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CHAPTER I

Lampassas reined up his rat-tailed, jug-headed, cow-hocked pinto
borse on the [ittle rise beside the lone, gnarled mesquite which had
not yet admitted the end of winter. He brushed back the upturned
brim of his full-crowned, still vaguely white hat, and grabbing the
ends of the blue bandana tied about his neck, wiped the sweat from
his forehead. Lampassas was a little man, wrinkled, dried up, and
soured, and even on his horse he looked old and frail. But Lampassas
did not feel old and frail. He felt like a young man full of destiny.
He was swollen with dreams. Big with fulfillment. The horse lifted
him above the earth; carried him swiftly and powerfully to his goal.

Lampassas stood up in the stirrups to stretch his Jegs and looked
back. Behind him, across the valley, green with the first spring rains,
the Preacher led out with the wagon. And behind the wagon were
June and Pretty Shadow on the point. And behind them was a
string of cows, their long horns tossing in the sunlight, as far as the
eye could see. Behind the last cow and the men in the drag, beyond
the cloud of dust that followed the herd, was a gray country store,
smelling of hams, and pickles, new leather, and sour beer, dusty
shelves packed with air-tights of peaches, apricots, and plums, Out
back, through the bedroom and kitchen behind the store, and the
weedy yard where larkspurs once had bloomed, beneath a live-oak
tree, on land which now belonged to a stranger, was a single grave.

For Lampassas, this moment had been a long time commng.
Hitching his leg up over the saddle, he sat back to savor 1t.

Lampassas had fought with the Confederacy 1n the West and had
come back from the war without having really been away, having
lost the war without ever losing a battle, He came back like the
others; with nothing, to nothing, wanting nothing. Everything had
been finished, or put aside and forgotten, so that now there was
nothing to do. So that until something got started, he would drift,
crossing and recrossing through country he was already familiar
with, working a Iittle and waiting,

Lampassas got a job chasing wild cattle out of the brush where
they were hiding, and rounding them up for a big drive up north
where they were worth more than a dollar and six bits for the hide.
}thn a sizable herd had been rounded up, the men were separated
1010 two crews; one crew to drive the herd to Baxter Springs, and
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2 NORTH TO YESTERDAY

one crew to have another herd rounded up, cut, and branded bythe
time the first crew got back. Lampassas was left behind hunting
cows. He didn’t mind. He didn’t have anywhere to go anyway. He
was waiting.

When the drovers returned, they told tales not of Baxter Springs
but of another town. Abilene. They told of getting up with the
meadowlarks and going to bed with the whippoorwill; of going to
sleep to the wail of the coyote and the song of the night herders.
They talked of the loneliness, stampedes, river crossings, and dry
drives of the trail; and of the fancy dealing, cheap whisky, and
cheaper women at the end of the trail. Lampassas decided to go see
for himself, but by the following spring he was too valuable a brush
popper to go up the trail, For the next three years the outfit turned
to rounding up the cattle and letting others drive them to the rail-
head. But Lampassas was determined to go up the trail himself.
The next drive, the big one, the one he would remember all his life,
to Wichita this time, he was to have been secundo, assistant to the
trail boss. But that was the year he went to the Christmas Ball at
the general store and met the storekeeper’s plain-faced daughter,
Marfa. -

People had come to the Christmas Ball from fifty miles around,
about four men to every girl, woman, and grandmother, but Lamp-
assas didn’t mind the competition. He hadn’t come to dance any-
way. He sat and watched the cowboys standing in line, maneuvering
to get the young women when their turn came. He watched the girls
whirling around the room, smiling. He tapped his foot to the music
of the fiddie. He was already over thirty years old, and shy as a
bridled mustang. But Marfa handled that.

“You haven’t danced one dance, and neither have I, so let’s
dance this one together.”

Lampassas danced the way he sheared sheep, not at all. But
Marfa pulled him onto the dance floor. “I'm not afraid if you’re
not,” she said, and they stomped their feet until the music stopped.

“Excuse me, ma’am, I've got to get out of here,” Lampassas said
when the music stopped. His face had darkened to the roots of his
hair, and his stiff collar was choking him.

Marfa picked up her shawl and followed him outside. “I won’t
ask you to do that again,” she said.

“I’m obliged.”
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They walked around to the back of the store and sat down on the
steps of the porch.

Marfa wasn’t a real plain-looking woman. Her skin was smooth,
her forehead broad, her nose fine and not rough. Her eyes were gray
but not plain. Her mouth was rather straight, but when she smiled
she wasn't plain at all but warm and friendly, But some men didn't
Iike the way she set her mouth when she said something. The way
she talked made her plain. She was a real plain-talking woman.

“How many days do you have off 7"

“I get four every year, but generally I save one or two days for
the Fourth of July.”

*A man your age ought to have something better to do than get
drunk on the Fourth of July.”

Lampassas blushed and ducked his head. “I reckon I do,” he said.

“I'm going to bed,” she said, and standing up, she crossed the
porch and entered the room on the west wide. Lampassas followed
her and took off his hat to say goodnight, but she closed the door
in his face, Throwing the hat down on the porch, Lampassas kicked
it out in the yard.

As was his habit, Lampassas awoke at dawn, stood up, and
stretched, The sore-fingered fiddlers finished the last dance. The
sore-footed cowboys sat down to rest. The women went into the
kitchen to fix breakfast. When the women returned with platters of
fried steaks, flapjacks with molasses, biscuits, and pots of coffee,
Marfa was with them. She filled Lampassas’s plate, and after all the
men were served, she fixed a plate for hersell. Lampassas carefully
placed his hands on her thin waist, boosted her up on the counter,
and sat down beside her, where they ate in silence.

After breakfast Lampassas walked Marfa up and down the road,
back and forth through town, that day and every day until Lamp-
as52s had to go back to the ranch, At night they sat on the frontor
back porch of the store, whichever was out of the wind, and they
talked while Marfa's father thumped around inside and grunted
about people who came to the store and didn't buy anything.

The last night before riding back to the ranch, Lampassas took
Marfa’s hand, kissed her on the cheek, and promised her he'd try
1o see her before he left on the drive that spring,

“I've seen men g0 up the trail and come back so diseased up they
couldn’t never marry a decent woman,” Marfa said.
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" Lampassas promised her he wouldn’t come back like that.

“I’ve seen men come back never satisfied to settle down and
build something, but always hankering to be off again for the city,
drinking and playing cards,” she said.

Lampassas promised her he wouldn’t come back like that either.

“Seems to me if a man could do without whisky, and if he was
thinking to marry, there wouldn’t be any need in him going up the
trail at all.”

Lampassas backed out of going up the trail, and after the spring
roundup, he took a day off to marry Marfa. He found a preacher
who was taking a herd of cattle to Caldwell and brought him to town
to perform the ceremony. Lampassas moved his wife out to the
line-rider’s dugout. It was just a hole in the side of an embankment,
but it had a wooden door, and a wagon sheet over the earthen roof
that kept some of the dirt and water and most of the snakes and
centipedes from coming through. Lampassas was proud of it, and
Marfa didn’t complain,

Lampassas wanted to make the drive the following year. “I don’t
think a man should go off and leave a woman to have a baby by her-
self,” Marfa said. Lampassas didn’t go. He worked the roundup.
He rode to Squaw Creek and back looking for signs of drifting
cattle. “I don’t think I'd better stay here any longer with you gone
off two or three days at a time,” Marfa said. Lampassas borrowed
the wagon and moved her into the little room in the back of the
store where she had grown up.

Lampassas was driving cattle from dried-up Squaw Creek to
Huacho Tanks, where there was still water, when the baby was
born. A boy. Five days old when Lampassas first saw him, small,
sickly, gasping for breath. “He’s been like that since he was born,”
Marfa said. “Can’t get his breath. He won’t live two days in that
dugout.” Lampassas drew his pay, put the rest of their belongings
on his horse, and moved into the back of the store, where he, Marfa,
and the baby, Jamie, lived in a bedroom on one side of the porch,
and Marfa’s father lived on the other, with the kitchen between
them. Because he lived in the settlement, in the back of a store,
people stopped calling him Lampassas and he became plain Marvin
Darsey.

Marvin Darsey worked a few weeks during the roundups each
year, and the rest of the time he sat around the store listening to
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*¢ father tell how Sam Houston had ruined the country, imd
iif:lir;‘:;at'\s(s were sending everybody to hell. Most.folks just
traded with him for spite, and because it was fiteen miles to the
dore over at Wall Town, Lampassas never said anything to the fﬂd
o, He listened, carried groceries, and drove thewagon for supplies.

After the old man died, Marvin stopped working the roundups
and tended the store, There wast't much to it. Every moath or so
the ranches would stnd around a hand with a wagon and a list of
supplies. Latapassas would fill it as best he could, making whatever
vabstitutions be felt suitable. When they asked for cough syrup he
substituted nhisky; for tonic, sulphur and molasses; for perfume,
yanilla favoting; and when a new wife asked for a large china urn,
fe sent a creck chamber pot.

When one of the ranches sent for supplies, Marvin and the hand
would foad the wagon, and then Marvin would sit on the porch and
chew while the hand ate an air-tight of peaches and talked about the
grass, and the number of cows branded, and that hammer-head
borse that had run hum through the corral and busted him up to
whert he was dnving 2 wagon.

 When 2 conboy came through, down on his Tuck, having lost all
?s::?:?: hﬂ ﬂ\; zam‘?g ha}!s or th.e Tittle hu\s. a\orfg the vailroad
crachers zn; E:mﬂf'mc lr:ll, Marvia would give him cheese and
ikt ovs o dn‘“ t\e the man dreamed of one more chance to
of s omm, ve to get enough money ahead to start a brand
w;‘“iu"‘;"z:ln;? ;\;11:{ blac‘]i( boots and brushed black suits, who
Sk, o pid ot o e e oo BY the hundred-pound
were e men who had taken l:“' s’ supply of food for six hands,
brought the money back o b it own cows up the trail and had
Marvin sat on the porch w, zuh}t up fand and to stock theic ranges.
and istening to them talk, fvg';mf'th"vh““““ fade into darkness
back yard and bis son scr:'nch:dc h‘s ole watered the flowers in the

As he listened, Marvin be the alphabet on a slate.

Hondo where the grags 1 ian 1o se¢ the trarl, Along the Arroyo
ft of Jackson Springs,goo  until you are out of the brush, swing

" Braneh, oo, Cat o kpa;]s through Last Valley, over Buffalo
the salt flags, Seven Lake ;)fl’.u.gh the Bianco Mountaias, across
of Mastang Springs noms; {msmn Valley, Nine Mile Creck, west
s of Tenderloin, the left fork of Hell Creek.
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Rest the herd in Dead Man’s Valley. There’s always running water
in Osage Creek. The prairie dogs are bad around Seven Lakes. One
herd lost three steers to a pack of lobos on the salt flats.

He saw the rivers across the trail: the Brazos, the Canadian, the
Red, the Washita, the Cimarron, the Arkansas; rivers to be crossed
—forded or swum as the case might be—and on the other side he
saw the bright and gleaming city set on a hill, Trails End, the fortune
and reward for the sweat and risk of the trail.

Marvin listened long after the men had left him sitting on the
porch alone, hearing sounds he thought he had forgotten: the con-
tented grunting of well-fed and watered cows bedding down at night,
the snuffing of an angry steer, the bawling of a lost calf, the deep-
throated grunts of a bronc trying to throw its rider, the satisfying
creak and jingle and clop of riding alone. Marvin would go into the
store, put out the lamp, and find his way to bed in the dark, not
needing a light. Lying in bed sleepless and alone, he would go over
the trail, calling off the towns, the rivers, the landmarks, recalling
where the grass was good, the water clear, the bedgrounds safe.

One morning Marfa didn’t get up to water the flowers. Marvin
went in to see about her. “I'm all right,” she said. “It’s just a fever.
T'll be all right tomorrow.” She was one of thirteen people who were
carried away in the epidemic. Marvin rode over to Wall Town to get
the Baptist preacher, and they buried her beneath a live-oak tree
back of the store.

Marvin took the frightened boy to his rcom and gave him an air-
tight of peaches for supper. The boy sat in the rawhide chair in his
best clothes, eating the peaches from the can. Marvin sat on the bed
watching him. He could think of nothing to say. Outside it was
growing dark. The black satin bow he had hung at the front of the
store could be heard fluttering in the wind, rustling against the door.
Marvin listened for a while, and then he went out on the porch to
lean against the side of the house and thoughtfully chew his tobacco.
He thought of Marfa, He thought of the boy, the store, the trail. And
when morning came, Marvin had decided to wait until Jamie could
go with him. When Jamie was ready, the trail would be also. They
would go up the trail together.

Marvin tried to take over his son’s education, but Jamie was a
puzzle to him. Marvin couldn’t teach him reading and writing, and
the boy was already keeping books for the store, so Marvin decided
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to teach him what he knew. How to judge a horse by his teeth, back,
and legs. How 1o keep a tally book on brands and ear marks. How
to ride a high roller or a sunfisher. How to treat a setfast. How to
throw a Blocker foop, heel caich, horn catch, over the hump to
catch both front feet on the off side and throw a big steer without
stepping out of the saddle. He set up a saddie on a sawhorse and
gave Jamie a lariat to play with, but Jamie didn't play with it.

Some surveyots came through Jaying out a track to El Paso. They
were around for 2 while, coming by the store every two or three
days to sit on the porch and drink beer. Marvin and Jamie sat on
the porch and listened to them talk of paddies who could lay ten
miles of track a day and brawl all night about whe drove the fast
spike. Of highballs, air brakes, boudoir cars, double-headers,
moguls, and spark-arrester caps, Of shacks, brass pounders, tallow
pots, and hog heads. Of gandy dancers. Of flange bolts. Of stringers,
spanners, side plates and spike mauls. Marvin wished they would
Ieave so he could go to bed and map out the trail again, butJamie
listened to the new and singing words and dreamed of the railroad
as Kansas boys dreamed of river boats. Jamie was polite, asked
questions about the railroad, brought them beer when they asked
for it; and when they left, they gave him a railroad book and an
engincer’s cap. Jamie read the book, but he put the cap under his
pillow because Marvin didn’t like for him to wear it.

Marvin didn't approve of Jamie’s nterest in the railroad, which
he considered to be the ruin of the country. When cow men came
1o the store, Lampassas would get Jamie and sit him close by so he
could hear them talk of the lonyg trail and the adventures and hard-
ships along the way. But he could tell the boy was not listening.
Jamie's eyes were fixed on a faraway dream, his ears heard a distant
rumbling and roaring in the earth, his mind was set on change.

The railroad was rapidly building along the route laid out by the
surveyors, and one of their buyers stopped by to arrange a base of
supplies. “You and me ought to be able to work out a little deal
which is mutually advantageous,” the buyer said, putting his arm
around Lampassas’s shoulder and giving him a wink. *“Economics
being what they are.”

Marvin didn't know what economics were, but he sold out to the
surprised buyer, keeping only enough things to equip himself and
his son for the trail.
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Free of the store after almost twenty years, Lampassas and his
son rode off to buy a herd and find some hands to drive it. Lampassas
rode back to the Treefork ranch where he had worked as a young
man. He was surprised to see the fences, the windmills that stood in
the pasture like trees, the new white house that replaced the old
adobe. “I hope they still got cows,” he said to Jamie.

“This is a horse ranch now,” Fulton said. “Race horses.”

“I heard you’d changed things around since old man Naylor died,
but I never thought youw’d rid the place of all them cows.”

“Well, I ain’t exactly rid it,” Fulton said, giving a thoughtful pull
to the crotch of his trousers. “There’s still lots of them old longhorns
back in the brush. My boys don’t seem to be ableto get them out of
there.”

“Tll take them,” Lampassas said. -

Fulton, who had been trying to shoot the cows to get rid of them,
was pleased to discover that no matter how worthless something
was, there was always someone who would pay cash for it. Working
Tampassas until he found the size of his pocketbook, Fulton agreed
to sell every cow Lampassas could find and hold long enough to
brand, plus a broken-down wagon and fifty horses he had culled
out of his own caviard, for whatever Lampassas had. Then he had
to loan Lampassas five hundred dollars to outfit the wagon so
Lampassas could move the herd off his ranch. Lampassas promised
to pay the five hundred at the end of the drive.

Lampassas considered it a sign of good luck that he found a
herd so easily, and an even better sign when the firsthand approached
him fooking for a job the next day. He and Jamie were riding out
to look for the longhorns when a man driving a hayrake pulled up
his mules and waved them to stop.

“There’s talk you're going up the long trail,” the man said. “If
50, I'd like to go with you.”

“Have you ever worked with cows?”

“Most of my life. I'm a little down on my lIuck right now,” the
man said, indicating the team of mules and the hayrake. “But I’'d

sure like to get back in the saddle, and I’d particularly like to get
back to Trails End.”

“What do they call you?”
::Vj/'hen I was riding the long trail, they called me Pretty Shadow.”
Pll advance you the money to outfit yourself with a suit of
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clothes and a good saddle against the end of the trail,” Lampassas
said.

Lampassas took Pretty Shadow back to the store and let him
select the clothes he wanted, Pretty Shadow looked around the store,
pulled out the items he wanted, and dropped them in a pile on the
floor.

The horse pawed impatiently beneath him. Lampassas shifted in
the saddle and took one Jast backward look at the life bebind him,
seeing instead the Preacher Iustily singing revival hymns as he drove
the wagon, Pretty Shadow and June on the point, and behind them,
the herd. Turning, Lampassas looked ahead, beyond the rolling
hills where blackjack oaks were beginning to green, past the morning
clouds of the horizom, thtough the bluebonnet, Indian Blanket
prairie, the gray-green chaparall, across the rippling red of the river,
where Trails End, the Golden City of the West, was shining in the
sunlight.

Lampassas knew the way, not as a traveler knows the way by
map and waybill, not as an explorer knows the way by compass and
guide, but in a more certain and rudimentary way, as a bird knows
the way across the sky to its winter home, as a fish finds a path
through the sea to the river’s mouth, or as the elephant goes home
to die.

With his hat, Lampassas motioned the point to follow him, then
spurred his horse down off the rise, riding mayestically through the
wet grass, down the trail that opened before him, Behind him the
herd was beginning that sudden and complete dissolution known
as the stampede,

‘The Preacher, being the camp cook, was not required to chase
after the stampeding cattle, and since the wagon had remained in
the same place so the men could find it, he had spent the day greasing
the running gear, mending the harness, killing a beef that had been
crippled in the stampede, and fixing something special for the boys
to eat.

‘The Preacher was an old man, as old as Lampassas, with short,
thin legs, thick chest, and farge head. His hair and beard were un-
combed and his face was lined and drawn with the long days and
hard work of the trail, But he was 2 patient man, having waited on
the Lord a long time; he expected to live by the sweat of his brow,
and he asked only that tomorrow's campfire be closer to Trails End
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than today's. When the team was hitched and the wagon was on
the move, he sang; when the brake was set, the tongue pointed north,
and the lid of the chuck box dropped, he worked; when the herd
was bedded and the fire banked, he prayed; and when he got to
Trails End, he would preach. It was the Lord’s way.

Jamie—the Kid—was dreaming of a giant locomotive which was
pounding across the trembling earth on rails of steel, throwing
clouds of black smoke into the air, its bell clanging. With his gloved
hand securely on the throttle, his cap pulled down firmly, his necker-
chief cuittering in the breeze, he watched out the window, his nar-
rowed eyes fixed on the widening tracks. Up ahead he saw the signal
light slanting down the rails. “Green on the semaphore,” he shouted
to the fireman, who echoed back the call as he swung a shovelful of
coal into the firebox. “Green on the semaphore.”

Slim and Quill, who were taking the first watch, rode down wind
of the wagon and quickly stripped the saddles and bridles from their
horses. The Kid turned the tired horses into the remuda, and while

_Slim and Quill ate he caught up two fresh mounts for them, having
them saddled and ready by the time the men had finished eating.

Slim and Quill rode back to begin the night herding, and the
rest of the hands came in fo eat and rest before taking their turn
with the herd. They unsaddled and let their sweaty horses roll be-
fore running them in with the rest of the remuda, then spread their
ropes and helped the Kid catch the night horses. Due to the poor
condition of the horses, Lampassas directed that they be staked
close to the wagon, but left unsaddied.

Lampassas led the way to the wagon. Dropping his saddle and
leggings by the fire, he asked about Slim and Quill. The Preacher,
who had seen several men ride off from the wagon and never come
back, replied that they had eaten well but had seemed down in the
mouth to him. Too tired to face up to any more desertions, Lampas-
sas washed his face and hands at the wagon, ran the comb through
his tough gray hair, and handing it to the next man in line, picked up
a tin-plate and helped himself to the chuck. Hitching up the dusty,
baggy trousers which had once been uncomfortably tight, he sat
down cross-legged beside his saddle to eat. .

Gattis3 a red:faced, red-headed Georgia farm boy, dropped his
saddle, his ba.twmg chaps, his ornate Chihuahua spurs, pushed back
the huge, white sombrero, which was decorated with a band made
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from the hide of a diamondback rattler, and which added a foot to
his stature, and sat down to pull off the high-heeled, pointed-toe
boots. Gattis's feet were not made for boots. They were big Georgia
feet, the soles flat, the toes splayed, the nails thick and yellow; feet
made for walking the warm, moist Georgia furrows behind the
heaving haunches of a mule.

Pretty Shadow neatly divided his long hair down the middle,
raked it down the side and with a fp of his wrist, tossed it back. He
had spent more than half of his thirty-five years around cow camps
and cow towns and was no longer the tall, straight, carefree boy who
first went up the trail. The years had softened his shadow, hardened
his face. He had a bum knee from a fall with his horse, a stiff,
knocked-down shoulder from a tangle with a bogged cow, and a dent
in his nose caused by a reluctant steer, Bad food, bad water, and
bad women had left other marks less visible but just as crippling.

June, who followed Pretty Shadow and Gattis to the washpan,
showed little interest in appearances. Dropping his hat in the wagon,
he dipped water at his face with one hand and reached for the towel
with the other. After drying his face, June took the comb, brushed the
straight black hair out of his eyes, and set his hat back on his head.
Dropping one hand to the butt of his six-shooter, June turned to
survey the night through his small, close-set eyes, his crooked mouth
hanging open. June was not so tall as Pretty Shadow, but he had
broad shoulders and strong arms which made him look big, and the
small eyes, heavy six-shooter, and scar on his cheek made him look
mean and dangerous.

For a while the men ate silently and steadily. Then, having taken
he tdpe off their unger, they helped Yhemselves to mote sourdoughs
and stew, or another cup of coffee. Pretty Shadow, an authority on
camp cooking, noted that the Preacher was the only man he knew
who could get four hundred pounds of biscuits out of a fifty-pound
sack of flour,

The Preacher was about to reply when Lampassas dropped his
plate in the wreck pan and got his bedroll out of the wagon. The
other men followed suit, unroliing their soogans before the fire.

The Kid Jzid on the ground beside him the new clothes which he
planned to wear when they got to Trails End, and kicked the engi-
neer’s cap to the foot of his soogans before anyone saw it. The
Preacher placed his Bible under his head.
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“Pretty Shadow, does chasing these cows make seuse to you?”’
the Kid asked. .

“1 ike the Preacher says, I got a job and when it's done T'll bein
Trails End, and I got a gal there waiting for me. Been waiting for
fifteen years. Hell, if T was to wait much longer, I reckon it wouldn’t
be no use to go stall.”

“The Lord told me to go to Nineveh and build a church there,”
the Preacher said. “That’s why I'm going. I don’t reckon He cares
if I take a few cows with me.”

“Tf this herd is going to Nineveh, I sure as hell ain’t going with
it,” said Pretty Shadow. I ain’t got no gal in Nineveh.”

“It’s Trails End that I am talking about,” the Preacher said.

“Then why the hell do you keep calling it Nineveh?”

“Because there ain’t no Nineveh no more,” the Preacher explained
with Christian patience. “That is just a name. The Lord spoke to me
and said, ‘Go to Nineveh, that great, wicked city, and build my
church there,” and 1 said, “Where, O Lord?”’ and He said, ‘Across
the River Red. Across the Arkansas and the Cimarron.” And I knew
then he meant Trails End.” He loocked about him, his eyes full of
dream. Everyone was asleep. “June? Kid? Pretty Shadow?’ he
called.

Pretty Shadow grunted and turned in his sleep, holding tightly to
his dream of Diamond Annie. Clad only in her embroidered flannel
drawers, with a lacy silver garter on her leg, she was reclining against
the red satin bolster of the brass bed. Pretty Shadow himself was
sitting on the bed trying to remove his tight boots while Annie ran
a brush through her sparkling black hair. Her rosy lips curled bac
in a smile and she whispered his name. “Pretty Shadow.” R

“Pretty Shadow,” the Preacher called, a little louder this time.
“Stompede,” be whispered. Pretty Shadow threw off his soogans,
grabbed his hat, and jumped to his feet, The night was still, the herd
was bedded down, and he could hear Slim singing softly to the cattle.

Pretty Shadow looked about at his companions, all of whom
seemed to be asleep except the Preacher, who was droning on about
his church. Pretty Shadow stretched, yawned, and lay back down to
roll himself a smoke. “Dammit, Preacher, I was dreaming about
Diamond Annie,” he said.

“Is that one of them cheap women you’re always talking about?”

“I don’t know whether they was cheap or not,” said Pretty
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Shadow, thoughtfully blowing smoke at the stars. “But they was
sure inexpensive.”

“Tell me about them, Pretty Shadow, Tell me about Trails End,”
the Kid said.

“Why, boy, I thought you was dead to the world.”

“It ain't respectful to talk about such things in front of a boy that
way,” the Preacher said.

“Why, when I was half his age I had already pointed my first
herd, emptied my first bottle, and broke half a dozen women. T
reckon I was what they call a child prodigal.”

“Is that why they call you Pretty Shadow?”

“They call him Pretty Shadow because he rides along admiring
his shadow running along the ground beside him,” the Preacher said.

“I'll tell you about that, Kid,” Pretty Shadow said, throwing his
cigarette into the fire. “One night I was on the dodge, and since 1
couldn’t find no other place to go, I ducked into the first window I
seen. Worse luck, it was a gir)’s bedroom, and when she started to
scream, there wasn’t nothing to do but kiss her to keep her quiet,
Well, her pa opened the door and stepped in, and I stopped kissing
that girl right there and went out the window a whole 1ot faster than
I came in. ‘Who was that in here with you?’ I heard him say, like
he was intending on going for a shotgun and a preacher. ‘I don't
know,’ she said. ‘But he sure had a pretty shadow.” Well, the name
just kinda stuck, I have been called Pretty Shadow by girls from
Cheyenne to Shawnee.”

“God a'mighty, can’t you fellers let a man sleep,” June said,
raising up on one elbow. *“We chased them damn critters all day and
no sooner than get to sleep before Pretty Shadow starts chasing
women,”

“He was going to tell me about the bad girls I'll meet at Trails
End,” the Kid said.

But the Kid could not sleep, “Pretty Shadow, tell me about Trails
End,” he said again.

*‘Oh, there’s lot 10 see, Kid, lots to do. Course I 2in’t been there
in fifteen years, but I don't see how it could have improved any.”

“What's the first thing you do?”

“The first thing you get to town, you go to the barber shop and
take a bath with lots of soap and hot water. Then you get a haircut
and a slick shave with lots of sweet-smelling oils and bay rum. Down
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the street you'll see this fine store, the New York and Trails End
.Clothiers, where they got about ever kind of duds a man would wear,
and some that 2 man wouldn’t. You get you a new suit of clothes, a
good hat, some fancy boots, and you're all set to take a stroll about
town.

“Best I remember there’s about two dozen saloons, all of which
serve the same whisky. What they charge you for is the accessories.
Duggan’s is the cheapest; they don’t have nothing buta bar and some
buckets for wetting down the dirt floor. Over at the Bulishead, they
got some good lamps, a real floor, and some tables if you want to
try your luck at the cards. If you win anything you might want to
work your way up to the Red Dog Saloon where they got a carpet
on the floor, brass spittoons, and girls. If you see a girl you like, you
might dance her around, buy her a drink, and take her upstairs where
they got brass beds and painted lamps. Real high class. After that
you might want to howl some. Go back to Duggan’s, raise a little
sand, get drunk, and then if you got any money left you can go down
to Texas Street to spend the night.

“There’s all kinds on Texas Street. Some of them have windows,
and lamps, and floors, and others ain’t nothing but a roof and a bed.
I've knowed fellers to start at the top and work their way down, and
I've knowed fellers that let their payroll be their guide. It don’t
matter. They got girls to fit ever pocketbook.”

The Kid lay blinking up at the stars, trying to imagine dancing a
girl about the dance floor, and then steering her masterfully up the
stairs and into bed. His imagination failed him.

“You've seen the trains, ain’t you?”

“I've seen lots of trains, boy, lots of them. Kid, there’s more
pretty women riding the trains than there is riding up the long trail.
Why, If I weren’t on my way to Trails End to get married, I’d sure
be tempted to give up this wayward life for riding on a train.”

“I aim to work on the railroad,” the Kid said. Pretty Shadow only
grunted. The Kid raised up on his elbow and looked at his father,
small beneath his blanket. Since leaving the store, he seemed to have
sh}'unk, hardened, like a bois d’arc apple. “I'll go with him,” he
said. “But just because of the train.”

The banked fire glowed a dull red, the coffee pot hissed. The Kid
lay back and 'snuggl.ed down into his soogans, finding the engineer's
cap and holding it in one hand. He closed his eyes to see the steel
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rails that bound together the many faces of- thc continent, Thc Prairie
Zephyr stood on the rails, i bil , but bling with
power, straining to be free. The Kid pulled hxs cap down with
authority, Catching the chain, he pulled the watch from the pocket
of his overalls so that it Jay open in his palm. For a moment he
studied it, then replaced it, pulled on the heavy gauntlets, looked
over the train order sheets and a clearance, and handed them to the
fireman, The car insp finished their ination of the journal
boxes. The head brakeman signaled from the end of the train. The
Kid swung up to the cab. His eyes swept over the silver-faced gauges
and checked the water glass. He tried the gauge cocks. Down the
tracks a green light glimmered.

“Green on the semaphore,” the fireman shouted.

“Green on the semaphore,” he echoed.

Behind him, the conductor waved the highball, The brakes went
off, the bell clanged, there were two shrill blasts of the whistle, a
hiss of steam, a throaty cough in the stack, a bump, and the sound
of the giant kauckles coupling. The Kid dropped the reverse lever
into the fullforward position, and eased back the throttle. There
was an explosion in the stack, steam poured into the cylinder driving
the piston out, pushing the crosshead between the steel guides; the
main rod slid back, the side rods cranked forward, the drivers
crunched into the sanded rail. There was another explosion in the
stack, driving the piston forward, the side rods cranked back, the
cars lurched forward. The stack huffed, the main rod shid back and
then forward, the drivers ground into the rails, the engine began its
powerful stroke. The exhaust thundered, the cars rolled slowly
behind as one. The churning engine increased its stroke, the stack
panted and puffed, the cars rolled freely, losing their inertia. The
Kid leaned out the window, watching the dull glow of the headlight
on the rails.

The Kid crouched over his arm rest, one hand on the throttle,
looking over the gauges on the boiler head, glancing down the track
as the wind whipped his neckerchief and the smoke billowed above
him. Without slackening speed, the engine swung into a curve,
stringing out the bumping cars behind it, hurtling free and unstop-
pable across the earth, and inside the cab the Kid rode high, free of
the carth, ringing the bell not in announcement or protest but in
Jjoy as he passed through the night and across the prairic.




CHAPTER 1l

A HERD of longhorn cattle being driven up the trail fifteen years
after the trail had been closed and ten years after most folks had
decided the longhorn cow had gone the way of the bone man, at-
tracted a lot of attcution, all of it unfavorable.

The Brazos County Cattleman and Stockraiser’s Association
heard the news with dismay. Ten years before anyone else the mem-
bers of the assaciation had realized the day of the longhorn and the
trail drive was over and had started raising cattle that couldn’t walk
to water but could be caten without danger to teeth or stomach.
They had taught their cowboys how to string wire and repair wind-
mills and had fenced off their ranges to protect their tender stock
from the fever-ridden trail herds, the exuberance of longhorn cows,
and the malice of drunken cowboys who stubbornly mistook the
muley bulls for large sheep.

Time had proven them right and they had ceased being self-con-
scious about carrying water to the cows and walking the bulls to
settle them. And now their investment was threatened by a herd of
barbaric cows and a man who didn’t understand that the trail had
been plowed under, fenced off, and overgrown with towns and
farms. A meeting was called in a back pasture, the problem was
reviewed and resolutions were considered.

“Worse-looking bunch of cows I ever seen,” said one man., “Some
of them are fifteen and sixteen years old and so tough you couldn’t
carve them with a Winchester. Fulton even sold them an old biue
bull. They had to castrate him to drive him, but it didn’t tame him
none. Take my word, there ain't a fence or a bull in the country
that’s safe from them cows,”

A resolution to oppose the herd with saddle guns died for lack
of a second. “If I was to show a Winchester to my hands, they’d
think it was a new-fangled post-hole digger,” said one man.

A resolution to stampede the herd was laughed off, as the cattle
had been stampeding two or three times a week steady without any
help at all,

- A rcs'olution to steal the horses, setting the drovers afoot, a posi-
tion which was not advantageous to driving cattle, was debated,
denounced, deplored, and adopted. “And we see to it that nobody
sells them any horses,” the president said. :

16
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Gattis McCullough was the first to observe the arrival of the
Association. Unaccustomed to dust, dry air, and sleeping on the
ground, Gattis had been plagued with a dryness of the nose and
throat. He wanted to get up and get a drink of water; but his watch
was coming soon, and he would have to get up then anyway, so if he
could wait until then he could save himself one getting up.

_Gattis decided to wait, Rolling over, he was beginning to hear
the river again, the river back home that had always lulied him to
sleep. He was listening to it sucking softly at the bank when he
realized something was wrong. He sat up. Seconds later Lampassas
sat up also. Around the campfire, other men lifted their heads,
listening for something they had not yet identified, but which had
changed the quality of the night.

“Stim has stopped singing,” the Preacher whispered.

The men began to move, quietly laying back the covers, putting
on their hats and pulling on their boots. June’s hand went unerringly
to the six-shooter in its holster beside his head. Gattis held one boot
poised, ready to stuff hus foot into it only if absolutely necessary.

“Something's bothering the horses,” Pretty Shadow said.

The remuda, which had been grazing off to the left of the wagon,
was now standing motionless. The absence of movement indicated
to Pretty Shadow's experienced ears that the horses had scented
something and were standing absolutely still, nostrils twitching, ears
set forward. The hoofbeats were sudden 1n the stillness as the horses
wheeled about and began trotting off in a single direction, not
scattering.

“Somebody’s driving off the horses. Rustlers, rustlers,” Lampas-
sas yelled, seeing a man riding after the mght horses.

Lampassas ran after the night horses, trying to step on the trailing
stake ropes in the darkness. The night horses, gentlest in the remuda,
were trotting, heads high for fear of stepping on the ropes, Lampassas
beaded them and turned them back toward the wagon, hoping the
other hands could catch them as they ran past.

“Here they come. Get a rope on them,” he yelled as Pretty Shadow
threw a loop over the head of one of the horses and went running
along behind it trying to pull the horse down.

Lampassas caught a stake rope, and the horse, feeling the pressure
on the other end of the rope, reared, dragging Lampassas with it.
Holding tightly to the rope, Lampassas talked to the horse, trying
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hroat. He wanted to get up and get a drink of water; but his watch
was coming soon, and he would have to get up then anyway, soif he
-ould wait until then he could save himself one getting up.

Gattis decided to wait, Rolling over, he was beginning to hear
he river again, the river back home that had always lulled him to
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at up also. Around the campfire, other men lifted their heads,
istening for something they had not yet identified, but which had
hanged the quality of the night,
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The men began to move, quietly laying back the covers, putting
n their hats and pulling on their boots. June's hand went unerringly
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wheeled about and began trotting off in a single direction, not
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“Somebody's driving off the horses. Rustlers, rustlers,” Lampas-
sas yelled, seeing a man riding after the night horses.

Lampassas ran after the night horses, trying to step on the trailing
stake ropes in the darkness. The night horses, gentlest in the remuda,
were trotting, heads high for fear of stepping on the ropes. Lampassas
headed them and turned them back toward the wagon, hoping the
other hands could catch them as they ran past,

“Here they come. Get a rope on them,” he yelled as Pretty Shadow
threw a loop over the head of one of the horses and went running
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to calm it. Gradually he worked his way along the rope, a hand at a
time, trying to get close enough to catch the horse’s ear. Someone
began shooting close at hand, frightening the horse. The horse backed
away, trying to rear. Lampassas held on, throwing his weight against
the horse, and then the rope went slack as the horse dropped to its
knees and rolled over on its side, shot through the head.

Lampasses stood holding the rope, looking down at the dead
borse. At first he thought what he heard was the echo from the
gunshots, and then he realized it was the sound of the cattle running.
The shots had stampeded the herd. Too exhausted to run for cover,
Lampassas sat down beside the dead horse, hoping to hide behind
it if the cattle came his way, but they veered away to the north.

Lampassas sat beside the horse until all was quiet, and then he
took the stake rope off the horse and walked back to the wagon.
Someone had put out the lantern. He lighted it so that the others
could find their way back and set it on the chuck-box lid. June was
sitting under the wagon, covering him with the six-shooter.

“Put that thing away,” Lampassas said, and June put the pistol
in the holster and crawled out from under the wagon, dusting his
trousers. “June, what was you shooting at?”

“Sounded like someone was trying to steal a horse.”

“How do you know it wasn’t one of us trying to catch a horse?”

“Never thought of that,” June said. “Hope I never shot anybody.”

*“You shot my horse,” Lampassas said with remarkable restraint.
“I caught a horse and was fixing to jump on his back when you shot
him."

“Ain’t it lucky it wasn’t you?” June said.

Lampassas sought the words to adequately express his emotions
at having his remuda stolen, his herd stampeded, and the one horse
he had managed to save shot out from under him. But Lampassas
was not an eloquent man, and after several false and blasphemous
starts, he sat down beside the wagon.

“Maybe someone else caught a horse,” he said hopefully, as the
men began straggling in one at a time and sat down beside the fire to
examine their wounds. But it soon became evident that the men had
been unsuccessful, that all the horses had been driven off—including
those which pulled the wagon—that the herd had stampeded, and
that Slim and Quill had either joined the rustlers or had ridden for
home at the first sign of trouble. Fortunately, none of the men had
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been seriously hurt except Gattis, whose foot had been stepped on.

“How are we going to drive them cows afoot?” asked Pretty
Shadow, rubbing his bent nose. “Likely them old cows ain’t never
seen a man afoot before.”

“] don't know,” Lampassas said. “I don’t even know whether or
not it can be done. But I know where the frail is, and by God, I'm
following it with as much of a herd as I can get behind. I know you
boys didn't sign on to go driving cows afoot, but you signed on,
and there just ain't nothing else to do till we get some horses. No
real cow hand ever deserted a herd, but if there’s anybody here that
thinks he can’t make it to Mustang Springs afoot, he had damn sure
better pick up his gear and get away from my wagon.”

“Mustang Springs ain't so far to walk if there’s horses there,”
June said, looking mean enough to walk it barefooted.

“I don’t know whether there’s horses there or not,” Lampassas
said, “But why else would they call it that? Gattis, if your foot’s
broke maybe you better ride in the wagon.”

“How do you intend to move the wagon?” asked the Preacher,

“The first steers we come to, we'll harness to the wagon.”

“We don't have no yokes.”

“I reckon it’ll be = little rough till we get them broke in,” Lam-
passas admitted.

“Oh, I reckon I can get them started,” the Preacher said. “It’s
convincing them to stop I ain't got worried out.”

“I think I'll be able to walk by morning,” said Gattis, who viewed
walking as safer and at least as comfortable as riding in 2 wagon the
steers were tied to.,

June unbuckled the belt and let the pistol fall beside his bed.
“I shouldn't a let them get away with the horses,” he said. “I feel
bad about that. I believe if I hadn't a been scared of shooting one
of you fellers, I could a withstood them.”

Pointedly, the others ignored him, stretching out again, looking
Up at the distant, coldly glittering stars. Despite their weariness,
;hc:" were tense and restless. Without the herd they felt free, but also

osf

The Preacher thanked his Lord that he had been delivered from
the dangers of the night, but it did seem to him that losing the
horse's Was an unnecessary trial to a man who was following the
Lord’s will and 2 herd of cows to Trails End. And now that he had
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tried it, it seemed an uncommonly slow way to travel and nearly as
dangerous as riding the train. But he was not doubting God’s
wisdom, nor questioning His way. ‘

Pretty Shadow fingered his bent nose, wondering if Diamond
Annie would notice. Gattis groaned and shifted his throbbing foot
to ease it. He thought of the river back home. If he could just put
his foot in that and let the cool dark water heal it. June lay on his
back, smelling the flat, acrid staleness of the six-shooter beside his
head, remembering the shock and power of the gun as it exploded,
whipping in his hand as though it had a life of its own. It was an
awesome, fearful thing. Rolling over on his side, June gently placed
his hand upon the gun.

The Kid had just gotten his train on the track, puffing along,
building vp a head of steam when the Preacher woke him. “Kid,
take the lantern and see if you can find some brush or chips and
build up the fire. Get the round browns, not the flat whites. It’ll be
daylight soon. I reckon we should have breakfast ready.”

The Kid threw back his soogans and got up, cursing the Preacher,
the cows, and the sun that came up in the middie of the night. The
Preacher rolled over to doze until the fire was ready for biscuits,
leaving only Lampassas to watch the wavering lantern disturbing the
peace, and darkness, and loneliness of the empty land.
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Ep MEUARG, forty-year-old Mustang Springs farmer, had invested
the ten dollars he got from selling his dry milk cow in enough warm
beer and red-eye whisky and enough Bonnie Bess to blunt his des-
pair at the red, flinty earth that cracked open to absorb 2 man's
sweat and life, and at the dirt-floored, two-room paling house and
withering fields he called home and hope. Groping for his shoes in
the darkness, he put them on, and standing up, pulled on his shirt
over his head and stepped into his overalls, hooking one gallus.
Mercifully blinded to the raw, gritty town with its Jeaning, unpainted
shantics, he stepped from the darkened house of the pock-faced,
pimple-bottomed Bonnie Bess, and catching the door by the leather
strap, drew it across the dirt floor until it leaned in place.

Even with his fulled senses, Ed Meharg was aware that some-
thing was wrong. Twice he stopped along the road to listen, but he
could not make it out. It was a sound more felt than heard, a shifting
and soughing and tossing about. It was a fearful, eerie sound, like
voices heard when one is alone, and it made him uneasy. The night
was at its darkest before sunrise, even the white thread of the road
being indiscernible. But Ed knew that he was not alone in the night.
There was something else. It was not that he was being followed,
but that he was surrounded, encompassed by something of the night.

Ed stopped again as something moved near him. It was like
something heavy being tossed through the air without faling. Ed
had heard of devils casting lots for 2 man’s soul. Now he was afraid
he bad heard them.

Something flicked lightly across his face. Before him, directly in
bis path, one of the demons raised its huge and grotesque head. Ed
recoiled in horror, stepping back and treading on a devil's tail. The
devil jumped into the air and exploded into action, its four feet
going in different directions, its eyes and horns pointing the way.

“0 Lord,” Ed screamed as a thousand devils lunged at him,
Ed turned and ran toward Mustang Springs, running for the sanc-
tuary of the church, the thousand devils behind him, clicking their
p}lchforks together, their cries of anguish inhuman, belched forth
Tike thunder, shaking the very ground he ran on.

Ed Meharg ran as he prayed. First he vowed to the Lord that he
would mever take another drink. Then he vowed to himself he
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would never again mix beer and whisky. Then he vowed to save
his breath until he got into the church. But by the time he got _to
town, he was completely surrounded by the fiends, who raced with
him down Main Street, uprooting hitching posts, shoving shanties
off their foundations, knocking down porches, and tossing the paling
fences into the air. ] )

Ed Meharg passed the chusch surrounded by the de.vﬂs, p.rlcked
by their pitchforks, lashed by their tails. “It will run like this for-
ever,” Ed cried. “Cursed to run for the rest of my life, pursued by
devils.”

Unaccountably, the herd swerved to the left, knocked down a
fence; a picket corral, and a pigpen. Ed, seeing his chance, dived
into a haystack, only to have the demons dive in with him, the
straw exploding in the fury of their pitchforks. He emerged running
‘as the herd circled back toward the town. Soon Ed could see a few
cautious slivers of light where single, curious eyes peered through
the cracked doors of the houses, as a legion of demons attacked the
town from the east with the first faint promise of dawn appearing
over their shoulders, .

Miss Fairy Nell Prosper, schoolmistress, awoke from her prim,
gentle sleep, and as was her habit, dressed in the early morning dark-
ness because she did not wish anyone to know that she was dressing,
and that for a transitional moment between proper night clothes and
proper day clothes, she was improper, Miss Prosper had so arranged
her affairs that she took care of her body predawn and postdusk so
that no one might see her in the compromising position of walking
to the privy. This was easy in the foreshortened days of winter, but
required severe discipline in the summer.

Hurriedly, Miss Prosper dressed and put on a bonnet, although it
was still dark, and slipping the straw flower basket over her arm, she
backed out the back door, and with clasped hands, smiled at the
lovely flowers still hidden in the dark shadows of the house. With
great care she picked half a dozen irises to demonstrate that was all
she was going to do, selecting the last one near the outhouse door.
Picking the last one, she placed it neatly in the basket, and while
pretending to smile upon it, backed into the privy, slamming the
door behind her, .

She lifted her skirts, half expecting to feel the cold, clammy skin
of a toad against her exposed ankle, the sharp sting of a rattlesnake’s
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fangs in the soft flesh back of her knees, or the furry body of a
tarantula on her bare, naked thighs. Brushing the spider webs from'
her face with a trembling hand, she stepped up on the stool and
brooded over the dark and threatening unknown,

She was surprised to hear thunder, or perhaps those young men
were trying to frighten her by thumping on a rawhide stretched over
a rain barrel. The privy began to shake and tremble and there was a
genuine bump.

There was another bump, and then the outhouse began to slowly
turn on its axis and to tip dangerously. The door was banged open,
knocked off its hinges, and in the light of the early dawn,
Miss Prosper saw the entire garden filled with twisting, writhing
snakes. With a cry of terror, Miss Prosper leapt from the outhouse,
her skirts billowing as it crashed on its side.

By the middle of the morning, the ladies were standing in the
street waving scented handkerchiefs and gossiping while the men put
houses back on their foundations, propped up the sagging porches,
and cleared the litter from the street. The mayor was making a
survey of the damages. The tall, bald, bare-headed sheriff sat on an
overturned rain barrel in the middle of the street and worked on a
fresh chaw of tobacco.

When Lampassasjled his imping, sore-footed hands down the
main street, folks jumped, and some of them had started for cover
before they noticed the cowboys didn’t have any cows, or any
horses either,

On a day of surprises, the boys were no disappointment
Natural they might look on a horse, but afoot, on a Sunday morning,
in a wrecked town, they were picturesque. They had left their chaps
and spurs in the wagon, but they limped on the high-heeled boots,
and beneath their widebrim hats their faces were chapped and rough
with beards,

*“You folks seen any cows passing this way?” Lampassas asked,
stepping over a diamond-shaped privy seat.

“Yeah, we seen some cows,” the sheriff admitted.

“Did they have an undercrop with a 4F trail brand?”

_“l didn't get a good Took at the ear mark or the brand,” the sheriff
said. “All I spied was that they had two horns apicce and they
couldn’t seem to get both of them through the street without knock-
ing into something.”
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“Y reckon them was my cows, all right,” Lampassas said.

“You must a been chasing them cows pretty hard to a wore your
horses down to where your feet touch the ground.” )

“ mean to tell you about that. Our horses was rustled last night.
Ever last one of them except the one that was accidentally shot. I
reckon you better get up a posse.”

“Tell you what I'l do,” the sheriff said. “I spread the word, and
if anybody spots them horses, I'll have them picked up and sold to
pay for the damages done to this town. But until we get the horses, I
reckon we’ll have to hold you responsible.”

The mayor bellied his way through the crowd, shaking hands,
patting backs, carrying a yellow ledger in one hand. “Sheriff, is that
man in custody?” he asked when he had attained the center of the
crowd.

“He is.”

“Charge him with aggravated and atrocious assault and the willful
destruction of public and private property.”

The sheriff declared he was holding Lampassas in jail unless
Lampassas had the money to pay the damages.

Lampassas said he didn’t have the money. June said Lampassas
wasn’t going to jail.

The sheriff apologized but explained that he was holding Lampas-
sas for the destruction of property and June for carrying a six-shooter
on or about his person.

June allowed he wouldn’t give up the six-shooter.

Lampassas allowed he wouldn’t go to jail.

The sheriff allowed that June wasn’t to go around carrying a six-
shooter on or about his person and that Lampassas wasn’t going off
and leaving the town all busted up, since it was his cows that did the
busting.

The trouble might have become serious had not the participants
been distracted by a spectacle at the far end of town. Four wide-eyed,
trembling steers, linked to each other and the wagon by a tangle of
hame§s, succeeded only in propelling themselves and the wagon in a
conspicuous and erratic manner down the street, The driver stood
on the wagon, holding the hopelessly snarled lines and yelling at
the steers, ‘_‘Woe unto you, Sodom. Whoa. God strike you dead,
Judas.” Seeing the group of men standiag in the street, the driver
took courage. “Head them off, somebody. Get a rope around them
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and slow them down.”

Pretty Shadow quickly made a loop and tossed it over the horns
of the lead steer on the off side. With the Kid’s help, he dallied the
rope around a splintered post that was all that remained of the hitch-
ing rail. The steers plunged on past until the rope jerked them down
in a tangle of horns and harness. While Pretty Shadow snubbed the
fead steer up closc to the post, the Preacher jumped down from the
wagon, and with the help of the Kid, rolled the wagon back, stretch-
ing the harness taut, and kicked the steers back into line. “Jump in,
boys, and we'll get after the herd,” the Preacher said.

The sheriff cxplained that the Preacher would have a slow start
if he waited on Lampassas and June; that he was holding Lampassas
for owning a bunch of cows (the sheriff felt herd was inaccurate)
that had busted up the town and June for carrying a six-shooter on
or about his person.

*““Have you ever trailed cattle?” the Preacher asked.

“[ went up the trail to Abilene once.”

“Did you carry a six-shooter?”

“Things were diflerent then. We had to protect the herd from
rustlers.”

“Ain’t our horses been rustled?”

“Yeah,”"

“Then don't you think the law might excuse his carrying a six-
shooter under the circumstances?”

“I'm going to overlook it this time,” the sherdff said. “But he’s
going to have to put that six-shooter away and get himself out of
town pronto. And I don’t never want to see his backside around here
again.”

“Is that agreeable to you, June?” the Preacher asked.

“Idon’t know,” June said, “Ain’t nobody taking my six-shooter.”

*“But I got to hold this feller for the damage his herd done,” the
sheriff said.

The Preacher sat down on a barrel, took off his hat, and scratched
his head. “Welf, we ain’t got no money. I don’t know nothing else
to do but for Lampassas to go to jail. Me and the boys will go round
up the herd and head them back this way. That’s the only corrateral
we got.”

Unexpectedly, the peopl d sympathy for Lampas-
sas’s cause, and the mayor rcgr:ttcd lhe extra work of returning the
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cows, suggesting instead that the herd be driven as rapidly as possible
toward their destination.

“They’re his cows,” the Preacher said, pointing his hat at Lampas-
sas. “If we was to drive them off, that'd be stealing. But we’ll bring
them back here to pay the damages.”

The mayor was adamantly opposed to the return of the herd.

The sheriff explained that it was pointless to hold Lampassas
unless he were able to pay the damages.

The Preacher volunteered to bring back the herd.

In an informal meeting, the town council decided that Lampassas
could pay the damages on the way back from Trails End, provided
he was unaccompanied by cows.

The sheriff assured the crowd that the excitement was over and
they were free to return to whatever homes were still standing. In
somewhat more dircct terms he told Lampassas and his hands they
were {ree to go.

“I was hoping to buy some supplies here,” the Preacher said.
“We're running a mite low on flour and coffee.”

“This here is Sunday,” the sheriff said.

“We can’t go no farther without supplies,” the Preacher said.
“I reckon we'd best wait here until the store opens.”

“It’s open, it's open, no need to wait,” said the storekeeper,
gesturing at the general store, which was minus the front door and
two windows. A bolt of gingham had been snagged on a passing
horn and lay twisted and soiled along the street. “I don’t want to
disconvenience you boys none. I know you’re anxious to be on your
way,” he said, as with a strength surprising in one so frail, he began
carrying sacks of flour, beans, and coffee out to the wagon.

“That’s too much flour,” the Preacher said.

“Ain’t no need in you boys having to come back for more.”

“I don’t believe we got the money to pay for that much,” the
Preacher said, looking at Lampassas.

*“Not unless you want some cows,” said Lampassas.

“No, no,” said the storekeeper. “No cows, please. Just pay me
on your way back. And here’s a bucket of blackstrap molasses in
case you boys get hungry for something sweet.”

“Well, T reckon you can go now,” said the sheriff, when the wagon
was loaded. “There ain’t nothing for you here.”

“I ain’t going nowhere till T get some horses,” Lampassas said.
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“Ain’t no need to get sore, mister,” the sheriff said, “We're doing
the best we can. Anybody know where we can get some horses?
Folks around here is farmers. They don't keep nothing except a
mule or two.”

“Then why is it called Mustang Springs?"* asked the Preacher.

“The springs down there used to be a water hole for mustangs.
But since the farmers come, there ain’t been any mustangs. There
ain't been any springs, neither. It's all filled with silt now.”

“How far do you reckon we'd have to go to get some horses?™
Lampassas asked.

“Can't never tell. Maybe on the other side of the river. Folks
don’t keep horses like they used to.”

“How in the hell are we supposed to get the herd to the river
without horses?”” asked Pretty Shadow.

“How in the hell are we supposed to get horses if we don’t have
any money?" asked the Kid.

“We'll worry about them things when we come to them,” Lampas-
sas said.

“I believe if I had yokes on them steers instead of bridles, I could
handle the wagon,” the Preacher sard.

“Seems like I used to have one,” said the blacksmith, breaking
into a run. Two or three other men also ran to look for a yoke.

“Will two be enough?” asked the blacksmith, carrying a yoke on
each shoulder as he came out of fus shop.

Harnessing the steers properly was slow because of the number
of hands and the enthusiasm involved, until, out of patience, the
blacksmith shoved the others aside and fimshed the job himself.

“I reckon we're ready,” Lampassas said, slowly getting to his
feet, The crowd was flushed with relief. Pretty Shadow, the Kid,
June, and the Preacher pulled themselves erect The crowd beamed.

“I ain’t going,” Gattis said.

The crowd blanched.

“I can't stand on my foot,”

Tenderly, the citizens of Mustang Springs lifted Gattis up to the
wagon scat. The Preacher climbed up beside him, Lampassas, June,
Pretty Shadow, and the Kid caught hold of the wagon stanchions,
the blacksmith cut the lead steer loose, and with a shout from the
crowd, off they went down the street. Old men waved goodbye and
young girls threw them kisses.



28 NORTH TO YESTERDAY

“Do you think they’ll come back?” asked the storekeeper.

“If they do, let’s just move off and give them the town,” the
blacksmith said.

“We won’t see them no more,” the sheriff said, spitting on a pile
of fresh manure. “We won’t see nothing else like them, neither.
But I reckon we got enough to remember.”



CHAPTER 1V

LaMmpAssas knew nothing of rivers, The Brazos, the Nueces, the
Frio he had seen, The Mississippi he had heard of, The Hudson, the
Niagara were up north, The Amazon, The Ganges were unknown to
him. The Nile had something to do with the Bible. The Styx, the
Acheron, the Lethe he had never heard of, and he would have scoffed
if he had. The Jordan he would cross when he died, hopefully not
alone. But this river he knew, although he had never seen it before,
the river of cattle crossings and trail drivers—the Red.

The late afternoon sun broke through the clouds so that the slow
drops that fell into the heavy river were long and sunstreaked, the
short wet grass glistened. It had showered all day, but not enough to
make a difference in the river. The rise of the river had to be due to
heavy rains on the plains, and if it was raining there now, the river
would be even higher tomorrow. Lampassas turned to look at the
sun breaking through the clouds before dropping beyond the edge
of the world. If it didn’t rain any more tonight, and if the weather
were pretty tomorrow—

Lampassas turned his back on the river, looking across the valley
where the herd made its way between the sand hills. The hands
walked beside the cattle, watching for his signal. They walked
stowly over the bright red-and-white mounds, their shoulders
slumped, their feet heavy, yet holding something back for the cross-
ing. Already they were chousing up the drag, prodding them into
a faster walk, holding the formation tight for the crossing. For three
days they had driven the herd over the same path to the river, and
each time he had waved them off to wait another day. The cattle
were petting restless; the men were on edge Lampassas knew he had
to cross them soon or he would lose them. He looked back across

the river, high and running fast.

“We'll wait one more day,” he said, signaling for the point to
turn the herd upstream to water rather than holding them in tight
trail order to cross the river.

**We'll have to cross them tomorrow, irregardless,” he said. “We
can't wait no longer.”

The Preacher, his shoulders hunched forward, his legs and slicker
spread, stood, protecting his fire from the slow, slanting rain that
still fell, hissing when one of the big drops hit the fire. *You get the

20
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logs?” he asked the Kid, who was returning to the wagon with the
axe in his hand.

“Yeah, they’re down on the river. Cottonwoods. They’ll float
the wagon if anything will,” the Kid said, replacing the axe in the
tool box on the side of the wagon.

“What we'll do is run the wagon axle-deep into the water, float
the logs up under it, and lash them to the axles, We'll run a rope
over to the other side, and when she rises off the wheels, the river
will swing her right on across.”

Above the sound of the river the Kid heard another sound. High
and lonely. Sounding lost and sad. At first he thought it was the
wail of a coyote or the song of the night herders, distorted by dis-
tance and the noise of the river. But when he heard it again, he knew
it was not the call of an animal and it was not the high-pitched cry
of a water fowl. It was at the same time human and unearthly.
Involuntarily, he shivered.

“River got you worried, Kid?” the Preacher asked, walking up
behind him. “Maybe we’ll cross tomorrow and the hardest part will
be over.”

“Do you think anybody ever crossed a herd before without
horses?” ]

“I reckon not. I reckon we’re going to be the original,” said the
Preacher. “Across the river there might be horses for us. I been
praying.”

The Kid stood staring across the river. Then he heard it again,
lonely and sad, yet lovelier than any song he had ever heard. “Did
you hear that?” he asked.

“Hear what?” .

“I thought I heard singing. Coming from the river.”

*Singing?”

“It was kinda high and lonely. But pretty, Not very loud, though.”

“I didn’t hear anything. Probably just the wind.”

“It was kinda like a woman’s voice. Calling to you—not calling
you t'o come, exactly, but making you want to come just the same.
Making you want to quit everything else and just come.”

Together they stood before the river, the Kid looking into the
darl\: and unk.nown future beyond, the Preacher, his eyes dimmed
b‘y time, looking over the Xid’s shoulder and seeing nothing but
rivers to cross and golden cities to discover. Behind them they
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heard the men coming to the campfire, their voices distant, tired,
yet cheerful that the day was done,

“Squat, sit, or hunker, boys, the chuck’s ready,” the Preacher
called. “Come on, Kid, let’s go eat.” By the time they reached the
wagon, the others had washed, spread their bedrolls, and began
eating.

“How's your foot, Gattis?” the Preacher asked.

“Better. I believe by tomorrow I'll be able to get my boot off.”

*How do you keep up?” the Kid asked.

“Well, we ain’t been going very fast, and if I walk mostly on my
heel—"" Gattis stopped and held up one hand, signaling for quiet.
“Did you hear that?”

“Hear what?”

*Sounded like singing.”

“Kinda like a girl singing?” the Kid asked.

“Yeah.”

“Forget the music and keep your ears on the herd. If they start
moving around, we'll have to get down there and give Pretty Shadow
a hand,” Lampassas said.

The Kid finished his supper, dropped his plate it the wreck pan,
and walked up to the front of the wagon where the tongue pointed
north across the river.

“The Kid can't get his mind off the river,” the Preacher said.

*“I been thinking about that,” Lamp said. “There ain’t no
way of knowing how decp the water is. I thought Gattis could take
the point because he can swim. We'll get the herd headed into the
water pretty good, and he can go out with them to keep them from
turning back, The water’s too swift for them to turn upstream. The
rest of us will keep them moving into the water, and we’ll follow as
far as there's good footing. If there’s swimming, we’ll cross with the
drags. We can grab hold of 2 horn or a tail to steady us.

“That leaves the wagon on this side. Preacher, you drop off
after the drags has taken to the water. Pretty Shadow 1s going to
take the rope over. As soon as we get it around something pretty
strong, we'll wave a shirt and you can nde the wagon across. I aim
to drive the herd back from the river until they get good and thirsty.
Then we'll run them jnto the water until they hit the opposite bank
or hit bottom. Sink or swim.”

Talk of the coming day and its dangers had & sobering effect
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upon the men, and they lay back silently on their bedr.olls, heads
pillowed on the familiar saddle leather, smoking or chewing, watch-
ing the fire or the night with tired but sleepless eyes. i

“Ppa, Pa.” The Kid’s voice rose above the sound of the river,
faint and quavering.

“Jamie fell in the river,” Lampassas said, jumping up. “Hold on,
Jamie. Don't yell or you'll stompede the herd,” he muttered as he
ran to the edge of the blufl over the river with the rest of the men
behind him.

“Hold on. I'll be right down to get you out.”

“Im all right, Pa.”

“Then what the hell are you yelling for?” Lampassas asked.

“There’s a girl down here.”

“Is she drowned?”

“No. She’s got a baby with her.”

“Well,” Lampassas said, leaning over the bluff, trying to make
something out of the darkness below. “Don’t bother her none.”

“She’s kinda wet.”

“What's she doing down there?”

“She was singing,” the Kid replied. .

“What the hell do you make of that?” Lampassas asked, turning
to the men.

“Well, tell him to bring her up to the fire and we’ll see what this
is all about,” the Preacher suggested.

As they watched, the girl reached the top of the biuff and walked
toward the wagon. Aided by the Kid she reached the fire, and they
saw that she was young, wet, and set on traveling. Her limp hat,
which had once been stiff and flat, folded about her head, and the
once colorful but now damp and bedraggled flowers hung down
over her forehead along with a lot of her hair. She was wearing a
dark jacket and skirt, full sleeved, tight waisted, and full skirted,
with a lacy, high-collared, grimy blouse, The skrit was muddy from
the knees down, and when she turned, they saw there was a large
swatch of mud across the seat. Under one arm she carried a small
baby, dressed in a blue cap and gown and partially wrapped in a
wet flannel blanket, and was at least as grimy as she was. In the
other hand she held a carpetbag. In climbing, she had caught the
hem of her dress on a corner of the carpetbag, and the upturned
skirt revealed muddy underskirts, muddy, high-cut shoes, and
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equally muddy, bapgy white cotton stockings.

“What do you think?” Lampassas asked.

“There are three things & cow hand feels obliged to help against
his better judgment,” the Preacher said, A horse in a fence, a cow
in a bog, and a woman in trouble. Let’s go see what we can do.”

The girl watched the men as they sauntered in out of the protec-
tion of the darkness. She did not move but tightened her grip on
the carpetbag and the sleeping child,

Lampassas took off his hat and addressed her. *“Evening, ma'am,
{ hope my boy dida’t bather you nane. I raised him myself, and
he don’t know how to act—""

The gl watched Lampassas angeily, defiantly, and when he
looked up and met her eyes, he forgot what he was going to say,
his voice trailing off.

“Why, that’s 2 hitle baby,™ June said, staring at the smafl, dirty
bundle in her arm.

*What did you expect, a calf?” she asked, curiing her short
upper lip and flashing her black eyes at him,

“He was crying. That's why she was singing To stop him from
crying,” the Kid said, looking unaccountably guilty.

“Well, sit down, everybody,” Lampassas said, so grufily that the
men all jumped and then quickly sat down. The girl only looked at
him. “Sit down, sit down, girl,” he sard, more kindly. “You must be
tired.”

Gattis and the Kid jumped up to offer her their bedrolis to sit
on, The girl set down the muddy carpetbag and sat down on 1t
crosslegged, laying the baby in her lap and primly smoothing the
dress over her knees.

“Now, let’s sce,” Lampassas began. “What's your pame?"

“Covina.”

“What's the last of it?"

“There ain't no fast.”

“He means what's your husband's name,” the Preacher explained.

“I ain’t got 2 husbhand.”

“Bless your heart, just a chitd and a widder already,” the Preacher
said. “Did you lose him in the rvec?”

“I nin't got a husband,” the girl said defiantly, fooking the
Preacher in the eye.

Several of the hands had coughing fits, and Lampassas’s atten-
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tion was caught by a falling star, which he could miraculously see
through the dark and overcast sky.

“Have you had supper?” the Preacher asked, when the men had
finally swallowed down their throat irritations and the f:alhn.g star
had passed clear on the other side of the universe. The girl did not
answer. “Kid, get the Jady something to eat. And a cup of coffee.
She looks a mite lank to me.”

The steak had all been eaten, but there were some biscuits left.
The Kid put them in the plate. Gattis dumped a ladle of beans over
them, and while he and the Kid wrestled over the plate, June handed
the girl a cup of coffee, which she gulped, although it was fresh
from the fire. The Kid, managing to get the plate from Gattis,
handed it to the girl, who seemed not to notice the bean juice that
ran over the rim of the plate and dripped on her dress. Taking the
knife June handed her, she began to eat, holding the plate clear of
the sleeping baby.

“Gattis, see if we don’t have a fork,” the Preacher said, deploring
the manners of his fellows. He turned to the girl, who was still watch-
ing them while she ate. “If you like, I'll hold the baby while you’re
eating.”

The girl stopped with the knife halfway to her mouth and watched
them through the hair that had again fallen over her forehead.
Gently, the Preacher picked up the baby, careful not to touch the
girl’s lap, while she watched him, holding the knife poised like a
weapon. When the Preacher got the sleeping baby balanced on his
lap without touching her, the girl poked the knifeful of food into
her mouth, accepted the fork from Gattis, and continued eating,

The men gathered around the Preacher to smile and make faces
at the baby, who slept with most of his left hand inside his mouth.

“Leave him alone,” the girl said. “Can’t you see he’s asleep? It
took me long enough to get him quiet, and I don’t want to have to
do it again.”

The men tiptoed back to their places, getting themselves fresh
coffee or rolling cigarettes, observing a respectful silence while the
gicl ate. When she had finished, she set down her plate, drank the
rest of her coffee, and leaned back, stretching. “God, that was
awful.” ’
ex;nh; gge&e’i‘:’:cmla;lﬂy blew their noses, scratched their heads,

orn boots, and hummed to themselves, pretending
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not to notice.

“Now that we got you fed, I reckon we'd better decide what to
do with you,” the Preacher said.

“It ain’t that we're not concerned,” Lampassas said. “It’s just
that we're mighty busy men, and you sure caught us in a bind.
We're planning on crossing that damn—excuse me-—river tomorrow
with a herd of cows, and we don’t have no horses, and we don’t

know how in the hell—pardon me—we're going to do it. But 1
reckon we're bound to help you 2l we can. How long you reckon
you been lost?”

“I aint lost,” Covina said. “I'm on my way to Trails End.”

“How'd you get here?” the Preacher asked.

“I rode with a feller part of the way, and the rest of the way I
walked.”

“How do you aim to get to Trails End?"

“The same way.”

Lampassas asked, ““What about your folks? Where are they?”

*1 ain't got no folks,” the girl said. **My pa run me off and said
he didn’t never want to see my face again. My ma didn’t say nothing
different. 1 ain’t going back there.”

“What are you going to do?” the Kid asked.

“I'm going to Trails End and go to work so's I can take care of
the baby.”

“But how is a girl going to support a baby by her—"" The Kid’s
voice failed him. His eyes and mouth popped open.

“I rechon I know what I have to do,” she said,

The Kid turned from the girl to look at the other men for con-
firmation, but they all happened to be carefully looking the other

way.

“We're going to Trails End. Why can't we take her with us?”
the Kid asked, and this time he had no need to search for their
eyes; they were all turned on him. But it was his father’s eyes that
the Kid's eyes met.

“It ain't done," Lampassas shouted, banging his fist on the
ground and ending the conversation by waking the baby, who
gasped once and let out a blood-curdlhing squall.

“Oh, hell, now you've done it,” Covina said, lifting the scream-
ing child out of the Preacher’s arms. “You've waked the baby, and
now I'll never get him back to sleep.”
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“I’m sorry,” Lampassas mumbled. ] ) )
“Maybe he’s just wet,” the Preacher said, pulling his damp
rs away from his leg.

trog;;e’s noty wet, he’s hungry,” the girl said, angrily shakiqg the
baby about to pacify it. The baby responded by turning red in th.e
face, waving his clenched fists, and screaming at the top of his
lungs. This brought results. The excited hands took one backward
look at the nervous, high-strung herd and crowded around the
baby, making faces, trying to distract the child.

The girl stopped shaking the child and laid him in her lap,
resigned to his crying. “That’s why I was singing to him down at
the river,” she said, shouting over the baby’s cries. “To get him to
sleep without his supper.”

“Then why don’t you feed him?” June asked. “Ain’t what we
got good enough for him?”

“He's a baby,” the girl screamed. “What he wants is mitk,”

“Qh,” the Preacher said with sudden insight. “Well, what’s the
matter with you boys. Get away from there. Get on the other side of
the wagon.”

The hands took one look at the thin, flat-chested girl and scat-
tered into the darkness like sheep.

“We'll be right over here if you need anything,” the Preacher
said.

*“I can’t nurse him,” Covina said, freeing a hand from beneath
the wet child to wipe at her nose.

“What have you been feeding him?” the Preacher asked.

“I stopped at a farmhouse yesterday and they gave me some
milk, but I used the last of it this morning, and it gave him the colic.
He hasn’t had anything to eat since.”

The Preacher stepped back to the wagon. “Kid, do we have any
more of that milk?”

“We used the last can yesterday,” the Kid said, sneaking a look
past the Preacher. The men peered from behind the wagon, and
seeing all was clear, began drifting back to the fire.

“Don’t you have any cows?” she asked.

“That’s what we got,” Lampassas said. “A herd of cows.”

. “I mean cows. Milk cows. Aren’t any of your cows fresh?” the
girl asked, again trying the shaking tactics on the wailing child,
and stirring him up to a higher pitch.



NORTH TO YESTERDAY 37

Lampassas hung his head. “I'm right sorry, ma’am, but you sce,
we can't slow down the herd for calves to keep up, so when a cow
throws a calf, June herc goes out and shoots it, and after a while
the cow goes dry.”

The gird, aligning hersclf on the side of motherhood, glared
hatefully at baby-killer June, who stood before the fire, bis hat in
his hand. “You kill littlc baby calves?” she asked, hugging the
screaming child to her breast. June Jooked away.

“No, ma’am. You see—Lampassas, I been meaning to tell you,”
June said. “You know, after losing the horses, we been traveling
kinda slow, and well, them little fellers looked so helpless, and they
was keeping up—"

“You mean you didn’t shoot them?”

“Well, they was keeping up and all. And they never stompeded.”

“You mean them newborn calves was keeping up with the herd?"

“Well, sure, except right at first when I had to carry them some.”

“Well, how many fresh cows do we have?”

“Three.”

*“We got three fresh cows if you can use them,” Lampassas said
1o Covina. The girl said nothing, only looked at him.

*“Boys, I purely hate to ask it of you,” Lampassas said, looking
at the men around him. “I've asked you to take the herd through
places where the trail was closed, to trail cows afoot, to drive them
across & flooded niver, and now I'm going to ask you—" He paused,
Tooked at the men and then looked quickly away. *I'm haviog to
ask you—Hell, I've done a lot of low things in my life. I've run 2
store, I've sold corscts. I've patted butter, But by God I've never
milked no cow, and I ain't asking nobody else to do it.” And look-
ing away, Lampassas attempted to turn a deaf ear to the cries of
the hungry child.

The child, however, was not to be ignored. Turning red in the
face from anger and lack of breath, the child launched scream after
scteam at the mother, who seemed to be used to it, and the men,
who did not. Covina no longer made any effort to stop the child's
cries. The men fidgeted and swore under their breath.

Gattis ducked his head, and even in the fuckenng, uncertain
light of the fire they could see the color rising to his face. But Gattis
could not destroy himsclf in the eyes of these men. “I—I saw Ma
milk a cow once,” he said. “But hell, that's t “™as n I left hizn\ .

ase"
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In sympathetic embarrassment, they all looked away. All except
Covina, who had none of their finer fectings. “Hell, is that all you're
going to do? Sit and talk about it? Show me the damn cow and T'll
milk her myself,” she shouted, as tears welled up in her eyes.

“Do you think you could do it?” the Preacher asked Gattis,
while Lampassas looked away in shame.

«J ain't refused Lampassas yet,” Gattis said, “But I ain’t going
to volunteer.” :

The Preacher looked at Lampassas, but Lampassas refused to
meet his eyes. “If that baby keeps on crying, hé’s going to stompede
the herd. It wouldn’t just be milking a cow,” he explained to Lam-
passas. “It'd be averting a stompede.”

T reckon I could give it a try to avert a stompede,” Gattis said.

He fitted his hat on for business, picked up a lariat, and started
in the direction of the herd.

“You'll need somebody to help you throw her,” Lampassas said.
“Kid, you get down there and give him a hand. June, yow’ll have
to go along and help them find the trouble. You're the only one
that knows what they look like.”

“And hurry. This little feller ain't had any chuck since this
morning,” the Preacher said, anxious to have peace again.

Without a word to grace his departure, June got up, gave a
menacing hitch to his gunbelt, and limped after the others,

“Be careful you don’t frighten the herd,” Lampassas said. “Cut
her out and drive her away from the bedground first.”

“Do you reckon he’s take a little sugar and water?” the Preacher
asked.

“We could try,” the girl said, wiping her eyes with the hem of
her dress and wiping the hair and flowers back from her forehead.
“Maybe it would stop him for a while.”

The Preacher scooped a cupful of water off the top of the barrel,
strained iF through the dirty cup towel, and mixed in some sugar.
“I'll put just a drop of coffee in it to kill the taste of the mud.”
he said. ’

The girl took the cup without 2 word and offered it to the child
gi/l :I;ﬁ‘pgmgnh:r i.'mger in 1t,- m}d after tasting it herself, poking the

ger into the child’s open and loud mouth, The liquid
strangled the baby, and enraged, he screamed louder then ever.

“What do you call him?” the Preacher asked.



NORTH TO YESTERDAY 39

*{ been calling him Little John. His pa's name was John.”

“That don't seem right,” said the Preacher. “It don't seem right
to name him after somebody that don’t want him."”

“Well, there wasn’t nobody that wanted him. I could call him
Jack, or Jake, or George, or—""

*Jake’s my name. Well, the boys all call me Preacher, but my
teal name is Jake.”

“Would you mind if he was named after you?"

“{ wouldn't mind.”

The girl Iooked down at the baby in her arms and held him close.
I wouldn't feel right about calling him Jake if you didn’t like him.
1 mean, I wouldn't feel right about using your pame if you didn't
care about him, if you wouldn't look after him.”

“Why, sure I'd Jook after him,” the Preacher said. “Any man
that wouldn't protect a baby—""

The girl reached out and touched his hand. “Then that's what
I'm going to call him. Little Jake.” Roughly, she hugged the baby
1o her breast. *I know you'll come to good for being named after
a preacher, and you won't never have to worry, because Uncle
Jake is going to look after you,” she said, smiling at the Preacher,
“L e him better already.”

“Now that we've decided on a name for the baby, maybe we can
get around to deciding what to do with him,” Lampassas said.

“[ ain't going back home.”

“You ain't going with us,” Lampassas said.

“Until you get some horses, you're going to be short-handed,”
Covina said.

“That's true,” the Preacher said. *“We are short-handed.”

“And getting across that river is going to take all the help you
can get”

“Ireckon Iawe1t to the boys to getall the help Ican,” Lampassas
said,

“Dama right," said Covina. .

“But I'm only taking you on until we get across the river and
Bt some borses. And 1 ain't giving you nothing but 2 fire to slecp
by 20d whateser there is to eat.”

“Thats fair enough,” Covina said, holding out bet ﬁ"‘"d-
Anoged Lampassas got to his knees and reached oVer the fire to
skake hands on the bargain.



A TJENTE T VENEEDAY
g

5

. a o
Ao g G0 TNE CDDITTDE w0d

Fhoage e oows” the Breadher <230,

i thz wagon, and ' kelp

-e - - = ret]
~3 Aadz kaow modEap zhent cooking,” Covina said. “but 1
opq e oows 25 WEl 25 2TV D0II
O QUTVE GOV g

CWeerTthrvea woman ;cm.vg alongside the men,” Lampassas
e o574 zakes, dipping her finger in the water and
ks mouth. “I can drive cows as good as_any
2 zzy ime T can't keep up, I'll drop out.”

st e, I'é rather drown than have your help,”
2zt 1 €on’t rightly see how I can leave you out

1

-

beby oz stey with the wagon,” the Preacher said.
“1 2im {0 gz oy ovwn wey and for the baby. But I'm not cooking,
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.. well, 2in’t you got a nasty mind?”

*“The boys will be coming back pretty soon,” Lampassas said.

“Yeah. And before they get back, I rackon there’s something
we ought o explain to Covina.”

*“You mean about Pretty Shadow?”

The Preacher nodded. “I think we ought to tell you, ma'am,
there’s one of the boys you haven’t met yet. They call him Pretty
Shadow, and he's about the worst human being for women I ever
seen. And if you don’t watch him, he'll—he'll tey to charm you.”

*Tell her about Sune.”

“Well, Junc carries a six-shooter, and he sometimes looks mean
on account of that scar, but he wouldn't shoot anybody, so you
needn’t worry about that, But he's—he’s healthy. So you d
10 worry about that,”

“And Gattis.”

The Preacher nodded again. “What I'm about to tell you about
Gattis I want you to hold in strict confidence, because Pm sure
Gattis don’t want it known. Gattis hasa good heart, but he got mixed
up with a girl in Georgia once and had to run away {rom home.”

o need
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“I see,” said Covina. “What about the young one?”

“That’s my son,” Lampassas said. “I promise he won't bother
you none.”

“You mean he's too young to be a son of a bitch?”

“What I mean to say,” Lampassas said, “is that we got some
rough edges to us, but we ain’t mean minded. There ain’t nothing
we respect more than a—a good woman. But now, when these boys
meet up with a—a woman that—that ain't exactly—nice—""

“J think what Lampassas is trying to say,” the Preacher said,
much to Lampassas’s relief, *“is that these men have been working
with cows and all. They’ve been away from civilization, and they've
kinda forgot that things ain’t always the way they look. And when
they see a cow with her back up, well, they naturally—"

“You mean whatever happens, I brought it on myself.”

“What 1 mean to say is that these men take things the way they
sec them, and when they hear a girl cussing like 2 cow hand and
wagging around a fatherless child, they're liable to have hard
thoughts about her.”

*“Bullshit,” Covina said. “That’s the only kinda thoughts men
ever have.”

“We got the milk,"” June said to the Preacher as the Kid slowly
emerged from the darkness, one foot at a time, carefully holding the
bucket in both hands. “I hope to hell you didn’t spill any of that
precious stufl coming in,” he said to the Kid. “We had a hard
enough time getting it.”

“I just hope the baby will take it,” Covina said.

“Well, if he don’t like that, we'll go out and get some bear milk,”
June said.

Covina took the bucket of milk and began pouring it into a cup
to feed the baby. Anxious eyes followed every moment, *“Careful
you don’t spill none of that,” Gattis said.

Covina held the cup for the baby to drink. The thirsty baby
fought for the cup, spilling some of the mulk, while the men watched
in outraged silence. “There’s hardly enough here for one feeding,”
Covina said.

‘The men looked at her in disbelief. “You mean that kid drinks
more milk than a calf?” June asked.

“Little Jake takes four feedings a day, and today he missed
three of them,” Covina said.

Y k"\\



42 NORTH TO YESTERDAY

“That was all the critter had,” June said. Angrily, he turned
on Gattis. “You said that was all the milk she had.” ‘

“Hell, when I got through milking her, her hide was already
beginning to shrivel,” Gattis said. “You picked it out. You must a
picked a steer.”

“This’ll do for now,” Covina said. “He’ll be up before daylight
wanting more and there’s not enough here for two feedings.”

The men fell into their blankets without a word and pretended
to be asleep. “Boys, we ain’t going to have no time in the morning
for milking cows,” the Preacher said. “So I reckon it had best be
done tonight. June, do you think you can find another fresh cow
in the dark?”

“By God, if I drag it out of the herd and throw it, he’s gomg
to get milk out of it, I don’t care if it’s Old Blue.”



CHAPTER V

“ARISE and shine, wake up and aspire; God's in his heaven, the
beans is on the fire,” the Preacher called cheerfully in the early
morning darkness, banging a spoon against the lid of a dutch oven
out of sheer exuberance.

‘The hands awoke to darkness, drizzling rain, wet bedding, and
the sounds of the tumbling river. Putting on their wet hats, they
greeted the day with groans and curses, which djed in their throats
as s00n as they remembered the girl. Covina picked up her flowered
hat, put it on her head, and got up, carefully replacing the bedding
over Little Jake to keep his wetness all his own. The Preacher
picked up the lantern and waved in the Kid, who had stood the
Jast watch.

June was drying his sore and enlarged nose when Covina joined
the men at the washpan. She dipped both hands into the water,
vigorously robbed her face, and blowing the excess moistore from
her lips, she reached blindly for the towel. “Give me the towel,
dammit,” she said, and June placed the wet, soiled towel in her
hands. She wiped ber face dry, cleaned out her ears, and hung the
towel back on the wagon.

Huddled against the rain, the hands ate quickly in hollow-eyed
silence, staring at the fire, watching the shadows flickering over
the wagon, thinking of the task ahead. Covina sat in her bedding,
holding the covered baby in her lap, eating with one hand and
feeding Little Jake from a cup with the other. The baby, unaccus-
tomedly warm, was fully content, gurgling and blowing bubbles and
spilling milk as June watched with mean eyes.

“Eat your fill,” the Preacher said.“We got 2 long way to go before
supper and there won’t be any more eating till then.”

As quickly as they finished, the men dropped their dishes in the
roundup pan for the Preacher to work on and began tying their
soogans to place them in the wagon.

“If there’s anything you don't think you'll need, ji’d be a good
idea to leave it here,” Lampassas said, “No need to weigh yonrself
down. We can leave our boots on the bank.”

The hands pulled off their slickers and emptied their pockets,
some of them stripping off vests and belts, rolling them up in their
bedding and placing them in the wagon. Covina wrapped the con-

43
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tented baby in her soogans and Jaid him under the wagon out of
the rain.

“If there’s any wading to be done, I'd better get out of this,”
Covina said, catching her skirt in both hands and swishing it about.

“Just what do you intend on wearing?” the Preacher said.

“ thought one of you gents might lend me something.”

“No self-respecting female would be caught dead in men’s
clothing,” the Preacher said.

“Well, I ain’t no self-respecting female, and if I was that’s exactly
how I’d be caught in the river in these self-respecting clothes.
Dead.”

- “There is a right way and a wrong way to dress, and them clothes
you have on is the right and fitting way for a young lady.”

