sizes too big so’s to allow for his last few years’ growth—and announced
he was quitting school and going fishing for good.
Eva sighed.
His was the unsanctioned egg, the one who shuddered from her old woman’s body long after the others had
been born and grown, and a month after her husband and eldest had been lost to the sea.
Too wearied was she to give chase when, the moment he found his legs, he was rattling doorknobs and
gateposts and trotting along the beach, bawling to go out in the boat with her third eldest, Manny.
And in vain were her protests when Manny, his own chin still soft with baby-down, yet his heart broader than
his burly frame and sorrowing for this fatherless youngster, buttoned him inside an oilskin coat that fell below his
knees, and hove him aboard his punt.
Tying a length of twine with a jigger around Sylvanus’s pudgy hands, he shoved off from shore, heading for
the fishing grounds.
Now, as Sylvanus filled her doorway, grinning foolishly over the suit he held before her, his glut of coarse,
dark hair and brows exaggerating a stubbornness fossilized since birth, she merely ambled past him, pulling on
her gardening gloves.
Hooking his suit to a notch below the mantel, Sylvanus left the house and sauntered down to his father’s stage,
untouched since the day of his drowning, and wriggled open the door. It was darkish inside and murky, the air
sharp with brine.
Filling his lungs, he stood, waiting, watching, as his eyes adjusted, giving shape to the bulks and bundles
strewn around him.
2
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The suit netted him far more than a confirmation certificate.
For if it hadn’t shamed him to leave such a fine garment hanging on his door, he never would’ve donned it,
now a perfect fit, that Saturday evening four years later and motored in his new thirty-foot, four-horsepower
motorboat over to Ragged Rock and the dance Eb Rice was holding in the new addition he was building on his
house.
Inside was already full of people when he got there, and the door was barred. Elbowing his way through the
boys bunching around a window, he peered in through the paint-smeared glass, and that’s when he saw her.
She was standing, leaning against the opposite wall, watching others either milling about or dancing to a jig
being keyed out on an accordion. Tiny, she was, and pale; yet the whiteness of her skin appeared to usurp the light
in the room, enhancing her luminescence and leaving all else as moving shadows of gray.
Despite her being off to herself, she wasn’t without attention, he noted, seeing others casting curious glances
toward her. Nor was she without conceit, for each time she encountered the eyes of another in the flickering
lamplight, she raised her chin, haughtily drawing her gaze away, eclipsing the poor, offending souls once more
into shades of gray.
And she was proud; he saw that when Rubert Baldwin let his hand graze the roundedness of her arm as he
reached past her for his tumbler of brew. Swatted him, she did, and turned her back to him, her face twisting with
displeasure as he laughed. Folding her arms protectively beneath the curve of her breasts, she flounced away from
him, and upon encountering the chiding looks of some of the dancers, she swung her slender hips exaggeratedly.
As though sensing the looks of disapproval following her, she sauntered toward the window Sylvanus was
clinging to and smiled, a smile as cool as it was deliberate, yet one that Sylvanus melted into as did Icarus’s wings
into the sun.
It were as if he had been entombed in a pit and her single ray of light had split him apart, raising him from
himself.
Others tried to elbow him aside but he held stubbornly to his spot, watching as she was finally persuaded to
dance, his eyes clinging to the green, swinging silkiness of her dress as she cavorted into the foxtrot, and then
waltzed into his dreams during the night, her siren’s song wrestling low the arm trying to jerk his jiggers come
morning, taunting him with her dance upon the water, her skin radiant with light and sparkling in the sun.
How blue the sea whilst she sashayed, how sweet the pine. And the breeze a gentle fanning for the heat of his
brow.
*
“Syllie, jeezes, what’re you gone mental?” cried his brother Manny as Sylvanus leaned against his stage door
later that morning, gazing at the sky, a silly grin twisting his face. He shook himself awake and feigned fiddling
with the door latch as Manny let himself out of their mother’s gate, heading along the pathway toward him.
“Come on over to Jake’s,” called Manny. “Ambrose just got back from St. John’s. He went and bought himself
a new boat, a longliner.”
“Ambrose? Where’d he get the guts to do that?”
“What, buy a liner?” Manny huffed. “Try sitting aboard a schooner for weeks on end. Not hard to find courage
then, you got piles and splinters rotting your arse. Nice boat, too, she is, buddy. Sixty-footer, half the size of a
schooner.”
“Liners, schooners—all the same to me,” Sylvanus replied, jiggling the door to ensure it was latched.
“Sure, Wye, all the same—big old clumsy schooners, sitting on the water for days sometimes, waiting for a
gust of wind for her sails. We’ll be seeing the last of them soon enough, now we got diesel.”
“Still don’t see the difference in them.”
“Difference, jeezes, Syllie, schooners got sails, liners got diesel. How’s that for a difference? One sits on the
water for days with dories doing her fishing for her, and the other nets straight from her decks; one salts, the other
sells fresh fish straight to the plants; one got twelve men, the other got eight—”
“All right, all right,” interrupted Sylvanus loudly, “like I said, no difference in them. Bunch of men crowding
the one deck, hawking and hollering for days on end.”
“Diesel, you young fool, diesel, I just said. She’ll be motoring home every evening, and full of fish to her
gunnels with them nice big nets. Gripes, Father spawned you, all right—you hears nothing but what you wants
to.”
Manny stood before his younger brother, the baby down that had once softened his chin now coarsened into a
thick, grizzled beard that opened onto the same heartening grin as when he used to toss Sylvanus aboard his boat
as a youngster, wrapped in oilskins.
“Come on,” he commanded, walloping his little brother’s arm with such a punch that it drew a look of pain,
“before Jake drinks all the brew—and watch your mouth, the trawlers tore up our nets agin and he’s a bit spite201

ful.”
“A bit! Jeezes, he’s full of it.”
“Ye-es, floats off him like smoke when he moves,” said Manny, starting down the well-scuffed lane.
“You coming?” he hollered, as Sylvanus lagged behind, not wanting company just now. “Cripes, why don’t
you ask Am for a spot on his liner? You’re getting like Father, bandied at the knees from straddling a boat.”
Sylvanus grinned, giving his door one last jiggle, then trotted after his brother, skirting youngsters and hens
squabbling about the door places.
*
“How’re ye all doing?” Manny hailed, rounding the corner of Jake's house.
Their eldest brother, along with their buddy Ambrose, was lifting a barrel that lay sideways atop two sawhorses
that stood side by side inside the wide opening of a canvased wood-house.
Sylvanus kicked a junk of wood upright and sat back on it, watching as Manny hurried forward, helping with
the lifting. Built onto the side of the house as it was, the wood-house made a good break from the wind, and with
the wide flap that had been ripped out for the opening, fastened overhead for a canopy, a good shelter from any
weather being dumped from above.
Despite there being no fire lit on this sunny afternoon, Sylvanus rested his elbows on his knees, leaning toward
an old, overflowing ashpan that was sunk into the ground, serving as a firepit. The barrel in place, Manny and
Ambrose seated themselves around the pit, exclaiming eagerly over the foam capping the mugs of brew Jake
poured out of the barrel and passed around.
“By cripes, that’s one thing Father taught you, old cock,” said Manny, supping back the foam, “how to make a
good brew. Here’s to your new boat, Am,” he toasted, raising his mug.
Jake reluctantly raised his, his mother’s gray eyes appearing more aged upon his sunken cheeks with their
thorny sideburns.
“Something else to rip up our nets,” he said, “everybody buying liners.”
Ambrose shook his head.
“Liners won’t come that close to shore,” he said quietly. “Midshore is where we’ll be fishing—sixty miles
out.”
“That’s right,” said Manny, “sixty miles offshore. Lots of room for us inshore fishermen with our trap nets and
jiggers. Be all right now, if we could keep the trawlers a hundred miles offshore—or even the three bloody miles
that the law says they ought to be out.”
“Three miles,” snorted Jake. “Some distance, that is, a bloody cannon shot—yeah, a cannon shot,” he repeated
at the dubious look on Sylvanus’s face, “that’s how far offshore a cannon can shoot: three miles. And in Grandfather’s day, if either a foreign boat come closer than that, they told you to blast the bastards, no problem. Now
they even got that took from us—blasting cannon balls up their arse.
“Don’t laugh, buddy,” he cautioned at a guffaw from Manny, “because that’s what the foreigners are doing,
laughing. Our fishing laws are the same as was printed out in Peter’s day. By jeezes, shoot a moose—something
we governs ourselves—and see what’ll it get you—life in the dungeons, that’s what.”
“Mind now, don’t get too worked up,” said Manny as splotches of red fired up on Jake’s long, bony cheeks.
“Christ, Wye, face like a broody hen. Here, pour me another one,” he ordered, dumping the dregs of his mug into
the pit and tossing it to his brother.
“Another war, another war,” said Jake, his tone rising, “we needs another war and a couple dozen mines out
there—that’d keep the bastards off our shelves, if we blows up a few—because I tell you, my son, they never had
no problem with no nets when the wars were on and they were all kept ashore; they never had no problem then.”
“Ye-es, my son, just what we needs, another war,” said Manny with a wink at Sylvanus. “Go on, Wye, make
yourself a bib,” he taunted as Jake started to cut in, but belched instead, dribbling brew down his chin, “and get
yourself a handkerchief, too, because you’ll soon be bawling if you keeps on talking about them trawlers. What
do you say, Am—how many’s out there?”
“Five hundred,” said Ambrose without thought. “Fisheries fellow told me the other day.”
“Five hundred. Jeezes.”
Ambrose nodded.
“Heh, that made you sit up,” said Jake. “You won’t be taunting next week you wakes up and finds them
moored off from your wharf, you won’t be taunting then.”
Sy!vanus sat up, too.
“Five hundred,” he said lowly. “Jeezes, that many?”
He sat back, envisioning five hundred of the sixty-foot fishing vessels and their thousand-foot nets.
He’d never seen their nets, but he could figure the damage even one could do—all thousand feet of it being
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dragged along the ocean floor, its jaws held open by massive slabs of wood that were heavily shod with iron—
dislodging boulders and flattening crevices and outcrops, crushing and burying billions of fish and their habitats
in its path as it rolled along, striving to frighten up into its giant maw the bottom fish, including those mother-fish
whose bellies were swollen with pounds of roe not yet spawned.
Now then, imagine five hundred of them, all ploughing the spawning grounds, he thought, and sat forward
again, notably disturbed.
“How much fish are they catching then, brother?” he asked Ambrose.
“A lot of fish, my son. Tons. And they scraps tons. Right over the side. If they gets a load of haddock and they
wants cod, they dumps it. If they gets a load of cod and they wants haddock, they dumps it. Tons. They dumps
tons of fish. For sure, I seen enough of it out there on the schooners.”
He paused, bulbous eyes falling shyly askance at each of the men he was addressing.
“And then there’s the ones they loses, their nets breaks halfways upon their decks, and—whoosh!—everything
falls back overboard. Good only for the gulls, then.”
“Jeezes, do the Fisheries fellows see all that?”
Jake smirked.
“How can you see anything, old man, when your head’s up your arse? If them Fishery people done what they
was paid for, they'd banish everything longer than thirty feet fifty miles offshore—or farther. By jeezes, that’s
what they’re doing in other countries then—”
*
A door slammed, and he grimaced into silence along with the rest of the men as a broad-shouldered woman
charged around the corner, her presence like the light of dawn drawing a close to the evening’s intimacy.
“They’re down hooking gulls with fish hooks agin!” she exclaimed angrily, her lidless eyes glancing off the
rest of the men and burrowing into Jake.
“Who? Who’s hooking gulls?” asked Jake.
“The youngsters—who the bloody hell do you think?” she snipped, pointing to a huddle of boys farther down
the beach.
“Go—drive them out of it, else I throws your supper to the dogs!” She hustled back inside the house, banging
the door shut behind her.
“Ah, you loves her,” said Manny as Jake cut loose with a mutter of oaths. “Ye-es, you do. Go on. Chase after
her. Tell her you loves her,” he goaded as Jake rose, a dirty look toward his house as he shuffled toward the landwash.
Manny shook with mirth.
“Pair of sleeves to the one shirt,” he said to Sylvanus and Ambrose, “and stun as the gnat, the both of them.
Out by Mother’s, they was, the other night, trying to dip the moon out of the brook. Yes, they were,” he vowed
beneath the disbelieving snickers of the others, “swear to gawd. Go ask Mother—she went out and offered them a
strainer.”
A cry of excitement from the boys and Manny rose.
“That one of mine I hears? Little bugger, he’s suppose to be chopping wood. Heh, cripes if they haven’t
hooked a gull.”
He sat back down, grinning, watching as the boys, oblivious to Jake now marching toward them, fist raised,
started pulling in their thirty- to forty-foot length of fishing line and the hooked gull.
“Yup, nothing we never done, hey, Am. Remember putting bark on the water and watching the gannets dive for
it? Broke their necks every time. Cripes, that was bad. How come boys does stuff like that? You do that, Syllie,
put bark on the water for the gannets?” Sylvanus grimaced.
“Break their necks? How’d you break their necks?”
“They sees the bark and thinks it’s a fish and dives for it,” said Manny. “Dives hard, a gannet do. Can hear the
snap when their beaks hits the bark.
“Oh now, it wouldn’t that bad,” he drawled at Sylvanus’s look of repulsion. “And we never wasted them—
always took them home after for Mother to bake. She never knew but it was a duck after we had it buffed and
picked.
“Here, pass your mug, Am, I fills it. Where’s yours? Hey, where you going?” he asked as Sylvanus, shaking his
head in disgust, kicked aside his stump and headed toward home.
“That’s it, my son, can’t hoot with the owls and fly with the eagles, too,” Manny shouted after him, “but I must
say, you was quite the dandy at the dance last night—all dressed up and watching through the window. Next time
come on in, bye, and have yourself a dance.
“Well, sir,” he exclaimed as Sylvanus shot him a look, face reddening, “look at that, Am, he’s all red. Gentle
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jeezes, Syllie’s blushing! What’d you do, find yourself a woman? Did you, did you, Syllie?” he hollered, rising
off his seat, giving chase.
“Fool!” Sylvanus muttered and ducked out of sight around the house. Damned if his ears weren’t burning.