“Bullshit,” said Covina. “Well, didn’t none of you bring any
extra clothes?” N

“I got some things that would be about your size,” the Kid said.

“Why, how did you know my size?” Covina asked.

While the others chuckled, the Kid, blushing, went to the wagon,
unrolled his soogans, and removed the bundle of clothing he had
been saving to wear into Trails End. He handed them to Covina
without looking at her and went back to drying dishes.

“How do I look?’ she asked when she stepped from behind the
wagon in her high-button shoes, a blue suit and vest with the cuffs
and sleeves rolled back, a white shirt, and a four-in-hand tie.
“Anybody got a hat?” she asked. "I got to have something on
my head.”

The Kid got the striped and billed engineer’s slouch hat and
gave it to her. Covina brushed back her hair with her hand and
pu_l(;ed the cap on her head. “Let’s go get them cows, boys,” she
said.

Scattering out in the first gray light of day, the hands started
the herd back from the river, not stringing them out in trail order
but letting them graze. By mid-morning the drizzle had stopped,
and from time to time the sun broke through the overcast glintin :
off the wet grass. At noon, after giving the hands a few’ minuteg
to rest, La@passas turned the herd back toward the river and strung
them out in trail order, Gattis and himself on the point, June and

Pretty Shadow in the swing, and Covina
i ) , the P
Kid prodding the drag. reacher and the
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Nearing the river, the leaders picked up the pace. The point
gave them their heads and stayed with them; and in the drag, the
hands shouted and whopped, urging on the slow, sore-footed cows.
The leaders took to the river and for 2 moment Lampassas thought
they were crossing, but when the water reached their muzzles,
they stopped to drink. Cursing and yelling, Gattis and Lampassas
floundered in the swift water, holding to the cows deeper into the
water, The frightened cows bawled and hooked, threatening to fight.

Pretty Shadow and June tried to Leep the herd in tight formation
so that the oncoming cows would force the leaders far enough into
the water that they would head for the opposite bank. The Izaders
turned back, fighting the cows being pushed into them, There was
a brief mill which Gattis and Lampassas broke up before any of the
cows were trampled into the water, and the herd scattered out
along the bank despite the best efforts of the bands. The cattle
ventured close enough to the niver to drink and then stood stupidly
immobile, ankle-deep 1n the water.

“Don’t let them bull up on us,” Lampassas yelled. “Get them
to moving.”

For perhaps another hour, the frustrated men wrestled with the
cows in the treacherous water, trying to force the leaders into the
river, From time to time one of the men would Jose his footing and,
splashing and kicking, be swept down the niver past the frightened
cows until he could catch a leg or tail and get his feet under him
again. Back from the river, the Preacher, the Kid, and Covina,
with the baby in a coat tied to her back with diapers, Indian fashion,
kept the cattle from turning away from the river and scattering out
in the valley.

Through the long afternoon the stalemate lasted, the drovers
keeping the herd at bay, the cattle, beads down in exhauston, legs
trembling from excitement, refusing to take to the water. While
Lampassas, Covina, the Kid, and the Preacher kept the herd from
scattering, June, Pretty Shadow, and Gattis worked along the river,
dodging hooves and horns and trying to force the catle into the
water,

Lampassas watched the sun move steadily west, watched his last
bope fade and dic, his dream become a past and bitter thing. Sick
with frustration and fatigue, he waved the drovers in. “Let them £0,"
he called in anger and despair and tumned and walked back from
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the river, sitting down on the wet ground. The sky was dark and
heavy, threatening ‘more rain, and despite the season, Lampassas
felt a chill. ]

The Kid wondered why they couldn’t abandon the herd like
sailors abandoned a ship, but the Preacher reminded him that
when sailors abandoned a ship, it was going down and not left
floating around to bump into things.

“When you take something up, you got to lay it down,”
Lampassas said. _

While Lampassas searched for a way to get rid of the herd, the
dark, heavy clouds brought an early twilight, the herd scattered
along the river to graze and sniff the air, and Old Blue investigated
a strange object flapping in a tree.

Idly, Lampassas watched as Old Blue pawed the ground and
shook his horns at a diaper drying on the limb of a dead mesquite.
Old Blue jumped back, snorted, and lunged forward, impaling the
diaper on one horn. The diaper fell over his eyes.

Lampassas and the hands laughed as the big steer snorted, and
pawed, and tossed his horns, trying to shake the limp rag from his
eyes. Dropping his head and grunting, he lunged forward, crashing
into the mesquite tree. The mesquite quivered. A dead limb gave
a sharp, dry crack and fell across the steer’s haunches.

The hands started to laugh again as the steer jumped into the
air with a loud snort, but the laugh died in their throats when the
herd jumped with Old Blue and came down running. For a moment
the hands watched the cows in disbelief. “Stompede!” Lampassas
yelled, and forgetting their exhaustion, the others leapt to their feet
and ran after the cows. “Stompede! Head the leaders!”

Lampassas ran, dodging the scattered cows that ran after the
leaders. He was almost in the water before he realized the cows were
stampeding into the river. The thought that the cows had resisted
all his efforts to put them in the river and then had jumped in them-
selves because of a diaper struck him as being funny. “They're
taking to the river,” he said, looking back over his shoulder. Seeing
nothing but a solid mass of hooves and horns bearing down on him,
he turned and dived into the river to avoid being trampled.

The surge of joy that he had felt when the cattle first took to
the water was gone now, and he felt helpless and afraid. “Gattis,
take the point,” he yelled, weaving his way through the cattle as
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he tried fo get to the downstream edge of the stampede to keep
the cattle from scattering. “Gattis. Pretty Shadow. June. Somebody,
take the point.”

The leaders were two thirds of the way across the river when
they hit swimming water and turned back into the face of the
oncoming herd. With the crush of bone and the snapping of horns,
the cows met head-on in a giant mill that crushed and drowned
the weaker animals, and only Gattis could reach them.

Helplessly, unable to make himself heard above the roar of the
river, Lampassas watched as Gattis, in trying to turn the leaders,
was swept into their floundering midst. Desp ly kicking at the
pressing cows, Gattis tried to climb upon their backs, but was
caught between them, and hung, helplessly pinned.

For a moment Lampassas thought June was going to rescue
Gattis as June crawled over the backs of the cattle, firing the six-
shooter into the center of the pack and beating at the cows with
the barrel of the six-shooter. The mill broke apart and both June
and Gattis disappeared into the water between the pawing and
thrashing hooves.

With a groan at what he had just seen, Lampassas looked back
and saw that only Pretty Shadow and Covina were still with him.
Pretty Shadow, holding to a tail to steady himself in the water, was
still turning the cattle across the river, unaware that no one was
on the point. Covina, who appeared to have lost the baby and the
engincer’s cap in the excitement, was waist-deep in the water,
grappling for the Preacher, who had stepped in a hole and dis.
appeared. The Kid stood on the bank, afraid to step into the water,
hoping he would be left behind.

With a ery for help, Lampassas turned his back on his son to
follow his herd. He had not taken twenty steps before he lost his
footing and was swept away by the current. Unable to get his feet
down, he was rolled over and over and washed against a cow.
Grabbing in desperation, he caught the cow around the neck,
blindly hanging on until he felt his feet dragging over the bottom
of the river,

Getting his feet under him, Lampassas stood up, not caring
which side of the river he was on. It was the north bank. He climbed
out of the slippery river, fell against a tree and Jooked back across
the river for sight of the others. Battered, exhausted cows with
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broken horns and peeled hides struggled up the bank. Pretty Shadow
sat in shallow water, unable to move another step. The Kid crawled
out of the river on all fours and fell down beside Lampassas. Disin-
terestedly, .they watched as far downstream Covina walked out
of the darkness of the river, dragging the Preacher behind her.

When they had caught their breath, Covina and the Preacher
walked out of the water and started along the bank toward the others.
The Preacher stopped short as he saw something bobbing at the
edge of the water. Knowing already what it was, Lampassas and
the Kid got up, and joined by Pretty Shadow, who waded out of
the river, they stood looking at Gattis’s body, half buried in the
mud at the edge of the river.

“God, we must a run the whole damn herd over him,” Covina
said, turning away.

Gently, the men carried Gattis out of the water, and laying him
down, they fell down to rest. “By God, we crossed her,” Lampassas
said, when he was able to speak.

“We got to go back,” Covina said. “The baby’s on the other
side.”

The fire burned timidly beside the river, gnawing at the wet
brush and giving off faint flickers of light that cast eerie shadows
at the figures about the fire. »

“I got to go back and get the baby,” the Preacher said, guilty
because Covina had laid the baby down in order to pull him out
of the hole he had stumbled into; and then she had been unable
to go back for the baby because in his panic he had clung to her,
dragging her across the river with him. “It was on account of me
that she left it.”

“I keep thinking I hear him crying,” Covina said.

“That’s just the river,” Pretty Shadow said, “I figure June’s
on the other side with him. He’ll look after him.”

.;‘If he was on the other side, we’d a seen a fire by now,” Covina
said.

“I wonder if we’ll ever find him?” the Kid asked.

“1 count it lucky that we found Gattis,” said Lampassas.

The Kid sat upright. “Listen.” )

**Oh, hell,” said Pretty Shadow.

“There’s something out there,” the Kid said.

“I heard it too,” said the Preacher.
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The men watched the darkness along the river bank, listening as
something moved in the brush. “Maybe it's a cow,” the Kid said.

“That ain’t no cow. That's—that’s June,” the Preacher said as
he saw June, still weighed down with clothes and six-shooter,
blundering through the brush. -

“June,” the Kid said.

“Don't be yelling, now,” June said, warding them off with one
fhand, “You'll wake the baby and I just this minute got him to
sleep.”

“The baby?" Covina asked.

She grabbed the baby out of June's arms, pressing him to her
breast and unwrapping him to be sure he was all there,

“[ wish you wouldn’t do that, ma’am, I just got him to sleep,”
June said.

“We thought you was dead,” the Xid said,

June looked down at Gattis’s body beside the fire. “1 knowed he
wouldn’t make it when I seen the way them cows had hum packed
in. He must a been dead by the ime 1 got to him,” June said, and
then looked about lum apologetically. But the men were looking
at Gattis, and Covina was examming and pinching the baby.

June said, “When I got knocked under in that mill, I knowed
there wasn't no use coming back up and getting stepped on, so I
just started walking; and I kept on walking till X walked right on
out of the river Only thing, I got turned around and come out on
the other side.”

“Then how did you get on this side?” asked the Preacher.

“Well, when I finally walked out of the river, I realized I was
way the hell downstream and the river was running the wrong way.
S0, 1stood up to get my bearings, and by damn, as dark as it was,
there was a bridge there. Then it come to me that I was on the
wrong side of the river. So I walked back to the wagon to see if
anybody was left, but there wasn’t nobody there but the baby, and
P’d a missed him if he hadn't been crying. I picked him up and went
back to the bridge, It was almost under water but still standing,
50 1 just walked across it, and 1 been wandering around ever since
looking for your fire.”

“There was a bridge there all the time,” the Kid said, “and we
swum the river. We risked our lives and there was a bndge there
the whole time.” -
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“You can't never tell. It was pretty near under water. Likely
it wouldn't a held no cattle,” June said, unwilling to admit his
heroism was unnecessary.

“Is it big enough for the wagon"" the Preacher asked.

“It’s big enough, but I ain’t sure what it’ll hold.”

“As soon as it’s light, we’ll cross over the bridge, round up the
rest of the cows, and get the wagon,” Lampassas said.

“How many cows do you reckon we lost crossing?” June asked.

“Near a hundred head,” Lampassas said.

The baby began to cry.

“He's hungry,” Covina said.

*“I reckon we'll all be hungry before we get back to the wagon,”
said June, unable to remember when he had last eaten,

“Little Jake can’t wait until morning,” Covina said.

“God damn,” Pretty Shadow said, spitting into the fire. “How
in the hell are we supposed to find them cows in the dark?”

“Ireckon you'll just have to look until you find them,” Lampassas
said.

“God a’mighty, I'm tired of being a mother,” June said, getting

up and crashing through the brush in the darkness. Quietly, Pretty
Shadow and the Kid followed him.



CHAPTER VI

AFTER the crossing, the drovers and the herd rested for two weeks.
Their first day back on the trail was like any other day, hot, dusty,
and long. The caitle, their sore feet rested, their bellies full of
water and grass, trailed at an easy but distance-covering gait. The
tong column moved smoothly, evenly, without stragglers. Only the
men suffered the first day. Only they were aware of the miles, count-
ing the houss to water, watching the progress of the sun.

To cover as much distance as possible while the cattle were still
fresh, they did not stop at mid-day. Since the only water was in the
wagon, which the herd had already overtaken and passed, the men
suffered terribly from the heat and dust through the long afternoon.
Dusk came on, but the herd kept moving, pressed on by Lampassas,
who was determined to drive them as far as possible the first day.
Night came on, and stars twinkled through the cloud of dust that
hung over the herd, but still they plodded on, With hoarse, painful
voices, the men cursed the sultry night and the pale moon that
rose to light their way. The cattle began to balk and had to be
prodded by the weary, stumbling men the last hour before Lampassas
threw the herd off the trail to rest. It was near midnight when the
last dry-throated man reached the bedground, followed by the
Preacher with the wagon and a barrel of water. The herd, overtired
and restless after a long day's drive without water, refused to bed
down, so that half the hands stood watch, walking around the
milling cattle and singing, while the others ate.

“Don’t waste no water washing,” Lampassas said. “Let’s save it
for the oxen and the coffee.”

The men wiped their hands and faces on their grimy bandanas
and sweaty shirts, dusted off their clothes, spat the dust out of their
mouths, and drank enormous quantities of water while the Preacher
fried beef.

“We better all figure on standing the watch tonight,” Lampassas
said. “We can’t take a chance on losing the herd out here without
water.”

The hands sat sprawled on the ground, sipping their coffee, too
tired to complain, Their jaws worked slowly as they tried to chew
the tough meat, Their lips were cracked open and bleeding, their
toogues and throats were swollen and raw from Iack of water.ond
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shouting at the cattle in the dust,

“p'll keep the coffee boiling all night so’s you can get some when
you make a round,” the Preacher said.

“We'll have to take it a little easier tomorrow on account of
the cows,” Lampassas said. “‘We'll start as soon as it’s light and let
them rest some in the heat of the day. That way they won’t suffer
as much and it'll give us a chance to get a drink. We'll be going
slower tomorrow and the Preacher ought to be able to keep up.
Maybe even have supper ready for us when we get there.”

Pretty Shadow pushed his food away uneaten and reached for
his sack of tobacco before he remembered that it was all gone.
He pinched his mouth, wondering if a2 man could smoke twice-
boiled coffee grounds. Behind him, the baby began to whimper.

“You boys hurry now so you can go milk,” the Preacher said.

After the hands had eaten, the Preacher watered the steers that
were pulling the wagon, banked the fire, and scoured the dishes
with sand. Pouring a little water in a pan, he washed the cross,
sour-smelling baby. The dust had worked into the folds of the
baby’s skin, turning his flesh raw and inflaming his eyes. Taking
no heed of his screams, the Preacher bathed him and redressed
him in his dirty clothes after first shaking them out. Then he fed
the baby the milk which the Kid brought and put him to bed in
the wagon. Little Jake had grown accustomed to his irregular life,
cating in the middlc of the night, sleeping through the day in the
moving wagon, days of leisure during which he was petted and
played with, and periods of activity during which he was largely
ignored. Clean and fed, he went quickly to sleep.

Finishing a turn about the herd, Covina walked to the wagon to
get a cup of coffee and to check the baby. She bent down and
brushed her chapped lips across his cheek. Little Jake squirmed
and sighed heavily, but he did not awaken. Covina smiled and
smoothed down his hair, surprised that it was not stiff with sweat
and dust like her own. Getting a cup of coffee, she sat down on
the ground and rested her head on her arm, which lay along the
wagon tongue. .

_ The Preacher had already bedded down, but he woke c-
:sx;}:d-someonc came t- "' gon for coffee. “Herd quic”
“That’s the noisies *

A
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&
en not to be running’#
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“Well, if we can hold them another hour, it'll be light enough
to trail.” ; .

“If I'm going to be walking, I'd just as soon l?e going some-
wheres as to be walking around in circles,” Covina sa.ld‘ With
het little finger, she felt of her puffed, cracked lips. “Little Jake
all right?” 5 N

«“About the only time he cries any more is when I stop the wagon.

“That boy's got moving in his bones,” Covina said. “I wonder
if he'll ever be content to stay put when we get there?”

“By the time he gets to Trails End, he'll probably be reagdy to
settle down to a normal Life,” the Preacher said, and then remem-
bered. He wondered if he should make a point of explaining to
Covina that he did not consider her life either normal or settled.

“At first T hoped we wouldn’t never et there, but now I Just
want to get it over with,” Covina said, fecling the ends of her hair
where the dust and sweat had caked.

The Preacher tried to think of something to say, a warning or a
rebuke, “It ain’t far now,” he mumbled, and throwing back his
soogans and putting on his hat, he got up to fry some beef for
breakfast.

Before daylight, the hands had, two at a fime, eaten the tough,
stringy meat, washed it down with coffee, and started the herd
moving toward water. The sun rose hot and high over a pale,
cloudless sky, a day devoid of wind. The dust kicked up by the
sharp hooves billowed up to hang motionless over the herd, blinding
and choking the men. The hands turned up their collars, turned
down the brims of their hats, tied their bandanas over their mouths
and noses. Still they were racked by dry coughs and sneezing.
Their irritated eyes turned red and swelled. Tears stained their
faces. The cattle, tired and thirsty, hung back uncertainly, stopped
to mill and bowl. The wagon was able to keep the pace and took
the point, while the number of hands in the drag had to be increased
to keep the herd moving.

The hands lost all track of time, as with the vision of water
before them, they pushed and prodded the cattle through dawn
and breathless morniog, the stale air and blinding heat of the long
afternoon, into the promise of dusk, on into the night as long as
they could hold the herd togetber, as far as they could push them
toward water. And when the herd stopped, the men kept going
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around and around the edgy cows, that would not lie down but
stood sulkily about, motion implied, ready to run at the slightest
provocation, so that the night was full of the threat of stampede.

The sun rose slowly, remorselessly in the pale sky above the
bedground, deserted now cxcept for a few cows that had been
unable to leave with the herd and Iay helpless in the sunlight,
grateful for the brief, flitting shadows cast by the soaring, circling
buzzards.

The torn and broken ground, the trampled vegetation, the dust
that stit hung above the ground clearly marked the trail that the
herd had taken. Along that trail, like beads from a broken string,
were other cows that had left the bedground in the predawn darkness
but had been unable to stay with the leaders and were down, never
to rise, or, scarcely able to stand, awaited death with Jowered heads.
Farther up the trail, a few lowing cows straggled back toward
the water they remembered, a life’s journey away. Dominated
by a blind instinct to return to the last place they had watered,
they tossed their heads at anything in their way, turned from their
path by nothing.

The trail ended in a thick cloud of fine dust where the hands
fought the stubborn cattle. The leaders, blinded by the brilliant
sun that burned in the sky and glinted off the ground before them,
turned back. The drag overtook the point. All semblance of herd
order disappeared. The hands pushed them on to the only possible
water, in Ruby Draw, somewhere ahead. Throughout the heat
of the day, thec men and the cattle exhausted one another. Waving
shirts and hats, yelling and cursing, beating the cattle with sticks and
fists, the men pushed the herd closer to Ruby Draw. The cattle milled
and bawled, rattled horns, and died of exhaustion in the suffocating
dust and heat at the center of the herd. A few of the cows, senseless
with thirst, walked stupidly, stolidly through the curses and blows
the overwrought hands threw at them. Nothing could stop them.
The hands let them go.

] Knowing‘that this day would be crucial, Lampassas had prepared
himsclf for it. He had set himself to reach water before stopping,
» and he had driven himself and the herd relentlessly toward Ruby

I?raw. Grimly, he battled the cows, unmindful of the buzzing in
hx§ head ax3d the pains in his lungs when he gasped for breath.
His legs quivered so that he could not stand still but kept moving,
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stumbling after first this remnant of the herd, then that one. He
was chasing three wild-eyed, raw-boned cows when his legs suddenly
refused to function and he fell face down on the ground. The abrupt
cessation of movement was unbearable. His head pounded, the
blood rushed to his head unti! he felt it would explode from the
pressure. His vision blurred. He gasped and retched, unable to
catch his breath. Lampassas tried to get up, but his muscles, old
and overstrained, would not obey, He could not get up. He tried
to call for help but ne words came. He could not swallow, For
a moment he thought he was going to die and in panic lay jerking
on the ground, trying to get to his feet. Then he lapsed into
semiconsciousness.

For a time Lampassas was conscious only of the sounds of his
breathing and the ache in his throat. His mouth was dry; and he
thought his throat would swell closed, choking him to death. He
closed his eyes, aware that time was passing. When he opened
them again, he could see clearly. He realized his hand was stinging;
and when he looked at it, he saw that it was covered with little
black ants. He brushed them off and raised his head to look for
the herd. The men had lost more ground. The herd was getting
farther and farther away from the water, and he knew the end had
come. He had faced disaster before. He had lost the horses. He
had lost some of the hands. From time to time he had momentarily
lost his picture of the way. But he had always held on to the herd.
And now there was no herd; and because there was no herd, there
was no way he could on to it. All he and his men could do was
battle the individual cows, and they were losing that battle,

Lampassas tried to resurrect the old dream of success, pitting
his courage, enterprise, and daring against the odds and winning.
But the dream was gone. Dead. He could not bring it to life again.
In its place he saw himself as a fool wagering the spent strength and
mad dreams of his old age against change and all the machinery of
fate: the railcoad, the stockyard, the plow. The thought enraged
him, and the rage lent him strength. Rising to his feet, he tottered
after the berd, an old and beaten man.

“To hell with them,” he yelled, “Let the sons of bitches go. I don't
give a damn.” But his voice was hoarse and weak, and the drovers
could not hear him above the bawling of the cattle. Squinting his
eyes and sealing his lips against the dust, Lampassas stumbled
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around and around the edgy cows, that would not lic down but
stood sulkily about, motion implied, ready to run at the slightest
provocation, so that the night was full of the threat of stampede.

The sun rose slowly, remorselessly in the pale sky above the
bedground, deserted now except for a few cows that had been
unable to leave with the herd and lay helpless in the sunlight,
grateful for the brief, flitting shadows cast by the soaring, circling
buzzards.

The torn and broken ground, the trampled vegetation, the dust
that still hung above the ground clearly marked the trail that the
herd had taken. Along that trail, like beads from a broken string,
were other cows that had left the bedground in the predawn darkness
but had been unable to stay with the leaders and were down, never
to rise, or, scarcely able to stand, awaited death with Jowered heads.
Farther up the trail, a few lowing cows straggled back toward
the water they remembered, a life’s journey away. Dominated
by a blind instinct to return to the last place they had watered,
they tossed their heads at anything in their way, turned from theic
path by nothing,

The trail ended in a thick cloud of fine dust where the hands
fought the stubborn cattle. The leaders, blinded by the brilliant
sun that burned in the sky and glinted off the ground before them,
turned back. The drag overtook the point. All semblance of herd
order disappeared. The hands pushed them on to the only possible
water, in Ruby Draw, somewhere ahead. Throughout the heat
of the day, the men and the cattle exhausted one another. Waving
shirts and hats, yelling and cursing, beating the cattle with sticks and
fists, the men pushed the herd closer to Ruby Draw. The cattle milled
and bawled, rattled horns, and died of exhaustion in the suffocating
dust and heat at the center of the herd. A few of the cows, senseless
with thirst, walked stupidly, stolidly through the curses and blows
the overwrought hands threw at them. Nothing could stop them.
The hands let them go.

Knowing that this day would be crucial, Lampassas had prepared
himself for it. He had set himself to reach water before stopping,
and he had driven himself and the herd relentlessly toward Ruby
D‘raw. Grimly, he battled the cows, unmindful of the buzzing in
hx:s head ax_xd the pains in his lungs when he gasped for breath.
His legs quivered so that he could not stand still but kept moving,
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stumbling after first this remnant of the herd, then that one. He
was chasing three wild-eyed, raw-boned cows when his legs suddenly
refused to function and he fell face down on the ground. The abrupt
cessation of movement was unbearable. His head pounded, the
blood rushed to his head until he felt it would explode from the
pressure. His vision blurred. He gasped and retched, unable to
catch his breath. Lampassas tried to get up, but his muscles, old
and overstrained, would not obey. He could not get up. He tried
to call for help but no words came. He could not swallow, For
a moment he thought he was going to die and in panic lay jerking
on the ground, trying to get to his feet. Then he lapsed into
semiconsciousness.

For a time Lampassas was conscious only of the sounds of his
breathing and the ache in his throat. His mouth was dry; and he
thought his throat would swell closed, choking him to death, He
closed his eyes, aware that time was passing. When he opened
them again, he could see clearly. He realized his hand was stinging;
and when he looked at it, he saw that it was covered with little
black ants. He brushed them off and raised his head to look for
the herd. The men had lost more ground. The herd was getting
farther and farther away from the water, and he knew the end had
come. He had faced disaster before. He had lost the horses. He
had lost some of the hands. From time to time he had momentarily
lost his picture of the way. But he had always held on to the herd.
And now there was no herd; and because there was no herd, there
was no way he could on to it. All he and his men could do was
battle the individual cows, and they were losing that battle.

Lampassas tried to resurrect the old dream of success, pitting
his courage, enterprise, and daring against the odds and winning.
But the dream was gone. Dead. He could not bring it to life again,
Inits place he saw himself as a fool wagering the spent strength and
mad dreams of his old age against change and all the machinery of
fa.le: the railroad, the stockyard, the plow. The thought enraged
him, and the rage lent him strength. Rising to his feet, he tottered
after the herd, an old and beaten man.

. *“To hell with them,” he yelled. “Let the sons of bitches go. Idon’t
give 2 damn.” But his voice was hoarse and weak, and the drovers
could not heaf him above the bawling of the cattle. Squinting his
eyes and sealing his lips against the dust, Lampassas stumbled
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through the cattle trying to help his men until he could find them
and tell them to quit. .

A late afternoon breeze blew up, giving them some relief from the
dust and heat. Encouraged by it, Covina got to her feet but could do
little to restrain the cattle. The men stopped for a moment to fee
the breeze cool their blistered, sweaty faces and to breathe the
freshened air. Old Blue stopped, raising his head, and stood sniffing
the air. Trotting forward a few yards, the steer sniffed again, and
then, lowing, headed north at a trot. )

Lampassas saw the peculiar action of the big steer, but, his mind
dulled by heat and exhaustion, he could not interpret it. Then, seeing
other cattle sniffing the air and following Old Blue, he realized they
had smelled water.

“QOld Blue's smelled water,” he called. “Hold up the leaders.”
One by one, and then in larger and larger groups, the cattle turned
about and headed toward the draw in a deliberate walk that quicken-
ed into a swinging, ground-eating gait, and finally broke into a
desperate, head-down, lowing trot. Knowing that he had to gain
control of the herd, Lampassas doggedly set out after them.

Short of breath, doubled over with stomach cramps, Lampassas
chased the cattle. He was only vaguely aware of the other hands, who
were running along somewhere behind him, and sometimes com-
pletely forgot the herd in front of him and ran head-down, thinking
only of the water in the draw. He stumbled and fell. For a moment
he lay on the ground resting, unable to get up, and then the thought
of water drove him on. ‘

After running awhile, the cattle slowed to a walk, and then stopped
altogether to stand, sides heaving, sniffing the air for smell of water.
Secing them stop, Lampassas ran harder to catch them. He passed
the stragglers that could not keep up and was heading the herd when
the leaders began running again. Sobbing and cursing, he slowed
to a walk, hunched over against the pain in his side. His hatred of the
cattle knew no bounds. He believed the cows acted as they did only
to torant hifn; and although his purpose was to save the cattle by
p'rcventmg r.mlls and pile-ups in the draw, he would gladly have
killed them instead.

‘ th’f Pretty Shadow caught up with him, Lampassas began trot-
ung again, partly because he had caught his breath but also because
he did not want the hands to slacken their efforts. They saw the
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Preacher coming out to meet the herd; and they knew the draw was
near; but they also knew that something was wrong because the
Preacher was waving to them and trying to turn the cattle. Lampas-
sas and Pretty Shadow stopped to get their breath and Jooked at
cach other, for a moment unable to face whatever the Preacher was
trying to tell them. Then they began again, running to his assistance,
. “Bank’s too steep,” the Preacher yelled, when they got near
enough to hear. “Got to turn them. Spread them out.” But already
the leaders had gotten past the Preacher and the thirsty cattle were
plunging off the bank and into the shallow water, crowding, crushing,
and piling up. Swinging sticks and lariats, the men tried to drive
them apart, to spread them out.,

The cattle, mad with thirst, knew no fear. In a solid mass they
surged toward the water, hooking and trampling, oblivious to the
men’s attempts to direct them, turning on the men only when the
men got between them and the water. The hands kicked and prodded
at the cows, their only protection the confusion and mass of the herd.

A runty white steer, one horn pointing forward and one hom
pointing back over its head, tried to get past Pretty Shadow. Pretty
Shadow kicked him in the neck, but instead of ignoring the blow
and crowding into, the mass of cattle along the bank as the others
had done, this steer jumped back and dropped its head, very much
on the prod. Had it been full size, Pretty Shadow would have ducked
behind some other cows, but he was too tired to run from a stunted,
half-size steer. He snapped the knotted rope at the steer’s nose; and
it backed up, tossed its head, and lunged forward before Pretty
Shadow could recoil the rope.

Pretty Shadow tried to jump out of the way, throwing out his
hands to push the steer’s single forward horn out of the way; but
the short, curved horn struck him in the left side, just above the
groin. Grunting, Pretty Shadow threw himself forward, over the
steer’s neck, trying to hold its head down until he could roll off the
borm. The animal not powerful enough to throw Pretty Shadow, kept
tossing its head, driving its horns upward in a series of sharp thrusts.
I{Dable to scream, Pretty Shadow grunted, the sound jerked from
his throat by the driving horn. Catching the horn with both hands,
be pushed himself free and fell to the ground.

Pretty Shadow lay doubled up on the ground, fecling nothing
except the sticky wetness that lay against his arms and a sickness in
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through the cattle trying to help his men until he could find them
and tell them to quit. ‘ .

A late afternoon breeze blew up, giving them some relief from the
dust and heat. Encouraged by it, Covina got to her feet but could do
Jittle to restrain the cattle. The men stopped for a moment to fee
the breeze cool their blistered, sweaty faces and to breathe the
freshened air. Old Blue stopped, raising his head, and stood sniffing
the air, Trotting forward a few yards, the steer sniffed again, and
then, lowing, headed north at a trot.

Lampassas saw the peculiar action of the big steer, but, his mind
dulled by heat and exhaustion, he could not interpret it. Then, seeing
other cattle sniffing the air and following Old Blue, he realized they
had smelfed water. :

“Old Blue’s smelled water,” he called. *“Hold up the leaders.”
One by one, and then in larger and larger groups, the cattle turned
about and headed toward the draw in a deliberate walk that quicken-
ed into a swinging, ground-eating gait, and finally broke into a
desperate, head-down, lowing trot. Knowing that he had to gain
control of the herd, Lampassas doggedly set out after them.

Short of breath, doubled over with stomach cramps, Lampassas
chased the cattle. He was only vaguely aware of the other hands, who
were running along somewhere behind him, and sometimes com-
pletely forgot the herd in front of him and ran head-down, thinking
only of the water in the draw, He stumbled and fell. For 2 moment
he lay on the ground resting, unable to get up, and then the thought
of water drove him on. )

After running awhile, the cattle slowed to a walk, and then stopped
altogether to stand, sides heaving, sniffing the air for smell of water.
Secing them stop, Lampassas ran harder to catch them. He passed
the stragglers that could not keep up and was heading the herd when
the leaders began running again. Sobbing and cursing, he slowed
to a walk, hunched over against the pain in his side. His hatred of the
cattle knew no bounds. He believed the cows acted as they did only
to torment him; and although his purpose was to save the cattle by
pfeventing mills and pile-ups in the draw, he would gladly have
killed them instead.

. Wher} Pretty Shadow caught up with him, Lampassas began trot-
ting again, partly because he had caught his breath but also because
he did not want the hands to slacken their efforts, They saw the
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Preacher coming out to meet the herd; and they knew the draw was
pear; but they also knew that something was wrong because the
Preacher was waving to them and trying to turn the cattle. Lampas-
sas and Pretty Shadow stopped to get their breath and looked at
each other, for a moment unable to face whatever the Preacher was
trying to tell them. Then they began again, running to his assistance.

“Bank’s too steep,” the Preacher yelled, when they got near
enough to hear. “Got to turn them. Spread them out.” But already
the leaders had gotten past the Preacher and the thirsty cattle were
plunging off the bank and into the shallow water, crowding, crushing,
and piling up. Swinging sticks and lariats, the men tried to drive
them apart, to spread them out.

The cattle, mad with thirst, knew no fear, In a solid mass they
surged toward the water, hooking and trampling, oblivious to the
men's attempts to direct them, turning on the men only when the
men got between them and the water. The hands kicked and prodded
at the cows, their only protection the confusion and mass of the herd.

A runty white steer, one horn pointing forward and one horn
pointing back over its head, tried to get past Pretty Shadow. Pretty
Shadow kicked him in the neck, but instead of ignoring the blow
and crowding into, the mass of cattle along the bank as the others
had done, this steer jumped back and dropped its head, very much
on the prod. Had it been full size, Pretty Shadow would have ducked
behind some other cows, but he was too tired to run from a stunted,
half-size steer. He snapped the knotted rope at the steer’s nose; and
it backed up, tossed its head, and lunged forward before Pretty
Shadow could recoil the rope.

Pretty Shadow tried to jump out of the way, throwing out his
hands to push the steer’s single forward horn out of the way; but
the short, curved horn struck him 1n the left side, just above the
groin. Grunting, Pretty Shadow threw himself forward, over the
steer’s neck, trying to hold its head down until he could roll off the
horn. The animal not powerful enough to throw Pretty Shadow, kept
tossing its head, driving its horns upward in a series of sharp thrusts.
U.nable to scream, Pretty Shadow grunted, the sound jerked from
bis throat by the driving horn. Catching the horn with both hands,
be pushed himself free and fell to the ground.

Pretty Shadow lay doubled up on the ground, feeling nothing
except the sticky wetness that lay against his arms and a sickness in
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his throat. He was scarcely aware of the cattle running about him.
Sometimes a hoof kicked him, or a cockleburr-loaded tail lashed his
face. Once a cow, seeing something in its path, hooked blindly. at
him, tearing his shirt and back. He knew that June was standing
over him, beating at the cows with the six-shooter. Later, the Preacher
stood beside June. Pretty Shadow felt himself being lifted. He
screamed and fought at the hands that held him while the horn once
more tore at his belly. Then he felt nothing except that he was going
up into the air, and the grasping fingers could not hold him down.

“What happened?”’ Lampassas asked, laying a thick, stiff hand
on the bianket over Pretty Shadow’s shoulder. .

Pretty Shadow’s eyes opened. “I reckon I got too close to the
herd,” he said, trying to laugh but unable to.

Lampassas patted the blanket with his worn, swollen hand. He
looked at his hand as though he were ashamed of the thick yellow
naifs and gnarled fingers. “U'm real sorry,” he said. “Is there any-
thing we can get yon?”

“Since I come all this way,” Pretty Shadow said, running his
tongue over his cracked lips, “I'd like to have some of that water.”

“It won't do you no good to be drinking water,” the Preacher
said.

“It won't do no harm, will it?” he asked.

“I'll get some,” Covina said, taking the bucket from the wagon.

“How many did we lose?” Pretty Shadow asked hoarsely.

“I reckon there’s about a hundred cows down between here and
last night’s bedground,” Lampassas said. “About the same number
still on their feet that ain’t made it to water yet. Some of them will
come in before morning. I don’t know how many was killed or
crippled in the pile-up.”

“We tried to hold them,” Pretty Shadow said.

“We done the best we could,” Lampassas said. “There wasn’t
nothing else we could do.”

“If we'd a had horses we could a handled them,” June said.

Covina came back with a bucket of water and worked her way
between Lampassas and the Preacher. The water choked Pretty
Shadow, and he coughed, groaning with pain. The men looked
gxr‘;z;);\ I;ampa.ssashpxcked up t!w bucket, and tipping back his head,
Sbadowrot‘}lxle lxt;et z;..n passed it around. Unable to look at Pretty

s n followed the progress of the bucket until it was
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set aside. Then they looked at Covina.

“You're the one that said a cow wouldn’t bother you if you looked
him in the eye,” Covina said, turning on June,

“I was talking about a stompede,” June said, "I didn't mean a
man could stand between a thirsty cow and water and not get run
into.”

“That wasn't a stompede?”

“No, I wouldn't call that a stompede.”

“No, you wouldn',” she said. “You wouldn’t call yourself a
horse’s ass neither, would you?”

“Juge,” Pretty Shadow said. “I looked away,”

“Then that's what did it. Sure, they'll charge you if you look
away. I told you you had to look him right in the eye.” June dropped
bis head, and at first they thought he was crying; but when he looked
ap, bis oyes wese dey. “Tell me wiich one it was, Precty Shadow. {1
idll him.”

“Don’t do that,” Pretty Shadow said. *You're going to make it
row.” Pretty Shadow Jooked at the Preacher, and the Preacher
lezned close to hear. “I always been one to keep my word and pay
my debts. I ain’t never backed down on my word.”

“We know that,”

“I give my word to this gal, Diamond Annie, that I’d come back
and marry her. 1 meant to do that, Preacher.”

“You done your best.”

“Tell her not to wait no more. I couldn’t ask that of her,”

“U tell her.”

“I'm obliged. Tell her I meant to come,” Pretty Shadow said.
“Preacher, I got in a scrape once, Had to get out of town. She loaned
me ten dollars.”

“Is this the same girl?" 3

“Diamond Annie, Give her whatever wages is coming to me, Tell
bernat to wait no more. I couldn’t ask that of her.”

“How will I find her?”

“Ask for Diamond Annie. Red Dog Saloon. No mistaking her.
Losg black hair, Eyes sparkle. Why they call her Diamond Annie.
SR, gently face. Rosy lips. Wearing a lo-and-behold shiny green
trss Red slippers. Feathers in her hair. When I seen her coming
G the stairs that way, I thought she was the prettiest gal I ev™=
b

.
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“11l find her for you,” the Preacher said. “You just rest casy.”

Pretty Shadow began to shiver and Covina got his bed‘roll from
the wagon and spread it over him to keep him warm. Sitting down
beside him, she tenderly stroked his head.

“Preacher, I ain’t going to see Trails End again,” he said.

The Preacher bowed his head. He had faced death with others
many times, and each time he had felt this, What was there to say?
What had he learned from those times that would give ease and
comfort to this man? He knew the words, as old and familiar as
death itself, as thick and heavy as the Bible, He had pronounced
them how many times? Letting them roll off his tongue to sting or
comfort as the Lord willed. He had never studied what to say; he
had only prayed; and when he had opened his mouth, the words
were there, without having to be called, without having to be thought.
But now the words were gone. He had set out on a mission for the
Lord; and in getting there, he had forgotten not only the words but
the mission and the Lord, too.

“It’s a better city than Trails End you're going to,” the Preacher
said. *No plows, no fences, no rivers to cross. Just sit easy in the
saddie.”

“Preacher, I don’t reckon anybody has been throwed as often as
T have. And this last horse is the worst in the string.”

The Preacher explained that every man had his own horses to
ride, that Pretty Shadow had had a mean string, and that what
counted wasn’t the kind of horses a man rode, or how many times
he was thrown, but how many times he got back in the saddle.
“There never was a man that couldn’t be throwed,” the Preacher
said. “And there never was a horse that couldn’t be rode, if 2 man
had Jesus to top for him. That’s what He come to earth for. Why He
was born in a manger and grew up like 2 man. He had a pretty mean
string of horses to ride, too, but He rode them. All the way to break-
fast.’ And He showed CVCY}'b_Ody clse the way they ought to ride but
don’t, and how they could ride if they’s ride with him. And He top-
?cd Old Death, the meanest horse in 2 man’s string. And you canride
i, I"‘rctty‘ Shadow. J\'xst set your heels in the stirrups and lean back.”
Nobody cver caﬂe,d me Pxpftc ‘gﬁ a:in et '{'hat’s who I am.
boys. All them women T told you sbout. Thay v Lo, thef you

. old you about. They didn’t call me Pretty
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Shadow. They didn't know who I was.™

The men sat in silence over Pretty Shadow, each deep in his own
thoughts. Covina got the baby out of the wagon to have something
to hold. The night was stifl, and they could hear the cattle going
back to the water to drink and the frogs singing for rain. June
slapped a mosquito on his face. The Preacher tapped the nodding
Kid on the shoulder; and when the Kid looked, he knew Pretty
Shadow was dead.

Lampassas got up and walked to the wagon. Leaning against the
wagon, his foot on the tongue, Lampassas looked out over the dark
Iand. Overhead the stars glittered brilliantly just above his fingertips,
like reflections from his campfire. The water was like a pale ribbon
in the night, and scattered along it were the dark and peaceful shapes
of the bedded cattle. It was a comforting scene, like an illustration
from an old family Bible.

Lamg rested in the qui of the He was tired,
very old, and he had very nearly Jost. The horses were gone and over
half the cattle ke had started with. Gattis and Pretty Shadow were
dead. But he was going to make it now. He had won. He tried to
feel what it was like to have won. He waited for relief, for triumph,
for joy. Below him a broken-backed cow thrashed in the draw,
grotesquely tried to rise on its forelegs, and then fell back in the
waier. *“June,” he called, his forlorn voice echoing along the draw.
“Go down there and shoot that damn cow.”

Atdawn June got the shovel and began digging the grave, and the
Kid fashioned a cross out of two sticks af wood. The Preacher asked
that they mark his grave with his name so there would be some record
of bis dying. Finding nothing on which to write his name, Lampassas
took the axe and chopped a piece out of one of the side rails on the
wagon.

The Kid got out his pocket knife, rounded off the edges of the
board, and prepared to cut the name into it. “What did he say his
name was?”

“Pretty Shadow,” the Preacher said.

The Kid carved the name into the piece of wood and blackened
it by burning the letters with a heated pothook. With a length cut
from Pretty Shadow’s rope, he hung it over the cross.




CHAPTER VIiI

FrOM where they held the herd, the town stood above them on the
brow of a low hill. A fretwork of corrals and loading pens decorated
the base of the hill. Red pendant stock cars were strung along-the
tracks between the red depot and the towering red water tank that
seemed to rise up into the town, where building fronts reached up-
ward two and three stories toward the sky and tumbled away in all
directions until they covered the hill. The rooftops of the town were
bright in the early morning sunlight, the chimneys stood etched
against the soft pink morning clouds, and the windowpanes glinted
the gold of the sun. From the very center of town, above the water
tower and the dome of the courthouse, rose the church steeple. At
the top of the steeple, a crucified weather vane indicated the direc-
tion of the wind.

“There she is,”” Lampassas said. “That's Trails End.”

“God a’mighty,” June said reverently, removing his hat. “God
a’mighty.”

“That’s what we come to see,” said the Preacher, secing the
promised city through misted eyes.

Covina was terrified, for the first time realizing the size of the
city. “God, ain’t it big?” Protectively, she held the baby close to her.

“I don’t reckon they’ve seen us yet,” the Kid said. “Don’t seem
to be nobody coming out to meet us,”

Lampassas had expected a tumultuous welcome. He expected
crowds of people to come out and ook at the herd with curiosity
and at the drovers with admiration. He expected young girls to dance
and clap their hands with joy, young boys to run along beside the
cattle, old men to throw their hats in the air and shout. He expected
cattle buyers to meet him with bags of money to bid for the herd.
“I reckon they sleep late in the city,” he said.

“God a’mighty,” June said softly. “God a'mighty.”

“I reckon I'd better go wake them up,” Lampassas said, and they
Zl::gkcl:;; r;zr\;gzsll])i'l.]Lﬁl\rz};;ssas looked up at the bright but forbid-

. » You all can bring the herd up slow and
easy. .We want them to look tame. Leave the wagon by the depot,”
he said, squaring his hat and jaw at the same time. “I'm going l;p

there to do some powerful trading, and when I get done, I reckon
we'll all be rich men.” ’

62
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Unable to contain their excitement, the men slapped each other on
the back, including Covina in their derie; and then 1
turned, and hitching up his torn and dirty trousers, which were now
several sizes too big for him, he began the last solitary mile to the
far end of the trail to claim the prize.

He was frightened by the suddenness with which the end had
come. He had reached the end of the trail, His ambition, the dream
of his life was over. He needed time to prepare himself. In a few
more minutes he would be free of the herd, the men, the girl. He
could go to sleep at night without listening to the cattle. He could
wake up in the morning without worrying over what he would have
to require of the men. If he forgot the way, he would also forget
its hardships; and if his mind chose to remember it, it would be
something to talk about to folks who stopped by his place to sit
on the porch and rock.

Lampassas looked at the ground before him, because the sight
of the big and wonderful city fnghtened him. But tonight, bathed and
shaved, with money in the packets of their new clothes, they would
own the town.

When Lampassas looked up, he was surprised to see that weeds
were growing in the cattle pens, and the fences were ofd and rotten
2nd in some places bad fallen down, The streets were empty. “Must
be eatlier than I thought,” he said, mounting the steps of the depot.

The station agent, a thin, pale, bespectacled man with 2 thin,
pale mustache, had a bit of dust trapped in a corner of the room
when he heard the daor open. “Do fer you?” he asked, bending

over with hus duster to whisk the dust into the pan.

“You the cattle buyer for the railroad?” Lampassas asked.

“Huh? What? Who, me?" the agent asked, looking back over
bis shoulder at the door. What he saw was a shriveled, dirty, long-
haired, bearded man in a large frayed hat, torn and patched clothes,
and uncecognizable footwear.

“Where’s the cattle buyer? Lampassas asked. 3

“Cattle buyer? There ain’t no cattle buyer here. This here 18 the
tailroad depot,” 3

“Lreckon there are some buyers in town,” Lampassas said.

“Could be, There ain’t nothing else.” ) )

“Treckon it's all right if T put my herd in your holding pest

“You got a cow?” the agent asked, warily eyeing Lampassas.




64 NORTH TO YESTERDAY

“Six hundred head.”

“Where'd you get six hundred cows?”

“Texas,”

“That so?” the agent said, trying to humor him. “Huh, huh, huh,”
he faughed. In the corner the telegraph clattered.

“They’re right out there,” Lampassas said, pointing out the
window.

“Let me look at them cattle.” Keeping the desk between himself
and Lampassas, the agent edged along the wail. Still facing Lampas-
sas, he turned his head and looked out the window, and then turned
and looked again. “My God,” he said, slapping off his eyeshade.
“Them ain’t cows. Them’s horny toads.”

“T drove them all the way from Texas,” Lampassas said proudly.

“[ can see that,” the agent said. “There ain’t nothing left but
legs and horns. My God, look at that one, There ain’t enough hide
on him to make a shoelace.” -

“They’re all for sale,” Lampassas said. “Ever last one.”

The agent looked at Lampassas and backed away from him,
bumping into the wall. ““You brought them here from Texas to seli?”

Puzzled, Lampassas stared at him. “Ain’t this Trails End?”

“No, it ain't. This here is Grandview.” .

“Grandview?” Lampassas felt dizzy. Reality seemed to be falling
away from him. “I followed the trail just the way they told me.
J—1 never heard of no Grandview before. You sure this ain’t Trails
End?”

“I think it used to be Trails End,” the agent said. “But folks
didn’t like that name. Said it wasn’t progressive enough. So they
changed it to Grandview.”

“Don’t they ever have any cows in them pens out there?”

“Not since I been here.”

“Don’t the trains come through here any more?”

“Ever Thursday evening. Drummer special,”

Lampassas sank down on a bench along the wall. The agent,
keeping his eyes on Lampassas, slid along the wall to the door of
the baggage room, reaching down and pushing it open. “Ab,” he
called without looking inside the room.

Beyond the door, five men sat huddled around a small table. No
onc spoke. There was a sigh, a sweeping of the hands; one man
pronounced an oath, anather slid his cards across the table, shifted
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the fat cigar in his mouth, and stood up, “Ycah?”

Ab walked into the office, closing the door behind him, He was a
farge man, wearing black shiny boots, a big whitc Stetson, fawn-
colored coat and trousers, and the thinnest of string ties and the
widest of leather belts, each held by a silver buckle. “What do you
want?”’

“Feller there says he wants to sell some cows,” the agent said,
gesturing to Lampassas.

Ab looked at the old tramp sitting against the wall and them back
at the agent. “This your idea of a joke?"

“He’s got a herd right out here.”

Ab walked over to the window and looked out, Deliberately, he
reached up and removed the cigar from his mouth. “God almighty,
1ain't seen anything like that in fen years."

“You ain’t a cattle buyer,” Lampassas said.

Ablooked at Lampassas, squinting through the smoke and rolling
the cigar in his mouth. “I used to be one,” he said. “I used to be the
best there was. Right now I'm selling windmilis. What the helt are
you?”

“Cow man,” Lampassas said. “‘Ever last onz of them cows is for
sale”

“I used to buy cows like that,” Ab said, staring at his cizar as he
rolled it betsween his thumb and middle finger. “I've seen them cows

come in here till it looked like the world was made of horns, Hell,
11 pever forget them days. When the cattfz come, the women 2nd
flies come with them, It's hard to say which was the thicker, but the
flies you could brush off. Good-fookers 100, them wormen wax, with
s2k parasols, and high-heel shoes. But them days 2r2 gone,” Ab said
with a sigh, spitting a bit of (he chewed cigar out the window, *Tex
years. Acd out ere that's a long time. There 285t 2 o fx ti&s

coutey lass it’s 2 moo cow, and you cozida't fid 2 decemtdecking

¥om23 3 the whols town. And if you &id, ske’s be rerpectatle, Hell,

% bave to close the door to plzy poker gz:rrm-”
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up. “All for sale.”

“Yeah, but who would you sell them to? You mlght be ab]e to
sell a few of them to a circus. Their hides might be worth something
if they weren’t all scarred up. You might could sell some of the horns.
Look nice over a bar or a big fireplace. Not even an Indlan would
eat one of them now. Too civilized.”

Lampassas looked up at Ab. The fight had gone out of* hun “1
ain’t trying to make money any more,” he said. “But I got to have
enough to pay the boys and what I owe to Mr. Fulton back home.”

“How many boys you got?”

“Seven,” Lampassas said, including Covma, Pretty Shadow,
Gattis, and himself. '

“A man’d be a fool to buy them wore-out old cows,”" Ab said.
“But I reckon I made my share off of them. I reckon I owe it to them
old cows to make a offer. I'll swap you a railroad ticket to Denison
per man for the herd.”

“We don’t want no railroad tickets,” Lampassas said, getting to
his feet. “We aim to go back the way we intended to come. Horse-
back.”

Lampassas sank down on the bench. Ab walked over to hlm,
placing his fat hand on Lampassas’s shoulder. “Look, old-timer,
I ain’t going to let a cattleman down,” he said, squeezing Lampas-
sas’s shoulder. “I owe them too much, I reckon. I’ll give you a dollar
a head for the hides.”

“I owe more than that to the boys,” Lampassas said. “After
what they went through to get the herd here I got to give.them some-
thing. And I got to take that five hundred dollars back to Mr. Fulton.
I give my word.”

“Excuse me a moment,” Ab said, stepping into the back room.
Patiently, he waited until the boys finished their hand and gave him
their attention. “Who wants part of some Texas cows? If we take

the whole six hundred we can get them for four dollars a head.”
“What do they look like?”

“Worst-looking bunch of cows I ever saw.’

“T'll take a hundred head for the Wild West show,” said one
player, pushing a stack of chips to Ab’s side of the table.

“T'll take the best eighty pairs of horns,” said another.

*“Hell, give me a hundred,” said the third. “Have them butchered
and I'll send them to that orphanage in Illinois. I promised the
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senator T'd do something for them.”

They turned and looked at the fourth player. “I don’t deal in
cows,” he said, They waited. ““Oh, hell, give me twenty-five. I'll
have theic horns knocked off and peddle them for milk cows. Oaly
hurry up. I'm losing money ever hand you ain’t here.”

“I'll expect you boys to cut me in on something some time,” Ab
said, and then he stepped back into the office and closed the door
behind him.

“I talked to my friends in there,” he said to Lampassas, “and
they offered to back me up to two dollars a head. That's be twelve
hundred dollars, That's the best I can do, and it's costing the money
fo talk to you.”

“Hides is four dollars in Texas,” Lampassas said.

) “Then you should a sold them in Texas. Or maybe you want to
turn them around and drive them all the way back, Twelve hundred,
that's my final offer.”

Squinting, Lampassas tried to figure it out. It came to five hun-
dred dollars for Mr. Fulton and a hundred dollars apiece for him
and the boys.

Ab picked up a sheet of paper from the agent’s desk and rapidly
scribbled on it, then handled it to Lampassas with the pen. “Here,
you sign this bill of sale.”

“We drove them from Texas,” Lampassas said. “The last of their
%ind. And they walked the whole way, They swum the rivers. They
went without Water.”

“I can’t giye you no more money,” Ab said. “I done told you
that" Lay

- *1 got to have that five hundred dollars,” Lampassas said. *I
got to pay the boys.”
. Ab shrugged, Lampassas picked up the pen, dipped 1t in the
inkwell, and deliberately wrote his name. The agent snatched the
deaft out of his hand. “I'll translate this into cash,” he said, He
opened the safe, took out a box, lifted out a handful of bills, and
i;\'\\y So.rtcd out the money. “There you are,” he said, shoving the
g ’:: ‘:\fv:‘[: aldLampassas. “Onc.thousand dollars.” Then he counted
charges l‘:: :\i dgiail;s f:r hlms;lf. “Commxss.mn _and stock-pen
closed and locked- thess ayf,e. e stuck the money in his pocket, and

Ab picked up the stack of bills, placed them in Lampassas’s hand.
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and catching him by the elbow, helped him to his feet. and guided
him to the door. “It has been a pleasure dealing with you, my
friecnd,” Ab said, patting Lampassas on the back and gently shoving
him out of the office.

Lampassas stumbled out of the door and sat down on the steps.
Spreading out before him was the herd, which the hands were
slowly, hopefully grazing behind the wagon toward the stock pens.

Lampassas waved them in. Seeing his signal, the hands looked at
one another, not wishing to be the first to quit the herd and go rush-
ing to town. Together, they sauntered through the grazing herd and
up to the depot.

“Nobody's watching the herd,” the Kid warned as they crowded
around Lampassas.

“Let them go to hell for all I care,” Lampassas said. “Don’t
none of them belong to us any more.”

“Whoopee,” they shouted, throwing their hats into the air,
dancing around and startling the cattle.

Lampassas looked up at them standing above him. “Boys, they
wouldn’t give me nothing for the cows.”

“How come?” June asked.

“Because they ain't worth nothing,” Lampassas said. “Nobody
wants them any more.”

They stared at him in disbelief. In the past months, the cattle
had assumed a worth greater than anything they knew, more valu-
able than their own lives. They could not comprehend the kind
of world in which the cattle were of no importance.

“You mean them cows?” Covina asked, hitching' the baby up
on her shoulder and pointing at the ragged, thin-flanked, hump-
shouldered, sway-backed cattle.

“That’s the finest herd of cows I ever seen,” June said. “They
can outwalk, outrun, outfight, and outswim any damn herd in the
country.”

“He give me a thousand dollars for the hides,” Lampassas said.

*“The hides!” Covina said, stricken at the thought that they had
driven the cattle a thousand miles to sell for leather.

“You mean he’s going to kill them cows?” June asked.

“Thats all they're good for,” Lampassas said bitterly. “They're
freaks.. That’_s what they are. Freaks. I got a thousand dollars for
the hides. Five hundred of that I promised to Mr. Fulton, and I
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reckon P'll keep my word. 1 can’t get back what I paid for the herd
noways, so I'm dividing the other five hundred dollars among us
equally. I figure we ought to give Gattis a full share and send it to
s folks. We wouldn’t 2 got across the river without him. The
Preacher’s taking Pretty Shadow’s share to his sweetheart, I'm giving
Covina a share so she can—fix herself up. She worked like the rest
of us.”

“That's less than 2 hundred dollars a man,” the Kid said.

“Jt 2int much for the hardest work a man was ever called to do,
but it’s all there is. If this other five hundred was mine, I'd share
it with you, but it ain’t, It belongs to Mr, Fulton.”

“Well, I reckon it’s enough for a drink, a horse, and a suit of
clothes,” June said. ““And if a feller got a cheap horse, a cheap drink,
and a cheap suit of clothes, he might have enough left over for 2
cheap sack of tobacco.”

Grimly, Lampassas counted out the money, paying off the hands.
“Ithought after we got all cleaned up, we might get together at the
Ecd Dog Saloon and pay our respects to Gattis and Pretty Shadow,”

e said,

Ta neat traif order, Lampassas on the point, June and the Preach-
er in the swing, Covina and the Kid in the drag, they walked across
the railroad tracks, between cars broken and devoid of running
gear, and started along the street into town. The big doors of the fire
bouse were hanging uselessly, emptily from the hinges. The roof of
the opera house had caved 1n, The courthouse was boarded up, and
sunlight glittered from the broken and curtainless windows of the
St. George Hotel,

Lampassas stopped. “We’re here,” he said. “I reckon we might as
well split up.”

After readily agrecing, they all stood waiting for someone to
make the first move, a little frightened at the thought of being alone.

“I reckon this is my street,” the Preacher said, picking a street
and then waiting to see if anyone was going with him.

“I'm going that way,” Lamp said, pointing in the
direction.

Sclif-cansciously, cach of them picked a different street, and after
Promising to meet later at the Red Dog Saloon, they started on
their way, scarcely looking back,

As soon as he was out of sight of the others, the Kid stepped
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through the open door of an empty shell of a building, walked across
the rotten floor, jumped out a back window, ran down a weed-filled
alley, and came out directly behind Covina.

She turned and looked at him, and he looked away, unable to
think of anything to say. He heard the wooden sidewalk creak and
saw that she had turned and was walking toward town. He walked
a few yards behind her, glad that the street was deserted, not only
because he wanted to be alone with her, but also because he did
not wish to be seen in his filthy, ragged clothes and recognized as a
shiftless cowboy instead of a serious-minded railroad hand.

“Where are you going? What're you going to do?” he asked,
walking along behind her, but she did not answer.

“Maybe you don’t have to—do that. Maybe you could do some-
thing else.”

_They passed a broken-backed building, from the doorway of
which three ragged children stared curiously. A drab-haired woman
in apron and bare feet jerked the children back and closed the door.

“Maybe you could get married,” he said, struck with admiration
for his own idea. “There must be men who aren’t married. I mean,
just because—Why, T bet a lot of men would marry a girl that—"

“Bullshit,” she said.

For almost eight years Trails End was the brightest town on the
frontier. By the end of the first season there were thirty cattle pens,
a raifroad depot, five saloons, a dance hall, fifteen brothels, and two
homes. Subsequent years showed comparable growth. The future
was in longhorn cows and attendant businesses, which business was
to give money to the cowboys for bringing the cows to the city and
then to take the money back through various entertainments such
as murder, robbery, adultery, and the subtle poisons the saloons
offered. This was called a system of free enterprise, and the freer
the enterprise, the better,

Occasionally, there was trouble when a man who had worked a
hundred days for about the same number of dollars lost it all in a
throw of the dice, the dark of an alley, or the privacy of a girl's
room. Such disappointments often led 2 man to relieve his feelings
by emptying his pistol in available targets such as mirrors, signs, and
people, These excitements stimulated population growth in the per-
son of a preacher, a doctor, three undertakers, and six law men,

The town, determined to protect lawful business interests from
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their victims, hired Billy Meadows, a gunman wanted for murder
in four states, to police the town. He in turn hired five more mur-
derers to help him keep the law and built a reputation for himself
as a peace officer by killing three men and a girl. He killed a farmer
for seeing his current girl after her quitting time, a deputy for want.
ing to be sheriff, and another deputy for looking like a cowboy the
sheriff was Jooking for. The girl he killed for getting up after he had
knocked her down the third time. Billy Meadows had pride in his
unch,

? In addition to his reputation for keeping the peace, Billy had a
reputation with the girls and kept the dance halls supplied with his
castoffs, As they had no place to go when he got through with them,
he generously placed them in the dance hall, accepting a cut from the
proprietor for their performances.

The whole town was too busy trading thirty minutes® worth of
affection for two days” worth of work, selling five cents’ worth of
whisky for two bits, and peddling violence for law, to notice that
the railroad was moving west and so was the trail, and with them,
the easy money. The town awoke from its orgy of blood and money
to find that the stock pens were empty; the cowboys, gamblers, and
prostitutes were gone.

The panic-stricken town passed an ordinance making drinking,
gambling, prostitution, and murder illegal. Then they hired a news-
Ppaperman to report the booming future of the town. An expert came
from Chicago to survey the town's needs and found that the town’s
pame was all wrong.

“Too dreary,” he said. “Not enough romance. When people think
of the West, they think of romance.”

The town council voted to change the name of the town to
Grandview.

“Got a nice ring to it,” said the man from Chicago, stuffing his
pockets.

People moved away from Grandview just as they had left Trails
End, leaving empty hotels, empty saloons, empty shacks. The sacd
piled up against the sides of the buildings, weeds grew through the
foors, and the wind worried doors on rusting hinges.

Soms peopls stayed on in Grandview because they bad ro pire
€ls¢ to go, 2xd the railroad stopped every Thursday fo resue the

wEo pluazed recklessly into the heart of B cvunty &
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ferret out a last treasured dollar hidden in a fruit jar in the cellar or
in a can bencath the hearth in exchange for the dream of getting on,
of having one more futility than their neighbor could afford.

If the trip was a successful one, the drummers returned to Grand-
view just in time to catch the train. But if things had gone badly,
they came to town carly to console themselves with drink, cards,
and lies at Jake's Place, and with Red-haired Retta on Texas Street.

Even in daylight, Texas Street was the darkest street in Grand-
view. Lying below the hill, the street began near the old loading
pens and ran a few hundred yards parallel to the railroad tracks,
ending at the new hog pens. Texas Street was not really a street at
all but a weed-guarded trail between the tracks and the row of gray,
rotting shacks. Most of the shacks were vacant, but it was hard to
tell which ones because they all had broken shingles, broken win-
dows, and unpainted walls. But those who knew Texas Street knew
that Red-haired Retta had the widest path beaten through the weeds -
to her door.

The sun, rising above the hill and the town, shone through the
broken window and fell on Retta’s loose, puffy face. Blinking her
thick yellow eyelids against the sunlight, she turned over to see who
was in bed with her, her memory not being what it used to be.
“Harry again. Oh, God,” she thought.

*Get up,” she said, digging her elbow into the ribs of the large,
dark, hairy man beside her.

Retta stretched and yawned, throwing the back of her hand over
her mouth, and then fingering the triangular scar on her lip. “Damn
Billy Mcadows,” she said without passion, remembering how beauti-
ful she had been before Billy had hit her in the mouth with his
pistol barrel, knocking out a large chunk of her lip and three front
tecth. The blow had spoiled her looks, and she had had to move out
of the dance hall with its fancy love rooms and high-paying clicntele
and take up a shack on Texas Street.

“I better do something with my hair,” she thought, rupning her
broken nails through her tangled, lifeless hair.

' In’ the good old days wl}en she had worked in the dance hall, she
d]dn.t have to do much with her hair. Just give it a good brushing;
anfi it would sp'arkle. But on Texas Street the men never noticed her
hair; and she didn’t havg mu.ch time to brush it, and soon it lost its
sparkle. She began dyeing it red, and calling herself Red-haired
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Retta. It gave her a new outlook, the farmers liked it, and it added
color to their lives.

“Get up,” she said, shaking the farmer. She reached behind him,
grabbed a handful of his long dirty hair, and pulled his head away
from her. The farmer woke up. His dark eyes blinked open and then
shut again as with one hand he pulled her to him, running the other
‘down her back.

“Oh, God,” she thought, feeling his rough hand tugging at her
flaccid hip. “Oh, well,”

A sudden rapping on the door arrested the farmer in his exer-
tions. “Let him wait,” he said, pushing her back on the bed and
forcing the interruption from his mind.

“Just a minute,” Retta called, not wishing to lose a customer.

The farmer was on the verge of recapturing his former ardor
when the rapping was sharply repeated. With 2 shout, he was half.
way off the bed when Retta, with a strength and agility surprising in
such a limp and shapeless body, pushed him back and ran to the
door, She jerked the door open just enough to pop out her head at

a freshly bathed and shaved } dressed in st black,
high-heeled boots and a black broadcloth suit, and holding a white
Stetson in his hand.

“Didn’t I tell you to wait?™

“Yes ma'am, you see, I'm—"

“Then dammit, wait,” Retta said, slamming the door and trot-
ting back to the bed where the farmer was sitting up. “Hurry up,”
she said. “This one Jooks rich.”

“I couldn’t wait,” he said.

l?ena looked at him. “Damn you, you’re just trying to get out of
paying.”

““With all that banging going on, how’s a man suppose to keep
his mind on his business?”

Angrily, Retta picked up his clothes and tossed them to him.
*“You do that again and you'll have to pay anyhow. I'm not respon-
sible for what you do on your own. Now, you get behind that curtain
and get dressed. I've got a gentleman waiting.”

“I got to go. I got work to do,” the farmer protested. There was
no back door.

"‘Ynu'ﬂ just have to wait. This is a paying customer,” she said
with savage sarcasm.
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While the farmer picked up his shoes and disappeared behind the
curtain, Retta slipped into the egg-yellow negligee that went 50 wel
with her red hair, dusted her wrinkled, yellow bosom with pow:der,
threw the spread up over the mussed bed, and replaced the stained
bolster.

“Come in,” she called sweetly, reclining on the bolster.

For a moment she thought the man had gone, but then there was
a gentle knocking at the door.

“Come in,” she said, a little more firmly, but still keeping a sweet
edge to her voice.

The gentleman rapped sharply on the door.

Cursing to herself but still keeping the smile on her face, Retta
opened the door and leaned seductively in the doorway. *“Did you
hear me say come in?”’

“Yes ma'am. You see, I'm—""

“Then dammit, come in,” she said, taking his band and pulling
him inside so quickly that he dropped his hat. While he stopped to
pick it up, she closed the door and leaned against it. She had handled

these rich, sly ones before.

“Hope I didn’t get you out of bed,” said the Preacher, who was a
little startled at her manner of dress. “Maybe I'd better come back
later.”

“I won’t have no time for you later,” she said.

The Preacher decided to put his hand to the plow and not look
back. “What I come to scc you about was a business matter,” he
said as solemnly as possible.

“Yeah, and I know the business,” she said, giving him a push.

“No, you see, I'm—I'm looking for Diamond Annie,”

“What do you want her for?” Retta asked cautiously.

“I come to give her some money,” the Preacher explained.

“Then you found her, Pretty Shadow,” she said, and pursing her
thick red lips, she walked toward him with outstretched arms.

*I reckon 'l have to require some proof,” he said,

“All you can stand, Pretty Shadow,” she said, throwing her heavy
arms around his neck.

“‘No, you don’t understand. 1 ain’t Pretty Shadow. I'm what you
might call a—a emissary,” the Preacher said, backing into and
abruptly sitting down on the bed.

“Fit vouch for that,” Retta said, gracefully sinking down on
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the bed beside him and seductively throwing back her head and
shoulders.

“You don't need to wait for Pretty Shadow no longer,” he said,
placing his soft new hat on his lap and crossing his arms over it, so
that jt crumpled.

“I'm mighty glad to hear that,” Retta said, blowing in his ear
and nibbling his neck. “But I hope in the future you'll be a bit more
patient after knocking on the door, as there is certain things a lady’s
got to do before she answers.”

Only by throwing his clbows behind him did the Preacher escape
a reclining position, With one hand he felt along the bed for the hat,
which had been kniocked out of his lap, accidentally brushing Retta’s
knee. “I regret to tell you that Pretty Shadow won't be able to marry
you,” he said,

“I'm right sorry to hear that,” Retta said, blowing down his
coltar, “But even knowing don't change my feelings.”

“Pretty Shadow is dead,” the Preacher said sadly, averting his
face to escape her wet, lippy kisses.

“Not yet he ain’t,” Retta said, passionately embracing him.

“Yes he {s.”

“No he ain’t,” Retta said, embracing him some more,

“I—I got something for you,” the Preacher said, trying to slip
out from under her suffocating weight.

“I thought you might,” Retta said. “Gray hairs don’t mean
nothing.”

“You give Pretty Shadow something once,” the Preacher said.

“I never give nobody nothing,” Retta said. “If you got it, you
got it from somebody else,”

“Is ten dollars correct?” the Preacher asked.

“Ten dolfars!" Retta said, scarcely able to conceal her surprise,
“Why, yes, that’s right. Ten dollars.”

“I ain’t going to give you ten dollars,” the Preacher said.

“Say you ain’t?"

“I'm going to make restitution.”

“Not with me you ain't.”

“Yes sir,” the Preacher said, Sitting up and putting his hat on
his head, he pulled out a roll of bills, “I'm going to give youadrover’s
remuneration,”

Retta, who had a low opinion of mast men, wasn't partial to this
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“Make it a short one,” June said, trying with both hands to
indicate the size, in a gesture that would have included everything
from a half teaspoon of caster oil to a tall lemonade. Turning his
head, June tried to focus his eyes upon the face of his benefactor.

“Hidy, Lampassas,” he said. “I want you to have a cordial.”

The bartender succeeded in finding a bottle of whisky and after
sloshing some of it into their glasses, placed the bottle between them.

“Here’s to the trail back home,” Lampassas said, hoisting his
glass.

Hearing the doors open, they turned to see the Preacher, bare-
headed, barefooted, and wearing a long saddle blanket wrapped
around him Indian fashion. “God, a’mighty,” June said. “The
Preacher’s been in a poker game.”

“Daniel in the lion’s den was not tried as I have been tried,”
the Preacher said, tenderly feeling his nose.

“You found Pretty Shadow’s sweetheart?”

“I found her, all right.”

“Did you tell her about Pretty Shadow?”

“1 told her,” said the Preacher, who knew now that Diamond
Annie had called every man Pretty Shadow and that Red-haired
Retta had no recollection of Jervis Applewhite. But he could not
bring himself to tell Lampassas and June these things. “‘I ain’t sure
she understood.”

“Did you give her the money?”

“I never had a chance. There was a man with her, and before I
could give it, they took it. They took everything I had.”

“Why didn’t you call for help?” June asked. “I’d a helped you.”

‘:f I'd a opened my mouth, they’d a taken the gold out of my
tecth,”

“Did you tell the law?” Lampassas asked.

“I thought about it,” the Preacher said. ““I thought it over for
a Jong time. But would you like to go to the law and tell them that
you're a parson and that a whore robbed you?”

June shook his head in sympathy and understanding. “Not unless
1 had my pants on,” he said.

The Preacher narrowed his eyes at June and would have said
something fittingly sharp and to the point had not Covina come in,
followed by the Kid, who was carrying the baby. Little Jake, dressed
in a fresh blue gown and a new blue cap, and scrubbed pink, rec-
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ognized the men and smiled happily, jabbering and trying to stand
in the Kid’s arms.

The men, already made shy by the strangeness of shaven faces,
cut hair, and new clothes, were awestruck at the sight of Covina
in a bright yellow dress with padded shoulders, puffed sleeves, and
hourglass waist,

“Itain’t right you should be in a place like this,” Lampassas said.

“I’'m trying to act like a lady,” Covina said. *But, hell, this is my
first day.”

Critically, Lampassas studied the Kid, who was wearing a fancy
vest, a bowler, and congress gaiters instead of boots, The Kid,
fidgeting under his father’s steady gaze, sct the baby on the bar.
*“Pa, I come with you because you wanted me to, and I tried to do
what you wanted. But I'm nineteen now, and Covina here is
seveenteen, Eighteen," he said, after looking at her. “And there’s
the baby to be looked after and all and, well, we thought we’d
kinda throw in together.”

Covina stood bravely beside the Kid, trying very hard to be a
lady but ready to fight if necessary. No one looked at anyone as
Lampassas {elt around for words,

“Well, Jamie, I knowed this would happen some day. There
comes a time to ever man when he wants to cut his own herd and
brand his own name. I was kinda hoping—" Lampassas stopped,
remembering Marfa. Not very suitable for a wife, folks had said.
Not pretty enough. Not gentle enough. Not the kind of girl 2 man
would choose to marry. But he had chosen Marfa. And she had
suited him, The memory softened, mellowed him. Some things
a man had to do on his own, and Jamie was a man now. He had
crossed the river, “Covina is right smart of a woman to start out
with,” he began again. “But I reckon you're right smart of a man,
too.”

Lampassas laid his hand on Jamie’s shoulder and gripped it.
After 2 moment's hesitation over whether he should kiss Covina
or shake her hand, he took her hand, and she kissed his cheek,

“*He just wouldn’t take no,” Covina said, trying to smile.

“If you folks want to get married,” the Preacher said, pulling
the blanket about him, “I'll marry you.”

“That's mighty kind of you," Covina said. “ But we done married.”

“That’s where we been,” the Kid said, blushing and grirmim;-
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ognized the men and smiled happily, jabbering and trying to stand
in the Kid's arms.

The men, already made shy by the strangeness of shaven faces,
cut hair, and new clothes, were awestruck at the sight of Covina
in a bright yellow dress with padded shoulders, puffed sleeves, and
hourglass waist.

*“It ain’t right you should be in a place like this,” Lampassas said.

“T'm trying to act like a lady,” Covina said. “But, hell, this is my
first day,”

Critically, Lampassas studied the Kid, who was wearing a fancy
vest, a bowler, and congress gaiters instead of boots. The Kid,
fidgeting under his father's steady gaze, set the baby on the bar.
“Pa, T come with you because you wanted me to, and I tried to do
what you wanted. But I'm nineteen now, and Covina here is
seveenteen. Eighteen,” he said, after looking at her. “And there’s
the baby to be looked after and all and, well, we thought wed
kinda throw in together.”

Covina stood bravely beside the Kid, trying very hard to be a
1ady but ready to fight if necessary, No one lacked at anyone as
Lampassas felt around for words

“Well, Jamie, I knowed this would happen some day. There
comes a time to ever man when he wants to cut his own herd and
brand his own name. 1 was kinda hoping~" Lampassas stopped,
remembering Marfa. Not very suitable for a wife, folks had said.
Not pretty enough. Not gentle enough. Not the kind of girl 2 man
would choose to marry, But he had chosen Marfa. And she had
suited him. The memory softened, mellowed him. Some things
a man had to do on his own, and Jamie was a man now. He had
crossed the river, “Covina is right smart of a woman to start out
with,” he began again, “But I reckon you're right smart of a man,
too.”

Lampassas laid his hand on Jamie's shoulder and gripped at.
After a moment’s hesitation over whether he should kiss Covina
or shake her hand, he took her hand, and she kissed his cheek.

“He just wouldn’t take no,” Covina said, trying to smile,

“If you folks want to et married,” the Preacher said, pullng
the blanket about him, “I'll marry you,”

“That’s mighty kind of you,” Covina said. “But we done married ™

“That's where we been,” the Kid said, blushing and grinning.
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The Preacher could not hide his disappointment. Lampassas :.vas
chagrined at having been left out on such an importan.t occasion,
but decided there were other compensations—having his son near
him, watching the baby grow, sceing other babies come.

“Well, it don’t matter who does it,” the Preacher said, looking
self-consciously at his bare feet. “What matters is getting it done.”
He looked at Lampassas and smiled, and with a corner of the
blanket, he Ioudly blew his nose.

“Things might look kinda tough right now,” Lampassas said,
taking Covina by the arm. “But me and Jamie has always managed
to pull through.”

“Pa, I ain’t going back,” the Kid said.

“You ain’t going back home?”

“Jamie’s got a job,” Covina said.

“But I always thought—I planned for us to go back together
and—"

“You planned, Pa. I never planned.”

“Jamie’s got a job here,” Covina said.

“There's nothing for us back there, Pa.”

“I know there ain’t nothing now. But we could build something.
Together we could. The three of us.”

“Pa, I got a job on the railroad.”

“The railroad!” Lampassas said. Bitter disappointment welled
up in him.

The Kid tried to explain. “The railroad’s the future, Pa. It’s
something we can put our lives into.”

But Lampassas did not understand. His son was repudiating
cverything he had been taught, denying every value his father lived
for. Lampassas could understand no explanation for it except
spite and vengeance,

The Preacher understood the Kid no better than his father did,
but sceing Lampassas’s suffering, he tried to console him. “Why,
sz.\ie’l! be tr‘ailing all over the country on a pair of rails,” he said.
“Ain’t that right, Jamie? He'll be riding that big engine and doing
morc and seeing more than you and me ever dreamed of.”

) Fora momt.mt, Lampassas caught a glimpse of the vision, seeing
hx:f son churning across the earth on an iron horse. “You’ll be
driving one of them big trains,” he said.

“Pa, that’s a big job,” the Kid said. “They don’t give it to
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beginners. A man has to be trained. Go to school. But maybe
someday I can work my way up to it.”

“He'll work in a crew, just like cowboys,” Covina said. “They'll
afl work together and be friends and everything.”

“Road gang,” the Kid said. “We'll take care of a section of the
track. Replace stringers, align the tracks, oil the side plates, cut
weeds along the right of way—""

“*Cut weeds? Like a nester? A damn farmer?” Lampassas asked.
“That's what you want to do? That’s your idea of a man’s life?”

“[t’s just the beginning,” the Kid said. “Pa, I have to start at
the bottom.”

“You've lost it,” Lampassas said. “The dream I tried to give
you. Of being your own man. Riding free. Finding your own way.”

“Pa, I never had it,” the Kid said. *“I don’t want to be alone.
I don’t want to be left out. I want to belong. I want to be part of
something big. Don’t you see, Pa? I'm going to be part of the
railroad. That’s something important.”

But Lampassas did not see. Lampassas saw his son as one of the
grubbers of the earth, one of the vast horde of bent and faceless
men who tore and dug at the earth instead of riding free above it,
who stopped before the great machines of the age and carried them
on their backs, The vision brought him to despair, He was an old
man. Unable to talk to his son. Incapable of dealing with the world.
Useless, He bad been left behind. Slowly, be turned away from
them and poured himself a drink.

The Kid stared at his father’s shoulders, which were E
1o s3g with age, at the deeply lined patch of white skin left by the
barber’s razor just above the collar, He felt pity, complicated by
feclings of guilt, for the old man who had outlived his day and now
had nothing to do but wait for death to come along and get him
ont of the way,

He straightened his father’s collar, cleared his throat, and pulled
an enormous, second-hand railroad watch from his vest pocket.
Holding it shoulder high, he studied its face. *“We got to be going,”
he said. “I got to work tomorrow.”

“First a drink to Gattis and Pretty Shadow,” June said.

They all took a glass, except the Preacher, who proposed the
toast. “To those who died to get us here: Gattis and Pretty Shadow.”

Lampassas proposed a toast 1o Covina, Jamie, and Little Jake.
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“It ain’t Little Jake any more. We decided to call him Jamie
after his father. Don’t you think that’s better?” Covina asked the
Preacher.

“It's—more regular,” he admitted.

They drank 2 toast to little Jamie, patting him on ?he head to
sec him laugh, then shook hands all around with Covina and the
Kid, who were making eyes at cach other, anxious to get away.

“Wait,” June said. “I want to make a toast to Old Blue and thg
finest herd of cows that ever stompeded up the trail.”

“We won’t see no more like them,” Lampassas said. *There may
be other cows, but these was prodigies.”

“They probably done started killing them,” June said.

“How art the mighty fallen,” said the Preacher. “‘Littleness has
inherited the earth.”

“Amen,” said Lampassas,

“Commonness has become a virtue,” said the Preacher. “And
all cows are tame.”

The station agent said it was Billy the Kid.

The constable said Billy the Kid had been in a New Mexico
grave for at Jeast ten years.

The station agent agreed that was what folks said, but allowed
that if he was the_Kid, he’s like to pass himself off for dead also.

Ab wasn’t certain who it was,” but he was certain that it was a
Texas gunman. ‘“‘Have you scen the way he handles a gun?”

The station agent declared that not only had he seen him handle
a gun but only his quick, cool thinking had prevented his seeing it
mishandled on himself,

The poker players and the inspector also admitted to having
seen the gun at close range.,

The constable suggested they get their guns and go down to the
saloon with him and arrest or shoot the man.

June, stupefied by the alcohol, was puzzled by the belligerent
attitude of the constable. He did not know why the man was so
angry, why he had broken up their party, or why he was bullying
them. He had heard that there were such bullies at the end of the
trail, masquerading as law men and hiding behind their badges.
He had met such men before, men who bullied him because he was
an orphan and because he swept up after horses. The old hurt
came back, the old insult that he thought he had erased forever.
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But it was different, too, because he was not being insulted for
himself, but because he was a cow hand, and Lampassas, the
Preacher, Covina, and the Kid were being insulted, too; men who
had ridden the long trail, who had crossed the river, who descrved
better.

“Either you give up the gun or I'm going to kill you,” the con-
stable said. June thought of defying the man, of standing up to him.
He did not want to give up the six-shooter. He did not want to
sec the others humiliated, and he was the man who carried the gun.
But the constable had a shotgun and acted like he wanted to use it.
June was afraid the man wouldn’t take much defiance. And June
was almighty tired of the town and its petty crooks and unfriendly
people. All he wanted was to buy a horse with the money he had
Ielt and to hit the trail for Texas. He had been to Trails End, and
now he no fonger cared whether he went home as a hero or as a
coward, only that he go.

“You take it, Preacher,” he said, turning to the Preacher and
brushing back his coat to enable the Preacher to take the six-shooter.

When the constable saw the killer turn away so that the gun and
the right band were hidden from him, he knew 1t was a trick. “He's
going for the gun,” the constable sard to himself “Shoot quick, it’s
a trick.”

The blast slammed June back against the bar, the roar of the
shotgun deafening in the quiet town. For an instant, June stood
looking at the blood that sprang to the surface of his blue coat,
and then he fell face down on the floor.

The constable stood holding the shotgun on the gang, but they
had forgotten his presence, and he likewise was watching not them
but the killer, who rolled on the floor, gasping for breath.

In his struggles, June's six-shooter was dislodged from the holster.
Secing it, several men in the crowd ran forward to pick it up, The
constable, suddenly vicious, shoved them back with the barrel of
the shotgun. Keeping his distance from June, who was throwing
blood with every kick, the constable bent down and picked up the
blood-smeared pistol by the barrel, looked at it, and slipped it
into the back pocket of his overalls.

“How many notches?” someone yelled over the commotion of
the crowd. “How many men did the son of a bitch kill?”

The constable turned and, pushing his way through the crowd,
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tried to get outside.

June’s struggles subsided, and the room became quiet. In the
quictness they became aware of another sound, already growing
faint. At first the spectators did not know what it was, but to the
hands it was old and familiar, strangely exciting, and full of hope.
From habit they raised their heads and stiffened.

“Stompede,” June groaned, reaching for his hat. “Stompede.”

“I hope they run clear back to Texas,” the Preacher said. “I hope
they cave in ever dugout, roll up ever fence, and knock down ever
town they come to. O Lord, give them wings of destruction that they
might tromple underfoot the signs, and machines, and works of
man. Let them scatter the nesters and carpetbaggers the way Thou
didst scatter Pharaoh’s army. Let them wipe the slate clean, O God,
that we might start all over and do it right.”