Melita, Manny's wife, her curly, capped head heightening a round, dimpled face, glanced suspiciously at him as
he stumbled over some hens firking at the feed she was tossing them.
“Nice day, what?” he hailed, skirting the flapping, squabbling birds.
“Nice day,” she called back, and he shook his head, catching her grin as she tossed another handful of feed
around his feet, sending him stumbling through another onslaught of pecking and flapping and squabbling.
“Worse than Manny,” he grunted, hopping onto the beach, away from the lot of them.
*
Digging his hands into his pockets, he leaned into the breeze and was soon whistling his way along shore, his
nymph from the night swaying before him once more, luring him along some mystic path, beckoning him inside a
shanty and seating him beside a fire that warmed his heart as readily as it warmed her hearth. Nothing followed
him there—no boats, no fish, no creamy white pods and their wasted spawn—all vapourized by the heat of her
fire as it blazed across her bare, naked skin, leaping into his veins and fevering his vision as he wove through the
following days, tripping over goats and chicks, and clamouring about his stage, his flakes, his woodpile on weakening legs.
“We needs a new house, Mother,” he said irritably one evening, stumbling over mats that had been lying on the
floors since he was a gaffer, and peering critically at unpainted faceboards and faded wallpaper.
“It’ll last the rest of my years,” grumbled Eva, pushing him out of her way.
“There’s holes in the canvas.”
“Stop your pacing, then, big galoot.
“I was thinking,” she went on as he rested his arms moodily on the windowsill, gazing outside, “perhaps we
should take a smoked salmon to the Trapps.” He near cricked his neck, twisting it sideways to see her, but her face
was hidden in the bowels of a bottom cupboard.
“You talking about a visit?” he asked incredulously.
“With all they done for us, wouldn’t hurt to pay a visit.”
He jammed his hands in his back pockets, studying the back of her head.
“Eighteen years ago the Trapps fished Elikum out of the sea, and suddenly you wants go visit them. What’re
you rooting at in there? Get your head out,” he commanded, “and tell me why in the name of gawd you’re
wanting to visit the Trapps?”
Eva hauled back on her haunches, brandishing a dusty bottle of pickles before him.
“You mind yourself,” she said stiffly. “They brought your brother home. Least we got one grave marked in that
cemetery. Goodness' sakes, can't a body go visiting without all this nonsense?”
“Nonsense! You suddenly wants to visit the Trapps, and my asking why is nonsense? Jeezes, they’d rather sink
your boat than let you ashore.”
“They’ve never hurt a soul.”
“Enough the way they looks at you. No thanks, the Trapps don’t like company and that’s fine with me.”
“Then I’ll get Jake to take me.” She creaked to her feet, shuffling tiredly to the bin, polishing off the pickle
bottle with her apron.
“Besides,” she said, “I got something to ask of them. I was thinking on getting one of their girls to work with
me this summer in the garden.”
“Hey!? You wants a Trapp girl working for us? Oh, come now, Mother—”
“Don’t go now Mothering me!” cried Eva, turning on him. “I’m not what I used to be, and for all the help you
are these days, you might just as well move to Ragged Rock, for that’s where your mind’s at, well enough.”
“Well, sir, is that what’s on your mind—that I’m moving off to Ragged Rock?”
He struck a fist into his hand.
“Bloody Manny! Up shooting off his face, was he? Got me marrying some girl up Ragged Rock. Fool! And,
oh, that’s a good one, Mother. You'd have me marry a Trapp, instead—sly as dogs—”
“How’d you know that? Nobody ever got to know them.”
“That says it right there—a stone’s throw up the shore and we hardly knows their names.”
“Nothing wrong with keeping to yourselves. We should all be more mindful. Least they’re not wanting roads
and electricity and to be moving off all over the place.”
“Oh, and is that what you’re thinking, that I’ll soon be getting a girl and burning me boat and buying a car?
Well, sir—“ and he broke off laughing.
His mother had turned her back, polishing and repolishing the already polished pickle jar. He sobered, leaning
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sideways to see her face.
“Christ, Mother, you knows I’m not going to move off somewhere—” He lapsed as a dab of water wetted the
corner of her eye. Sweet jeezes, she wasn't bawling, was she?
“Mother, now, Mother, in the name of jeezes, you’re not bawling, are you?”
“Mind your mouth!” she ordered, flapping the dishrag at him as he tried turning her toward him.
“For gawd’s sake,” and he grabbed her by the waist.
“You needs some fresh air, you do. Blow the nonsense out of your skull. Come on,” and ignoring her shrieks of
protest, he swung her onto his shoulder like a sack of spuds, striding with her out of the house, across the path,
and in through his stage.
“Now, get down or be flung down,” he threatened, lodging her onto the stagehead, steering her toward his
boat, bobbing alongside.
“I haven’t got time for this, foolish thing,” she cried, and started shrieking again as he lifted her off her feet,
lodging her down into the boat, rocking it madly as he jumped in beside her.
“Syllie, in the name of God, I got bread in the oven, and the goats are wanting—”
“Hey, buddy!” Sylvanus called out to one of Manny’s youngsters dawdling along shore, “go tell your mother
to go turn Mother’s bread! Marry a Trapp,” he muttered, pushing her toward the seat in the stern. “Marry a
goddamn Trapp!”
Shaking his head, he hunched before the engine house, heaving hard on the flywheel.
“Yes, now, that’s just what I’m about, leaving Cooney Arm,” and he tutted over her rebukes as he putted them
through the neck, haranguing about her selfishness, that she’d rather have her boy shift in with the sly-looking
Trapps over some nice family in Ragged Rock.
“Now, there’s nonsense for you, Mother, there’s bloody nonsense,” he chided.
Settling himself beside her, he cradled her resisting shoulders, pooh-poohing any and all else that she said.
Finally, she settled back, enjoying with him the sun full on their faces, the wind waffling their hair, and the clip clop-clop of the boat hitting on the waves curling toward them off the open seas.
*
By the time they returned home both mother and son were lulled into quiet. Which lasted about ten minutes
after they were ashore. Then Sylvanus was grumbling again about the cramped quarters of his mother’s house, its
peeling paint and sagging floors. Prowling outside, he started figuring how many quintals of fish it would take to
lay a foundation and build his own house—and nearer the shoreline, it would have to be, he figured, sizing up the
twenty, thirty feet or more his mother’s house held back on land, for wouldn’t the woman of his dreams like
sitting on her stoop in the evenings, watching the tide washing closer, lifting the seaweed off the rocks and
floating it before her like goldenrod, and the starfish fluttering amongst its blooms like butterflies?
Her garden, he mused. The sea would be her garden, planting cockleshells and urchins upon her windowsill,
weaving her pathways through the eelgrass, baring baby crabs and tommycod playing hide-and-seek amongst the
rocks, lulling her with its waves washing up on shore.
Within the week he was feverish with a need to see her, to touch her. Damned were his nights as he thrashed
his bed. And damned were his days as he tried to keep rhythm with his jiggers and the rocking of his boat.
He paced the shoreline.
He threw rocks at the ocean.
He scaled the cliffs rising from the neck, trampling over nests and burrows of kittiwake and carey chicks. And
he started cursing the head, the coves, and bights that separated him from her.
*
When, one Sunday morning two weeks after he’d first seen her, he found himself getting out of his boat in
Ragged Rock and walking along the path leading to her door, he froze in his madness.