June was placed in a pine box and hauled to the cemetery in the
wagon, which had been sold, by mules which had been borrowed.
The Preacher drove the wagon slowly through the street, and
Lampassas and Covina followed behind. The Kid was cutting weeds
on the railroad right of way, and the baby was being kept by a
neighbor. The meager procession was met at the cemetery by a crowd
of drummers, farmers, and storekeepers, dressed in Sunday clothes
and come to see the last of the Texas gunmen laid to rest.

June was buried between two storekeepers, in a grave Lampassas
and the Preacher had dug early that morning, and paid for with
eight absurdly large western saddles. The Preacher read the eighth
chapter of Romans, and Covina cried. It was in the fall of the year,
and the first norther carried sand on its icy breath.



CHAPTER VI

*Herro the house,” the Preacher called. He and Lampassas stood at
the edge of a brown, dead corn field, the collars of their dirty coats
turned up against the wind at their backs, their hatbrims rippling.
Before them, exposed to the elements on the bare prairie, stood a sod
house. A coyote hidé covered the single window, a washtub lay over~
turned at the corner, A bristling yellow dog stood before the house
barking, his black lips curled back from his teeth. **Hello the house.”

“What do you want?”" a woman called back, suddenly appearing
in the doorway, The wind flattened the faded gray dress and dingy
apron against her body and blew her hair in tangles about her head.
Assorted children's heads appeared behind her. With the back of
her she swept the hair from her face, “Shut up, Tige.”

Courteously, Lampassas and the Preacher removed their hats,
and the wind ruffled their long gray hair. “Would you like us to
chop some wood?” the Preacher called, shouting over the distance,
the wind, and the barking of the dog.

““You looking for a handout?” she called back. “Shut up, Tige.”

“We're looking for work.”

“Idon’t need nowood chopped,” shesaid. “What else can you do?”

The two men Jooked at each other, hunching aganst the wind,
trying to think of some profitable skill they possessed, *We can mend
harness,” the Preacher said.

“Don’t need mending.”

*“Or repair a wagon.”

“Don’t need repairing,”

“We're making our way back home, ma’am,” Lampassas said.
“Back to Texas. And we'd do most anything for a little food and a
place to spend the night.”

*“We ain't eaten since yesterday,” the Preacher said.

Thewoman studiedthem, herfacestern, suspicious, Having acquir-
ed over some forty years a husband, four children, and a roof of her
own, she did not easily forgive need in other. *Can you milk acow?”

“We're cow men, not milkers,” Lampassas said.

“Suit yourself,” the woman said. “I don’t reward laziness.”

The Preacher waited, politely holding his hat in his hands, but
the woman showed no signs of relenting. “We're cow men, ma'am,
but we're also Christians,” the Preacher said. *And I reckon we'd
do = lady a favor.”
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“The last1scen them cows,they was way back down over yonder,”
the woman said, pointing back over her shoulder. “You godownthere
and bring them up to the house. You reckon you can drive them?”

“I reckon so,” the Preacher said.

“Well, I don't want you running the milk out of them. If you
get to it, you can be done by dark. My husband will be back by

then, and 1’1l have supper ready. So get at it.”

Setting their hats firmly against the wind, they walked around the
house. Slowly, they plodded across the rough ground, their runover
bootheelsslippingand turning painfully. A hint of snow was in theair,

“Milking cows,” said Lampassas, who could not believe it even
after he had said it. “We have fallen on evil days.”

“I don’t reckon it's a disgrace as long as we’re ashamed of it,”
the Preacher said. .o

“It wasn't worth it, was it?” Lampassas asked as they walked
along. “Coming all that way.”

I notice how it’s the first feller that does something that is the
hero and the last feller that does it that is the fool,”” the Preacher said.

“That’s right,’”” Lampassas said. “Even though it may be harder
the last time.”

*I reckon it don’t matter what a feller does or how well he does it
so long as he does it before everbody else give it up.” Lampassas said.

“"Well, I have give up trailing cattle,” the Preacher said.

“You ain’t give up preaching?”

“The Lord ain’t put me out to pasture yet,” the Preacher said.
“Maybe the Lord sent me to build the church we had going up the
trail. You and Gattis, Pretty Shadow, June, the Kid, Covina, was
the congregation, and I was the Preacher. We had the grass for a
floor, the sky for a ceiling. We was out in the open where we would
worship God as we pleased.”

“Well, if Hedid,youdone lost yourcongregation,” Lampassassaid,

The Preacher nodded. It was true. The Lord did seem to be done
with him. Well, he wouldn't question the Lord’s will. He was old, use-
Ics§. This last adventure had been foolishness. His body ached with
fatigue and hunger: the muscles of hislegs trembled so that he walked
clumsily, awkwardly over the rough ground. The only thing that
mattered now w:,15 food and rcgt. Tomorrow maybe he could go on.

The Ifrcachcr s boot heel slipped off a rock and his ankle turned
under him as he fell heavily to the ground. Sharp pains shot up his
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leg as he groaned and rolled over.

“What's the matter?” Lampassas asked.

«“It's my ankle. I think I sprained it,” the Preacher said, lying

back and gritting his teeth against the pain.

“Can you stand on it?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Let's try,” Lampassas said, helping him up.

The Preacher tested his foot and sank back down, shaking his
head. “I almost wish I'd a bought walking shoes,” he said.

“You rest here and I'll go get them cows,”” Lampassas said. “You
can help me milk, can’t you?”

“I'll try,"” the Preacher said.

Lampassas walked away a few steps and stopped to look back.
It was clear to him that the Preacher could go no farther. They could
probably stay at the farmbouse milking cows until the Preacher’s
foot was better, but what was the use? Winter was at their backs,
Abead of them was nothing. They were through.

In his pocket was Mr. Fulton’s five hundred dollars. That would
get them home. He had given his word, but the word of 2 man who
milked cows couldn’t be much. “It ain’t no use fooling ourselves,”
he said, sitting down beside the Preacher. “It was slim enough that
we could walk it when you had two good feet. Now your ankle's
sprained and it’s fixing up to snow. I still got that five hundred
dollars, If we can just make it to the train, I'll buy us tickets home.”
“Ihatetoaskit of you,” the Preachersaid. **I know how muchitmeant
toyoutobe able to take that money back, but I can’t go no farther.”

“T'll just explain to Mr. Fulton how we had to have that money
and offer to work to pay it back.”

They stretched out on the ground, leamung back on their clbows,
their shoulders hunched against the wind, Jooking up at the gray
and forbidding sky. The ground was cold and their muscles were
stiffening, but they did not care. Soon they would have a hot meal, 2
warm place to sleep, and a railroad ticket home. Just as soon 2s the
cows were milked. Counting the steps to supper, the Preacher Jooked
down to where the fat brown cows stood chewing their cuds. They
looked easy to drive, easy to milk, and he was thankful for it. Some-
thing nearer at hand caught his eye and he raised up to get a better
view. “Ain’t that one of them longhorn cows?”

"Where?"
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“Right there,” the Preacher said, pointing at the well-hidden cow.
“And there’s another one right over there.”

“Damned if it ain’t,” Lampassas said, sitting up to look at the
long thin face and the sharp-pointed horns. “That’s th_at 0!d mealy-~
mouthed steer that carried Pretty Shadow across the river.”

“Yeah, and that one over there looks like one of our lame cows.”

Lampassas began to feel the warmth of happiness, of purpose
returning to him. “Them cows is taking the same trail home as we
are,” he said, hitting the Preacher on the back. “By God, we can
just round them up and trail them back as we go.”

“That’s still a long way to go,” the Preacher said, doubtfully.

“Hell,itain’t farnow,” Lampassassaid. And when we getback we’ll
have something. Doyou thinkyouwould make it if Igive you a hand?”

The Preacher sighed and felt of his ankle through his foot as
Lampassas helped him to his feet.

Resting his weight on Lampassas, the Preacher hobbled along
toward the two cows. Seeing them approach, the two cows broke
from cover, trotted a few yards and then stopped to watch the two
men struggling after them,

“Maybe you can ride one of them,” Lampassas said.

“1 think I'll wait till they get to know us a litfle better,” the
Preacher said. “If we can get enough of these cows together we can

give them to Mr. Fulton for that five hundred dollars.”

I was thinking if we could catch up with Old Blue, we could start
us a herd of our own,” Lampassas said. ‘“‘Swap the first crop of claves
for horses, the second crop for a piece of land, build us a house—"’

“Bulishit,” said the Preacher, slapping his hat against his leg to
start the cows again. *‘Old Blue’s a steer.”

The yellow dog leapt from ambush, snapped at one of the steers,
and was sent saifing through the air. Howling, he limped for the
house with his tail between his legs. The steers jumped a fence and
ran through the corn field.

“Stompede,” the Preacher yelled, and forgetting his sprained
foot, l_w released Lampassas and chased after one cow while Lampas-
sas tried to head the other. The cow tried to double back; and the
Preacher jerked off his hat and sailed it through the air, hitting the
cow on the car and turning it. Lampassas scared up a third cow
hxduzg in the corn patch, and bunching the cows together, they were
chasing them south when the first snowflakes fell,
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CHAPTER I

UP FROM QUEEN EMMA STREET

My pareats, Hyotaro and Kame Inouye, lived on Queen Emma
Street in Honolulu, a teeming Japanese ghetto with 1wo—f.a.mily
houses pressed one on the other and a street full of children
screeching o piercing and inimitable jangle of Japamese and
English, There in the early evening of September 7, 1924, T was
born.

Years Iater the sociologists and planners would point to Queen
Emma Street with horror, and describe it as a poverty pocket and
a pesthole, and eventually it became the site of Honolulu's first
slum clearance project. The ramshackle lines of houses were
knocked over by bulldozers and the remains carted away. Grass
was planted in the places where I grew up, and trees, and today
itis a public park, a green oasis in the city.

1 suppose that is progress, Certainly it is an aesthetic improve-
ment over those ctowded and chaotic duplexes of my earliest
memory. But the thing is that 1 was much too young to realize
how underprivileged I was and foolishly T enjoyed every moment
of my childhood. As for my parents, they were so caught up in
the adventure of raising a family, and worked so hard to preserve
and protect it, that apparently they had no time to worry about
being poor. There was always enough to eat in our house—
although sometimes barely-—hut even more important there was a
fanatic conviction that opportunity awaited those who had the
heart and the strength to pursue it

1 was enchanted with the swift-moving and colorful world into
which I'd been born and the world, I must say, seemed pretty
pleased with me, 100, As the eldest son in a Japanese household,
T was, to begin with accorded a very special esteem. And since I
was the most recent descendant of five generations of eldest sons,
ny :mm and grandfather swelled with paternal pride at my every
youl.

The matter of selecting a name for this newest heir to the Inouye
name and fortunes precipitated one of those inevitabl s
between East and West, old and new. In traditional fashion, my
father wanted to name me Taro, the second part of his own first
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name. My mother, with her confirmed Methodist upbringing,
opted for Daniel, a prophet she revered for his steadfast courage.
That this was also the Reverend Klinefelter's (her foster father)
first name buttressed her enthusiasm for it.

But one did not lightly fly in the face of one’s heritage,
especially when one’s in-laws—who, in an earlier day, woul(} have
chosen their grandson’s name and no nonsense—stood silently
but purposefully waiting for the decision. On the evening .when
the judgment was to be made, I am told, my mother idly flipped
open the pages of the Bible—and lo! the pages parted at the Book
of Daniel. “Look! Look!"” she whispered in awe, and my father
looked and was equally moved by what seemed an incontrovertible
sign, and Daniel it was.

Naturally I have never had any reason to doubt the story. It is
only that knowing my mother’s great dependence on the Bible,
T would accept a reasonable wager that, eyes closed, she could
open it to the Book of Daniel nine times out of ten.

My middie name was to be Ken, a concession to the old tongue
and the old ways. Ken in Japanese means to build and in my
carliest years I thought that my father, in choosing that name,
intended for me to be a builder or, as I understood it at the time,
a carpenter. Not until long afterward did I realize the true signifi-
cance of my middle name, given with the devout hope that, as the
eldest son, I would continue to build the Inouye family. In any
event 1 was later baptized Daniel Ken Inouye by the Reverend
Harry Komuro, son of the good man who had married my parents.

If loveliness of face was not my strong point, I managed
apparently to compensate my parents for their enormous devotion
b)f a certain precocious wit. My mother, admittedly a prejudiced
witness, says that I was fluent by the time I was two, singing songs
and conversing with adults in chirpy but completely intelligible
Japanese. English was another matter. I limped along in that
tongue, picking up a word here and another there—most of them
on thc: street and hence not very serviceable for polite conversation
—until I entered kindergarten, at which time my mother and
father abruptly dropped Japanese and began to speak English and
only English at home.

Of course this was a hardship and a sacrifice and a great
personal wrench for them, but they stuck painstakingly with it,
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perhaps the most striking demonstration of how far the Inouye
family had traveled since my grandfather set out on the long road
from Yokoyama village in Japan just 25 years before. There
would remain ties of tradition and sentiment with the old country,
but there would never be any confusion about my parents’ alle-
giance: they were Americans, the proud distillation of the union
between the girl from Maui who had been raised a2 Methodist and
the boy from Kauai whose forebears had been Buddhists.

This is not to say that either one could or would summarily
slam the door on their Japanese heritage. “I take from the old
ways what I think is good and useful,” my mother used to say. “I
take from the new ways what is good and useful. Anyone would be
foolish not to.”

And so there were no jangling conflicts between East and West
in our house, but a kind of stimulating blend of the two that

h ized the entire Jap: ity in Hawail. When we
ate chicken or beef, we used knives and forks. When we ate suki-
yaki or tempura, we used chopsticks. Although I went to a Japa-
nese school every afternoon, it was never permitted to interfere
with my American education. Perhaps the most marked evidence of
our Japanese background was a deep sense of respect and disci-
pline. T wasn't ever spanked because it would never occur to me
to disobey my parents And when my sister and brothers were
born, T was clearly given to understand my responsibilitics as the
cldest son, being held personally accountable for all of their
childish i and misd 1 was furthermore
required 10 set an excellent example for them in all things, as this
was the best assurance that the family would flourish and its honor
remain untarnished.

Moiliili was a teeming and turbulent section of Oahu, occupied
mostly by Japanese with only the most tenuous handhold up from
poverty. McCully, where we moved three years later, was its
economic and social twin, And both these districts were to play a
significant part in my life, first as a child, and then 20 years later
when T plunged into politics: in Moiliili and McCully T regularly
carried all but a bare handful of precincts.

We were poor, but since all of our friends and ncighbors were
equally poor, I never felt deprived or sorry for myself. As faras [
knew, every mother sliced a single hard-boiled egg into equal parts
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—six in our case—for the family breakfast, and every father gave
his sons their monthly haircuts—who had 20 cents to spare for
the barber? Not until I was in high school did I see the inside of
a barbershop.

When I was twelve, I was formally admitted to a sort of family
council. This was definitely not in the Japanese tradition to which
the very idea of decision-sharing in the home was alien; the head
of a proper Japanese house decided everything. But this was my
parents’ way of broadening my sense of responsibility. The threc
of us would gather around the kitchen table and ponder the
problems of the moment. Mother had managed to save $2 out of
her monthly allotment: should we use it to buy John a pair of
shoes, or was a blanket for May's bed a more pressing need?
Mostly I contributed little, content to play my heady role on the
family board of directors in silence. But my mother occasionally
came up with a truly fantastic suggestion and one of them, I
remember, started me into speech.

“I think,” she announced at one of our sessions, “that we
should have a piano.”

My father could only gasp with astonishment, But I, thinking, I
suppose, that this must be some kind of test of my common sense
—I mean, we didn’t even know anyone who owned a pianol—
blurted out: “But none of us can play the piano!”

By which time my father had found voice and echoed, “And
who among us can pay for one!”

To all of which my mother responded with tranquil silence,
waiting until the sound and the fury had died down. Then she
calmly faced up to each of our objections, and some we hadn't
even thought of, as well, and met each one with her half-exotic,
half rigidly practical logic. None of us could play because we had
never had the opportunity, she said sweetly. When we got the
piano, we would play. As for paying for it, she had found a suitable
one for $50 that could be paid for on an installment basis. Finally,
she pointed out that a piano would give the family pleasures and
cultural advantages such as were available to us in no other way.
Once pc had gotten over his shock, my father could see that she
was right—as she usually was—and gave his assent, which 1
sccqn_ded with still some bewilderment. And so the n,lomentous
decision was made. A few days later, the piano arrived, a massive,
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tar-from-new upright that had to be wrestled, this way and that,
into our tiny quarters, and whose great bulk thereafter dominated
the entire house. It was three years before it was fully paid for,
but there is no way of calculating how much joy it brought into
our home, Just as Mother had predicted, each of the kids learned
to play, me least expertly of all, and it was a rare waking hour
when someone was not thumping away happily on that battered
instrument.

Of course the piano stands out in my mind just because it was
such an incongruity in our circumstances. I mean, we were poor!
My mother cooked on a tiny kerosine stove and among all six of
us we had not enough clothes to fill a closet—which worked out
very nicely since none of the places where we lived had a closet.
Nor was there ever anything resembling leftover food at the Inouye
table. With some uncanny mental gauge, Mother prepared pre-
cisely enough so that each of us got up from the table feeling a
litde hungry.

My sorrows were few and momentary and my most vivid
memories are of the fun we had. We enjoyed each other. We even
turned Mother's fixation about vitamins into o family fark. A
voracious reader, she had somewhere become smitten with the
importance of the nutritional values in certain foods. Eggs, milk
and fresh fruit were prime vitamin sources, szid the good book,
and since the first two were expensive, Mother plied us with the
third, which in Hawaii is available for the picking, Off we'd go
on a mountain picnic and, almost automatically, we kids would
scatter out into the bush, to return with armloads of guavas, man-
goes, mountain apples and wild plums. This was our picnic feast,
and there was always enough to cart home for the rest of the week,
Whatever else we had to eat—and sometimes it wasn't much—
the fruit, a quart of milk and that egg divided six ways were as
unvarying as the Hawaiian sunshine.

I didn’t wear shoes regularly until I was in high school,~—none
of us nisei kids did—and it was as much a matter of comfort as
money. After all, this was Hawaii, a truly blessed place for a boy
to grow up in.

We were a trial to our teachers, I'm sure. Many of them were
haoles (whites) from the Mainland, properly reared and educated
young ladies, and they must have been disconcerted, to say the
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least, to be suddenly confronted with a ragtag crew of barefooted,
sport-shirted kids whose English was liberally larded with Japa-
nese, Chinese, Hawaiian and some exotic combinations of each.
But they were a wonderfully dedicated group and they did their
best to make educated Americans out of us young savages. And
even more important, they accepted us on our own terms-—they
didn’t despair over us, or patronize us, or slough us off as inferiors
and hopeless delinquents. They treated us as exactly what we
were, a2 bunch of kids from poor homes with hard-working parents,
with a sort of built-in eagerness to become part of the mainstream
of American life, and there is no way in which I can adequately
express my thanks to them.

I loved school. Each day brought its own separate reward and
learning became a constantly intriguing challenge.

It was in my sophomore year in high school that I first came
under the warm and rewarding spell of Mrs. Ruth King, a teacher
whose influence in my young life ranked just behind that of my
mother and father. She certainly didn’t ook inspiring, a short,
plump lady in her middle forties with graying hair and eyes that
seemed to look vaguely out from behind a pair of rimless glasses
and to sec practically nothing. But the truth was that she saw
practically everything, surcly nothing of any real importance that
happened in her classroom escaped her notice.

Hers was the top tenth grade class at McKinley High. I don't
know how I got into it and, from the very first day, I wanted out.
In place of all my old live-and-let-live buddies from Moiliili and
McCully, I found myself rubbing shoulders with a breed of kids
who kept trying to pretend that their skin was white and their
eyes were blue. And there in the midst of this pretense, surrounded
by all those starched white shirts and shined shoes, was rough-and-
tumble Dan Inouye, to whom a necktie was a garrote on the spirit,
fmd shoes an encumbrance to be suffercd through at funerals and
in church.

In those d.ays. McKinley High School was jokingly referred to
0 L B 5 7 F S
least affluent nisei families aot t.hapancsc ey, and from t.he

) at. It worked through a device
known as the English Standard School and neatly sidestepped the
law that, theoretically, opened all the public schools to everyone
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regardless of race, color or creed. To be admitted to an English
Standard School—which by invariable coincidence had better
facilities and better facullics—one had to pass an examination,
The written part was fair enough since everyone had an equal
chance. But the oral test served as an automatic weeding-out
factor, for rare indeed was the student of Asian parentage who
could properly pronounce the “th” sound the “r” and the “L” The
obvious result was that the English Standard Schools became
almost the exclusive province of Caucasian youngsters, and that
handful of Japanese and Chinese whose parents could afford to
give them private tutoring. Not until 1955 was the last of this
subtle segregation eliminated from Hawaii's public school system.

1 was too young and unknowing then to be troubled by the
concept of “Tokyo High.” Only my stiff-necked classmates
bothered me and sometimes it seemed that the only person who
ever talked to me in that grade was Mrs King. “Your grammar
leaves something to be desired, Dan,” she would say to me
privately. “Why don’t you stay after school today and we'll work
on it?" And I would, happily, because to be in her presence was
suddenly to glimpse something beyond the narrow horizons of the
life I'd known, to sense that being a clerk, or even a beach boy,
was not the ultimate and only hope for a kid like me She took me
setiously, which is something that no one, not even I myself, had
ever done.

All at once literature was excing and history was real.
Washington and Jefferson and Lincoln suddenly stepped out of
some mythical haze and became men of flesh and blood, men with
great problems and the great courage to face them. 1 felt the bitter
cold and despair of that winter at Valley Forge. I felt a sharp
sense of personal loss at the death of Lincoln, the lost opportunity
to bind up the nation's wounds. Whereas Japanese history had
always sounded like some great impersonal pageant, the story of
America had the ring of an adventure in human progress, troubles
and setbacks and the inexorable march down to the present.

But most important of all, ¥ came 1o believe that the giants who
made American history were my forefathers. Always before, I had
been a little embarrassed singing about the “land where my fathers
died,” and 1 always spoke of the fathers of the country. It was
Mrs. King who, in some wonderfully subtle way convinced me of
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the essential relationship between America’s founding fathers and
all of America’s people.

My ambition was channeled in a single direction, afld a most
unlikely one at that for the son of a poor nisei family: I had
decided to become a doctor! I suppose the seeds of that dream
had been sown years before when my grandmother was stricken
with cancer. I remember the sad reliance of all the family on good
Dr. Sato, not to save Grandmother’s life, for we were all too pain-
fully aware that the dread disease would take its inexorable course,
but to ease her suffering and help her over that incredibly hard
journey to final release. He came nearly every day over those long
weeks, and always found time for a word of comfort to the rest
of us after he had scen to Grandmother’s needs.

What nobler goal could a young man aspire to, I daydreamed,
than to minister to the sick and to provide strength when people
most desperately needed it? Soon I was haunting the Library of
Hawaii, reading everything about medicine and the men who
practiced it that I could find. Without getting their hopes up, my
parents encouraged me—to have a doctor in the family was the
absolute peak of achievement to which a Japanese household
could aspire—and my single Christmas gift for each of the next
two years was a chemistry set.

Somewhere, far back in my mind, I was conscious of the grow-
ing tension between the United States and Japan. It was a worri-
some thing, like a forecast of showers for a day on which you'd
planned a picnic. But deep inside you had this feeling that the
forecasters were wrong, that the sun would shine. That’s the way
I felt about the trouble in the Far East. It was disturbing
because the newspapers were full of it and people talked about it,
and because a conflict between my country and the country of my
ancestors was too terrifying to even think about. But I never
bclic.vcd such a thing would come to pass, nor did hardly anyone
c}se in the Japanese-Hawaiian community. And as that last peace-
time summer edged into autumn, all of us took heart from the
news that two envoys had been sent to Washington from Japan to
iron out the difficulties.

By this timc., the Japanese in Hawaii made up some 40 per cent
of the population and were the largest single ethnic group in the
Islands. In the homes of the old folks, it was not uncommon to
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sec a picture of the Emperor, or even a Shinto shrine. But except
for a hard-shelled handful, there was no question about where
their ultimate loyalty lny. We were Americans.

In response to official urging, I enrolled for a Red Cross first
aid course. I think my real reason for taking it was not any
expectation that I would ever need to put my new knowledge to
use in an emergency, but that it coentributed to my personal
ambition for the future, I was pretty good at it and once I had my
certificate began teaching classes of my own.



CHAPTER I

ONE SUNDAY IN DECEMBER

Tae family was up by 6:30 on December 7, 1941, as we usually '
were on Sunday, to dress and have a leisurcly breakfast before
setting out for 9 o'clock services at church. Of course anyone who
has some memory of that shattering day can tell you precisely
what he was doing at the moment when he suddenly realized that
an era was cnding, that the long and comfortable days of peace
were gone, and that America and all her people had been abruptly
confronted with their most deadly challenge since the founding of
the Republic.

As soon as I finished brushing my teeth and pulled on my
trousers, I automatically clicked on the little radio that stood on
the shelf above my bed. 1 remember that I was buttoning my
shirtrand looking out the window—it would be a magnificent day;
already the sun had burned off the morning haze and glowed
bright in a blue sky—when the hum of the warming set gave way.
to a frenzied voice. “This is not test!” the voice cried out. “Pear]
Harbor is being bombed by the Japanese! I repeat: this is not a
test or a mancuver! Japanese war planes are attacking Oahul”

“Papal” 1 called, then froze into immobility, my fingers clutch-
ing that button. I could feel blood hammering against my temple,
and behind it the unspoken protest, like a prayer—It’s not true!
It is a test, or a mistake! It can't be true!—but somewhere in the
core of my being I knew that all my world was crumbling as I
stood motionless in that little bedroom and listened to the dis-
embodied voice of doom.

Now my father was standing in the doorway listening, caught by
that special horror instantly sensed by Americans of Japanese
descent as the nightmare began to unfold. There was a kind of
agony on his face and my brothers and sister, who had pushed up
behind him, stopped where they were and watched him as the
announcer shouted on:

“...not a test. This is the real thing! Pearl Harbor has been
hit and now we have a report that Hickam Field and Schoficld

Barracks have been bombed, too. We can see the Japanese
planes...”

10
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“Come outside!” my father said to me, and I plunged through
the door after him. As my brothers John and Bob started out, too,
he turned and told them: “Stay with your mother!”

We stood in the warm sunshine on the south side of the house
and stared out toward Pearl Harbor. Black puffs of anti-aircraft
smoke littered the pale sky, trailing away in a soft breeze, and we
knew beyond any wild hope that this was no test, for practice
rounds of anti-aircraft, which we had seen a hundred times, were
fleecy white. And now the dirty gray smoke of a great fire billowed
up over Pear] and obscured the mountains and the horizon, and
if we listened attentively we could hear the soft crrump of the
bombs amid the hysterical chatter of the ack-ack.

And then we saw the plancs. They came zooming up out of that
sca of gray smoke, flying north toward where we stood and climb-
ing into the blucst part of the sky, and they came in twos and
threes, in neat formations, and if it hadn't been for that ted ball
on their wings, the rising sun of the Japanese Empire, you could
casily believe that they were Americans, flying over 1n precise
military salute.

1 fell back against the building as they droned near, but my
father stood rigid in the center of the sidewalk and stared up into
that malignant sky, and out of the depths of his shock and torment
came a tortured cry: “You fools!”

We went back into the housc and the telephone was ringing, It
was the secretary of the Red Cross aid station where 1 tavght.
“How soon can you be here, Dan?” he said tensely.

“I'm on my way,” I told him. I felt a momentary surge of
elation—he wanted me! I could do something!—and I grabbed a
sweater and started for the door.

“Where are you going?” my mother cried. She was pointing
Vﬂ!!"fly out the window, toward the sky, and said, “They'll kill
you.

“Let him go,” my father said firmly. “He must go.”

T went to embrace her. “He hasn't had breakfast,” she whisper-
ed. “At least have some breakfast.”

“I can’t, Mama I have to £o0.” I took a couple of pieces of
bread from the table and hugped her.

“When will you be back?” ¢he said.

“Soon. As soon as I can.”
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- i d be five days, a lifetime, before I came back. T-he
kxc? ‘:hl; \::tu 1out on his bicycle for the aid station. at Lunahl-o
School that morning of December 7 was lost forever. in the debris
of the war’s first day, lost among the dead and the dying, and when
I finally did come home I was a seventeen—year—old man.

In a small house on the corner of Hauoli and .Algaroba Streets
we found our first casualties. The shell had sliced thr.ougfh the
house. It had blown the front out and the tokens of a hffaume—-
dishes, clothing, a child’s bed—were strewn pathetically into the

eet.

Str1 was propelled by sheerest instinct. Some small corner of my
mind worried about how I'd react to what lay in that carnage—
there would be no textbook cuts and bruises, and the blood would
be real blood—and then I plunged in, stumbling over the debris,
kicking up clouds of dust and calling, frantically calling, to anyone
who might be alive in there. There was no answer. The survivors
had already fled and the one who remained would never speak
again. I found her half-buried in the rubble, one of America’s first
civilian dead of the Second World War. One woman, all but
decapitated by a piece of shrapnel, died within moments. Another,
who had fallen dead at the congested corner of King and McCully,
still clutched the stumps where her legs had been. And all at once
it was as though I had stepped out of my skin; I moved like an
automaton, hardly conscious of what 1 was doing and totally
oblivious of myself. I felt nothing. T did what I had been taught to
do and it was only later, when those first awful hours had become
part of our history, that I sickened and shuddered as ghastly
images of war flashed again and again in my mind’s eye, as they
do to this day.

I had been listed as a part-time volunteer. But right after the
bombing, the aid station was absorbed into the civil defense
command and most of us were put on a full-time basis. T was
designated a medical aide, given the night shift, 6 p.A. to 6 AM.,
so I could go to school in the daytime, and put on salary of $125
a month.

It was a wildly incongruous life. In the morning I was a senior
at McKinley High, just as before, trying to be concerned with
congruent triangles and passive verbs and the French Revolution.
In the afternoon, I fell exhausted into my bed and slept like a
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dead man untit 5:30, whea my mother would shake me awake
and, as I dashed for the door, hand me a sandwich 1o munch on
while I bicycled to the aid station. And all through the night I tried
to cope with the real problems of innocent people caught up in a
tragedy of tenifying proportions. And always, day and night, §
expecied 21 any moment to hear the wailing ais raid sisens signal~
ing the return of those Sapanese planes.

1 was amazed at myself. Overnight I had been thrust into a
position of leadership: in charge of a litter squad, trining new
volunteers at the aid station and directing the high schoof first ajd
program. Like everyone else in the military or ¢ivil delense com-
mand, I wore a steel helmet, carried a gas mask and a special
identity card that permitted me on the streets after curfew. Me,
Dan Inouye! Only a fow weeks before, my biggest worries had
been marks and dates and whether I'd get that neat saxophone
dff in Little Brown Jug just right. And now I was earning S125 a
month, more money than I'd ever seen in my life. It meant Jess
than nothing to me, AH I could really focus on was that T was at
war,

Remembering those traumatic days, the great turung point of
my life, I can sec how my need to become totally involved in the
war effort sprang from that invidious sense of guilt, the mvisible
cross lashed to the back of every nised at the instant when the first
plane bearing that rising sun appeared n the sky over Peart
Harbor, In actual fact, of course, we had nothing to feel puilty
about, and all rational men understood this. And still T knew of
no American of Japanese descent who didn’t carry this special
burden, and who didn't work doubly hard because of it.

Despite widely-published concern that the sisei were a sort of
built-in fifth column in Hawaji, not a single act of sabotage or
subversion was ever charged to an American of Japanese ancestry
from the day the war began until the day it ended. The nivei
bought more war bonds than any other group in the Istands. And
when the Army finally permitted them to volunteer for the service,
more than 10,000 men showed up at their draft boards, approxi-
mately §0 per cent of all qualified males of military age.

From the very beginning, the younger Japanese in the Islands
suffered under a special onus, a deep sense of personal disgrace.
They were far removed from the ways of the old country. ARl their

o~
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lives they had thought of themselves as Americans. And now, in
this time of crisis and peril for America, they were cast from its
trust and seemingly lumped with the enemy by official policy. Not
only had the War Department turned them down for active service,
but those already in the army were transferred to labor battalions.
Nisei in National Guard units were summarily discharged, and
those in the ROTC and Territorial Guard were stripped of their
weapons.

But despite every derogation and disparagement, Japanese-
Americans fought for a place in the war effort, no matter how
small or menial. Older men, including my father, organized their
own labor squads and volunteered for garbage details and ditch-
digging. University students strung barbed wire and guarded
beaches and important intersections, armed only with fury and a
massive determination to make some useful contribution. And
always, day after discouraging day, they struggled to persuade the
government to reverse its anti-nisef ruling, writing letters, collecting
signatures for petitions and imploring Caucasians of good will to
attest to their loyalty.

For me, the nightmare quality of life went on. By night I
worked at the aid station, and by day I went to school, where
suddenly cverything turned inconsequential and my classmates
seemed to be children engaged in some insignificant charade,
while just outside McKinley High the world we all knew was
coming to a violent end.

I passed my college entrance exams and in September 1942,
just turncd eighteen, 1 enrolled for a premedical course at the
University of Hawaii. For those of us in that wartime class, study
as we might, a substantial portion of our thoughts and hopes were
directed ou.tsidc, fixed on that world in conflict, concentrating our
ﬁcr?est aspirations on the chance that somehow they would allow
us into the army. I was still doing my job at the aid station, but
with the emergency in Hawaii past and the grim reports of
Jap:anesc_ vx?tones at Bataan and Corregidor, working at the aid
station didn’t seem like much of a vital contribution any more.

The War Depafimcnt had given us some small hope that their
parsh pre-conceptions {1bout'Jz{pancse-Ameﬁcans might be chang-
lbr::g. A few fnont%\s carlier, nisei Guardsmen and early draftees had

<n Ofgifmzcd into the 100th Infantry Battalion, a combat unit
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not assigned to any regular outfit. Then, little more than a year
after the attack on Pearl Harbor, we got the news that did most to
unshackle us from stigma and help us really believe that we would
be allowed to fight for our country: the War Department announc-
ed that it would accept 4,000 nisei volunteers to form a full-fledged
combat team for frontline service without restriction, without
constraints. The outfit was to be activated on February 1 and
would consist of the 442nd Infantry Regiment, the 522nd Ficld
Artillery Battalion and 232nd Combat Engineer Company.

President Franklin D. Roosevelt, who personally passed on the
plan, had this to say about it: *“The proposat of the War Depart-
ment to organize a combat team of loyal American citizens of
Japanese descent has my full approval. No loyal citizen of the
United States should be denied the democratic right to exercise the
responsibilities of his ctizenship, regardless of his ancestry.
Americanism is a matter of the mind and heart; Americanism is
not, and never was, a matter of race or ancestry.”

It is hard to cxpress our emotions at this expression of faith by
the President, It was as though someone had let us out of some
dark place and into the sunlight agan.

The army's original plan called for a msei outfit of 1,500 from
the Islands and 2,500 from the mainland. But the crush of volun-
teers in Hawaii persuaded them to severse the proportions. We
were given three weeks to wind up our affairs—which most of us
would have been happy to do in three days—and there were senti-
mental and sometimes tearful farewell parties from Koko Head to
Kahuku, I suppose mine was fairly typrcal: the parade of aunts and
uncles and cousins, the last whispered words—"Be a good boy;
be careful; make us proud!”—and the crumpled $5 or $10 bill
pressed into my hand.

There was a flurry of packing, the goodbyes, all hasty now,
and my father and I were riding the bus to Nuuanu Saturday was
a regular working day for him, but he had said, “I think they will
understand if I do not come in this morning,” and picked up my
suitcase, He was very somber. 1 tried to think of something to say,
some way to tell him that he was important to me, and dear. But
nothing came out.

“I will not talk to you of women and drinking,” he said un-
expectedly, “for you are nearly full-grown and have always been
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good.ff

“I always tried, Papa.”

“But far from home, in strange places and among strange
people, men’s weaknesses sometimes get the best of them. Only
remember not to get into waters too deep for you to walk out of.”
He was quiet for a time, then said, “You know what on means in
Japanese?”

“Yes.” On is at the very heart of Japanese culture. On requires
that when onc man is aided by another he incurs a debt that is
never canceled, one that must be repaid at every opportunity
without stint or reservation.

“The Inouyes have great on for America,” my father said. “It
has been good 1o us. And now-—I would never have chosen it to be
this way—it is you who must try to return the goodness of this
country. You are my first son and you are very precious to your
mother and to me, but you must do what must be done. If it is
necessary, you must be ready to...to...”

Unable to give voice to the dread words, his voice trailed off.
“I know, Papa. I understand.”

“Do not bring dishonor on our name,” he whispered urgently.

And those same infinitely meaningful words must have been
spoken thousands of times all over the Islands in those climactic
last weeks when the men of the 442nd were coming together.

And now I was clambering up into the back of a GI truck,
struggling to hold my balance as it rumbled off and I stood waving
to the diminishing image of my father. “Goodbye!” I called long
after he was out of carshot, a forlorn but resolute figure, standing
there alone as if he never meant to leave, “Goodbye, Papa.”

We were to sail four days later, the 2,686 Hawaiian J apanese of
the 442nd Regimental Combat Team.



CHAPTER If

“THE FIRST BATTLE WILL BE BLOODY”

Becausk of the Lurline’s great speed, we traveled without convoy
and crossed the Pacific in four days. For nearly all of us, this was
the first time away from home, but except for the first view of San
Francisco's Golden Gate, we had scant opportunity to enjoy the
splendors of the mainland. We were hustled aboard a train as soon
as we docked and began wending our way through the back alleys
of America toward Hattiesburg, Mississippi. When we stopped—
only at night—for a fow minutes of calisthenics, people would
gather to stare at us, and though some of them brought us coflece
and doughnuts, you could tell that others, hanging back in awe,
were convinced that we were Japanese POWs.

It was mid-Aprit when we got to Camp Shelby, and it was as
though we had stepped out on another planet. We had come from
a land of color and warmth and great mountains falling to the sea,
and Mississippi was cold and flat and desolate wherever you
looked. They marched us to our barracks—"One big draft sur-
rounded by boards,” someone called them—and divided us into
companies and platoons and without any fooling around, we
began those thirteen long, hard months of training that would
make us soldiers.

Qur C.O. was a haole who had gone to Roosevelt High in Hono-
Iuly, Captain Ralph B, Ensminger, and from the very beginning
there wasn’t a man in E Company who wouldn't have followed
him into General Rommel's command post. He looked like a
soldier, six fect of lean hardness and a straight-in-the-eye firmness
when he talked to you., But more important, we felt that he was
one of us. To be honest, there were some Caucasian officers in the
carly days of the 442nd who sounded off about the injustice of
having to lead a bunch of Japs into battle. That would change—
we had 10 show them—but Captain Ensminger knew it all along.
He knew that though our skin was browner than his, we were no
less citizens of these same United States. And he also knew that
because not everyone thought so, we had some special problems
and anxieties.

In the third week of our training, when the period of our
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restriction to the company area was almost over, he assembled us
between the barracks of the 1st and 2nd Platoons and ordered us
to stand at ease. Then, squinting into the harsh sun, he began to
speak:

“Most Gls signed up to fight the enemy. That's all. Nobody has
called on them to do anything else, just to get the job finished so
we can all get back to what we were doing before the war started.
You men have an additional battle to fight. You have to overcome
the prejudice and discrimination that will be thrown at you, that
has been thrown at you, because your forefathers came from a
country that is now our enemy.”

You could hear the breathing of the man next to you. No one
moved. No one made a sound.

“To anyone who has grown up in Hawaii as I have, to anyone
who has gone to school with you people and worked with you and
played ball with you, it’s an insuit to hear your loyalty called into
question. It's personally painful to me to know about the indigni-
ties you've suffered: the relocation camps, the questions, the slurs.
But war does strange things to otherwise sensible people and 1
suppose there are those who haven’t yet gotten over the shock of
December 7. It's not enough for them to blame it on the Japanese
warlords. They need someone closer to home to blame, and they
picked you."

Now there was a slight stirring in the ranks. He was getting
uncomfortably close to hurts that every one of us had experienced.

“What can you do about it?” he said. “First, you can be the
best damn soldiers this country has cver known. You can fight
your first batle with everything you've got. And second, you can
conduct yourselves with the honor for which your people have
been known.”

He stopped and now his gaze took in the whole company, and
then he said those words that would stay with me-—with all of us,
I guess—all through the war: “Men, the first battle will be bloody.
But those \x{ho survive it will have a chance to make a world where
cvery man is a free man, and the equal of his neighbor. Let’s not
blow that chance.”

I fion't kno“{ how it got started, but pretty soon our pidgin-
English expression, “Go for broke!” became the Combat Team
motto. What did it mean? To give everything we did everything we



“THE FIRST BATTLE WILL BL BLOODY" 19

had m jab every bayonet dummy as though it were a living.
g Nazi; to ble over an obstacle course as though our
lives depcndcd on it; to march quick-time unti] we were ready to
drop, and then to break into a trot. The words were to become
part of the language, but in those spring and summer days of 1943,
if a newcomer to Shelby asked what “Go for broke” meant,
chances are he'd be told it was that crazy nisei outfit that fought
every tactical problem as though it was the Battle of Bataan.

1 had progressed from rifleman, to ammunition bearer for the
Browning automatic nile, to lead scout. After that first fiasco at
close-order drill, I did pretty well in my tests for assistant squad
leader, and when the wntten grades came back, I was promoted
to corporal. “The tme-table is a little off,” I wrote the folks. “I
was going to come home a corporal and they went and made me
one today. Guess I'lt have to shoot for sergeant now.” My mother
and father were naturally proud, but also a little concemned, 1 had
a very great responsibility, they wrote back, and all the family
was counting on me to fulfill 1t

The training got rougher. No Jonger could we be sure that
there'd be 2 hot shower and a soft bed waiting after a day in the
field. As squads and platoons learned to work together, we spent
days and nights far from the comforts of the post, gettng used to
K rations and rain on, and often in, pup tents. Then, suddenly,
it was over. And we could sensc it: we were ready. And on a May
afternoon in 1944, we shipped out for Newport News and a couple
of days later became part of a huge convoy bound for the places
where the shooting was.

1t took us 29 days to make the crossing. That was the period
when German submarine packs infested the Atlantic, and we
swerved north and south in our efforts to elude them. One day the
wind would blow in your face with bitter cold, and three days
later you would be sweltering under a broiling sun. And so we
knew that we were backtracking and zigzagging, but exactly where
we went in those 29 days, no man could say.

We landed at Naples on a beautifully blue Mediterrancan morn-
ing. In the far distance, the hills looked like some land out of
n fairy tale, green and gently rounded and beckoning. But the
scars of war lay everywhere before our eyes, The harbor was a
ruin of sunken ships and demolished buildings. Just beyond, the
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gutted city seemed to quiver in expectation of another air raid. The
roads, which had just been cleared, swarmed with lines of trucks
and marching troops, and scurrying alongside, begging food and
cigarettes and, I suppose, anything at all, was the pathetic refuse
of the shattered city—men with haunted eyes and children in
tatters of clothing.

Early in June, we boarded a fleet of creaky LSTs and sailed
north to Anzio, debarking on a night the Germans chose to bomb
a mammoth supply dump. We watched in nervous awe as each
fiery explosion lit the sky and red tracer bullets zoomed upward
and puffs of flak reached out for the Luftwaffe raiders. Before
dawn, we were loaded into a truck convoy and driven to a bivouac
area at Civitaveccia where for two weeks we worked out the kinks
of the ocean voyage and honed our fighting skills.

Now cverything happened swiftly, On June 10, the 442nd Com-
bat Team was attached to the 34th Infantry Division. On June 24,
we moved into an advanced bivouac and the next day marched 13
miles to a last asscmbly area. On June 26, just before dawn, we
were sent into the line and had made contact with the enemy
by 8:30.

It seemed so easy. We formed a line of skirmishers and advanc-
ed, squeezing off a shot whenever we saw movement across the
barren land. I watched my men. I was proud of them, of the way
they took advantage of every bit of cover, of the way they moved
steadily ahead, as though this were no more than another tactical
exercise at Camp Shelby. It was all antomatic. There was no sense
of danger. T felt no fear.

Qur objective was the high ground around the town of Bel-
vedere, with the 2nd Battalion driving forward on the right flank.
We had gone 1,500 yards, maybe half way, when the regular
crackling of German rifle fire began to be punctuated by the
unmistakable crrrump of their 88s. The order came down to dig in.
We burrowed as close to that warm earth as we could get,
suddenly aware that death was flying overhead and crashing down
on cvery side of us.

In a litte while, squad leaders were called back for new orders.
I crawled up a draw to a little grove of trees and got the word
:;::cuut)l‘l:: l()‘(irth Battalion'was moving up in an attempt to encircle

n. We were to give them a chance to get in position and
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then drive straight forward, 1 went back to my squad and passed
the word. Then we waited, listening to those 88 shells whistle
over, fecling them shake the earth around us. And while we waited,
one of those shells drove into battalion headquarters and killed the
first man in the outfit, It was Captain Ensminger,

The first battle would be bloody, he had said, and at Jast we all
knew what he meant.



CHAPTER 1V

GO FOR BROKE!

IT was a murderous baptism of fire. G Company, on our left flank,
Jost every officer but the company commander. In my platoon, I
was the only squad leader unhit, and before the day was out I
was made acting platoon guide. In late afternoon, burrowed down
behind a narrow fold of ground and sweating out a particularly
withering hail of fire, 1 heard the piercing whine of a shell that
was headed in maybe SO yards behind me—it’s astounding how
quickly you learn to track an 88 by its sound. I dug in even lower,
twisting around so I could see the explosion, and in a great puff of
smoke and earth and debris, I saw Jenhatsu Chinen killed. The
shell all but tore his head from his body, smashing his shoulder so
that his arm dangled crazily and laying his brains bare. 1 ran to
him, totally oblivious of the continuing shelling, but of course he
was beyond help. I lay beside him for a while in the ragged depres-
sion torn out of the ground by the shell that killed him, and I kept
thinking of how we had horsed around together in college, of how
proud his mother had been that her boy was studying to become a
doctor. And now that fine mind and gentle soul were mashed into
the dust and dirt of some rocky Italian field, and if 1 ever lived
long enough to scc Jen's mother again, what would 1 say to her?
And then the shelling eased up a little and we got the word to
push on, and I said so long to my friend Jenhatsu Chinen and
moved back up to the head of my platoon.

In the early evening of July 6, with all three rifle companies on
the line, we drove the Germans off Hill 140 and were relieved by
the 100th Battalion. Our first battle was over. It had lasted four
days and four nights, but to this moment the whole wildly furious
thing sticks in my mind as a lifelong nightmare.

There were other days, other battles, each one leading inevitably
to the next, through all the deadly weeks and months to come.
Soon every man who lived bore his personal grief, and there were
commanders for whom every single casualty was a personal grief,

We ran through §cvcral C.Os, as did every company in the
outfit, for the mortality rate among junior officers was very heavy.
Then we got the man who would lead us to the end, Captain

22
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Thomas W. Akins, a onctime schoolteacher turned tough as steel |
by the pressures of war, He was a red-headed, ramrod-straight
Texan, and every bone and muscle in his body was military, We
felt a special confidence following Captain Akins, he always knew
exactly what he was doing and he scemed to Jead a charmed Jife.
Though he was forever right smack in the forefront of the fighting,
he was one of the few officers in the regiment who was never hit.

I fought through all but two of the 442nd’s battles, but the war
remains fixed jn my mind, not as an orderly progression of set-
backs and victosies, but rather as a kaleidoscopic jumble of hours
and minutes and scconds, some of which make me proud, and
some of which 1 have been twenty years trying to forget.

Few men fought in all of the 442nd’s campaigns and battles.
Our casualty rate was so high that eventually it took 12,000 men
to fill the original 4,500 places in the regiment. But fewer men
still missed a battle as long as they could stand up and hold an M1,
The outfit had the lowest AWOL ratc in the European theater of
operations and the only men I ever heard about gaing over the hill
had very special reasons.

In Autumn 1944 the 442nd shoved off for Francc. We thought
the war was going to end any munute, that France would be a
breeze after the unending battles for every hill in Italy. The 7th
Army was driving up the Rhone Valley. North, Patton’s 3rd
Army was sheing straight toward Germany. It didn't seem as
though anything in the world could stop us. But the hard fact is
that our very bitterest fighting lay ahead, and many of the men
who looked forward to France as a lark and a ot of laughs died
there without sceing anything but the port of debarkation and a
couple of foxholes that didn’t look a bit different from Jtalian
foxholes,

As the famous battle to rescue the “Lost Battalion™ was about
1o begin, I remember sitting on a stump writing a last letter home
and trying to ignorc the periodic whincs and explosions of the 88s.
Somcone stuck his face at mine and said the C.O. wanted to see
me. ¥ signed off with something smart like, *Time out, folks, the
¢aptain wants me to come down and tell kim how to win the war.”
Then § grabbed my helmet and took off for the C.P. I suppose ¥
thought there was some change in plan, I don’t know. I certainly
Badn't the vaguest idea that what was in store for me was a stun«
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ning upheaval in my personal fortunes.

At the C.P., Captain Akins simply said that I was to report to
the adjutant at regimental headquarters immediately. Any other
time and place 1 would have asked what was up—I mean, that
was an odd order to get an hour from jump-offi—but he was
preoccupied with preparations, the jeep driver was waiting and—
well, odd or not, an order is an order.

But I couldn’t help thinking, and my thoughts were wild; had
there been a death in my family? was one of ray men in trouble?
was 1?

At regimental headquarters Master Sergeant Earl Kubo, a for-
mer police lieutenant and an old buddy, was waiting for me. But
instead of the casual, “Hi, Dan,” he jumped to his feet and snap-
ped off a salute. “Sir,” he said, “this is for you.” And he handed
me an cnvelope.

“Thank you, sir,” I said, taking it naturally assuming hc was
relieving some of the pressure with a harmless little joke.

“Begging your pardon, sir,” he said, and there wasn't the trace
of a smile on his face, “but 1 believe I'm entitled to have my
salute returned.”

Automatically I lifted my hand to my head in a lame imitation
of a salute. “You gone battle-happy, Earl?” I said.

“No, sir. And 1 think the contents of that envelope will explain
everything, if the Liemtenant wonld open it.”

Still staring at him, uncomprehending, I tore the thing open and
at last my cyes focused on the single sheet of paper: I had been
awarded a battleficld commission; I was now a 2nd lieutenant in
the Army of the United States.

On November 6, I started back to rejoin my outfit. By the time
T reached them, the bloody battle aof the “Lost Battalion” was
over. My platoon, which had numbered 20 men when I left them
only three days before, now had eleven Gls capable of carrying a
weapon; and that included me,

When we were detached from the 86th Division and shipped
to Nice, General Dahlquist sent an official letter of commendation:

“(1) The 36th Division regrets that the 442nd Combat Team
must be detached and sent on other duties. The period during
which you have served, October 14 to November 18, 1944, was
one of hard, intense fighting through terrain as difficult as any
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high and heavily-defended ridge. In the early evening, Captain
Akins called the platoon leaders together and gave us our ord-ters.
All three rific platoons were to be deployed, two moving up in a
frontal attack, with my platoon assigned to skirt the left flank and
come in from the side. Whichever one reached the heights first
was to secure them against counter-attack, for momentum was
vital.

I went back to my area and briefed the men. I watched them
move off in isolated clusters, seeking some last moments of soli-
tude before committing their bodies again to the fates of war.
Many pulled out talismans which they felt, or maybe only hoped
had guarded them through all the bloody months past: a St. Chris-
topher medal, a Buddhist charm, a rusted .30 calibre bullet. Some
fingered their sen ninbari, a piece of white cloth with 1,000
stitches, cach of which, in the Japanese tradition, protected the
wearer against 1,000 misfortunes. I remember old ladies standing
on the strect corners of Honolulu with sen ninbaris destined for
their sons in the army, asking total strangers to sew in a stitch.

Was it all nonsense, a throwback to some pagan time when men
did not realize that they could invoke the protection of an
almighty God? Who knows? I only know that God was not
neglected on that night of April 20. We prayed, deeply, devoutly.
And I don’t belicve you can fault a man who is asked to face
sudden death if he seeks a small measure of comfort in some
carthly amulet,

The fact is that T had carried two silver dollars, won during my
pambling heyday in Camp Shelby, through every campaign. But
perhaps T had special reason to regard them as a lucky charm.
One was bent and the other cracked almost in two from absorbing
the impact of a German bullet during the Battle of Bruyéres.
Since I carried them in a breast pocket and wore a purple welt on
my chest for two weeks after the incident, I had some grounds for
belicving they had done me some good.

And the further fact is that on this night of April 20, I was
suddenly and acutely troubled because they had mysteriously dis-
appeared. I scarched the area as best I could in the darkness, and
1 flskcd around, but it was no use. Undoubtedly 1 had bent forward
with my pocket unflapped and the coins had slipped out, to be
unknowingly ground into the muddy carth by someone’s boot.
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1 walked back to my tent, shivering a linle for the night had
grown cold. I fumbled through my pack for my ficld jacket, and
that was gone. And 1 remembered: in the heat of the afiernoon,
miles to the south, I had put it on the ground beside me during a
break, and when the break was over I had marched off and left it.
1 can ¢all to mind the sad, sinking sensation that settled in the pit
of my stomach. My brain jed me to be ible; so I'd
lost a field jacket and two beat-up silver dollars; so what? But
from the message center in my heart, 1 kept hearing forebodings
of disaster,

I went over to First Sergeant Dan Aoki’s tent and borrowed his
camouflaged parka. I knew he treasured it and I promised to take
good care of it. “But kecp an eye on me,” I said. “I have a fecling
that tomorrow is not going to be one of my best days and you
may have to peel it off my back.”

He didn't laugh. He said, *"You bring it back yourself or I don't
want it.”

We jumped off at first light. Off to the right, we could hear the
crackle of rifle fire and an occasional machine gun burst as the
st and 2nd platoons closed on the permeter of the German
defenses. For us, though, it was like a training manual exercise.
Everything worked I walked along directing artillery with my
walkie-talkie. What httle opposition we met, we outflanked or
pinned down until someone could get close enough to finish them
ofl with a grenade. We wiped out a patrol and a mortar observa-
tion post without really slowing down. As a result, we reached the
western edges of the rise where the main Line of resistance was
anchored long beforc the frontal assault force, And we didn’t mean
to sit there and wait for them. We were right under the German
guns, 40 yards from their bunkers and rocky defensc positions, so
close I had to call off our artillery. We had a choice of cither
moving up or getting the hell out of there.

We moved, hunching slowly up that slope that was so painfully
devoid of cover, and almost at once three machine guns opened up
on us. I can still smell that piece of unyielding ground under my
face, and hear the w-hisss of the bullets tearing the air above my
helmet. T lay there for a second, thinking about how neatly they
had pinned us here and wondering how long it would take them
to get us all i we just lay there hugging the earth. Then T pulled
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a grenade from my belt and got up. Somebody punched me in the
side, although there wasn’t a soul near me, and I sort of fell back-
ward. Then I counted off three seconds as I ran toward that angry
splutter of flame at the mouth of the nearest machine gun. I threw
the grenade and it cleared the log bunker and exploded in a shower
of dust and dirt and metal, and when the gun crew staggered erect
1 cut them down with my tommy gun. I heard my men pounding
up the hill behind me and 1 waved them toward the Jeft where the
other two nests were adjusting their field of fire to cover the whole
slope. )
‘I‘)My God, Dan,” someone yelled in my ear, “you're bleeding!
Get down and I'll get an aid man!”

I looked down to where my right hand was clutching my
stomach. Blood oozed wet between the fingers. I thought: That
was no punch, you dummy. You took a slug in the gut.

I wanted to move on; we were pinned down now and the
moment was crucial. Unless we stirred, unless we did something
quickly, they'd pick us off one at a time. And I knew it was up to
me. I lurched up the hill. I lobbed two grenades into the second
emplacement before the rifiemen guarding it ever saw me, But I
had fallen to my knees. Somehow they wouldn't Jock and I
couldn't stand and I had to pull myself forward with one hand.
Somcone was hollering, “Come on, you guys, go for broke!” And
hunched over, they charged up into the full fire of the third
machine gun. And I was so fiercely prond of those guys I wanted
to cry.

Then they had to drop and seck protection from the deadly
stutter of that last gun. Some of them tried to crawl closer but
hadn’t a prayer. And all the time I was shuffling my painful way
up on the flank of the emplacement, and at last I was close enough
to pull the pin on my last grenade. And as I drew my arm back,
:{11 in a flash of light and dark I saw him, that faceless German,
like a strip of motion picture film running through a projector
that’s gone berserk. One instant he was standing waist-high in the
bunker, and the next he was aiming a rifle grenade at my face
from a range of ten yards. And even as I cocked my arm to throw,
he fired and his rific grenade smashed into my right clbow and
exploded and all but tore my arm off. I Jooked at it, stunned and
unbelieving. It dangled there by a few bloody shreds of tissue, my
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grenade still clenched in a fist that suddenly didn't belong to me
any more.

It was that grenade that burst into my consciousness, dispelling
the unreality of that motion picture in my brain, and the shock of
that astounding and spectral moment in time. The grenade mecha-
nism was ticking off the seconds. In two, three or four, it would
go off, finishing me and the good men who were rushing up to
help me.

“Get back!” 1 screamed, and swung around to pry the grenade
out of that dead fist with my left hand. Then I had it free and
I turned to throw and the German was reloading his rifle. But this
time I beat him. My grenade blew up in his face and 1 stumbled
to my feet, closing on the bunker, firing my tommy gun left-
handed, the useless right arm slapping red and wet against my
side.

My men were running up on both sides of the emplacement. It
was almost over. But some last German, in his terminal instant of
life, squeezed off a final burst from the machine gun and a bullet
caught me in the right leg and threw me to the ground and I rolled
over and over down the hill.

There was a crowd of men around me and someone was saying,
“Let’s carry him back,” and they were grabbing at my legs but 1
kicked free.

“Get back up that hill!” I said in a voice that didn't sound
remotely like mine. “Nobody called off the war! I want you to set
up defensive positions and hold until the rest of the outfit gets
here! Report back when you're all set. Get me a casualty report
as soon as you can! Now get moving!”

And so they left me there, all alone with what used to be my
arm, until the medic came. I asked him to cut the arm off, but he
paled and said he couldn't. Instead, he gave me a shot of morphine
so that soon I quit wanting to scream out in pain, and before 1
could stop him he'd slit the Ist sergeant’s beautiful jacket clear
up the side. Then he finally managed to get a tourniquet around
the stump. “I'll get a couple of men and we'll carry you out of
here,” he said,

“I'm staying until the rest of the outfit pets here,” I said. “I'm
okay. You go look after some of the others.”

it didn’t take long. Captain AXins was among the first to find
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me. He said I'd be okay, I'd be fine, and I said sure 1 would, and
realized for the first time that whatever else I was going to be, I
was surely not going to be a doctor, not with one arm.

I sent for my platoon sergeant, Gordon Takasaki. *“You're boss
now, Gordie,” I told him, “the new platoon leader. Now listen to
me. This thing is going to be over soon—a week, a month, soon.
Take care of yourself and take care of the men. Don’t let anybody
get knocked off so close to the end. Understand?”

Dan Aoki came by as they were loading me onto a litter. A lot
of men were watching. “So long, Dan,” they called.

“I'm sorry about your jacket, Sarge,” I said.

“T’ll take it out of your hide, Lieutenant.” But I noticed that he
was crying.

Then they carricd me down off that hill. And all the way down
I could hear men calling, “So long, Dan.”

It was April 21. The German resistance in our sector ended on
April 23, Ninc days later, the war in Italy was over and a week
after that, the enemy surrendered unconditionally.



CHAPTER V
A LONG WAY HOME

AT th= battalicn aid statien, they fished as much it and shrapre]
as they cotld oct of my 2rm and fost whistled when they saw the
body weund: the bullet had gooe in rear the right €22 and come
out = slug’s width from my spine. Then they pet a “Morphine™
t27 on me, g;ave me another shot 2nd trundlzed ©e ino 2n ambele
ance for the uip to the f£2ld bospital,

Someone cams aroucd 2nd showed me 2 bottle of Hlood. It
k2d 3 pams on it—Thomas Jeffersog Smith, 92nd Division—and
wkhile they were nzgong it for trandusion into my lft am, I
thouzht hoa funny that was, showing me the blood, ke a waiter
displaying the label on a boctle of wire for your approval Ard
because I was to have 17 transfusions that first week, kalf of them
who'e bood, 1 had plenty of opporturity to find cut that it wasn't
fuzny at all. A lot of that blood was collected from the 925d
Division itsclf, and it was shown to the recipizat, without com-
meet, as sifent evidence that fighting men did more than fight, that
they cared enough about each other and the men assigned to their
sector to donate their blood against that time when somsbody,
maybe the guy in the next fothole, would peed it (o sustain fifs.
Ard as I thought about the all-Negro 92nd Division and Jooked at
those names—Washington, Woodrow Wilson Psterson—it dawned
on me that I was being pumped full of Negro blood. I 2m very,
very grateful for it, and wish I could personally thank every man
who donated it for me.

Somctime after that first transfusion, I guess they did give me a
whiffl of hing because 1 ber floating off in that sky-
rocketing darkness for a long time. It must have been the pext day
before 1 checked in again, I was in an eormous ward and still
another doctor was Jooking me over as though I were a fugitive
from the law of averages. “How do you feel, Lizutenant?™ he said
in a melancholy tone. He was 2 very young captain,

“Not too bad. Did they cut my arm off7”

"No.no.'rbey...uh...jusz..."

“You mean they're going to save i7" Now he fooked as thourh
he wanted to sun off and bidz. J tried twisting sround for a look

b N ;".\

n
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at my arm but it was under the covers and I hadn't the strength
for an extended search. “Look, sir, I want you to tell me what the
scote is. Did they cut it off or not?”

You could just sce him struggling to get a grip on himself. He
was really very young. “They couldn’t cut it off,” he said. “It’s
turned gangrenous and they’ll have to treat that and then sort of
build up your strength before. .. they can proceed.”

T cosed my eyes. So that was that. From now on they could call
me Lefty. I think that was the first moment I thought of myself as
an amputee, But it's a funny thing—neither then, nor during all
the long months of rehabilitation, did I consider myself a cripple
aor an invalid. It just never became part of my thinking. It isn't
part of my thinking today.

In a few days, I suppose when they became reasonably convine-
cd that I wasn’t going to dic after all, I was transferred back to the
general hospital at Leghorn. And it was there, on May 1, Lei Day
in Hawaii, that the gangrene was sufficiently checked so that they
could amputate my right arm. It wasn’t an emotionally big deal
for me. I knew it was coming off and, in fact, had stopped think-
ing of it as belonging to me for some time, But acceptance and
rchabilitation are cntirely different things. I had adjusted to the
shock before the operation. My rehabilitation began almost imme-
diately afterward.

I was staring at the ceiling in the afternoon of my first day as
an amputee when a nurse came by and asked if T needed anything.
*A cigarette would go pretty good,” I said.

“Yes, surcly.” She smiled and walked off, returning in a few
minutes with a fresh pack of Camels. “Here you are, Licutenant,”
she said, still smiling, and neatly placed the whole pack on my
chest and went on her merry way.

For a :whilc I just stared at it. Then I fingered it with my left
hz_md, trying to decide how I'd go about it if 1 did decide to have a
fling at opening it with onc hand. 1 mean, have Yyou ever tricd
opening a pack of cigarettes with one hand?

_ I sneaked a look around the ward to sec if there was anyonc
in shape to help me, but everyone scemed to be at least as badly
off as 1 was: This was obviously nor the ward reserved for officers
o s el ot snd chaly ores. Then 1 egan pan-

i ; ack, g it under my chin and trying to
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rip it open with my fingernails. 1t kept slipping away from me and
1 kept trying again, sweating in my fury and frustration ns frecly
as if I'd been on a forced march, In fifteen minutes, 1'd torn the
pack and hall the cigareties in it to shreds, but I'd finally gotten
one between my lips. Which is when I realized that that bitch of a
nurse hadn't brought me any matches.

[ rang the bell and she came sashaying in, still smiling, still
trailing that aura of good cheer that made me want to clout her
one. “I need a light,” 1 said.

“Oh," she said prettily. “Of course you do.” She pulied a pack
of matehes out of her pocket—she had had them all the time, the
dumb broad!—and carcefully put them in my hand, And she strolled
off againt

It I had obeyed my first instinct I'd have bellowed after her
with rage. If I'd obeyed my second instinct, I'd have burst out
crying. But let’s face it, 1 was a big boy now, an officer, and I just
couldn't et some female Sadsack get the best of me. I just contdn™t.

So I started fooling around with the matches. I clutched them
and pulled them and twisted them and dropped them, and I never
came remotely close to tearing one free, let alone getting it lit, But
by this time I had decided that I'd sooncr boil in oil before asking
her for anything again. So I just lay there, fuming silently, and
having extremely un-Christian thoughts about that angel of mercy,
Miss Whatever-the-hell-her-name-was.

1 was on the verge of dozing off when she came around again,
still smiling. “What's the matter, Licutchant?” she purred. “Have
you decided to quit smoking? It's just as well ., . cigarettes make
you cough and .. ."

"I couldn’t pet the damned thing fit.”

She tsk-tsked at her thoughtl and sat gracefully on the
edge of my bed. “I should have realized,” she said, taking the
mangled matches from me. *Some amputees like 10 figure it om
for themselves, It gives them a feeling of—~wel), accomplishment.
You knaw, But it dosen’t matter, There'll be lots of things youl!
be leaming for yoursell. We only give you the start.”

1 just gaped at her. [ didn't even know what the was talking
about. A start on what? Whn needed her? “Look,” § prowled,
“Just light the cigarette, %ill yos? Tve been three hours trying to
get this thing smoked
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“Yes, I know.” Nothing ruffled her. Absolutely nothing. “But
you sce, 1 won't be around to light your cigarette all the time. Y.ou
can’t depend on other pzople. Now you have only one hand with
which to do all the things that you used to do with two hands.
And you have to learn how. We'll start with the matches, all
right?”

And damned if she didn’t open the cover, bend a match for-
ward, close the cover, flick the match down and light it—all with
one hand, all in a split sccond.

“Sce?” she said.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Now let's see you do it.”

1 did it. Y lit the cigarette. And all at once her smile wasn’t
objectionable at all. It was lovely. I wish T could remember her
name~I'fl never forget her face—but all I remember is that
she came from Eagle Pass, Texas, and as far as I was concerned
she was the best damn nurse in the United States Army. In a single
moment she had made me see the job that lay ahead of me, and in
all the weeks that followed she found a thousand subtle ways to
help me master it. And in the year and a half that it took me to
become a fully functioning citizen again, no one ever did anything
more important for me than that nurse did on that afternoon in
Leghorn when she showed me how to light a cigarette, the after-
noon my rehabilitation began.

In carly July, I was checked out of the hospital at Leghorn, The
next stop was Naples and some more fancy surgery to close up
the flap on my arm. Two or three operations later—it was the
end of July—I was ready to go back to the States, destination:
Miami, Florida. It was a great thrill, that moment when they told
me, but it wasn't the same as it must have been for other Gls.
Home for me was Hawaii, and I knew that I faced more surgery
and many months of rchabilitation before I could go home. Still,
it was a lfong step in the right direction and every new tangible
token of the U.S.A. went straight to my heart.

I was assigned to Atlantic City for my twenty-month long state-
side rehabilitation. Atlantic City was wonderful. I suppose the
fact that it was so near the ocean gave it a special appeal to me.
And beyond that, there was hardly anything you could tell the
people who ran the place about the care and feeding of human
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beings. And there was a lot to be said for the facilities. Instead of
a hospital, we were installed in one of those luxury hotels taken
over by the government early in the war, Instead of a ward, we
were assigned three-man suites. All in all, it beat the stuffing out
of a slit trench on Mt. Nebbione in the Italian Apennines,

But of course it wasn't the opulence of the quarters that made
this time in my life so meaningful. Nor was it the fact that T
learned to function, to be as sclf-sufficient with one arm as I'd
been with two, It was, quite simply, that over the next twenty
months this bristle-edged roughneck of an infantry officer was

f d mto hif bl a i Me, a

gentleman!

And it was no accident. I was a F lion project, Of
Eliza Doolittle. Some of my hew haole buddies at the hospita)
decided they were gomng to bufl the jagged comers off the kid from
Moiliili who pretended to know all there was to know about any-
thing worth knowing—but still broke into pidgin-Englisk when he
got excited; who had been in some of the best restaurants in the
world’s most sophisticated cities—and was still more comfortable
with chopsticks than with a knife and fork; whose idea of a stimu-
lating evening was a high stakes crap game; and whose favorate
before-, during-, and after-dinner beverage was 3.2 beer, and keep
it coming! As you can see, there was a Jot of raw material to work
with and any civilizing contribution my new mentors could make
had to be 2 distinct improvement.

For the first time { really came 1o understand kaoles as people.
I mean, let’s face it, you eat and sleep and learn with a bunch of
guys, and help change the dressings on their amputated arms and
legs, and pretty soon you don't even notice that their cyes arc
shaped differently from yours. What you do notice is that they're
people, the same us you arc, with a set of worries and joys that
pretty much match your own.

And then, of course, they went to work ironing out those imitat-
ing little differences that I'd brought from Moiliili. Like the fact
that I couldn't make a “th" sound to save myself. “Hey dere,” I'd
83y, “ahat’s dat?”

Oe officer who had his M.S. in English once held a mirror up
to my little idiosyncrasies of pronunciation, and I didn't like what
Isaw. “Dat,” he said (o me, bearing down heavily on each word, |

e

’
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blame on anybody. I don't even really care about all that stuff
that happened before. What I'm interested in is tomorrow. I want
my kids to have every break. I demand it!” )

And little by little 1 began to appreciate what he was talking
about. There scemed to be inherent in every American of Oriental
descent 2 certain subtle sense of inferiority.

What Sakae was saying, and what 1 came to believe with all
my heart and soul, was that the time had come for us to step
forward. We had fought for that right with all the furious
patriotism in our bodies and now we didn’t want to go back to
the plantation. Times were changing. The old patterns were break-
ing down. We wanted to take our full place in society, to make the
greatest contribution of which we were capable, not for Hawaii's
Japanese-Americans, but for Hawaii.

In time, I came to think that I could direct my best cffort
toward these ends as a lawyer. Nor did I ever envision mysclf
studying law so I could defend the needy and protect the rights of
the hard-pressed. From the first, I thought about the law in its
purest sense, the law of the land. I wanted to help make the laws.
1 wanted to become a lawyer so 1 could go into politics.

Nothing I can possibly say would be an exaggeration of the
importance of those talks Sakac and I had. In my mind, there
came a gradual gathering together of past and future. History was
no longer a catalogue of old heroes and stirring events. It was the
shape and real problems and the concern of the very human men
who wrestled with them. The things that happened in Hawaii in
these next years of promise and change would be the history my
children Icarned in school, and it would mark their lives, and their
children’s lives, for better or for worse.

I was finally discharged, as fully restored as the army’s best
efforts could make me, in May 1947. Arriving in Hawaii 1 had
calied from the terminai—“Hello, Papa, I'm sorry to wake you
up, but I'm at Hickam Ficld and I'll be there in twenty minutes”—
and now as I stood outside the house in the still, deserted street I
suddenly couldn't belicve it. Was I really home? Had all those
incredible things happened to me in the more than two and a half
years that had passed since I last saw this place? Then the door

opened and light poured into the dark street and my mother was
saying, “Ken?”
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1 had my arm around her and felt her tears. I had my amm
around all of them, my father, my sister May who had been a
child when I left and was now grown and beautiful, my brothers
John and Robert flushing with embarrassment and the pride plain
in their faces. It was a sublimely happy moment, that homecoming,
those few first minutes when we dispelled the long years with our
joy and gratitude.



CHAPTER VI

NO MAN IS AN ISLAND

IN 1924, the year I was born, Americans of Japanese ancestry
made up a bare five per cent sliver of Hawaii’s voting pc?pulahon.
Less than twenty-three years later, when I was finally discharged
from the army and came home fo stay, the nisei were the largest
single voting bloc in the islands, having accounted for three out
of every ten ballots cast in the previous year’s election. They
spurred no social upheaval with their votes then, the usual com-
fortable Republican majoritics were returned to the Territorial
legislature, but one could hardiy help fecling a certain stir in that
postwar spring. There were more Oriental names in the House of
Representatives. Good solid Chinese and Japanese families were
moving into the better neighborhoods, and the Jiaoles were making
room for them without 2 murmur. Hawaii seemed at a turning
point in history, gathering breath as it made ready to push off in
directions never before imagined. One could almost feel the fer-
ment of impending change. A quiet revolution was brewing and
it was an exciting time to be alive.

Once I was back to normal living, the first thing I did was
register for classes at the University. I remember talking with my
old friend and teacher Dr. Hamre, and how hard it was for him
to accept the fact that I was giving up my drcam of medicine.
“You'd make a fine internist, Dan,” he said, ‘“‘or a radiologist.
There are any number of branches of medicine in which you don't
need ...”

The poor man's voice trailed off in embarrassment and I had
to help him: “... two hands? Sure, your're right, sir, but you
know how it's always been for me. A surgeon or nothing.”” We
stood there awkwardly for a moment, then I said, “Anyway, 1
feel compensated. I want to be a lawyer. When I was a kid I used
to go to sleep thinking about all the sick people I was going to
help. Now I think about all the people and all their problems, and
I'm not worried about not having enough to do.”

I worked hard at my pre-law courses and got good, though not
spc.cmgular grades. I was clected to the Student Council and was
active in the 442nd Veterans Club and eventually served as a two-

40



term commander of the Disabled American Veterans Oahu
chnll:lelfhz summer of 1947, I was signed up as a member of the
Democratic party by that onctime police captain, John Burns,
who, in those dangerously tense days a!Eer Pearl Harbor, .hnd
publicly exp d his confid in Hawait’s Jap A erican
community. In & time when most people—and many officials—
were loudly worying about the Islands® security because of the
“foreign™ element in our midst, Jack Bums wrote a lc}lcr to the
newspaper declaring that he wasn't worried at all. In ltxs capacity
as a police officer, he said, and as the man charged with respon-
sibility for civilian intelligence matters, he had yet to sec or hear
anything that would lessen his full faith in the Joyalty of Hawaii’s
Americans of Japanese descent. It is dufficult now to fully under-
stand how much courage it took for an official to make such a
statement in those nervous days after Pearl Harbor was bombed.
But the nisei und d, and they bered, and their feeling
of aloha for Jack Burns runs strong to this day.

Now it was 1948 and Jack Burns, who did understand, was
1etired from the police force and active in polhtics. In fourteen
years he would be Governor of the State of Hawait, but anyone
who might have made such a prediction in 1948 would have been
fed off to have his head examined. Apart from the Republicans’
customary prosperity at the polls, the Democratic Party seemed in
an unusually bleak state of despair,

Evén my more broad-minded friends were concerned when they
heard I'd cast my lot with this ragtag outfit. “Think about your
future, Dan,” they said. “If you have to get involved in politics,
why don't you join the Republicans™

“Because I don’t believe in their principles.”

“Oh, come on, buddy, what's the difference between them,
gﬁp‘ that the Republicans arc in and the Democrats never will

This argument always imitates me. 1 happen to believe that

lh::? is a deep and fund 1 difference b the two major
:mts In our country, and I don’t think I've ever crystallized it

better than when ! told my friends, “The difference between them
is that the Republicans’ chief concern is property, things, what we
©sn; the Democrats worry about people—what we are.”
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. 1 don't know if I convinced them, but I didn’t much care.
Politics was all new to me, supercharged with excitement—a real-
life game in which the stakes were the ideas and people you belie-
ved in—and I knew from the very beginning that I was in it to stay.

There was a girl. My parents knew her parents and I had seen
her around college—she was an instructor or something—but I
hadn’t ever met her. Then in the winter of 1947, a week before
Thanksgiving, somecone introduced us and, in the unlikeliest cir-
cumstances, I promptly decided that I was going to marry her. I
don't think the possibility of marriage had ever even occurred to
me before that moment, but afterward it never left my mind.
Everything I had and wanted to have suddenly became absolutely
meaningless unless Margaret Awamura would share it with me.

1 proposed on our second date and we had a long and happy
courtship. It was a rare day when we didn’t see each other and no
day passed without at least one long telephone conversation
between us. The most insignificant happenings took on a certain
importance when we talked about them—because we talked about
them—and in sudden innocence we unraveled our innermost
thoughts and memories so that the experiences of one became a
part of the other. We never formally announced our intentions to
our parents. Mine became first to know when I asked Maggie to
go to church with us one Sunday. All the family had their turn at
sneaking sideways looks at her, all but my mother who paid strict
attention, as always, to the service. But later, when I had taken
Maggie home, it was Mother who put their speculation into words.

“It is one thing to take a girl dancing,” she said. “It is another
to take her to church. You must be serious about her.”

“I am. I'm going to marry her, Mother.”

Her cyes crinkled with gladness and she reached up to hug me.
“May you both have long days, and happy ones,” she said. “She
is a lovely girl.”

My father shook my hand, there were some jokes from my
brothers and sister. Then they got down to brass tacks. Was Mar-
garet a Methodist? Mother wanted to know. Had I spoken to her
father? Had we chosen a wedding date?

1 bcg-:m working my way through the answers: Margaret had
been raised a Congregationalist, but would be happy to become a
member of my church. I had not spoken to her father; the
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Awamuras, in fact, had no knowledge of our intentions. As for a
wedding date, we had decided to wait until I finished my junior
year the following June,

Now my father took over: “In order for this to be done pro-
perly, we must choose someone to discuss the terms of the

iage with a rep ive of the A house.”

“You mean a ... a go-between?” I yelped, horrified.

“Of course. It would be considered insulting for you to presume
to ask for her hand directly.,” He firmly shushed my agitated
protest before 1 got it out fully, “Daniel, this is a tradition among
our people. It does you no harm and it will please the Awamuras
and the Inouyes. Shall we consider it settled?”

“Yes, sure,” I muttered and sank back in my chair.

I'll say this about the ultra-formal and stylized way of arranging
a wedding among people of Yapanese descent: they must be doing
something right, for their divorce rate is among the world's Jowest.
For our go-between—called nakaodo in Japanese—we chose the
‘Yasumoris, pillars of the church and dear old family friends. The
Awamuras choices were also eminently respected members of the
community, Dr. and Mrs. Kohatsu. On the appointed evening, the
Inouye team—and we were quite a contipgent, Mr, and Mrs,
Yasumori, my parents and myself—apy d at the A 3
home en the stroke of eight. We brought the traditional gifts of
tice, sake and fish, and we took our places on the floor in the
traditional way, the Yasumoris and the Kohatsus facing each other
from opposite sides of a low table. Behind their respective
nakgodos sat the Inouyes and the Awamuras, and farthest away
from the action, as though we were only incidental onlookers, sat
Maggie and 1. Now and then I caught her eye and we smiled
secretly. Only the nakaodos spoke. R

First the gifts were exchanged. Then Mr. Yasumori began to
extol the virtues of one Daniel Ken Inouye—he was a finc,
upstanding young man from a good family, a war hero now study-

ing very hard for an honorable profession—and I had to concen-
trate 10 remember that he was talking about me. .
The Kohatsus accepted this intelligence impassively—the
Avamurss looked ns though they were pretending pot 1o have
d then our side listened to the recitation of Maggic’s
quilities; she had carned 2 master’s degree, was SO 20000
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a seamstress that she made all her own clothes, and her family’s
reputation for honor was unimpeachable. I wanted very much to
add that on top of all that she was beautiful, but I held my peace.

Now the nakaodos consulted briefly with their clients, presum-
ably recommending that the engagement be made. Then Mr. Yas&l—
mori passed to Dr. Kohatsu the ring I had bought wrapped in plain
paper “We would like to offer this as a gift,” he said solemnly.

Dr. Kohatsu nodded, took the ring and passed back a small
gift that represented the dowry. Glasses were filled, a toast was
drunk—and Maggie and I were officially engaged.

We invited 300 people to the wedding and 450 showed up. This
surprised nobody since, in Japanese custom, an invitation addres-
sed to the head of the household automatically included the whole
family. Many of our friends were too poor to own suits and came
in sport shirts and slacks. But that did absolutely nothing to mar
the dignity of the ceremony or the happiness of the reception. The
Reverend Hiro Higuchi who, as a chaplain in 442nd had been so
close to me in the war, officiated. That took a little doing since he
was a Congregationalist and Maggie and 1 wanted to be married
in the Harris Memorial Methodist Church. But a talk with the
church fathers straightened that out and Reverend Higuchi was
able to marry us.

When our honeymoon was over, we came back to a little apart-
ment and settled down to the hard work of getting me educated
and lined vp for a law degree. That had absolutely top priority.
But although I was only able to contribute $33 to our joint savings
account, the GI Bill of Rights and my army retirement pay made
me almost a self-supporting husband. Of course it was Maggie's
salary as a teacher at the university that saw us through those
years, and quite a few to follow.

Our life was full but not placid. Politics became an integral part
. of it almost from the day we returned from our honeymoon. I

went to weckly political meetings, meetings that went on for hour
after interminable hour, and came tiptocing home at two or three
in the morning. I don’t say it was fair, but Maggic understood,
bless her, that for me, it was necessary.

By the time I graduated in 1950, I had pretty well decided that
1 wm.ltcd' to study law at George Washington University. It had a
certan ring to it, and two years in the nation's capital, the ulti-
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mate goal of all political activity, woutd surely enrich my under-
standing of the profession to which 1 meant to dedicate my life.
To satisty my ¢go, | made application, 100, to Harvard, Michigan
and Columbia Jaw schools. Since I was definitely going to George
Washington if they'd have me, that was a ot of extra work. But
when 1 got letters of acceptance from all four, I felt it was worth
all the work. Man's ego is like that.

In late summer, Maggie and 1 sailed for the mainiand on the
Lurlie, the same provd ship that had carned a couple of thousand
jammed-together, wide-cyed nisei to their great adventure—was it
already eight years ago? This trip was considerably diffecent.
Although we could afford only a small cabin, the warm present
and the promise of what lay ahtad were very much with us and
we savored every hour.

I worked very hard. After a semester or two of planting my
feet firmly in the good solid ground of the law, I even pulled down
a couple of A grades and became a member of the board of editors
of the Law Review and had some of my briefs published. Soon 1
was invited to join Phi Delta Phi, an international legal fraternity
which counted among its members supreme court justices and
’:;'rosg;l xcr(m;he faculty of the law school. It was a signal honor,

cightened a year later when
George Wns'niny;!ou cooter I was clected exchequer of the

One of my ventures from the class
retated to the world of politics. One d;slox:ltslh?z;o:gﬁz
Dx ic National Committee and vol § my services in
any capacity they felt might be useful, I told them 1 wanted no
}:’-‘yr;ﬁoﬂy the experience of working close to the grass roots, of
Sfm ﬂ'gn':;n:’n“g; ﬁﬁaj_lu\:‘h: ¥ went back to Hawaii I could bring
law de y amateur standing and a brand pew

fegree. 1 remember that it took a long time for their initial
astonishment 1o melt into curiosity, and finally § eir inith

“You ratan” ot of them soid ;am nally into real interest.
Rl:.uil 2 the Democnatic party 3 You want to go back and

Not quite,” I said. “There was never anything to rebuild. Al}

We're tying 1o do for a starter i i i
of 2 two-party system.” Fer S 10 e Tl some semblanes

took me on, and from that da i
The y until 1 graduat,
Washington 1 haunted 1hat place, 1 was there al:grn:lystu :vcciya;gu]: [Il
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could spare, making charts, writing reports, running out for coffce
and listening, always listening. After a couple of months, th.ey
realized that unlike most “volunteers,” 1 didn’t get bored or dis-
couraged by the pettiness of some of the jobs that needed doing,
that I made no complaints and that I really had come to learn.
And so, little by little, they worked me into the second echelon qf
the hierarchy, permitting me to sit in on strategy meetings, publi-
city planning meetings, fund-raising meetings. Still I listened, said
very little and learned a great deal. The principles were the same
—Ilike the number of plots that can be used in a novel, there are
only so many basic political tactics—but the refinements of those
principles! The refincments were the difference between the win-
ners and the candidates who also ran.

In my last year, I divided my free time equally between political
headquarters and the Congressional galleries. I was fascinated by
the Hill, by the intricacies of parliamentary procedure and debate.
There, right in front of me, were the elected representatives of all
the people of this land, the stars, the duds, the tacticians, the
operators, the statesmen, each in his own way going about the
business of attending to the legislative business of the United
States. I never saw myself down on the floor of the House or the
Senate in those days; the limit of my ambition then was a seat in
the Territorial legislature, 1 suppose. But I think that even then
I understood the political process and its application to our demo-
cracy, for those men to me represented not the sordid machina-
tions of the backroom bosses, but the end result of our
representative form of government. Some states were represented
by abler men than other states, and this was because some people
cared more and worked harder.

I was graduated in September 1952, with a J.D. degree,
diffcrent from the usual LL.B. in that it marked some cxtra
courses I had taken and my service on the Law Review. Unfortun-
ately, 1 wasn't able to wait for the graduation exercises. As a
matter of fact T left before the final grades were posted because
now the important thing for me was to get back to Hawaii and
begin studying for my bar examinations.

I returned to Hawaii armed with a law degrec—although it
wouldn’t be worth much until I'd passed the Territorial bar exam
—~a little practical experience in stateside politics and a fierce
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desire to get back to work for the Democratic party and the people
of Hawaii. And there was plenty to do. Besides the day-in, day-
out job of recruiting new bers and maintaining the enthusi

of the old ones, a group of us—John Bums, Sakae Takahashi and
a few others—had come to the conclusion that onc of the ways
we could give meaningful help to Hawaii's small shopkeepers and
wape-carners was to organize a new bank. Of the four banks then
doing business in the Islands, two were run by the big companies
and were hardly sympathetic to the needs of the plain people,
whilz the other two were so small that they were in no real posi-
tion to offer assistance.

The bank application was approved and that scrawny httle in-
fant we brought 1nto the world that spring of 1953 is now a robust
$72 million giant, and still dedicated to the original principle:
helping the man who needs, not a couple of million dollars to
finance a merger, but enough to buy a few hundred doflars worth
of stock for a new store, or to tide him over between jobs.
Although 1 have suggested resigming from the board of directors
because, as a public official, I cannot pasticipate 1n the bank’s
business, I have always been cheerfully refused,

As for the bar exam, Maggie and I received the happy word in
August; I had passed and was free to hang out my shingle and
begin practicing the law. But of course my heart was in politics. 1
had studied law to help me be a better practicing politician. In a
sense, everything I had done in life pointed me toward that goal.
I saw it—and still see jt—as a thoroughly decent and worthwhile
profession, a chance for men of goodwill to offer genuine service.
I have often expressed the wish that our universities insti}utc
courses in the art of pracuical politics so that men of high caliber
are attracted to this vital area of government service, and so that
the bleak picture of the hack and the ward heeler are erased from
the American consciousness.

Not that images mattered to me. I knew then, as I know now,
that as long as people wanted me, I was i politics to stay. Nor did
T even have a chance to hang out a shingle. The day after [ passed
the bar exam, Mayor Johnny Wilson, one of a handful of exccp-
tional democnats 1o succeed at the polls, called me into his omc;

22d appointed me agsistant prosecutor for the city and couaty O
Honolalu, 1 took charge of my first case that very altemoos-




CHAPTER VI

A RECKONING IN BALLOTS

We believed there was a chance that 1954 could be our year. Ever
since the war we bad been whittling away at the absolute domin-
ance of the huge Republican majorsity in the legislature. Now
there was a certain promise in the air, a secret and contagious
spirit that whispered, “Go for broke!” This year. Now!

Again we nominated John Burns for Delegate. I was named his
campaign chairman and my first statement to our people was a
request for anybody who thought we were just going through the
motions again to roll up their voters list and sit this one out. We
meant to win this time, I said, not only the Delegateship, but con-
trol of the Territorial House and Senate, as well,

That summer, at a meeting at Dan Aoki’s house, Jack Burns
dropped his bombshell. We were discussing likely candidates and
overall strategy when Burns, who usually sits quietly absorbing
cvery word and intonation—but has only to clear his throat to
gain everyone’s attention—suddenly spoke up: “Dan, T think it's
time for you to run.”

“Listen,” I said, “why me? There are other guys who have been
around longer, better qualified . . .”

“Because you can win,” Burns said.

“In the Fourth District?” I thought he was kidding or crazy. In
Hawaii’s whole cxperience with representative government, only
two Democrats had ever been elected from the old Fourth District,
where 1 lived.

But he wasn’t crazy, and he certainly wasn’t kidding. “Who was
it that made the big speech about going through the motions?” he
asked quictly. “Who is it that keeps saying times are changing and
that the people want a chance to come out from under 54 years
of Republican rule? That was you, Dan, and this is your chance
to prove you belicve it.”

I looked around at the impassive faces. I wanted to tell them
that I did believe it, that my only concern was me: who would
vote for Dan Inouye? I wasn't cven thirty years old, had never

been a candidate for an elective office and felt numbingly unready.
T wanted to run, sure—but now?
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Dan Aoki spoke up. I respected Dan. Everyone did. He had
been a 4420d first sergeant, was now president of the Veterans
Qb and knew as much about the needs and hopes of the ex-Gls
as anyone around. “They"ll go for you, Dan,” he said. You've got
the right combination—a war hero, a fresh face. 1f we want the
wets 10 come into the Democratic party, we've got to give them
somebody they care about, one of their own. You.”

“You're on,” 1 said to them. “I'll do it. And I'll give it every-
thing I've got.”

That night I discussed it all with Maggie. “Go ahead, Dan,”
she said, “If you think you're ready for this, I'll be happy to be
on your side and working for your election.”

1954 was the year of the eager young hopefuls, better-educated,
thanks to the G.I. Bill, unscarred by past election defeats, and all
abnm with vigorous, forward-looking ideas about the management
of lhc.Territoﬁal government. In the Fourth District, until this
campaign 2 permanent graveyard for the Democratic hopes, four
of our six candidates were veterans and included persons of
Japanese, Portuguese, C: jan and Hawaiian descent. Let me
Ry a word about them:

Spark Matsunaga, war hero with the 100th Battalion, lawyer
15d now the senior member of the Hawanan delegation to the U.S.
House of Representatives.
o{ﬂ:“‘c‘i" Doi, member of the 442nd, soon to become chairman
be ity aounc'\] for the city and county of Honolulu, then to

;PPOln(cii a circuit judge by Jack Burns
mﬁ‘i}"’;"nm 3 war vet who fought in the China-Burma-India
mgislrnul:. Merrill's Marauders, a successful lawyer and now a
ch::;’o:ﬂl‘)ﬁ:;;mg:‘; :;itm";::h:ag{ ‘l;lcz:waii's l;:lo'v:? swimming
instructor ay Washington Tnt y A n a physical education
a teautityl ! crme: 1'ntc S.chool when I went there,
ancestry “}-’omnm.:s woman of } Portuguese-C; i
and sennot 1 uh:t‘cs sinoe Pccn chairman of the board of education

Dol Rﬂ] Hawaiian state scnate.

William 0:‘{“35. now a United States Senator.
w0 exer tleq, :cr, a long-time Democrat and one of the only

td from the old Fourth District, the only one among

the 5i o
$ix of us who would fail to win in that crucial election.
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This gives some indication of the caliber of our team. There
were other straws in the wind. In one speech, I suggested that the
best way for the electorate to make a judgment between the two
parties was for every Republican candidate to get up on the plat-
form with his Democratic opponent and debate the issues face to
face. I even took a deep breath and said we'd foot the bill for
radio time, although our treasury still suffered from chronic
anemia. This, of course, was six years before the Kennedy-Nixon
debates revived intercest in this time-honored style of campaigning
—and the point was that the Republicans didn’t even respond to
the invitation. Even if some of our own people hadn’t yet realized
it, our opponents had grown acutely aware that the day of the
halfhearted Democratic way of battle~—hula dancers, luaus, pretty
balloons—had cnded. We understood the issues and were prepar-
ed to talk about them—education, economic development, the
kind of future Hawaii ought to aim for—and, more than anything
else, this shook the Republicans’ confidence.

The six of us running from the Fourth District campaigned as
a team. Each of us had a particular issue—mine was cducation—
on which we spent many after-midnight hours of study, but our
central theme was progress, for all the people. We had played a
small but vital part in the great war and now that it was won we
were not about to go back to the plantation. We wanted our place
in the sun, the right to participate in decisions that affected us.
Day after day, at rally after rally, we hammered home the point
that there must be no more second-class citizens in the Hawaii of
tomorrow.

Then came the meeting at Ainahaina. Once again we had chal-
lenged the Republicans to a radio debate. Once again their reply
was dead silence. But somewhere, at some strategy meeting, they
must have faced up to the grim fact that we Democrats had a
chance to win, and their reaction was that well-worn, John
Wayne-to-rescue ploy, the “Truth Squad.” So it was that the first
of our speakers had been talking for about five minutes when, with
a great tlourish and determined air, in charged the “Truth Squad,”
their chairman grabbing the microphone to announce that they
could no longer stand idly by while “these so-called Democrats”
went on deceiving the people. He went right to the heart of what
the “Truth Squad” had come to say: the Democratic party had
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¥ tecn capured by the LLW.U, we were the willing tools of
1LW.U. leaders Harry Bridges and Jack Hall and hence, at the
weey least, soft oo communism,

For a long and electric moment I just sat there, the words
tingiog in my ears, and the realization that this infamy was going
oct over the air numbing me: in the space of three minutes we had
been lomped with Bridges and Hall, made out to be cither fools
ot traitors, and 1 could see il our high hopes, all our back-break-
ing effort, going out the window. True or false, a political charge
travels with the speed of light, while a denial moves at a snal’s
pace and most often doesn't catch up until the day after the polls
closz.

1 remember getting to my feet and moving to the microphone.
[t wasn't my tumn to speak and, truthfully, I had no idea in that
istant what 1 meant to say or do, As a matter of fact, until 1
actually began talking, everything blurred in my eyes.

Omnee Theard the sound of my voice, all the sipples of faces in
front of me stiffened into focus and became people. It was like the
first instant of combat: one second you're scared to death, and
the eaxt you sct out to do what needs to be done. I knew how
éesperately important it was that 1 win these people back, here
#2d now, not tomorrow or next week when the smear had harden-
ed 1o fact in their minds,

& :;:1; $¢ notes for my speech into my clenched teeth and tore

oo o vnlh.m): on.ly l}md. I said that in my view the danger
* democratic institutions was less from communism than

trom the social condit on which ists fed and flouri

1 o ! L : ourish-
oy ‘heny' uros, inequality of opportunity. These were the
ol ed;v: " m";gn“i';l evils, that my fellow candidates and I were
8 smear cam; pm ‘::: °PP°ncn!.s wanted to wage a shadow war,

0, that was their sad privilege.

“But I P :
Hawaf wiﬁn::: belp wondering” I said, “whether the people of

Repudblican armnaulmEL o iy, ht the ouly weapon in the
etumed from a;;' to label as communists men so recently
France, Lat e sm{n;s liberty on the firing lines in Italy and
Yo | speak for o or those of us who didn’t come back—I
D gl ndidnim“ngm on this platform, and for good
that we bzl reseny etywher in these Istands—when 1 say

Baving our loyalty and patriotism question-




52 JOURNEY TO WASHINGTON

ed by cynical political hacks who lack the courage to debate the ¢
real issues in this campaign.”

1 had never before called attention to my disability for the
simple reason that I didn’t consider it a qualification for public
office. But at that moment, blinded with fury, coldly aware that I
was engaging in 2 bit of demogoguery, I held up my empty right
sleeve and shook it: “I gave this arm to fight fascists. If my
country wants the other one to fight communists, it can have itt”

There was a moment of stunned silence, then a crashing of
applause. A man ran to the edge of the platform and cried up at
me: “It’s about time somebody stood up to them!”

Arms waved, and handkerchieves, and sometime during that
tumuit, the Republican “Truth Squad™ skulked off the platform—
and with them went any chance they had to win the election. That
was the turning point, and when the votes were counted a few
weeks later, five of the six Democratic candidates running from the
Fourth District were elected, a victory beyond our wildest imagina-
tions. We had won 22 of the 30 seats in the House, and 10 of 15
in the Senate, besides gaining control of most of the city and
county councils. My name led the ticket.

Even today, there are some good Democrats in Hawaii who
would just as soon forget the session of the Territorial legislature
that was called to order in February of 1955. It was wild, full of
sound, fury and confusion and, if you were looking for a log of
solid legislative achievement—well, 1'd have to concede that you'd
come to the wrong place.

Of the 22 members of the Democratic majority, only 8 had any
legislative experience whatever. Most were young, burning to set
right out redressing evil. We were convinced that our zeal would
sec us through, that because our hearts were pure and our aspira-
tions lofty we would prevail. We believed in ourselves. Thanks to
the 'Gl Bill and the fact that most of us were vets, few Iegislative
b.odxes anywhere in the country could boast the level of profes-
sional and educational competence that we brought to our task.
But x'vhcn it came to the ways and means, the give and take of
practical politics, we were pretty much in the dark.

But if we dida’t achieve the legislative revolution we were after,
we did learn the greatest lesson of all—that politics is the art of
the paossible. And so armed we were infinitely more capable of
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writing a significantly progressive record in the days ahead. Nor
was that first session 2 total legislative loss. For me, it was not
only a training ground (I served as majority leader), but a means
of bringing influence to bear on some matters that, though they
would mever change the world, did correct some injustices that
wnkled many of vs emotionally.

In the clection of 1956, the Democratic majority in the House,
though cut to 20, remained solid and substantial. It was now clear
that 1954 was no freak and that we were a force to be reckoned
with, Personally, I knew I'd learned a great deal in that freshman
session—I bore plenty of scars from my lessons in human rela-
tions—and though the fire to reform still burned inside me, I knew
bow to go at the legislative process more patiently, and certainly
more practically.

Al this time, I was theoretically engaged in the private practice
of law. But the fact was that my tax return for the first quar-
ter of the year showed an income of precisely zeso. I was simply
too busy with my work in the legislature to seck out or properly
fepresent any private clients. But Maggie, a girl of absolutely the

farest varicty, never complained She k
o et ;nough, p) e knew 1 was happy and for

Not that we really suffered financially. Maggie had returned to

the University to teach, and between her salary and my pension
we mamgg:d 1o keep going. Of course once the legislative sessions
ended, I did make a fitgle money in private practice, and anyway,
we hiked stew, comned becf and cabbage and spaghetti,
m::: U;iS, 1 maz{:.what I then thought would be the most impor~
pat sﬁo m(;al decision ever offered to me. 1 decided to leave the
- u:::‘ run for the Temitorial Senate. Now it must be under-
food that r:'n our Islands there is a great prestige attached to the
txz-upxc : bycll;r nsf, that body is popularly considered to be
b ‘aw:ms statesmen, and 1 sincerely felt that to be
ted 2 Terp_tona( Senator would cap my career and give me
gm‘x‘;'!)"mg political work for the fest of my days.
ﬁck:: I,] :Zt’n mscc Votes were counted it turned out that I Jed the
b ‘-"y oma“ ;:tm:. Of course I ran into a little difficulty at
Senst ct backing the wrong man for President of the
e, 1 Jound myself ppointed chai of the relati

obscure veterans aflairs commitree. But 1 didn't brood about it.JI




54 JOURNEY TO WASHINGTON

was certainly interested in vetcrans, and maybe I could make the
work of my committec morc important. In any cycnt, I was a
happy man that year, certain I had achieved the limit of my polit-
ical ambitions.

And then—statehood!

The matter of statchood for the Territory of Hawaii had been
mentioned, rumored, discussed and shelved for many years. It
would come some day, everyone said, and when Alaska began
talking about statchood we in the Islands were even more cn-
couraged. Surcly, with our larger population and more viable
cconomy, we would be taken into the union of states first. But
though joint bills to admit both territorics were introduced in
Congress, still nothing happened.

Of course the opposition, both internal and on the mainland, was
extremely potent, The people, by a 17-to-1 majority, had demon-
strated in a referendum that they wanted to be a full and cqual
partner in the United States, but the tiny minority opposing
it held very high cards. And their opposition was based on good
and practical reasons—of their own.

But the power of the people, if they care and they persist, is, in
the end, irresistible, The first significant step was the clection of
John Burns as Hawaii’s Delegate to Congress in 1956, Jack pur-
sucd the dream of statchood along all the usual avenues and
with all the customary diligence and rhetoric. And he was brought
to a crashing dead stop by the stecly opposition of powerful
Southern congressmen. He listened to all the tiresome old argu-
ments about noncontiguity and size and cconomic development,
and he made all the standard answers—that Hawaii was ahead
of many states in cconomic growth and population and statisti-
cally prepared for statchood ycars before. To no avail; for the real
reason—expressed in remarks that never got into the Congres-
sional Record, such as, “Sir, how would you like to be sitting in
this chamber next to a Senator named Yamamoto?'—was neither
numbers nor dollars but the fact that much of Hawaii’s popula-
tion was non-Caucasian and, in fact, heavily Japanese.

And faced with this grim truth, Jack Burns demonstrated a
wisdom and political courage that ought to carn him a permanent
place in the hearts of our people. He prevailed on the leaders to
back him in withdrawing Hawaii from the statchood drive com-
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pletely 5o that Alaska could have a clear shot at it. .

His strategy was perfect. Alaska became the forty-ninth state
in 1958, and during that vindictive election campaign in Hawaii,
Jack Burns asked only one thing: send me back as your Delegate
to Congress once more, and if the statehood bill for Hawaii fails
1o carry, 1 will disappear from the political scene and never return
again.

And his essential faith in the Congress of the United States was
rot misplaced. With Alaska in, all the phony arguments about

iguity, population and y were undercut. And the
momentum generated by Alaska’s drive overrode the opposition,
and in March 1959, the U S. Congress voted to accept Hawaii as
the fifticth state,

¥ will never forget that day. Burns telephoned the territorial
Icgnlalure from Washington, *The roll calt is still in progress,” he
said, “but we have the votes, We're in?”

It grew very quiet in the legist when the

noon, both houses
K:amihao Church, oldest ;
minster Abbey, where the fast of the K:

The one 1 l:p sE:m omR‘S'
mmmﬁmntﬁwd_y dc.clded 10 try for was the U.S. House of
o:'!}d.xh, I foun:i by vt in ducussiqg it with ascocintes and party

i tm all but unanimous jn urging me 1o declare for
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the Senate. Jack Burns was among those, although I knew that it
was his own personal wish to go back to Washington as Senator.
But nearly everyone in the party felt that it was more important
that he run for Govemor, and putting his own desires second, as
always, he agreed.

I gave it some hard thought and came to the firm decision that
1 would give it a try. 1 withdrew my savings from the bank, bor-
rowed $5,000, and my family pitched in some moncy on top of
that. 1 ordered posters and bumper stickers—*“Inouye for Senator”
—and began planning my campaign.

At this point, only one other Democrat had declared for the
Senate, a onctime marine named Frank Fasi, so the path to the
nomination seemed fairly clear, About this time, a popular and
articulate lady attorney, Mrs. Patsy Takemoto Mink, told me that
she wanted to run for the Democratic nomination for the House.
“I wouldn't do it if you were running against me, Dan,” she said.
“But if you're going for the Senate ...”

“Y think you'll make a preat Congresswoman, Patsy,” 1 assured
her. “Good Juck.”

The next week, and within days of each other, two of the party’s
most distinguished clder statesmen announced their candidacy for
the two Scnate seats. William Heen had been the first Democratic
president of the territorial senate, city attorney and judge, and was
an outstanding political talent. Oren E. Long, then serving with
me in the territorial senate, was a former governor and superin-
tendent of public instruction. It was Oren Long, nearly 20 years
before, who had handed me my high school diploma.

And now what was I supposed to do? In the next three weeks, I
was forced to face up to three choices, each of which had repug-
nant aspects, and to make what I now knew to be the most fateful
decision of my career.

I could stay in the Senate race against two men to whom the
Democratic party owed cverything and, incidentally, violate my
own heritage which decreed a constant respect for honored elders.

I could run for the House of Representatives, despite a commit-
ment that had already cost me a great sum of money and, much
more to the point, despite the fact that I had all but given

Patsy Mink a clear field by assuring her 1 was in the race for
Senator,
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I could completely withdraw from the federal elc'ctio‘ns,
,ﬁgv.h::x honcsll};' felr to be a chance at a largf:r contribution
to Hawzii and the nation, and stay in the state leg;slalurc.

I discussed it with Maggie and my closest Iriends, but they
could see how deeply il this was enmeshed with my future, with
what 1 myself had 10 decide and do, and what could they say? 1
went to see Jack Bums, the closest thing to a political god!al.l}:t
that Il ever have, and Jack looked me in the eye :fnd said,
“You're young, Dan. Yow'll have other chances, So will Patsy.
This chance belongs to Long and Heen.”

Not long after that I made my lonely decision.

1 personally telephoned Governor Long, Judge Heen gnd scver:il
of the party eaders and invited them to “a private and important”
Tuncheon at a Japanese teahouse, And finaly, with 2 the arranpe-
ments made, I called Patsy Mink, I cut through the pleasantries
as quickly as I could——the thing was bad enough without any
additional bypocrisy.

*“Patsy, I called to tell you that I'm withdrawing from the Senate
zace in favor of Governor Long and Judge Heen,"

“Yes, Dan?" she said and, I'm sure, already knew what I had to
3y next.

“I'm going to announce my candidacy for the House of Repre~
sentatives ot § P, today.”

There was an awful silence. 1 could almost feel her strupgling
betsween her natural, incvitable anger—that sense that she'd been
betrayed——and her innate decency.

“Patsy, ¥'m sorry as hell it turned out this way. 1 dudn't kaow
Long and Heen would get in this thing. 1 meant it when I gave
you my blessings.”

1 ng.znu did. I'm disappointed, but I think I understand.”

“Only 1 can’t withdraw, Dan, Too many people have worked
;_“; :‘-’;‘:’u“;;sﬂ;;" Just pull out. So T guess we're in for a primary

“There are Yots of people 1
“But I promise you that g
Xind of Campaign we ¢an

So that was done. Then
the feaders At § LATHE |

'd rather fight against,” I told her.
far a5 I'm concerned it will be the
walk away from as friends.”

came the Juncheon at which [ informed
made the news public and the reaction



58 JOURNEY TO WASHINGTON

was stunning, the front pages full of the story the next day. And
then, almost at once, the campaign was under way.

I think it was pretty clear, even to Patsy, that I was ahead so
it couldn’t have been a very scrious shock to her when I won the
primary by a decisive margin. She showed her caliber immediately
afterward by accouncing that she would support and work for me
right up to election day. And nothing could have made me happicr
than when, five years later, I was able to back Patsy wholehcarted-
ly for a seat in Congress, which she won and now fills with great
skill and integrity.

My Republican opponent in that special election of 1959 was
Dr. Charles Silva, a dentist from the Big Island, Hawaii, who had
served capably in the state senate and won considerable popula-
rity. The campaign was brief but extremely intense, and the out-
come secmed clear from the moment the first returns began com-
ing into our small headquarters on clection eve. As carly as
8:30 p.M., when it was obvious that 1 was going to roll up a huge
majority, Dr. Silva gracefully conceded defeat and—it suddenly
struck me with an enormous emotional impact—I was on my way
to a place in the Congress of the United States.

Pandemonium had broken loose in the jam-packed headquar-~
ters. Movic and television cameramen tried to jostle their equip-
ment around the reporters and well-wishers. Maggie clung to my
hand, both of us decply moved and sharply aware of the very
special significance of this election: for the first time in the long
history of the United States, an American of Japanese ancestry
had been clected to the House of Representatives. And there were
the questions shouted at me:

“How does it fecl, Mr. Congressman?”

“What's the first thing you're going to do in Washington, Dan?”

“Any future political plans?”

When they had finally simmered down and I could make my-
self heard, I said that 1 regarded my victory as a very special gift
from the people, a sacred privilege. “1 would hope that my service
in the Congress would be a bridge between the Western world and
the Orient. 1 would like to convey to the Mainland some small
sense of our spirit of aloha.”

Three years later, when I was leaving the Housc to campaign for
a scat in the U.S. Scnate, Congressman Leo O'Bricn reminisced
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about the day 1 took my oath of office. O'Brien had been one
of the most determined advocates of Hawaiian statchood in all
the Congress. We had become good friends. But on that day when
he stood up on the fioor of the House to 1ell how I'd anrived on
the national political scene, he had considerably more in mind
than the usual intra-party back-patting. Let me quote from the
Congressional Record:

“Tuesday Jast was the third anniversary of the admission of
Hawaii. Today is the third anniversary of one of the most dramatic
and moving scenes ever to occur in this Housc.

“On that day, a young man, just clected to Congress from the
brand new state, walked into the well of the House and faced the
late Speaker Sam Rayburn,

“The House was very still. It was about 1o witness the swearing
in, not only of the first Congressman from Hawaii, but the first
American of lapanese descent to serve in aither House of
Congress.

**Raise your right hand and repeat alter me.” intoned Speaker
Rayburn,

“The hush deepened as the young Congressman raised not his
fight hand but his Jeft, and he repeated the cath of office.

“There was no right hand, Mr. Speaker It had been lost in
combat by that young Amenican soldier 1n World War 11 Who
can deny that, at that moment, a ton of prejudice slipped quietly
to the floor of the House of Representatives ™

Sam Raybum was one of the great Americans of the twenticth
century. Apart from his towering skills of statcsmanship, he had
an infinite regard for people, and the young Congressman on
whom he turned a fatherly cye was very lucky indeed. I had been
planning to call on him and pay my respects at the appropriate
time, but only a few days after my arrival in Washington, the
phone rang 2nd that inimitable voice asked fo speak to Congress-
man “Inn-co-way, or Inn-way however you say it.”

“This is be,” 1 said.

“This is Speaker Rayburn. 1 thought if you weren't too busy
you might come around to sce me.”

“Yes, sir!” | said, and practically ran to his office,
He said he wanted to welcome me personally to Washington,
and to take mc on a litle tour of the Capitol, somcthing 1 never
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heard of him doing for any other freshman Congressman before or
since. And it was an inspiring afternoon. He walked e a'round
Jike a beneficent grandfather, through the gallerics and the library
and the chamber itself, the first time 1 had ever been on the floor,
walking within these venerable and historic walls. He showed me
where he sat and where I would sit. He pointed out the seals of
the states—Hawaii's wasn't yet hung—and the fact that
there were only two pictures on the walls: Washington’s and
Lafayette’s, And through it all I listened and saw and walked with
a sense of awe, a deep feeling for the continuing story of a great
nation. Here I was, very newest legislator in Congress, in the
presence of the great Sam Rayburn who, after the Vice-President,
was next in linc for the presidency of the United States.

Nor did he ignore the small but very practical aspects of life in
Congress. Traditionally, he told me, shoeshine boys are not
required by the rules to be paid by Congressmen, but, he harrum-
phed, a 25-cent tip would not be inappropriate. Here was the res-
taurant table where the Texas delegation usually sat, there was
where the liberals gathered, and there the freshmen. “You are frec
to sit anywhere, of course,” he said, “but I know I speak for all
hands when I say the Texas delegation would be glad to have
you.”

We went back to sit in the cool calm of his office and he said,
“How does it feel to be a U.S. Congressman?"

I looked around the room, searching for the right words. “Pm
very proud and very happy and a little scared, Mr., Speaker.”

He nodded. “That's the way I felt. That’s the way we all feel
the first time, I guess. But there’s no reason to be scared. If you're
the right man you'll do well, and if you're the wrong man . . . well,
being scared won’t keep you from being found out.”

.Hc leaned back in that big chair and said, “I'll tell you a few
tthgs. The unwritten rules here are more important than the
written ones, We don't sign contracts because 2 man's word is his
b?nd. We are all different, representing a whole nation full of
different people .with different problems. In the beginning you'll
find yoursclf hating some man for his position, cussing him out in
your mind. But we get along here by respecting the needs and
integnty of cvery man in the place—each one, remember, is an
clected representative of the people—and we ask the same of you.
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And if you're convineed in your heart that something is right, do
it, po after it, fight for it, even if you find yourself a minority of
one.”

He paused again, looked out the window on the summer streets
of America’s capital, “I'm going to start right out calling you Dan,
all right? B ¥md dif I cany that last name
of yours, Now, Dan, I'm sure you know that I am the best-known
member of the House of Representatives.™

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, after me, do you know who the best-known member is?™

“No.”

“You.”

“Mc?" I looked at him with astonishment. Was he pulling my
leg?

*“Of course, you,” he said in that flat, no-nonsense way he had.
“Oh, maybe not this very minute, not today. But very damned
soon.”

“But—why?”

“Why? Well, just think about it, son. How many one-arm
;ap;m:sc do you think we have in the Congress of the United

tates?”




CHAPTER VIH

FOR THE U.S. SENATE:
BENJAMIN F. DILLINGHAM IlI
vs. DAN INOUYE

EARLY in the morning of the first Tuesday in November 1962,
Maggic and 1 watked hand-in-hand to our precinct polling place
in Honolulu. Somebody put leis on us and the photographers took
our picture and the reporters yelled, “How does it look, Dan?”

I smiled at them. “I don’t know. I'm not finished campaigning

et.”
7 But 1 did know. I whispered to Maggie as we moved toward the
voting booth: “How do you think youw'll like being a Senator’s
lady?”

She looked up at me: “Being Dan Inouye’s lady is what's
important, The rest is just extra.”

I squeezed her hand hard. After we'd voted, we drove around
the precinct, stopping to talk to people, shake some hands, maybe
even pick up a stray vote. I like to do that on election day, to be
among the pcople. It strengthens me, somehow. We were back
home by 5 p.M., cleaned up and had a simple dinner. Then Maggie
said, “Well, shall we?” And 1 said yes and we drove down to
campaign headguarters to listen to the first returns in the con-
test between Dan Inouye and Benjamin F, Dillingham 111 for the
Senate of the United States.

It had been a long step, perhaps the longest, in this uniquely
American journey. I had studied hard and worked hard during
my three and a half years in the House. There was the strictly
procedural but nonetheless urgent business of learning how to get
things donc. What department handles this problem? Which
secretary has that information? Experience gradually taught me
the answers, and persistence helped me to answer the average of
120 Ietters that flooded my office cach day. I worked until mid-
night three or four days each week, driving slowly across from the
House office building to our apartment still mulling over questions,
problems, lines of action. I had never been so happy in my life.

I lived through a spate of publicity that seemed to lend truth
to Rayburn's astonishing prediction. Life and Look had articles

62
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about me. The Junior Chamber of Commerce named me one of
the ten outstanding young men of the year, In every case [ tried to
convey my feelings—that 1 was happy to accept thesc honors,
but that 1 did so on behalf of the people of Hawaii. In 1960, I
won re-clection with the greatest number of votes ever polled by
any candidate in the Islands.

1 made steady progress through those very intricate legislative
chains of command. In 1960, the Speaker had offered me a seat
on the House Foreign Affairs Committce, an assignment with
considerable prestige and the opportunity to attract national
attention. 1 thanked him for his confidence but requested instead
a scat on the House Agriculture Committee. I was letting myself
in for sy and an ding political headache,
but the simple fact is that Hawaii is basically an agricultural state,
heavily dependent on its sugar and pineapple and cattle industries,
and from a vantage point on the Agriculture Committee 1 could
contribute the most to my state

During the 1960 presidential campaign, I made no secret of my
support for Lyndon B. Johnsen. This was not the most popular
position for me to uphold back home, for many of Hawaii's Demo-
crats were strong backers of Adlai Stevenson or John F. Kennedy.
The fact is that I had a soft spot in my heart for Stevenson mysclf
and had been proud to cast my vote for tum in the 1956 conven-
tion at Chicago. Certainly no one spoke more cloquently of the
aspirations of men,

And so the Hawaiian delegation to the Democratic consention
came to Los Angeles that summer of 1960 divided in their loyal-
ties, A majority of my fellow delegates were prepared to cast their
votes for Johnson, but the others held fast to their commitments
to Stevenson and Kennedy. I might say that this was not an casy
time 10 be a Johnson man; it scemed overwhelmingly likely that
Kennedy was going to be nominated on the first or second ballot,
which greatly intensified the fecling against those of us who per-
sisted in holding out for “that Texan.™

1 had a key assignment in furth of the Joh did
1 was to make one of the seconding speeches to his notmmuon.
Not Tong before, Spealer Rayburn had called me in and said that
LB} himself had supgested I do this. In his uncompromisingly
honest way, Mr. Sam then told me that he had been againa the
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idea because I was a newcomer to the political scene and Ha\vaii,
after all, had only four electoral votes. But Johnson had insisted,
and now Rayburn waited for my answer. I told him—in the under-
statement of the century—that I was surprised that Mr. Johnson
had thought of me, but that I would be very proud to do it.

Early in 1962, Senator Long told me that be was going to retire
from active politics and that he wanted me to succeed him in the
U.S. Senate. In Aprl, he publicly announced that he would not
seek re-clection and further said that he hoped I would become a
candidate for his seat. The following week I announced my
candidacy.

It was a difficult campaign in many ways. Congress was in
session and I couldn’t get home except for short visits of a week
or so, sometimes for only two days. My opponent was to be Ben
Dillingham, son of the wealthiest man in Hawaii, a onetime
territorial senator and member of the board of supervisors,
articulate, friendly, and so well known in the Islands that he
invariably led his ticket. Both Time and Newsweek listed my
chances as doubtful.

But Ben Dillingham had a couple of handicaps to go with bis
attributes. He was an arch-conservative who had gone down the
line opposing statehood for Hawaii. Tabbed by one of the maga-
zines as “a fat old young man” because of his enormous bulk—he
stood 6’ 5” and weighed nearly 250 pounds—and his turn-of-the-
century view of politics, Ben worked tirelessly to live down the
popular image of the rich kaole who had exploited the people.

We made quite a contrast, the five-foot-six son of an immigrant,
and the huge, rich, patrician Dillingham, and we got plenty of
coverage. For a long time, with me stuck in Washington, Maggic
carried the ball. She returned to Hawaii in June and spent seven
days a week visiting every island and making hundreds of speeches
in my behalf. When I finally did get back in October, my cam-
paign manager met me at the airport and said, “We’re glad to
have you, but Maggie’s been doing great.”

As soon as I returned, Dillingham challenged me to a television
debate. T promptly accepted. The arrangements proved difficult
and time and time my people returned to say that the other side
was making impossible demands about timing, subject matter and
so on. Finally I instructed them to go back one last time and
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egree to any format and detail the Dillingham people wanted. All
1 asked was to get in front of 2 TV camera with him.

The subject he chose, forcign aflairs, scemed appropriate
enough on the night we met, President Kennedy had just con-
fronted Chaitman Khrushchey with the evidence of Russian mise
siles in Coba and we were in that tense and touchy period whea
for all anyone~—includiog the White House—knew, nuclear
devices might be flying between the continents at any moment.
Dillingham, who had elected to speak first, chose this occasion to
denounce Kennedy for this “political gimmick,” to accuse the
President of using Cuba and a manufactured crisis as a trick to
get more Democrats clected to Congress.

The truth is that I could hardly believe my ears. Every politician
makes mistakes, but this was a catastrophe, When it was my tum
1 speak, ¥ began by saying, “Mr. Dillingham, I am astounded by
what you have just s2id,” and I went on from there. And that was
the bepinning of the end for Ben Diliagham's hopes of waaning.

So it way that on election night, Maggie and I went to cam-
paign headquarters feeling bly optimistic. Although the
carliest returns seemed close, they came from areas where voting
was by machine, almost all Republican-dominated. By & p.M., 1
had gotten out to o two-to-one lead, and thereafter it just kept get-
ting bigger. There was, as you can imagine, intense cxcitement,
which reached a fever peak shortly after ten when Ben Dilling-
ham, his wife and children all came to my headquarters to offer
their congratulations, ¥ thanked him sincerely—his coming was a
mark of the inh ly decent and man that he was~—
and t:an sought a moment’s peace to contemplate what had hap-
pened.

1 was going to the Senate, to the very highest reaches of my
government, 1, Dan Inouye, who had been raised in respectable
poverty and whose father had been bormn in a tiny Japanese
village, My face and cyes and shape would be different from those
el my ealleagues. T was mot of the Western world. Bat the fact is
that there was really not so great a difference between my story
and the storics of millions of other Americans who had come to
this land from Ireland and Italy and Poland and Greece. They
had come because America would permit any man to aspire ©
the topmost limits of his own talent and energy. I am proud to Pe
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one with these people. L

Maggie and 1 spent New Year’s Eve in Hawaii, then returned to
Washington. The weather was unusually cold but we brought our
own warmth with us: 1 was about to take my seat as a United
States Senator and my father and two brothers had come along to
see me take the oath of office. This was a special gladness because
my father had suffcred a heart attack some years before and had
been unable to be in Washington when 1 was sworn in as a mem-
ber of the House of Representatives. I know he always felt that
to be a great loss. In a certain sense, January 9, 1963, belonged
to him.

Because of my very junior status, there was no seat for him
in the crowded family gallery to the left of the presiding officer.
Instead, he sat at the other end of the chamber and, waiting my
turn to take the oath, I kept searching the galleries for him. Then
my name was called and I was escorted forward to where Vice-
President Lyndon Johnson waited to administer the oath of office,
a warm smile on his face. And as I raised my arm and swore to
defend and protect the Constitution of the United States, I suddenly
saw beyond the Vice-President’s shoulder and directly in front of
me the spelibound face of my father. Qur eyes met and held fast.
I tricd to imaginc what he was thinking. I felt an everlasting
gratefulness to be alive, to be part of the turn of events that had
brought Hyotaro Inouye to this time and this place.

In the hubbub following the conclusion of the ceremonies, I
suddenly realized that Democratic Majority Leader Mike Mans-
field was at my side. “Do you have any plans for lunch, Dan?”
he was saying. “You and your family?”

“Well, I thought I'd take them down to the Senate restaurant.”

“I imagine i'll be pretty jammed today,” he said. “Why don’t
you all be my guests for lunch?”

The majority leader has a private dining room and I was greatly
flattered that he would think to invite a most junior Senator and
his family to join him there. After I got to know Mike Mansfield
better, 1 realized that this was typical of this wise and gentle
Montanan.

But the great glow of these days was not yet ended. As Maggie
and my father and brothers and I were enjoying a sumptuous
luncheon with Senator Mansficld, the telephone rang and 1 was
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informed that the White House wanted to talk with me, If |
swallowed hard and tensed up, 1 hope no one noticed. In a
moment, that unmistakably crisp voice came erackling over the line;

“1 called to offer my congratulations, Senator,” said President
John F, Kennedy.

“Thank you very much, sir.”

1 understand your father is in town. I'd like to meet him.”
“He'd be delighted, Mr. President, and honored. When would
be convenient?”

“Any time."

“How about tomorrow morning?” I asked.

“Fine. I'll sec you here at 9.

Their eyes widened when 1 repeated the conversation. Mike
Mansfield smiled, but no one spoke for a long time.

Promptly at 9 o'clock next morning, Maggie, my father and
brothers and I were escorted into the Oval Room of the White
House. President Kennedy rose from his desk to greet us u:mn]y
We made polite con ion for a ort it
father, usually quite open and talkative, could hardly find umds—-
then the President took us on a tour of the White House, from
his office to the Rose Gatden, commenting in that inciswe way af
his on the rich history all around us, graciously answering our
questions, chatting about Caroline and John and his daily routne.
Officially, we had been allotted five munutes for the appointment,
but it was a solid half-hour before he let us say our goodbyes and
teave,

Outside the Oval Room, a crowd of reporters and cameramen
surged around us,

“Did the President give you any advice, Senator?™

“Senator, Senator! Did you discuss any legislation with the
Presidemt?”

“Did you talk about a cwvil rights bill?™

1 raised my hand but it was a long time before they simmered
down, When they finally did, 1 53)d, “Gentlemen, this is not my
day. The President invited my father to the White House and I
fust happened to tag alonp. This is my father's day.”

So they promptly besieged him:

“What did the President say, Mr. Inouye?” o~

“How did it fcel to be in the White House”™ :
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My father just kept shaking his head, a small smile on his lips,
until at last they must have realized that he was totaily unused to
this rapid-fire press quiz and would not speak unless they were
quite. When they were, my father spoke quietly but with enormous
dignity. “I want to thank the people of Hawaii for their goodness
to my son,” he said, “for sending him to the Senate. For me, for
myself, I have seen my son become a Senator, I have been invited
to eat with the Majority Leader of the Senate, and now I have
met the President of the United States. Nothing that happens to
me now can be greater, I will die a happy man.”

1 waiked close to him out to the car. If he was proud of me,
I was no less proud of him, this man whose American odyssey had
begun in a litde Japanese village and come to a supremely fuifil-
ling culmination in the Oval Room of the White House. I know
that his prized possession is a photograph taken that day, now
framed and hung in the house on Coyne Street, a picture of
Hyotaro Inouye and John Fitzgerald Kennedy.

On July 14, 1964, Maggie and I were blessed with our first
child, a son. He is six times the eldest son of an eldest son, and
Maggie named him Daniel Ken, Jr. And now no man can be more
gratified than I, happier with his family and his work.
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THE AMAZING MISSISSIPPI

Of all rivers, the Mississippi is surely one of the most interesting and
varied. Willard Price follows it from its source in Munnesota over
2,500 miles to its mouth in the Gulf of Mexico, Little of significance
escapes his eye as he travels its length by canoe, steamboat and launch,
as well as by car, acroplane and hydroplane.

He recognizes with delight the haunts of Mark Twain’s Tom Sawyer
and Huckleberry Finn. He recalls the New Orleans of bygone days,
first as a Spanish, then a French, and finally an American city where
the jazz era was born. He recounts exciting stories of stcamboat races
a century ago, describes some of the fearsome fish and reptiles to be
found in the lower Mississippi, as well as the origins of some of the
exolic ion along its banks—Spanish moss and the it
water hyacinth, The history of the Mississippi, from the legends in
Minnesota to the superstitions of Louisiana, great floods of the past
and the gigantic engineering feats bwlt to stem the destructive power
of a mighty rwver, are all recorded in this immensely stimulating book.

* * * *

Willard Price, author and explorer, has had a distinguished career in
journalism, foreign affars, and ethnographic exploration. After
receiving his B.A. from Western Reserve University, and his M A.
from Columbia University, he engaged in editonial work in the field
of foreign affairs. He has travelled to m:my parts of the world as a
foreign dent and as an He partl-
cipated in expeditions for the American Muscum of Natural History
and the National Geographic Socicty to China, Microncsia, the
Philippines, Sumatra, India, the Nile basin, the Sahara Desert, and the
Amazon jungle.
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CHAPTER 1
BACKBONE OF AMERICA

Trus is the story of America’s greatest river as my wife, my sons
and I encountered it. We saw it by canoe, houseboat, towboat, air-
crafi—even from dry land. We tried to begin at the beginning.

Forest-girdled Lake Itasca lies in northern Minnesota not very
far from the Canadian border. Its discoverer, Henry Schoolcraft,
fited upon it as the true source of the Mississippi. Searching for
some name that would suggest True Head, he came upon the Latin
words veritas caput. He chopped off the first and Iast syllables and
came out with Itasca,

Is Itasca the true head of the Mississippi? Sceptically, we ex-
plored the lake shore in cur canoe. At the far end we found the
source of the source of the Mississippi-—a small stream flowing into
Lake ltasca. This, we found flowed out of a smaller lake fed by a
stream from one still smaller.

A ranger we met in Itasca State Park had this to say:

“The truth js that all the lakes in the Itasca region are inter-
related by underground seepages and springs so that it is impossible
to specify any one as tke source of the Mississippi. You can only
say that the source is the Itasca basin.” The length of the Mississippi
is as hard to establish as its source. The river channel is constantly
changing. It is the crookedest great waterway in the world and the
most. fickle. Even the Army Enginects whose businzss it is to control
the river say “approximately” when they estimate its present length
at 2,434 miles,

i Itisthe preatest river in North America; the greatest in the viosld
with the possible exception of the Amazon. It has mote than 100,000
tributaries. It and its afliuents provide 15,700 miles of infand navi-
gation. Tt drains forty per cent of the United States, not to mention
13,000 square miles of Canada.

Its drainage area stretches to 2 maximum of 1,500 miles in Jongi-
tude and 1,400 miles in latitude 2nd covers 1,243,700 wquare milss,

It pours into the Gulf of Mexico at the rate of 725,0) million
cubic yards a year, It delivers three times v much water as the
mighty St. Lawrence, twenty-five times a5 much as the majeitic

Rhine, 338 times as much as the Thames.

1



2 THE AMAZING MISSISSIPPI

The Mississippi also carries mud at the rate of five hundred mil-
fion tons a year. Enough mud has been thrown out to make a
country the size of Portugal.

The Mississippi once poured into the sea at Cairo, Illinois.
Deposits of scdiment pushed the Gulf of Mexico farther and farther
south, laid down a mud plain twenty to eighty miles wide and
lengthened the river by some thousand miles.

Captain Marryat called the Mississippi “the Great Sewer.”” The
Indians honoured the stream by describing it as half god, half devil.
The Ojibways called it Misisipi, from misi, big, and sipi, river.

Imaginative French explorers translated the name as Father of
‘Waters—incorrect perhaps but a name that does suggest the su-
premacy of the Mississippi among rivers. So does the Indians’ nick-
name, “Old Big Strong,” and the negroes’ “Old Man River,” and
“Ole Miss.”

The Mississippi links the agricultural mid-West and the indus-
trial East with New Orleans and, through that second greatest of
all America’s export outlets, with all the world.

The greatest such port, New York, is also a part of the system.
From the Mississippi by way of the Great Lakes and canals, cargo
may be waterborne all the way to New York or Montreal, there to
be transhipped across the Atlantic or around the globe.

During the steamboat era Mississippi tonnage was greater than
the entire tonnage transported by all the ships of the British Empire.
In 1849 there were a thousand big packets plying the river. But after
the Civil War the stcamboats were eclipsed by the railroads.

No one dreamed the Mississippi would ever come to life again.
But during the two world wars the government, as an emergency
measure to relieve transportation congestion, revived river traffic.

Mississippi traffic did not stop when the war stopped. Ever since
the war tonnage has increased year by year. And yet the possible use
of the rivc‘r has only begun. With better control, better boats, per-
haps atomic power, the Mississippi, already the most heavily loaded

river on this planet, may be only in the carly stages of its useful
career.



CHAPTER 1t
INFANT MISSISSIPPI

My two sons and I went by canoe down the first reach of the Missis-
sippi River, Fortunately the Grumman Aircraft aluminum canoe
drew only three inches, It was thirteen feet Jong and weighed but
forty-five pounds, therefore was light to carry around obstructions.
But when you have almost nothing but obstructions for eighteen
miles and repeatedly find yourself with a three-inch-draught boat in
two inches of water, you are inclined to give this part of the river
back to the mosquitoes.

Weestimated that the trip would take an hour. It took five. Even
when the canoe was in the water we were seldom in the canoe. We
were wading alongside, hauling or lifting the boat over pebbly
shoals or rocky ledges.

. The sinking sun found us still staggering about in the bewilder-
ing swamp.

The swamp had its own peculiar beauty. Brown cat-tails, blue
iris, tawny reeds, yellow waterlilies were reflected in the sleeping
water. Below us, what Jooked like pine forests in miniature rose
almost to the surface.

The solitude was alively solitude, alive with birds. The redwinged
blackbird, grackles, veeries, wood thrushes, cedar waxwings, swal-
lows, now and then a great blue heron . . . We also saw muskrats,
beavers, and deer, and could well believe what we had heard about
how animal life here is increasing.

The river finally left the swamp, became straight and swift, and
plunged down a chute several miles long between high banks sup-
porting tall trees that met above to form a near-tunnel,

Though the river was now fast, we could not be, becawe the
rapids were too shallow for navigation. And all this time we woiw
going in the wrong direction. Wrong if we wished to reach New
Orleans.

1t was not our fault; for sixty miles the Mississdppl lowa nogih
The Missouri also flowed to Hudson Bay lvcl‘ullo the davt Tow Ape
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4 THE AMAZING MISSISSIPPI

it turns cast. For some 120 miles the river flows towards Lake Super-
ior. Again it has good precedent, for other rivers flow in the same
direction and their waters reach the Great Lakes and ultimately
the Atlantic Ocean. But when the young Mississippi is only about
sixty miles fromits goalit wanders south. The reasonis that northern
Minnesota is a three-way watershed, spilling off to the north, east
and south.

North we went through the darkening tunnel. Whenwehad begun
to think of spending the night on a bed of leaves under a blanket of
mosquitoes, the trees suddenly parted and there was the yellow car
and Mary. We flung the canoc on top of the car and drove to
Bemidji State Park where our 21-foot travel trailer stood within
a few yards of the north shore of Lake Bemidji.



CHAPTER 1T
LAKES, NUDES, AND LOGS

Tue next day we made the same trip by air, and saw Minnesota’s
celebrated Ten Thousand lakes (actually 11,007) at their best.

How were these lakes formed? Actually by receding glaciers
during the Ice Age. But a Minnesotan prefers to tell you that they
were stamped out by the hooves of Paul Bunyan’s giant Blue Ox.

And who was Paul Bunyan? The legend of this Hercules of the
northwoods is said to have begun in a rebellion in Canada a century
ago. Later, Scandinavian lumbermen in Minnesota, who love 10
talk about feats of strength, adopted him. And so, not only in these
woods but in the timber country from Maine to Oregon, big and
humor-loving men took delight in spinning yarns about the big-
gest of them all, Paul Bunyan,

On the Bemidjs lakefront a log-building houses an ing col-
Iection of articles supposed once to have bel d 1o the redoubtabl
Paul—a gigantic axe, a pair of gloves five feet long, dice a foot high,
awatch with a chain strong enough to moor an ocean liner. Qutside
on the shore stand two sky-reaching statues of Paul and his ox.

The town of Bemid)i once had fourteen sawmills and cut a mil-
lion feet of lumber a day, The stories have it that 1t was here that
Paul Bunyan first saw the light. It took five storks to deliver him to
his parents.

1t is not stated whether the same storks brought Babe, the Blue
Ox, who grew 10 be so big that the camp laundryman hung out
the wash on his horns.

One day the camp tankwagon which Babe hauled sprang a leak.

'll;tixis created Lake Itasca and the overflow made the Mississippi
Ver.

Babe had to have a watering trough and that was why Paul, in
an odd moment, dug out Lake Superior.

TPaul was a typical lumberjack, but on a large scale. He towered
nb.ovehlhc tallest trees and his stride covered twenty-four townships.
His slightest whisper would make a cyclone in the Caribbean and
;::::md let out a bellow that would cause a landslide on Pike's

All lumberjacks were great men in those days. Paul's cook,

Y 4
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Sourdough Sam, used a griddle covering about an acre, and his
hundred helpers greased it by skating over it with slabs of bacon
strapped to their fect. ‘

Where the Mississippi flows out of Lake Bemidjiit is two hundred
feet wide and navigable for small craft. No longer need we carry the
canoe—it will carry us. So begins a 400-mile canoe trip down one
of the most delightful of rivers. Unlike the early voyageurs, however,
we spend our nights in a trailer.

The day’s routine is simple, at least in theory. Our helper, some-
times a friend, sometimes a garage man, arranges to meet us twenty-
five miles downstream. That is an easy day’s paddle. Our driver is
to have the car at the meeting point at 5 p.M. Mary and 1 embark
after breakfast. At 4:30 our driver picks us up and we return to
our trailer. Every few days the trailer is moved another hundred
miles downstream.

On the whole, it works well. But there are a few things that can
happen, and do.

The driver forgets, or happens to be busy at 4:30. Or the point of
meeting has been misunderstood. He concludes that we have been
picked up by someonc clse and goes home. We spend the night on
pine needles under the canoe,

But, barring accidents, the plan provides one great luxury that
the explorers never knew: home at the end of the day.

* x *

For the most part, the highway does not attempt to stay close to
the river, and its beauties arc hidden. It is easy to imaginc oneself
a Jolict or Marguette while paddling down this undiscovered river.
It flows today as it flowed then between unbroken walls of dark
green conifers and snow-white birch, clear and pure uatilit joins the
Missouri. You may paddle for half a day without sight of a bridge
or a house or a human. It is your river, for your boat alone.

Minnesota has more than its share of the Mississippi. The river
runs a third of its total course before it leaves the statc. This is the
most beautiful third of the river.
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The young Mississippi frcqucml)f broad:ns' into a lake, Al‘}cr
Lake Bemidji come Wolf and Andrusia, then unique Cass Lake with
jts istand enclosing another lake. .

Much larger is Winnebigoshish. The name means “Miserable,
wretched, dirty water.” Most such Indian names were too h?rd for
Europeans to pronounte and were lost, Some settlets, naming the
Minnesota lakes, chose names fike Sylvan, Alpine, and Elysian.
But the average was not poetic, He was content with such names as
Keutle, Spider, Spoon, Pickle, Plum, Duck, Turtle, Rum, and
Whisky. . .

King of all swimming things in this fish paradise is the mighty
muskellunge, Muskies measure up to eight feet 2nd may weigh more
than one hundred pounds. They lutk in the shallows behind a rock
and dart out with incredible speed to catch a fish, a frog or a muskrat
or leap from the water to snap up a low-flying bird. If there is
nothing else to eat they do not hesitate 10 devour each other.

Trolling for muskies is exciting. The fish leaps from the water

and attacks the lure so savagely that he sometimes breaks off a few
teeth. Once haoked, he shoots up from the water and tosses his
head back and forth {ike a dog, trying to shake himself free. When
at last hauled in he is still full of fury and it takes a blow that would
stun an ox to put him out of business. Many an apparently dead
muskie has revived long enough to smash a boat’s fittings and break
a fisherman’s arm or leg.

- * -

In the quieter stretches of the river the canoe slid through reedy
shatlows filled with wild rice—a dity in which Mi
does a million dollats worth of business a year.

It grows in shallow lakes and in the quiet backwaters of the
Mississippl. It has always been one of the staple foods of the Iadians.
They still rely upon it, therefore the government protects jt and
places restrictions upan harvesting.

Non-Indians must have a licence—one dollar for the season.
Game wardens are constantly on the prowl during the barvesting
month, Septeraber, and strictly enforce these regulations.

R Wild rice is parched like coffee, threshed to remove the husks,
air cleaned and polished, Then Rt is packaged and put on the markc!t
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The price is fairly high but justified by the expense of harvesting
and processing.

A pow-wow sounds like fun. Yet there was something infinitely
melancholy about the Chippewa pow-wow we witnessed in the
depths of the Minnesota forest. To the beat of drums sad-faced men,
women and children circled about in what was supposed to be
a dance but was little more than a walk.

As the beer intake increased, the clouds lifted sufficiently to
allow for a few songs. The Chippewas find escape and relief in music.

There are dream songs, hunting songs, love-charm songs, healing
songs, songs praying for a good supply of maple sugar, songs of
battle and death. There are songs that recall the exile of the Chip-
pewas from their homeland. The entire upper half of what is now
the State of Minnesota was ceded away by the Chippewas and the
breakdown of their way of life began. The white man’s diseases
contributed to the decimation of the tribes. In 1837 a steamboat of
the Amecrican Fur Company came up into the Indian country with
several cases of smallpox on board. At a river port the Indians,
despite warnings, insisted upon going on board and one made off
with a blanket infected with the smallpox virus. Very soon several
Indians were down with the dread disease.

The commander of the fur company’s fort decided to vaccinate
all the Indians in the district. He drew the vaccine from the cexisting
smalfpox cases, not realizing it was much too powerful to be admin-
istered to Indians with no racial immunity to smallpox. OF thirty
squaws he vaccinated, twenty-seven promptly came down with the
diseasc in its most malignant form, many of them dying within
twenty-four hours, The survivors fled spreading the disease far and
wide. Before the epidemic ran its course it killed seventeen thousand
of the Blackfeet, Assiniboins, Mandans, Arikaras, Crows and Sioux.
More cffectively than many battles, the epidemic destroyed Indian
resistance. Yet today American Indians steadily increase in number.
They are, however, a disappearing race, becoming steadily less
noticeable because of the rapid growth of the white population.
They Ieave few enduring monuments.

It is a curious anomaly that the Indians are leaving less to
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ezsber them by than has been left by thelr predecessors. Up and
down the Missisippi Valley 3nd slsnbere in the couaty stand
some ten thousand earthen pyramids, belisved to bave been bv:’l: ty
aborigines who antedated the Indian tribes, Why they ware bt i
1ot clear, but they seem to bave bad religions significenes and seem
also 16 have been used as forts acd tombs.

“Their builders appear to have been more hughly civilred thas the
fndians who came [ater, The hunting and househeld rplements
that have been dug up, the pottery vessels, the copper toels, ==
arrows, fishhooks, beads, pipes, are superior to mest [ndian anthess.

At one of the rare waterside farms we saw cn the beach 2 gmalt
square cabin belching both smoke axd stexm from s chzmess.
Could this be a Finnish smme? {t was, and the farmer let os &7 &

As we approached, a girl, completsly tude, was just eomrmg cnt of
the door, Her whole body sadiared steaw 25 of she were szicng
a mist. She ran across the beach and plumeed o the war

We went inside. First there was a 5221 drssmmrcem Bevend
it was the steam room fittsd with a bench whare the whels Srly
and pethaps a few guests could €t 5023 tamseives and st :".
lhg steam. To increass the effeet, they mighr betr eocy orfer ot
switches of prickly oak Jeaves, or birck taize Wi e cotle B
10 more, they would run out azd dive trea ie o )

Across from the bench w2s 2 wo0d £277=, O 2om of x ws 2 oeoe
pan filled with rocks. The rocks grve oF tremeedony 2o, Fom See
was 10 sign of a boiler er cther starmpracy

“How do you maks the stmmer =T

"Il show you™ He tock oo b S
large tub, 20 threw e e oo ;‘“ e EEEm

botstem ety Fd oSt pmems
With grave doubts, T dirtet & e frarn
mesmma:ddm&; AT e ey

ors. Sty
myself already driprtog wet, thazis e e -:..f

After soaping pryselt | Bavy 2 forieas oo
The sudden stram rmags tz;:-gz . e
7

Perspiration streasad oes of e
In ten roinutes 1 £t 2y wrmer
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the afterglow. Every muscle, every nerve, was relaxed.

“It’s good for neuralgia,” said the farmer’s wife. “And colds.”

“You take these baths in winter too?”

“Certainly.”

“But then you can’t go in the river. It must be frozen over.”

“Yes. We roll in the snow instead. A drift six feet deep forms
against the north wall of the sauna. We have great fun in it.” Yet
the sauna is not just a bath. Traditionally it is a ceremony.

“The bathhouse is a kind of temple,” writes Arthur Reade in
Finland and the Finns, “and the bath has the nature of a ritual. The
church and the bathhouse are holy places, says a Finnish proverb.
The place has grave and lofty associations of another kind also. It
is to the bathhouse that the mother retires when a child is about to
be born and the temperature is made as high as possible in order to
ease her delivery. To it also sick people are taken as to a hospital.”

* * *

There's a long carry at Grand Rapids. A dam has taken the place
of the rapids that gave the town its name, and above the dam the
river is surfaced with several acres of logs waiting to be ground into
pulp and turned into paper in the mill of the Blandin Paper Company.

This is one of the longest of the fourteen carries around dams on
the way to Minneapolis. There navigation for large craft begins
and every dam is supplemented by a lock. From Minneapolis to
the Gulf, one need never take onc’s craft out of the water.

The logs remind us that lumbering is not yet dead on the Missis-
sippi. To be sure, the logs are rarely floated down-river as they once
were, but go by truck and train. Six million acres of commercial
forest lie within easy reach of Grand Rapids.

The foresters develop new stands and protect old ones. The paper
mills, when it buys logs from tree farms, gives the farmer seedlings
to grow new trecs. So the supply is maintained.

Not only is the Blandin mill dependent upon the Mississippi for
power, but great quantities of water are required in paper making.
And the water must be pure. Most important, it must be free of
iron, which turns paper brown. The Mississippi meets these exact-

ing requirements. (The same could not be said of it a thousand
miles later.)
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‘That the river should be untouched by iron is the more remark-
able since it skirts one of the greatest iron reserves in the world, the
famous Mesabi Range, which produced two-thirds of the nation's
iron ore.

Brawny Norwegians, Swedes and Finns, wire Scots, Irishmen
and French Canadians, staunch Germans, Poles and Lithuanians,
made their own United Nations in the timber country of the upper
Mississippi. A dozen were heard in the Jumber towns
and the only common speech was the timber slang. Everybody knew
that a turkey was the lumberman’s duffiebag, a nosebag carried his
cold Junch, hay was hus pay, a skypiece was a bat, a gazabo was any
worker, and to get your stem cracked meant to break your leg.

An interesting survival or revival of lumbering days is to be
found on Gull Lake near Brainerd, It is an authentic replica of a
Minnesota tumber town of the 1870s.

You fecl that you have stepped back a century as you stroll down
the plank sidewalk past the old red schoolhouse, the log-built
pioneer home, the ice cream parlour, the photographer's shop, the
cobbler’s bench, the fire barn and the blacksmith's shop to the
Headquarters Hotel which, like its predecessor of the same name
in Brainerd, serves family-style chicken and wall-eyed pike dinners
with blueberry pie by the light of kerosene lamps.

The general store is stocked with the goods of the last century
and the pioncer home not only has the old furnishings but the old
lady who lived in this house as a girl. The lumberjacks and girls
who stroll the streets in costumes made before the turn of the cen-
tury make it easy to believe that they belong to a day gone by.

Brainerd vies with Bemidji in clainung Paul Bunyan as a past
tesident.




CHAPFTER IV
THE HEAVENLY TWINS

THE canoist paddles through much of Minneapolis scarcely aware
that the city exists. In the heart of Minnesota’s greatest metropolitan
area the river passes through a sylvan canyon closed in on both
sides by wooded banks some hundred feet high.

The gorge is a quiet bird sanctuary and probably about as it was
when man first saw it, except that it is now crossed by bridges.
‘These are so high above that they hardly disturb travellers on the
river. For long streiches no houses are to be seen, yet we find later
when we drive along the river roads that only a screen of trees shuts
off beautiful residential districts from the solitude-loving river.

The Mississippi now flows through the busiest part of St. Paul
fully exposed to view and affording docking facilities for large river
craft. For commercial traffic the Mississippl begins at the Twin
Cities. There the Falls of St. Anthony block off the upper reaches.
This is most inconvenient for Minneapolis whose chief industrial
district lies above the Falls.

To tap this industrial area, the Falls are now to be by-passed by
two great locks. The lower lock, already built, has a lift of twenty-
five feet. The upper lock, will hoist boats fifty fest, the highest lift
on the entire Mississippi.

Above the locks an “Upper Harbor™ 4.6 miles long will be con-
structed, comparable to the Port of New Orleans, and serving in
this case a metropolitan area of one and a half million pzople.

We parked our trailer on the shore of pretty Tanner Lake on the
castern outskirts of St. Paul. From a small Cessna plane we got an
overall view of the Twins with their lovely tree-sheltered streets,
many parks, gleaming lakes, the Mississippi winding through in
a great S.

St. Paul is known for its caves. For a mile or more beneath
Cherokee Heights the cliff is pierced by caves. Many of them arc
protected by doors. Some are integrated with houses. Some are
living-places themselves with a housefront built on. Some are used
as stables or storage vaults, some as garages, One great cave dug
five hundred feet back into the cliff is walled across the front to
resemble a castle complete with turrets and battlements. This was

12
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vsed as an underground night-club. Now, however, it is used as a
vault for the storing and ageing of fine cheeses which are said to
mature much better below than above ground. With the cheese
caves of France in mind, the experiments were here begun by the
division of dairy husbandry of the University of Minnesota, Now
the business is on a2 commercial basis and care-ripened cheeses are
shipped all over the United States.

Mushrooms also like the dark. Adjoining caves were used for
growing mushrooms, but now they are produced in a nearby cement
building, where each day the mature ones are picked by men and
women who look like miners because of the electric torches fixed to
their forcheads.

You may walk for hours underground; there are said to be
twenty miles of tunnels under St, Paul.

“R histhe key to t * {s the slogan of the Minnesota
Mining and Manufacturing Company, more familiatly known as
the 3M.

‘The research laboratories of the firm occupy large buildings,
soon to be further expanded to spread over 150 acres. Twelve
hundred scientists here labour to find better ways of doing things.
The ideas they tum up take form in huge factories located some
miles away in St. Paul and in 18 other cities.

Known as the inventors and makers of Scotch Tape, they make
morc than fifteen hundred different adhesives, and many other
products.




CHAPTER V
STEAMBOAT MEMORIES

WE have now come to the river of big boats, The Mississippi from
the Twins to the Gulf was once famous for its floating palaces, with
great sidewheels or sternwheels, with tall chimneys crowned with
jron plumes, with murals and chandeliers and sumptuous cabins
and good food and a decp whistle and gay music on the calliope.

There are a few of the old stcamboats left. We boarded one, the
Avalon, at a St. Paul dock for an excursion downriver. Away aloft a
stcam calliope was playing Cruising Down the River.

The young first matc and musician told us about the calliope.

The calliope consisted of a row of steam whistles, each connected
with a valve, every valve governed by a key on a keyboard like that
of an organ. As cach key was pressed the corresponding whistle let
off a shrill note and a jet of steam.

It takes strong fingers and a strong back to play the calliope,
and ears that will stand more violent sound waves than a hundred
symphony orchestra instruments could produce.

The giant stern wheel began churning up the water like the wheel
of an old-fashioned grist mill and in the spray that was tossed to the
upper decks we could see a rainbow.

The Avalon is governed by an eight-foot steering wheel, the only
wheel still in action on the Mississippi. Modern river-boats are
steered by small Ievers.

The old-fashioned engine telegraph is still in usc on the Avalon.
On modern towboats the pilot does not signal orders to the enginecer
—he has all the engine controls under his own hands.

The pilot was particularly proud of the fine deep-throated whistle.
He operated it by standing on a pedal—only his full weight would
make it blow. On the new-fangled boats the pilot touches a button.

Early inhabitants of the Mississippi navigated the river in baskets,
like the coracles still used on some rivers in Wales. The basket was
round, some four or five feet in diameter, made of a wicker frame
covered with a buffalo’s hide. When white fur-traders invaded the
valley they adopted the Indian craft but enlarged it. They called it
a “bullboat” because of the use of skins of buffalo bulls.

The boats so built were commonly about 30 fect long. A cargo of

14
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six thousand pounds could be carried.

Indians of Lake Supetior used canoes of cedar wood and birch
bark, The early white exploters and traders used them too, but again
were not satisfied until they had increased their size and carrying
capacity. At the height of the fur trade canoes were built to carry
five tons or more. The pirogue was a canoe, but alf in one piece,
carved from a huge cypress log.

The timber age brought in the lumber raft. It was a way of getting
the logs to market. Several thousand logs were bolted together to
form a floating island some two or three acres in extent and shanties
were thrown up on it to serve as bunkhouses and cookhouse for the
crew who must row the raft to its destination.

Going down the Mississippi even with the help of the current is
not easy, for the prevailing wind is dead against you. Weary oarsmen
hailed with delight the invention in 1796 of n boat that replaced

p with horsep . It was a side-wheeler whose paddles
were turned by eight horses on a treadmill below deck. But on the
return journey against the current, and with the prevailing wind that
did not always prevail, the horses broke down at Natchez. Both boat
and horses were abandoned and the crew went home on foot.

The problem of how to get back upstream from New Orleans
was presently solved, in a makeshift way at least, by the flatboat.
The flatboat went down but didn't try to come back. It was a square-
cornered, flat-bottomed craft, roofed over, about a hundred feet
long, and looking remarkably like Noah's Ark, especially when it
was used to transport cattle, hogs, horses, sheep and fowl as well as
inanimate cargo. It was so cheaply put together that it was expend-
able and at New Orleans it was broken up and sold for lumber, the
crew returning by land. During the first third of the nineteenth cen-

tury as many as three thousand flatboats a year made the one.way
trip to New Orleans.

Craflt of the flatboat type were often used as shopboats. One was
a floating drygoods store, one a complete blacksmith’s shop, one a
tinware factory, and one & floating foundry for the manufacture of
axes, scythes and shovels. There were floating groceries, saloons,
and barber shops. There was a circus boat large enough for horse-
men, .uaobals and trapeze artists. There were floating churches
pcfidlmg bizarre doctrines and soliciting contributions from the
faithful. There were floating theatres that not infrequently sold
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tickets and then sailed away before show time. It was not too difficult
to circumvent the law. Since the Mississippi itsclf was a boundary
fine between states, all that was necessary was to sail to the other
bank to escape jurisdiction.

The flatboat’s successor was the keelboat which had a keel to
improve its navigability. It was long, slim and trim, and cox}]d make
a two-way trip. After discharging its cargo at New Orleans it turned
about and struggled back upstream. The oars were supplemented
by sails which sometimes consisted only of blankets or a screen made
of boards. Poles were used in shallow stretches. When the boat
hugged the shore the crew laid hold of bushes and branches and
pulled the boat along. This process was called “bushwhacking.” If
there was a path along the shore, the crew “cordelled” the boat by
walking up the path pulling the boat after them at the end of a rope.

But something was happening that would soon make oars, poles,
sails, bushwhacking and the cordelle unnecessary. Steam. After
others had tried and failed, John Fitch, an American clock-mender,
put together a steamboat and tried it out on the Delaware, It actually
worked, but not very well.

He tried to get financial help, from Congress, from capitalists,
from anybody, but failed. He scraped together enough money to
pay his passage to France, got nothing but polite smiles when he
tatked about driving a boat by steam, and left his design with the
United States Consul in France.

That gentleman was later visited by a young American artist,
Robert Fulton. The conversation got around to fantastic inventions
and the consul, to amuse his guest, brought out the stcamboat
drawings. Fulton got permission to keep them for several months.

Mecanwhile John Fitch, penniless but persistent, kept experi-
menting and being laughed at until he killed himself.

But Fulton had been set to dreaming and the result was a success-
ful demonstration of the Clermont on the Hudson River. Navigation
of other eastern rivers soon followed. Fulton with two partners
decided to try the Mississippi. In Pittsburgh they built and launched
the New Orleans, a handsome blue sidewheeler. She sajled down to
her namesake city without difficulty, but her engines were too feeble
to bring her up against the current and her deep keel, patterned
after the keel of ocean vessels, was not adapted to shallow water.

Her captain, Henry Shreve, saw what was the matter. A Missis-
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sippt steamer must sail on the water, not in jt. A few years later he
built his own t flatt d, drawing so little water that
amazed rivermen said it would “float on dew.” His Washington
had a high-pressure engine and was the first steam-driven vessel on
the Mississippi to go upstream as well as down.

That did it. The keelboat followed the flatboat into oblivion.
From 1816, to the end of the century, the steamboat was queen of
the Mississippi.

“The steamboats were finer than anything on shore,” wrote Mark
Twain in Life on the Mississippi, *When a citizen stepped on board
a big fine steamboat he entered a new and marvelous world.”

There was always a well-stocked bar, and not only gambling
tables but professional gamblers who could be trusted to make one’s
trip memorable,

The boat was as handsome without as within. Her twin smoke-
stacks towered high and their tops were scalloped to look like feathers
or ferns. On her sides appeared her name in gold leaf and sometimes
above the name a landscape or mythical figure. She was decked with
colorful flags. She never made port without music produced by
calliope or orchestra and most of the town was at the dock to meet

er.

Travel on a Mississippi steamboat was not only sumptuous, it
could be highly exciting. One never knew when the boiler would
blow up. Between 1810 and 1850 there were four thousand steam-
QO"“ casualties, most of them due to boiler explosions. The average
hff: of & steamboat was reckoned at four to five years and it could be
fairly sure of coming to a violent end.

The most serious single catastrophe in all the chequered history
of the Mississippi was the explosion of the Sultana in April, 1885, In
loss of life, this disaster ranked among the world's worst half-dozen
of all time.

It was only eleven days after the end of the Civil War. Prisoners
had been set free by both North and South and were returning to
their homes,

The rickety old Sultana, once the pride of the river but sadly run
down for lack of attention during the struggle, lay alongside the
Vicksburg landing. One of her old boifers had a chronic leak,

But because she would carry them home she looked good to the
2,14 Union soldiers who climbed aboard her on that bright April
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morning. Her captain knew he was taking aboard a thousand too
many passengers, but he was under orders.

The Sultana moved sluggishly upriver. Badly overloaded, she had
all she could do to get enough power from her weakened boilers.
The leak grew steadily worse and at dusk the boat stopped at
Memphis for repairs. A patch was applied and the boat went on,
despite the engineer’s comment:

“T'won’t do any good. What you need is a new boiler.”

Crewmen of the gunboat Grosbeak, moored in Memphis harbor
exchanged shouts of greeting and farewell with the happy passengers
of the Sultana as she resumed her journey north. They watched her
lights dwindle to pinpoints in the darkness. Then they saw a sudden
burst of flame and an instant later heard a deafening thunder. The
explosion was followed by a steady glare, the brilliant holocaust of
the burning steamboat.

The death toll was 1,550. It would be 47 years before this death
record of Americans by shipwreck would be equalled, or nearly
equalled, by the Titanic with the loss of 1,513. Yet, in spite of disas-
ters, public demand for river travel kept growing and steamboats
became fancier and faster. A speecd mania took possession of the
river. It was the ambition of every boat to “take the horns.” Who
originated the cutom is not known, but a pair of gilded deer antlers
was awarded by a committee of judges to the fastest boat on the
Mississippi. The antlers were proudly mounted on the front of the
pilot-house. No boat owned these horns and they could be worn only
during the period of her championship. Any boat making a faster
trip took the horns. The transfer was made at a grand banquet and
ball of river socicty.

The risks were many in cvery race to capture the antlers. Boilers
became red-hot and the paint blistered on the chimneys. Firemen
were plied with whisky to make them indifferent to danger. Safety
valves were ticd down, choking off the escaping steam, and increasing
the pressure in the boilers close to the bursting point. Too often that
point was passed and an cxplosion ended the race.

The most famous of all the contests was the one between the
Natchez and the Robert E. Lee in June of 1870,

It was a contest between two men as well as two boats. The cap-
tains were sworn enemics. Shrewd, unscrupulous John Cannon was
the captain of the Lee, hot-tempered, honorable Tom Leathers of
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the Natchez. Leathers had won the golden antlers with another boat,
the Princess, and he claimed his new boat, the Natchez, was even
faster.

The boats were scheduled to leave at 5 .z, Four minutes before
that time the Lee threw off her lines and started upriver. At five
sharp the Natchez followed.

The telegraph took the news to towns upstream and for a thousand
miles spectators lied the Jevees and waterfronts.

At first the Naichez steadily gained on the Lee. This was taken
as impressive evidence that, given equal loading, the Natcher was
the faster vessel.

Then there was an anxious report from the engine-room, Water
was spilling from a broken valve and lowering the steam pressure.
Captain Leathers took his boat to shore, tied up to a willow, and
the engineers worked on the valve while the Lee disappeared around
the bend.

It was half an hour before Old Tom was once more on his way,
again he had bad luck when the Narchez struck a sandbar, He was
also slowed because he refueled in the normal way, while the Lee
managed to refuel without stopping. But the Lee had engine trouble

100, An overstrained and overheated boiler promised to blow up.
Cannon would not stop for repairs.

A night and a day and a night and no sleep for ecither master.
Then a new anxicty—fog, The boats were entering the “Graveyard
Stretch,” infamous for its shatlows, rocks and shoals. The Lee blindly
ploughed on. The captain of the Natchez, canscious of his responsi-
bility to his ninety passengers and crew, tied up to the bank.

The Lee poked on, slowing down, sending a small boat ahead to
make soundings. Three days, eighteen hours and fourteen minutes
afterleaving New Orleans the Lee trumpeted her arrival to the crowds
massed on the St. Louis waterfront and the steamboat’s deep whistle
was answered with shouts, cannon shots, and general uproar from
every steamboat whistle and calliope in the harbor.

It was & record and is still a record, unbroken even by modern
towboats. The Lee got the horns. The Natches trailed in the next dsy.
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Why did the exciting and luxurious floating palaces of the Missis-
sippi disappear?

People were in a hurry and roads and railroads offered faster
transportation.

In spitc of a hailstorm of protests, the Rock Island Railroad in
1855 spanned the river with a bridge between Rock Island and
Davenport. The next year the Effie Afton struck a pier of the bridge,
caught firc and sank, taking a part of the bridge down with it.

The owners of the sunken steamboat sued the Rock Island Rail-
road. The defence lawyer engaged by the railroad was a certain young
Abraham Lincoln of Springficld.

This born and bred riverman prepared his case with skill. He
admitted that the bridge was an obstruction to river boats, but argued
that one man had as good a right to cross a river as another had to
sail up or down it.

He painted in bright colors the future of the great West and urged
that nothing should be allowed to stay the progress of development
and civilization in that promised land.

The stcamboat company lost its case against the railroad. Lincoln
has been called the author of the American doctrine of bridges.

The golden age of the steamboat lasted only some cighty years.
Even as early as 1874 a former pilot, who had known the river in its
cxciting heyday, noted its dreary return to primitive emptiness.

“We met {wo stcamboats at New Madrid,” wrote the author of
Life on the Mississippi. “Two stcamboats in sight at once! An in-
frequent spectacle now in the lonesome Mississippi.”



CHAPTIR VI
TOWBOAT, PLAYBOAT, SHOWBOAT

Thz steamboat era is gone, but the Mississippi is more alive than at
any time in its history. Thanks to the towboat, it now dos in a day
what it once did in a year. The towboat is one of the miracles of the
transportation age. Instead of one deck it may have five or more.
Instead of one engine it is likely to have four. Instead of one rudder
it has ten. Instead of a few hundred horsepower it will deliver four
1o eight thousand, Instead of nudging an ocean liner it will push a
fleet of barges carrying the load of two great ocean-going freighters.
Instead of carrying a crew of two or three men it requires seventeen
or twenty, Instead of costing a few thousand dollars, its owners
consider it cheap if they can get it built for a million.

The towboat is not really a towboat. It is a pushboat. In the long-
distant past it did baul its barges behind it but a string of barges
trailing out behind could not be controlied. It shipped about fike a
crocodile’s tail. Cross-cutrents or cross-winds threw it onto the rocks
or into ather boats or against bridge piers.

So the barges were put in front instead of behind. Barges perhaps
three abreast and numbering a dozen or more were tied together so
rigidly by steel cables that they became onc unyielding raft and this
tow (still called a tow although it was to be pushed) was locked in
place before the towboat and so firmly integrated with it by steel
cables that the entire fleet became a single unit subject to the slightest
touch of the pilot upon the steering levers.

Push towing, thanks to the Mississippi example, is now being
igitiated in fands as far apart as Laos, Germany and Argentina.
Mississippi captains have been called abroad to teach the new method
on the Mekong, the Rhine and the Plata.

The Mississippi barge is a floating warchouse. One jumbo-size
barge costs $90,000 to build. A standard barge weighs about three
hundred tons and will carry a thousand in cargo.

A single barge will carry the 1oad of three or four of the large
packets of steamboat days. And one towboat may push twenty or
mote such bargest

An ip(cgrat:d tow, the entire unit lashed together to make one
streamlined vessel, may stretch to twelve hundred feet—longer than
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the largest ocean liner afloat.

This fabulous development in the history of transportation began
during the first World War. Half a century before, the railroads had
banished the steamboats, The river was rediscovered in 1917, The
demands of war overwhelmed the railroads. The government com-
mandeered the few barges and towboats that could be found on the
Mississippi, hastily built a flect of new boats, and formed what
became known as the Federal Barge Lines.

Great stores of war materials began to move. Private investors
saw the opportunity and formed barge lines of their own. The govern-
ment, having demonstrated what could be done, sold the Federal
Barge Lines to private investors in 1953.

Aboard the towboat Huck Finn of the Federal Barge Lines, we
pass a city of dreams. With eyes open you see nothing but a house
or two, but if you will close your eyes you can sce many beautiful
and busy streets, stores and warehouses, five church spires springing
a hundred feet into the air, @ magnificent courthouse and docks
where huge piles of freight are being loaded on big stcamboats.

That was the way the non-existent city of Nininger was pictured
on the beautifully engraved maps circulated in New York and Boston
carly in the steamboat cra. Copies of the Nininger Daily Bugle
described the social events of Nininger, how Mrs. Newbody had
entertained fifty guests at her new residence on Park Avenue—~and
the name of every guest was given—how the big drygoods merchant
had gone cast to buy his spring stock, how fast new buildings were
going up and property values rising.

Among the advertisements {or grocery stores, haberdasheries,
hardware stores, millinery stores, shoe stores and blacksmith shops
and the announcements of services in the churches and theatrical
performances in the auditorium were notices of lots that might be
had for a good price if the buyer was quick about it.

Every name, every business, the entire city was a product of pure
imagination. The fraud was on so colossal a scale that it was perfectly
convincing. Easterners bought up the whole prairie for two miles
back from the river at ten thousand dollars an acre and more.

The land sharks then disappeared and the few buyers who
managed to get through to the Mississippi scarched in vain among
the sloughs and marshes for the city of Nininger.

Rolling Stone was another such mythical metropolis and dozens
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of promoters got out glowing prospectuses on imaginary town sites
all along the river below St. Paul.

Between St. Paul and St. Louis there are more than five hundred
islands and thousands of islets. The river broadens at times to three
miles or more. It is always varied and beautiful. R

Every form and color is provided by the intermingling of cotton-
wood, ash, poplar, elm, white birch, black walnut, red cedar, iron-
wood, juniper, wild apple, hazelnut, eldesberry, dogwood and sumac,

‘The many locks and dams have converted the river into a staircase
of placid lakes full of islands, and these lakes make pleasant cruising
grounds for thousands of houseboats.

‘Through a paradise of islands in a valley six miles wide we proceed
to a region where the Mississippi actually consists of more fand
than water, so many are its islands. The Dresbach Dam looms up
like 2 Roman aqueduct.

The lock is not big enough to take our whole tow at one bite.
Like most of the Mississippi locks, it is 600 feet Jong and 110 fect
wide, We must resort to double locking—that is, tie off half of the
barges to the shore, put the other half through the lock, then come
back for the rest, This takes an hour or more, whereas single locking
takes fifteen minutes.

“When the locks were built,” says the lockmaster, “a future of
750,000 tons a year was anticipated. Now seven million tons a year
g0 through, nearly ten times what was expected. OQur locks should be
at feast twice as big as they are.”