What would she think of him—the thick mat of hair covering his body since before he was fourteen, his surly,
black brows, his ability to read nothing but the clouds, his bowlegged walk?
He faltered, his knees buckling to his lowliness.
Yet it was a thing that had to be done.
Doffing his cap, he pulled back his shoulders, grateful for the extra scouring of his armpits with his mother’s
scrubbing soap, and buttoning his top button to cover the hair curling out of his chest, he tensed his legs straighter
at the knees and forced his feet along the rest of the path, raising his hand to rap on her door.
91.61 Excerpt from Icefields\fn{by Thomas Wharton (1963- )} Peace River, Alberta, Canada (M) 2
… A knife-edge ridge of hard, sculpted snow is the last obstacle. Climbing pure geometry. On either side the
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slope drops away for hundreds of feet into a gloomy cirque.\fn{ “A half-open steep-sided hollow at the head of a valley or on
a mountainside, formed by glacial erosion.”:W}
They dig their ice axes and hob-nail boots with greater confidence in this solid surface. They make good time,
reaching the summit ridge at twelve-thirty, just as clouds roll in again.
*
They embrace at the summit. A brief, formal clasp.
The space around them is enclosed in ice fog, muffled, like a room. They make a cursory inspection of the
cornice, prodding with axe handles for weaknesses, then take turns squinting through the field glasses in an
unsuccessful attempt to pick out landmarks.
The wind is relentless. They know they cannot stay very long. And suddenly it seems there is very little for
them to do here.
“Should we try the mirror,” Hal asks, “for Byrne?” Freya shakes her head.
“There’s no sun.”
*
Biscuits and coffee from a thermos bottle make up a quick summit meal. While they eat, a gap is torn in the
fog. Clouds shred away in the wind.
The world is unveiled. To the southwest stretches the rolling expanse of the ice-field. They turn away from its
unrelieved whiteness.
Down in the rocky valley the bright red roof of the Hot Springs Chalet. A toy house. Below it, the river’s
slender curve glitters through trees.
Some nearby peaks they can name by sight: Ammonite, Diadem, Alberta, Stutfield.
And closer to them Parnassus, Athabasca, Arcturus. Almost directly below them, hundreds of feet down,
stretches the rubble-strewn track of the glacier.
“Can you see Byrne’s place?”
“I see the Nunatak, but I can’t make out the shelter. Can you?”
“I’m not sure.”
Freya begins a contest, to describe the mountains ranged around them. Olympian palaces. The heavenly host
bright with all their crowns. Beethoven’s Ninth, final movement. Frozen writing desks.
“Damn it,” Freya says.
“What?”
“I have to pee.”
“Not here.”
They give in to giddy laughter.
“The mirror,” Freya says.
They make a hurried search of each other’s pack, not sure which of them was carrying it. Freya shakes her
head.
“Forget about it. No time.”
She sets up the collapsible tripod and begins snapping pictures with her Panoram portable. She wants to Kodak
Hal for posterity. He shrugs his assent.
“Stand over there. We’ll get the ice field in the background, for Byrne.”
“Then I’ll take one of you,” Hal says. “For me.”
“Step back,” she says, waving a gloved hand. “Way back now.”
At first he does not understand she is teasing him, so he glances behind to see how far he can safely step,
When he turns again to share the joke, she is gone.
*
In the evening Byrne hears the crunch of footsteps over the snow and sets down his pen. He goes to the door,
thinking he wilt greet both of them and tell them I’m sorry but I didn’t see your signal. I started writing and lost
track of time.
He opens the door.
Hal is there, alone. He tries to speak and breaks down.
Byrne sits him in the chair and extracts the story.
*
The summit cornice had collapsed.
He crawled to the broken: edge and saw only the billowing cloud of snow loosened by her fall. He retraced
their path along the ridge; then crawled away from the trail of their boot prints onto the cliff’s sheer face. He
descended methodically, working on each foot and hand hold. Talking to himself about his progress. After some
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time he realized he was chanting aloud a meaningless litany.
“I am stone, the world is stone, everything is stone.”
*
He found her in a gently sloping snow hollow. She was standing, he saw with a momentary rush of hope, and
then thought this is impossible, she fell three hundred meters. With that thought he halted, suddenly afraid of her.
She was brushing snow from her wool jacket, and looked vaguely perplexed, like someone who had misplaced
her reading glasses.
“I’m fine,” she said when she was aware of his approach. “Just cold.”
He saw the streak of snow stained red at her feet. She looked past his shoulder as if blind.
“Freya …”
She turned away, sinking, and he crouched with her, saw the split from temple to ear, the white of bone. She
drew her legs up underneath her and settled against him.
He carried her down the slope and onto the glacier. Her head was nestled into the front of his wool jacket. Her
body warm and heavy against his. There was so much warmth.
As he staggered down the ice the sun burned the clouds away. The air warmed. He heard the sound of rushing
water and followed the winding course of rushing water stream down-slope to the shore of Byrne’s nameless lake.
A wide, calm pool, perfectly transparent.
He set her down by the lake and looked into her open, sightless eyes.
*
The two men take rope and blankets back up the glacier to the lake.
They wrap the body and carry it to the shelter, placing it gently on the stone floor. Byrne examines it briefly
under the 1ight of his spirit lamp.
“We’ll leave her here tonight and return with help tomorrow.”
“Leave her?”
“Yes, it’s too dark now to bring her down.”
“You can find the way with your eyes closed, bastard. I’ll carry her myself.”
“You don’t have the strength left. You know that.”
Rawson gives in, steps outside.
For the first time, Byrne closes the door of the shelter firmly behind him and blocks it up with several 1arge
stones.
*
Elspeth fills a kettle with water and sets it on the stove. She crouches down in front of the wood box, strikes a
match, and lights a fire while rocking on her heels. She is not yet fully awake. She watches the paper crumple, the
broken bits of an orange crate licked at by the flame, and then she stands up.
Byrne and Rawson are in the front parlor, sitting in the dark. Four in the morning, the world a blue-gray
shadow, they brought her the news of Freya’s death. Waking her from deep sleep with a knock at her door. They
have just come down from the glacier and they need coffee, a place to sit quietly, someone to talk to. They are
sitting together, not speaking, waiting for her.
The water in the kettle begins to hiss. Elspeth holds her hands for a few moments above the warming iron
surface of the stove, and then sits down at the unvarnished kitchen table. Freya had sat here with her one evening,
not long before the climb. There was something she wanted to say, something difficult. It was the first time
Elspeth had seen her hesitate before speaking her mind.
And then Frank had come into the room, and Freya left soon after that, without saying it. Elspeth thinks she
knows what it was Freya had been about to tell her.
It was about Byrne.
In the window the blackness outside is paling to gray. Elspeth imagines the mountain will look different to her
tomorrow. After three years here it has become as familiar as the wall of her own small room. Mute background.
She stands up. The kettle is boiling. In a little while the morning staff will be coming in to make breakfast for
the guests. The accident will be common knowledge soon enough, on everyone’s mind, but the work of the chalet
will go on as it must. The room will fill with voices and light, the clang of pots and pans. Eggs will be cracked,
flour and baking soda will be shaken out of tins, bacon will sizzle. The cooks will quickly forget to be solemn,
they will chatter and joke with one another. It will become a noisy, human room.