Night and day the towboat ploughs on, silent, except for the
sound of its engines. We pass the Green Tree Hotel on the river
front at Le Claire—the magnificent elm rhapsodized by Mark Twain
and enshrined in the Hall of Fame for Trees in Washington,

Twice as broad as it is high, shading an area of a hundred feet in
diameter and affording a fine view up and down the river, it became o
render ous for penniless rivermen. It adjoined the boat landing
and there was no better place to keep an eye out for a new riverboat
job. Under its shade men spread their blankets and cooked their meals
and made their home for weeks at a time. They dubbed thisinexpen-
sive open-air Todging-house the Green Tree Hotel and it became
Lnown by that name smong rivermen from St. Paul to New Orleans

Among the boys who played beneath the Green Tree was one
who grew up to be a legend for all boys everywhere, He was g
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famous scout and guide, a rider for the Pony Express, and a buﬂ'filo
hunter with a contract to provide meat for the labourers building
the Kansas-Pacific Railroad. It was this latter occupation that
carned him his nickname. Under the Green Tree stands a granite
slab to his memory and it bears this inscription:
Dedicated to
Colonel William F. Cody
““Buffalo Bill”
By his friend and boyhood playmate
Joe Barnes
erected in 1924

The Green Tree Hotel has been open for business since long
before the War Between the States, and as we passed we could sec
that it was still fully booked up, more than fifty men and boys
cooking, cating, playing cards or playing pranks in its cool shade.

Large cities are becoming more numerous, Dubuque, Daven-
port, Moline, Rock Island, Burlington, Quincy.

Deep in its Mormon memorics lies Nauvoo. Here the first mem-
bers of a unique American religious group had come when they
were expelled from Missouri because people feared they meant to
take the state as their own.

Mormon missionaries sent converts from other states and cven
from England to Nauvoo which speedily became a city of twenty
thousand people, a greater population than Chicago at that time.
Because the Mormons voted in a bloc, the state of Illinois became
nervous over its political potentialitics, particularly when Joseph Smith
announced himself a candidate for president of the United States.

Life was not easy in Nauvoo. The winters were rigorous and the
summers malarial. The Mormons had no competent doctors, but
their leader, Joseph Smith, practised faith-healing. Brigham Young
later recalled the prophet’s miracles, “Joseph commenced in his
own housc and dooryard, commanding the sick in the name of
Jesus Christ to arise and be made whole, and they were healed
according to his words. He then continued to travel from house to
house, healing the sick as he went.”

These wonders were proclaimed abroad and immigrants streamed
in from Europe. They were advised by the missionaries that delay
would be fatal since it was God's plan that the Atlantic would dry
up and the journey to America would then be impossible.
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Joseph Smith had numerous “revelations” in one of which he
w2s commanded to build a temple which shou!d be “(}\c m?st
magnificent religious edifice in the world.” Tt was bl.n[t of native white
timestone at a cost of a million doffars and combu}cd Romanesque,
Greek and Egyptian architecture. Topping its spire was a gold.en
figure of the angel Motoni, he who had revealed to Joseph Smith
the golden plates which, transtated, became the Book of Mormon.

In another revelation Joseph Smith was directed to establish the
dottrine of “celestial marriage,” an cxalted term for polygamy.
Plural marriage was to be not only permissible but desirable, it
being Mormon doctrine that no woman could enter Heaven unless
sealed “for time and eternity” to a member of the Mormon church.

Not all Marmons supported the new doctrine but dissenters were
stripped of their property, and forced to flee for their lives. When
they complained to state autharities, Joseph Smith gathered about
him a military force called the Nauvoo Legion and declared martial
faw in Nauvoo.

For these acts, he was charged with treason and transferred to
the county gaol in Carthage. Here Iynchers broke in upon him. He
made a dash for the window and leaped to his death on the stone

flags of the gaol yard,

The trek led by Brigham Young from Nauvoo 1o Utah is history
and the fine character of the Mormon community in that state is well
known. Nauvoo is a modern river town now more Catholic than Mor-
mon, but houses of the first settiers are still to be seen and two of them.
have been turned into museums, The proud temple was destroyed by
fite 2nd the stones were carted away to buitd houses and stables.

. . -

N_aw we come to the new Keokuk Lock, believed by the U.S.
Engineers 10 be the world's largest in water volume, 1t is 1,200 fezt
Tong and {10 wide (Panama locks are 1,000 feet long and 110 wide).
The normal full depth of the Keokuk Lock is 38.2 feet.

To get a true impression of its size it is necessary 1o enter it in
s small canoe, as 1 did later, and Took up at its towening walls. This
immense concrete tank, with as much water capacity as a smal} lake,
fills to the fevel of the upper pool in about ten minutes, The ofd lock'
was only 358 feet long. It was 8 bottleneck. A towboz; with 23
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cleven-barge tow could not get through in less thz}n seven hours,
Today the same tow would go through in twenty minutes.

We come to storied Hannibal, scenc of the exploits of Tom Sawyer
and Huck Finn and home of their creator, Mark Twain.

What was a small village in Twain’s day is now a sprawling city.
but it still has a sleepy, storybook air and is obviously proud of its
Twain tradition. A museum contains many interesting objects asso-
ciated with the author, and adjoining it is the Clemens home with
small rooms, low ceilings, a ladderlike stairway.

A block away from a disreputable alley lived Tom Blankenship,
bosom fricnd of young Sam Clemens. At night the boys would
converse from one house to the other by means of a code of catcalls.
Then Sam would step out the window, slide down the roof of the
house and descend by an arbour to join his arch conspirator for a
night of mischief, Of course Tom Blankenship was the ideal proto-
type for Huck Finn.

At the foot of Cardiff Hill we came upon Tom Sawyer and Huck
Finn in person. The bronze figures are splendidly done to represent the
carefree dress and adventurous spirit of two boys who somehow seem
more real to young readers than many of their own living friends.

We poked our way into McDougal’s Cave where Tom Sawyer
and Becky Thatcher got lost, repeating more or less the actual
experience of Sam Clemens and Laura Hawkins, It was and is a
bewildering labyrinth of tunnels, some of the passageways believed
to penctrate beneath the Mississippi itself. It was a hiding place for
runaway slaves, and a refuge for criminals.

South of the town is Lover’s Leap whose legend of Indian lovers
going to their death is not as interesting as the actual record of
what happened here in the 1840s, when a religious group selected this
as a jumping-off place to Heaven.

Their feader, a New York deist, had warned them that the end
of the world was at hand. Thousands were conv nced. They resigned
their jobs, neglected their crops, closed their stores, dressed in long
white robes and ascended to the pinnacle to await the final trump.
1t did not come,

The deist explained the reason—lack of faith. Some doubters
had failed to surrender their earthly possessions. They would have

one more chance. He himsclf would accept their earthly goods, thus
frecing their souls for the great event which was now scheduled to
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take place on 22 Octeber of the following year.

The faithful divested themsclves of all but their white robes,
ascended once mote to the crest above the winding Mississippi, and
again Gabriel was silent, The dispossessed looked for the deist, but
he was not to be found.

Sam Clemens became a printer’s devit on a small Hanniba) news-
paper and later an assistant editor. The river was his joy and his fove.
He stowed away on a packet, was discovered, and thrown ashore nine
miles downstream. He studied for a pilot’s licence, got it, and came to
know intimately every island and bend from St. Paul to New Orleans.

The sclf-importance of a Mississippi pilot is pethaps justified,
for he has mastered a most difficult profession. He must not only
know his craft—he must know his river. Before he can get his
pilot’s licence the novice must be able to draw any section of the
river showing its exact width, position of the best channel, tocation
of shoals, bends, points, day-boards, lights and Jandings.

He needs to be an interpreter of signs and portents. A floating
log shows that the river 1s rising, a slanting line on the surface
means a reef beneath, “boils” are a warning that a bar is dissolving
and a new chanael forming, a whitlpool may mean the deposit of
a new shoal, an almost imperceptible V may be caused by a danger-
ous snag just below the surface.

He becomes n weather forecaster. A sticky pilotwheel in the even-
ing means fog before morming. Three foggy mornings usually bring
a rajn, If the gulls are restless a storm s Jikely within twenty-four
hours, Thick frost on the trees portends a thaw and a flood. An east
wind brings rain and a west wind, clear weather.

No pilot can know it all, though some pretend that they do.
Modest Abe Lincoln, applying for a pilot’s job, was asked,

“*Are you acquainted with the rver, and do you know where the
snags are?”

“Well,” replied Abe hesitantly, “I'm pretty well acquainted, but
the snags, [ don’t know exactly so much about them.™

“Don’t know about the snags?” exclaimed the captain, con-
temptuously. *You'd make a pretty pilot!™

“What for do | want to know where the snags are?” drawled
Abe. " know where they ain’t, and that’s where I do my sailing!™

He was hired and that captain [ater testified that Abe Lincoln
was one of the best pulots on the river,
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We disembark at St. Louis, which used to see a hundred stcam-
boats lined up along her jetty at one time and which now knows an
amount of river traffic never dreamed of in steamboat days.

But there is one remarkable and thriving survival of the old days
—the stcamboat, Admiral. We go aboard her for an afternoon
excursion.

1t is a truly fabulous boat, the biggest river excursion steamer in
the world, 387 fect long, six decks high, 98 feet from the water to
the top of the pilot-house.

It was built shortly after the turn of the century at Vicksburg as
a railroad ferry. It was made over into an excursion boat in 1941,

One of its main features is an enormous baliroom accommodat-
ing two thousand dancers at one time. A twelve-piece orchestra
provides the music.

The main deck is unbelievable. It is a floating carnival, with every
sort of bright and gaudy machine to play games on, rifle ranges

where grizzly bears taunt sharpshooters, fortune-tellers, ice cream,
hot dogs. This amusement park afloat (where railroad trains used
to be carried) is as long as a city clock and half as wide. The capa-
city of the boat is four thousand and on the day of our excursion
it was completely sold out.

Moored to the St. Louis jetty near the Admiral is the Goldenrod,
onc of the last of the showboats. She still stages a melodrama every
night at 8:30. The bill is changed once every two weeks. Captain
J. W. Menke, has taken her up and down every navigable river of
the West. The boat dates back half a century.

Already gone is the circusboat, gaily painted, carrying a mena-
gerie of ponics, dogs, wildcats, monkeys, a few yards of sluggish
scrpent, some clowns and acrobats, and a brass band. The amphi-
theatre of the Floating Palace could seat a thousand persons to
view bareback riding, trapeze acrobatics, and the growling per-
formance of a mangy lion.

We rejoined the Missouri. And so on down the magnificent
waterway past Cape Girardeau on the Trail of Tears, by which the
Cherokees, after being evacuated from their land in Tennessee and
Grorgia, made their long journey to the unknown west.

We landed in Cairo. Flying back to St. Paul, we recovered our

car and trailer and spent many days driving down slowly through
niver towns back to Cairo.



CHAPTER VII
THE MISSISSIPPI IN EGYPT

Wuy should the southern end of Ulinois be known as Egypt? It
seems to have begun with the paming of Cairo, whose founders
considered the location similar to that of the city on the Nile.

Cairo was a slum built in a swamp. Charles Dickens, suffering
from indigestion, described it as **a breeding place of fever, ague and
death, a dismal swamp on which the half-built houses rot away, the
hateful Mississippi circling and eddying before jt and turning off
upon its southern course, a slimy monster hideous to behold.”

The visitor to Cairo today would not recognize it by this descrip-
tion. The water has been pumped out of it, most of the mosquitoes
banished, and it is as prosy a town as any other.

Cairo, hke Manhattan, is Jong and narrow and wedged in between
two rivers—far greater rivers than those that pass New York. High
Jevees keep out the Mississippi on the one side and the Ohio on the
other.

We drove down to the point where the two rivers meet. Walking
out to the tip of the Jand, we had the dark translucent Chio within
ten feet of us on the left, the brown opaque Mississippi equally close
on our right. Stretching out ahead of us was a smooth, ripple-free
band caused by the boiling of the meeting currents.

In the middle is point zero. For here is where the Upper Missis-
sippi ends and the lower Mississippi bcgms

The Mississippi's delta, geologi king, begins at Cairo.
Ages ago the Gulf of Mcxxco penctrated to this point, The mighty
river gradually filled it with silt, and now winds neatly a thousand
miles through land of its own making.

The Ohlo, though shorter than the Missouri, contributes 2 far
greater volume than either the Missouri or the Upper Mississippi
itself.

‘The consequence is that from here on we have a quite different
Mississippi. 1t is no longer a sweet river; it is grand, It is no longer
pretty; it is majestic. It is a half-tamed giant capable of carrying
enormous commerce to man's benefit, but guilty of devastating
floods, savage eceentricities, sinkings and drownings without number,

1t is no Jonger a small-boat river. Except for two or three hazard-
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ous experiments, we leave our little aluminium egg-shell safely on
top of the car until we reach the quict bayous of the South.

The Mississippi changes its sex at Cairo. The charming upper
river is unmistakably feminine. The big brute of a lower river is just
as certainly masculine.

It was on these lower reaches that the Indian and Negro nick-
names, Old Big Strong, Old Man River and Old Devil River were
born. But the great mythical figure of the lower river is Old Al
the River King.

Old Al was created by the black roustabouts of the steamboat
age, but even the modern deckhands of the towboats sometimes
declare that they have seen him. As described by folklorist Ben
Lucien Burman, Old Al is a male alligator bigger than a barge.
He bears a gold crown on his head and holds a huge pipe of tobacco
in onc of his scaly paws. With his other paw he takes delight in
scooping up a sandbar to block a passage or plucking men off
barges for his dianer, With his tail he switches currents this way and
that to throw a tow up against a bridge pier or smash a levee or
toss floods over farms and villages.

The voodoo doctors of the deep South sell good luck charms
guaranteed to keep Old Al in his place. The roustabouts used to
tind that a dog or pig dropped overboard would sometimes mollify
the king.

The river behind us is a dug-out river. It has made a trench for
itself and the rock walls of the trench rise sometimes three hundred
fect high,

The river ahcad of us has an entirely different idea. It rides on
top of the land, somewhat like an aqueduct.

You look down upon the upper river from the precipices that
contain it. You look up to the lower river from Jands that have to be
protected from it by levees,

Streams flow into the upper river. Streams flow out of the lower
river. There arc exceptions. One large river, the Arkansas, and a
few smatler ones do manage to penetrate into the Lower Mississippi.
But the mighty Red River, after coming within seven miles of the
Mississippi, gives up the struggle and takes a short-cut to the Gulf,

Th‘c farmers of lands from Cairo to the sea are ever conscious of
the river above their heads. They are protected by earthen Ievees
thirty to fifty feet high extending for more than 3,500 miles along
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the main stem and subordinate waterways. This quite cclipses the
Great Wall of China, some 1,500 mifes long and twenty-tno feet
high.

Cities are fewer than along the upper river and must choose their
sites with care. Vicksburg and Natchez find refuge on hills. New
Orleans is normally four to seven feet below river level, in flood time
cighteen to twenty feet below. During high water residents may sce
boats float by above their heads. Rainfall in the city does not drain
down and away. It must be pumped up into the river,

» * .

<, .

by boat, i by road, we worked our way
south. We came to New Madrid, a town that has had to move four
times to escape the caprices of Old Al, the god-alligator. It was
intended that this should be the capital of a new Spanish empire.
Hence the name, New Madrid. It was to be a utopia, the most
beautiful city in Amenca, with streets ninety feet wide, parks along
the river front, churches of every creed, and no tates!

In 1811 the river exploded into fountains and geysers thrown up
by a violent earthquake. The quakes conhnued for two years. This
was only the first of & number of river disasters. Four times in all,
New Madrid moved back. The site of the original New Madrid is
now under the Mississipp River near the Kentucky shore,

New Madrid no longer fears the river since the U.S. Engincers
put in dykes upstream causing a bar to form, which diverts the main
channel to the Kentucky side. But now that the town, like most
others, wants (o take advantage of the new traflic on the mver and
attract industrial plants to New Madrid, it has petitioned the Missis~
sippi River Commission to take measures to change the direction
of flow so that the bar will be washed out and New Madrid will
have access ta a deepwater port foc hee haped-for industrics.

. . -

With Tennessee on one side of us and Arkansas on the other,
we fecl we are getting into the real South.

But if the Northerner supposes his city to be more brisk and
crisp than the towns of the OId South, he will be amazed by Mem-
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phis. Here is a city as clean and new as a freshly-minted silver dollar.
Few cities in the nation are growing more rapidly or more tastefully.

Memphis had a bad start. When a yellow-fever epidemic crept up
the river from New Orleans in 1878 it took hold with special viru-
Ience in Memphis. All who could fled to the country. The rest stayed
indoors. Trade and traffic stopped. The stillness was broken only
by the cry, “Bring out your dead,” as the hearses made their rounds.
Pits were dug and filled with thousands of corpses. The epidemic
ended with an October frost. Of the 45,000 Memphians, 25,000 had
fled, 17,000 had been stricken and 3,000 had died.

It set Memphis back on its heels for half a century. Today there
are no visible marks of the painful past.

Modern Memphis is the Jargest cotton market in the world. It is

the world’s largest hardwood Iumber market. It is one of the finest
of river ports.



CHAPTER VIl
OLD AL ABDICATES

Tut most stirring story to come out of the Mississippi Valley js
the story of the conguest of the Father of Waters by the US,
Engioeers.

Near Vicksburg, a gigantic model of the Mississippi System laid
aut on a site of eight-hundred acres, with reat water running through
its channels to simulate the rivers, enables the Engineers to deters
mine just what should be done next and where.

in Vicksburg we met the monarch who had taken the place of
Old Al as the River King. He was Major-Generat John R. Hardin,
President of the Mississippi River Commission, about to retire with
all the principal battles won; he believed the river was now under
such control that not only a flood like that of 1927 could be disposed
of, but a possible super-flood 20 per cent greater,

‘This does not mean that the Mississippi will give no more trouble.
1t does mean that the terrible disasters of the past are not likely to
be repeated.

The flood of 1927 drove 800,000 pcop)c from their homes. Heavy
ramns pouring upon the Mississipp hed which hes to
within 250 miles of the Atlantic and 500 of the Paaific, an area of
about 1,224,000 square miles, draned into the central river. It was
estimated that a Tabulous 250 cubic miles of water feit 1n the Mis-
sissippi area. Much soaked in, much evaporated, but 60 cubic miles
of it were left to swell the big river.

Terrific currents chewed holes in the levees and poured through
to inundate towns, carry away houses, and bury farms in muddy
water as much as 18 feet deep. The river broadened in some places
to & width of 80 miles. Many people were trapped and drowned.
Animals fied to the high places—mounds, trees, chimneys. They
forgot their animosities. Old enemics buddied together in terror,
rabbits, muskrats, herons, chickens, possums, snakes, foxes, rac-
coons and deer, Horses swam away until they were exhausted or
found refuge, but the cattle stood impassive in the water until they
drowned or starved to death,

New Orleans saw the river rolling above her, topping the Jevees.
Thousands of sandbags increased the height of the Jevees, but still




34 THE AMAZING MISSISSIPPI

the river rose. Was there no way to save the city with its hailf mil-
lion population and its millions in wealth? o ]

There was a way. Officials talked about it in whispers. But the
word got out. The country-folk of the marshes and bayous bc10}v
New Orleans were horrified. They were to be asked to accept ruin
so that New Orleans might be saved. The idea was to make a deli-
berate break in the fevee through which the river could pour out over
the southern parishes and so relieve the threat to New Orleans.

The farmers, trappers, fishermen protested, but without success.
Soldiers were sent to superintend the blasting of the levee at Caer-
narvon. Trucks came to haul away the houschold goods of the
people who were about to lose their homes. Compensation would
be paid to all evacuees. The wealthy merchants of New Orleans
would take care of that. But what compensation could there be for
such loss?

People and their possessions were loaded into trucks and carried
off. Many refused to go. They had faith that prayers and charms
would avert flood. Some of the aged, too frail to travel, preferred to
drown. The levee was dynamited, the angry Mississippi poured
through the breach, and New Orelans was saved.

The Corps of Engincers, U.S. Army, have transformed the river.
They had made many cutoffs even before 1874 when Mark Twain
wrote Life on the Mississippi, in which the humorist calenlated that
if they kept on shortening the river at the same rate “‘any person can
see that 742 ycars from now the Lower Mississippi will be only a
mile and three quarters long, and Cairo and New Orleans will have
joined their streets together.” Between 1929 and 1942 the Engincers
made sixteen cutoffs, shortening the river 151.8 miles.

The cutoffs have several merits. Less mileage between St. Louis
and New Orleans means quicker transport. The straightened river
docs not cut into its banks so severely as when it had to swing around
curve after curve, Since the grade is steepened, the current is faster
and stronger. In times of flood the swollen waters are not blocked
and turned aside in loop after loop, and thereby compelled to spread
out over the country, swamping towns and farms. The straightencd
channel carries them swiftly through to the Gulf. A given volume
of water can get through in far less time, Thus the runoff may be
able to keep up with the rainfall,

The building of the great wall, twice the length of China’s, also
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devolves upon the Engineers. The fevees lining both sides of the
river do not, as one might imagine, sit on the bank of the river, They
may be back as far as five miles from the stream, This is to give the
River King room (o thrust out his elbows at floodtime. The water
speeads gently over the lowlands and loses much of its force before
it reaches the Jevees.

These great carthen battlements, a hundred feet thick at the base
and three or four storeys high, look completely invulnerable. Yet
sa small a thing as a pocket gopher may destroy them. A gopher,
rat or armadilfo makes a small burrow, then perhaps an internal
system of runways, side beanches, chambers for storage and nests.
Some day the water nises, enters the burrows, and gradually reduces
the solid bank 10 a mound of mush. The stopes sfough off and stide
down. The seepage comes through 10 the inner side and becomes a
continuous stream, the hole broadens with amazing speed and the
stream is a torrent. The earth above the hole drops and 1s washed
out, and the result is a crevasse through which a Niagara pours
into the back country sending people upstairs or mto boats or 1o
seck precarious refuge on the crest of the remaning Jevee.

Only cternal vigilance can prevent such catastrophes. The Jevees
are usually kept clear of vegetation 5o that fiddler crabs and other
borers can be more easily seen and destroyed, Burrows must be
filled. During high water guards must waik the levee and watch for
“boils,” small geysers marking the beginnings of breaks

One of the greatest achievements of the Engmeers has been the
construction of the Bonnet Carré Spillway which in case of need wil
carey almost two million gallons per second out of the river and
through Lale Pontchartrain to the sea, side-stepping New Orleans;
and the even morc ambitious Morganza Floodway which will
divert flood waters from the Mississippi down the basin of the
Atchafalaya to the Gulf,

1n 1937 the work of the Engincers was put to the ocid test. The
largest flood of historical times poured down the Mississippi, The
army was ready to evacuate a million people if the Jevees broke.
Caito, trapped between the Ohio and the Missisyippi, pumped water
out of town as fast as it flowed in over or through the levees, The
river way three miles wide at Memphis and climbing into the town.
The Bonnet Cassé Spillway, completed only two years before, was
orened. & pate at a time.
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It was a near thing. In many places the water was levee-high.
Hodding Carter looked from his newspaper office window in Green-
ville to see Coast Guard cutters moored twenty feet above street
fevel. But the levees held and through the Bonnet Carré enough
water was drawn off to cover 1,250,000 acres ten feet deep. This
lowered the river level for more than a hundred miles and New
Orleans was safe.

The Engineers were not satisfied, even with controlling the big-
gest flood on record. The new spillways, the lakes of the Upper Mis-
sissippi converted into rescrvoirs, the dams and locks, the strength-
ened levees, are all insurance against a possible superfiood.



CHAPTTR 1\
SNAGBOAT AND DELTA QUEEN

ANOTIHER vessel unique to the Mississippi is the snagboat. Snags
arc among the chief perils of the big river, Undercut by the current,
a bank will cave in, hurling big trees into the river. The roots of
the tree will sink to the bottom because they are heavily embedded
with dirt. The top of the tree, being lighter, will float on or near the
surface and the current will point it downstream.

The snag that stays in a fixed position is called a *planter”
One that keeps lowering and raising its head is a *“sawycr.” Either
may stave in a boat coming upstream, but the sawyer is the more
dangerous. 1ts rhythm may be very slow so that it 1s out of sight for
many minutes at a time. The steersman looks out upon perfectly
smooth water only to see @ monster rear its head ten feet above the
surfacc when it is too late to avoid 1t. “*Chicors,” the tecth of the
river, the French used to call these snags, and they can bite a hole
through the toughest hull, It js the business of the snagboats to pluck
these obstructions out of the channel.

We rode the big sternwheeler snagboat Charles H. West from
Vicksburg to Greenville. From a lofty A-frame on the bow of the
vessel dangled 2 gigantic pair of tongs which could grip and haul
out a log as easily as a dentist could pull a tooth.

We seemed to be making for a smali stick projecting from the
water, It was only as big as my arm and rose but a few fect above the
sutface,

The 13t slowed up to the stick and the tongs descended and bit
ir. Up came the stick, foot by foot. It grew thicker and heavier and
still it camie, ten feet, twenty, thirty and still more until the top of
it rose nbove the lofty pilot-house and the rools rested on the deck,
It was a cottonwood log no less than one hundred fect Jong. The
men cut it into short lengths with power saws and dumped the
pieees overboard to float harmlessty away.

Another task of the snagboat is the placing of buoys. Can buoys,
shaped like a can, mark one side of the channel and nun buoys,
topped with & hood hke a nun's, mark the other. They must be
moved frequently in accordance with changes in the channcl. A
master with his eye on the fathometer must determine the proper
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Jocation of every buoy. . '

One of the most extraordinary feats of the Engineers is the paving
of the river-bed. The Lower Mississippi over much of its length is
now a paved street. The paving usually does not floor the ccnt‘ral
channel but covers the bank where the current and wave action
would otherwise wash it away. It may extend six hundred feet or
more from cach shore towards the middie of the stream.

This flooring used to consist of trees bound together with wire
into mats sometimes a milc long. Today the mats consist of retic-
ulated slabs of concrete. These blocks are linked together with
stainless steel wire, the whole forming a flexible mattress. The al-
ligator-god who rules the river will even chew up concrete in time,
but such a mat will usually last twenty or thirty years.

* * *

The paved Mississippi is like a great avenue, the more so because
it even has its street lights. Mark Twain’s “two-thousand-mile torch-
light procession™ consists of a line of light standards on either side
of the river, cach one a tripod-post about twelve feet high painted
white and furnished with a Jadder by which one may reach the lamp.
Batteries are now taking the place of kerosenc to light the lamps.

* * *

Natchez is onc of the “musts’ of any Mississippi journcy. In the
era of the great cotton planters, this city claimed more millionaires
than any other in the Iand except New York.

Plantation owners built stately mansions and filled them with
furnishings from Europe. The glory faded after the war. Today the
golden age has returned with the discovery of oil and gas and the
coming of large industries. The splendid mansions have been re-
stored and are occupied by descendants of the original owners.

It was a few miles above Natchez that Drennan Whyte sank in
1850 carrying with her a mixed cargo, the most important item of
which was $100,000 in English gold.

The water was only forty fect deep and salvage scemed quite pos-
sible. But all attempts failed. The eastern bend of the river silted up

and became part of a farm bought by an Ancil Fortune from Ohio.
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1n the spring of 1870, while digging a wel), he found the smoke-
stack of a steamboat. He had heard of the Drennan HWhyte but coutd
not believe that this was it, for it was far downstream from the spot
where the treasure ship was supposed to have sunk. Yet it was just
possible that a cache of $§100,000 in gold might lic beneath his fect
and the thought was exciting to a poor man.

He filled up the hole, sowed willow seeds for five hundred fect in
every direction, and waited five years.

Then, screened by the willows which grew ten feet high all about
him, fe started to dig. It was three years before he worked down the
side of the boat to a brass plate bearing the words Drennan Whyte.

With new ambition he tunneled into the cabins of the vessel. In
May of 1891 he uncovered an iron chest, broke it open and found it
full of pieces of gold.

While deerding what to do about the money he broke us leg.
While he was confined (o his bed the river flooded the land, cut eway
the willow point until not a tree or bush remained, and probably-—
no one knows for certain-~pushed the wrech miles farther down-
stream, There it lies, but where? Skin-divers still hunt for it.

Among the bayous of southern Lowmsiana ncar the mouth of
the great river you journey not only to France, but back in time to
the rance of two centurics 8go. The French spoken by the Acadians,
or *Cajuns,” is the old French of the seventeenth and cighteenth
centuries,

But you are visiting Spain as well as France. The mouth of the
Mississippi was the Spanish explorers” gate to the new world.
Alvarez de Pineda sailed up the river in 1519 and was followed 23
years fater by de Soto. In the wale of Spanish explorers came set-
tlers, and their descendants are still here.

But chicfly this is a trip to Africa. One might think oncself in
one of the better and more progressive of the new African natjons,
such as Nigeria. Lvery second man in the state of Mississippi is
black, and the negro population is growing much more rapidly
than the white, Only 2 third of Lovisiana’s population is negro, but
it makes a two-thirds impact ypon the visitor because of its dustine~
tive character. It represents a curious blend of African tradition
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location of every buoy.

One of the most extraordinary feats of the Engineers is the paving
of the river-bed. The Lower Mississippi over much of its length is
now a paved street. The paving usually does not floor the central
channel but covers the bank where the current and wave action
would otherwise wash it away. It may extend six hundred feet or
more from cach shore towards the middle of the stream.

This flooring used to consist of trees bound together with wire
into mats sometimes a mile long. Today the mats consist of retic-
ulated slabs of concrete. These blocks are linked together with
stainless steel wirc, the whole forming a flexible mattress. The al-
ligator-god who rules the river will even chew up concrete in time,
but such a mat will usually last twenty or thirty years.

* * *

The paved Mississippi is like a great avenue, the more so because
it even has its street lights. Mark Twain’s “two-thousand-mile torch-
light procession” consists of a line of light standards on cither side
of the river, cach one a tripod-post about twelve feet high painted
white and furnished with a ladder by which one may reach the lamp.
Batterics are now taking the place of kerosene to fight the Jamps.

* * *

Natchez is one of the “musts” of any Mississippi journey. In the
era of the great cotton planters, this city claimed more millionaires
than any other in the land except New York.

Plantation owners built stately mansions and filled them with
furnishings from Europe. The glory faded after the war. Today the
golden age has returned with the discovery of oil and gas and the
coming of large industries. The splendid mansions have been re-
stored and are occupied by descendants of the original owners.

It was a few miles above Natchiez that Drennan Whyte sank in
1850 carrying with her a mixed cargo, the most important item of
which was §100,000 in English gold.

The water was only forty feet deep and salvage scemed quite pos-
sible. But all attempts failed. The castern bend of the river silted up
and became part of a farm bought by an Ancil Fortune from Ohio.
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In the spring of 1870, while digging a well, he found the smolec-
stack of a steamboat. He had heard of the Drennan 13 1e but could
not beliese that this was it, for it was far downstream from the spot
where the treasure ship was supposed to have sunk. Yet it was just
possible that a cache of $100,000 in gold might lic beneath his feet
and the thought was exciting to a poor man.

He filled up the hole, sowed willow seeds for five hundred fect in
every direction, and waited five years.

Then, screened by the willows which grew ten feet high all about
him, he started to dig. It was three years before he worked down the
side of the boat to a brass plate bearing the words Drennan Whyte,

With new ambition he tunneled into the cabins of the vessel. In
May of 1891 he uncovered an iron chest, broke it open and found it
full of picces of gold.

While deciding what to do about the money he broke his leg.
While he was confined to his bed the river flooded the land, cut away
the willow point untii not a trec or bush remained, and probably—
no one hnows for certain—pushed the wreck miles farther down-
stream, There it lies, but where? Skin-divers still hunt for .

Among the bayous of southern Lowstana near the mouth of
the great river you journey not only to France, but back in time to
the rance of two centunes ago. The French spoken by the Acadians,
or “Cajuns,” is the old French of the scventeenth and eighteenth
centuries,

But you are visiting Spain as wel! as France. The mouth of the
Mississippi was the Spanish explorers’ gate to the mew world.
Alvarez de Pineda sailed up the river an 1519 and was followed 23
years later by de Soto. In the wake of Spanish explorers came set-
tlers, and their descendants are sull here.

But chicfly this is a trip to Africa. Onc might think oneself in
one of the better and more progressive of the new Afnican nations,
such as Nigeria, Esery second man in the state of Mississippi is
black, and the negro population is growing much more rapidly
than the white. Only a third of Louisiana's poputation is negro, but
it makes a two-thirds impact upon the visitor because of its distinc-
tive character. It sepresents a cutious blend of African tradition
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with the heritage of the days of slavery.

It is largely a matter of terrain. Communities are isolated by
water. The folk of one village may never have set foot in a village
ten miles away because it is *over the water.”” The great marshies can-
not be crossed even by boat.

These states arc being rapidly industrialized and New Orleans is
the second greatest port in the nation, barely outstripped by New
York. But back among the waters practically the entire population
makes a living from the soil or the sea.

Outside the great plantations, which are scientific enough, ag-
riculture is carried on by a system of signs and portents. Leaf veg-
ctables should be planted in the light of the moon, root vegetables
during the dark phase. The holiness of Good Friday will biess the
beans put into the ground during that day. Moonlight during the
Christmas scason means a light crop; darkness, a heavy crop.

The talent of the water-world for preserving old traditions is no-
where more evident than in its plant-lore, long since forgotten in
France, Spain and England, and on the way to oblivion even in
Africa, but still alive in the Old South of the Mississippi bayous.

If the young lady of the house will plant blue vervain around the
doorstep she will find that it will attract lovers. The young man who
wants to gain control over a woman should chew devil's shoestring
and rub it over his hands. Or a little red onion juice mixed with
the tracks of 2 woman’s left foot will lure the desired female,

Witcheraft is a constant worry in this strange world of space and
silence under the Spanish moss hanging from the oaks. But if a bit of
high-John-the-conqueror (St. John's wort) is held in the hand,
witches will keep their distance.

The witch and the voodoo doctor are venerated and dreaded,
Either may fay a curse upon one, and the power of suggestion is so
great that the person cursed becomes ill and may die.

There are many plants supposed to foil witches: a toadstool wet
with camphor, or mustard sced planted about the house, or coflard
seed scattered under the bed, or prince’s-feather in the breast pocket,
or shame-weed (sensitive plant) to make the conjurer ashamed of
his evil ways.

Other powerful plants are jimson weed which, pounded with the
dried head of a snake, will bring blindness or death; Blood-o>-Jesus
which brings peace; Bowels-of-Christ that can be stewed in lard to
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malke a healing salve. A cedar tree planted in the yard will mean the
death of someone you love.

Ghosts take human form, say the river folk. A roustabout met a
beautiful Negress, fell in love, courted her for six nights. On the
seventh she failed to appear. On a slip of paper she had given him
her address. He tracked it down—and found himself in front of a
small cemetery, Her name was on one of the tombstones. She had
been dead for fifty years,

Fear of “'haunts™ and hell fire takes many to church who other-
wise would not darken its doors. Religion here is not a cold, calcu-
lated thing, but something that requires clapping of hands, hymn-
shouting, leaping and rolling. Death may be caused by the breaking
of a 1aboo. A man may die because he broupht an axe into the house
and did not take it out through the same door. He may have cut
too many windows in his house, thus admitting evil spirits. He may
have antagonized a witch or voodoo doctor.

Schools are necessarily few in the water wastes. It u not only
isolation that has a retarding infl but 1
Negroes may speak various dialects of English that “would not be
understood by a visitor from London or New York or even New
Orlcans. The many Dalmatians speak Croatian, those of Spanish
descent prefer Spanish, and the Cajuns cling to a French unknown
in France.

We went from Natchez to New Orleans on the last of the stcam-
boals to take overnight passengers. The Delta Queen still makes
regular cruises from Cincinnati to New Orleans and from Cincinnati
to St. Paul. Behind, a great sternwheel threw up big waves and
carried 2an aura of spray afl about it Iike a veil. A rainbow appeared
and disappeared in the vapor. We found the Delta Queen a float-
ing hotel in the old tradition of deep comlort and fine food.

‘The view from the deck was pleasant, although unchanging. That
is a characteristic of the Lower Mississippi. For twenty miles nnd
more ¢ a stretch you nill see nothing but forest. It probably looks
much as it did when La Salle first paddied south.

At Baton Rouge, however, the scene changes. Here the city
crowds in upon the river and from Baton Rouge to New Orleans
great industries are developing which will make this stretch another
Ruhr Valley,




CHAPTER X
NEW ORLEANS AND BEYOND

WE pass under the new Mississippi River Bridge, the third largest
of its kind in the world, an unsupported span of 1,450 feet between
piers. There are boats all around us now, and ocean-going ships as
well. New Orleans, as gateway for the mid-continent, taps half the
total arca of the United States. Down more than 15,000 miles of
inland waterways from thirty-one states come some 5,000 boats
with cargo to be trans-shipped to 4,000 seagoing vessels and carried
to ports all over the world.

One of the great forces behind this miracle has been International
House. It is New Orleans’ unique global marketplace. In its Trade
Mart, businessmen from many countries meet to buy and sell.

But the tremendous activity of the old-new port does not invade
the Vieux Carré where iron lacework balconies look down on
Spanish and French courtyards. Here tradition-loving restaurants
serve some of the most delicious food in America. )

New Orleans is vaguely supposed to be at the end of the Missis-
sippi. But there are 110 miles of river below it where the Mississippi
has laid down its modern delta-~modern in comparison with the
alluvial plain it has deposited over the ages from Cairo south.

The deep delta country is a bewildering mosaic of twisting chan-
nels, lakes, bayous (from the Choctaw bayuk meaning a small slug-
gish waterway), swamps and sloughs, rising to dry land near the
river and culminating in the levee hugging the shore. The levee is
the highest land anywhere, yet it is scldom twenty fect above the
water.

The dry ground along each side of the river is at first some miles
wide before it gives way to marsh. It becomes more and more nar-
row to the south and finally tapers to a point at the Guif. The
people who live on it behind the levee also build themselves a rear
levee to keep out the storm-driven tidal waves surging up through
the marshes,

But people do not live merely on these slivers of land. The
marshes are full of islands and every fairly solid island bears houses
or cven villages, perched on posts. There is nothing on this entirely
solid “trembling earth.” The land suddenly sinks beneath the feet,

42



NEW ORLEANS AND BLYOND £3

or suddenly swells up into a small hill. Land under water may me
1o a height of nine fert or more above it. These “mud fomps,™ a3
the dsltans call them, have not been completely explained. They
may be caused by gas and oil bubbling up from desp deposine
They are quite possibly due to the heavy weight of silt dalivered by
the tiver which by bearing down upon the soft clays in one area
causes a push-up in another.

Lafitte and his fellows did n:ll as pirates and smugg)m here.,
Even today a s these hes is idered practi-
cally impossible. Forbidden mrgoc: still find their way through the
delta.

We paddied up a twisting offshoot of Barataria Bayou so narrow
that the trees sometimes met overhead. Ghostly curtains of Spanish
moss waved in the wind. That beautiful pest, the water hyacinth,
bordered the banks with purple bloom.

We became temporarily lost in the Iabyrinth of channels. Now it
was easy to understand why the prrates had chosen this water-maze
28 their retreat.

They had first made their nests 1n the bays of the Caribbean
islands. But there they were never safe from attack, Morvover, it
w2 & long way to New Orleans, the best place to self their ill-gotten
soils. By holing up in the delta they were in close contact with the
merchants of New Qrleans who did not hesitate to deal in stolen
goods, comforting themselies with the fiction that they were not
really stolen but captured from enemy ships.

Tt was convenient ta have a few apents through whom boaoty
might be sold ta New Orleans traders. One of these agents was a
blacLemith named Jean Lafitte~his smithy may still be seen in the
Vieux Carré. He was a very unusual blacksmith. Very strong and
handsome, he was alto an exquisite dandy, polite and polished, and
fluent in four lzaguages, Because of kis outstanding success as agent
for the lecs, he was made der of their bayou xettfe-
ment, Moving to the bayou, he built a fine house, and adorned his
person in keeping with his exalted station, Al this stage of his career
he is described as wearing a hupe diamond brooch on his chest,
farpe rings on his fingers, gaudy bangles on kis ear fobes, a profu-
sion of decorative chains on his jacket and a set of bowje knives and
pistols holstered to his belt.

The pirate next under his command became a fown of 3 theusand
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free-booters and three hundred women of easy virt}xe. Besides
thatched cottages, it was fully equipped with gambling .hOUSCS,
assignation dives and a large slave barracoon—for the corsairs dealt
in slaves as well as inanimate merchandise. At regular mterva!s
they transported their captives to New Orleans, boldly set up t.helr
market in a city square and sold as many as four hundred in a
single auction.

But more difficult days were ahead. As Americans gradually took
over control of New Orleans from the French, piracy was viewed
with less tolerance, Governor Claiborne set a price of $500 on Jean
Lafitte’s head. Announcements bearing this offer were posted
throughout New Orleans.

They did not stay up long. One night they disappeared and were
replaced by posters signed by Jean Lafitte offering $1,500 for the
head of Claiborne. The governor set out in earnest to bring the
defiant corsair to justice. However, the English were preparing to
attack New Orleans. An English naval commander, in a secret
meeting with Lafitte, offered the pirate 30,000 pounds in gold and
a commission in the Royal Navy if he and his gang would join
forces with the invaders,

Lafitte asked for time to think it over. He used the time to notify
Governor Claiborne of the intended attack. He proposed to the
governor that he and his men would join the American forces on
condition that they be pardoned for all former offences.

The proposition was reluctantly accepted, the pirates joined the
troops of General Andy Jackson and the Battle of New Orleans
ended British ambitions in the delta. The smugglers had fought
most valiantly and a pardon for all their past misdeeds was signed
by President Madison in 1815.

They promptly returned to their old pursuits. The disillusioned
authoritics organized an expedition against them, captured their
settlement, seized their booty, and committed many of them to the
New Orleans jail.

Lafitte slipped through their fingers. According to one report,
he died in 1826 on the island of Mujeres off the coast of Yucatan.

Another legendary bayou country character is the gentle Evange-
line of Longfellow’s poem. The Acadians, people of French descent
had been deported from Acadia, later called Nova Scotia, because
of the suspicion that they secretly sided with the French in the
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French-English wars of the eighteenth century.

‘The poet’s version was founded upon the true story of Emmeline
Labiche. When, in 1755, the Acadian settlements were destroyed
and six th d Acadians were 1 far and wide, Emmeline
was separated from her betrothed, the young farmer Louis Arcene-
aux (the Gabriel of the poem).

For years she searched for him. Landing at last on the shore of
Bayou Teche in Louisiana, she saw her lover. They are supposed to
have met beneath the branches of a great oak tree. It is still there
and is known as the Evangeline Oak. But the faithful Emmeline
found that her former sweetheart was now betrothed to another.
Under the shock she lost her reason and died shortly afterwards.
She was buried in the cemetery at St. Martinville and her grave can
still be seen.

That extraordinary epiphyte, Spanish moss, came by its name in
an odd way. The Spaniards, who had no use for the French scorn-
fully calied the plant Frenchman’s Beard. The French in retaliation
called it Spapiard’s Beard. The French outstayed the Spanish, so
their name survived, modified in time to “Spanish moss.” The plant
is known in Spain.

You leok in vain for the roots of this strange plant. It has no use
for Mother Earth. Like a witch nding a broomstick, 1t flies on the
wind to lodge in the clefts of live oaks, willow oaks, water elms or
cypresses, dead or alive, and there its seeds begin life quite indepen-
dent of the soil beneath. Most of the year it is an uncarthly grey,
but in April it comes briefly alve, It reluctantly turns from grey to
a pale green and puts out tiny yellow flowers that develop into pine-
apples—or something remotely related to that fruit, for Spanish
moss is a member of the pincapple family.

Spanish moss is not only grimly ornamental; it is useful, and
every year large quantities are harvested. The delta has its moss
pickers and even jts moss kings who own fleets of moss trucks and
moss boats. The moss must be cured, ginned to clean out all twigs
and foreign matter, then baled for shipment. Most of it goes 1o
factories in the East where it is used to stuff mattresses and up-
holstery.

The moss-draped oaks look ancient enough but they are ante-
dated by the cypresses. These stately trees are cousins of the giants

of California, the seq and redwoods. Many of the cyp: of
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the Mississippi Valley are more than a thousand years old, which
makes them the oldest living creatures to look down upon the
great river. .

) Giving an oriental touch to quict backwaters and bayous 1s thf:
large, beautiful and fragrant lotus. But the most common flower is
the water hyacinth. Eighty vears ago there was not a single water
hyacinth reported in the United States. Now many waterways once
clear are made completely impassable by close serried ranks of this
vigorous plant.

During a2 New Orleans exposition in 1884 Brazil brought in a
horticultural exhibit which included a dozen water hyacinths. The
lovely tropical plants with their lavender flowers were greatly ad-
mired and at the close of the show they were cagerly appropriated
by flower-lovers who planted them in water gardens. In an amaz-
ingly short time they escaped from the gardens and spread up and
down streams and bayous. Boats could not plough through them.
Louisiana appealed to the Corps of Engineers to do somethiag.

The Engineers have tried many strategems, but the hyacinths are
still unconquered. This means losses both in fishing and in the fur
industry. The muskrat will not live bencath a hyacinth mat, and

muskrats are big business in the delta. Some six million furs are
marketed every year, three times as many as the total from all the
rest of the United States with Canada thrown in.

This always has been a land of giants. Here in ancient days the
mastodon, clephant and giant sloth roamed, the beaver was seven
feet tall sitting down, the bison supported heavy horns with a span
of six feet, dragonflies were twenty-nine inches wide and cockroaches
a foot long.

The monsters have not all disappeared. The alligator snapping
turtle, largest fresh-water turtlc in America, weighs two hundred
pounds. The sturgeon, which was once a proud thirty-two feet long,
still measures cight feet. The paddlefish, sometimes called the spoon-
bill catfish, is also a living fossil whose only surviving relative is
found in the Yangtze. It is as long as a tall man is tall.

An odd fish of the swamps is the grindle, with a family history
dating back to the age of the dinosaur and the ability to breathe air
and live in mud.

Delta fishermen are at home among the monsters, They even
brave the fifteen-foot alligator gar, half reptile, covered with a coat
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almost as hard as bone. About one-fourth of the length of this
monster is jaw. Yet some ardent sportsmen go after it with only
a bow and arrow. The arrow is pointed with a deadly iron spear,
¢cight inches long. The gar is the most ferocious and formidable of
all Mississippi fish and does not hesitate to attack any other living
thing, including man. Many deaths ascribed to the alligator should
really be credited to the gar, as indicated by the fact that human
remains have frequently been found in the stomach of this shark-
size terror. Real alligators are wrestled out of the water by hand,
or caught in traps. Shrimping is big business in the delta. Oyster
gathering too is a prosperous industry.

But the biggest fishing operation of the delta is for a fish most
people have never heard of, the menhaden, a kind of herring.

Many soaps contain menhaden oil, as do inoleum, paint, varnish,
The chicken, beefl and pork that we eat were probably raised on feeds
containing menhaden meal. The remarkable Irquid plant-foods that
make flowers grow like magic generally contatn renhaden solubles.

Menbaden is the nation’s largest commercial fishery. More of
these twelve-inch, one-pound herring are taken from Amencan
waters than any other fish, twice the poundage of salmon, which
holds second place.

Schools of the fish are located by low-flying planes. I saw how it
is done, flying east over the marshes to open water. The pilot calied
my attention to a shadow in the sea. It was a school of menhaden.
About a mile away was a ship attended by two smaller vessels called
“'purse boats.” These haul in the catch in great nets.

All day the little planes hover over the sea, spotting schools for
the purse boats. The largest catch ever made by this company in
one day was 4,200,000 fish.

Another delta enterprise is the trapping of coypu, one of the
largest rodents on carth, frequently weighing forty pounds. Al-
though they can be destructive the value of their fur, which is called
nutria, makes them profitable,

The world’s Jargest sulphur mine is also nearby, but the really
colossal wealth of the delta is in its oil and gas. We flew over the
oil rigs that stand in the marshes and in the Gulf itself as far as
thirty miles from shore. All personncl are carried to and from the
rigs by helicopter, Our pilot said, “The deepest oil well in the world
is here at Grand Ecaille—22,000 fect. There are many ten thousand
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to fifteen thousand feet deep. One just finished will lower its legs to
the bottom of the Gulf, then raise its deck to the height of a ten-
storey building.™

We see frequent flares caused by the escape of gas from the oil
wells. It must be allowed to escape or it may blow up the well. But
if it is not set afire it may liec under heavy cloud cover and be a seri-
ous menace, exploding if someone drops a match. Therefore it is
burnt—cnough gas to serve a city going up in flames. It is an odd
sight, these great tongues of fire rising from the sea.

In a hydroplane of the Wild Life and Fisheries Commission we
flew from New Orleans south over this strange watery waste, Fol-
lowing the river, we came at last to Head of Passes. Here the river
splits up into many rivers, spreading out like the webbed foot of
a duck, cach pass finding its own way to the Gulf.

From the Head of Passes or near it, they set out in all directions
over the age-old river deposits, secking the Guif. Some of the
channels are Main Pass (which is by no means the main pass)
Octave Pass, Dead Women Pass, Raphael Pass, Martin's Pass,
Pass & Loutre, Seven Pass, Dennis Pass, South Pass and Southwest
Pass.

Then, gradually the colour faded and the last grains of soil from

Montana and Pennsylvania were {aid down. The greatest American
river was onc with the sca,
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THE SECRET OF SANTA VITTORIA

From time immemorial the Italan hill town of Santa Vittoria has
existed, a world unto itself, hostile to strangers, wholly mvolved in
growing and making the fat black wine that 15 1ts glory and jts life-
blood. As the Allied armues in World War II approached from the
south, the Germans send an occupying force to claim the town’s great
treasure—one million bottles of wine.

The people of Santa Vittor:a devote themselves entirely to carrying
out a strategy designed to prevent the Germans from achieving their
objective, They confront the Germans® determination to get the wine
with the deceptive calm, the cunning and the endurance rooted in
their irrepressable vitabty

A movie version of this best-seling novel has been produced star-
ring actor John Wayne.

* * * *

Robert Crichton is the author of The Great Imposter published in
1960, which became a nonfiction best-seller and was translated into
many languages. The Secrer of Santa Vittoria, four years in the
writing, is his first novel. He lives in New York wrth hus wife and four
children.
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THE BEGINNING OF THE BEGINNING

The original manuscript of this book was left outside the door of
my hotel room in Montefalcone, in Italy, in May 1962. It arrived in
the manner of the classic foundling. Wrapped in coarse brown
paper and held together by cheap twine, the bundle literally felt
into my life when [ opened the door one morning. A note pinned to
it read: “In the name of God, do something with this."

As with most foundlings, this one was a bastard. The note was
not signed, the title page was missing, the manuscript had no pro~
fessed father. Tt was not a manuscript at all, but a collection of dis-
organized notes.

What to label this book has been the subject of argument. The
collector of the notes, whom I now know to be Roberto Abruzzi,
calls it 2 history. One note, perhaps intended o be the title page,
reads:

THE SECRET OF SANTA VITTORIA
THE DIARY OF A TRUE EVENT

Some important things have been found to be true. There is a
town of Saata Vittoria, and the great central incident around which
this story revolves, the secret, is history.

Some of the people named in the book are alive and still tend
vines on the side of the mountain Santa Vittoria clings to, But
others have never existed, including some who are pictured in a good
fight. Much is made about a preen light that burns in the Piazza of
the People in memory of the martyr Babbaluche, but there is no
such flame. And just when one is tempted to doubdt there ever was
cobbler named Babbaluche his name is found carved on a wall in
the rock quarry where he is said to have given his life.

The difficulty in finding the truth lies with Santa Vittoriz itself,
The city, as they call it, is an Italian hill town, one of those clusters
of houses which can be seen from any main highway, a huddle of
gray and white shapes pressed up against the side of 2 mountain as
if they were sheep fearful of falling off it, which they som:timcg do.

Some are unreachable except by mule or on foot or by military
vehicles, and the towns are as isolated on their mountains as any”

island in the sea.
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The people have no tradition of outsiders and no proc.cc'lures for
handling them. They are not hostile, but they are suspicious and
afraid of them. History has proved that to talk to strangers sooner
or later leads to trouble or ends up costing money, and so history
has rendered them incapable of telling truths to outsiders. They
don’tlie, but they never of their own will provide thetruth. There are
people in Santa Vittoria who are capable of denying knowledge of
the town fountain when it can be heard bubbling behind their backs.

Santa Vittoria is grapevines; it is wine. That is all there is. With-
out the wine, as they say here, even God Himself could not invent
a reason for Santa Vittoria. My failure in Santa Vittoria is that 1
was seen thinning their fat black wine with mineral water, and by
that one act I had adulterated the meaning of theirlives and diluted
the result of their sweat. They never even lied to me alter that.

As for Roberto Abruzzi, 1 have never seen him, but 1 have talked
with him. He would telephone me at my hotel and then ask me to
call him back so as to save money, and we would talk for long
periods of time. Abruzzi is an American who cannot go back to the
United States, or thinks that he can’t go back, because of something
that he did. I am not certain that he is an American. 11 is possible
that he is an [talian who feels that by posing as an American he
might find a better market for his notes. The intricacies of the
Italian mind, the strategics employed by the poor in hill towns to
see themselves through just one day, are not known in this country.
Buf when you read what he writes 1 think that, like myself, you will
believe him,

In return for food and the use of a house he was asked by the
people of Santa Vittoria to tell their story and record for them the
great thing the people of that city did there in the summer and the
fall of 1943. They asked Abruzzi to write the book because, as an
American, he was supposed to know how to do such things.

The priest, Padre Polenta, handed him this note one morning:

Remember this, Roberto. One’s words must glide across
the page like a swan moving across the waters. One must

be conscious of the movement without a thought of what
is causing it to move.

It was enough to stop him for a month. His pen, as he told me,
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was like the ugly orange feet. The people had contracted for 4 swan
and he was going to deliver a swine. But in the end Roberto wrote
what he did because he had a stronger reason for doing it than to
satisfy the vanity of Santa Vittotia. As he is willing to admit, he has
been a thief about it. In order to tell his own story, which he feels is
a shameful one but which he knew had to come out of him before
it consumed him, he has stolen the far greater story of Santa Vittoria.
Roberto Abruzzi was a deserter during the war, butit is his hope that
if he can telf about it, some people might be able to understand him
and he might some day be allowed to return to the United States,
where he was born, and build a new life again. This is the price
that he asks the reader to pay in return for the story of Santa Vittoria,
Itis not a high price to pay.

Here, then, is the foundling that I agreed to adopt. From that
bastard, the ragged bundle of notes of Roberto Abruzzi, has grown
this book.

Montefalcone, 1962
New York, 1965
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CHAPTER 1

THE BEGINNING

THE hour this story begins is known. The minute is known; the
exact moment is recorded. Even the state of the weather is known.
To some this might not appear to be remarkable, but when it is
considered that there are entire generations in the history of Santa
Vittoria about which nothing at allis known, the statement becomes
remarkable.

1t was Padre Polenta who recorded the moment. He had been
working in his wood-lined room at the top of the bell tower when he
first saw the light coming down the River Road from Montefalcone.
At times the beam of light would be sharp and clear, and then the
bicycle would enter a patch of fog clinging low to the Mad River
and the light would become a round wet globe, like a lantern drop-
ped in a lake, or the moon before a snow. The light annoyed the
priest. Like many people who don’t sleep at night be felt the night
belonged to him. He left the window of the tower and made an
entry in his daily record.

1:21 AM. The goat Cavalcanti on the prowl again, Tell his

mother to keep him home before her boy is found dead.
Bencath this he added, in purple ink and underlined three

times: The winter fogs have come again. Ha! A new record.

The priest hated the fogs. He lived in the top of the bell tower
because of them. He felt that his lungs were lined with a kind of
fungus that absorbed water and he had given up a rich parish in the
north of Italy and taken this poor place to escape the wetness of the
northern winter,
“What about fogs?” he had asked. “Do you have fogs? Some of
these mountain towns endure fogs.”
The parish committee had all looked at one another as if the word
Jog was onc they had never heard before.

“Oh, there are the winter fogs,” one of the committee members
finally said. “‘A few days or a week. I suppose you could go away
for a week.”

“I have a dread of sopping lungs,” Polenta had said.

4
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The first year was good, but in the second year the winter fog;s
came up from the valleys and slid down from the high 'moumains in
October and lasted through the winter until April. With tue fogs 2
bitterness had come to the priest, and it grew deeper with the years.
With his last money he repaired the ancient campanie in the Piazza
of the People and with good dry wood he paneled the room at the
top where the Jookouts had once stayed. The top of the tower floats
above the fog line, and one day years ago the shepherd moved up
into the tower and left his flock below.

After that he came down once a week to say Mass (to celebrate
the death of Christ, Babbaluche the cobbler always said) and to
givethe lastrites and to bury the dead, the two sacraments the people
claimed Polenta enjoyed dispensing.

When the priest went back to the window for a second time he
was surprised to see that the rider had already turned off the River
Road and was coming across the cart track that leads to the foot of
the mountain and the climb up. There was a moon then, and stream-
ers of moonlit fog shifted in the streets below like bright banners,
but they only disgusted the priest. When the rider dipped into the
shadow of the mountain, where the road can no longer be seen even
from the bell tower, Polenta went back to his work.

It was strange work for the priest to be doing. No one knew about
it here until after he died, and then the people were amazed and felt
ashamed of themselves for having despised him all along, which
was, after all, how he must have wanted them to feel, He was oc-
cupied with restoring the Great Ledger of the Parish of Santa Vit~
toria, in an effort to re-create some kind of history for the people
and the city, There ate people who feel Polenta did this owt of a
lave that he was unable to show, but others think that it was only

an exercise to keep him from slipping back into peasant ways, the
!“‘ of many who move to these mountains. The Ledger itself shows
ﬂ."ﬂlc young priests arrive here and for a while the Ledger is filled
with entries of births and deaths, and each year the entries become
fewer and less informative until finally there are none at all for years
on end, and the writing in the book, if there is any, becomes un-
readable—the young priest has become an old peasant.

There is no passion to the work, Fabio della Romagna, who is
xhe,only person {rom Sama.viuor'x:\ to have gone to the university,
believes that because the priest was such a stihharn and bitfar win
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-t he refused to leave it untilit was done. This may
that once;etb;gag;z }:;e night Polenta had made a discovery that
b mli{ im and even excited him. He found that if he took a page
amusihe Ledager, one filled with births and deaths and baptisms and
i;::Z;lxiages, from one century, and then took 2 page from 2 hunf}i‘r.eg
years before or a hundred years later,'xt was impossible to tell whic
page belonged to which century. This night he had three pages on
his work table, one from 1634, one from 1834 and one from 1934.
The same names were on all the pages. The same first names and
the same middie names and the samte last names. The same people
were getting born and getting married and getting buried, am} fhe
same children were having their First Communion and receiving
their Confirmation and the same children were dying in the same
old trusted ways. The rest of the world might have been changing
~over thase centuries, but it would be impossible to prove it by Santa
Vittoria.

Padre Polenta would insist he didn’t sleep. For men who claim
not to sleep it is important for them not to be caught asleep, as if it
were some kind of honor for them to go around with bags under
their eyes. But the truth is that Polenta never heard the rattle of the
bicycle being pushed across the cobblestones of the piazzaand that
the young man who was pushing it had to shout four or five times
before the priest heard him and went to the window.,

“Ifit’s someone dying,”” the priest shouted down, “he can die just
as well in the morning.”
“No one is dying, Padre. It’s me, Fabio, Fabio della Romagna.”
He didn’t go away from the window because the Romagna
family was one of the few in which the priest had ever been able to

find any merit. They donated a fat wheel of cheese each year to the
parish and some years a keg of wine.
“What do you want?”

“I'want o ring the bell, Padre. 1 want to wake up the town.”
“It will be morning in two hours.”

*It’s Mussolini, Padre.”

“Who?"

“The Duce.” Fabio shouted very loudly.

“What about the Duce? Do you want me to come down into
that fog for the Duce?”

“He's dead, Padre,” Fabio called up. “The Duce is dead.”
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The priest went away from the window and looked around the
wooden walls of the room, It was strange to him. He lit a tallow
candle and wrote in the daily log.

2:25 A, Cavalcanti turns out to be F. della Romagna. I learn
that the Duce is dead.

He took the candle and started down the dark steep stone steps
that wound down inside the walls of the tower, Fabio met him at the
door. He was tired and wet with sweat, but he was happy.

*You should see them mn Montefalcone,” the young man said.
He described how the people were dancing in the streets and setting
fire to portraits of Mussolini and burning Fascist symbols and how
the soldiers had deserted their barracks, and the police headquarters
had been burned and how even the carabinieri had gone to the hills.

“1 suppose they'll go after the churches next,” Polenta said.
“They usually do.”

Fabio was shocked. *They're going into the churches to pray,
Padre,” he said,

“I'm sure.”

“To give thanks for their deliverance, Padre.”

“I'm sure. Go on, go ring your bells.” He allowed Fabio to come
into the bell tower, but he wouldn't help him find the bel) ropes in
the darkness.

The bell began 1o peal and .Ahen thunder over Santa Vittona,
swinging free and out of control, the entire tower trembling and
then the windows of the houses around the piazza. No onc camen-
to the piazza, Fabio ran to Santa Maria.

“Fhe people,™ he called to the priest, “What's the matter with
the people?”

“You've been away at the school too long,” Polenta said. **They
don't believe the bell any longer.”

The summer before, all the people had run to the Piazza of the
People~—to help fight the fire, when she bells had begun to ring.
‘When most of the town had collected, forches were lit and they

found themselves surrounded by a company of Blackshirts from
the barracks at Montefalcone.

“"We shall now proceed to pay our back taxes,” the officer
announced. And they went through every pocket and every house™ |

Y
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that once he began it he refused to leave it untilit was done. This may
be true, but on this one night Polenta had made a discovery that
amused him and even excited him. He found that if he took a page
from the Ledger, one filled with births and deaths and baptisms and
marriages, from one century, and then took a page from a hundred
years before or a hundred years later, it was impossible to tell which
page belonged to which century. This night he had three pages on
his work table, one from 1634, one from 1834 and one from 1934,

The same names were on all the pages. The same first names and
the same middle names and the same last names. The same pcople
were getting born and getting married and getting buried, and the
same children were having their First Communion and receiving
their Confirmation and the same children were dying in the same
old trusted ways. The rest of the world might have been changing
over those centuries, but it would be impossible to prove it by Santa
Vittoria,

Padre Polenta would insist he didn’t sleep. For men who claim
not to sieep it is important for them not to be caught asleep, asif it
were some kind of honor for them to go around with bags under
their eyes. But the truth is that Polenta never heard the rattle of the
bicycle being pushed across the cobblestones of the piazzaand that
the young man who was pushing it had to shout four or five times
before the priest heard him and went to the window.

“Ifit’s someone dying,” the priest shouted down, “he can die just
as well in the morning.”

*No one is dying, Padre. It’s me, Fabio, Fabio della Romagna.”

He didn’t go away from the window because the Romagna
family was one of the few in which the priest had ever been able to
find any merit. They donated a fat wheel of cheese each year to the
parish and some years a keg of wine.

“What do you want?"

“I want to ring the bell, Padre. I want to wake up the town.”

“It will be morning in two hours.”

“It’s Mussolini, Padre.”

*“Who?”

“The Duce.” Fabio shouted very loudly.

“What about the Duce? Do you want me to come down into

that fog for the Duce?”

“He’s dead, Padre,” Fabio called up. “The Duce is dead.”
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in Santa Vittoria until every unburied lira in the city was taken.

““This is no city to catch fire in,” the priest told Fabio. “Now
when the bell rings, everyone gets up and bolts the door. That's the
kind of Christians you have in this town.”

There is something about the truth that makes itself understood.
‘When the bells ceased ringing, Fabio ran up and down the piazza
in front of the houses, telling everyone to come out, that he had good
news for them, and gradually lights were lit and finally some of the
Pictrosantos, most of whom live along the lanes leading into the
piazza, opened their doors; and when they saw it was Fabio run-
ning about in the fog they came out.

They put Fabio up on the steps of Santa Maria. Pietro the Bull,
the oldest and still the strongest of the Pictrosantos, hung Fabio’s
bicycle from the statue of the turtle on the fountain so the beam
of his bicycle lamp would shinc on the young man. It threw Fabio’s
shadow back onto the church facade and when he held up his hand
before speaking the hand was twenty feet high on the stoncs.

“A preat thing has happened today,” Fabio called out. His voice
is as thin as his body, but it is clear and it can be heard.

“A great thing for us. A great thing for Italy.” The people
leancd forward to hear Fabio, because good news is not 2 common
commodity in this place,

“Benito Mussolini, the tyrant, is dead,” he cried.

There was no sound at all from the people. The face of Fabio
showed that he was puzzled. He asked if they heard him and no one
answered, but Fabio knew that they had heard.

“The Duce has been put to death this day,” he called.

Still the silence, the only sound the water pouring from the
fountain.

“What is that to us?” someone shouted. *“What are you trying
to tell us?”

“Why did you get us out of bed?” they called. “Why did you ring
the bell?”

His face was anguished. It is a fine face, long clean and narrow
like the blade of a new axe, the eyes deep and dark like ripe olives, and
his hair so dark that it seems bluc at times. Fabio’s skin is white
and fine, not the color of copper pots like most of the faces here.

“What does it mean to us?” the first man shouted again. He
wanted an answer.,
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“It means freedom,” Fabio said, and he looked down.

The people respect Fabio, but they were annoyed by what he had
done. He went down the steps of the church and they cleared a path
for him so that he could get his bicycle down from the Fountain
of the Pissing Turtle.

“You've been away too long, Fabio,” a man said. “We don’t go
1o school here, Fabio. We work. We grow grapes, Fabio. You
shouldn’t have waked up the people.”

*“Excuse me,” he said. “I'm sorry. I'm sorry.”

*“It’s the books,” a2 womantold him “You’ve strained yourmind.”
Everyone nodded, because it is a known fact here that 2 few books
are all right, like wine, but too much can be bad. Books break down
brains,

It was the cobbler Babbaluche who saved things, although it is
usually his role to ruin them.

*“Leave the light there,” he ordered. He has a voice which sounds
as if his throat was plated with brass; it is always irritating and it
is always heard. He limped, because he is a cripple, to the steps of
the church.

“I’]1 telf you what it means to you, your socks filled with shit,”
Babbaluche began,

There is no point in keeping it a secret. The cobbler is a man
who is fascinated with excrement. Under the laws of Italy it is not
allowed to put down on paper, even on paper that is not to be pub-
lished, the things Babbaluche calls the people of Santa Vittoria. He
compares our nastiness to that of a man who rises in the morning
and finds that the shoe he has just put his foot in has been used
the night before as a chamber pot. He can say these things because
of something that happened to him years ago in front of all the
people and which they allowed to happen. Babbaluche was a pen-
ance we had to bear,

“‘How many of you would like to sink your boot in Copa’s ass?"*
Babbaluche shouted.

‘There was a cheer then. It was an ambition of everyone in the
piazza.

*As of this morning you have that right.”

He went through the rest of the city leaders, the members in good
standing of the local Fascist party who were known as The Band.

“Who wants Mazzola?”
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There was a cheer for the ruination of Mazzola. There was
nothing political any longer about The Band. They had long ago
ceased contributing to the national party or to Rome. They kept
Santa Vittaria for themselves and stole from it, not too mpch ata
time, but all of the time.

The loudest cheer of all was reserved for Francucci. When Copa
had taken over the city twenty years before, he had made his one
speech.

“Rread is the staff of life,” he told the people. “Bread is holy. Bread
is too sacred to be left in the hands of greedy individuals. No penny
of profit shall ever be made by any individual from the exploitation
of the people’s bread so long as I am mayor, so help me God.”

He closed all of the bakeries in Santa Vittoria and opened the
Citizen's Nonprofit Good Bread Association and put his brother-
in-law, the mule drover Francucci, in charge. Francucci's firstact was
to reduce the amount of wheat that went into a loaf and his second
was to raise the price. Within a year after that the families of Copa,
Mazzola and Francucci moved out of the wet dark caves they had
lived in for onc thousand years in Old Town up into the sunlight of
High Town, where the gentry, what there is of gentry here, live.

“[ offer you the ass of Francucci,” Babbaluche said. There was
a terrible roar {rom the crowd.

They would turn the irrigation water for the terraces back on.
The Band had turned it off years before, when the people refused to
pay for their own water. They would fix the Funny Scale on which
all of the grape growers had to weigh their grapes before sclling
them to Citizen’s Wine Cooperative.

The people began to get angry. There is a saying here that if you
can’t do anything about something, pretend it doesn’t exist. But
now that the people could do something about them, the old hurts
that had healed began to hurt again. It is impossible to guess what
the crowd might have gone on to do had not Francucci chosen that
moment to come down from High Town into the piazza.

“Why were the bells ringing?” he asked. It is asking a great deal
to expect anyone to believe that the baker would have come down
thcn;' one would have to know Cosimo Francucei to understand
how it could happen.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” he cried. “Take your
hands off me.”
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They used the baker like a soccer ball. He went from one end of
the piazza to the other, and every player along the way had a penalty
shot at him. When he could move no more they called his family to
come down and take him away, and when they couldn't carry him
Fabjo had to help them carry him back up the steep lane to High
‘Town, more dead than alive. That is the way Fabio is. When he got
back down to the piazza the people were starting back to their
houses, The bloodletting had had a hing effect. As the baker’s
blood had flowed, the blood pressure of the people had dropped.

“They shouldn’t do that,” Fabio said.

“The people are entitled to their blood,” Babbaluche said. *“The
people have a need for blood. They have a taste for it. Now give
them big blood, important blood,’” the cobbler said. *“Tell them how
the Duce died.”

“They don’t want to hear that,” Fabio said. “They want to go
home.”

““The people always want to hear when the mighty stag is brought
to the ground by a pack of common dogs,” Babbaluche said.

The cobbler was right. Fabio told them how the Fascist Grand
Council had gathered in a palace in Rome the night before and how
one man, the Count Dino Grandi, rose to his feet and in the face
of Mussolini, before the eyes of the Duce, began to read a resolution.

Resolved: The members of the Grand Council and the people
of the glorious natron of Italy, having lost all confidence in the
ability of the leader to lead any longer, convinced that he has
destroyed the will of the army to fight any longer and the people
to resist any longer. ...

’ll)'he people sat on the wet stones of the piazza and histened to
Fabio.

“Die,” one of them shouted. “How does he die?”

Fabio told them how at the end the Duce turned to his son-in-
law, husband of his own flesh and blood, and said to him, “And
you, Ciano. Flesh of my flesh. Even you."

“Yes, even me. You have done all that you can do.”

He told them how they put the Duce in a Iong black ambulance
and took him through the streets of Rome. The Duce tells the guard
that he isn’t sick and the guard says, “But the pcople of Rome are
fickle.”

And how they took him through the ancient burning eity, past
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all the monuments to the past Caesars, through the arches built .for
the great men, until they come to the walls of Rome and the Appian
Way, the route that all the conquerors have taken to cometo R‘ome.
At a cross-roads the ambulance stops and the people of the village
look inside.

“An old man is dying,” one of them says.

Mussolini says one sentence: “The people of Rome have always
destroyed their greatest sons.”

And how after that they drove past the country towns and then
into the upland villages, the hills and the mountains growing higher,
into the Abruzzi and then up into the snow fields into those moun-
tains where the snow never ends. In the valleys it is night, but the
snow ficlds are still touched by sun, and here he is met by four
members of the Alpini who tell him to undress and when he is
naked two of them take his arms and two of them take his legs and
they lower him into a hole they have cut into the hard ice and they
begin shoveling snow into the upright grave until only the great
head is not buried.

“You dishonor Italy,’”” the Duce says. They are simple men but
one of them was equal to the job.

*No, we honor the dead of twenty years by doing what we do.”

So in the manner of the Alpini, Fabio tells them, the Duce has
died, frozen to death in forcign snow.

When he was through with the story some of the women were
crying, not for the Duce, but for the men of Santa Vittoria who
were sent to the Alpini. They left one morning in May 1941, twenty-
three young men, marching down the mountain, singing and shout-
ing all the way to the Montefalcone road, the feathers on those
silly hats bending with the breeze, the people standing on the Fat
Wall waving and waving until the last of them could be seen no
morc. Not onc of them was ever seen or heard from again.

We know now that this isn’t the way the Duce died, but we

always tell it this way because we like his death this way and it is
more fitting to us.

There was no way to keep the people in the piazza after that, be-
cause the sun had come up. It had not yet reached down into the
piazza itself, but the people could sce it touching the tiles on the
roofs of the houses and nothing could hold them after that.
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“No one works today,” Babbaluche shouted. A day of holiday.”

“A day of celebration,” Bombolini called. But the people didn't
listen to either of them.

The sun drives the people here. It is an instinct that has been bred
into them. Even when they can’t see the sun or it can't be seen, in
the darkest lanes in Old Town, when the sun comes up the pcople
get up. It drives them out of the houses and it drives them down to
the terraces to tend the vines.

“Tell them, Fabio,” the cobbler said.

“This is a great day for Italy,” Fabio said. “No one should work
today.”

They poured out of the piazza and down the streets to get their
tools, deaf to anything now but the needs of the grapes, and in a
few minutes there were only five or six of them left in the Piazza of
the People. These men went across the piazza from the church and
sat around the edge of the Fountain of the Pissing Turtle, while
Fabio climbed up and took down his bicycle.

“For twenty years 1 dreamed of this day,” Babbaluche said,
“and now look at it.”” He swept his hand around the empty piazza.
“This is the kind of people you have in this place, Fabio. Don't
ever allow yourself to forget it.”

“It calls for a drink,” Bombolini said, and all of them, at once,
as if someone had set off a silent alarm, stood up and began to fol-
low the wine seller across the piazza 1o his wineshop. He was un-
locking the folding iron gate over the front door, when his wife
Tooked out of the window above the door.

““See that they pay,” she said to him. “See that you make them
pay.” He was embarrassed,

*She lacks a sense of history,” he said.

It was damp and chilly in the shop, but the warm air from the
piazza and the warmth from the wine soon warmed them.

“What do you think is going to happen?” onc of them asked.

“Nothing," Pietrosanto said. *“‘Why should anything happen?"

It is the feeling here. No matter what takes place in Rome or
happens in the world, for a few days or a few weeks things might
be a little different, but they always return to the way they were
before.

“The Germans will come,” Fabio said.

He had put his head down on one of the tables because he was
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tired. He was suddenly embarrassed to be the center of the men’s
group. He had never spoken much with the men before, and now he
was one of them.

“No, they won’t,” one of them said. “Why would they want to
come here?”

“If Ttaly gets out of the war,” Fabio said, “‘the Germans aren’t
going to leave Ttaly for the Americans and the English.”

“No," Pictrosanto said. “There’s nothing here for them.”

“Therc’s nothing here for us,” Bombolini said.

Fabio could only shrug his shoulders. He couldn’t push too far,
but still he told them about the tanks and armored cars he had seen
coming into Montefalcone.

“Montefalcone is Montefalcone and Santa Vittoria is Santa
Vittoria,” the cobbler said. **Onc is a jewel and one is a shit house.”

They drank to this.

“Only a man born in Santa Vittoria can ever learn how to make
a living out of it,” one said. ““‘What would the Germans do here?”

They drank to this as well.

The wife of Bombolini came down the back stairs and into the
wineshop and she looked at their glasses of vermouth and anisette
and she stared at their eyes.

“Did they pay?”

*They paid,” Bombolini said.

“Let's see the money." She went to the drawer in the table by the
big wine barrel. There was nothing in it.

“This is a historic day,” Bombolini said. *“You don’t ask for
money on a day like this and you don't accept it.”

They nodded their heads at Rosa Bombolini. They were afraid
of her. She has the toughest tongue in the city and no shyness about
putting it to use. She studied them.

“What a bunch of patriots.” She began taking the glasses from
them moving them toward the door. “Take your patriotism out
into the piazza where it belongs.” When they were in the sunlight
at the door she said, “That’s the trouble with this country, The
whole place is filled with penniless patriots.”

They could hear the sound of a drum coming down from onc of
the fanes in High Town that lead down into the piazza. Capoferro
the town crier was announcing the Duce's death.

Since the wine was gone and the drum was no longer playing and
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it was hot, they began to leave and soon only Fabio and the wine
merchant were left in the piazza besides the children and the oxen
and the old women getting water from the fountain. They had
nothing to say to each other.

“The best thing 1 can do right now," Bombolini said, “is to go
back to bed. Goodbye, Fabjo.”

It was the end of the celebration. Fabio was alone. He decided
to go down into Old Town and sleep on a2 mat in his cousin Emnesto’s
house and he crossed the piazza and started down the steep Corso.
It was very hot now. The door to the furnace of Africa, as we say
around here, was open.

The house smelled. In truth, it stank. Ernesto was no house-
keeper. There was a pot of hard cold beans over the fireplace and
although they were hard to swallow Fabio ate them with enjoyment.

“So this is my feast. This 1s the reward,” he said aloud.

He found 2 mat and cleared it off and stretched out on it and
locked up at the smoke-darkened ceiling. There was no sound at
allin the city, not a cock or a child or an ox, and Fabio fell asleep.
1t was now nine o'clock in the morning.

‘This then was the extent of the celebration of the death of the
dictator. Thus did the twentieth year of the glorious reign of the
Everlasting Imperial Fascist Empire come to a close in the city of
Santa Vittoria.

Fabio woke in the early afternoon. He was still tired, but he woke
because he was hungry. He looked around the small house, but there
was nothing in it to eat, not a piece of stale bread or hard cheese. He
was sorry he had eaten all the cold beans. He left a note for Ernesto.
*“Ants would starve to death in your house if ants would come into
it,” and he went out into the Corso Mussolini and started up it
toward the Piazza of the People to try to buy some bread and cheese
and wine. The midday sun blinded him and he was forced to bold
onto the walls of the houses until his eyes could adjust to the glare,
When he reached the piazza he was conscious of groups of people
standing about in it looking back down toward OId Town, but he
was too blinded to see what it was they were Jooking at,

The Piazza of the People is the center of Santa Vittoria. It is
a flat plateau of cobblestones that divides the city in two parts,
Above the piarza is High Town where the houses sit on a saddle
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of land in the sun. No one knows why the city wasn’t built there in
the first place. The people who live in High Town are called Goats.
The people who live around the piazza are called Turtles because
of the fountain. Below the piazza is Low Town, or Old Town,
where the Frogs live, because in the spring, after a rain, little green
frogs hop in the dank, moss-green strects until the rats and the cats
and the children get to them. On a tourist map, although tourists
don’t come here, Old Town is listed as the Medieval Section which
makes it sound better. Frogs almost never marry Turtles and Turtles
don’t speak to Goats, That’s the way they are here,

The city is steep. The Corso Mussolini, which runs through Old
Town up to the Piazza of the People, is so stecp in places that the
strect becomes flights of stone stairs, The Corso runs down to the
Fat Gatc which is the main passage through the Fat Wall which
thc Romans began and which someone else finished and which
runs all of the way around Santa Vittoria. There is another way out,
the Thin Gate, but this is used mainly by small boys and goats since
the track that leads down the mountain from it is so steep.

If you stand in the center of the Piazza of the People, where
Fabio was standing, you are almost at eye level with the second
pride of Santa Vittoria, the one achievemnent of the Fascist move-
ment here, the tall soaring cement-skinned water tower which rests
on three great long thin steel legs like the head on the top of an

enormous spider. Written on the cement tank in black block letters
were these words:

MUSSOLINI IS ALWAYS RIGHT

On the other side, although little of it could be seen from the
piazza, was

DUCE DUCE DUCE DUCE
DUCE DUCE DUCE DU

‘Bclow the tower in Old Town, near the Thin Gate, was the first
pride of the city, the Citizen’s Cooperative Wine Celler, and on the
roof of the celler was a large blue and red sign which read “Cinzano”

since most of the wine made here is sold in the end to the Cinzano
family.
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Fabjo could see none of it. In the wineshop his problem was
reversed. In the shop it was dark and he was blinded again. He had
passed Rosa Bombolini, standing in the doorway with her arms
crossed and staring toward Old Town, but she had not followed him
when he entered the shop and he was forced to feel in the darkness
for a chair. He waited for his sight to return and as hesat he heard
someone crying.

“Can I help you?" Fabio said. The girl didn’t answer him. “Do
1 bother you?"” He waited. “Is it you, Angela?”’

“Yes, it's me.”

He tried to say something that would sound helpful or seasible,
but he could think of nothing to say to her. Nothing at all. Not any
single word would come to him, He closed his eyes and tried to force
one single word 10 come and nothing came, only her name, and he
knew that wouldn’t do.

There was this about Fabio then. Although he had never actually
spoken to this girl alone or said her name aloud before or heard her
say his name, he was in Jove with Angela Bombolini. This kind of
thing happens here more often than in other places. There is a
kind of love here that is called “thunderbolt Jove.”

“Why are you crying?” he said at last.

“You know why,” Angela said. “Why are you torturing me?”

He found himself turning red once more and wondering what it
was he did that caused him to harm the person heleast 1n the world
wished to harm,

“I don't know why,” Fabio said.

“Him,” she said. “You saw him.”

She nodded her head in the direction of the door and the piazza
beyond, He went across to the window and cleaned a section of it
and looked out. The groups of people were still in the piazza. He
could see across the piazza and down toward Old Town, toward
which all the people were looking, even though he was forced to
ook over Rosa Bombolini's broad shoulder, He could see nothing
at first, but finally his eyes were able to pick out the movement and
he felt his heart jump. He could feel hisheariatthat moment actually
rise in his chest and touch something in histhroat, asif he had a live
fish in his chest,

“QOh, Mother of God," Fabio s2id. He made thesign of the cross.
“YWhat is your father doing up there?”
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Two-thirds of the way up the water tower, stillat least onc hun-
dred fect below the concrete tank and the safety of the little iron
railing that runs around it, not moving at all now, .silhoyett.ed
against the sky and the mountains beyond Santa Vittoria, gripping
the little thin, narrow, rusty ladder thatclimbs up to the tank itself,
clung Italo Bombolini.

“What is your father doing up there?”

As soon as he said this for a second time Fabio knew two things:
that someone was going to have to help Italo Bombolini and that
it was going to be himself.

“Why does it have to be me?” Fabio said aloud.

He was astonished and ashamed that he had said it aloud. He
turned away from Angela then. The figure was moving once more,
moving with a terrible slowness upward.

“He’s going to be all right. I've climbed mountains. 1 know how
people climb, He knows his way around up there.”

She began to cry again.

Fabio went outside and tapped Rosa Bombolini on the shoulder.

“Do you have a length of rope? A good strong one?”

“Oh, no,” Rosa Bombolini said. “You don’t risk your life to
save his fat pride, He's going to fall. Let him {all,”

“He's still going up.”

“Because the son of a bitch can’t come down,” she said, and
Fabio turned red again, He had never heard a woman talk about her
husband or a man in this fashion before. “He's going to come down
in that piazza like an ox falling off a roof.”

“I'm going whether you get me the rope or not,” Fabio said.

In the end she got him a rope. She got him two good lengths of
rope and she also came back with a basket containing cheese and
some olives and two bottles of wine and a fiasco of grappa, the strong
raw brandy the peasants distill here.

"I can’t carry all of this,” Fabio said.

“Angela will mect you in the Corso with a knapsack.” Signora
Bombolini said. Angela passed them then, still crying, and because
she was running she was forced to 1ift up her skirts, and despite
the fact that it was a matter of life and death, all that Fabio could
seem 10 keep his mind on was the quality and condition of her legs,

that they were 5o strong and well-shaped and so brown and clean-
[ooking.
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“Why are you so red?”’ Rosa Bombolini asked him. *Are you
sure you are all right?"

I am very much all right, Fabio thought. I am about to save the
father of the woman I love, and she will be grateful to me for the rest
of my life, He broke into a trot, although he knew he should save his
energy. He met Angela Bombolini at the curve in the Corso Mus-
solini down below Babbaluche's house.

“Let him fall off,” the cobbler told him. "It would be a public
service to the city.”

Angefa handed him a black knapsack made of imitation leather
that had once been the property of the Young Fascist Scouts, and
the outer flap of which read: “This sack belongs to Bruno. Don't
touch or dearh.” On the other side, burned into the leather, was:
“Believe Qbey Fight—Your Duce.”

1t caused both of them to laugh.

“I'll pray for you, Fabio,” she said. It was the first time he had
ever heard her use his name.

The ladder shocked Fabio. He had not Jooked at it in many
years, and he was frightened to see how narrow and inadequate it
was. It was not a ladder at all, but Jong lengths of pipe, five or six
inches around, which were joined together and into which small
round iron spikes had been fixed, at intervals of six or eight inches,

to serve as foot and hand holds.

“Don’t look up, Fabio. Just go up,” someone said to him.

The iron grillwork of the catwalk that circles the top of the water
tower had been burning for half the day and it was hot to the touch,
but Bombolini never felt the burning when he crawled up onto the
walk. He sank onto the iron and almost at once he slept. He had no
intention of ever getting off the tower. He had prepared himself
to die. He even yearned for the release of dropping softly down
through the softness of the afternoon sky. He knew the people in
the piazza were waiting for his last performance and he wouldn't
disappoint them, but at the moment he was too tired even to con-
template dying. That would have to wait until he woke again, unless
he rolled off the walk while he slept. Until then he lay stretched on
the iron slate and burned,

‘When he did wake he was conscious of three things. His eyes were
pressed against the open slots of the grillwork and he could se¢ from
the shadows of things far below him that time, a good deal of time,
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had passed. Part of his body was in shadow. He watched an ?x plod
along a track through the terraces. The road was ankle-deep in dust,
and white and bone dry, and it looked as if it had been drawn
through the green terraces by a piece of white chalk. At each step
a plume of dust spiraled up behind the cart and hung in the still
air of late afternoon like a white banner.

I am thirsty, Bombolini thought. I am dying of thirst.

He could sce the people working on the terraces in the vineyards,
deep among the vines, working in the shaded tunnels of fat, green
grape leaves, resting in the cool of the wine-green shade. And he
could hear the sound of water bubbling by his ear, just on the other
side of the thin concrete skin of the water tank.

1 am being driven crazy, Bombolini thought.

And finally he became conscious that someone else was on the
tower with him. From the other side of the tank came a rhythmic
sound, a soft and steady lapping like waves on the side of an anchor-
cd boat.

Before 1 roll off T will find out who is on the tower, he told him-
self. He tried to say something, but there was no sound, He tried to
move and found that it was impossible. I can’t even kill myself, he
said to himself, and he sighed, and then his eyes saw the wine bottle,
the cork out of the neck, standing at attention like a little soldier
a few inches away from his hand,

1 will drink a little of this wine and then roll off, he told himself.

The wine was hot from the sun, but the heat didn’t bother Bombo-
lini, He would feel the wine run down his throat and enter his
stomach and then begin to course through the bulk of his body as if
it were the sun itself. The second swallow was easier and each one
after that became easier, every mouthful exploding inside him. He
could feelit go poom in his stomach. The wine was working for Italo
Bombolini the way a transfusion works for a man who has lost too
much blood. When he was through with the bottle he found he could
sit up, and he lcaned against the concrete and all at once allowed
his legs to drop over the side of the catwalk, which caused a great
shout from the piazza.

“Wha's on the tower?” he said.

“Fabijo.”

The soxfnd stopped but then it resumed, the slap, slap of the paint-
brush against the concrete.
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] knew it would be Fabio,” Bombolini said. It was an effort for
him to talk. “If anyone would come for me ¥ knew it would be Fabio,
Fabio?"

“Yes?”

“(od shower His blessings on you, Fabio,”

Fabio was unable to answer. Things like this embarrass the
people here. It might be all right for Sicilians, but not here. They
are very emotional and vulgar and sentimental, much too emotional
for us.

“Let me sec you, Fabio."

“No, When we both are on the same side the catwalk starts to
fall oft.”

“Fascist bastards,” Bombolini said. “They cheated on the

[ ions. They were supposed to put up a ladder and they put
up that pipe and pocketed the difference. They were supposed to
put a platform up here and they put up this thing. How far are you
now?”

Fabio had already painted out MUSSOLINI IS ALWAYS
RIGHT and was halfway through the eight DUCE’s.

“Four more to go, ¢h?”

“Yes, Whoever did it, overdid i1,” Fabio said.

1 did it," Bombolint said.

Fabio was silent, It embarrassed him to think of a man risking
his fife to climb a tower and write DUCE DUCE DUCE all over
the side of 1t. And he could not imagine this man as ever having
been young.

“I was young once, you kitow. [ was tall and lean. I used to look
like Garibaldi. I had long shiny-black hair. 1 wonder what made it
cutl? Ah, well, When I was through I wasn't even tired.”

Fabio went on with the painting.

“§ know what you're thinking, Fabio. You don't have to teff me,”
Bombolini said, “But you have to try and understand how it was
then. It wasn't like this now at first, Fabio, He was beautiful at first,

Fabio. He was promises for us.” . .

They felt the tower tremble and they gripped the iron mllmg,
but the it passed, The mountain nses and falls here, a lutle bit
cach day, like a giant shifting in hus sleep. . ’

*And what promises, Fabio. 1 dom't mean the stupid ones like
building the army and making Italy fierce again. They were going
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to help us build a school and pay for teachers. Everybody was
going to join in. They werc going to help us build a road, and we
were going to plant the hillsides with grass and trees so the land
would stay on the hills and the water would stay on the land
and there would be no more landslides. We believed that, Fabio.
Oh, therc was excitement then, Fabio. Everything seemed possible.
And we believed.”

“How could you?” Fabio said. “You believed because you
wanted to believe.”

“yes. And because he believed, too. I really think Mussolini
believed.”

“And then none of it happened.”

“Some of it happened. This thing, this tower, happened. Ob, we
were going to be like America here, Fabio. Look.” The wine seller
pointed although Fabio could not see him. “Can you see Scarafaggio
from where you are?” Fabio said that he could. “When the tower
was built they fell down in the streets with envy from looking
at us. *Our turn next,” they said. ‘It’s happening. The miracle is
happening’ ”.

He told Fabio of the famous morning when the tower was to be
dedicated. The dignitaries had come from Montefalcone in cars and
been taken up the mountain in oxcarts decorated with flags and
flowers. A great flag had covered the top of the tower and when the
string was pulled and the tank was revealed, there, shining fresh and
black in the morning sun, was MUSSOLINI IS ALWAYS RIGHT
and all the DUCE's, and on the catwalk was Italo Bombolini.

“I was a hero once, for a few days, and then they turned the
water off,” Bombolini said. “After that 1 was a fool.”

When the leaders from Montefalcone had gone The Band as-
sumed control of the water tower and began to charge for the water.
When the grape growers refused to pay, the water was turned off,
and soon the cement spillways began to fill with leaves and dirt and
the pcople went back to the old way, praying to God to send rain,

and He was, as always, not quite generous enough. But the people
forgot about the tower.

*“Yes. Two more DUCE's and one DU.”

“Iran out of paint. No,” he said, “it wasn’t Mussolini himself at
first. We didn’t blame him. It was the water. The country might
have been falling apart, but we couldn’t seeit. You know what The
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Master says. *Men are apt to deceive themselves in big things, but
they rarely do so in particulars.” "

] don’t know who The Master is."”

“Niceold Machiavelli,” Bombolini said. “He's my master, Have
you studied him?" Fabio said that he had,

“Well T read him. I memorize him,"” the wine seiler said. “1 have
read The Prince forty-three times.”

‘The young man was ished by this information, and he didn't
believe it, His father had once told him that beneath Bombolini's
clownish exterior there was a better mind than anyone could expect,
but Fabio had never been able to see any sign of it.

“I don't suppose there is any more wine?"*

Fabio thought about it. If Bombolini got drunk it might be the
end of them both, and yet the wine had made the journey down seem
possible, He opened the knapsack and uncorked the second bottle
of wine and slid it along the catwalk.

“God shower blessings on you, Fabro. Rain them down on you.
Flood you with them, Fabio. God drown you in blessings.”” And he
began 1o drink the hot red wine. They were silent while he drank.

“When I'm through with this bottle,”* Bombolini said, “I'm
going off this towes, Fabio.”

*“*Oh no,"” Fabio said.

The men and the women were on their way up from the terraces
by then. Wherever Fabio looked he could see people coming out
from the shadows of the vines onto the track that comes up the
mountain from the terraces. A great number of them were already
up the mountain. Fabio by then had reached the bottom of the
bucket and was on the last letter, It was strange, but there was
exactly cnough paint left to paint out the last letter, a U, and not
a brushful more.

“Now throw the bucket,” Bombolmi said. Fabto threw the first
bucket far out over the town, away from the piazza, out over the
Fat Wall so that no one could get hurt.

“Now the brush.” He threw the brush. There was a shout from
the crowd. He threw the cheese, the olives, the second bucket, and
cach time the crowd roared and the noise grew louder and by the
time Fabio threw the knapsack the piazza was in an uproar.

Al right, fet's go now," Fabio shouted, He had counted on the
excitement to stir the wine seller. He came around to the side of the
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catwalk where Bombolini sat, and as he did the rusted iron bolts
that had been drilled into the concrete years before suddenly cried
out, screamed, in protest. He ran along the narrow walk and past
Bombolini and on to the spiked pipe so that his weight was no
longer on the catwalk. Now the people in the piazza were silent.
There was no sound from the city at all.

“They don't want you to fall, do you sce?” Fabio said. “If they
wanted you to fall they would be shouting for you.”

While he talked he reached up and began to work the lengths of
rope under the arms and across the back and around the waist of
Bombolini. His plan was crude, but Fabio felt it might work. He
would tie the wine seller to the pipe, literally lash him to it, and then
bring him down it spike by spike. He would place Bombolini’s foot
on the next rung, or spike, below and then work the ropes down
around him and the pipe and when he was secured there he would
1ift the next foot down. He would bring him down, all bound with
ropes, like a bear being brought down from the high mountains.
He made Bombolini slide along the narrow catwalk until he was
at the pipe and then dip down until his feet could find the spikes to
stand on. Even from where they were, so high above the piazza,
they could hear the people suck in their breaths. When he was tied
to the pipe they didn’t start at once, because both of them were
tired cven then,

“Why are you doing this for me, Fabio?’ Bombolini asked.
Fabio didn’t answer him. How could he mention Angela? He
wondered if he would have been on this pipe now for anyone else’s
father, but then he realized that only Angela’s father would be doing
such a thing.

“Why?

“Because you were a man in trouble. It is people’s responsibility
to help others in trouble.”

“Oh, Fabio,” Bombolini said. “I don’t know where you get

ideas like that. It is people’s responsibility to look after themselves
and nothing more, Let us try a step.”

In the Leaders’ Mansion they could hear the shouts from the piazza,
and the cheering. The noise was now steady and they knew the

crowt.i was growing, but none of them was ready to believe that the
cheering was for Italo Bombolini.
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“Why would Pelo tell a thing like that?"” Mazzola asked.

“Because Pelo is a bastard, that’s why,” Copa said.

Pelo had come back from the Piazza Mussolini and when no one
in the Piazza of the People was looking he had knocked twice on
the door as directed.

“Who are they cheering?” Vittorini had called.

“Bombolini.” Vittorini could not believe his ears.

*“Italo Bombolini,” Pelo said. “The wine seller. The wine mer-
chant. The Sicilian boob.”

“I don't believe you,” Vittorini said.

“But it is the turth,” Pelo said, and then he had run.

And ever since then the noise had grown louder and with it had
grown the need for The Band to know who was the leader sothey
could plan some kind of counteraction.

“‘But suppose it is true,” Dr. Bara said.

“Then we will bave to deal with Bombolini,” Vittorini said, “In
awar one doesn't choose one’s enemies, If an insane mob has chosen
Bombolini then we have no choice but to deal with the man the
mob has chosen.”

“Ah, well,” the doctor said, *‘we will soon find out who the Jeader
is, whether we want to or not." And Francucci began to weep again.

“I want the priest. I want my priest. I want to make my last con-
fession,” the baker said, and then some of the women began to
weep as well.

“Shut up and start acting like a man,"” Copa shouted at him.

“I don’t know how,” Francucci said.

“He’s right though,' Vittorini said. *“We need the priest. Every
member of the fiancheggiatori must be united for the common
defense.”

The fiancheggiatori is the alliance of the Crown and the Vatican
with the bureaucracy and big business which forms the traditional
combination of power in this country. The man who can keep the
fiancheggiator] satisfied and in balance with one another is said to
hold the key ta the kingdom, It was one of the postmaster™s favorite
word, but as Babbaluche pointed out one day the only thing missing
from the combination was the people. They sent a young boy into
the piazza to go to the bell tower and summon the priest.

“Tel] him someone is dying,” Mazzola said. *That will be surc
to bring him."”



26 THE SECRET OF SANTA VITTORIA

They put Francucci in a far corner of the cellar, in the dccgcst
part of the darkness, but even from there he could be heard, saying
it over and over like a litany in the church. i

“They are going to roll me in flour and sprinkle.mc with water.
They arc going to put me in an oven and bake me hke. my bread. i

“They are going to roll me in flour and sprinkle me with water. . .’

“No, I don't believe it,”” Mazzola was saying when the boy came
back with the priest. “I refuse to believe it. No mob, even a mob
from thic city, would be insane enough to choose Bombolini for a
leader.”

But Padre Polenta told them the same thing, and they were
forced to believe it.

“Yes, it's true,* the priest said. *The people are cheering
Bombolini.”

“But why? Why Bombolini?” ~

“ft is in the nature of mobs to cheer fools,” the priest said.
*Now where is the dying man?” -

Doctor Bara waved his hand around the room.

“Everywhere,” he said. “All of us. It is only a matter of time.”

There was a great shout from the piazza then. The force of it
was so strong they could feel its weight on the door. And each shout
was followed by one after it and then another, like soldiersonthe
march. The shouts grew so loud and so steady that Francucei him-
self could no longer hear his own litany.

The shouts were the counting. Fabio had gotten Bombolini three
quarters of the way down the pipe when the counting began. Some-
onc in the piazza had counted the number of rungs that still re-
mained and when there were fifty of them the people began to shout
the number left.

“Thirty-four, thirty-four, thirty-four.”

Another step.

“Thirty-three, thirty-three, thirty-three.”

They could hear it all the way up the Corso Mussolini, they could
hear it through the barred doors and the stones of the Leaders’
Mansion. They could hear it from every corner of the Pinzza of the
People, although they didn’t know what it meant then.

“It’s starting again,” Dr. Bara said in the cellar. “They're getting
ready to come again. IUs stronger now.”

Dr. Bara had no fear for himself. It was his belief that the people
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would be too selfish to harm their only doctor. *You had better
have a plan,” he said.

“1 have a plan,” Vittorini said. He said it so vigorously that the
feathers rustled and it was reassuring, “I will make him take our
surrender. Itis now 2 matter of timing,” the old soldier said. “Timing
is all.”

**And don't allow ourselves to forget one thing,” Dr. Bara said.
*The 1talian soldier is 2 master at the art of surrender.”

It made them feel better, all of them, and the feeling lasted until
they heard a norse, the noise, one so strong that they felt it, the
Joudest noise almost certainly ever heard until then inSanta Vittoria.

He had gotten down, by himself, to the last spike on the pipe
and then his feet had touched the stones of the Piazza Mussolini.
At that moment there was a great cheer and he had fallen forward
and they caught him before he hit the stones and began to carry
him 1o shove him actually, through the mass of the people in the
piazza toward his cart, They put him up on a great solid two-
wheeled Sicilian cart, made of iron oak with oak wheels rimmed with
iron, painted pink and blue and covered with sweet religious say-
ings, and when the hands released him he fell off and had to be
caught once more and put back up onto the seat, where they propped
him up so that he wouldn't fall again. It was at this time that he
said the eight words that were the occasion for the greatest single
sound in the history of the city.

“Free wine for the people of Santa Vittoria.”

He slumped down in the seat, face forward, and it is doubtful
if either he or Fabio ever heard the sound itself that greeted the
words, although it soared up the Corso and it cascaded into the
Piazza of the People and it thundered against the door of the
Leader’s Mansion and it caused the stained-glass windows of

Santa Maria of the Burning Oven to tremble.

‘The Corso is steep and narrow, and it was hard to get the cart
moving, because not enough people could get behind it. But a
crowd also has a will that makes itsell felt, and just the sheer pres-
sure of people, the desire of the crowd, scemed to be enough to
start the cart moving upward. At the stone steps the men were
forced to stop and rock the big iron-rimmed wheels back and forth
to get up over the stones, and as they did they began shouting—
“Bom™ as they went forward, “50” as they rolled back, “li-i-i-i" as
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they strained up over the stone, and a short, explosive ".-xi"’ when
they made it over the lip to the next step. T he people behind the
men pushing the cart took up the shout, and soon the Corso and
then the whole of Santa Vittoria was vibrating with it. They could
hear it in the highest part of High Town—“Bom bo ii-i-i-i nil Bom
bo ii-i-i nil~and over the walls and in the high pastures. One old
woman who was watching oxen said it sounded like the start of a
great storm and made her afraid, and Luigi Longo, who was com-~
ing back from another town after fixing a pump there, said it
sounded like a trombone announcing the angel of death.

Vittorini had not been idle. In the Leaders’ Mansion they were
ready for Bombolini. They stood behind the heavy oak door and
listened to the shouts of the people and waited for the proper
moment. The barricades had been pulled aside and the door was
openced a crack to allow Vittorini to see into the Piazza of the People
and behind him were The Band.

Before anything else, they saw Bombolini’s head rise from the
Corso Mussolini, up toward the piazza, and then they saw his
neck and his shoulders and then they saw the top of the Sicilian
cart and finally as the cart came up into the Piazza of the People,
they saw the bodics of the people pushing him.

“My God," Dr. Bara said. “He comes like a king from the East.”

He was above them all, riding along above them, swaying back
and forth above them, as if he were floating on a restless sea. The

people were still shouting his name, and they came flooding out of the
confines of the Corso, spilling out into the vastness of the piazza
and around Bombolini and the cart, like the first wave of a tide.

Somcone in the Leaders’ Mansion moved toward the door
then, but Vittorini held him back.

“Not yet, not yet,” he shouted.

“Now!” Vittorini commanded.

The door of the Leaders’ Mansion was thrown wide open. The
old soldier was the first to go through it, his sword pointed directly
out in front of him with the flag fluttering in the wind that blows
every evening in this city,

Copa came behind him, the imitation gold of the mayor’s medal-
lion glinting in what still remained of the sun. Mazzola held up
the key to the city of Santa Vittoria. After him came Dr. Bara, and
with Bara was Padre Polenta with the silver crucifix held aloft for
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everyone in the piazza to see, and then came the women holding
up the statues and the holy pictures and the old and young women
with the babies held up or at their breast.

“Now!” Yittorini shouted again.

He lifted up his sword so that the flag was overhead, the priest
lifted up his crucifix and began to wave it up and down. Mazzola
waved the key, and Copa flung the medallion up and down, and all
the pictures and all the statues and all the babies waved up and down.

Nothing happened. The cart continued out into the piazza. Allow
this much for Copa. Heis a man for action, and action was required.

“The sons of bitches,” he shouted to Vittorint. “They try to
ignore our surrender.”

He ran back into the Mansion and when he came outside again
with the gun, the cart was no more than ten feet away from the
fountain, He unloaded his first shot from the double-barreled
shotgun over the crowd in the piazza and the second was even
lower, so low that several people were cut and stung by the bird
shot. The movement in the piazza stopped, the pushing ceased,
the pressure on the cart stopped.

And allow this much for Bombolini. Although he was drunk and
exhaustion had stolen much of his sensibility, it was he—of all the
people in the piazza standing there with their mouths agape looking
at the smoke curling from the end of Copa’s gun and watching
the wind ripple the feathers of Vittorim’s hat and Vittorini’s flag—
who knew at once what was taking place.

There is a line by Machiavelli which Bombolini has written on
a card and carries with him,

Fortune is a woman. It is necessary, if you wish to master her,
to take her by force before she has a chance to resist.

Give this much for Bombolini, then. He saw his fortune and he
raped her on the spot.

“To the Leaders’ Mansion,” he called.

There was & moment when it seemed that the marriage might
never be consummated. The will of the crowd was for wine. But
the people had a decency about them, they were willing to wait
for their wine and with a great effort, with an agonizing slowness,
the cart was turned and the people in its path were pushed aside,
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and Bombolini and the Sicilian cart began to bounce along the
cobblestones of the piazza in the direction of the Leaders’ Mansion.

“By the powers vested in me by the legitimate government of
the city of Santa Vittoria,” Vittorini began, His voice like that of,
all good soldiers, was loud and carried command,

What Dr. Bara had said about the Italian soldiers and surrender
was correct. Vittorini and the rest of them were impressive in defeat.
The old soldier talked for almost one half hour without, as anyone
could notice, taking a breath. Since they didn’t understand the
purpose of the talk, the people in the piazza didn't understand
the words, but they liked to hear them because they were beautiful
and Vittorini was full of eloquence and his sentences flowed like
rivers and his words glided like swans on still waters.

It is not necessary to put down all the details. It is enough to
know this: that in exchange for a sacred and a solemn vow by
Bombolini that the persons and the property of those who had
gone before—which meant The Band—would be respected, he,
Italo Bombolini, would be handed the key to the city and the
medallion of the mayor would be placed around his neck.

“Do I so have your sacred and solemn vow?” Vittorini said.
“Remember, it is witnessed by the priest and thus by God Himself.”

Someone prodded Bombolini.

“You so have my solemn pledge,” Bombolini said. Vittorini
turned directly toward the people in the piazza then. While Polenta
sanctified the pledge by making the sign of the cross, Vittorini
lifted his sword and the flag,

“Citizens of Santa Vittoria,” he cried out to them. “I give you
your new leader.”

Bombolini turned around on the cart and back to his people
and said something to them, and this was followed by an enormous
cheer and a great surge of movement.

.“And what would you call that if he isn’t the leader?” Vittorini
said. “They would have torn us apart.”

The women lowered the holy pictures and the statues, and Padre
Polenta began to walk back across the clearing piazza to the bell
towcr: The others turned around and started back inside the Leaders’
Mansion, because one of the promises Vittorini had made was that
they wou?d be out of the Mansion by sundown that evening.

The wine seller had said four words: “And now your wine.”



CHAPTER It
BOMBOLINI

Tius is the place where I enter the story. It is the price I ask you
to pay in return for hearing the story of Santa Vittoria, which is
admittedly a better story than my own. It is something that I have
wanted to say to my own countrymen, my people, for twenty years;
an apology written 1n the hope that some will understand and even
that if enough understand I might some day be able to go back
to my home and rebuild what is left of my life. I will try to make
it short and make the price as inexpensive as possible.

On the morning that Fabio told the story of the death of Mus-
solini, after it, while he slept, 1 was flying in the Odessa Darling,
a B-24 Liberator bomber, somewhere over Italy. I have figured
since that we might have crossed almost directly over Santa Vittoria
at eight o’clock that morning, although no one here recalls a plane
passing over that morning.

I already knew the fate of Mussolini. The pilot of the Qdessa
Darling, Captain Buster Rampey, had told me about it before we
took off that morning.

“They kicked out that Muzzlim, you know that? What do you
think about it?"

I shrugged my shoulders. I thought nothing about it.

“I just thought you might want to know,” Captain Rampey
said. I thought you might want to be the firs to know, you know?
‘You bein® Eyctalian and all like that.”

““No, sir.”

“ just thought you would.”

“No, sir.”

It was our fourth mission, and the first over the mainland of Italy.
We had bombed Pantelleria and Lampedusa and some other island
1 have forgotten, but this was to be the first flight over Italy.

The other members of the Odessa Darling didn't trust me, One |
night after he had been drinking in the Officer’s Club Captain
Rampey came and found me in my barracks.

“Tell me one thing true, Abrussi. If you was to see an Eyetalian
plane in the aif you wouldn't fire o it, would you?"

1 told him that I would,

31
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But I was accepted by the rest of the crew as a built-in handicap,
like an engine that never functioned right. They even had a plan for
me called Plan Paisan, in case of an attack by Italian planes.
Licutenant Marvell was to leave his post as navigator and to man
my machine gun, There was nothing personal about it.

Then some time that morning, while passing over & patch of dark
pine woods, the Odessa Darling flew into a grove of budding flak—
pufls of black smoke and little flowerings of metal. The sky bloomed
with them. I had thought we were through this dangerous garden
and all of the bursts were behind us, when the plane leaped in the
air as if it were suffering a convulsion, The plane shuddered and
we started down all at once, in one great sudden dip, as if someone
had pulled a plug in the sky.

“*Please, Jesus, don’t let there be fire,” someone said.

At the end of the drop the plane began to skid through the sky,
slipping across it as if we were being towed on a wire cable, going
down but across the sky at the same moment, and then there was
a thudding sensation, a series of bumps when I thought we were
brushing the tops of trees or mountains and then we held, the plane
had gotten a hold of the sky again.

He was a good pilot. It is strange now to think that I owe my
lifc to Captain Rampey.

For a long time we flew in silence, trying only to hold the plane
in the sky, fearful of trying to turn or to even lift the plane. We
flew on, low, and the mountain towns came floating up at us and
then faded away like islands in a high green sea. After a period of
time——how long it was I couldn’t say or ecven guess—we began
to edge up in the sky again ard much later Captain Rampey began

to make the turn back again, to wheel the Odessa Darling around
in a huge slow arc in the sky.

Then Rampey called to Marvell.

“I \.vzmt you to pick me out a nice little town on the way back, -
One directly on the line to home.”

I could sce Licutenant Marvell checking his maps from where
I stood at my post. He was a careful worker.

4 1" - .

I got you one,” he said after a while. ““We won't even have to

bank for it. Name of . . . name of . . .»”

“Idon’t want to know the name,” the captain said. “Just tcll me
before we get there.”
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“Yes, sir.”

“"We didn't come this far for nothing."”

“No, sir.”

“Got to ditch these bombs some place.”

“Yes, sir.”

When we were five minutes from the target area Lieutenant
Marvell announced that it was time to begin to ease the Odessa
Darling down,

“I don't see anything,” Captain Rampey said.

“It's just on the other side of that mountain,” Marvell said,

“You wouldn't trick me,”” Rampey said.

“Sirl”

The Odessa Darling started down.

“‘Going to get us some paisans today.”

It was a good-sized town, a city really, about three or four times
the size of Santa Vittoria. It was on the other side of the mountain,
but on a smaller mountain of its own, below the taller mountain,
and it covered the crest of it, all white and orange tiles, ringed by
a wall, so that in the sunlight it seemed to be a crown on the erest
of the mountain.

“Marvell?”

“Siry”

“You picked vs a fewel, hear?"

There was trouble with the doors of the bomb bay; some of the
flak had damaged the mechanism that controlled them, The bom-
bardier tried to work them open, but before he succeeded we were
alrcady over the city.

“I can get you & target further down the line,” Marvell said.

“No, I want this one,” Rampey said.

They unscrewed the barrel of my machine gunand beganto useit
as a lever to pry the doors open. We were low then, and 1 could see
the city clearly. The piazza was crowded with people andstalls and
carts and animals. It must have been market day. At oneend of the
piazzawasalarge building, much like here, that 1100k to be the town
hall. At the other ‘end stood the tower of the cathedral of the city.

“There's your aiming stake,” Captain Rampey said.

The shadow of the Odessa Darling slid over the town, across the
wall and over the piazza and the church facade, over the orange
roofs, turning them for a moment a dark red, and then over the
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other wall, like a dark messenger. We have a saying in Santa Vittoria:
“Good is recognized only when it goes away, evil when it comes.”
But, in this case at least, it wasn't true. When the shadow crossed
over them the people looked up; some just went back to their work
and some of them waved to us.

When the bomb bay doors opened the Odessa Darling swung
around and came back for the town. Captain Rampey didn’t wait
for the cathedral after all. When the plane passed over the city walls
he said, “Kick 'em on out,” and all of us became bombardiers.
We rolled the bombs through the door and pushed them through
and kicked them out with our feet, and they began to follow each
other down upon the city, wig-wagging back aund forth the way the
bombs do, swimming along after each other like fish in a school.

You try to follow the bomb that you personally sent on its way,
one that felt the touch of your hand or your foot, and you think that
you do; but when the explosions begin and the stones and the roofs
and then the fire and the smoke begin to erupt you realize that you
will never be able to tell exactly what you have done.

We were low enough to see the confused game the people in the
piazza were playing. At each explosion—the explosions seemed to
walk across the town with giant strides toward the piazza—the
people would run in one direction, and at the next they would turn
back and begin to run toward the place they had just left.

Eventually they must have found their heads, because the second
time we turned and came back over the city the people in the piazza
were gane.

This was the run on which the 500-pound delayed-action demoli-
tion bomb would be used. This is the heart and even the very soul
of the Odessa Darling.

“You have it ready and I'll tell you when,” Captain Rampey
told the bombardier. He was an expert at this, a genius at it perhaps,
the owner of a very special talent that God had given him and
which could be used only once or twice in a lifetime. If it hadn't
been for war Rampey might never had known he possessed it.

“Now,” he said; and on that word the bomb was pushed out.
For a moment it secmed to fly along with the Odessa Darling
before arching over the town and suddenly dipping down, and as

it did, every onc of us, even the ones without the fine instinct of
Captain Rampey, could sce that it was going to be a success.
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It appeared when it reached it to just touch the gray slate roof of
the cathedral and then to go through it so swiftly that the hole it
made in the roof seemed to close behind it the way water does
over a rock. It was a delayed-action bomb and with a bomb such
8s this there is always the fear that it might not explode, but then
this one did, somewhere down among the dark cellars and in the
foundation where a great many people from the piazza must have
been hiding. The first sign of success was not the noise of the ex-
plosion or the sensation of pressure from it that can at times lift
a plane into the air and drop it down like a boat when a wave runs
beneath it, but the sight of the front of the cathedral, the entire
facade, the great circular stained-glass window that had once
been the front of the cathedral, coming apart all at once, every
picce seeming to come apart at the same instant and flowering out
onto the stones of the piazza. After that, the fire began, a spurt of
flame from the bowels of the church that took a great part of the
slate roof with it, and then the sound, so that when we began to
pull up only the far walls of the cathedrat still stood,

“That concludes the program for the afternoon,” Captain
Rampey said,

The shadow of the plane was leaping over the green fields, and
behind us the city was burning like a crown set afire.

“I will tell you one thing,” Marvell said. *“We did us a job
of work."

Those were the last words that I remember hearing on the Odessa
Darling. 1 have no recollection beyond that, but I must have done
allthe things that must be done to cut onesclf Iopse from an airplane,
as complicated as cutting the umbsilical cord that ties the baby to its
mother. I have no llection at all of stepping out through the
bomb bay doors or of pullingtherip cord on my parachute because
at that moment I had no desire to do it. My first recollection is of
dropping down onto Italy, the rays of the late afternoon sun glowing
in the white nylon of my canopy as if T were hungto a silkenlantern.

1 struck the terraced side of a mountain that was no longer
farmed. The earth was hard, the carth was cfay and rocks, and when
1 hitit I heard a bone snap in my leg and a little later I felt it. The
cooling air of the late afternoon caught in my canopy and I began
to be dragged down and across the old terraces untit I finally became
caught in some old vines and was held there by them. I pulled the .7,
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parachute around me and made a nest for myself as a wounded
animal would do.

Later, in the night, I was wakened by some small dark men who
smelled of manure and wine. They said nothing to me. They lifted
me up and put me in a large basket that stank of earth and manure
and grape mold and they put the basket on the back of a mule
and took me back up the mountain I had landed on. I thought
they were going to kill me, and I didn’t care then. I was in great
pain. 1 was now a deserter. T was alone. Of all the Americans I
knew I had for some reason declared my personal end to the war
and 1 was ashamed of myself. Who was I, to have attempted such
a thing? The arrogance of my act overwhelmed me and 1 would
close my eyes and soon as I did I would sec the burning boy. As
I look back on it now, there was very little reason to wonder why I
wanted to die.

They kept me in a little hut made of branches and twigs and
straw, out in the middle of a ficld. I have no idea for how long.
They fed me some kind of white runny goat cheese and hard bread
and bitter olives and wine, and if it hadn’t been for the wine I
think I would have starved to death. One night they came and got
me and put me in the basket again and toward morning, when
1 could stand it no longer, 1 heard the clop of the mule’s hoofs
on stone, and looking up from the basket I could see the roofs
of houses and I knew I was in some sort of town. They dumped
me here then, in the shredded old grape basket, in the Piazza of
the People at the door of the Leaders’ Mansion. Italo Bombolini
was mayor of the city, as I was to learn, and he had already been
mayor for several weeks by then and perhaps for longer.

Two weeks after Italo Bombolini had taken over as mayor of Santa
Vittoria, everyone—with the exception of the priest Polenta, who
despised him, and the cobbler Babbaluche, who wasn’t prepared
to sce him as he was—recognized one thing about him, Bombolini
was a leader; he was a born leader, he was a natural leader. He
was, at times, an inspired leader.

Hisleadership was so natural and he scized power with such grace
that people who only several weeks before could not say his name
without first prefacing it with “boob” or “fool” began to realize
they had scen these traits of leadership in Bombolini all along.
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From his first day Bombolini seemed to have a feeling for the
correct thing to do.

He had the streets swept. He had the fountain repaired and the
water-catch cleaned of all its mold and moss and all the old glass
and potato peelings that washed around in it cleaned out and
thrown away. The third morning, the people woke up and found
hat all the old slogans in Santa Vittoria had been changed in the
night. The one in the Piazza of the People that read

BELIEVE OBEY FIGHT
had been changed to
TRANQUILLITY CALMNESS PATIENCE
The three great virtues of the Italian people

A public service
(Signed) Italo Bombolini, Mayor

On the old fallen wall of the Chapel of the Bountiful Grapes
the old Fascist party slogan “I Don't Give a Damn” now read

WE CARE
In High Town where for years the sign had read

LIVE DANGEROUSLY
—D-Annunzio

Bombolini had added:

BUT DRIVE CAREFULLY
—Bombolini

Although there were no cars in Santa Vittoria then, it gave the
people a feeling of belonging with the times.

As you went down the Corso Mussolini it had been impossibl
to avoid the sign on the wall of the house where the Corso curves
down to the lefu:




38 THE SECRET OF SANTA VITTORIA

BETTER TO LIVE ONE DAY AS A LION
THAN 100 YEARS AS A LAMB

Today when you go down the Corso you read

BETTER TO LIVE
100 YEARS
—Bombolini, Mayor

The trouble with government in this country is that it is composed
of the Ins and the Outs. There are blacks and whites, but no grays
here. When the Outs get in, they kick all the Ins out, and the new
Outs do everything in their power to destroy the programs of the
Ins, even when they might help them. It is brutal and sometimes
bloody and almost always exciting and usually no good for the
town, but that is the way it always has been.

Bombolini’s genius, for that is what it must be seen as now, was
that instead of throwing people out he invited everyone in. He
formed the Grand Council of the Free City of Santa Vittoria and
in two days every faction that could be counted upon to be fighting
one another, every family and every force in the city, had a member
in the government. Everyone was an In or had a member of the
family who was an In. Membership in the Council was almost
evenly divided among Frogs and Turtles and Goats. Half of the
members were young, and half of them were old, and every one of
the large or powerful families was represented. The real secret was,
perhaps, that if not everyone was In because that was not possible,
almost no one was Out.

Giovanni Pictrosanto was made Minister of Public Waters, which
meant that he was in charge of the fountain and the water tower.
Under Giovanni’s direction the spillways were cleared and the
pump was put back in working order by Longo, and all the drains
on the ferraces were cleared and patched, and for the first time in
twenty years there was water on the terraces for the grapevines.
It isn’t a great deal of water, but it is enough to keep a dry spell
from becoming a drought, something that Someone greater than
Bombolini had not seen fit to do.

Under his brother Pictro, the other powerful member of the family,
the organization called Minute Men of Santa Vittoria was formed.
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“Why do you want {0 waste your time on this7" Fabio asked
Bombolini.

The mayor held up his hand. * “The chicf fouadations of all
states are good laws and good arms.” I have no say in the matter,
The Master says we must have an army.”

At the start people laughed at the army, but as they drilled in
the Piazza of the People after work and the twenty men got better
attheirdrill, the people began to turn out to watch them. Pistrosanto
has a voice that can break windows, and the drill was impressive.
Every soldier was alloned 1o wear a red arm band on Sunday and
to sport a hawk’s feather in his hat, and soon every young man in
Santa Vittoria was hungry for a feather, but the army was held to
tuenty because that was the number of weapons we had.

There were others. Commsssioner of Sanitation, Master of the
Scales, Minister for Bread and Pasta, Minister for Advanced Educa-
tion, Minister for Affzirs of the Aged.

He closed the second mecting of the Grand Council with these
words: A wise man once said, *The first impression one getsof 2
new ruler and his brains is from seeing the men he has chosen to
have around him.” ** He put down his hand. “Menof Santa Vittoria.
By these standards I submit that I must be judged a gentus.”

At first they felt that Bombolint was being egotisucal, but as
they weat home and the words rolled around in their heads and
they began to see what they meant, they were, of course, flattered.
And as Bombolini had told Fabio, if you can’t buy your way
by money the next best way is to buy your way with flattery,

because as cvery Italian knows, flattery will always get you some-
where.

This much should be said at once, Although Fabio della Romagoa,
for a time at Jeast, later came to hate me, if it hadn't been for Fabio
1 would have died, The first people 1o Rad me in Santa Vittoria
that morning assumed that I was dead. Onc of them felt my legs
and when he felt their coldness, since the blood had run ont of
them hours before, he took my shoes. When they sent news of the
body to Bombolini he agreed with the people that it should be
taken at once, before the sun was fully up, and buried some place
in the rock quarry under the stones, He woke Fabio, and Fabio
came down the steps of the Mansion of the Leaders to see about
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taking me to the rock quarry, and {1e took one look at me in the
grape basket and knew that T was alive. o

Instead of taking me to the quarry, they took mc upstairs nto
the Mansion of the Leaders and put me in a bed. I have no idea
of how long I stayed there. Three or four times a day the girl, Angela,
came and held my head in her lap and spooned broth and pasta
and soft sopping bread into my mouth, and sometimes she poured
me a small glass of wine. I had no idea that I ever would get well,
nor any hope that T would. I leaned toward death. The bone in
my leg had joined together, but it had come together all wrong.
1 would lic on the bed for hours at a time in darkness and never
make a move. When it was light in the piazza, I never knew whether
it was because the sun was going down or coming up.

After some time, a week or two weeks, I began to realize that,
with no effort on my part or any consciousness of it, I was beginning
to understand all the shouting and calling that 1 heard from down-
stairs and from the piazza. The language of my father and mother
was returning to me. I had learned it as a small boy, but later,
although it was spoken in the house, I had unlearned it. I wouldn’t
speak to my family in anything but English and I wouldn’t listen
to them unless they spoke to me in what we called American.

The people would talk in front of me the way they talk in front
of idiots and the deaf and small children. Only once did I come
close to revealing myself,

Bombolini and Fabio were in my room with some young men
who wanted to look at me. Everyone in Santa Vittoria came to
look at me at one time or another. There is very little to do here,
and I was an object of curiosity. They felt my clothes, and some
of them cven rubbed their hands along my back or arms. I used
to wonder which onc of them had my shoes. I never have found out.
Whoever took them will keep them in the family until I am dead,
for fifty years perhaps, and when I am gone they will come out into
the open with them, probably at my own funeral. That is the way
they are here.

The young men were about to leave, I had bored them, when one
of them looked down into the piazza from my window and said,
*Oh my God, the Malatestas are back.”

They all ran to the window and knelt down by it, since it is a low
window and looked down into the piazza. The sound of their voices
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and the way they sucked in their breaths made me interested.

“It’s the tall one,” one of them said, “the snotty one. What's
her name?”

None of them could remember at first. They all had a nickname
for her, the Colt, Long Legs, the Icicle. Bombolini called her “the
hawk.”

*“Caterina,” one of them finally said.

“Caterina,” everyone said. *“Yes. Caterina.”

She was crossing the Piazza of the People toward the street that
leads down from High Town and because she was wearing city
shoes on the cobblestones she didn’t walk the way the other women
here walk. The women here walk as if they were carrying a burden.
Itis not unpleasant to watch. They move slowly, with a kind of slow
graceful power to the walk, and the motion of their bodies is as
much side to side as it is forward. Both were graceful, the women
of the city and this Caterina Malatesta, but their graces were of
different kinds. This is not meant to demean the women of Santa
Yittoria, because some of them are very beautiful, but the difference
was that between a work horse and a race horse, Each has its use
in the world, and its beauty, but one was meant to be used and
worked and one was meant 1o be admired and to be riddenlightly.

She carried two suitcases and although they appeared to be heavy
no onc made any effort to help her with them, and she didn’t ask
for any. The women waiting in line at the fountain all saw her, but
they gave no sign that they had secn her. I know little about clothes,
but her clothes were of the kind that even a very ignorant person
recognizes as the kind that cost money and are what is called high
style.

“The Germans must be giving them hell in Rome,” Bombolini
said.

“They only come back when they're in trouble.”

“They must have put her husband in jail. What was his name?”
No one knew.

“They must have killed him,” someone said, and they all nodded
and were silent for a moment.

“Look at the way she walks. Zip zap zip. Like she’s saying go
screw yourself."

“She's a beast. She cuts the balls off men. She’s no good for any-
thing. If you married her you'd have funin bed and starve to death,”
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they said about her. There is a saying here: Wh.at you can‘.t have,
abuse. And this is what they were doing, but 1 didn’t know it then,

“But she's very beautiful,” I said, in {talian, and not one of them
noticed. She was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.

Sometime in the night, unseen and unheard by us, a great storm,
a battle between the heat of the south and the cold of the n.orth, had
been waged up there, and now in the morning rivers of white ﬂoxx'f:d
down the mountainside. When Angela came in with the broth I said,
“If you go to my window yow'll sec something beautiful.”

She put down the broth and went to the window and crouched
down by it and that moment she looked very beautiful to me. I had
not noticed that she also was beautiful in the way of simple things.

*1 don't sec anything,” she said.

“On the mountains. There's snow this morning.”

“Ah, the new wind.” She turned back to me. “The new wind has
biown summer away. 1t’s good for the grapes.”™ She spoke to me in
dialect and was not at all surprised that I could answer her back or
understand her. “Cool nights now and warm days,” she said, “It
brings out the sugar in the grapes.”

*Aren’t you surprised at my talking?” I asked.

“We were wondering when you would begin to talk,” she said.
“After all, you've been here for weeks.”

“But 1 talk rather well, don’t you think?”

She shrugged. ““Little babies can speak at two years of age. You're
a man,”

However, she went downstairs and told them that I was now
tatking and while there was no surprise about the miracle of my
tonguc there was interest and even excitement, because now they
could do business with me. Bombolini, followed by some other
members of the Grand Council, came running up the stairs to my
room.

Although the mayor had not stayed to listen to me speak on the
first day, nothing could scem to stop him from coming back on the
days that followed and 1 became sorry [ had ever epened my mouth
in the first place. He came in the afternoons when 1 was asleep and
at night, and he stayed until I fell asleep in his face, asking me
questions about how they did things in America, about the govern-
ment and the setup of the states and the ruling of towns and the

conduct of the police and the courts and the making of laws and
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the collecting of revenues—until I came to dread the sound of his
step on the stairs. More than the intrusion and the effort involved
was my shame at my ignorance.

“I don’t know about that,” I would say. “I can’t answer that. 1
never studied it, I never found out about it.”

*“It’s a wise man who can say ‘I don't know,’ * Bombolini would
say. “Good man.”

‘The few answers 1 was able to give him he speared the way a
beggar spears chunks of meat in his soup. He fished them out before
they could get away from him and then he rolled them around in
his mouth, savoring them, before finally swallowing them.

“Brilliant,” he would say, *These are brilliant things you tellme.”

It came so that I couldn’t bear the sight of Fabio's face at such
times. It was Fabio, however, who was finally able to figure out why
Bomboliniacted that way toward me. He had already figured out the
reason for Bombolin’s amazing success at government that had
changed him from a clown to a prince in one night. When faced with
any problem or any decision, Bombolini would not become alarmed
by it but would go back to The Prince and The Discourses and have
Niccolé Machiavelli provide him with the proper answer. It was
from these books and this man that he drew his wisdom and his
assurance and his poise and his strength. Bombolin was only a face
and a body and a mouth for The Master. All of the answers weren't
in the books, of course, but the important thing was that Bombolin
felt they were and, believing that, he had no fear and suffered no
qualms.

But somewhere along the line there were problems that even The
Master couldn't provide answers for, and it was for this reason, and
for no love of me, that Bombolini turned out to be such a formidable
fighter in my behalf when the affair of Babbaluche the cobbler and
Abruzzi the American threatened to tear the Free City of Santa
Vittoria apart and bring down its government.

Life has changed little here since the days when Machiavelli went
sourly through the streets of Florence, and yet some things have
changed and it was these gaps in the Master’s knowledge that
frightened Bombolini. To close them he needed a representative of
the New Ways, someone forged in the fire of the New Culture, as
Fabio says he put it. And who better than me, a dropper-in from
the New World? For the purposes of Italo Bombolini, for his well-
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being and his assurance, it was essential that I prove to be brilli:}nt
and he made certain that T was. As soon as I was able to stand with
the aid of a crutch the cobbler had made for me I was invited down-
stairs to sit in on sessions of the government and after a \\'cek‘I .was
invited to join the Grand Council as a full member, as a minister
without portfolio, to advise on current affairs.

This was the state of things when Babbaluche came up onto the
terrace of the Mansion of the Leaders one night during 2 mecting
of the Grand Council and came into the middle of the mecting and
began pointing his finger at me.

1,00k at this son of a bitch,” he said. “Feast your eyes on him.”

They looked at me and 1 think I blushed, because 1 had always
felt like a fraud at the meetings in the first place. 1 felt naked before
them. .

“Because of this son of a bitch each one of you stands to go to
jail and to lose your vines.”

1t was the loss of the vines that struck fear in their hearts.

“Do you know who this bastard is? Do you know what he re-
presents?”

1 fclt they had discovered that I had been a deserter, and 1 looked
down, which didn’t help my image before the people.

“This son of a bitch is an enemy of the state.”

“*He scemed like a good man to me.” Giovanni Pictrosanto said.
“That's all that.l know.”

“An encmy of the state,”

The argument was that, despite the fall of the Mussolini govern-
ment and the emergence of the Badoglio government, America was
still at war with Italy, and by making me a member of the Grand
Council each member was guilty of treason and infamous acts by
collaborating with the encmy,

“You are collaborators,” Babbaluche told them. “Do you know
what they do to collaborators?™

Everyone knew what they did. They took away your home and
they impounded your land and they tore up your vines by the roots.

Itwould have been understandable for Bombolini to have deserted
me then, but he fought for me. They sent me from the room and 1
soon fell asleep, so I never heard the debate. The debate raged on
during the night. and I understand that it was bitter, because no one
has ever volunteered to tell me anything about it. Sometime carly in
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the morning it finafly became 2 question of confidence in the govern-
meat 2nd its leader. The issue was whether to turn me over 2nd be
safe or to keep me and run the risk of losing their vines and even
their lives. Who could have trustin agovernment that had any doubt
about which course to take? At dawn Babbaluche rose and began
10 read from a paper on which he had been writing.

REsoLVED, That the people of the glorious Free City of
Santa Vittoria, having lost all confidence in the ability of
the [zader Bombolini any longerto fead . . .

They voted after this and no one has ever told me tke count, so
it must have been close. No one likes to tell me how close they came
to putting me in the cart and taking me to Montefzlcone. But what-
ever the count was, ltalo Bombolini managed to do what Benito
Mussolini failed to mapage.

I have heard that there was not much honor in the victory. All
kinds of things were promised in return for all kinds of votes. I have
heard, for example, that I was described as a rich young man who
might come back someday and in thankfulness endow the city with
such things as schools and fire departments, But perhaps that isn’t
true; to this day I don’t know. None of it has ever bothered Bombo-~
Yini, because he had done the onz thing all Italians learn to do above
all other things: ke had endured.

For show they put me under house arrest and they sent notice of
my presence to Montefalcone by way of Fungo, an idiot here, who
would make certain to lose the message and lie that he had delivered
it to the carabinieri. They took away my membership in the Grand
Council and I becams an ex-minister without anything.

There was never a serfous challenge to Bombolini after that. I was
his Iow mark but ke had survived, and in surviving ke strengthened
himself. That next day, ia 2 show of strength, he had kimself named
Captain of the People instezd of Mayor, an old zrnd honored title
in this region, and after a time even Babbaluche came to call him
Captain.

Those months, the summer in Santa Vittoria, were good. There
was hunger in Italy but there was no hunger bere. There were
shortages in everything but there was no true hunger. There wasstill
good wine to trade and sell. Most of the winc here is vermouth,
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which is 2 blend of wines and aromatic herbs, and the vermouth we
make is good. It is not boasting to say this orlyingto say.it. This is.a
history and it is a simple and recognized fact that the wine made in
Santa Vittoria is one of the best in the world.

The vermouth is aged for a year or even two years, depending on
the amount of sugar in the grapes and the amount of acid, on the
time of month the grapes were picked, the position of the moon
during the harvest and the whisperings of the gods of the grape into
the ears of Ol1d Vines, who alone here can hear them. Usually most
of this wine is sold to the Cinzano family, who sell it all over the
world, but because of the war the wine was still in Santa Vittoria.
When we needed food three or four carts were loaded with wine
from the Cooperative Wine Cellar and sent to Montefalcone, where
there was always a market for our wine. The carts would come back
up the mountain the next day filled with flour for bread and pasta,
with bags of onions and salt and peppers, green peppers and red
peppers, with tins of sardines and mackerel from Sicily, with balls
of cheese and wheels of cheese, whole carts filled with artichokes,
sometimes boxes of cherries and baskets of fruit from the north,
dry pork sausage, salami, black olives and green olives, cheap black
wine in big wicker baskets, since our own wine is too good to drink
cvery day—one basket of ours for three of theirs—baskets of beans
and lentils, and tins and jugs of olive oil to splash on our bread.
When the carts came back up the mountain you would not know
there was a war on in Italy.

But something was happening in Italy. The feeling could even be
felt up on the mountain. There had been a time when two ar three
trucks in a morning was considered to be traffic on the Montefalcone
road, but now the sound of trucks and half-tracks and even tanks
could be heard from the River Road all day long and far into the
night.

“You should see what’s happening in Montefalcone,” the men
fvho went to get the food would tell the others, “There are more tanks
in there than there are people. There are more Germans than our
own people.”

We felt it, but it didn’t concern us. There was good and the
weather was good and the grapes were fattening on the vines like
pregnant women. The people in Santa Vittoria looked up at the sky
as a source of danger, for the signs of a sudden heavy rain or even
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a hail storm, more than they looked down at the road to Mon-
tefalcone.

If the Italizn nation was in danger of coming apart, the city of
Santa Vittoria had never felt closer together. And for this, Italo
Bombolini must take all of the credit. He had embarked the city ona
program for greatness,

Bombolini began by changing the names of all of the streets,
There were public hearings, there were contests among the children
and the young and the old of the town, there were votes and re-votes,
speeches and arguments, until the city was in a state of civic uproar
and excitement.

In the end the Piazza Mussolini became the Piazza Matteotti,
named for the first famous victim of the Fascist regime. It wasa very
popular decision. We were surprised to find after the war that five
hundred other Italian towns had done the same thing.

The Corso Mussolim became the Corso Cavour, because it
sounded good and every town must have something named after
Cavour.

Then came the whole rest of the Risorgimento. There is never any
problem naming anything as long as the names of the Risorgimento
are recalled, Streets were named for Mazzini, for Garibaldi, for the
Redshirts. One street was even named for Vittorio Emmanuele,
and when no one was sure exactly which number was the good
Vittorio the number was left off and now stands for any Vittorio
Emmanuele you may desire,

The effort was a great success. It had cost nothing, but had
brought the people closer together. Perhaps the only saddened person
was Bombolini himsclf. When the last of the streets and piazzas
and lanes was named and there were no more Jeft, Fabio found
Bombolini sitting in the darkness of the large room in the Leaders
Mansion, which that morning had been renamed the Palace of the
People.

Itis said somewhere that the art of art is to make the work seem
artless and this is what Captain Bombolini did with Santa Vittoria.
With the exception of Fabio and occasionally myself, no onc had
any idea at all of the work and thought that went into the things
that he did and how much of himself was in them.

[t was Fabjo who saved my life, and it was Fabjo who was respon-
sible for getting Caterina Malatesta to repair the bone in my leg.
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1 didn’t understand it at the time, but he wanted my leg made well
so that I could go away from Santa Vittoria.

“you're a soldier and a soldier must make every cffort to rejoin
his own men so that he can continue the fight,” Fabio told me. 1
nodded. :

Bombolini himself had gone up to High Town to sce the Mala-
testa, as they called her, and she had laughed in his face. Even after
that, as shy as he was, Fabio went to see her, and for reasons we
don't know the Malatesta agreed to come and see me, It is measure
of how desperate Fabio must have been.

She was not a doctor in the sense that she had a license to practice
in laly, but she had gone to medical school in Rome until the final
year, when her father, to save the family, forced her to leave school
and marry a very rich young Roman, of a noble and influential
family, who was a rising Fascist and a friend of Count Galeazzo
Ciano,

Her family had once been a great family in this region. Once they
held large holdings of land, but they began to lose it, plot after plot,
in all the ways a family destined for disaster can find to lose itsland.
They had no love for the land, and worse, no greed for it, and no one
can hold onto land around here without it, There are too many who
want it too much. At the time of the marriage they were reduced to a
few parcels of land and several houses in the region, onc of which
was in High Town and which various Malatestas retreated to from
time to time to lick their wounds, When they would leave they would
Icave the house an unspeakable mess. The Malatestas didn’t seem
to know how to live any longer.

When she came into my room she never really saw me. She took
off the smelly bandages that Dr. Bara had put on the wound, and
took them off with no gentleness, and threw them on the floor. I was
ash:'\mcd of my wound because it stank and I began to apologize
for it to her. That s the effect she has on people. She didn’t hear me.

“This wound will have to be opened,” she told me. *“The infection

will have to be clearcd up and the bone will have to be rebroken and
set again.”

“If you say that it has to be done.”

) “It, ,docsn't have to be done. If you want a leg it will have to be
one,

ST want a lee. "
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“It will hurt a great deal,”

“It hurts a good deal now.”

“It will hurt a grear deal.”

° Ishrugged and she smiled at me, which confused me.

The Malatesta came back several days later, with no warning. She
came with some local anesthetic and a bottle of grappa with Fabio
as a helper, and a half hour after she arrived she cracked the bone
in my leg. There was, as she had promised there would be, 2 moment
of “superior” pain (1t pleases me to this day to think that she was
impressed when I didn't cry out), and she began to reset the bone.
During all of that time she never said one word to me to make me
feel like 2 man or even as if she were working on a human being. At
the end of it she said, “You lie in bed for one week and then you
get up and try and walk. The sooner you walk on this the better it
will be for you.” She went to the door of the room and turned and
looked out the low window into the piazza, *“But I doubt that you
will do it,” she said.

1t was this, of course, that sent me stumbling out into the Piazza
of the People, my face stiff with pain and runnimg with a cold sweat,
exactly one week after the Malatesta had come into the room with
her grappa and her rubber hammer.

The more I walked the stronger the leg would become. It had
withered until it Iooked like the leg of an old man, and I began to
go down through the streets and finally alf the way to the wall and
the Fat Gate and down onto the terraces.

The people liked me down there, I gave them an excuse to stop
their work and talk. I had the strongest feeling that I had been in all
of these places before, in the town and on the terraces. I seemed to
know everything in advance, and there were no surprises for me. I
think now it must have been caused by all the images left 10 my
mind, even when I wasn't listening to them, by the talk of all the
people from “the other side,” from “the old country,” who sat
around the table in my mother's kitchen drinking coffec and wine
and anisette and telling about the old days and how their children
were falling to pieces in America.

In the end I would make it a point to go all the way down the
mountain to the foot of the terraces and then to rest in the enormous
ancient wine cellar at the base of the mountain before forcing myself
to climb up arain.
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This was one thing that was different. I had never seen zmylhfng
like the cellar before, and 1 came to love it forits c.ooln.ess and quict.
1t had been built by the Romans and then sometime in the defile
Ages it had been rebuilt entirely and so it wasn't the goal for touns.ts
that it might otherwise have been. It had finally been abandoned in
the cighteenth century. ‘

There were two cellars actually, and one day this was to mean a
great deal to Santa Vittoria, There was a small opening in the moun-
tainside which led into an cnormous room, hollowed out of the
mountain itself, which was called the Great Room. It was as large
as the inside of a cathedral, and I have no idea why they ever built

such a room, unless in Roman times it had been used as a temple to
some god of wine, From the back wall of the Great Room two long,
deep wine cellars were cut into the bowels of the mountain. I didn’t
go into the cellars themselves, because they were humid and 1 could
sense that they were filled with water, but the Great Room was cool
by the entrance and 1 would lie on the dry sand and take a nap
before going back up.

1 soon found that I was the only person in Santa Vittoria who
ever went into the old wine cellar. They were afraid of the spirits
who lived in there, Everyone in Santa Vittoria has some story about
some member of his family who strayed into the tunncl in a sudden
storm and the terrible things that happened to them in there. They
feared for my life, but when nothing happened to me it didn’t lessen
their belief in the evil spirits but only convinced them that ltalian
spirits and ghosts were not interested in non-Italian people.

During the week that 1 had spent in bed before walking 1 had
worked on the radjo of Vittorini, the mail clerk. They had brought
it to me to fix because I was an American and Americans are sup-
posed 1o be able to fix new inventions such as radios. I knew nothing
about radios, but there is a certain logic about anything that is
broken. Sooner or later there has to be something that isn't con-
nected, and if it can be connected, as with my leg, then perhaps it
may be made to work again. I finally got it to work. In those days
we received an hour of electricity a day from the power station at
San Rocco del Lago. Some days it never came at all,

But on one day when it did come I heard a broadcast from Egypt
that was sent to Italy by the English. The Americans, they said,
were almost allthe way across Sicily and the invasion of the mainland
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was to be expected any day. 1 grew very excited about that, and 1
shouted out the news before I realized that the last thing I wished
then was to be liberated. But it didn’t matter in any case. Fabio had
no interest, and Bombolini, even though he was from Sicily, listened
to me without really understanding the words.
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startled by the presence of an officer in their quarters and they got
to their feet in confusion.

Along one wall of the room were buckets of glue and brushes and
rolls of posters, this one showing a German soldier helping an old
Italian woman across a busy street. The captain pointed to them.
“You won't need those any longer,” he said, *“We are at war with
Italy,” !

Some of the soldiers smiled, and some waited to see what the
proper action was supposed to be. The captain took this chance to
examine his detachment. It was the first time he had seen them all
together, and it was not a reassuring sight. There were only eight of
them, and all had been seriously wounded and were now on limited
duty. The senior of them, Sergeant Gottfried Traub, had been hit
in the face by shell fragments, and the muscles had been severed, so
that the captain found it impossible to know what the sergeant was
thinking from his expression. He had reached one conclusion, which
was that the sergeant appeared happier when he wasn’t smiling at
which time his face became distorted.

“We're all going to become soldiers again. No more glue pots,”
the captain said. Once again the men didn't know how to take the
news.

He took out the map of this section of Italy. It was so typical and
correct, von Prum thought, that the only reliable map of the whole
area had been sent to him by his father from Mannheim.

“You will note,” he said, “a good German map and so we are
safe. At least we will be sure to wind up in the town we have been
sent to take.”

His slender finger hed the city of M \! “We are
here.” The soldiers, who were timid about doing it at first, began to
gatheraround the map. “We eventually will be Aere.” Traub touched
the name on the map,

“Sanda Viddoria,” he said.

“Yes. Santa Vittoria,” the captain said.

*Ah, yes. Sanda Viddoria,” the sergeant said.

Long before Fabio reached Montefalcone it had grown dark. Walk-
ing the River Road in the dark is hard, but the darkness had brought
the traffic out, hundreds of cars and trucks and half-tracks moving
by the little light of hooded parking lights, all heading south and he
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could sec by them. He was 'forced to the side of the Foad,dbut Ec
could sec. A few soldiers riding the trucks shouted at h‘_‘g an n}lla ¢
gestures at him and one or {Wo actually aimed their rifles at him,
but Fabio failed to respond. He was no fun for t!}em.

At the gateinto the city,still guarded by an ltalian and a German,

Fabio felt they would arrest him, but he didn’t really care about th.at.

“you're not going to learn much at the academy,” the Italian
guard told him, *It’s closed.” )

He only shrugged and they passed him through.

“Make Goddamn sure you check in with the prefect of police in
the morning,” the guard told him, and Fabio gave no sign of even
having heard. Every foot of the city seemed to be filled with trucks
and armored vehicles, pressed up alongside the walls of the houses
for protection, some of them with men in them, sleeping under
camouflage nets, A few of them said things to Fabio in German, but
he didn’t really hear them, He went to the pensione where he had
shared a room with two other students, and he found that Germans
were in it.

“What the hell do you think you're doing here?” the woman who
ran the house shouted at him, “Don’t you know about the curfew?
Don’t you know what's going on? You better get off the streets and
out of here and stay out.”

He didn’t know where he was going. He decided to try to reach
the house of Gatbiati, an instructor he had been fond of and who
had been fond of him. He went down the Corso directly into the
Piazza Frossimbone. Soldicrs sitting in the darkness of doorways
said things to him, but he walked on at his own pace. It is hard to
frighten anyone who has no more use for life. At one side of the
piazza a large sign had been put up and it was lit by a light that was
shiclded from the sky. A group of German officers and noncoms were
gathered about the sign discussing what it said and taking notesand
Fabio walked across to it.

The sign was a large, carcfully drawn map of the Montefalcone
region and on it, broken down into ten areas and twenty subareas,
were the names of all the towns and villages that would be occupied
within the next several days. The information included the names of
the occupying units, the day they would take the town and the hour
in which they would arrive. Fabio, even in the condition he was in
could appreciate the thoroughness of the work.
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San Pietro would be occupied tomorrow morning. Garafano
Maggiori tomorrow afternoon, San Rocco del Lago the next even-
ing. Santa Vittoria and Scarafaggio were listed as being in Area R,
Subareas 5 and 6. The Germans would come on Wednesday, at
1700 hours.

Three days. Not quite three days. At five o’clock in the afternoon.

He knew at once, the same way he had known when he had seen
Bombolini on top of the water tower, that he would have to go to
Santa Vittoria and be the one to warn them. Now that he cared he
found his heart was beginning to beat hard. He was excited, but his
mind was clear and he knew exactly what he wanted to do. He got
the rest of the way across the piazza without being seen and up into
a dark narrow lane, and from this [ane ofl into a series of lanes that
kept him away from the Corso and the piazza but moving deeper
into the city where the workingmen lived. He found the house he
was Jooking for, and when his knock was not answered he tapped
on the window, and when that went unanswered he was about to
go away, when the shutter was opened by a young woman.

#Oh,” he said. “I wanted Gambo. I was expecting Gambo,”

“He isn’t here.”

*“Is his bike here? He said I could use 1t whenever I needed it.”
She said nothing, but tried to make him out 1n the darkness, I
need it."”

“*Stand over here, Let me see you.” She made him come near to
the window and she held his head up. “Wait here,” she said, and ina
moment he could hear the chain coming down from the door. “Here
is the bike here.”

‘When he got the bicycle out into the steep narrow street he was
filled with elation.

‘When he reached Santa Vittoria some of the older men were still
in the Piazza of the People, seated around the fountain.

“Fabio. Oh, Fabio,” Bombolini said when he saw him, “I knew
you would come back to me.” The mayor embraced him. “You're
sweating like a pig, Fabio.”

“I pedaled all of the way up the mountain. I have bad news, The
Germans are coming.”

Once again Fabio experienced the blankness of the faces that he
had seen the other time,

“1 have seen the orders. Elements of the German army will arnive
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in Santa Vittoria at five o’clock in the afternoon on this coming
Wednesday.”

It meant nothing to them, even Bombolini. He threw his bicycle
down onto the stones of the piazza.

“We know it's important, Fabio. We appreciate your coming and
telling us. It’s just that we have cxpected it all along and there’s
nothing much to be done aboutit.”

“You could put your women away some place.”

“If they touch the women they’ll pay for it and they know it.”

“You could get that Abruzzi out of town before he gets us all
shot.”

“No, he's going to stay. He'll be dressed like one of us. No one
will be able to tell.”

“Do you think all these people can keep a secret like that?”

“We can be a very loud people,”” Bombolini said, “but when it is
to our advantage to keep a sccret we can keep one. Keeping a
secret is a form of lying you understand.”

They were almost all the way across the piazza by then, and at
the cdge of the Corso Cavour, where it drops down from the Piazza
of the People into Old Town, Bombolini took hold of Fabio’s arm.

“Don’t go away again, Fabio,” he said. “We need you here.”

**Oh, 1 don’t know. I'm thinking of going into the mountains.”
He hadn’t thought of it before. “The Resistance, you know.”

I shall go to the hills, Fabio told himself, and I shall stay in those
hills even until I am the last one left, but I shall be unbowed.

“When the Germans come, the policy here is going to be onc of
accommodation, do you understand?” Bombolini said. Fabio made
a face, but Bombolini didn’t sce it and didn’t hear the sound of
disapproval, because men generally seem to hear and see the things
they wish to hear and see.

“When they push, we will give. We'll be like quicksand.”

And I intend to be a rock, Fabjo said, but to himself,

“We don’t intend to be heroes here. We don’t want or need any
heroes. We intend to do something a little better, We intend to
survive. Thank you, Fabio, and now you get some rest.”

“*Oh, God, what a people we are,” Fabio said.

Bombolini went back up the Corso Cavour, because he knew he
could sleep, and went inside the Palace of the People and to hisroom.
Before going to sleep, however, he stopped at Roberto’s doorway.
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“Do you think the Germans will come here?” he said.

Roberto was annoyed. It was three o'clock in the momirg.

“I don’t know. I don't know about those things. I was in the air
forces.”

“There's nothing for them here.”

Roberto nodded. “Only your wine,” he said, and he was sorry to
be distespectful, but he closed his eyes and fell back to sleep.

‘When he woke again the sun still had not risen and so he knew he
could not have slept for more than an hour at the most, Something
had been troubling him and he found a candle and a flmt to light
it with and began going through the book.

“*Men are apt to deceive themselves in great things while being
scrupulous about the small ones,”

He felt a cold hand rest on his heart and begin to squeeze 1t. He
put the book over his heart as if that mught stop it. He knew what
the words meant.

He got up then and walked by Roberta’s room and was going to
wake him but decided against it, even though 1t was Roberto who
had seen the truth.

Man sees what he sees and hears what he hears, he thought, and
the few who don’t are generally considered to be mad. He went
downstairs and out into the Piazza of the People where one of the
madmen was already in the piazza, on his knees by the fountain-
screaming at him, Bombolini, **You son of a bitch," he was scream-
ing. “Do something. Do it now.” It was Old Vines,

Bombolini trotted across the rough stones. “Get up now,” he
said. “I know. There’s no sense in terrifying the people before we
have a plan*

Others had heard, however, the ones who get up in darkness
before the sun even, and they were coming across the prazza.

“Tell them the truth,” OId Vines shouted. “Don't lie to vs.”
He got up from his feet then, his face as red as any wine he had
ever aged, and turned to them, “The Germans are coming.” he
shouted, “and they're going to take our wine.”

Traub was one who rose with the sun. It was a habit that had
begun on the family farm and continued with him into the army
He belicved it was a sin to be down when the sun was up.“The early
sun is gold in the mouth,” his mother said to him- “¥es, the bed is
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a thief,” his father would say.

He was worried. In two days’ time they would be going up a
mountain into an unknown city with one officer and two non-coms
and six privates, all of them limited-duty soldiers because of previ-
ous wounds. He waited for an hour and finally knocked on Captain
von Prum’s door,

“I want to put a reconnaissance up in Santa Vittoria this after-
noon, sir,” Traub called through the door. He could hear that the
captain was up but he wasn’t asked into the room because in the
German army it wasn’t considered good for morale and discipline
for soldiers to sec their officers in their underwear.

“No,” Captain von Prum said.

“I want to make the strongest possible first impression on these
people. If we arrive there with nine men it will impress them. Thesc
people tay great store on first impressions.”

“But, sir, if there's a road block . . .”

Von Prum opened the door of the room and looked at his ser-
geant.

“The German army has not yet become a debating society,” von
Prum said.

Von Prum smiled, because the words had the same effect on the
sergeant that they had had on himself the night before when Colonel
Scheer shouted them at him. The colonel had had second thoughts
about the wisdom of the bloodless victory.

The bastard is making me pay in blood for my bloodless victory,
von Prum put in his log, but when the colonel summoned him he
had gone at a run.

**No, it all stinks of an experiment,” the colonel had said. “It's
all right to experiment with Poles. It's all right to try things with
Jews. It’s not all right with the grandson of Schmidt von Knobles-
dorf. If anything happens to Captain von Prum, Willy Scheer will
be the one to hang for it.”

Scheer was a rare case, the peasant who had risen through the
ranks to a position of power without discarding his peasant ways,
His manner was rough and direct, his specch was filled with folk
sayings, most of them coarse, and he looked as if he had been carved
from a potato. It amused him and it flattered him to have aristocrats
around him and beneath him.

“No, I can't let you go.” Scheer said. “The cream of our culture,
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the flower of our people.” He was being sarcastic but good natured.
“If your name was Schwartz you could go. But a blood relation of
Alfons Mumm von Schwarzenstein? Oh, no. It's not your ass I
worry about, it's Willy Scheer’s ass.”

The captain had stared at him. Von Prum knew it was the correct
thing to do then. For reasons he didn't understand, Scheer enjoyed
being stared at in a cold haughty manner.

“You look at me as if I was manure in the field,” he said. “'Like
1 was shit.” But he smiled. “You heard what happened at Castel-
grande,” the colonel said. “They went in with fifty men.”

“And Moltke,” von Prum said. Captain Moltke was famous for
his short temper. When he had encountered a small road block,
Moltke had ordered his men to firc on the people of the town and
they had no choice but to fire bach.

*“Well take a tank at least,” Scheer said. The captain shook his
head and continued to stare at the colonel,

“What are you going armed with?” he finally asked.

“The culture of the German people,” von Prum said. “Our
national sense of purpose. Our genius at working with disciplined
order.”

*‘Oh you are such a good boy,™ Scheer said. “My God, what a
finc noble boy.” He was shaking his head by then. “Do you really
believe this?”

I really believe it,” von Prum smd, “It isn’t the idealist’s way,
1t isn't the dreamer’s way. It's the only seasible, practical way to
do it You'f see.”

These were the wards that angered the colonel and this was when
he told the captain that the army had not yet become a debating
society. What the captain said went against all the rules Scheer had
had to learn so painfully in his life.

*You listen to me,” Scheer said. *““We don't learn much in the
turnip fields but we learn some things that are never forgotten, and
one of them is that the onc thing that gets respect, the only thing that

gets respect, is strength, The weak respect the strong for one reason.

scause they're not weak like themselves.” The colone} thumped
his hard brown stubby hand down onto the hard wooden table.
“Here's one of those quaint peasant sayings, Captain von Prum,
*One must be cither the anvil or the hammer.” You think about it,
There is no other way.”
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But jn the end von Prum had won, as he knew he would win,
because in the end he was what the race aspired to, and he knew
this and knew that Scheer knew it and approved of it. His Nordic
bleaching, as the colonel called it, the blondness and whiteness and
the cold blueness of him, was not just the symbol of racial purity
but the fact of it. Most Germans, like most of the people of the
world, are dark and short, but unlike other people the Germans
despisc their darkness and their shortness and they don’t believe
in it. It is von Prum they put on all their posters, and when they
have a baby it is von Prum they hope to produce.

“You push me too Goddamn hard,” Scheer said, “but then again
the German army has not yet become a place where officers go back
on their words.” They smiled at onc another then. “*Take a tank,”
Scheer said. Von Prum shook his head.

“*My God, you're stubborn,” Scheer said. His voice became hard
again.

“This experiment has only one solution, and that is that it must
work.”

“I understand.”

“If it dosen’t, I come up there and do things in my way,” Scheer
said. Von Prum nodded his head.

“Beeause I'm committed for that wine.”

“You will get your wine,”

The coloncel began to walk toward the door of his office and by
this the captain knew the interview was over.

“I'want the wine, I want it soon, and I want all of it.”” Hestopped
at the door. “When you arc ready you let us know, make it soon,
and we will come and get the wine.”

“But that's all part of it,"”" von Prum said. “When the time comes
I intend to have the people bring it out themselves.”

*You expect the people to collaborate in their own robbery,™
he said. His voice was bitter,

“Yes,” von Prum said, so quictly and with such little doubt that
his arrogance finally caused the colonel to laugh aloud.

“You know one thing that isnt right for a Schmidt von Knobles-
dorf?” He ran his stubby fingers down the front of the captain’s
tunic. “You're a virgin here. No decorations.”

It had bothered von Prum’s father. Once he had even offered to
lend the captain several of his before they went to church.
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“I will tell you what I will do,” Colonel Scheer said. “If you can
get the people of this place . . . what's the pame?”

“Santa Vittoria."

“If you get these people to bring their own wine to the railroad
here I will recommend you for the Iron Cross.”

Considering the state of things in Santa Vittoria they were good to
Bombolini; they allowed him to sleep until eleven o'clock, and then
they told Roberto to go and wake him. When he looked in the door
he was surprised to sce how peacefully the mayor was sleeping.

“They're waiting for you down there,”” Roberto told him.

*Yes, I know that, I can sense them.”

“The whole piazza is filled with people.”

*They don’t know what to do. They don’t have their leader.”

The people were waiting for them in the piazza.

“We're thinking. Don’t worry. We're coming up with something.”

As if it were a command, they bagan to go across the Piazza of
the People and down tbe Corso Cavour to the Cooperative Wine
Cellar. In the absence of anything to do they were makiog a pil-
grimage and performing an act of faith in the wine, the way people
in other places might go into a church and pray for guidance.

They filed in through the narrow door, into the cool dimness and
smelt the incense of the cellar, that sweet sharp smell of the herbs
that go into the vermouth, and went down through the tiers of wine
which Jook like tall pews in ap attitude of reverence.

It is a true sea of wine in that cellar, a rich dark-red sea held in
bottles. To the south of here there are towns where people make the
sign of the cross over each crust of bread before they eat it, and we
are the same way with the wine. To say something loud or vulgar,
to utter an obscenity in the presence of the wine, would be the same
as urinating in a cathedral. The sight of so much wine, all thatwine
to be stolen, was too great for Bombolini to bear, and he went out
of a little-used side door and back up a narrow back lane until he
reached the piazza and the Palace of the People and found Roberto.
“What are you doing?”

“Arithmetic. My arithmetic. I'm figuring out the hours uatil
they come.”

Bombolini didn't want to know. He preferred it that way. With-
out any plan it was better to just let them come when they came,
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unprepared for and unannounced.

“All right,” he said finally. “How many"

“They’ll be here in fifty-three hours.”

When he heard the hour now it began to flash in his mmd in
Jarge block letters, as bright and clear as the lights on the theater in
Montefalcone, flashing on and off—53...53...53...53—and it
was minutes before the glow of the lights would leave his brain.

“Quick, now. As fast as you can say the words. If you were me
what would you do with the wine?”

*Hide.”

“What?”

“Hide it.”

“You would hide it?”

“Yes, hide it,” Roberto said.

“Qh, Roberto. So simple and clean and beautiful that it’s alinost
stupid,’” the mayor said, and he struck Roberto such a blow onthe
arm that it was wecks before the American could raise it without
feeling pain.

The effort to hide the wine was a failure. Within the first half hour
of the experiment, before twenty thousand bottles had been taken
from the Cooperative Wine Cellar and brought upinto the Piazza of
the Peopleit was clear to anyone who wished to see it that the experi-
ment was no longer worth going on with. But people sometimes
arc more willing to go on with the work than face up to thefailure,

They piled the bottles in the piazza and then the different families,
began to hide them in their houses. They put them in closets and
under beds and behind pictures and in the backs of fireplaces and
then in the drains and on the roofs and under loose tiles and then
in the manure piles and on grapevine hung down the chimneys.

“Keep the wine in the shadows, the sun is bruising it,”” Old Vines
shouted at the people. “Would you put a newborn baby in the sun?
This wine isn’t cven born yet. Don't shake the wine. Would you
shake a newborn baby? This wine isn’t born yet.”

Sometime in the early afternoon Bombolini summoned the
courage to ask the keeper of the wine how many bottles remained
to be hidden, and when Old Vines told him, it was a matter of
several minutes before he could make himself hear the figures, and
when he did he wrote them on a card—*1,320,000.”
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Each time he looked at the number he found it hard to compre-
hend. He held the card up first on one side and then on the other,
as if somehow, il he twisted it in enough ways, the value of the
numbers might change. Even if they hid 100,000 bottles, which was
impossible, it was only one-thirteenth of the wine and by enormous
effort they would have achieved nothing. At four o'clock there was
to be an inspection of the hiding, and the teams went out even
though all of the people knew what they would report. A few
minutes later the first of them came back.

“It's no good, Captain. It isn't working right,” Longo’s son said.
*You can se¢ bottles everywhere. Everytume you turn around in the
Pietrosanto house you sit on a bottle, you step on a bottle, you
break a bottle. The beds are lumpy with botiles,”

It was the same everywhere.

“Bring the bottles back out,” Bombolini ordered, and he felt at
that moment the dread of failure. To the credit of the people he
passed, none of them said anything to him. He went back across
the piazza, passing the bottles piled on the cobblestones and piled
in carts, sceing and not sceing at the same time the people going
into the houses and starting to bring the wine back out. He had the
weight of the city and of one thousand people and now one million
bottles of wine to carry. It was too much for any one man, he
thought. He felt someone pulling on him and he turned to look.
It was Fungo, the idiot.

It is said that when a man is drowning, just as he goes down, he
will grab at a twig in the water and for that moment really believe
that it will hold him; and so, at this moment, Bombolini stopped
to listen 1o Fungo.

“I have something to tell you,” Fungo said.

“Tell. Tell me.”

Out of the mouths of babes and idiots and drunks—Who could
tell until he listened?

“Tufa’s back,” the boy said.

“Oh, Christ above!”

“Yau have a filthy mouth,’ the boy said

“Excuse me, How do you know?™

The boy told him how he had gone to Tufa’s house to sec il he
could find any bottles and he had found Tufa there, in the dark,
lying on the floor.
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“He's dying,” Fungo said.

“How would you know that?”

“Someone told me.”

“Who?"

“Tufa. And he should know.”

1 will attend to Tufa, he thought. It was at least something posi-
tive to do. 1 will make every effort to save Tufa’s life. He thought
for 2 moment that he was crying, and then he looked up and was
surprised to see that it was raining.

The people were running past him, getting out of the piazza
before the full force of the rain reached them. The people here love
the rain and they love to see it rain. It is not going too far to say
they adore the rain in Italy, but as soon as they sce a drop they run
from it.

Old Vines caught up to Bombolini. “Stop them,” he shouted.
“You have to order them to stay. We can’t leave the wine out here.
The rain will wash the dust from the botties. The rain will chill the

wine."”

Bombolini looked at the old man as if he came from some other
town. ""Who cares?"” he said. *Do we have to have the wine at room
temperature for the Germans when. they come?”

“Wine is wine no matter who has it,” the old man shouted. “To
abuse wine is to abuse life itself.” Now he was shaking Bombolini
by the shoulders and shouting something about killing him.

*Then fuck the wine,” Bombolini said. Old Vines fell away from
him.

**Oh, you sin,” he said. Neither of them felt the rain that was
falling hard by then. “You sin against the wine.”

I fully expect the next bolt of lightning to strike me in the heart,
Bombolini thought.

He pushed the cellar master to one side and started down the
Corso Cavour to Old Town and Tufa’s mother’s house. He had
made up his mind to keep all of his thoughts on Tufa.

There were strange things about Tufa, He was, for one, an
officer in the army, and that should have separated him from the
people here, but it didn’t. Even worse, he was a Fascist, but this
had never stopped him from being a hero to the young people here

and a person to whom the old were not afraid to turn for help
when he was home.
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The thing about Tufa was that he was a true Fascist, a real
Fascist, who believed all the glorious words and tried to follow
them, and that had made him a very strange person here and in all
of Ttaly. As a young boy he had been chosen from all the rest in
Santa Vittoria to go away and be trained as a Young Fascist Scout.
He had believed every word he heard at the camp. Later he became
a soldier and after that was made an officer in the Sforzesca, one
of the aristocratic regiments, a very rare thing to happen.

‘When he came home on leave people would go to him and ask
him to intercede for them with The Band or with the Fascists in
Montefalcone.

“What is this I hear you are doing to Baldisseri?" he would ask
them. *Only Communists would do a thing like that.”

It must have been a mustake, they always told him, and it would
certainly not happen again,

“Well of course not,” he would say. “J¥e don’t do things like
that.”

“No, we don't,”" they would say. They were afraid of the inno-
cence in his eyes and the anger that could replace it. He was a
belicver in a nation of nonbelievers, people who believe that to
believe in anything is dangerous and even evil itself, since believing
limits one and to be limited is to court disaster. None of the Fascists
in the region could wait for Tufa’s Jeaves to be over, and they
breathed easier when he was gone and hoped to God that he would
meet a glorious end in Albania or Greece or Africa.

The room was dark and it felt wet and it was dirty. It smelled
bad. Tufa’s mother had never been able to run a house.

“Where is h2?" Bombolini asked. The soldier’s mother pointed
to one end of the room, where the mayor could: eventually make
out Tufa’s shape lying on the floor facing the stone wall.

“He's going to die,” the mother said. “I can see it in his eyes.
All thelife is gone.”

Bombolini crossed the room and stood over Tufa’s body, not
knowing what to say to him, Tufa had never liked him because he
had been a clown and Tufa didn’t understand clowns. With a terrible
slowness Tufa turned away from the wall and looked at Bombolini.

“Get out of here,” he said. 1 have always despised you.™

The mother was wrong about the eyes, There was the recognition
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of death in them, but there was also hatred, which had }10t been
seen there before, and beneath both of these a kind of terrible hurt.

«you had betier get out,” the mother said. ““‘He means what hie
. says. He always means what he says.”

“Tufa? Can you hear me?”

“Get out of here.”

“I'm not a clown any more, Tufa. I'm the mayor here now. Can
you hear me? Can you understand that?”

“Get out of here.”

The hatred was so strong that it defeated Bombolini. He backed
out of the house and stood in the Corso Cavour and allowed the
rain to fall on him until his hair was streaming with water.

That evening Bombolini asked Roberto to go and ask the Malatesta
to take 2 look at Tufa. “She’ll listen to you,” Bombolini said.
“You're not from here, and she thinks you're brave.”

“She doesn’t think I'm brave,” Roberto said. “She thinks I'm
afraid of pain.”

“Ah, but that's just it. Because you're afraid of pain, the way
you acted to it makes you a brave man,” he said. “Besides, 1 think
she has an cye for you. She thinks you're handsome.”

“How do you know?”