But for now it is still involved in the night.
Years later, when she remembers Freya’s death she will see everything as if contained in this dark room.
*
At the end of the summer, Rawson brings Byrne two photographs, the remnants of Freya’s film cartridge. The
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rest of the exposures were spoiled when the camera cracked during the fall.
“I wanted to give you these, before I left. I may not be coming back to Jasper. The ice carapace of Mount
Arcturus is the main subject of the first shot, the ice-field below its summit a dark amoeboid blur to one side.”
The clerk in the camera shop explained to Hal that the glare of sunlight on the snow caused this effect.
*
Byrnes portrait also survived the fall. He finds himself frozen inside it. Her gift to him.
Gray peaked hat. Knee-length, weather-stained mackintosh over a dark flannel shirt. Tinted spectacles on a
leather strap around his neck. Knee breeches, puttees, overshoes mottled with damp. Waterproof railway gauntlets
in one hand, calfskin notebook in the other. Prematurely white hair, thin white beard lining a long, bony face.
Eyes look slightly Asiatic. Squint caused by sun glare on the spring snow at his feet. Chiseled lines at the corners
of his eyes, alongside his thin-lipped mouth.
The markings of time. The ice has been at work here too. …
25.83 & 295.196 1. Excerpt from Fresh Girls 2. Gallbladder 3. Vagina 4. Feet 5. Lost And Found 6.
Gratitude 7. Janny 8. Nothing Happened 9. Dear Doctor 10. Interview with Fiona Tinwei Lam (27 October
2010) in The Tyee\fn{by Evelyn Lau (1971- )} Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada (F) 10
1
… It is your wife’s fortieth birthday, and I am torturing you to the sounds of a tape of Dylan Thomas giving a
poetry recital. His voice is theatrical, and at times it hovers at the edges of breaking into song.
“Do not go gentle into that good night … Rage, rage against the dying of the light. …”
His words, charged with command, seem to pulse through my own body. Obediently I slip the spiked heel of
my shoe into your mouth. You are watching me with confusion because I am drunk and balancing over your
naked body takes more skill than you think. I don’t want to fall on you with my weight and the stabbing silver of
my bracelet, injuring you, making it impossible for you to meet your wife later in the evening for dinner down by
the harbor where the white ships come in. She will chatter on about The New York Review of Books, literary magazines, publishers’ conventions, and other things that bewilder you because you decided to make money in medicine instead of writing poetry. Neither of us knew when we made our respective choices that we might be equally
unfulfilled.
I do not want to hurt you, at least not clumsily, not out of drunkenness, not because the high arches of my feet
prevent me from balancing in spike heels. I want it to mean something when I hurt you, I want each transgression
to be a deliberate one that cuts both ways, something that neither of us will be able to blame on bottles of wine or
the fact that when I am in this position, one foot balanced on your neck, there is nothing nearby to hold on to and
the only thing stable is the floor which seems a long way off from up here.
I will not go gentle into you. The high heel of my shoe is in your mouth, and it is cutting the roof where the
flesh is ridged and ticklish. You suck the heel as you would a phallus, and I wonder what you are tasting, what
grotty remains of dust and dirt and sidewalk you are swallowing down the soft pinkness of your throat. Up here I
can see you are going bald, the expanse of your forehead with your gray hair tossed backwards onto the carpet is
wide and gleaming. With your eyes shut and your mouth working to please the point of my shoe, you could easily
be an inflatable doll or a cartoon and I am able then to withdraw my heel as carefully as a penis and rake it in pink
crescents across your cheek and down your chin.
In my sessions with you I search for the evil inside us that we share like kisses between our open mouths. The
boundaries I once saw as steel fences in my mind turned out to be sodden wooden planks when I reached them,
easily kicked down. Each act of pain became easier to inflict once the initial transgressions had been committed,
and we had understood ourselves capable of surviving them. Once I even tried on myself the things I do to you.
Whipping myself with a silver chain, I became fascinated by the stopped seconds of pain that opened my mouth
and closed my eyes. Afterwards I was left looking down at my thighs where the circle of the chain I had snapped
down my body had left a perfect imprint of itself, pink like a rubber stamp, like one of those playful rubber
stamps with happy faces on them.
When the pain stopped, time moved again and I wondered if perhaps in our time together you felt this also, this
stopping of time as it races past you now that you are middle-aged and some of your mends are already dead.
Perhaps only the absorption of pain can distract you from the details of your daily life—the necessary hours at the
office, the teenaged children demanding money for concerts and clothes, the golf lessons on weekend afternoons.
All this leading you down the road of increasing age, minor illnesses, and death.
“Old age should burn and rave at close of day,” Thomas instructs sternly. …
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2
Who knew you were even there?
Tucked under the liver, a shrivelled
and sunken pear, small sac, treasure bag
of stones, a stitch in my side—
you are chewing me up from the inside,
your constant gnawing, your spastic contortions
bruising the liver, sending its gamma readings soaring.
When you attack, women say
it’s like childbirth, without the happy ending.
*
You wake me in the night, announce yourself
just under the ribcage, to the right,
you who slept so soundly for decades,
pink and plump, now fiercely awake
and complaining, mottled black
and diseased. I’ve fed you a rich diet
of sugar and fat, groomed myself into
alliteration, the typical gallbladder patient—
a fat, fertile, forty-year-old female.
*
The surgeon wants to snatch you,
wiggle you out from the nest of innards
and extract you through a slit in my side,
but I want you to stay a while longer—
your little screeching voice,
your bilious mouth pushing out and pushing out
its stuck stones, wedged in your neck
like olive pits. You keep me in thrall
with your appetite for pain,
your possibility of rupture.
3
The indignity of seeing you change,
even you. Your lips used to be springy
to the touch, a miniature trampoline,
a little fat cushion of flesh. It seems someone
let all the stuffing out. Now the inner labia,
once so tidy and trim, are stretched
and distended, and sometimes poke out
like the tip of a tongue in a cruel tease.
*
That’s all you want me to say about you.
Lately you’ve grown reticent as a maiden aunt
in your middle age, desiring flannel nightgowns
and ten o’clock bedtimes. So open to proposition
in your prime, it won’t be long before
you grow a white fur, prepare for hibernation.
4
A doctor once exclaimed, Those are some ugly feet!
*
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These days you don’t even look human—
nothing like a model’s feet in a magazine,
slim and straight as kayaks,
squelching in the sparkly sand.
You resemble the plaster model
in the podiatrist’s office, the one he uses
to demonstrate deformities.
Your bunions, knobs of throbbing bone
at the base of the big toe, have given birth
to bunionettes. Your hammer toes
are scrunched into claws, as if forever
trying to grasp at something not there.
Plantar fasciitis renders the morning’s first steps
like those of the mermaid’s on land,
a dance on knife points.
*
Still, I feel a motherly affection for you,
the runt of the litter, take you into my hands
on winter nights and rub. Caked with calluses,
studded with seed corns, you are like the old woman
on the bus who wears a purple hat
strung with birds and fruit and jingly bells—
a dropout in the race for beauty,
conformity. The years I stuffed you into stilettos
long gone, now I coddle you
with custom orthotics, sensible shoes
cozy as moccasins. Soon you’ll be granted
your lifelong wish and live out the rest
of your days in Birkenstocks—
you’ll be walking on air!
5
Somehow the custom orthotic, a slip of plastic
worth hundreds of dollars, worked its way out
of my sandal in the rough landscape
of the lunar beach and hid
amidst sandcastles and firepits,
chips of charcoal and tangles of kelp.
We combed and combed the shore,
the waning light against us. Watermelon moon
in the cotton candy sky. It seemed then
that this life was a collection of losses,
a slipping down an ever steeper slope,
shedding possessions and loved ones until,
at the last, we shed our own mottled coat of flesh,
this ragged lumpy lived-in self.
Where had the California beauty gone,
though the sun was setting
behind the lifeguard’s blue hut,
the surf drumming? All we found
was what others had lost—
a sneaker, two battered cellphones,
a guitar pick wedged into the sand
like a tiny surfboard. Row of burnt palms
behind the lighthouse, decomposing sea lion
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in the rank breeze.
*
The next morning we returned to the beach,
holding out hope like metal detectors, and there,
in front of me, gleaming like the foot-bone
of an exotic animal, the orthotic!
To find something, after so many losses!
The photograph of that moment shows me
with arms raised in religious ecstasy,
eyes closed and mouth open in a half-mad
silent song of hallelujah. You would have thought
I was calling down the spirits from the next world.
That someone I loved had come back to me
from the place where no one returns. Here in Santa Cruz,
where a man in rags shakes his finger
at the heavenly blue sky, shouting,
Your mother was a hamster,
and your father smelled of elderberry!
6
We don’t yet know how it began.
Perhaps he posted as a potential friend,
invited you for Starbucks and biscotti\fn{“Italian almond biscuits”:W}
after class, or Labatts and chicken wings
on the weekend, hockey on TV.
Perhaps you looked forward to the visit,
bounding up the stairs bearing some small gift
like a good guest, some small token
to appease the gods of hospitality
at the front door. That was
the sort of man you were—
on time every day, hoping to find in Canada
not money or status, like your classmates,
but love. A romantic. This painful light
*
shines in your face in photographs,
moon-bright, a little shy, eager
to please. An A student, studying computers
and engineering, a decade older
than your classmates, old enough that in China,
you wrote, they would respectfully
call you “uncle”—
what you wanted were peers.
Friends, lovers. You were lonely,
vulnerable in your loneliness.
Wanted someone to ride with you
on the midnight subway train in Montreal,
its flickering hospital-green half-light
you captured on film, deserted snowscapes
you posted to friends in China—
you were the only figure in all that ground.
*
But then there was that day in the park.
It was too, too, too beautiful—
a park others rushed through every day,
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heads bowed over texts and tweets
while you stood gaping in awe, in a daze
of wonder, craning your neck
to see the sky swimming with green,
the drowsy parasols of the maples
sprinkling your delighted face
with sap, silent gust of wind swelling
through the stately willows, the vegetable whiff
of mown grass, too much, you thought,
it’s too much, days before it was taken
from you in a blaze of rage. Montreal,
released from the frozen grip of winter,
leafing out in the spring.
You had worked and saved,
worked and saved for years
to arrive at this place.\fn{This is a memorial poem for Jun Lin (1978-2012, born in Wuhan) who was murdered and dismembered by
his former lover in Montreal; the following information was included at the beginning of the poem itself: “‘It’s too, too, too beautiful.’—
Jun Lin’s last Facebook post, accompanying a photograph of a park, days before he was murdered, and his body dismembered, allegedly by
Luka Magnotta.”}

7
I remember my cousin Janny
hunched over the kitchen sink
scrubbing the household dishes at dawn
that summer we visited Grandma
in California. Treated like a slave
in feudal China, brunt of Grandma’s wrath—
piece of trash, monkey on her back,
good-for-nothing bastard daughter
of her own fourth child, Auntie No. 4
who had Janny out of wedlock—
*
still a shocker for a Chinese family
in the ’70s. It was rumoured
my aunt never knew the father, or that
he rightly washed his hands of her,
this tired baggy-eyed woman
who trudged home from work
at the fast food restaurant, reeking
of grease, ripping the brown-and-yellow
paper hat off her head as she sat down
to dinner in her stained uniform.
Auntie No. 4, who decades later would die
in a homeless shelter for battered women …
*
Janny barely spoke during our visit—
scrawny-shouldered, shaking
with shyness, beaten down by the daily
hail of Grandma’s hatred. I remember
the way she flinched at loud noises
or sudden movements, with a look
of such tense, whimpering terror in her eye
it made you want to hit her—
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*
yet somehow she escaped. The news
of her life filtered through to me, over the years:
Your cousin Janny’s going to school.
Janny’s getting married, moving to Texas.
Janny has children now.
How? I always wondered. It was a puzzle,
the laws of the universe upended,
the sky swimming with fish and the sea
crammed with clouds. Maybe
there was an escape route, a hidden exit,
a trap door I hadn’t found in all
these years of wild searching.
Maybe my cousin had stumbled upon it
in her despair, crawled her way out
into a normal life. I pictured her
in some sun-soaked small town—
white picket fence, toys in the yard—
waving to her kids on the school bus,
folding herself into the tanned arms
of a man who loved her.
*
The call came this weekend:
Your cousin Janny passed away.
She killed herself. Her fifteen-year-old son
(a straight-A student, my aunt hastened
to add) came home from class to find her
overdosed on the living room sofa.
I thought she had escaped
her fate, and maybe there were days
she thought so too, living out a normal life
like someone else’s dream.
Living a life like it was rightfully hers.
8
This was the house on the corner, the one
I passed to and from school each day.
He would have seen me twice
a day, from an upstairs window
or bent over his weeds in the garden—
an ugly girl, clad in scratchy plaid,
moping past. One fist dug deep
into my satchel, searching for day-old
shortbread hidden in a greased bag.
Sweaty bangs, furtive eyes behind
lenses as thick as goggles—
some adults said I was shy.
She’s sly, my mother declared, up to no good.
She won’t look me in the eye, a teacher complained,
and my father whipped round in his seat
at the parent-teacher conference:
What’s wrong with you?
What are you trying to hide?
*
One afternoon, the man asked me in—
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past the stone lions, pots of lavender,
into the tiled foyer. The tiles were painted
with lemons, oranges, clusters of olives.
Nothing happened. Or something did—
the threat of something, creeping in the air
between us. It thickened my throat,
stuffed my sinuses like pollen.
He fetched his violin, the old man
with his nut-brown bald head,
played it for me like a suitor
in a sunny square, slicing note
after note into the air. His hand on my knee
a shy spider. (Am I making this up now,
digging diligently as an archaeologist,
searching for where it all went wrong?)
*
But nothing happened. Dust in the corners,
a brass umbrella stand, the bulky Nikes
belonging to his teenage grandsons.
The bow sawing the violin,
horsehair fraying.
The air so thick it seemed fibrous,
knotting around me like a mesh net,
like pantyhose yanked over the face.
His dark thoughts pouring into me
like motor oil. Maybe I wanted something
to happen, anything at all—
a way out, even this way.
*
But then he opened the front door.