**1 heard her say so once.”

It was a lie, a complete and shameless lic, which Roberto recog-
nized as a lie and treated as one, and yet it made his heart beat
faster. Despite himself, the heart beat faster.

He dressed and went into the rain and crossed the Piazza of the
Pcople. It was the first time he had seen all the bottles in the piazza.
At the wineshop he decided to stop and get some cheese before
making the hard climb up to High Town and when he thought of
facing the Malatesta he ordered a full bottle of wine as well.

“What’s all the wine doing in the piazza?’ he asked Rosa
Bombolini, .

“Do you think 1 know? Do you think I care? Do you think 1
give a shit what idiot tricks that boob js up to?”

He determined never to ask her a question again. When he came
out it was dark and he felt a little drunk from the wine, but it made
the ache in his bone feel better. At the street that runs up into High
Town someone whispered his name. It was Fabio.
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“I thought you were up in the mountains. Roberlo said.

“Iamin the mountains. Five of us. The Petrarch Brigade, formal-
ty. The Red Flames, informally.” He named four young boys who
were with him, none of whom was over fifteen years of age. “They're
young, but they can fight,” Fabio said. “They atso are hungry.”

With some of his own money and some of Fabio's, Roberio
went back to the wineshop and bought two loaves of bread for the
Red Flames.

*Now you do a favor for me,” Roberto said. He made Fabio go
with him to face Caterina Malatesta. They walked up the hill in
silence for a long way.

“How is she?” Fabio said at last,

“Who?”

“Angela,” Fabio sad,

“1 don't know. I haven't seen her, That’s why I was buying
cheese. She doesn't bring us our meals.”

*I suppose you two have a lot of fun together when he isn't
around.”™

“Angela and me?"

“Yes, Angela and you. A lot of fun together, if you know what
1 mean,”

“Oh no, nothing like that, Angela isn’t like that.™

Fabio made a sound like a mule. “They're all Like that,” he said.
“Don't tell me. I know them from top to bottom. Put a grape

. basket over their heads and turn them vpside down and—""

“Oh, do they say that here, too? We say *Put a sack over their
heads.”

Caterina fived in the next to the fast house on the mountain, It
was a long way.

Neither onc of them wanted to knock on the door, but it was
Fabio who finally did it, and when she came to the door and opened
it they were surprised to see her, She was wearing long slender
pants and little slippers and a sweater that revealed the outline of
her breasts, None of these things are worn by the women here,
even today, She had pulled her hair back and tied it with a scarf

the way the peasant women do, and yet it fooked nothing Jike a
peasant’s. She didn't wish to came and she resisted, but Fabio was
persuasive and there is something about Tufa, even to those who
had barely known him, that was special. She got a rainceat that
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Jooked like the kind of coat army officers wear, and she went with
them down the dark winding back lane into Old Town.

She didn’t knock at the door of the house, but opened it and
went in and put down the medical bag Roberto had carried for her.
She took a lamp from the bag and when it was lit she could see
Tufa, not lying down any longer but propped up agaiflst the \v?]l
fooking at her the way a wolf looks at someone coming for him
from the back of a cave. In the light his tecth were as bright as his
eyes, and he looked very sane and very mad at the same moment,
like someone who could kill or become a martyr with equal ease.

He frightened Roberto. He had never before secen a man who
seemed to burn. Caterina had known him from when she was a
girl, but when she saw him she made a sound, a stifled sound of
astonishment. She was not able to take her eyes away from him.

“You are hurt,” she said.

“You aren’t going to touch me,” Tufa has the finest voice in the
city, sweet and yet strong. Sometimes it sounds as if Tufa was
whispering through the pipe of an organ.

“You're badly hurt. I can help you. You’d like to die, but your
body won't allow you to.”

He said nothing.

“Its the fate of your kind,” she said. “My kind dic casily.”

All of this while Caterina kept moving toward him. Somewhere
in this book it tells of thunderbolt love, but this was something
different. There was an awareness of cach other that was so acute
and powerful and immediate that it went beyond anything we know
as love. It is an understanding of cach other so immediate and so
total that there is nothing they don’t know about one another and
they arc able to share things with cach other at once, even in front
of others, that they have never been able to sharewithanyonc before.

‘They have always known cach other, at once. Some people feel
that this is proof that people must have lived before, people such as
this are playing out again a love affair from some other age. Except
for onc thing: Thereis no love; it goes beyond love. They exist totally
for one another, and nothing elsc exists. The attraction supplants all
clse, and yet thereis no love, not even any tenderness, only the attrac-
tion and the understanding of one another. They are like vacuums,
and when they mect the crack is formed and they rush into each
other, cach into the other, the souls are sharing one another, the way
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the wind rushes into the wine celfar when the door is swung ajar,

When she touched him he stiffened, She didn't move herhandfor
a moment, but then she began to take off the officer’s jacket he wore
to examine the wounds in his chest and upper arms that he had
received the week before from an exploding grenade.

“They told me you were a good man,” she said. Roberto brought
her the medical bag. “How can you be a Fascist and a good manat
the same time?”

For a long time Tufa said nothing, but 5t didn’tseem to bother
her, She was willing to wait. She dressed several of the wounds.

“You can be," he said at Jast, “if you are a fool.”

Caterina finished dressing the last of the wounds. Most of them
were not deep, but several of them were infected and the flesh was
ragged around them.

"You're not going to get better here,” the Malatesta sard.
*You're going to have to get out of this room.”

“Where are you going to take him?” Tufa’s mother asked. “He
can’t go to the hospital.”

“‘Some place where he can get better.”

The mother got up from the bot she sat on and began collecting
her son’s things.

“f don’t want him dying in here,” she sad. “Beswdes, you know
what I have to feed him?"* She tapped the side of an earthen pot.
“I have ten or twelve olwves. T can't count. I have one piece of bread
and no oil to drip on it

Caterina looked at Tufa. *“Do you want 10 go with me?”

“Oh, yes. You know that," he said, and he began to get to his
feet, When she helped him she was surprised to find that he was
silently crying,

“The first time," he said, “The first time ever.”

He didn’t know why he cried, but he wasn't ashamed of the tears.
Later he was able to figure that he cried becanse he was giving up the
death he bad planned for himself and he knew that he was going to
have to enter again into the life that had fooled him so terribly and
that he had wanted to give up. Hewent past his motherand outinto
the Corso Cavour, where Fabio and Roberto were waiting in the rain,

“You don't say goodbye to your mothes?”

“No, we don’t do that in this family,” Tufa said. Tufa, alihough
he was weak and sick, led the way up the Corso, which is the way
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it is in this town. He was forced to lean against the walls and gasp
for breath, but he led the way up.

They went up the long hill and it was midnight when thcyre:.zchc.d
the door to the Malatesta house and Tufa stopped to regain his
breath before going inside it.

] never thought 1 would go inside here again,” Tufa said. “1
never thought I would go inside of my own choice.”

He hesitated at the door.

“I never ate chicken again. 1 have never had a piece of chicken in
my mouth from that day,” he said, but then he went throughthe door.

It was cold inside and dark and when Caterina managed tolight
the little lJamp that was fed by ox fat she found that Tufa was trem-

bling from cold and wet and from exhaustion. The lamp light made
the room seem warmer, but he could not control his shaking.

*“Take off your clothes and get into that bed,” Caterina said.
“My bed.”

“I'm not used to taking orders,” he said. He made no move of
any kind,

“Do you want me to turn away?”

“‘Of course.” He sounded annoyed. “‘Of course.”

She waited until she heard him get into the bed before turning
around. Next to the bed was a small porcelain stove that had been
brought to Santa Vittoria by some Malatesta from some foreign
place when there was money. There was no fuel for the firc, but she
burned the stump of a broom and it gave good light, and for a while
it heated the room. She found a bottie of anisette and the liquor
warmed them both, but there was not cnough of it to sustain them
and he wanted to talk to her.

“I'li borrow a bottle,” she said, When she returned he was asleep,
but he awoke at once when she came back through the door. She had
a bottle of good vermouth and she uncorked it and handed it to him.

“The bottle is all wet,” Tufa said. *‘Oh, you went back down?”
He shook his head. *“They would have hung you from the fountain
by your heels if they had caught you.”

The story Tufa had to tell is not an uncommon one in ltaly,
although it is possible that Tufa would tell it with greater hurt than
most of the others, since Tufa has more pride than most. The story

is the same, over and over, only the facts are different and the names
and the places.
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He had wanted to be a good soldier and a good Italian, He had
wanted to act with courage, he had wanted to keep hisintegrity and
live with honor. It wasn’t a great deal to ask of a state, to beable to
serve it and to live and even die for it like a man. But they wouldn't
allow that, although Tufa wasn't prepared to admit it, He lied 10
himself about the failures in Albania and the disasters in Greece.
He continued to encourage his men to die for a cause they couldn’t
believe in, but which he could not make himself admit was not
worth dying for. Through his example, young men, for him alone
as a man, stood and fought and were maimed or killed for it. And
then one night, in North Africa, ncar Bengasi, some of the men, his
own men, shot him in the back.

“I'm sorry,” the one who did the shooting said. “We have to do
this to save ourselves.”

Even then he wasn't willing to admut everything to himself. When
he rejoined his regiment in Sictly the soldiers were frightened by the
officer who was so brave that he would hill them to prove it. Duning
the first attack his men deserted.

*We stay,” Tufa had shouted at them. “The others run Westay.
‘We stand like men, we go down like men.”

But they ran. They ran at him and past him, and he lifted ns
rifle as he had been forced to do before, and they kept running, and
for the first time he Jowered the rifle and knew that they were right
and he was wrong and that to shoot them would be to murder them.
That night he himself ran, across Sicily in the night, to the Straits
of Messina, where he used the rifle to force a fisherman to take him
to the mainland, and he had run in the night like some wounded
animal trying to make his way back to his den to lick his wounds
in secrecy and darkness or to die.

When he was through the fire had gone out and the house was
cold again and it was Caterina who was shivering.

“I'm going to have to come to bed. I hope you will allow this,”
Caterina said. It was a matter of courtesy only,

“There is no choice, is there?”

She took off her clothes and eame to the bed, and neither of them
said anything after that. Tufa had begun trembling once more, from
the cold and his tiredness and from the story he had told. The heat
of her body warmed him and calmed him and the trembling lessened,
and after atime he slept. 1t wasn’t sleep but a gaining of rest, because
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when he really slept he would not be easy to wake again. After a
short time he awoke and they made love to each other. There was
no surprise about it and no surprise about each other, they were
exactly what they had expected of each other.

Bombolini said. “But, Roberto, tell me this one thing. What am 1
going to do?”

“Something will turn up. You watch.”

“Americans always say that,” Bombolini said.

“Will you listen to a story from me?” When Bombolini nodded
Roberto told him a story he had learned from a soldier who had
come from Arkansas.

One day, Roberto said, a man was hunting for bear and he came
to the middle of a great open field and he found that his gun wouldn’t
work. There was no tree to climb, no rock to run behind, no cave to
crawl into and all at once an enraged bear came out of some distant
woods across the open field directly at the hunter. 1t was a very
close call, Roberto said.

‘“What do you mean, a close call. What did the hunter do?”

“He climbed a tree.”

“But I thought you said there was no tree.”

“That’s just the point. There had to be, there had to be.”

Bombolini had listencd with respectful silence, and when the
story was over he shook his head and made a face.

“Where?” he said.

“Down below the terraces,” Roberio said. “At the {foot of the
mountain. The place with the two wine cellars.”

“The two wine cellars,” the mayor said.

*Put the wine in one of them and brick it over.”

“Put bricks over the opening.” His voice remained as thin as
before, but it was a little higher.

“Yes. So it looks just like the wall. Seal it off,” Roberto said.
“Instead of an opening you'll have a false wall.”

Bombolini said nothing for a long time—so long that Roberto
grew impatient with him.

“It’s all brick back there. You must remember it.""

Bombolini nodded but the truth was that he had not been in the
cave or seen the wine cellars in many years.
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“That sccond cellar doesn’t even ook as if it belongs in there.
The one at the far end. It Jooks like an afterthought, you know.”

“Yes,” Bombolini said.

“Asif they built the first cellar and found they didn't have enough
room and had to add a second one.”

“yes

“So if you bricked it over it would all look like part of the wall.”

“Yes." He looked numb now, although his heart was racing and
he was conscious of blood rushing through him, as numb as the old
oxen, the eyes large and staring, the body stunned but not moving,
waiting for the next blow of the sledge hammer.

“They'll find it out,” the mayor said.

“I suppose s0.”

“They'll sec through it at once.”

“It’s a chance, that's all.”

“They aren’t stupid people.”

“I suppose there are stupid Germans and smart Germans, just
like here,™ Roberto said.

“They want the wine,” Bombolin: said. “They'll do anything to
get it

“You want it (00, Roberto said. I thought you wanted to try
anything to save it.”

Bombolini had been looking at the wall, afraid that if ke looked
at Roberto his line of reasoning might break down. Now he turned
and moved toward him.

“I'm sorry,” Roberto was saying. “I thought it was worth the
try.”

“Worth the try, Roberto? Worth it2”

He moved so swifily toward Roberto that he struck a chair and
knocked it over and didn’t seem to notice it.

“Christ, Roberto,” Bombolini said. “Christ above, Roberto.”™

“We'll build such a wall that God Himself won’t be able 10 sec
it,” he said aloud.

He ran. When he reached the piazza he kept running until he
got to the campanile, and when the bell tower door wouldn't open
he pulled on it with such fury that the old iron handle came off in
his hands and he was able to work the latch. He felt for the bell
cord in the darkness and when he felt the greasy hemp he began to
pull on it as hard and as swiftly as he was able.
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The people there heard it and they lit the olive-oil lamps and the
tallow lights and they began to get out of bed, although it was an
hour or two before it was time to get up. It was black in the piazza
then.

Bombolini had no watch. “The time?” he shouted at the first
people to come into the piazza. “What is the time? Tell me the time.”
At last someone came who owned a watch and they crowded around
him and he held it up to catch the light of the moon. It was two
o’clock in the morning. They watched Bombolini while he counted.
He used his fingers for the hours and his fist stood for an entire day.
He did it over several times because he wanted to be certain.

- “Thirty-nine hours,” he told them. “The Germans will be here in
thirty-nine hours.”



CHAPTER IV
THE WINE

Berore the sun got into Santa Vittoria that morning, while all the
cocks in the city were crowing as if they were inventing the morning,
it was no longer possible to cross the Piazza of the People in 2
straight line.

Every person in Santa Vittoria who was able to walk, every man,
and every woman and every child was in the piazza. Every cart in
Santa Vittoria was in the piazza, Everything that could be pulled
or pushed or had wheels was in the piazza, Every animal that could
carry a bottle of wine was in the piazza. Every donkey and every
mule and every ox in Santa Vittoria was in the piazza.

When Bombolini and the members of the Grand Council came
out of the People’s Palace into the piazza they were forced to nudge
the people to get by them and finally to push them out of the way
to reach the Fountain of the Pissing Turtle and start their inspection
tour down the Corsa Cavour,

Everyone wanted to say something to Bombolini, to touch him,
to hit him on the back. A woman took him by the arm. “I want to
tell you this, Italo. You are a great man,” she shouted at him, and
she kissed him full on the lips while her husband stood there and
smiled and approved.

‘That is the way it was in the Piazza of the People, all of the way
across it, The mayor didn’t want to smile, he wanted to jmpress on
the people the importance of the day and the work that lay ahead
of them, but when they shouted at him and blessed him the smile
would come and he could not get it 10 go away from his face. They
stepped around the big wicker grape baskets the people had carried
into the piazza and past the women with the large-throated water
jugs that would receive bottles and over the buckets and tubs and
laundry baskets that were spread over the cobblestones. Up on the

fountain itself, Pictro Pictrosanto, as head of the army directing
traffic in the piazzs, was shouting orders.

“Get all of the people with the shoulder yokes and bring them
to the fountain,™ he was shouting.

“Shoulder yokes, shoulder yokes,” the men shmfled, and in
every corner 2 push and 2 shove began as the people with the yokes
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began their fight to get to the fountain.

“Will you ever get it organized?”” Bombolini shouted to Pietro.

«I got it organized,” Pietro said. “I know what I’'m doing up
here.”

1t was hard to see it, the way it is hard for an outsider who sees
the harvest here to realize that out of all this chaos was actually a

kind of secret and complex order that only those involved in pick-
ing the grapes can understand and that in all the pushing and
shouting and shoving there was a shape and a form. Already, for
example, all the young men and the strong men had been lined in
a file, so that when the time came to pick up the bottles and begin
carrying them down the mountain to the Roman cellars they would
be the first to go because they could do the most.

“When you’re ready for me down there,” Pietrosanto shouted,
“I’ll be ready up here.”

By the time Bombolini and the men reached the Corso and
started down it the young men were clapping their hands in time
and shouting “Let’s go, let’s go, let’s go, let’s go...” and the
sound followed them down through the street as if a mob were
bellowing through a pipe at them. At the Fat Gate they stopped.

“Now where the hell is Polenta?”’ Bombolini said. “It’s no good
without the priest.” ) ‘

They waited for him and before they left they saw him coming
down from a side lane into the Corso, his silver cross bobbing up
and down over the heads of the people around him as he came,
running.

“I'm sorry. They all want to be blessed on this day,” Padre-
Polenta said.

“There’s no time for blessing,” Bombolini said.

“There is always time for God’s blessing.”” When Bombolini saw
all the men begin to nod he dropped the matter. The shouting from
the piazza drove them on.

“We could move the whole city today,” Vittorini said.

“We could move the whole mountain,”” one of them said,

When they trotted around the sharp corner in the Corso just
past Babbaluche’s house and shop, Bombolini for one brief moment
felt a sensation of chill, the way it happens on an autumn day when
a f:lo.ud passes over the sun and all at once it is cold. Bombolini
said it was as if a cold hand slipped over his heart and squeezed it,
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very gently and coldly.

But they ran on. There is going to be trouble here, Bombolinj
said to himself, but he didn’t hear himself. They went through the
Fat Gate and started down the track that goes through the terraces
to the foot of the mountain. They were walking fast, and then they
were running down.

“Pietrosanto will be starting now,” one of them said. The sun
came up then, all at once, and it touched the walls around the city
and then the roof tiles, and it glittered off the red-and-blue sign on
top of the Cooperative Wine Cellar so that the sign was like a sun
itself.

“You're certain you know how to do it, Padre?” Bombolini
said. *It won't take long, I hope.”

“It’s in here, right here,” the priest said. He tapped the book he
held in his hand along with the cross, *All the rules of God.”

After such a rain it should have been cool, but the wind had
shifted and was coming from the south. The door to furnace of
Africa that we thought had been closed for the year was open again.
By afternoon the fresh snow on the high mountains would have

melted and the slopes would be running with fresh water and the
fountain in the piazza would be spurting ice-cold water. But down
here the mud would harden and then cake, and by late afternoon
the caking would explode into dust.

““A very fine day for the grapes,” one of them said. Heat after
rain is said to cause sugar to form and turn fat in the grapes. No
one mentioned the other thing, that it would be a bad day for people.
The sun already had a hot look to it, flat and hard and white, like
a plate hung in the sky, and no cloud anywhere to soften it along
the way. After that they went in silence until they reached the
opening in the mountain that leads into the Big Room and thetwo
cellars built into the back wall of the room None of them would
enter it then until the priest had gone in first.

“Hurry up, Padre, please,” Bombolinz said. “Run ta there and
sanctify the place.™

Polenta went inside the entrance and several of the braver men
went with him, staying behind the cross and the aspergillum and the
pricst while he flayed and scourged whatever evil spinits were hiding
in the darkness of the Big Room.

Bombolini gave the sign by a motion of his arm.
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“Start them coming,” he shouted. .

- «“Pgss them on, pass them on,” the people began to shout, and
the word flew up the mountain, it shot from mouth to mouth, and
it was the start of the rhythm.

The bottles began to flow then, hand to hand, a stream of bottles
at first, out of the cellar, down to the gate, through the wall and then
down the mountain, a stream at first until they found the rhythm
of the flow and then it was a river, a river of wine running down the
mountain,

The shouting stopped soon enough, because the day was hot and
the work was hard, but the wine kept coming so that three teams
of men were finally needed to put down the wine.

It isn’t easy to describe how they lay the wine here. It is a simple-
looking job, but outsiders never learn to do it well. It is something
you grow up knowing how to do, the same as spooning soup into
your mouth. No one remembers learning how to use a spoon, it is
something that is learned and not taught. It was the same with the
wine. The first row of bottles is laid on the ground, and then long
strips of wood, just strong enough to support a second row of
bottles, are laid on top of the bottom row. The second row is placed
in the opposite direction, one row of corks, one row of butts, and
this goes on, tier after tier, eighteen and even twenty tiers high. All
of the while long thin strips of wood are worked down through the
rows of bottles, to the left of the neck of a bottle in one row and to
right of the neck of the bottle below, so that the bottles pull and push
against each other and in the end provide the very force that holds
them all together. It is very simple and very strong, and it can be
put up or taken down as fast as men can put down bottles.

The men were mixed with the women and there was something
personal in the passing of the bottles, in the rhythm of it, in the
swaying of the bodies, in the smell of each other and in the touching
of their hands, Fabio, for instance, found himself next to a woman
he had hardly ever noticed before, and as they worked he began to

appreciate a kind of stubborn beauty about her in the calm, passive
set of her face and the smooth solid strength of her arms and sure-
ness of her touch and the way her solid full breasts rose and fell
with each passing of the wine. Up above him in the line, he could
see Angela working and it didn’t bother him. She was a girl and
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this was a woman.

Roberto watched the wine going down the mountain. He could
see that almost half or perhaps even more than half of the wine was
gone by then and he could also see that the people on the line were
working by instinct, at the level of the lowest animals, like blind
mules grinding grain at harvest.

*“It’s good that you are almost done,” Roberto said. “The people
can't go on much longer."”

“What do you mean, done? There's still half of the wine to go,”
the mayor said.

“But you wouldn’t take it all. You have to leave some of it for
them.”

“We don't leave a drop for the bastards,” a man shouted to
Roberto from the line. “Don’t give away our wine, friend.”

Roberto remembered something from his youth and he knew
he was right and that he also could tell it to the people in o way that
they could understand,

It was the Rabbit Garden that since has become famous in Saata
Vittoria, When Roberto was a boy his father put in alarge vegetable
garden in the back of the house, because no Italian could stand the
sight of soil going unused. Roberto was ashamed of it, filled with
broceoli and other goomba foods. At night the rabbits came from
the woods along a parkway and stole from the garden. The first
year the garden was a failure, until some people told his father what
the Americans did. They made their garden and they fenced it in,
and then they made a second garden, smaller, with a fow fence
around it, for the rabbits. The rabbits came and ate the rabbit
garden and they never touched the main garden again.

He went to Bombolini and he told his story, and Bombolin
knew at once that it was true, that Santa Vittoria, if the Germans
weren't to tear it apart brick by brick and stone by stone, needed
a Rabbit Garden of its own. The only question was how large the
garden should be,

By the light of the pine torches they held 2 meeting of the Grand
Council.

The council members looked into the wize cellar, and some of
them walked around the bottles and tried to count them in their
heads, and they came back outside with long faces.

“Ten thousand bottles,” one of the older men shouted.
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«Ten thousand. It’s enough,” another said. “Not a drop more.
It’s all that we can afford.”

Everyone knew the number was wrong, but none of them w‘antc?d
to be the one to give the wine away; it goes against everythmg in
the blood. Pietro Pietrosanto is tougher than the rest and a realist,
and it was Pietro who began the bidding again.

“Qune hundred thousand bottles,” Pietro called out.

One older man clapped his hand over his heart as if a knife had
been put in it. “Jesus, Mary and Joseph,” he said, and he made the
sign of the cross.

For a time after that, no one dared to talk, because although
there was not much time shocks such as these need time to be
absorbed. But it was Babbaluche who let them know it in the man-
ner they could understand. : .

He began by calling them bottle-grubbing bastards and penny-
pinching peasant pigs and he ended by saying things that in Italy it
is forbidden to put on paper, even in one’s own home, and in the
end he named a proper figure: 500,000 bottles.

He was correct and at the same time he was wrong.

No bearer of the blood of the men who cut the terraces an inch
at a time out of the stony sides of the mountain, no sons of those
whose sweat watered the vines that had first been planted here a
thousand years before, was capable of giving away 500,000 bottles
of wine, even if it was the only correct thing to do. There is a limit
to how far men will go even to save themselves, But the figure had
the virtue of making the figure that was finally decided upon seem
believable. After more minutes of bidding and debate, during which
men wept and threatened to put themselves to death first, it was
agreed to plant the Rabit Garden with 300,000 bottles of wine.

The last bottle. They started it down the line with tenderness,
they handled it with enormous delicacy. “Don’t drop it,” they said,
“this is the last.” People expected it to look different from all the
rest, but it was the same, and it was hard to believe that one more
would not be coming after it. They passed it along the way women
pass around the newborn child or as if they were passing the Holy
Eucharist, the Body and Blood of Christ, down the mountain,-which
in a manner they were, since this was the wine of God and the body
and blood of Santa Vittoria.

It was strange when the bottle had gone past. There was no
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sense of joy, but only one of emptiness.
“What do we do now?"’ a woman asked.
“We go home to our beds,” @ man said to her.

They met him in the Piazza of the People—Bombolini, Pictrosanto,
Fabio and Roberto—and started at once down the Corso Cavour.

“1t can’t be described to you. You have to see it. All at once,”
Bombolini said.

Down through the Fat Gate, down the track that goes through
the terraces. The sun was well up then. Fog still clung to clumps of
grape leaves and tried to hold on to the vines, but they were only
shreds of fog, the sun had burned the rest away.

“Don’t turn back,” Bombolini said. *“I want you to see it all at
once.”

On the sandy flat before the entrance to the Big Room the bricks
had already been brought down and were stacked on the sand.
Some men were taking the first bricks inside, while a second group
was beginning to mix the cement and lime and sand and water that
would be used to seal the bricks together.

“They might as well stop that now,” Bombolini said, but the
men didn't hear him.

“It's not going to do any good. It’s all a waste now.” They didn’t
hear him. In the morning Bombolinj seemed to have grown smaller
than he had been in the night. *“Go ahead. Look. You might as well
see it now.”

From the Thin Gate down the goat path, down through the
terraces and directly into the mouth of the cellar ran, unbroken,

and growing darker and wider as it went, a brilliant purple stain,

And making the purple even more brilliant to the eye, dazzling
in truth, was the glitter of the sun on the preces of glass from a
thousand broken bottles.

“If God Himself were making a sizn to where the winc was
hifiddCﬂ He could not have done a finer pisce of work,” Bombolini
said.

They could not take theis eyes away from the stain, Each momest,
as the sun rose higher and the mist burned away, the color grew iz
strength and in depth and the glass shore more brightly to mai=2

the sun itself. Old Vines came out of the cellzr and Jooked 2! 2=
mountain.
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“We never should have disturbed the wine.”” he said. “This is
His curse for disturbing the wine.”

“There is no sense going on,” Bombolini said. “To home and to
bed. There is a purple arrow in our heart.”

They didn’t know what the Captain was talking about. They sat
in the dim coolness and looked into the dark mouth of the second
cellar where the tiers of wine sat.

“We came a long way,” one of them said. “We made a try. We
didn’t quit without a fight.”

Suddenly Vittorini got to his feet. You see Vittorini in the dim
light, because he was already wearing his uniform so that he might
stand at Bombolini’s side in the piazza when the Germans came, a
representative of tradition, the kind of man another soldier might
respect.

“Everybody to his feet. We have a solution,” the old soldier said.
“We shall wash the mountain.”

They tried to think of ways that it wouldn’t work, because they
had given up and the effort to save the wine once more was too much
then to face.

“There is no water,” Guido Pietrosanto said. **We used the last
of it last night.”

“We'll pump some more,” Vittorini said. “Longo? Can you get
the pump back up the mountain?”

Longo was asleep against the wall. When his work was done he
had drunk a good deal of wine. But when they woke him hesaid he
could get the pump and the generator up the mountain and that
the bricklayers would have to go on by torchlight.

“I don’t want to be the one to wake the people,” Fabio said. “I
couldn’t bear to look at them.”

“They’ve had two hours’ sleep. [t’s all they need,”’ Pietrosanto said.

There were the carts and oxen which had brought down the bricks.
They got in the carts, and on the way back up most of them slept.
When the oxen stopped—since some of them were as tired as the
men and had less to gain for their work—they kicked them, and when
the kicks no longer worked they burned them on the bellies with
the picces of rope that had been dipped in tallow.

It would be good to say that the people responded to-the crisis
with good humor, but it wasn’t true. Most of them were angry at
being awakened. “You lied to us,” they said.
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“Come on, get up,” the men would say to them. “Get your water
jug, get your chamber pot, get your buckets. We're going to wash the
mountain."”

They got up, but they were angry. Once again there was a line on
the mountain. This time they lined up along the spillway and when
the water came they filled the jugs and bottles and walked back
across the terraces to the goat path.

At fisst it was no good. The water didn’t thin the wine, the wine
here is so heavy and dark, but it spread the wine and made it brighter
and the air was thick with the smell of sour wine. There was nothing
todo, however, butto go on and finally at ten o’clock in the morning,
after perhaps a hundred thousand gallons of water had been poured
on the side of the mountain the wine began to thin and the earth
began to swallow the wine and the water. Young boys had been
coming down the path with grape baskets strapped to their backs
and these were filled with glass. The people’s spirits kept rising,
because in another hour, if the sun stayed out and the wind held,
the earth would begin to dry and by noon no one would be able to
tell what had taken place there. It had rained the day before, when
it shouldn’t have rained, and now clouds were swarming up from the
south. If they brought rain again it might do good, but if the clouds
only served to hide the sun it could prove fatal.

“Send for the priest,” Bombolini ordered. Before Padre Polenta
was brought down from the bell tower, Capoferro was already in the
little piazza before the Fat Gate rolling his sticks on the goatskin
drum and shouting at the sun.

*Come on, you bastard up there, burn us,” he shouted. *“Bake
us, fry us, boil us, singe us, dry us up,”

Capoferro is one of those here who believe that God lives in the
sun, just as there are those who believe He lives in the moon, al-
though they never tell that to Polenta, When they brought the
priest down the mayor seized him.

“We needyour prayers,” Bombolinisaid.**Saytheprayers forsun.”

“There are no prayers for sun,” the priest said. *‘People always
pray for rain.”

*When Noah was in the Ark I suppose the people prayed for
rain?” Babbaluche said.

“That was before organized religion,” Polenta said.

“Ah, all hey had was God, the poor bastards,” the cobbler said.
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In the end, however, they came to a sound religious rfomptomise.
The priest agreed to read the prayer for rain and evctytxme'he came
to the word he paused and the people said *sun.” At times the
prayer made little sense, but God must have been able to }mder-
stand what the people were trying to tell Him, since mysteries are
nothing new to Him, and not too long after the prayer was said the
clouds slid over Scarafaggio on the other mountain, and our wet
carth began to bake again. »

After the prayers it was a time for listening again and for waiting
for the false wall to grow and for relaying the wine in the Co-
operative Wine Cellar,

There are many ways to put down wine, but in general there are
two ways, the tight way which we use here and the loose way which
is used in wineries that have a great deal of room to spare. In the
loose way, the bottles are placed in such a fashion that they don’t
touch one another. It takes a good deal of room, more room than
we have here, but it reduces the chance of bottles breaking when
accidents happen, and so it is used when there is room. The wine-
layers were put to work in the Cooperative cellar and all that morn-
ing and afternoon they spread the last of the bottles, so by mid-
afternoon the 300,000 bottles almost filled the great room and
were made to look as if they were at least 600,000.

But most of the worry was with the wall.

“How does it grow?” the people asked.

“It grows, it grows,” Bombolini would say. But the work went
slowly. The light of the flares was bad and it caused smoke, and the
men were on the edge of exhaustion. But, as Bombolini said, it
grew and it wouldn't stop growing. It was two feet by eleven o’clock,
and six feet by noon, and eight feet by the time the people had had
their bread and soup and the old people at least and some of the
women had fallen asleep. At one o’clock a boy rode up the moun-
tain on a mule and he had good news to tell the town. The wall
would be finished no later than two o’clock that afternoon, three
good hours before the Germans came,

At fiftcen minutes before two o’clock, Italo Bombolini and
Pictrosanto and Vittorini and Fabio and Roberto and twenty other
members of the Grand Council of Santa Vittoria went through the
Fat Gate and started down the mountain. Every so often they
stopped to listen for the sound of a reed whistle, but when they
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heard nothing they went on.

The men had done a good job. They had donz a fins job. Itig
not too much to say that it is doubtful if such a wall could kave
been built in such time and under such cireumstances in many parts
of the world. It is not to boast, but it is a fact and part of history
that 1talians have a genius for stone and brick.

From the floor of the cellar entrance in the back wall of the Big
Room to the arched ceiling, the bricks had been fitted withenormous
care, shaped and fitted to the old bricks of the wall so that they fook-
ed as if they had grown there and not been laid by theharnd of man.

“You have done a great thing for yourself and for the people of _
Santa Vittoria,” Bombolini said. He cried. What had been that
morning a gaping entrance to a great ancient wine-filled callar was
now one solid blank wall. The cellar and the wine were gone.

Many of the men were already asleep on the floor and others, too
tired to listen and even to sleep, rested against the wall, so almost
none of them, the first time at least, heard what was said,

“The wall will have to come down,” Tufa said.

The ones who heard him, or wanted to hear him, turned around.

“Why did you say that, Tufa?"

“The wall will have to come down,” he said again.

“It's no good,”” he said. *“The wall won't do. It will have to come
down.”

When they turned back 1o the false wall, all of them could see
itthen.

“It stands out like a new grave,™ one of them said.

“Like a priest in a whorchouse,” Babbaluche said.

Bombolini and Tufa and the others coming from the Roman
cellar were halfway up the mountain then, and none of them had
said 2 word. They were (00 tired then and too disappointad. They
had come that far, they had come that close 1o succeeding, they kad
licked it and so they knew the taste of it, and now it was denied to
themn. Alf of the pieces had fitted into place except the last one, the
main one, the doorway to the wine.

“Let’s not 12]] the people,”™ Bombolini said. “Jt won’t do them
any good to know.”

The false wall was coming down. Even from where they were on
the racuntain they could kear the first of the bricks being dropped
into the great copper kettles that we use kere to blend all the wines
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and ingredients that go into our vermouth. The kettles, the most
valuable property in Santa Vittoria, had been brought down: the
mountain to be hidden behind the wall along with the wine, so that
they wouldn’t be taken too.

The problem with the wall had been the bricks. They were not
new, they were very old bricks, but they were bricks that had been
bleached by several hundred years of sun and leached by thousands
of winter rains and scoured by winds too numerous to be considered.
As Babbaluche had said, they stood out in the darkness of the rest
of the back wall like a monk in a house of pleasure. Now they were
being dyed. The credit for this belongs to Old Vines. The bricks
were being dumped into the huge copper kettles which-had been
filled with several hundred bottles of our best red vermouth, a pain~
ful way to use good wine.

Bricks drink. They absorbed the wine, they drank it into their
open pores, and they turned a deep, rich, dark red, as dark and rich
as the wine itself. While the bricks drank, the bricklayers were paint-
ing the rest of the wall around the opening with the wine so that
when the false wall rose again, the bricks would blend and belong
to one another. ,

“It’s as I said,” Old Vines said. ““The wine will save the wine.”

When there were ten minutes less than an hour left, since Captain
von Prum had estimated it would take them fifty minutes to cross
the valley and go up the mountain, he struck the flat of his hand
against the sidecar, making a hollow boom, and raised his hand and
shouted ‘Forward,” and the convoy moved out of the shade of the
beech tree and onto the River Road. It is difficult to see the track
that turns off to Santa Vittoria, since it dips down off the road so
suddenly, but Sergeant Traub saw it in time and turned off the road
a little faster than he would have liked, steeply down, and at the
first turn in the track, far sooner than he had expected it to be, was
the cart, and he was forced to apply his brakes so sharply that von
Prum was almost thrown out of the sidecar and the truck behind
them came close to hitting them.

Traub got off the seat to examine the cart. “I never saw one like
it before,” he said. He spun one of the heavy iron rimmed wheels.
“Oak,” he said. “Like iron. It’s as heavy as a tank.”

“Can we get around it? Can we lift it off?”
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Traub told the captain no.

“Can you hit it with onc shot?”

*1 can hit anything with one shot if it isn't shooting back at me,”
the sergeant said.

“I'm sure they're all looking from the town,” von Prum said.
“This will be a lesson.”

They unhitched the light dual-purpose gun from the back of the
truck and they ran it up onto the edge of the River Road to gie
Traub aiming room. He was careful about it, a little longer than von
Prum would have wished, but he made the first shot good. It hit
near the heart of the cart and it split the oak grain and a shower of
splinters flew out. He hit it again and again after that, untilit came
apart and looked naked and disgraceful in the sand.

“You want to hit something else?" the captain asked.

“Yes.”

Qut of all the grays and the dull reds and oranges, out of the sun-
bruised brick and stone and plaster, the coloring of stone and smoke
and old age that is Santa Vittoria, one picce of color stands out
above all the colors of the city, the red-and-blue sign of the Cinzano
company on the roof of the Cooperative Wine Cellar.

“That?" von Prum said. “Do you think you could hat1t?”

The sergeant nodded.

The first shot went over the top of the sign and landed someplace
up on the mountain behind the city. He told us later that he fired
this way so that no one would be hurt. By that shot he was able to
adjust his fire, and the second shot struck the sign and exploded
against it, When jt didn't go down right away, he fired a third shot
and the sign started down then, falling off the roof like a goose ora
wild swan that has been hit with shot but is unwilling to die at once
because of it,

“I think we've made our firstimpression,” Captain von Prum said.

They moved slowly after that, to keep down the dust and because

the road was not fit for a speed much faster than that of an ox.

When they were halfway up the mountain they stopped to allow

the engines of their vehicles to cool. Among the vinesand bencath the
leaves they could see people hiding in the shadows or peoplesleeping.

“Now prepare yourself for the Halian pageantry,” Captain von

Prum told the sergeant, There would be the mayor of the city in his
one black suit stained with wine and manure, and several ofd men
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holding flags and with their medals from the other war danglingfrqm
their worn shirts, and there would be the members of the Fascist
party swearing undying allegiance to thase who had come to conquer
them, the captain told him. It was ten minutes before five o’clock,
Just before they started up again Captain von Prum sampled
some of the grapes that grew alongside the cart track and they were
bitter, Paolo Lapolia had the bad fortune to be near them.
«What’s the matter with your grapes?”’ vori Prum asked Paolo.
At first Paolo found it impossible to find his tongue. “They aren’t
ripe yet,” he finally said. “You came too soon.” .

It caused the Germans to laugh. “When would you have wished
us to come, next year?”

“Later, later,”” Paolo said. “Much later.”

“Your grapes are bitter. How is your wine?”’

“Ah, the wine,” Paolo said. “The wine is something else. You
must try some of it sometime.” o

“Ah, we will,”” von Prum said, “we will.”

Paolo was frightened by the loudness of their laughter.

“You speak very good Italian,” Paolo said.

“So do you,” von Prum said. ‘ .

“Yes, I was born right here, Your Excellency,”” Paolo said.

At the Fat Gate and wherever they could see down into the
terraces they were fearful about Paolo and what he might say, but
Bombolini, when they told him, had no fear. As the Master side,
it is sometimes the highest form of wisdom to simulate folly, and at
this Paolo was a master, for it is something every Santa Vittorian
learns by the time he leaves the breast. ;

There were, in the center of the piazza only two people: Italo
Bombolini, the mayor, and Emilio Vittorini in the dress uniform of
his old regiment. And behind them was the Fountain of the Pissing
Turtle. :

The motorcycle was the first to come into the piazza. Because of
the steepness of the Corso the people could not see it until it had
come up onto the lip of the street where for a moment it seemed to
waver and hang suspended, half in the piazza and half in the Corso.
Then it seemed to catch hold of the cobblestones of the piazza and
to explode out into it.

They must have seen the two men but they didn’t go directly
toward them but turned to the right and circled the piazza, roaring
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along the rim of people, who were pressed back against the walls
of the houses, and going all the way around the piazza and back
to where the Corso begins. Bombolini and Vittorini kept turning
with them so that they would always be facing them, much as the
matador does when a bult is on the loose in the arena. Once was not
enough for them and they went around the piazza a second time,
uatil the teuck and the little cannon had ground up into the piazza
and could follow them. They went faster this time, with a great
noise of engines and the crying of rubber on the stones. 1t was im-
pressive. It was terribly tmpressive. There had been a great many
who had denied that any motor vehicle could ever come up the Corso
and get into the piazza. At a sign from the officer, the truck pulled
to one side of the square and the soldiers leaped from the truck and
unhitched the gun and pointed it out across at the people. And when
this was done, the motorcycle very sharply turned and only then
headed directly toward the two men.

Vittorini's wife shouted for him to jump, but everyone knew
Vittorini would never move. It scemed to s then that Bombolini
would be forced to break and run if the machine was not to hit him,
but he too stood in the piazza as if this was the ordained thing to do.
Somec in the piazza at that moment turned away, but the motorcycle,
with a terrible screcching of brakes, came to a stop less than a foot
away from the two of them and actually at the edge of Bombolini's
shoe.

“Welcome o the Free City of Santa Vittoria,” Bombolimshouted
above the sound of the engine. “We of this city know that in times
of war...”

1t was the fast they heard, as Traub raced the engine and the
mayor’s voice was lost beneath it.

*Pay attention,” Traub shouted. He shut off the engine. Captain
von Prum rose in the sidecar.,

“Have sixteen mattresses delivered into this piazza within the
next twenty minutes,” von Prum ordered.

Vittorini now had come to full attention and was beginning the
execution of a formal military salute,

*We know that in time of war—"" Bombolini began.

“*Quiet,” Sergeant Traub shouted.

“Sixteen,” von Prum said to Bombolini, “*Did you und d
that?™*
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Bombolini nodded his head. - ‘
«] want you to know, sir, that we are willing and anxious to

cooperate with you as guests of the city, exactly as we would do if

we were running an inn.’
“With no bedbugs,” Traub shouted “With no lice. With no

ticks. With no bugs of any kind.”

Bombolini continued to talk, but they didn’t hear him. The
sergeant had gotten down from the seat of the motorcycle anq had
gone around and opened the door of the sidecar for the captain,

- «“Words flow out of his mouth like piss from that turtle,” Captain
von Prum said. They began to walk toward the fountain.

“Go ahead,” von Prum called to Bombolini. “Keep talking.”

They walked around the fountain and examined it carefully and
came back past Vlttorlm, and the captain touched the old soldier’s
epaulets.

“Do you know that a museum would give you good money for
these?” he said. Vittorini was still at parade salute. Von Prum stop-
ped in front of the mayor.

“Why did you stop talking?” he asked.

“I had nothing further to say,”” Bombolini said.

- “Do’you expect us to believe that?’ von Prum said. ‘“Would
you like to hear what the sergeant said about you?”

Bombolini nodded his head. “He said you were like the piazza;
very large and very empty.”

He had said the words very loudly, and someone in the piazza
laughed. 1t was Babbaluche.

“And what 1s he doing?” von Prum said.

“He is waiting for you to return his salute, sir.”” Vittorini’s arm
and even his body were now trembling from the effort of holding
the salute,

“But why should I do that?” von Prum said.

“*Because he is an old soldier, sir.”

“Oh, is that what he is?”

Von Prum took several steps away from Bombolini and came to a
stop in front of him and came to attention. He lifted his arm and
shouted “Heil Hitler,”

“Long live Italy,” Vittorini said.

“It is my hope that we can find a way of living here that will be
profitable for both of us,”” Bombolini said.



CHAPTER V
THE SHAME OF SANTA VITTORIA

Tuost first days of the occupation were good ones for the people
of the city. They had set themselves for something bad to happen,
and nothing bad had taken place. The weather for the grapes had
turned good again, and when this bappens things are atways good
in Santa Vittoria, no matter what else may be happening. But beyond
that was the fact that we all were after the same thing. The Germans
wanted us to cooperate with them, and we couldn’t find cnough ways
to do it.

At the start st had been Captain von Prum’s policy to show a
strong, hard hand and then, when the people were properly condi-
tioned, to show them that the rock in his breast was actually a heart
and that he was human. He wrote about 1t. “My plan 1s to be a
benevolent despot up here,™ he put in his personal log, *‘but to be
benevolent one must first be the despot.”

On that first night, for cxample, a curfew was sct for eight o'clock
at night. 1t was too late to warn the bricklayers, and when they came
up the mountain at ten o'clock, after finishing the second wine-datk
wall, they were jailed for breaking the curfew and they were whipped.

“I am sorry 1o have to do this, but these men have broken the
rules and must be punished for it,” the captain said.

“It's only correct,” Bombolini said. *They have been bad and
deserve jt."”

The bricklayers didn't mind. They were so tired they were numb,
and later said they had barely felt the blows, Nothing mattered to
them, Some of them slept all through the three days of their confine-
mentand never missed the food they were supposed 10 be deprived of.

Padre Polenta was arrested and brought down from the bell
tower for using his light at night,

“And what was your aim?” Captain von Prum asked him. “To
guide the bombers in?*

“1 was at God's work,” Polenia said,

“QOne week on bread and water for God's work,™ the captain said.

“Why not a few strokes of the lash as well,” Bombolini offered.
“He might have gotten us all blown up.”

These weren't the only anes. Many people were arrested that first

91
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week and treated roughly, but it was the fines that bothered the'
people most. They cleaned up the dux}g hi.lls in Old Town z}nd thc.y

fined people who emptied their night jars in the strects outside t!lcn'

doors. They beat the people who opened their doors after cight

o'clock or who showed a light of any kind.

There was a great deal of smiling going on in Santa Vittoria those
first weeks. We smiled at the soldiers, and although they were sup-
posed to be firm, they began to respond and smile back. There was a
great deal of saying “Good morning” and “Good evening.” We
learned the name of the captain and used it. **Good morning, Captain
von Prum,” “How are you today, Captain von Prum?’ When he
walked down the Corso Cavour they said his name so often, von
Prum, von Prum, that it sounded as if someone was filling a barrel
with apples.

And then we had the Good Time Boys, These werc groups of
younger men whose job it was to drink with the German soldiers and
to play cards with them and smile at them. They met in the soldiers’
quarters, in the wine cellar office, and it was a convenient place.
They were next to the source of wine and, as Babbaluche said, what
better place for rabbits than the edge of the rabbit garden.

The people would say, **Are they in it? Have they gone over the
fence?” And the Good Time Boys would tell them, “They’re looking.
They’re nibbling.”

They would look at the wine and rub their jaws, but they never
took any of it. The Good Time Boys went in shifts. Some dropped
around in the morning to share an eye opener of grappa and some in
the middle of the morning for a little pick-me-up of vermouth and
some to bring wine for lunch and an after-nap refresher, and in the
evening the serious drinking began with the card playing. The result
was that the Germans and the Italians became friends, and the
Germans were drunk a good deal of the time and some of them
drunk all of the time. They would fall on their blankets at night and
smile at us with those cowlike drunk blue eyes of theirs.

There is a saying in this country and it must be true. “No onc
knows his own servants as badly as the master.” Captain von Prum
saw none of it. Tufa put it this way: “Until his own life is at stake an
officer can never know what is going on with his own men.”

Von Prum’s mind was on other matters, He was exuberant about
the way the first phase of the Bloodless Victory was proceeding. It
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was going beyond his highest hopes. It was so successful that he
finally felt he must speak to the Italian mayor, and he summoned
Bombolini to his office on the evening of his eighth day in Santa
Vittoria,

*“You are so cooperative with us, Why?"” von Prum said. “There
must be a reason,"” He had intended to shock the mayor,

““The obvious one,” Bombolini told him. “It is selfish, T suppose.
1f we help you we hope that maybe you won't hurt us. We hope that
you might even help us.”

“So you would be willing to cooperate with the German if it
meant preserving yourself?"”

“The first duty of cvery Italian is to preserve himself,” Bombolini
said. “What good does it do me or my country if I get killed? Right?"*

“Very mature way of thinking,” von Prum said.

“They are marvelous in their way,” von Prum wrote to his father.
“They are disgusting, of course, and yct at the same time thereisa
realism about them that can’t be denied, This afternoon the clown,
this Bombolini, had a proposition for me. He would cooperate with
me in anything~his word, anything—if 1 would let him in on it
first, so that he could at least offer hus views on how it might be done
so that it would work and yet cost them as little as possible. He be-
comes riper by the hour. I have prepared a little test for him to test
the quality of his sincerity.”

The test was to make an inventory of Santa Vittoria; to count all
the houses and atl the people, to list all machinery, to count all toals,
and to report the number of bottles of wine in the Cooperative Wine
Cellar,

“The wine?"* Bombolini said. “Why the wine?”

*Yes, the wine. It’s a property,”” the German said. *What makes
you surprised about that? It’s what you make your living on.”

“Yes, but the wine . . . you see, the wine here . . .** Bombolini
said, and then didn’t go on.

“You wanted to cooperate,” von Prum said. “You came to me.”

Bombolini shrugged his shoulders. “There’s a ot of wine,” he
said. *We don’t count so well.”

*How many are you going to tell him?" Old Vines asked Bom-
bolini.

“How many bottles are there?”
“Three hundred and seventeen thousand,” the celtar master said.
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«I don’t know. I’m not sure,” the mayor said.

«Tell him two hundred thousand,” Pietrosanto suggested. “He'll
never know.” .

Everyone agreed that Pietrosanto was right. )

It was very strange. At first everyone had been concerned with
saving the wine in the Roman cellar and had already given the
wine in the Rabbit Garden away. But as the days went by and the
Germans didn’t go down the mountain and look into the cellar, they
began to hope that they could get away with saving half of the Rabbit
Garden too, Bombolini was a little wiser than the rest of them. He
went to the captain’s headquarters the next night.

“Three hundred and two thousand bottles,” Bombolini told him.

The German smiled at him. “Your counting isn't very accurate,”
the captain said. “The right number is three hundred and seventeen
thousand bottles. We counted them last night.”

Bombolini pretended to be greatly embarrassed. “I warned you
that we don’t count so well.”

“Isn’t it odd that the number would be too few and not too
many?" Captain von Prum said, But they both smiled at one another
and Bombolini knew he had done the correct thing. It was only
natural that he would lie. It was expected of him; it was in truth, he
knew, required of him. Everyone is fearful and suspicious of the too-
honest man. He had lied, but just a little bit. For the most part he
had told the truth,

When Bombolini had gone, the captain called his sergeant in.

“*He’s a liar like all of them, but he’s just a little one. I conldn’t
expectitany other way. He has to protect his people, too, you know.”

“I don’t know, sir,” Sergeant Traub said. ““You know what they
say, never trust the wop.”

“That can limit you, you know. You can become so suspicious of
people that you can do nothing with them in the end. Fifteen thou-
sand out of three hundred thousand bottles is about right, Sergeant.
T'd do the same myself, I think.”

So he wrote that night in his log, it is dated: “He can be trusted
to work with us. I will have to stand on that. He passed the test.”

We called the secret wine, the secret wall, the entire secret, “‘the
thing.”

“How’s the thing getting along?” someone would ask someone



THE SHAME OF SANTA VITTORIA 95

who went to the Roman cellar.

“It’sallright,” he would answer. “It’s growing older. It's growing
a beard.”

They worked on the wall every day. Men were stationed all the
way down the track in the terraces to sound an alarm if the Germans
were to come down, but they never did. They continued to paintthe
bricks, until even to those who knew and worked on them there no
longer was any way fo tell which part of the wall was real and which
was false, “Right here, Here's where the wall starts,” they would say
and tap the stones and find they were wrong.

The cellar was filled with lichens and mosses and fungus, and
they had taken these growths and transferred them to parts of the
new wall, and some had taken hold of the stained bricks, This was
the beard that the thing was growing.

The people had confidence in their thing, and the feeling grew so
strong that some of them began to object to the way Bombolini
acted with the German.

“I know he has to deal with him, but does he hasve to craw] before
him?" a member of the Grand Council said.

“It’s not manly,” one of the Pietrosantos said. *No man with
any real eggs could do such a thing.”

“If we have Aim for a leader,” one of them said, “what must the
Germans think of us?”

I agree with what Fabio said,” a young man said. “It’s time we
got our honor back and showed them we can be brave too."

It had been 2 meeting, and after the meeting the men went out
into the Piazza of the People, where they saw the soldier who we
called Private Impossible, because no one could pronounce his name,
putting up a strange-looking machine at one end of the piazza.

“What is it7"* Bombolini asked.

“You turn the handle, see,” the soldier said, *‘and sausage comes
out the other end. Tryit.””

‘The mayor turned the handle and a terrible sound, a scream of
loneliness, filled the piazza. It was a sound that one might expect to
hear from the cave when the evil spirits controlled it. Von Prum
had joined them.

“An air-raid alarm,” he said. “Now all we need is the proper
shelter.”

He said afterwards,

SRS

i, that at that there was
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the feeling of a shadow passing over his mind.

“The church would be good,” Bombolini said. “It’s strong and
there’s a deep cellar and, besides, they never bomb a church. God
won’t let them bomb a church.”

1t caused the German to laugh and then he looked at all of them,
and it was a look of disdain.

“There is a better place than that,” he said.

‘When he left they looked at cach other, and none of them said
anything, but they looked at one another and the words formed on
their lips.

He knows. He knows.

“We should kill him now,” Pietrosanto said.

“No,” Bombolini said. “Not now, not yet.”

Von Prum came to the point at once. “You have onc of the finest
air-raid shelters 1 have ever seen and you mention the church to me,”
the captain said. “I’'m surprised at you.”

Bombolini said nothing to this., He looked at the stones of the
floor as if they were the most important objects in the world. He
turned his head to the left and to the right, and he bent down to
Iook at the stones again.

“Sometimes it takes an outsider to see things an insider cannot
see,”” von Prum said.

“We don’t go in there,” Bombolini said. “It’s filled with evil
spirits.”

“Oh. So you know where I mean?”’

Why must he play this game? the mayor thought. “Yes, I know,”
he said.

“It used to be an ancient wine cellar, T believe,” von Prum
said, “Roman, perhaps. Or even Etruscan. I would not discount
Etruscan.”

“I wouldn’t know. No one goes in there.”

“Someone goes in there,” von Prum said. “Someone.

, The mayor said nothing. There was no further use for a fight or
for lies, he felt.

“There is a string of electric light bulbs in there.” Von Prum’s
voice was harsh now. “What are you hiding in there?”

Bombolini was only able to lift his hands in front of him as if
the German was about to strike him.

“Who uses it?”’
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He could bring himself 1o say nothing.

“The Resistance,” von Prum said. “You allow them in there.
You harbor them.”

*“No,it isn't true,” Bombotlini said, but it was a shout.

1 must not laugh, Oh, God, 1 must not laugh aloud.

“It’s true,” the German said, and Bombolini lowered his arms
and then his head, Von Prum looked at the mayor and finally laughed
at him.

“They say the Italians are good liars, that you are all good actors.
Itisn’t so. You're a rotten liar.”

Instead of Jaughing, Bombolini found that he wanted to weep.

“You will get them out of there and keep them out of there.”

“yes.”

“You lied 10 me about the wine."”

“Yes. Not much of a lie.”

“You li=d."

“Yes.”

“And you lied about this.”

“Yes.” Then he looked up at the captain and was serious. “l am
nota good liar,” he said. “I won’t lie to you again.”

“It does you no good.”

“I am ashamed,” Bombolini said.

“Despite your behavior I have decided to continue the policy of
informing you about affairs. Tomorrow night we will commence
using the cellar at the foot of the mountain as a shelter,”

“I understand, 1 am gratefu! to you.”

*You should be grateful,” von Prum said,

“But it is the evil spirits,” Bombolini said. “You must under-
stand. The people would rather face the bombs.”

What Bombolini was unable to understand then was that von
Prum needed the people as much as he himsell did. Without the
people there would be no Bloodless Victory.

*1 have thought of that. 1 am going to have your priesti—what is
his name?”

‘The mayor told him,

“We will have this Polenta sanctify the place first. These is aritual,
you know."”

“No, I didn't know."

“They say it is very beautiful and sery impressive and very effec-
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tive,” the German said. “We will have a ceremony and we will
purify the place.”

“I am grateful to you.”

“We will clean it out.”

He wrote that night: “I have a man here now who is grateful to
me. He owes me everything. The time is right.”

But they didn’t get into the cellar, not then at least, because some-
thing happened the next morning that was to change the whole
course of events in Santa Vittoria,not only for them butin some ways
for generations to come and perhaps for all time to come, as Jong
as this city clings to its mountain. A little after sunrise a messenger
came up the cart track and stopped at the Fat Gate.

“To be delivered by hand,” he said.

“you’ll never get that motorcycle up there,” Impossible told him.
“I’11 take it up if you want. I’m going up there now.”

The young man looked up the length of the Corso and at the rows
of stone steps, and handed over the message.

“By hand,” he said. -

“I heard you,” Impossible said. But he didn’t go up then. He
stopped first at the wine cellar office and had an eye opener of grappa
with some of the Good Time Boys, and in the end the message went
up the Corso in the hands of Paolo Lapolla. He took it, of course, to
Bombolini first. They could not read a word of it. With his knowledge
of English, Roberto was able to figure out a few of the words.

“All1 can tell you is this, that it’s about the wine,” Roberto said.

Babbaluche was beside himself. *“O Christ above!”” he cried out.
“This is the kind of country we are. We deserve to die. We deserve
everything that happens to us. Here we are, handed the plans of the
enemy and we are too Goddamn dumb and stupid and uneducated
to read them.”

We only found out later that the paper was the official order
authorizing the taking of the wine.

They waited all of that morning for von Prum to make his move.
In the afternoon he summoned Bombolini.

“I am asking you to be mature,” von Prum said.

“Mature, yes,” Bombolini said. “What is it they want?”

The directness of the question had upset the order of the captain’s
approach and he was for the moment off balance. Many men might
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not have recovered it, not in the manner that von Prum did. In the
end he turned it to his advantage.

“Some wine,” he said. *‘Are you strong? Are you able to hear t7"
Bombolini nodded.

“They want your wine."

1t is not necessary here to put down all the things Bombolini did
after that, He did what was expected of him, he did what he had been
rehearsing cvery night in his sleep since the day they had hid the
wine, He slapped his hand over his heart as if he were suffering a
stroke and shouted, “The wine!” and he gripped the region of his
heart as if he were squeezing a grapefruit,

*They want our wine?” he cried, and he fell to the floor.

It was only the start. It is embarrassing today to put down all the
rest that he did—the running into the piazza and the bathing of his
head in the fountain, the crics and the tears, the hitting of his head
against a stone wall, the drinking of 2 bottle of wine without taking
the bottle from his lips, always with cries of *Ne . .. Never.. . No
...No...Never...No...Itistoo much...toomuch, and
finally running back into the headquarters with eyes as wild as those
of a calf who has been hit with the sledgehammer and who has not
died but has gotten loose from the ropes that hold him. In the end
he collapsed where von Prum could talk to him.

It was the signal, of course. Everyone knew then. The Rabbit had
gone over the fence. The Rabbit was in the garden, The Rabbit was
eating. The Rabbit was gorging himself.

“In the name of God,” Bombolini shouted. “The wine is wus.”

*“You must stop,”™ von Prum ordered him. *1 trusted you, as a
mature man.”

*But my God above, the wine, The wine!”

‘The German leaned down toward him then. His voice was almost
a whisper, “It is not all that you think,” he said. **You must hear
me.”

*The body and blood of my people.” He tried to sit up. *"Captain
von Prum, 1 want you to shoot me, to destroy me now,”

The captain wouldn't listen 1o him. Instead, he would try the last
trump, short of violence, that he held in his hand.

“[ have a proposition to make to you,” he said.

Bombolini succeeded in sitting up.

*Didn't  know when Lsaid that,” von Prum wrotelater, “that the
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wop would listen? His face lit up, the tears went away, his tongue
hung out, his eyes bulged at the word. They are all alike; they are
Arabs in their souls.”

And the captain told him. In payment for the cost of occupying
and thus protecting their town, the town would be required to sur-
render its stock of wine.

“It's like paying an intruder to sleep in your bed with your wife,”
Bombolini said. :

Part of the wine would be considered a payment, but part would
be considered a loan to the German government which would be
returned with interest when the war was won.

“What if you lose?” Bombolini said.

Von Prum went on then to the proposition. Because transporta-
tion was becoming increasingly hard to obtain, any city that would
volunteer to bring its own wine to the railhead at Montefalcone
could retain for itself some part of the wine.

“How much?” Bombolini said.

They began at twenty per cent.

“I can’t ask my people to rape themselves for that amount,”
the mayor said.

*1 could force them.”

“No, this can’t be done by force,” Bombolini said, and the
German knew he was correct.

“I ask you one thing. Has this been done by any other town?”

The German was honest about it, He told him that it hadn’t,

“Then the price will be fifty per cent for you and fifty per cent
to stay with us.”

There was good feeling, and it remained in the city until the
morning we were due to carry the wine to Montefalcone. The feeling
remained even when it was found that the order which von Prum
had shown to Bombolini had required him to requisition only fifty
per cent of the wine in the first place,

Maybe we are realists. We were content with our victory, it was

more wine than we had counted on, and we were content to let the
German have his.

No one hFre likes to look back on the journey to Montefalcone. It
bggan as if we were going on a picnic, and it ended in misery. Tufa
tried to tell us, but no one listened to Tufa, because no one wanted



THE SHAME OF SANTA VITTORIA 1ot

to hear what he had to say.

“Have you made any arrangements for anyone dyingT* Tufa
asked Pietrosanto, who was the leader of the march,

“Why should anyone die?"

“You had better plan for someone dying,” Tufa said.

We should have known better, but Tula alone scemed to know
what was involved in carrying 150,000 bottles of wine so many miles
by sa many mules and donkeys and oxen and carts and people and
backs all the way over the hifls 10 Montefalcone. Some of us can
stil} recalt Tufa’s words as we started through the Fat Gate and
down the mountain for the River Road, The sun was not quite up
then and it was cool and damp, and we felt light and as if we could
go on forever.

“This will be a terrible day for Santa Vittona,” Tufa sard.

“Do you know that sometimes you are a troublemaker?”
Pirtrosanto said. “You've scen some bad days and think that all of
them are bad. We were al) right before you came along.”

The people were actually gay at the beginning.

“They should be crying,” Sergeant Traub said, “I tell you, 1 don't
understand these people.”

“They have accepted what can't be changed,” Captain von Prum
said, “Why not make the best of 1?7 As this Bombolini says, the
people are realists.”

“[ don't know,” Traub said. “I don’t know.” By his standards it
was carrying realism too far,

The trip down the in, even in the di before dawn,
was easy, because the people hnow the mountain and how to take
itand they know every stone on it and every turn and hole where one
might twist an ankle. When we reached the River Road the sun was
up and the column began to spread out along the road. The wine
baskets on the people’s backs began to get hot and heavy even then.
Many of the people had never been to Montefalcone before, and
they Jooked ahead toward it asan adventure although Montelalcone
was many miles away and out of sight.

‘When we passed Scarafaggio the people all stood in the Piazza of
the Brass Urinal, their mouths gaping open wider than usual, and
pointed down the hill at us and then began running. I could tell you
the story of how the piazza got its name, how they came to Santa
Vittoria and stole a huge brass urn we vsed for the wine during the
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harvest festival and how they used it for a public urinal and how we
then went down and put dynamite in the pot and blew it into a
thousand pieces so that every home in the city had some brass chip
of Santa Vittoria in it, but the story is too long and involved and
sad. They came down their mountain and across their part of the
valley until they were lined up along the opposite bank of the Mad
River, where they stared at us.

“What do you think you're doing?”’ one of them finally shouted
to us. “What are you doing with the wine? What are they making
you do with {1?”

No one bothered to answer them, because they were Scarafaggians
and because breath already was becoming valuable and because how
do you explain to people that you are helping to steal your own
wine?”

At the first of the hills the first of the people began to fall out of the
line of march. The Germans had made some effort to keep order on
the way. '

“I don’t care where it is or what it is,” Sergeant Traub said, “A
line of march is a line of march.” But at the hills it was no good. The
soldiers stopped prodding the people with their rifles. “I take it
back,” the sergeant said. “A line of march is a line of march every-
where but in lialy.”

By midday those who could march had settled into themselves and
had developed a rhythm, an almost silent, shuffling cadence, that
pulled people along with it, the same way it had been on the day of
the passing of the wine. There was the sound and then the smells
that chained the people to each other, of sweat and leather and salt
against the wicker of the baskets, of urine and oxen and manure
and the stale water of the drainage ditch alongside the road, and the
sound of the Mad River itself, rushing against the stones and
boulders in its bed.

Sometime in the evening, fourteen hours after we had started in
the coolness of the morning, the first of us started up the steep side
road that leads to the Constantine Gate and then Montefalcone
itself.

This was the cruelest part, the last long hill before the end and,
after that, the people who met us. The word had gone down the river
that the people of Santa Vittoria were surrendering their own wine
and bringing it in on their backs. The streets of Montefalcone were
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lined with people and they were making a great noise, and for a
moment we thought they were cheering us in. How simple we must
have been! Why should we have thought they would do such a
thing?

The first one was a butcher. He broke away from the sidewalk
along the main Corso and out in front of us, hisapron spattered with
blood, and he was holding the skull of a goat in his hands, and he
was screaming. “Tell me these are lying.** He put his bloody hands
to his eyes. “Tell me ['m not secing what I see.”

*Don’t look at him,” Tufa said.

“Tell me, just tell me, I will believe you,” he screamed at us,
“Because 1 cannot believe what I see.” He shoved the goat's head
into Tufa's face and tried to pull the wine off his back. *No son
of Italy could be doing what 1 see you people doing. Tellme yon are
Greeks.”

And this was the beginning. it is too panful to tell the rest. They
spat on us, on our heads and in our faces, they grabbed our harrand
lifted up our heads so that our faces, looking down at the stones,
could be seen by everyone. The priests in the strects turned anay
from us and one of them encouraged a boy to urinate on our heads
from a terrace of the reciory. An ltalian soldier in the pay of the
Germans aimed his rifle at our heads.

A woman who appeared tobe a respectable woman broke through
the line of German soldiers, who now were needed to protect us
from our own people, and she ran to Tufa, who was in the lead, and
she seized him by his private parts.

“Did you s¢e?”’ she screamed to them, She held on her arms and
then turned her palms downward, “Nothng,” she cried out, [
swear to you, nothing.” She ran along the line of people. “I felt
nothing. No eggs,” the woman shouted. “They have no eggs.”

‘We have never lived it down. Even later, when they learned why
we had done what we did we nere not excused, “I don’t care,” they

would say. “Only bastards could do it.™ When people from here
go to Montefalcone they don’t tell where they are from.

“Santa Vittoria?” they would say in Montefalcone. *Oh yes,
that’s the place where the men have no eggs. It’s been proven.”

In the end, to add to the shame, it was the Germans who saved
us and they despised us for having to do it. Captain von Prum had
sent a soldier ahead, so that when we came into the Piazza Frossim-~
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harvest festival and how they used it for a public urinal and how we
then went down and put dynamite in the pot and blew it into a
thousand pieces so that every home in the city had some brass chip
of Santa Vittoria in it, but the story is too long and involved and
sad. They came down their mountain and across their part of the
valley until they were lined up along the opposite bank of the Mad
River, where they stared at us.

“What do you think you’re doing?” one of them finally shouted
to us. “What are you doing with the wine? What are they making
you do with it?”

No one bothered to auswer them, because they were Scarafaggians
and because breath already was becoming valuable and because how
do you explain to people that you arc helping to steal your own
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At the first of the hills the first of the people began to fall out of the
line of march. The Germans had made some effort to keep order on
the way. : )

“I don't care where it is or what it is,”” Sergeant Traub said, “A
line of march is a line of march.”” But at the hills it was no good. The
soldiers stopped prodding the people with their rifles. “I take it
back,” the sergeant said. ““A line of march is a line of march every-
where but in Italy.”

By midday those who could march had settled into themselves and
had developed a rhythm, an almost silent, shuffling cadence, that
pulled people along with it, the same way it had been on the day of
the passing of the wine. There was the sound and then the smells
that chained the people to each other, of sweat and leather and salt
against the wicker of the baskets, of urine and oxen and manure
and the stale water of the drainage ditch alongside the road, and the
sound of the Mad River itself, rushing against the stones and
boulders in its bed. )

Sometime in the evening, fourteen hours after we had started in
the coolness of the morning, the first of us started up the steep side
road that leads to the Constantine Gate and then Montefalcone
itself,

This was the cruelest part, the last long hill before the end and,
after that, the people who met us. The word had gone down the river
that the people of Santa Vittoria were surrendering their own wine
and bringing it in on their backs. The streets of Montefalcone were
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fined with people and they were making a great noise, and for a
moment we thought they were cheering us in. How simple we must
have been! Why should we have thought they would do such a
thing?

The first one was a butcher, He broke away from the sidewalk
along the main Corso and out in front of us, his apron spattered with
blood, and he was holding the skull of a goat in his hands, and he
was screaming. *“Tell me these are Iying.” He put his bloody hands
to his eyes. *“Tell me I'm not seeing what I see.””

“Don’t look at him,"” Tufa said.

“Tell me, just tell me. I will believe you,” he screamed at us.
“Because I cannot believe what 1 see.”” He shoved the goat’s head
into Tufa’s face and tried to pull the wine off his back. *“No son
of Italy could be doing what I see you people doing Tellme youare
Greeks.”

And this was the beginning. It is too painful to tell the rest, They
spat on us, on our heads and 1n our faces, they grabbed our hairand
lifted up our heads so that our faces, looking down at the stones,
could be seen by everyone. The priests in the streets turned away
from us and one of them encouraged a boy to urinate on our heads
from a terrace of the rectory. An Italian soldicr in the pay of the
Germans aimed his rifle at our heads.

A woman who appeared tobe a respectable woman broke through
the line of German soldiers, who now were needed to protect us
from our own people, and she ran to Tufz, who was n the lead, and
she seized him by his private parts.

“Did you seeT” she screamed to them. She held on her arms and
then turned her palms downward. “Nothing,” she cried out. “I
swear to you, nothing.”” She ran along the line of people. “I felt
nothing. No eggs,” the woman shouted. “They have no eggs.”

‘We have never lived it down. Even later, when they learned why
we had done what we did we were not excused. *“I don’tcare,” they
would say. “Only bastards could do it.” When people from here
go to Montefalcone they don’t tell where they are from.

“Santa Vittoria?" they would say in Montcfalcone. “Oh yes,
that's the place where the men have no eggs. It’s been proven.”

In the end, to add to the shame, it was the Germans who saved
us and they despised us for having to do it. Captain von Prum had
sent a soldier ahead, so that when we came into the Piazza Frossim-
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bone (where none of us can bear {0 walk) on our way with the wine
to the railroad yards in back of the city, Colonel Scheer was on the
terrace of his headquarters with other officers of his command. We
marched in front of them with our wine, now their wine, in the same
manner that Fabio tells us the slaves were marched infront of Caesar
when the armies came back from their wars.

“[ salute you,” Colonel Scheer called to Captain von Prum. “We
all salute you.” -

The people of Santa Vittoria, bent with their loads and with
their shame, filed by the German officers.

“1 don’t know how you have done this,”” the colonel called to the
captain. He sent a young officer down to pinch one of our people
to see if it was real. ‘

The officer pinched Guido Pietrosanto’s face. “Yes, they’re real
people,” he said.

When Captain von Prum passed in front of the steps on which
Scheer stood, the colonel stopped him. “Unless I am mistaken you
are soon to be Major Sepp von Prum. How does that sound?”

Captain von Prum told him that it sounded very pleasant.

“And about the other thing”—Colonel Scheer tapped the region
of his chest where a medal would go—*“I haven’t forgotien. I don’t
go back on my word.”

It was one of the few times that we ever saw the captain openly
smile.

After the wine had been taken, the days continued good. Each day
the grapes grew fatter. Old Vines told us that he could hear them
growing in the warm nights, fattening in their skins, pushing out
against their sides. The wine had been taken and even if the false
wall was noticed, which no longer seemed likely to us, there would
be no reason to be concerned about it. Why should anyone be
looking for something, we asked each other, when nothing was
missing? Santa Vittoria could be said to be confident of itself. Italy
might be falling apart, but that was Italy’s problem.

One of the strange things was the growing friendship between
Captain von Prum and Italo Bombolini. It is said that every Ger-
man has a desire to sweep his neighbor’s dirty steps, and in this
sense von Prum was no exception. He began by remaking the mayor.
He saw to it that the mayor shaved cach day and that his hair was



THE SHAME OF SANTA VITTORIA 105

cut and kept trimmed. In September, on Bombolini's forty-eighth

birthday, the German sent his to M 1 and
a few weeks later a snit came back purchased with von Prum's
money.

“If you are going to share the leadership of the city,” von Prum
said, “then I want you to be worthy of me.”

One morning, very early, the morning of the day on which
Captain von Prum received the message that was to change things
here so swiftly and so terribly. It was not an official letter and it
was written by hand.

Von Prum:

This is not what you expected to receive; it is not what I
expected to send.

T submitted your name for promotion and decoration as
promised.

Both requests were rejected.

They have ridiculed your performance and through it my
endorsement,

A study of sales figures for the past 20 years obtained from
wine wholesalers in this city and from the Cinzano company
reveals the fact that your quota of wine should have approach-
ed 600,000 bottles and not the 150,000 bottles that you so
*“‘miraculously” brought to Montefalcone.

The question is very simple: Where is the rest of the wine?

An accounting will be expected from you by ten o'clock
tomorrow morning.

Scheer

He went into his room and closed the door, and he was not seen
again until evening. There were obvious conclusions. They would
claim that he had managed to get the people to carry the wine by
letting them keep most of it. A check of the remaining wine would
answer that.

It could be claimed that it was a simple case of thievery and
collusion—that, in return for money or rewards to be paid after the
war, he had taken the wine not for the Fatherland but for personal
gain. The wine in that case would have to be hidden somewhere and
it could be found.
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1t could be a case of cowardice as happened at San Pictro di
Camano, where the people had warned the officer in command. that
if the wine went, no matter what, he would die, and he believed
them and turned in false reports about the wine. The Germans
obliged him by doing the killing.

Or there could be wine hidden somewhere in the city and he had
been fooled. There was wine and he had been made a fool of, there
was actually wine and he was the fool of Italo Bombolini. He was
not ready to believe any of this. The answer, he was convinced, lay
somewhere else.

He made a mistake that afternoon. He left Constanzia Pietro-
santo’s house and began to walk through the city, looking up the
lanes, sizing up the city, moving swiftly and restlessly, an intelligent
curiosity, the expression of the fox looking for a proper hiding
place before leading the hounds on a chase informing his face and
so informing us.

Everyone knew. So the element of surprise which every good
soldier covets was lost to him. In the evening he came back upinto
the Piazza of the People and everyone knew and was waiting, and
when he saw Italo Bombolini with the others around the fountain
he went, as was his way, directly toward them. He didn’t want the
mayor alone, ke wanted the eyes of the others as well. His own eyes
were hard and cold, and yet disinterested, as if the question was one
of curiosity and not of importance. His voice was just as cold and
as level and as impersonal.

“1 know now,” he said. “Where is the rest of the wine?”

“The rest of what wine?”’ Bombolini said. His face showed shock
and anger.

“The rest of all the wine,”
‘“You can’t have the rest of the wine,” Bombolini said. He was
beginning to shout, and the men around him were angered. “That

wine is our wine. You promised us. Are you lying? Is the word of
a German officer nothing but shit?”

“You know what wine I'm referring to.”

“We will fight for the rest of the wine, Captain. We will fight
because there is nothing left for us but to fight.”

“We will die then,” Pietrosanto said, “and God damn you, you
will die with us.”

Someone stopped him and put his arms around Pietro and
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pulled him back across the piazza.

“He didn’t mean it that way,” the man shouted to von Prum.
“It’s only that the rest of our wine—it would be death to us.”

It has been said bere and it has been said by others that all
Italians are actors and all of them know the subtleties of the good
lie and perhaps again this is true, because all of them played their
parts so well.

*“Not that wine,” the German was forced to say. ‘“We don’ttake
that wine. My word is my bond on that. The other wine.”

And they came back around him then with their mouths
open and their eyes dazed as if trying to see something and not
being able to make it out, none of them with as much wisdom
on their slack faces as was owned by Fungo or shouted aloud by
Capoferro,

And so the German had to tell them about the records of the
wholesalers and the records of the Cinzano people and the one
million or more battles of wine, and as he talked they Jooked at one
another and their mouths fell open and they said, in low bewildered
voices, **No, oh no, it couldn’t be . . . there is something wrong . . .
wrong...wrong...” When he was through one of them said that
no people in the world could be that rich; and they all nodded and
were silent,

1t is 2 pride of many men who make it a habit to tell the truth
that because they possess this virtue they are quafified to know when
another man is telfing a He.

In von Prum’s case, it was a belief that if you watch a man's lips
as he talks and if you seal your eyes on his eyes, the man who is
lying must falter and stammer and then turn away, because truth
and honesty when confronted with the lie must overcome in the end.
He should have known that a good lie is always better than the truth,
because a lic has been tailored to look Itke the truth, but the truth
is just its clumsy self. If you look at an Italian in the mouth when
he is telling the truth he might stammer, but never when he istelling
a good lie. The Master himsell has said: Never tell the truth when
alie will do as weil.

And so they convinced him, He already believed them, when
Pietrosanto apologized for saying what he had and then asked the
question, “But if we had a million botiles—if, mind you, Mother of
Goad, if-~where in the name of God would we put them? How do
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you hide one million bottles of wine?”
The captain went to his room and he immediately wrote this
letter.

1 say this much with no fear of contradiction.

For reasons that I am now unable to understand I am
forced to conclude that you have been falsely informed and
that any further investigation by you can only bear this out.

On the following I stake my professional reputation, my
personal reputation, my good name and that of my family
which, as you know, is considerable.

Upon my word of honor: There is no other wine in the city
of Santa Vittoria except that which the people have been autho-
rized to keep.

The letter was sent to Montefalcone that evening and an answer
was returned that night.

Dear von Prum:

Upon receipt of your letter I myself am forced to conclude
that I have been misinformed and that a further investigation -
by our office can only bear this out.

Sleep well this night at least.

Scheer

After that he read Colonel Scheer’s letter to Sergeant Traub, and
it was so ridiculous to the sergeant that he was forced to gasp and
then to laugh aloud.

“There’s no wine,” the sergeant said. “There s no place to hide
it, and if they did hide it they couldn’t keep a secret. You have to

know them sir. They’ll tell you everything there is to tell about and
anything there is to talk about.”



: CHAPTER VI
THE NOOSE GROWS TIGHTER

It might be thought that the question of the missing wine would
have separated the Germans from the Italians and made them suspi-
cious of each other, but that wasn't the way it happened. It became
as important to the Germans as it was to us that there beno other
wine.

We discussed it with each other; for days thereafter it was the
only thing we talked about, and we went over jt and over it again
the way a person does who is injured in a ridiculous way, trying to
make some sense out of something that is senseless, For a time we
talked about where they thought we could have hidden it.

“The logical place,” Bombolini actually said, “would be the old
Roman wine cellar, It's the only place big enough. But the wine
isn’t there.”

After that, the talk ad d to the tion of why
would want to say that we had hidden the wine; and finally an
answer came forth. It was decided that some of the wholesalers and
some of the Cinzano people had altered their figures so that after
the war they could file some kind of claim with either the Italian or
the German government for confiscated wiae which, of course, had
never existed. It sounded so sensible that many of the people here
began to believe it, And then we stopped talking abont it entirely,
because there is a belief here that if you dwell on one subject too
long it can be harmful to the brain, and that justlike a pool of water,
the brain must be refreshed with new thoughts or it will become
polluted and tum sour,

From time to time, when the wind was just right we heard from
far away the booming rolling sounds of beavy guns. It interested
the people, because if the Americans and the English cameitmeant
thatwe were safe, But still there no longer was any real fear for the
secret, because the feeling was strong that we had been tested and
found not lacking, and that if any slip was to occur it would have
happened long before this. We had learned to live with our secret,

One evening what Captain von Pcum had feared took place.
The people had come up from the terraces, which is what saved
most of them, when some planes came over the city and dropped

100
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some bombs. Most of them landed down in the terraces and damaged
some vines, although not many, and several of them dropped among
the houses in Old Town. We never knew who bombed us, the Ger-
mans or the English or the Italians or the Americans. Two orthree
old people were killed by the bombs and seven or eight other people
were badly hurt.

Tt was the night after the bombing that the Roman cellar was turn-
ed into the air-raid shelter forthe city of Santa Vittoria. At first the
idea had beenthatintheevent of a raid the people would be roused
from bed bv the air-raid siren and would take a blanket and start
down the mountain, but for two reasons it was plain this wouldn’t
work. If the raid was a true raid the people would be dead before
they ever reached their shelter; and if it wasn’t, the journey down,
thelack of sleep, the trip back up the mountain with the grapes grow-
ing fatter and needing more work and the harvest loming upon
us, would Kkill the people just as surely as a real air raid. It was
decided that the people would take down bedding and a few things
to heat food in and the city of Santa Viitoria would be moved into
the Roman celiar at night, within breathing distance of their wine.

The afternoon before the move Bombolini went down with
Sergeant Traub and Corporal Heinsick and Captain von Prum.

“It’s a remarkable place,” the captain said. “It could take direct
blows from any airplane in the world and everyone would be safe.
Why is it so large?”

“It is said that it was the collection point for all of the wine in
all of the region,” Bombolini said. “It all belonged to one man.
I think it was Julius Caesar. Yes, that's who it was.”®

““The large room is here, and then there is the wine cellar that
goes back off it,” the captain said. “It’s a very peculiar shape. 1
wonder what was the need of all that wall along there?”

Bombolini said that he didn’t know.

The people started down that evening, after working all that day.
They carried mattresses and straw mats and blankets and anything
that anyone could lie on. It was a mass migration of lice and bed-
bugs probably not equalled in this part of the world before. They
took down jugs of water and bread and bottles of wine and pots of
cooked cold beans and baskets of onions and jugs of oil to pour on
the beans and the bread. Longo started up the lights again, and this
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was a good thing to happen. By those pale dimming lights the false
walf Iooked more natural than ever before.

At first the people who camped along by the false wall were
afraid to talk loudly, as if the vibration of their voices might cause
a brick to pop loose. They were even afraid to fook at thewall. But
that passed. As the cellar become crowded with pots and pans and
kettles and chamber pots and bedclothes and people, the old Roman
wine cellar ceased to be a wine cellar at all and became solely an
air-raid shelter, run like some monstrous underground inn from
the Dark Ages.

Even inside the tunnef we could hear the planes this night. There
were more than usual and they were bombing somewhere in the
area. It is our belief that they had no interest in Santa Vittoria but
were going after the River Road and some of the bridges over the
Mad River. There was a2 moon and the bridges would stand out
over the white waters of the river.

We heard the bombs begin by the river and then we heard them
start coming across the valley floor, giant strides of bombs, coming
in our direction. There was no fear for ourselves, although there
was fear for the people in the Palace of the People and there was
fear for the grapes on the terraces.

Several of the German soldiers stopped playing and went out-
side and came back again when the bombs came closer.

“These are the big ones,” one of the Germans called to us.
“The big bastards. Americans.”

After that they came louder and louder, and their force was
stronger. We could feel the explosions then, through our feet, and
dust began to fall from the arches above. The cellar was rumbling
from the pressure of the explosions, and there was a shaking of
things and even the mountain seemed to shake.