9
In dreams, it takes all night to reach you—
blind driving down unfamiliar roads,
twisty mountain passes, suburban cul-de-sacs
not on any map. Then at last,
*
the mirrors in the green stairwell.
The mirrors so close to the entrance
I could have walked straight into myself.
For years this was the shape of the world.
*
The plain room and its myriad dimensions,
radiating outward like meaning
from the bound lines of a poem—
the meaning in the space, the breath.
*
The silence. Clouds of curry rising
from the Indian restaurant below,
the shuffle of mail through your meaty hands,
the worn patch on the seat of the leather armchair,
*
duct-taped together. Last night I dreamt
I rode a boat through choppy water to see you.
You lived on a high cliff above wintry seas.
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It was a paradise of pastoral beauty,
*
drenched in the syrupy light of summer.
Cottages with paned windows,
gardens overgrown with roses, wildflowers.
Bees bumbling through brambles,
*
furry as tiny bears, freighted with honey.
Butterflies like lofted petals
tearing through the sappy air.
How I longed to live there too!
*
Only the ocean lay between us.
10\fn{In what follows, the questions of the interviewer, Linda Richards, are printed after the last word in the sentence of the preceeding
answer, except for the firsete question, which is: “Choose Me. The title intrigues me.”:H}
My agent was actually the one that came up with the title. I think when you’re working on short stories or
poetry you’re working on each piece individually and you don’t see the entire collection. You don’t see really the
shape of it or how it builds. So when I submitted it, I just submitted it under the title of one of the stories, which
was a fairly weak title for the collection, but I said I was open to suggestion.
My agent read it and first she said I should call it Geezers. And then she said, if you won’t take that we’ll call it
Choose Me . And I liked that. I think her interpretation of it was that a lot of the stories were about women who
were longing to be chosen in their relationships. I think for me the title works a little bit differently in that it’s also
about the choices people have made that they have to live with. It’s also about what happens after people sort of
take that turn in the road.\fn{Making your bed and sleeping in it?}
I think so.\fn{You’re writing is so beautiful and so clear. And the pictures were so vivid to me. But it’s not a happy book. }
I think most of my books aren’t. Sometimes that surprises me because when I work on the individual stories
that story may have an aura of unhappiness about it and there’s a kind of intensity to my story. I sometimes don’t
take into account how those stories add up and give a real overall impression of unhappiness. I don’t know how to
address that. I hope it’s not off-putting in any way.\fn{ You don’t have to address that, really. But the intensity certainly comes
through. But some of these are not happy people, really. The resolutions are—to me, and it’s presumptuous of me … and it’s lovely for me
to be able to talk to you about it and you can say, “Well, what do you mean?”—but I’'s easy for people to read things into your work, I
think. Things that are perhaps not there at all. }

I love that though. Sometimes I go and give talks at colleges and universities and the professors have dragged
all of their students down to listen and the students will have been studying my work. And they’ve been forced to
analyze it. Particularly the poetry. Line by line. Image by image. And they come up with the most bizarre and
sometimes really brilliant analysis which I—as the author—not only never intended, I never even conceived
intellectually. I sort of think that’s wonderful. It’s essentially for the reader to decide, not for the author to impose.
\fn{It says more about the analyzer, perhaps, than the analyzed? }
Yes. And I think that’s usually a good thing. I’m quite happy to pretend I’m smarter than I am as a result of
other people’s analysis.\fn{Lauaghs} I’ve always striven for a sort of unflinching look at people and the way that
they behave. And the pretension in some of those stories around relationships. And the attachment in some people’s relationships and how easily that can be broken. That’s not a really happy territory to be exploring in the first
place.\fn{Is that what Choose Me is about? It seemed to me that a lot of the stories were around falling out of love. }
It’s hard for me to see it that way because I haven’t been able to read it as a collection from cover to cover. I
still see the stories as being very distinct in my mind. So I don’t know how they all add up in a book. Really. But I
suppose there is a lot of disenchantment in the stories.\fn{ Disenchantment and the resolution is, “Damn! What was I doing?”}
Just like life.\fn{Did you work on the stories individually in kind of the same period? Or...?}
The early drafts of the first two stories were probably written about five or six years ago and it’s taken me that
long—and many successive drafts—to find how I actually wanted to write them. Particularly the second story,
“The Outing.” I wrote that story in so many different ways. I tried to write it as a poem with a similar plot in
mind. And it took me a long time to find a way to write that story that I was really happy with. So, those are the
two stories that were started a long time ago and had to go through a lot of drafts. The others were all written over
the last two years.\fn{The last one as well? That one seems almost novella-like to me. }
It was a novella originally. In editing we cut it back dramatically. So it ended up being a long short story,
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essentially. But whereas the other stories are really focused and very intense, the last story has a bit more of a
sprawl to it, I think. As a result of having being originally at least twice the length it is now.\fn{ Do you think that
sometimes people bring some baggage with them when they come to your work? Do they bring some preconceptions of who they might
think you are as a writer because of your background?}

I think it changes as I get older. If people look at you and you don’t look like a runaway, then they treat you a
certain way. In my case, time has passed. But I think, unfortunately, that seems to be a little hook for some people.
It’s an easy, kind of interesting little angle that is sort of brought up. I think less so in Vancouver because I’ve
been here for a long time and I’m around a lot and I think people sort of know me as I am. Whereas perhaps
places where I haven’t been around as much, it’s a little bit more of a novelty. And it’s not particularly interesting.
To me least of all. And my new work doesn’t really reflect upon that past much at all.
I think if my writing focused a lot on that part of my life then that would legitimately be more of a current
issue. But because it doesn’t, it sort of feels like … well … it was just a long time ago.\fn{ You feel like you get respected for who you are. Respect for your work and not slighted because of your past? You get your props? }
I think so.\fn{The central female characters in Choose Me all have some commonalties. Do you see yourself in any of them?}
Someone said to me—I don’t know if it’s Freudian—that apparently all of the characters in your dreams are
you. I don’t know how that plays out, because you dream about your friends and people that you know, so how
can they be you? But I guess, in some way, the way that you dream them represents how you see yourself, or
some such thing. They’re all representations of yourself. Mirrors. Or sometimes what you wish you were. I think
that, to some degree, that must be true in our writing as well. That our characters are, in some ways, all a
reflection of ourselves. I think that’s very different than saying that something is directly autobiographical.\fn
{Sure.}
But—yeah—you’re creating these things. So somehow they all live inside of you.\fn{ I wonder if that’s true of people who write about serial killers.}
I really wouldn’t know. I think I would make a division between people who write literary fiction and those
who write more commercial fiction. I have friends who write commercial fiction and when I read their books I
have a very difficult time reading it as fiction. Even though, to everyone else, it would look like absolutely nothing but fiction. Because it’s cast within a science fiction novel, or a mystery novel or a romance novel or something. But, indeed, I see so much of their lives—and the lives of the people around them—in their work that it
makes you wonder if such a thing as fiction exists.\fn{ In Choose Me you’ve done a lovely job of building a sense of time and
place while rarely mentioning either.}
I don’t know why I’ve hardly ever used locations in my work. I mean, actually named locations. I don’t know
why. I think it’s because I like that ambiguity. Because if I actually said, “False Creek,” people would bring that
with them.\fn{Did you put yourself through school?}
No.\fn{You’re wonderfully articulate. Obviously intelligent. Beautiful, clear writing. But not school? }
Nope. All self-taught. In my teens I took some one-day writers’ workshops and things like that. But I’ve never
gone properly back to school.\fn{Are the students you lecture to surprised at that?}
I was the writer in residence at UBC\fn{ Univcersity of British Columbia} about a year and a half ago, so I was working with students in the creative writing department. It was good. I really enjoyed that. I suppose in the past year
or so I’ve thought a lot more about going back to school.
But it’s very difficult for me. I don’t fare well in that type of structure. The last time I tried to go back to school
I was in my teens and I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. I’d last for a day and walk out. I’m not sure that’s changed
much.\fn{I can’t see that you’d need to. Or that there’s anything for you to gain. }
I do. I mean, I wouldn’t go into writing. I’d want to go into an entirely different … not even a different field. I
guess ideally I’d like to take some courses in things that I know nothing about. Without thinking about working
towards a degree or anything like that. But it wouldn’t be writing.\fn{ So what do you want to do when you grow up?
[Laughs]}
Well, I’ve been thinking about that a little bit in the past year. I don’t know. I’m just at a point in my life where
a lot of different things could happen in the next few years.
I’ve been a writer for a long time now. That’s been my identity: my work. And I wonder sometimes if that will
change. I’ve wondered that more in the past year than I have at any time in my life. It would be very difficult for
me to do anything else. Because my whole life, since I was a child, has been so intently focused on writing. Beyond anything else. So it would be difficult to venture out of it.\fn{ And maybe even learning about other stuff would be
about writing anyway.}
Well, exactly. Every time I catch myself thinking, I want to do this or that, I sometimes think that the intention
behind that is so that I can use it in my writing later on. So it’s always there. It doesn’t go away.\fn{ Are you working
on anything?}
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I’m working on a collection of essays right now. I’m still in the mapping out phase. I feel very tentative. Still
in my head.\fn{Any novels in the works?}
No, no, no. Much to my agent’s and my publisher’s dismay. I’ve never been interested in novels. Other Women
was a novel but it was really more of a novella. And, in fact, it began as a collection of short stories. As a writer,
I’ve just never been the least bit attracted to the novel and I don’t know if that will change 10 years from now, but
certainly not within the next few years.\fn{Why do you think that is?}
I think every writer has a particular style and a particular way of looking at the world. And mine comes from
writing poetry and comes from having that sort of tight focus. Stories are a similar fit, because you’re looking at a
point in people’s lives. You’re focusing in on a moment in people’s lives. Whereas a novel has much greater
sprawl and thought which doesn’t attract me at all. That’s not the way that I think. And it’s also not the way that I
look at the world around me.\fn{So more vignettes?}
Yes. Very much so.\fn{Who are you? Are you a short story writer? Are you a poet?}
I used to think I was a poet masquerading as a prose writer.\fn{ Laughs} Now I’m not so sure. Over the past few
years I would have called myself more of a short story writer than anything. I’m still writing poetry, but not as
consistently as I was in my early 20s. Now, of course, now that I’m starting to work on this essay collection, the
essay form is really exciting me. I think you are what you’re working on at the time. But I think that, altogether,
my heart is with the stories and poetry.\fn{Is it personal essays you’re working on? Or journalistic essays?}
It’ll be a bit of both. But largely personal essays. It’s hard for me to talk about them right now.\fn{ So what about
this Geezers thing?}
My agent was teasing with that title.\fn{No, but it is kind of a theme in Choose Me.}
The older men in the stories? I don’t think I was as conscious of that when I was working on the individual
stories.\fn{You were sort of surprised after when you saw the stories all together?}
When people pointed it out. Because I still don’t see it that way. It’s not as evident to me as it would be to
others.\fn{The stories together aren’t intended to be thematic?}
They focus on relationships. And largely on marriages from some perspective. And marriage is a subject I’ve
been fascinated by for years.\fn{Tell me about that.}
Marriage brings up a lot of issues of character and of loyalty and emotion. For me it’s quite a rich territory. So
it’s one that I feel very much drawn to.\fn{A lot of these characters don’t know too much about loyalty, though.}
But that says something as well. They don’t understand it.\fn{ Are you a cynic?}
Not particularly. In some ways I’m quite idealistic.\fn{ I get that from you sitting across from me. But the stories struck me
—and cynical sounds ugly, and I don’t mean that—but cynical came to my mind when I read the book. }
Well, I think there’s a kind of disappointment from a lot of the relationships that I’ve seen. And I come at relationships from quite a different angle than most people because of what I’ve seen of marriage through prostitution
and through my life. So that kind of bleaker vision is reflected in the stories.\fn{ And cynicism.}
Not cynicism. Because, to me, cynicism implies a kind of hardness. A callousness. I think my characters are
more disappointed than they are cynical.\fn{ I want to see a more hopeful collection. I want to see happier endings. Not in these
stories, Evelyn. Because these are perfect as they are. But I would love to see happy. Do you do happy? }
You know, when I’m writing I don’t think about whether the story is going to be happy or unhappy. That is
how I see that particular kind of relationship working out. The logical conclusion, to me. And so, it isn’t happy.
But I don’t know if that’ll change. I suppose none of my stories have ever had happy endings. Sometimes
ambiguous endings. But I don’t set out to write an unhappy story or a happy story.\fn{ Below: Canadian coat of arms}
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Notre-Dame de Montréal Basilica (exterior built 1824-1843), Montréal, Quebec Province, Canada. Below:
the Cathedral Basilica of Christ the King (built in 1933), Hamilton, Ontario Province, Canada.
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The Cathedral Basilica of Our Lady, Ottawa, National Capital District, Canada

The Basilica of Sainte-Anne-de-Beaupre, Quebec Province, Canada
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The Cathedral of St. Michael, Toronto, Ontario Province, Canada

Metropolitan United Church (1896), Toronto, Ontario Province, Canada. Largely destroyed by fire in 1928
(only the tower survived) it was otherwise entirely rebuilt in 1929 “by architect John Gibb Morton, who redesigned the church in an English cathedral style with a deep chancel, clerestory, and side columns.”
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The Ukranian Orthodox Metropolitan Cathedral of the Holy Trinity, Winnipeg, Manitoba Province,
Canada

The Cathedral of the Holy Rosary, Regina, Saskatchewan Province, Canada

221

The Ukrainian Catholic Cathedral of St. Josaphat, Edmonton, Alberta Province, Canada

Christ Church Cathedral in Victoria, British Columbia Province, Canada,
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The Cathedral of the Sacred Heart, Whitehorse, Yukon Territory, Canada

The Cathedral of St. Joseph, Fort Smith, Northwest Territories, Canada
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The Cathedral of St. Jude, Iqaluit, Nunavut Territory, Canada

The Cathedral of St. John the Baptist, St. John’s, Newfoundland and Labrador Province, Canada
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The Cathedral Basilica of St. Dunstan, Charlottetown, Prince Edwards Island Province, Canada

All Saints Cathedral, Halifax, Nova Scotia Province, Canada
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Christ Church Cathedral (c.1850), Fredericton, New Brunswick Province, Canada. Below: the same church
today.
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