And then everyone seemed to see it at once, everyone was look-
ing at it, everyone except the card players, all of us incapable of any
movement, the way people are supposed 1o be before a poisonous
snake—frozen, frightened, unable to take one’s eyes away from it,
“The bombs were dropping on the side of the mountain and as they
exploded, as if the shock were coming down through the rock

veins of the mountain, the false wall began to swell and to puff out,
and the bricks actually bulged and then all at once to sink back
into place again until the next bomb landed on the mountain,
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The false wall billowed out and sank back again, each time the
bricks barely holding, as smoothly and almost as regularly as the
swells at sea.

Then there was one great explosion, the heaviest of them all, and
this time the bricks swelled out so far from the rest of the wall that
it seemed impossible that we didn’t hear the sound that we dreaded
more than any in the world then, the snap, the first dry sound of the
first brick popping, springing out from its framework in the wall.

The next explosion was a little less than that and the one after
that far less, and we waited and waited until finally there were no
more sounds at all and they were gone and it was over.

“It’s all over,” one of the Germans called to us. “They won’t
come again tonight.”

The sigh from the people was like a wind that comes a night just
before the rains begin. The next morning all of the people of Santa
Vittoria went to Mass.

*And what is this?”’ von Prum asked.

“Deliverance Day,” Bombolini said. “Every Santa Vittorian
gives thanks to God for protecting the fruits of the harvest.”

“I thought you weren’t a religious man,” the German said.

“I have become one today,”” Bombolini said.

They found that morning that the mortar that had held the bricks
in place had shivered itself apart. If one man, an unknowing Ger-
man, had leaned against the wall, the entire structure would have
come down on top of him and the treasure been exposed. Later in
the morning some of the men took a cartload of bricks out through
the Fat Gate and into a field where one of the ventilators was located
and they dropped the bricks down the shaft on the inside of the
false wall. After that they took out enough of the bricks to allow
three or four men to step inside the cellar, and then they put the
bricks back and rebuilt the wall from the inside, twice as thick as
before, except for one little section they crawled back through.

Something had gone wrong with the weather. In October it is
dry here, hot in the day and cool at night, but on this morning the
wind began to come from the southwest, hot and steaming and
moist, and it settled down on the streets and lanes of the city and
clogged the piazzas as if a wet hot shawl had been dropped on Santa
Vittoria. The people sagged with sweat, and the mules looked as if
they had been lathered with soap. By afternoon the moist heat had
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worked its way down into the air shafts and had settled on the
valley floor; and when it was hot enough the first of the bottles, for
reasons we don't know, began to explode. We only guess that it was
the result of some kind of imbal in the fer ion process,
caused by layers of cool air and layers of hot moist air.

After the first several bottles exploded, they dropped Rana, our
frog, on a line down one of the air shafts, and he told us that the
bottles had become beaded with sweat and that some of them,
especially the special bottles of spumanti, a bubbly kind of wine
that some of the growers experiment with, were boiling inside.
Reards of white fungus hung down from the corks like hair on the
chin of a goat. Sometimes only the cork would go, and then there
would be a hollow pop that could be heard through the wall. When
the cork held, however, and the drive of the wine was strong, then
the bottle gave, and the sound of the explosion was a sickness and
a terror in our hearts.

‘When they first heard it in the Piazza of the People, Bombolini
felt that he knew what it was. Fabio and the Petrarch Brigade, the
four or five young boys who made up the Red Flames, must have
decided to fight.

Sergeant Traub came across the piazza toward them. “What the
hell is that?" he asked.

“From the rock quarry,” Pietrosanto said. “Someone is shooting
off blasting caps. Some kid is wasting them down there.”

The answer satisfied the sergeant then,

“It was a very good answer,” Babbaluche said. *1 didn't know
you could think that fast.” A compliment from the cobbler was a
very rare thing.

“What? Isn't that what it is?” Pietrosanto asked.

With the setting of the sun and the cooling of the day the explo-
sions stopped and we felt we were safe, at least until the next day.
But when the people came in from the terraces to settle for the night
the heat of their bodies was enough to make the heat nise once more
and cause the first of the bottles to explode.

And once again, to most of the people here at least, the only
explanation for what took place is that a miracle occurred. On this
night, as if stationed there by God, spread out along the floor of the
wine cellar just in front of the false wall, were the families of Con-
stanzia Muricatti and Alfredo de! Purgatorto, who were preparing
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for their marriage. The families, using sheets and blankets and the
canvas covers from the grape carts, had set up two large strange-
looking Oriental tents. In one of them the women were all working
and sewing on the bridal gown and their own dresses. In the other
tent the men were singing and dancing and drinking. The people
were very gay and very loud because everyone was very happy about
this marriage. It had long been conceded by the Muricatti family that
no one would ever marry their Constanzia, and it had long been
conceded by the del Purgatorios that it would be a miracle if
Alfredo, who was very small and very shy, would ask a woman
to share a bed with him,

‘When the bottle exploded behind the false wall, several of the
German soldiers turned around from their cards and looked back
into the cellar.

‘“What’s going on back there?” Corporal Heinsick asked. One
of the Good Time Boys winked at him.

“The celebration has begun,” he said. “They’'re popping the corks.
There will be some action in here tonight.”

They sent wine to the soldiers, and a little later, when the music
began and the dancing started, we knew we were safe. At the start
there was a mandolin and an accordion, and while this worked weli
as a cover for the sound, Bombolini ordered every musician in the
city to play. There were tambourines and one old man with his
pipes, there were Capoferro’s drums and, finally, the singing and the
dancing and the clapping of hands. If you listened with your ear to
the wall you might be able to hear a bottle explode now and then,
but this was the only way it could be heard.

At nine o’clock that night the dancers, who had worked all day
in the vineyards, grew tired and the wine was having its effect and
the musicians wanted a rest.

“Play,” Bombolini ordered. “Dance,” he shouted at the men
and the women. “Sing,” he told us, “and clap your hands while
you do it.”

“We can’t go on,” Tommaso del Purgatorio complained. “We’ve
danced our legs off.”

“You'll go on because you have to go on,” the mayor told them.
“The whole city is depending on you now.”

“And look as if you’re having fun,” Pietrosanto said. “Get that
long look off your face.”
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At eleven o'clock, when they would normally have been asleep
for hours, the dancing still continued. It went in shifts now, fresh
dancers every fifteen minutes or so, and when the mandolin player
stopped, the tambourines beat 2 little more Ioudly, and they pounded
Capoferro™s goatskin drum with heavy wooden spoons. At mid-
night, while taking a walk in the Piazza of the People, Captain von
Prum heard the noise of the gaiety and went down the mountain
to see what it was, No one knows how long he might have watched
us from the entrance to the Big Room.

“They don't seem to be having very much fun,” the captain said.

“They're tired now, but they'll get a second wind, you'll see,”
Bombolini said. Pietrosanto and some of the others went around
the back of one of the tents and gave out new orders.

“Get a smile on your faces,” the people were told. “Get some
spring into your steps, Start having fun, and don’t you dare forget
it," Pietrosanto warned them.

“Now, you see,” Bombolin: said. “Now they’re perking up.
They can go all night.”

And they did.

The dance, Bombolini explained to von Prum in the morning,
was a tradition in Santa Vittor:a. It might go on for days, he said,
through night and through day, until the bride and the groom were
exhausted and were too tired fo be embarrassed in each other’s
presence any longer. When the moment was reached they were put
to bed together, where they often slept for a day or two at a time,
but when they finally woke they were strangers no longer.

“It’s not beautiful, perhaps,” Bombolim said, “but it is very
effective.”

“What happens to your work? You can't dance all night and all
day and do your work.”

“What does it matter about the work if it helps to create a
iful marriage?” Bombolini said.

*The Italian mind,” von Prum said. **You jump from realism

to romanticism in the middle of one sentence.”

“Oh, it’s realistic,”” Bombolini said, “It keeps up our population.
It grows future grape growers.” And the German was forced to
admit that there was a hard peasant wisdom behind it all.

And then began some of the hardest days and nights ever spent
by the people of Santa Vittoria, As long as the city sat stewing in

B
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the heat wave, the party would have to continue, all the time, danc-
ing at eight o’clock in the morning, singing and dancing in the heat
of the day, people coming down hot from the terraces to take their
places at the drums or in the singing, wine flowing until people
were sick of wine, and throats raw from singing and faces frozen
from smiling. '

“One more night of joy and I shall go mad,” Angela Bombolini
said. Her thighs and legs cried out in pain from the continual
dancing, and she was no different from all of the rest.

On the fourth day of the wedding celebration, because they were
forced to do it, the people began to take chances with the bottles.
They would sit by the instruments and not move for fear of raising
the heat, and when a boftle would go, but only then, they would
all get to their feet and hit the tambourines and begin to sing and
shout in a tired and mournful way and to shuffle about in the sand.

“The gaiety has died down, the laughter has cooled,” von Prum
remarked. .

“It’s coming to that time now,” Bombolini told him. “The bed
time. We begin with the lullabies, the siren songs, you see. Soon
they will sleep.”

But it wasn’t to be for another two days. The mandolin player
wore pruning gloves and he hit the strings with his knuckles. Several
members of the del Purgatorio family had already had fights with
Muricattis. The sound of the tambourine grew more painful than
the crashing of glass behind the walls. If there had been a vote
then, it is possible that the people might have surrendered the wme,
anything to stop the wedding party.

One night we thought we heard the bombers coming and we
were pleased because the sound of the engines and the roar of the
explosions would drown the sound of the bottles. Then we felt the
first of the wind coming into the mouth of the Big Room, and after
tpat we heard the rain and the thunderclaps and saw the flashes of
lightning. And then came a hard, cool wind with a hard, cold rain.

The: bottles didn’t stop right then. If anything, for the next
hour's 1t was worse than ever before, and we feared that all the effort
was In vain, that there couldn’t be a bottle left to save; but we also
knew that the heat was gone, that the autumn was back with us

and that in the morning the party would have ended. So we danced
then with some wild last source of energy called from the very
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bottom urge of desperation, beating the tambourines until they
split and strumming the mandolin strings until they broke and
striking Capoferro’s drum until the goat skin burst.

In the morning we held the wedding of Constanzia Muricatti to
Alfredo del Purgatorio. We shivered in the cold in the Piazza of the
People, pleased by our goose-pimples, our backs turned to the cold
wind that was blowing over Santa Vittoria, the city washed bright
and shining by the cold hard rain, and it was the most popular
wedding ever held in our city.

They had earned their right to bliss, and it was a wedding that
we would never allow to fail. Because this was truly a marriage
made in heaven and ordained by God Himself.

““They ate very sweet,” Captain von Prum said, “and very tired.”

“Very tired.”

“Now you have no music? A week of music and just when they’re
married the music ends. It’s just the opposite with us.”

“Now is the time to sleep and to sleep and to sleep. There's no
more need for music. The party is over, you see.”

The city still slept when the Germans came, two cars of them, four
Germans and four Italians in each car. The cars were unable to
make it all of the way up the mountain and they were parked at
The Rest and the men proceeded up the rest of the way on foot.
The Germans walked ahead and the Italians trailed along behind
them, The Germans were all officers and looked as if they are a
great deal of meat. The Italians were all cwvilians, dressed in little
thin dark suits stained with wine and pasta and they looked as if
they lived on field greens and pebbles. Word had gone up the Corso
Cavour to Captain von Prum, and by the time they atrived at the
Fat Gate the captain had already gotten dressed and gone down the
steep street to meet them. Colonel Scheer made no response to his
greeting.

“They say the wine is here,” the colonel said. He pointed to the
Italians.

“With all respect, sir, they can say what they wish, but I am
forced to stand on my statement,” Captain von Prum said.

“I1 cost them a lot of teeth to say that and to stand by it,” Coloncl
Scheer said, and he went across to one of the Italians and he forced
open the man’s mouth. His gums were torn and his tecth were gone.
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“This is our wine.”

Scheer raised his dark hard fist and struck the mayor in the
mouth. “Where is the wine?”

When Bombolini held out his hands again the colonel hit his
face once more, as hard as the first time, breaking his nose and
breaking one tooth loose from the bridge of his mouth and causing
him to fall on the stone floor of the wine cellar. The first blow had
caused a lump the size of a pigeon’s egg to form below Bombolini’s
eye, and the colonel touched it with the sandy tip of his boot.

“Now if you want to lose your eyesight to protect something that
will be found out in the next few hours, I will oblige you with my
boot,” the colonel said. He turned on von Prum. “Don’t turn away,”’
he said.*Is this too crude for someone with such fine blood as yours?”

“Itisn’t that,” the captain said. “It’s the failure of what I wanted
to do here. We wanted to rule without violence.”

“Well your rule has been shit,”” Colonel Scheer said. ‘“What do
you think of that? Do you think this is ineffective?”’ He slammed
his hard fist into the palm of his other hand. “You would be sur-
prised how well it works.”

“It wasn’t the way I wanted to do it.”

Scheer was angered by the statement. “You may think you're
different, but you'’re one of us,” the colonel said. “You are a German.

Don’t you ever forget how many fists have been used on how many
faces by men who haven’t been afraid to use them to make fine
people like yourself. We fought for that, and I am not ashamed of it.
Those who can use the fist have a right to use the fist, they have a
responsibility to use the fist if the fist can help the Fatherland. Who
do you think you are?”

The colonel's anger and harshness and scorn were very difficult
for the captain to take. He lowered his eyes at last and he looked at
the floor not conscious of the mayor’s body lying on it.

“Get him up and hit him,” Colonel Scheer said. Several of the
soldiers lifted Bombolini to his feet.

“It isn’t the hitting, Colonel, I can hit.” He surprised them by
pulling back his arm and smashing his fist into Bombolini’s face.
He hit him on the swollen lump and it split on the impact like a
grape between the fingers, and blood splattered from it.

“You have been baptized,” Scheer said. “Now you are one of us.”
He was easier toward the captain now.
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1 believe you now,” Captain v:n Pn;m saiti. “The wine is here.
iliated, Now I ask one thing of you.”

! a?v?;;{nyou hit him again, good and hard? Would you knock an

eys out?”

“Yes,” yon Prur said.

“Then ask.” N . .

“J want a chance 10 restore my honorin my own way, the captain
said. “I want to find the wine and bring it to you by myself.”

“And if you dont7”

“I'll find it

“1 give you five days.”

Von Prum was overjoyed. “You will have your wine,” he said,
“and if you don't I shall resign my commission.”

Scheer laughed at him then. *“That’s generous of you,” the colonel
said. “If you don’t, you'll find your ass on the eastern front—excuse
my peasant maoners, von Knoblesdorf, What kind of war do you
think we’re running here?”

When they were gone Captain von Prum went back to the wine
cellar, Some women were already washing the mayor’s wounds.

“Ihad ta do that,do you understand?” the captain said. It was
required of me, a matter of form.”

Bombolini was facing away from the captain toward the wall. He
was in great pain, and yet he was pleased with himself. He had dis-
covered that he wasn't afraid of the punishraent and that he wonld
say nothing despite the pain of it.

“It was unworthy of you,” Bombolini said.

“1t was a matter of form,” the captain said.

‘The mayor turned toward the captain, His face was ‘badly bat-
tered and, as von Prum later wrote, it was almost disgusting to have

1o contemplate.

"Aft:_r all of the things you told me,” Bombolini said.

“X still believe them” the captain said, “Now the wine wif} be
lx;c:::d‘-o Is!g eu; f:;cc :a an:rwer from you. I ask you as a reasonable

o .
T e us effort and pain. Now that they are gone,

Bombolini smiled at him, although it was painful to smils 204
the air that touched the broken i -

e There i 00 winen tooth caused him to gasp 2lond,
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He was confident, and his confidence passed to the men. Now that
he had no doubt that the wine was in Santa Vittoria he had no doubt
that it could be found.

«I¢ is a matter of reason and logic and science,” Captain von
Prum told them. “I want no force and no violence.”

«Oh, we’ll find it all right,” Corporal Heinsick said. “If they hid
it, sir, then we’ll find it.”

This was the true logic: that if the Italians had been smart enough
to hide the wine, then it stood to reason that the Germans must be
smart enough to find it.

The first “logical anticipation’” was the Roman wine cellar, as the
most obvious and convenient place to put the wine, and it was the
first to be eliminated. Sergeant Traub told the other soldiers, “Even
the wops are too smart to put their wine down there.” And they went
on to the second anticipation, which was the Fat Wall around the
city. It was a possibility that had to be checked, that the wall or
some stretch of it had been hollowed out and was being used as a
massive container for the wine. In the morning they began going
over the wall almost brick by brick, striking the sides with their
trench knives and bayonets, listening for that hollow sound that
would tell them that the brick front was false and the wine was
hiding behind it. By the middle of the morning they were still not
halfivay around the city. It is very hard to explain to someone who
was not there on that day, how ironic the tapping on the bricks was
to the people of the city.

When they were through with the Fat Wall they began to investi-
gate the possibility that the wine was in some fashion buried in the
very bowels of the city, and that there must be some old storage
place, probably built in ancient days as protection against maraud-
ing armies, that could be reached by old stairways and trap doors in
the floors and cellars of the old houses or through the church or the
Palace of the People. Late on the first afternoon they began a step-
by-step, door-by-door, systematic, logical examination .of every
house in Santa Vittoria.

They began in High Town and from there they started down the
lanes to the Piazza of the People, down from the Goats to the
Turtles and, if needed, to the Frogs in Old Town, where the wine
would almost surely lie.

They picked up the beds and the mattresses on the floors, and
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the rush mats, and they tapped the stone floors and the eans focry,
and they tapped the tile floors (of those fortunate eaouzh to kave
tiles) with metal rods and wooden sticks and stons hammers,

The search of the houses took longer than they had thovzht, 208
although time was on their side time also was fleeing from them,
Yon Prum began to urge them to go a little faster and a little foster,
and the stop for lunch was only ten minutes long and there was o
rest, and then they ate their supper while they worked. At night we
still went down the mountain and, since the evenings were becoming
cool, it was comfortable in the Roman cellar. The Good Time Boys
played cards by themselves, and if we were quiet we could hear the
sound of the stone hammers all the way down the mountain. Young
men went up and watched the Germans’ progress and told us where
they were—now in Francucci's old house, now in del Purgatorio’s,
now in Vittorini’s, tapping, tapping, tapping, until the lights went
out in the Roman cellar,

‘We woke to the same sound. They were at it before the sun wasup.

Bombolini never heard the tapping on the stones, because all of
those days he slept. At times ke awoke, but then he would sleep
again. They had carried him up to his old bed in his old home above
the wineshop, so that Angela Bombolini could take care of him. On
the third day he was able to sit up and take some soup, and they
made him a chicken soup in which an entire chicken had been used,
a very great thing here. When he finally awoke for good, although
he could not see because of the swelling of his face, everything seemed
clear to him. He felt that he could see things as if they were written
on glass through which a Iight was shining, and all of the answers
were simple and clear. It was he, for example, who knew at once
what must be done with The Band.

As the Germans neared the houses in Old Town, Pietrosanto came
to him in terror.

“So you dida’t kill them after all,” Bomboliar said.

Pictro hung his head in shame. “I tried to. I had my rifle ready,
and then I Iooked into those big stupid ox eyes of Francucci’s, and
I couldn’t make my finger pull the trigger.”

“I'm ashamed of you, What would The Master say about yc=="

“Yes, it is shameful.” Instead of killing them, he had hiddez 52~
in the cellar of one of the oldest houses by the wall at the bottrr T
Old Town.
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“As soon as it is evening take them out of the cellar and up the
back lane around Old Town and put them in the cellar of Copa’s
old house. They’ll be safe there. The Germans will never come back.”

Because of the systematic manner of the German search we always
knew where they were going and where they had been. A criminal
might have stayed one house ahead of them or one house behind
and been perfectly safe all of the while.

And when Fabio came down from the mountains, Bombolini
knew what to do with him.

“This act must be avenged,” Fabio said. “The time for crawling
has passed, the time to act is at hand.”

Fabio had grown a beard in the mountains, and since it was the
same color as his hair, so deeply black that when the light struck it
it was blue, the beard against the long whiteness of his face made him
look more like a martyr than before,

“Itisn’t the blows to you as an individual,” Fabio said.

“No, of course not,” Bombolini said. He allowed his fingers to
touch the swelling of his face and his tongue tipped his broken tooth.

“It is to you as our leader,” Fabio said. “This is what hurts,
These blows to you wound us, the damage to you demeans us,
When they strike you, they wound me. I am the one who is insulted.”

He then went on to outline the attack he planned on the Germans,
on von Prum and on the drunken soldiers in the cellar.

“I agree with you, Fabio,” Bombolini said. *The time to act has
come.”

A plan was made at once. The Red Flames would come down out
of the mountains that night and gather in back of Copa’s house, just
outside the Fat Wall. At two o'clock, at the sound of a goat, Pietro-
santo and the other soldiers would drop ropes and pull them up
over the wall into Santa Vittoria where they would join forces and
prepare the assault on the enemy. Fabio was moved to tears.

“You don’t know how long I have waited for this,”” Fabio said.
*“The hour has come when we will pay acts of dishonor with deeds
of honor.”

It is embarrassing, after what happened, to write that Fabio
then kissed him on both swollen cheeks.

And it was Bombolini who began the silent evacuation of the
city. They got Padre Polenta’s parish list and began to write down
the names of all the people they felt could not keep their silence if
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the Germans turned to violence. These people would be allowed to
work in the terraces but never to come up into the city. In the next
two days they sent down almost all the women of the city and they
sent the old men and people like Fungo the idiot, and Rana be-
cause he was wild and Capoferro because he was crazy and Robérto
Abruzzi because they were afraid he might cry out something in
English if they tore out a finger-nail. And because the Germans
were the way they were, because they didn't really know what we
were doing, they never noticed the women gone, the children
vaunished, the old out of sight.

B of what happened to Bombolini there was a good fecl-
ing in the city about the prospects of physical violence.

“If he can do it, if Bombolni can take it, then I can take it,"”
the men said.

Only Tufa, who said nothing aloud to all this, had no faith.

“They don’t know,” he told Caterina Malatesta. “They don’t
know what’s going to happen to them.”

“Then why don't you tell them?”

“It won’t do any good. They feel good now, and why should
1 spoil that? They may not turn to it after all, so why should I
frighten everyone?”

He told Caterina then what they would do. The soldiers in the
city now wouldn’t do it. They would send for the professionals,
for the Gestapo or the SS secret police.

“Then they all break,” Tufa said. “No man can stand it, They
do things to men that it is impossible for men to believe even when
it is happening to them.”

“But Bombolini stood it,” Caterina said.

“No, no, no, no. He stood nothing, After five minutes with the
SS he will beg them to break his jaw or put out his eye if only they
will stop doing what they are doing to him.””

In the end she persuaded him to go to Bombolini and tell him.
And what the mayor heard saddened him, because he had been
feeling confident about himself and about his people.

“But it takes time to break a man, jsn’t that true?"” Bombolini
said.

“Sometimes it takes two minutes and sometimes ten and some-
times an hour, although they don’t generally live after that.”

I was nothing then?”” He was very sad.
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«“you were brave, Bombolini, and you were nothing. T his goes
beyond bravery. They all break sooner or later.”

“Sg there is no hope.”

“There is no hope.”

And then Tufa was astonished and even angered to see that
Bombolini, to the best of his ability, was trying to smile at him.

«“I have some people no one in the world can break,”” Bombolini
said. -

“They all break,” Tufa said. He almost shouted at the mayor.
“You must believe me and be prepared for it.”

But Bombolini only shook his head and continued smiling, like
ihe statues of some saints one sometimes sees, gentle and all know-.
ing and at peace with the world.

*I have some men who won’t break,” Bombolini said, and fell
back to sleep then,

It was almost dawn when Pietrosanto went down into the Piazza
of the People and reported to Bombolini what they had done with
Fabio and the rest of the Red Flames. They had led them to the
cellar, the same one in which The Band was hidden, and they had
bound and gagged them and put them in the darkness beneath the
house.

“How did they take i1?” Bombolini asked.

“They vowed to kill first you and then the Germans,” Pietrosanto
said.

“Did you cxplain that it was for the good of the wine, for the
good of the people of Santa Vittoria?”

“1 told them.”

“And how did they react?”’

“The same as a pig I once told that he’d be more help to every-
one as beacon,” Pietro said. “He didn’t want to understand me.”

Bombolini smiled his painful smile. “Well, I feel safer now,” he
said. “This was no time for valor.”

“What gets into people like Fabio?” the head of the army said.
“He knows this is no place for honor.”

“In some ways Fabio wasn't raised right,” Bombolini said.

They {inished the search of the houses on the evening of the third
day w.uth the very last house pressed up against the side of the Fat
Wall in Old Town. It was clear to all of them that nothing could be
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hidden around or beneath that hovel, but Private Zopf and Private
Gocttke searched it so that the record was perfect and every house
in the city had been searched from top to bottom.

“So much for that,” von Prum said. *“Now the noose grows
truly tight.”

They had a good meal that night for the first time in several days,
but the captain found that even though he was hungry he could not
cat and although he was tired he could not sleep. He alfowed him-
self a pap, and it was while lying on his bed, in between the worlds
of sleep and waking, that he received the first of his inspirations. He
got up very swiftly, moving directly and silentiy as if he were stalk-
ing an animal that would break and run from him if he made an un-
expected sound or move.

“Traub.” He woke the sergeant. “The bell tower. Where else
but the bell tower?”

They crossed the piazza, moving swiftly and silently.

“The entire middle part of the tower could be filled with wine,”
the captain said. He spoke in a Jow voice, as if the wine could hear
him or someone conld do something about it if he was heard.

Sergeant Traub pounded on the door and when the priest was
slow in answering the knocks, since light was not permitted in the
tower, Captain von Prum told the sergeant to shoot the Jock off the
door, He fired three shots in all, and then Padre Polenta opened the
door,

“We should have looked here first,” the captain told the priest.

Traub was already running up the steep stone stairs, but when
he could see well enough to realize that he could see all the way up
the tower to where the bells hung and all the way down to where

the captain stood, he came slowly back and then they went out
into the Piazza of the People and back across jt to Constanzia’s
house.

“It was worth the effort," the captain said. They got out the map
of the city and with a good deal of satisfaction they eliminated the
campanile from the list of possible hiding places.

Sometime during that same night, although they had already
searched Santa Maria of the Burning Oven once before, the captam
woke Sergeant Traub and sent bim down the Corso Cavour to the
wine celfar to get the other men, It was something that Bombolini
had said, about the church having been buslt on the ruins of an
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even more ancient church, a Roman temple which, in turn, havd
been built on an Etruscan foundation. It stood to reason, von
Prum told the sergeant, that there was an ancient cellar, down
below somewhere, which they had overlooked. They searched the
rest of the night until the dawn.

At dawn he thought of the water tower. It had not even been on
the list. It was almost painful to watch the things they did that
morning. It made people tired watching the work they did. Ever
since the people here have been willing to admit that a German is
a person capable of a great amount of painful work. It was Private
Zopf who made the climb and he regretted all the stories he had
told about the days he had spent traveling with a circus through
Bavaria and how at one time he had had a bright future as a high
wire walker. He went up the narrow ladder of the water tower in
surprisingly swift time, but at the iron catwalk he stopped.

“Go ahead,” von Prum shouted. “What are you waiting for?”

“T'm tired, sir. I've run out of strength, sir,” Private Zopf called
down. “I haven't slept in two nights.”

“Take a rest, but hurry.” the captain ordered.

Eventually the soldier worked his way onto the catwalk and then
up onto the roof, where he found a small door. By a great effort,
since the door handle had turned to rust years before, he opened it
and Jooked down into the tower.

“It’s only water, sir,”” the soldier shouted down.

“Have you tasted it?”’

“No, sir. But I know it isn’t wine. It doesn’t smell like wine.”

“Are there any bottles in the water? There must be bottles in
the water. Thousands of bottles in the water.”

In the end Zopf dropped through the doorway and suspended
himself over the water by his feet. It was a dangerous thing to
do. If he had slipped he might have drowned in the tank.

They didn’t wait for Zopf to come down but went instead, at a
very fast pace, back up to the Piazza of the People. The sun was up
by then and another day was well underway.

“Allow me to ask him,” Corporal Heinsick said to Traub.

“He doesn’t want to hear things like that,” Traub said. But in
the end he allowed the corporal to speak to the captain.

“Let me have one of them, sir,” Heinsick said to Captain von
Prum. “Let me take charge of one of these people.”
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The captain looked at the corporal as if seeing him for the first
time,

“What do you mean, have one?” the captain said.

“We’ve got to start hitting someone soon, sir,” Heinsick said.

“I'll take some woman or some child. It won't take much, sir. It
;vi]l be all over this morning. I'l1 just stick someone’s hand in the

re, sir.”*

Von Prum almost struck the carporal. As it was, he shouted at
him, He told him that they didn’t do things that way, that the
Russians did things that way and barbarians acted that way, but
that Germans didn’t act that way because Germans didn't need to
act that way,

“We don’t use muscle, we use the mmd,” Captain von Prum
said. *'I¢’s the difference between us and all of them.”

Sometime in the morning Sergeant Traub thought of the priest
and he went to Captain von Prum.

“A priest can’t tell a lie, sir,” the sergeant said. **Ask him where
the wine is, and he has to tell you, Otherwise he goes to hell when he
dies.”

“In Germany the priests don't lie,” the captain said, “but in
Italy the priests lie. But go get him.”

Polenta was frightened when they came to get him because he is
:ﬁaid of physical punishment and he feared what they might do to

im.

“A lie is a sin,” von Prum said to the priest, “and as a priest of
the Holy Roman Catholic Church you are forbidden to lie. Do you
know where the wine is?”"

Polenta stared at them with amazement.

“Notice, Father,” von Prum said, “I don’t ask you to reveal
where the wine is. I merely ask do you know where it is?"

Polenta shook his head and waved his hand in the direction of
the Cooperative Wine Cellar.

“There is the wine,” he said,

They got a Holy Bible after that, and they told the priest to put
one hand upon his heart and to lay the other hand upon the sacred

book.

“J ask you once again, as 3 man of God, as God's representative
here on earth, who can knowingly commit no sin in the face of God:
Do you know of the wine?”
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“No,” Polenta said. “As a man of God 1 give you my sacred
word. I will do better.”

He had brought along 2 cross as a shield to hide behind, and he
held it up and made the sign of the cross, and he also blessed them
with the cross.

“This cross is made from the wood of the True Cross,” Padre
Polenta said. “I paid five hundred lire for it and it ought to be
sacred. Upon this cross, as God is my witness, I tell you there is
no other wine.”

Von Prum struck the cross from the priest’s hand.

“May you burn in hell for that lie,” he said.

But it bothered the men after that morning. 1t bothered them that
the captain had struck the cross, and it bothered them the way that
Polenta had answered the questions.

“They can lie,”” Sergeant Traub told them. “Priests are only men
wearing skirts.”

“I don’t know. I don’t understand it,”” Heinsick said. “He stood
right there and told us, a man of the cloth, ‘I tell you there is no
other wine.’ ”” Heinsick shook his head.

“How could he hold the sacred cross like that the True Cross,
and 1ie?” Private Goettke said.

“They can lie, but not when they hold the cross,” Private Impos-
sible said. “If you lie on the cross or the good book, God sends a
sign so everyone can see, Your tongue turns black, The words
strangle in your throat. It’s like telling a lie in the confession box.
They always know.”

“It is impossible to deceive the cross,” Heinsick said. “Do you
know what I’'m thinking? I think there is no wine here.”

Zopf had come down from the tower, and because he had done
the dangerous thing he was allowed to say things the others wouldn’t
say.

“I think someone is going out of his mind,” the soldier said, and
several of them, when Traub was not looking, nodded their heads.

It was the fifth day, and on that afternoon, as they expected and
as we expected, a messenger came from Montefalcone.

From the office of Colonel Scheer was this note:

The hunting season is over.

Bx:ing in your pelts or bring in yourself by sundown tomorrow
evening,
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Von Prum left Constanzia's house and crossed the piazza to the
wineshop and without waiting or announcing himself in any way
be ran up the stairs to Bombolini's room, where he found him in
bed, with Roberto seated by his side. He was very excited and he
spoke swiftly,

““Where is the wine? The game is over,” the captain said, “I did
my best. I have played fairly. My hands are clean.”

He appeared to be relieved.

“I want you to remember that I gave you your chaoce until the
end, Captain Bombolini,” It was the first time he had ever honored
the mayor with his title. *“Tomorrow the new team comes.”



CHAPTER VI
THE RAT IN THE THROAT

WHEN we saw them come up the mountain from Montefalcone
early the next morning, there was almost a sigh of relief from the
men. When one has steeled oneself for an ordeal it is sometimes best
that the ordeal take place at the proper time.

The men were passing around the grappa bottle, drinking deeply
from it and encouraging the others while being encouraged, when
Bombolini surprised them by telling them each to hide in a house
that faced on the piazza from which they could watch the piazza
but not be seen from it. They were to stay there until he waved them
to come out. Some of them were disappointed and even angry.

1 thought we were to be courageous?”’ one of them said. “Now
you have us running and hiding.”

“I'm ready,” another said. “I'm ready for the sons of bitches.
T'll take everything they can hand out.”

But he sent them away and they went, and so it was that when they
came, the four of them, von Prum and Traub and two young soldiers
from the SS, Bombolini was alone in the Piazza of the People, this
time without even Vittorini to stand behind him in his uniform. They
came on the motorcycle and they were followed by a small compact
truck that held the SS men’s equipment,

“So. You put everyone away this morning,” Captain von Prum
said. Bombolini nodded.

“Or did they run away?”

““No, sir. I hid them.”

‘“The same as your wine.”

“No, Captain.”

“We'll soon find out.” The captain began to walk across the
piazza toward the Palace of the People and so Bombolini went
along with him. “I'm going to use your place, because it’s bigger.”

They stood in the doorway of the Palace and examined the large
dark room, and Bombolini found himself wishing that he had kept
it more neatly because he could see von Prum’s disapproving face.

“And because it’s very filthy,” Captain von Prum said. “They

bleed and vomit, and all of the rest of it. I'm told that every orifice
comes into use.”

132
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Bombolini understood that this would be his one opportunity
to do what he had to do, and although he could see that the captain
didn't wish to hear him he seized the chance.

“Which is why I have this one thing to ask of you,” Bombolini
said. “I don't want to have to be responsible for picking any man,”
the mayor said.

“I'lIt do the picking if you wish," von Prum said.

“1 told the people not to come into the piazza until after you had
come,” Bombolini said.

“And? What about it?"”

“The first one who comes into the piazza is the one who will have
to taste it figst.””

The captain was interested, Bombolini could see that,

“In that way I don’t have to have his blood on my head. And you
don’t have to be the one to choose, Captain. God will decide. Or
fate. I don’t know if you believe. The first who walks into the piazza
is the one fate has determined to choose.”™

“I would have said the devil, not Ged,” von Prum said. But be
was smiling. The idea appealed to him. Sergeant Traub had comeinto
the room then, and he was followed by the two SS men. Bombolini
was surprised to see how young they were. They were boys. The
captain turned back 1o Bombolin1.

*“So you can control who faces these men,” von Prum said. **You
have al} of your brave boys ready to walk into the piazza by fate.”

“*No, it isn't true. Have then’"—he nodded toward the §§ men—
“try me if you don’t believe me. I have no one ready for you."

Von Prum then explained the situation to the younger of the two
soldiers who, despite his age, appeared to be the Jeader.

“It makes no difference,” the soldier said. **It makes no difference
at all. They all talk.”

He was very casual and totally confident in his work, and his
voice had the unconcerned quality that those who possess the truth
often use.

“No. It doesn’t matter,” the second soldier said. “A matter of
time sometimes, a few minutes this way or that. But they break.”

*Yes, they all talk.”

"We never fai)," the older one said.

*No, we have never failed.”

Captain von Prum turned back to Bombolini.
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. "¢All right. It’s in the hands of God,” the German said.

“My hands are clean,” Bombolini said.

«And mine,” von Prum said. But he was smiling. “God has the
dirty hands now.” Both of the soldiers gave the captaina queﬁstior}ing
look and he decided that he had gone far enough in that direction.

They were very young and very clean. When they laughed, which
was often, their teeth were even and clean and strong. If one word
alone could be used to describe them, it would be clean, and after
that young, and after that strong. They weren’t dressed the same as
the other soldiers. Their uniforms were black with white piping,
and the darkness of their dress made their skins seem fairer and

their eyes bluer and their blondness more striking.

1t was impossible for even Bombolini not to admire the neatness
and precision of their work. In a very short time they had cleared
out the truck and set up their equipment. The last piece was a wooden
table, a narrow, thin plank of wood not much wider than an ironing
board, which folded into sections, very much like a portable operat-
ing table. From the sides of the table hung three black leather straps,
very wide and strong and three large, strong metal buckles.

At oneside of this table was a battery-operated portable generator
to which they began attaching coils of wire with little metal clips
that had rows of teeth like ferrets, On the other side was a smaller
table on which rested pincers and pliers, hooks, rubber hoses, a

large funnel, surgical scissors, metal clamps, an iron grappling hook,
2 gouge, a2 hammer with a long thin head and claws like the horns
of a ram, handcuffs, a blowtorch.

*You’re young but you know your business, you interrogators,”
Captain von Prum said.

“We like to think of ourselves as a truth squad,” the youngest of
them said. “Going about the land uncovering truth.”

Again they smiled at one another. There was nothing solemn
about them.

“Now hand me the gloves, Hans,” the younger one said. They had
already put on black rubber aprons over their black uniforms, and
now Hans handed the younger, who was named Otto, black rubber

gloves. “Sometimes it gets a bit messy, you see,” Otto said. “You
haven’t even seen this before?” he asked von Prum. The captain
shook his head.

“After a while you get used to it,” Otto said.
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“We'll do five,” Captain von Prum said. He turned to Bombolini.
“Did you hear that?””

“If one will do . . ."” the mayor began.

“Five,” von Prum said. “I want five.” His voice was hard and
cold.

“I will send you such cowards,” Bombolini suddenly said, sur-
prising even himself, “men who will tell you such Iies, who will beg
you and try to please you in so many ways, you won’t know what js
true and what is false.”

““The more they talk the more truth they reveal, even when they’re
lying,” Otto said.

Traub came up from the piazza on to the terrace and called in
through the door.

*Here comes one,” he said. “We’ve got one coming across the
piazza now.”

They went to the door of the Palace of the People and they looked
out at what fate had delivered to them. He had come down the steep
hill from High Town and paused for a moment at the edge of the
piazza. When he saw the Germans he made no effort to avoid them,
but instead went directly toward them.

“*A martyr. It's one of the martyr types,” Haans said.

They watched the man say something to Corporal Heinsick and
then he began to bring the man across the piazza to where they were.

*You lied to us,” one of the Germans said to Bombolini. “You
sent us a hero.””

At the stairs up to the terrace Heinsick stopped and then pushed
the prisoner up the stairs.

“He says he's glad ta see us,” Heinsick said. “I told him we were
glad to see him.”

Tt was Giuliano Copa, the former mayor of Santa Vittoria. When
he saw Captain von Prum he made a Fascist salute. “‘Loag live the
Duce. Long live Hitler,” he said. “What took you so long?”

*Oh, God. This kind,” Hans said. **The loya), true Fascist.” He
turned to the others. *“He was really for us all along, you see. Now
he will tell you.”

They Jaughed at Copa. His eyes grew large with suspicion and with
fear. Bombolini made an effort to stay in the shadows of the room.
When he saw the interrogation tools Copa began to shout.

I am a loyal Fascist,” Copa shouted. *'I am 2 member in good
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standing of the party. There has been a mistake—"’

“Quiet,” Hans suddenly shouted at him. It was easy to understa.nd
then how Hans had been entrusted with the kind of work he did.
“There is always a mistake,” he said to the rest. “Take off your
clothes,” he shouted at Copa.

“I don’t understand,” Copa said.

He was brave. He was still in command of his voice, and his body
gave no outward sign of fear.

“You don’t understand the words ‘Take off your clothes?’”. Otto
said. ““Does this mean anything to you?” He seized the top of Copa’s
shirt and in one sudden motion ripped it from his body.

When Copa was naked they placed him on the narrow wooden
table and they strapped him to it with the leather straps.

They moved the magneto closer to the table, and when Otto tested
it for the last time the little clips that would be attached to Copa
jumped about like little frightened toads.

““You never let the client feel human, do you understand,” Hans
said. ‘““You always look at them as if they were roaches, and when
they talk to you you never understand them. In this way they feel all
alone.” .

“Like turds. Most men feel like turds deep down, you know. Like
something disgusting that was dropped into the world,” Otto said.
““Those aren’t my words. The psychologists, you understand.”

“Did you hear that?”’ von Prum said. “The psychologists. It’s all
been figured out.”

Otto was leaning over Copa then.

“We don’t want to do this to your body. It will be more terrible
than you know. At the moment it begins you will want to die. You
will beg us to let you die. Sometimes they do die. He looked up at
Captain von Prum. “The heart explodes in the chest. The brain is
shattered; shocked to pieces, you understand.”

“Now, you see, we'll see if he is telling the truth,” Otto said. He
looked up at the captain again with an embarrassed smile, “What
was it we wanted to know.”

“About the wine. Where is the rest of the wine?”’

He asked and Copa said that he didn’t understand the question
and that he didn’t know what they were asking him.

“Now?” Hans said. “Now,” Otto said,

He made a movement with his finger on the magneto, a very
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slight movement with the brass handle, and at that same moment
Copa came flying up from the wooden table against the leather
straps as if the straps must cut him apart and during this same instant
he opened his mouth and after what seemed a long passing of time,
a little lifetime of time, he released from the depths of himself a
scream so terrible in its fear and agony and horror and worst of all,
disbelief, that both von Prum and Bombolini found themseives
shouting aloud in some kind of cry of recognition of the human
animal.

After Copa, the same tr: was given i gly harshly to
Mazzola, Francueci, Fabjo, and Cavalcanti. All withstood the
torture and revealed nothing about the wine. The SS men then
told von Prum that there was no wine concealed in the village and
left the village. But von Prum was still convinced that there was
hidden wine somewhere, regardiess of the SS conviction in their
methods of extracting the truth.

Tt will be difficult for someone who is not from here to understand
that despite what had taken place the mood of the people was for-
giving. The hand of death had rested on the city and then it had
been taken away. But more than that, it was because the hatvest was
closing upon us and it was a good harvest, a rich harvest fat with
promise, and the harvest, of course, is life here. There isn’t the luxury
of time to hate during harvest.

‘When the grapes call nothing else is heard. We cared only for that
moment when Old Vines, listening to the vines, testing the grapes
by mouth, looking at the sun and sky, talking with the gods of the
grapes that he talked to, would announce that the hour had come,
that the time was ripe, that Polenta should go down to the terraces
and sprinkle cool holy water on the plump warm clusters and that
God should keep His Good Eye on all of us while the harvest got
underway.

Itwas for this reason that, when Captain von Prum went down the
mountain with Sergeant Traub to Montefalcone, some of the people
actually waved to them as they went.

+1 dom’t understand them,” Sergeant Traub said. “I swear to
God, sir, I don't understand these people.”

«“1¢’s very simple,” Captain‘von Prum said. ““They think theyve
won something. They think they can afford to be pleasant.*
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“They shouldn’t act this way after what happened to them,”
aid. L.
Trz3‘:;1t)iss a matter of values,” von Prum said. “They are deficient in
values. I’ve come to despise them.” )
Things had been changing in Montefalcone. Many of the }mxts
stationed in the city had packed up and pulled back to the higher
mountains in the north, where it was said the Germans would
attempt to establish a winter line that would be easy to defend and
expensive to take. Captain von Prum reported to Colonel Scheer,
and the colonel was pleased to see him. He pointed to a report on
the top of his desk. :

“They clear you,” Colonel Scheer said. ““They vindicate you.”

“But that’s what 1 come to see you about,” von Prum said. 1
am still convinced the wine is in the city.”

“Don’t be a fool,” Colonel Scheer said. “The SS says there is no
wine, so there is no wine. The gods have spoken, the file is closed,
von Prum is exonerated.” .

“But if it’s there, I want to find it,”” von Prum said.

“Why?” The colonel was sarcastic then. ‘““Your honor? Duty?
A matter of principle, perhaps. In the name of God, we don’t care
about the wine just so we aren’t held responsible for it.”

““Because,” Captain von Prum said, “if the wine is there they’re
laaghing at me. Bombolini is laughing at me.”

Colonel Scheer looked at'his junior officer. Such fine points of
behavior were beyond his personal experience.

“And so, as we say where I come from, you have a rat in your
throat.”

“If you wish to put it that way.”

“And what would you do with the wine if you found it? It’s too
late for us to do anything with it, you know. We couldn’t ship it
now. We couldn’t steal it if we wanted to.”

Von Prum’s voice was loud and for the moment he ost the pois
which the colonel had admired in him. '

“I’d smash it,” the captain said. “If we couldn’t take it from there
’d break it. I would break every bottle it was in my power to break.”

Scheer smiled at him then. “Yes, you have a rat in your throat.”

He got up from his seat and went to the window that looks down

into the Piazza Frossimbone, where only a short time before the
people of Santa Vittoria had dragged themselves along with their
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wine on their backs in public display. It was we who had the rats in
our throats then.

“Then,” the colonel said, “what you have to do—and never say
that I suggested it—is to take hostage.” He turned back to the
captain. “Have you thought of it?"

The captain shook his head.

“More important, can you carry it out?”

“Yes,” von Prum said.

Once again Scheer smiled at him. “You've changed,” he said.
“Yes, you have the rat. Do you know something? I think you're
becoming a proper German.”

The thing of a hostage, Colonel Scheer told him, was that the
people had time to think about what was taking place.

“You put his life on the conscience of the people. There's a very
simple choice for them, If they tell you what you want to know, the
hostage lives. If they don’t, he dies and by their silence they have
kitled him.*

There were other fine points to consider. The hostage, the colonel
explained, must be put on view, in the public piazza, so that he is
never out of their minds, When they go to work they see him and
when they come back he js there. With good fortune, at night they
can hear him moan or cry out in his sleep.

Von Prum was openly excited by then, and he asked the colonel
for written permission to choose a hostage in Santa Vittoria.

“My very dear von Knoblesdorf,” Scheer said. “It’s your honor
you're trying to salvage, not mine. At this stage 1 have butter in my
mouth, not a rat.” He pointed about the office where the files were
already being packed. “We're Jeaving, you know."”

"Does it work?"”

“*Almost every time," Colonel Scheer said. “Of course it isn’t as
simple as it sounds. In case we lose the war, just in case, understand.™
He began to smile again. *“You might have to justify what you have
done.”

“I understand that, sir. It’s a risk I'm prepared to run,”

And now Scheer was smiling as broadly as he had alf of that
morning. “And then there’s always Him up there, eh? You don't
want to forget Him."

*] already have.”

He wished to go right then, but the colonel held him and they
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talked of the progress of the war although von Prum could barely
hear him. That war was another war, which no longer belonged to
him; his own was being waged within himself and with some peqplq
on a mountain.

At the door the colonel cautioned him again. “Try and get some-
one with a good family life,” he said. “You will find that it is especial-
ly difficult for children to stand and watch their fathers die before
them, all for the sake of a few words.”
~ He held him again at the bottom of the steps. “You didn’t say
it, Captain.”

Von Prum came to attention. *“‘Heil Hitler,” he said.

“Heil Hitler,”” Scheer said. “And von Prum?” .

“Yes,” :

“*God go with you.”

There was never any doubt in the beginning who the hostage
would be, When they reached Santa Vittoria it was dark and the
captain found that he was tired, but as they passed the Fountain
of the Pissing Turtle he felt revived again and the blood was rushing
through his brain. He felt he could sec him there, bound to the Pissing
Turtle, his fat stomach showing through the front of his shirt, the
eyes of the people staring at him, weeping for him and finally, some-
time before the dawn, when no one else was about, asking for the
captain and whispering to him: “Captain, I have something I want
to tell you.” )

He went into his room and he wrote in his log and his journal,
and the name of Italo Bombolini figures often in those pages. After
he wrote he slept, and during that time something must have hap-
pened to his dream. Sometime before sunrise he woke and got up,
and then he woke Sergeant Traub.

“Get up now and go and get me the one called Tufa,” Captain
von Prum said. ““Get him out of his bed and bring him here.”

You always have wanted to be a martyr,” the captain told Tufa. “I

can see it in your eyes, And now I’'m going to give you your chance.
What do you say to that?” N

“Thank you,” Tufa said.

They tied him to the tail of the dolphin that swims down one
side of the Fountain of the Pissing Turtle soon after the sun was up,
to allow the people to see him there on their way to work. There was
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no need to announce the reason for his being there. As we say here,
good is sometimes not noticed when it goes, but evil is always seen
when it arrives. At first the people didn’t want to Jeave the piarza,
but it was Tufa who ordered them to go down to the grapes, andina
way the people were gratified, because the harvest was upon them
and the pull of the grapes grows very strong.

“Don’t you worry, Tufa,” they told him. “We'll come and get you
in the evening when it's dark. We'll cut you loose.”

But those who knew Tufa knew he would never allow it, The cost
for harming Germans had gone up along with all prices in a war.
The fee was now twenty-five Italians for every German harmed.
Near San Rocco, in a country village, when a farmer slapped the
face of an officer his entire family and others in the village were put
to death and the farmer was forced to live.

“Have you ever seen this done before?” Tufa asked Sergeant
Traub.

“Oh yes, in Russia, in Poland. It's effective. They don’t lst you
die, you know. There is always someone who wants to save you. It’s
very hard to become a martyr these days.”

It is not easy even now for us to believe that the city slept that
night. But Bombolini went home and slept, and they put a straw
pallet down on the cobblestones and Tufa slept, and the people
looking from the windows around the piazza began to go to sleep
because the people had worked hard that day and they know that
even when death is in the house life goes on and that beyond Tufa
there were the grapes, brimming with life, to be considered as well
the next day. The soldiers who were seated around Tufa had had
their wine and they too were tired. The water pouring from the turtle
was as steady and gentle as the wind that whispered in every part of
the piazza, and it lulled them. Across the piazza the captain was
awake and, although he had gotten ready to go to bed, be got vp
again and, for a reason he could not explain, dressed himself again.
His intuition was good, because at the time that he was dressing,
Caterina Malatesta was coming down from High Town.

She carried her shoes in her hand so she would make no noise, and
she stayed in the shadows of the houses. There was a thin moon that
night and there was light on one side of the piazza, but the far side
was buried in shadow. The old women and old men who stay at the
windows because for them to sleep is to die, must have seen her
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moving along in the darkness, but they said nothing. Whateveé
happens doesn’t belong to them any more; they only watch an
‘wait. ]

‘When Caterina was opposite the piazza from the fountain she
stopped and attempted to see Tufa, but it was too dark for that.
There was no movement of any kind then, only the water, and the
usual night sounds, a child crying out for its mother, the heavy
breathing of oxen up the side lanes and the deep-throated tunk of
their bells as they shifted their positions.

The door to Constanzia’s house was in shadow, so even the old
people didn’t see her then. At the door she put on her shoes—they
were shoes from the city, with heels, and not made for here—and
when she was ready she scratched on the wood of the door with her
fingernails.

In the manner of such things, although the captain had not heard
the sound before, he knew at once what it meant. He was pleased
that Traub was not in the outer room, where he often slept, but was
in the piazza guarding the hostage. Before he went to let her in, he
straightened up the room and lit a second tallow candle which he
put before a mirror so that it gave off a warm good light and then
he went to the door.

He realized that ever since he bad first heard the word “hostage”
in Montefalcone, without ever admitting it he had been preparing
for this moment. But even so, when he did open the door to her, he
was unprepared for her beauty. In the books and stories it says that
men are made breathless by the great beauty of a woman, and in
this case it was as the books say. Her beauty was a force in the room
that he felt; he was overpowered by it. She had spent that day in the
classic way of great beauties, in warm baths, in oils, she had washed
her hair and brushed it so often that the light reflected from it and
she had dressed in the kind of dress no other woman has ever worn
here because no other woman would know how to buy one or how
to wear one, or would ever have the money to own one.

When he had dreamed of this moment he had dreamed that he
would surrender, but that in surrendering, as it should be with any
good soldier, the price would come high. He knew that what he was
doing would in some way, perhaps a serious way, damage him; and
yet he also knew that in the end he couldn’t care about that, because
this was what he had always wanted in his life. As it had been with
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Tufa ali of that day, he found he could not take his eyes away from
her, although he attempted to be casual and even careless with her,
“So you've come as I said you would come,” von Prum said.

“Not in the way you said,” Caterina said.

*“No. Not from the snow or the rain or the cold. But you came,
That’s what is important. None of them came.”

“None of them had anything to offer you.”

“They could have brought me the answer to the secret.”

“There is no answer.”

Every beautiful woman is beautiful in only her own way, otherwise
there would be only one beautiful woman, and this is not so. As is
said about the devil, they come in all disguises and in improbable
places, and they appear in unexpected ways.

She was, as each of them is, a macvel. To von Prum there was
about the Malatesta a quality beyond. That she would come to him
as she did betrayed to him an instinct for destruction, a willingness
to extend herself to the point of risking her own ruin. That was the
thing which excited him beyond all other things; it was the thing
beyond the glorious animal that he saw, Every man must have to see
beauty in his own way as well,

He made an effort, as he had promised himself, to resist. He told
her that be didn't like dark women, women with skin the color of
olives, and that his dreams of women were of blond women with
full white breasts who understood they were inferior to the men
they adored, and who were happy that way.

“What do you have to offer? he had said when he came back
into the room with the glasses and the brandy.

“Myself,” Caterina had said.

He allowed the brandy to work in him before he spoke again,
There was no embarrassment between them.

“Do you really think that is enough for what 1 will hase to do?"
von Prum said.

“Yes, T wil be enough for you,” Caterina said, *I will be a good
mistress for you. You'll see.”

He looked away from her, because when he watched her the
things he wanted to say were weakened by her. K

“You won't regret it," Caterina said. It was said with the simple
assurance of & woman who has known since she was very young
that some part of her at feast belongs in the dream o)l;g;g:‘yman who
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has dreamed of possessmg a beautiful woman.

“This thing could ruin me,” von Prum said. “It could destroy me.”

“You won't regret it,”” Caterina said.

“How do I know that'?”

“Because I'll show you,”

“Where do you stay?” Caterina asked, He motioned with his
head in the direction of his room and she went past him and into the
room, where she began to undress. He came to the door and stood
by the entrance to the room.

“] want to watch you,” he said.

“As you wish,” Caterina said. She moved with the assurance of
those who are beautiful in their bodies and as if he were not in the
room. When she was halfway through undressing she asked for
more brandy and she drank.

“As long as we're doing this,” she said, “there is no reason why
it should be unpleasant,”

When he was beside her he began to tremble,

“That won't do,” Caterina said. “Why arc you trembling?”

Because you're what I have wanted all my life,” von Prum said,
which was the moment of his surrender,

“Then wé understand,” the Malatesta said, “It is me for him."”
‘GYCS.YI

“You won't regret it,”
“No, I won’t regret it.”
“I'll make you a good mistress,” Caterina said. “You'll sce.”
“But I will have to take someone else,” von Prum said. “You
understand that.”
“That isn’t what I came for,” the Malatesta said,
They lay in the bed, and although the bed was small they didn’t
touch one another.
“Now what is it you want to do with me?”
“Nothing,” the German said. “I want to lie here.”
“That won’t do either,” Caterina said.
“Everthing,” von Prum said.
“Then come here.”

When dawn came and it was found that Tufa had been freed, there
was fear in Santa Vittoria. It could only mean that someone had told
about the wine. But when it was found that the wine was safe, the
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fear became joy. They learned about the Malatesta and the contrazt
she had made and the people approved of it. It was 2 very good
bargain.

“She can always bring her body back when it’s all over,” Bab-
baluche said. “It's more than Tufa would have been able to do.”

Some of the women were envious of the Malatesta.

But as the morning wore on, 2 new consideration occurred to
some of the people and the joy died.

“Now it’s someone else’s turn,” Pietrosanto said. “Someone else
had to die in Tufa’s place.” And everyone knew it was true.

By evening the city was in such a state that Bombolini was forced
to g0 across the piazza and ask to speak to Captain von Prum. He
was surprised to be invited inside Constanzias house.

“I'm sorry to have to bother you on this day,” Bombolini began,
and he was embarrassed. He had almost said on your wedding day.
He told the captain about the state of the city.

“If you must have a hostage, and it is a very bad idea,” Bombolini
faid. “the people want you to pick one. Until yon do the entire city
is condemned. We have been tortured enough.”

“And who would you suggest then?" von Prum asked. “Do you
fave some enemy you might enjoy seeing in front of a firing squad.
Du‘ you want the power of picking?”

“Put the names of all the people in a wine barrel and then let the
priest draw out the name.”

The idea of using the priest had an even stronger appeal to the
German,

“You might call it a lottery of death,” he said.

They said the words over in their minds, “A lottery of desth.”
There is an excitement to the words.

“Would the priest involve himself in something like this?” voa
Prum said.

**Oh, yes,” the mayor said, “This is God's work now. No matter
wf:o puts his hand into the barrel it will be God who chooses the
winger."”

“k would prefer the priest,” the German said. “It's @ stranse
word you use—winner, What if you are the winner?”"

:No man ever believes he'll be the one to win a lottery.”
And if you are?”
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«What could I say then?” he said. “God will have decided He
doesn’t need my kind of leadership.”

Before Bombolini left they drew up the rules for the lottery of
death. Women and children would be excluded. The honor of dying
would belong to all men between the ages of sixteen and sixty, the
same ages that the Italian government in the north of Italy had set
for the conscription of soldiers.

“When?”’

“The drawing must be held tomorrow morning so the people
will be able to go to work,” Bombolini said.

And so it was agreed.

Before an hour had passed Bombolini had called a meeting of
the Grand Council, and they met in Santa Maria of the Burning
Oven, going in through the side doors one at a time so as not to
attract any attention. They gathered to pick the winner of the
lottery.

“I don’t like to say this, because I admire you, Bombolini,”
one of the older men said, “but at a time like this, doesn’t honor
require that the leader make himself available to his people?”

Bombolini was gratified when the members of the Council voted
the idea down before he had to answer. It is not easy to turn down
the role of martyr when it is offered to you.

It was surprising, the number of people who the Grand Council
felt were qualified to die for the city and the wine, and who they
felt would not mind doing it.

“Take Enrico R—,” one of them said. “He has no friends, he
has no land, he doesn’t owe anyone money. He’s got no real reason
to live, I'm sure if you ask Luigi he would be glad to do this for us.”

“You forget,” another member of the Council said. “Enrico
happens to be married to my sister. She wouldn’t let him do it.”

They started down the list of names in Padre Polenta’s record
book, one at a time. When they came to the name of a member
of the Grand Council they had the good manners not even to
mention it but to go on to the next name. When a name that seemed
to be a possible winner came up they would judge him, and some of
the things that were said in Santa Maria that night, if they were to
be repeated even at this time, would lead to vendettas and more
bloodshed than was ever seen in those times. For a time they thought
they had found the right man, the perfect winner of thelotteryin N,
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man to surrender his life for a cause that wasn’t his own. In the
end, of course, it was the Captain of the People who had to knock
and when the door opened had to be the first to go inside. Such is the
price of leadership.

Babbaluche was smart. Some think, he was wise, also, and some
feel he was never wise. But all agree that Babbaluche was smart—
as smart as some of the cocks here who always know when you are
coming to get them and manage to die of old age on the roof tops
before they see the inside of a pot. The moment the door opened
he knew why they had come,

“You’ve come to tcll me something,” the cobbler sald “I only
hope it's good news.’

Bombolini made the error of looking down at his shoes at that
moment, and as if the movement were a magnet drawing the others
with it, every other head went down. When it came time to look
up again—because it would be required to look at the cobbler when
posing the final question—the mayor found that he could not
bring his head up. So there was a long silence that roared in the dark,
dirty little room.

“There is going to be a lottery tomorrow,” the mayor managed
to mumble.

“And you want me to serve on the committee.”

“Even more than that,” Pietro Pietrosanto said.

“That sounds flattering,” Babbaluche said. And the silence was
as deep as before. They could hear Babbaluche’s wife breathing
in the next room and the stomach of his ass, St. Joseph, whom he
kept with him in the house, rumbling.

“It's a strange lottery, eh?” Babbaluche said. His voice was

hard and cold and keen. “All the losers are winners and the winner
is the loser.”

The silence again.

“The big loser,” the cobbler said.

“I know what you want,” Babbaluche said after that. If the door
1o the housc had opencd then, Roberto says, every one @ hem -
would have backed out of the cobbler’s house and into th-
and not come back. “You want me to pick the name, bee
the one who has no other reason to protect anyone, I }
all,”

“Something like that,” Roberto said.
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“Or is it the other way around?” Babbaluche said. “There’s no
reason to protect the cobbler, because they all hate him?™

No one could take his eyes away from the pieces of leather scat-
tered all over the floor. They tried to make shapes and read things
in the coils and scraps of leather on the stone floor. If for no other
reason than for the words he said next, forgetting all the other
things he did for them, the people of the city would have to honor
Bombolini,

“Babba,” he said, “we have chosen you because we think that
you can do it best.,”

You must someday hear a peacock scream at the dawn to hear
the sounds that came from the cobbler’s throat. And the screams
of defiance and wild joy and bitterness came, not once, but over and
over again, until Roberto, for one, was fearful that he himself
would begin to scream with the cobbler, It was the finest joke of all
his life.

“We know that you are going to die soon, Signor Babbaluche,”
Roberto said. “We know that and you know it as well. That is why
we came to you,"”

*“But why didn’t you say that when you came?” the cobbler said
to the others. His wife had lit a lamp in the next room, and so there
was light in the outer room where we stood. We could hear the
woman and her two daughters moaning and crymng.

“And that’s just it,” Babbaluche said to them. “I want o dic on
my own terms. I want to die my own way. 1 don't want to give them
the satisfaction of killing me.”

Roberto didn’t know what to say because his mind doesn’t work
in the right ways for this place, but Bombolini knew what to say after
that.

“‘But that Is just it, Babba,™ he said. His voice was triumphant
now. “When they kill you, you cheat them. You rob them of what
they think they are getting. They demand a life and we give them a
corpse.”

r.ind the cobbler began to smile, differently than before, Even
though it hurt him, he began to laugh, from the stomach and not
from the throat the way he had done before.

“You make fools of them,” Bombalini said. “At the moment of
your death you're Jaughing in their faces.” .

Now everyone was excited. It was the ancient thing here, some-
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thing for nothing all over, this time turned inside out.

“You make them do what God would do next week, and they
imust pay for it,” Vittorini said. Babbaluche told them to keep God
out of this.

“will you tell them? Will you make sure, before they go, that
they know?”

“No,” Bombolini said. “Absolutely not. They must carry the
shame and guilt of Babbaluche the cobbler around in their minds
and in their hearts and rotting their souls until the day comes for
them to die.”

The cobbler actually tried a little leap in the air. “Italo,” he
shouted, “you are marvelous. You are so clever.,” He looked at
Roberto. “You are honest, you see, but Italo is clever, and that is
always better.”

Then he was sad. As bright as he had been, the light had gone
from him, and they could all read at once that death was indeed
already sitting inside his body, waiting,

“But they’ll know,” be said. “They’ll take one look at me and
know.”

But Bombolini had thought of that. “We’re going to paint your
face so you look fresh and healthy. We’ll put walnuts in your cheeks
to make them bulge. We’ll stuff things under your shirt to make you

look fat. Your voice is still good.”

The cobbler was brightening again. It was amazing to see the way
he could come back from the front door of death.

They made the plans for the morning, which was by then not too
far away. As few as possible should know, so that when the name was
picked from the wine barrel it would come as a surprise and a shock
to the people. They decided at first that every name in the barrel
should read ‘‘Babbaluche,” but realized that would be a dangerous
thing to do in case any German put his hand into the barrel. It was
decided to put all the names into the barrel and to have Padre
Polenta hold Babbaluche’s name in the sleeve of his cassock.

“But would the priest do such a thing?” Roberto asked. They
looked at him as if he were Fungo.

“Have you ever known a priest to lose at cards?” Babbaluche said.

They were going to take his wife and daughters away that night,
but Babbaluche was against it,

“They should be in the piazza to faint and fall down and cry,”
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he said. “No one can act the way they will act. Then take them away
and have three other people take their place. The Germans will
never notice.”

The others left then, to start making a list of all the names and
to set up the wine barrel in the Piazza of the People and to send
someone down to paint the cobbler’s face.

*'Oh, I look forward to this,” Babbaluche said. "My last trick on
life, my death.” The two men smiled at each other.

“Do you know what is even better?”” Bombolini said, *De you
know what will happen aver this? You will become 2 martyr. You
will become a hero of Italy. The story will go all over Italy—the
little cobbler who died for the secret of the wine."

They sat for a time enjoying the wonderful joke. There were many
things they might do with it. The cobbler couldn’t take wine, but he
could hold grappa down and he got a bottle and they shared it,
drinking for a time in silence. Because they had both had nothing
to eat for a long time they got a little drunk very easily.

An hour before the sun came up Rosa Bombolini went down to
Babbaluche’s house and woke him from his drunken sieep.

“I thought Angela was coming,” the cobbler complained. “At
Ieast I could have that on my last day.”

“You get me,” Rosa said.

She rouged his sunken yellow cheeks and darkened his eyebrows
anid brushed his hair. She used wax from the top of wine kegs to
pad out his cheeks and old sweaters under his shirt to hide the bones
of his chest and back, When he looked at himself in the mirror he
was pleased. He looked something Iike what he must have fooked
years before.

He had to lean on her in order to get up to the piazza, and when
they arrived almost all of Santa Vittoria was already there, even
though it still was dark. Al eyes were on the wine barrel, Sergeant
Traub was going through the names and he was satisfied that the
names of most of the eligible men were in the barrel. He hadn't
expected that Bombolini would put in his own, but they didn't
want Bombolini dead either.

Padre Polenta came across the piazza and he made the sign of the
cross over the people as he came. There was no man who could feel
secure, His death was in the barrel. If the Germans found out what
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was taking place, a true lottery of death wc?u]d take place. A young
man began to stir the names with a long stick.
«I¢'s out of our hands now,” a woman said. “The angel of death
is sorting out the names.” o
They watched the wine-dark barrel as if the man who was to die
would come out of it, and not his name alone. They watched it and
never took their eyes away from it, and as they watched it grew
lighter and lighter, and the moment could not be delayed much
Jonger. When the sun touched the highest tiles and began to slide
down the dark wall and turn them bright yellow, Capoferro began
to beat a slow march on his drum, a long roll followed by several
short taps. Then finally Padre Polenta began a prayer and all the
people knelt on the cobblestones and prayed for themselves and then
for their brothers and fathers and husbands, and finally for the man
who was about to die. -

At five o'clock in the morning Sergeant Traub came out of
Constanzia’s house and began to work his way through the kneeling
crowd. The people lecaped away from him as if his touch might be
the one that signaled their doom,

“Let’s get this over with,” he said to the priest.

“This is a terrible thing to ask a priest to do,” Polenta said.

“I didn’t ask you to do it. I'm only a soldier. I carry out orders.
I have nothing to do with this at all. My hands are clean.” He turned
to the priest. “Do you want me to leave it to someone else?”’

“No, no,” Padre Polenta said. “But it is a terrible thing to do.
The choice might be God’s, but the blood is yours.”

“Pick the name,” Traub said.“In the name of God, pick the name.”

Capoferro knows what to do in times like these. He should have
learned things in the one hundred years he claims to have lived. He
rolled the drums again, louder this time, much louder, the old sticks
thundering on the rim of the goatskin drum, and then Polenta’s arm
went up in the air and suddenly dipped down into the barrel like a
kingfish going after a fingerling in the Mad River, and while the old
man beat the drum the priest swirled his hand around inside the
wood. The people strained forward. There was no proof that some
mistake had not been made or some trick played. When death is at
hand every possibility becomes possible. And then the arm came
back out of the barrel—the bird had caught its fish—and the drum-

ming stopped and the priest held up the paper. The silence was
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en by a blast on wild old Capoferro's horn. X

bm’:‘(he pfiest looked at the paper as if he could not befieve \'vhat
he sead on it or make himself say the words, and he passed it to
Bombolini, who in turn passed it along to the sergeant. Sergeant
Traub looked at it one way and then the other and he checked the
pronunciation of the name with Bombolini and after that came to
full attention.

Babbalucke.

1t is strange how in a crowd, 2 mob even, the people always know
where to look. The ones around the cobbler turned toward him first,
and then all the others turned and then they began to back away
from him as if by being close they might be included in his fate or
that death might be catching,

“No,” Babbaluche cried. “It can’t be me. They don’t want me.
You have read # wrong”

The sergeant handed the paper to someone in the crowd, and it
was passed along, from hand to hand, until the cobbler held it in
his hand and read his own name. There was a scream—it was his
wife—and then there were the cries of his two daughters, and they
fell to the stones; they grabbed the sergeant and pleaded with him,
they attacked Padre Polenta and demanded that he intercede with
Captain von Prum and with God Himself. After that they were taken
out of the piazza by force and put away so no one could find them
and they could find no one.

It was not a good night for the people of Santa Vittoria. Even
though the cobbler was sick he still was going to die and in dying he
was doing it for them, because if Babbaluche didn’t go one of them
would be called. And now that he was going, the people began to
l;‘now that they were going to miss him, Babbaluche was the salt

ere.
. They came and got him even before the sun had reached down
1{\10 the piazza. They took the rope off and asked him if he would
like to go down in a cart or on a donkey’s back, but he told them he
would rather limp along,

“I want to beat the drum for you,” Capoferro said.
X ';Q’sk them,” Babbaluche said. “They’re in charge of all the killing

ere.
They allowed the old man to beat his drum.

The Germans were in their parade uniforms. Although it was
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already warm and soon would be hot, they wore their tunics and
steel helmets. At a few minutes after five the procession marched
out of the Piazza of the People, the soldiers going ahead, Babbaluch.e
limping along behind them, foliowed by Bombolini, Vittorini in his
uniform, and Capoferro behind them tapping on his goatskin drum.

The way to the rock quarry is down the Corso Cavour and through
the Fat Gate and out above the terraces along a saddle of rocky land
and cross the saddle to the quarry, where good marble used to be
found.

No one planned what happened, but if there is ever another
execution here we will do it this way. The people had lined themselves
up all the way down the Corso, and as Babbaluche started down they
reached out to touch him and say goodbye, to catch his eye or say
something for a last time, and he smiled at them and waved back.

When they came through the Fat Gate and started across the
saddle, they could sec Rana and his deaf-mute father digging the
grave that the cobbler would lie in that same day. That part we would
do differently. Even for a Babbaluche it must be a strange feeling
to see the earth come flying out of a hole and know that in a few
hours the same earth will be lying on your face and in your mouth
and you will be in there all alone, in the dark wet clay, while all of
the rest will be out in the sun at work and making a living.

If one must be shot, the quarry is a good place for it. The stone is
in the shape of a horseshoe and they were able to tie the cabbler to
the stake they had put up for Tufa and step back from it, and there
was room in the pit for all the people to watch and still be safe.
Capoferro ceased his drumming and the only sound then was of the
last people filing into the rock pit and the crunching of the German’s
hobnailed boots on the loose shale. Sergeant Traub asked if he
wanted a blindfold.

“I’'m entitled to all the sun I can get,” the cobbler told him. “It
warms me and I'm going to need it.”

The sergeant stepped forward then and read something to him in
German, some official form that turned Babbaluche into some kind
of criminal and provided an excuse for the execution. When it had
been read he took out a card and read from that in Italian.

“You are here provided one last chance to preserve your life.
Answer one question only in return for it. Where is the wine?”

Some felt that they would hear the peacock’s cry again, but
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Babbaluche made no sound. He began to smile at Traub and ke
could not stop the smile, and some of the people began to smile
also, until the whole city was smiling.

“You have the right to say something,” Traub said. He looked
at bis watch.

“It’s all right,” Babbaluche said. **You'll be back in time for your
breakfast.”

He looked out at us because he wanted to say something we might
remember, but it must not be easy to think of words that might
account for fifty years of life. The soldiers had come to attentionina
practice run, and they had leveled their rifles at the cobbler and he
began to smile once more,

“Why do you laugh?” Traub said. “This is & serious business.”

“The rifles,” Babbaluche said. *Those six little black eyes Jooking
for my heart," He looked out at us, “They know,” he said, “I don't
have one.”

Traub looked at his watch again.

“Take the cork clapper off the bell,” Babbaluche said. “Give the
poor bastards in Scarafaggio back their sound.”

None of us recalls Traub giving any verbal order to fire, but the
shots were fired and the sound was enormous in that quarry, and
then the cabbler was feaning forward against the ropes of the stake.
It was done, The smoke rose from the ends of the rifles and we were
very silent. It was the silence of many and it was in its manner as
enormous as the firing had been and so the sergeant ordered his
men to reload at once and they formed a close rank and they turned
and started out of the rock pit as fast as they could march without
seeming to run from us.

“Long live Babbaluche,” Bombolini shouted,

“Long live Babbaluche,” the people of the city shouted. The
sound shouted back at us from the high stone walls and that too
Ww2as enormous.



CHAPTER VIII
THE TRIUMPH OF SANTA VITTORIA

AFTER that the whole spirit changed. We were the way that Bab-
baluche had been with Sergeant Traub the morning of his death;
there was nothing left that they could do to us. Even if they found
the wine, we knew and they understood that we would kill them.
It was possible that if they found the wine they would say nothing
about it at all.

We no longer saw them or heard them, They lived among us, but |
they were no longer a part of us. The soldiers spent all of their time
in the wine cellar, playing cards among themselves and drinking
wine. They were drunk most of the time. A few of the Good Time
Boys went down to see them, but these were men who had lost a lot
of money and needed to win it back again or face ruin, and so they
were allowed to go. The Germans spent all of their time drinking
and trying to apologize with their eyes.

It didn’t matter. There was nothing they could apologize for.
We might have hated them, but, for the time at least, Babbaluche
had put an end to that. To hate the Germans would have ruined the
joke of his death.

“Oh, it’s all right,” people would say to the soldiers, the few
times people talked to them. “He was only the best cobbler we ever
had here. But it doesn’t matter. Believe us. It is just as he said. It
doesn’t matter.”

We wouldn’t allow them to apologize and that is a terrible thing
to do to people.

We almost never saw von Prum after that, and we never saw
Caterina at all. She alone of all the Santa Vittorians still suffered from
the occupation. She was a prisoner in the house because he loved her,
she was all that he had left and because he had vowed that if she
left him the last thing that he would do was to see that Tufa died
for it, and she knew that this was the one person he was still capable
of killing.

“I did some bad things,” von Prum said. “See? 1 know that. But
everything I did was for the country.”

“What you forget,” Caterina told him, “is that every place is
someone’s country.”

156
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“Someday, when this is all over, I'll come back here and I'll do
something for the people here. Il build them a new fountain, I'!
belp them build a school. Do you think they would like that?"

**Oh yes,” Caterina said. “‘Come back and build them a school.”
And she was right about that. It’s the way we are. We'll take a school
from anyone just so they don’t try to teach in jt.

His plans for returning here some day and doing good works for
us occupied his time. There are more notes on that as well. In the
course of this he must have scoured his soul and bleached it a bit,
because his sense of well-being began to return.

“I have looked into the chaos, I have plumbed the depths,” he
wrote later, *I have dropped a bucket into the inner well of myself
and it begins to come up with clear water. The riddle of my cxistence
is this: That although I have made errors and I admit to them, at
the same time I am forced to conclude that, like it or not, in the end
I am dedicated to the good life.”

After that, he began to go out a bit, a few short walks in the
piazza, and he smiled at the women at the fountain and was pleased
to find that the smiles were sometimes returned.

“I think they understand,” he told Caterina. “These are good
people, They know that at the bottom of 1t all I am only a soldier
and that sometimes a soldier is forced to do things that aren’t nice
but which duty demands be done.”

He was happier with himself after that. He felt secure in himself
once more. He had done his best, and he was content with most of
it. If some people had been harmed, he hadn’t wished it to go that
way. He was at ease except for the one thing that always came back
to haunt him. He was secure enough one afternoon, a day or perhaps
two days before the harvest began, to ask Bombolini to come to sec
him.

“Don’t go,” cveryone told the mayor. “It dishonors us,” But he
went,

He was surprised to see the Malatesta. Everyone had said that she
was wasting away, it was what they wished o believe, but in truth
she had never looked better to Bombolini. The hot tubs and the
good food and the warm bed had not harmed her. He looked at her
and when their eyes met be understood her at once. Why should she
waste away because of him? Whose victory would that be? Bab.
baluche would have approved, Bombolini thought.
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“I’'m going to do something for you,” von Prum said. “I am going
to risk my entire professional future for you. We are not going to be
the only Germans here, you understand. Sometime soon there will
be a general withdrawal from the south and a stand will be made
somewhere along a new line here. At that time there may be thou-
sands of soldiers here. It is possible that a major battle could take
place and it is possible that then the wine—oh, don’t make that face,
Bombolini; we aren’t children—that the wine will be uncovered.
The headquarters of my unit has already withdrawn. Records are
in disorder. As commander of Santa Vittoria I am prepared to
swear that the wine they find is legitimately your wine, that you have
paid your share to the Reich, and the wine must not be touched.”

Bombolini thought about the proposal, because there was in truth
some merit in it.

“Then you would be the savior of the wine,” he said.

“Yes, you can look at it that way. I have no interest in the wine.
The wine is nothing to me. You know that. But now I would like
to help your people. Give me the opportunity to save your wine
for you.”

Bombolini had gotten to his feet. He wanted to leave because he
was afraid of doing something ridiculous or even dangerous.

“I cannot express how much I appreciate your generosity,” he
told the captain. “Only an extraordinary man could make such a
proposal. It is with a sense of true sadness that I once again must
tell you that there is no other wine.”

There is one moment when it is right to begin to pick the grapes.
One day too soon, and the grapes will have been deprived of all the
richness that God intended them to receive; a day too late, and a
touch of the devil’s rot begins. On the right day the last of all the
possible moisture has been taken from the air and the soil and the
vines and the leaves and sent to the clusters of swollen fruit. The last
bit of the sun has been absorbed by the leaves to warm the juice and
cause the sugar to bulge against the skins. And when that balance is
reached, which is known by men like Old Vines who have roots in
the soil and their soul in the vines, the time has come to pick.

In the early days everyone works. Bombolini goes down to the
terraces and sweats. Vittorini goes down. This year, for example,
Roberto, although his leg pained him, worked with Rosa and Angela
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and the Casamassima family from dawn until dark and untl he
thought sometimes he would die. But he liked the work when it was
not too painful. There was something satisfying about picking and
holding the heavy clumps of ripe fruit, and he hiked working by
Angela” s side, sweating together in the October sun, walking up the

her in the cool of the evening. Once, next to her
in the darkness of the leaves, without thinking about it, he put his
hands on her hips and then around her waist and kissed her on the
back of the neck, and she didn’t turn or pull away or even move.

“You shouldn't do that,” she said.

“Why not? I wanted to do it.”

““We don’t do that here. The boy who does that to the girl means
he wants to marry her.”

He had said nothing at the time, but fater in the day he told her
that maybe he would marry her.

“No.”" She pointed to her bare feet, “Americans don't marry
girls with bare fect. Besides, what would I do there? I only know how
to pick grapes.”

“Do you know how to go to the movies?”

“Yes.”

*“You could go to the movies. You could sit in the movies all day
and play the radio all night.”

She thought about it. “No, I wouldn't like that. I like to pick
the grapes.”

“I was joking with you. They do more than that in America.
You think about it.”

*“I like to pick the grapes. I like it here.”

The wine in the first of the barrels stopped boiling on the fifth day
after the grapes had been pressed, and that meant that the harvest
festival would be earlier than was usual. The nights were cool and
heavy with fog, and the sediment in the barrels began to drift to
the bottom and the wine to turn clear and cool.

All of the grapes except the ones that would be used for the tradi-
tional wine pressing had already been picked,

“Get ready. Prepare yourselves,” OId Vines ordered. “I taste the
wine in the morning.”

It began, the day of the festival, in the darkness of the morning
at a few minutes past four o’clock.
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It didn’t begin in the sense that a day usually begins, by degrees,
a little at a time; it began all at once. It erupted; the day exploded
on us.

A child ran into the Piazza of the People.

“Here they come,” he shouted. “I saw them. They're at the Fat
Gate now.”

And right after that we heard them coming up the Corso Cavour
as if they were trumpeting through a megaphone. The San Marco
Penitentiary Thieves and Guards Brass Band. They must have
walked the whole dark night through, good men, reliable men who
have never let us down, down the mountain from San Marco della
Rocca, out through the prison gates, across the valley and up our
mountain until there they were, at the Fat Gate, blowing their lungs
and hearts out in the Iast darkness of night, drowning out the children,
overcoming the frightened bleating of the sheep and the tunking of
ox bells, the sound of the guns we no longer noticed firing to the
south, even outcrying the cocks, who had had their morning stolen
from them.

“All Hail Garibaldi” at four o’clock in the morning, “Italy
Forever” coming up out of the pipe of the street at ten minutes past
four, “The March of the Alpini Brigade™ near the top of the Corso,
and by the time they got to the piazza and began to march into it
“Garibaldi” once more. There were a thousand people there to
shout a welcome to them.

Eight men in all, eight in green-and-gold uniforms, eight good
musicians, some of the finest thieves and bravest guards in all of
Italy, five thieves and three guards, one piccolo, one trombone, one
clarinet, two trumpets, cymbals, one bass drum, who would be
supported by our own Capoferro, and the leader, the maestro
Stompinetti, the Rock of San Marco, who had spent two years in
Cleveland, Ohio, and knew all about it.

Bombolini welcomed them to the city of Santa Vittoria.

The Germauns were impressive, immaculately uniformed under
von Prum. At the church door Vittorini made a salute, and Bombo-
lini welcomed them as guests of honor at the festival.

“As a representative of the German people and the German
nation, we are honored to accept,” Captain von Prum said.

“Wait until the Resistance gets their hands on this Bombolini,”
Stompinetti said. ““What kind of an Italian is this. Why didn’t he
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get down in the piazza and Kiss his ass while he was about it

“Wait,” the people around him said. “Just wait. He knows what
he’s doing.™

At the foot of the church steps a large black wooden coffin was
placed on two wine barrels,

“The first of our traditions,” the mayor said. “It holds the corpse
of the old year gone by. We destroy the old year and in that way give
birth to the new that lies ahead.”

“Very beautiful,” von Prum said. “Very symbolic.”

“Would you and your men care to act as honor guard?™

“We should be honored.”

“The old is dead,” Padre Polenta said from the top of the church
steps.

“The new,” the priest called out—and the dove began to skid
down the wire, tied to it upside down by his pink feet—*"is born.™

The nofse is raspy and sometimes the dove cries out, but it made
no sound this year. The explosion, however, was as Jood and com-
plete as ever. Peces of the coffin went straight up into the air and
others flew out in all directions into the piazza. The smoke was so
dense that from the center of the piazza it became impossible to see
the front of Santa Maria. When it did clear we could sce the Ger-
mans, all nine of them, face down on the piazza stones, mingling
with ox turds, and several of them, better trained than the others
perhaps, with their rifles already in their hands, kneeling and facing
the people. There was a great cheer then, an enormous cheer from
the people, because this officially opens the fesra.

Some of the people ran to help the soldiers to their feet, and they
tried to brush the manure and the axle grease ofl their uniforms, but
without much success. Bombolini said something to the captam and
he smiled and patted him on the back, but nobody was actually
able to hear what he said because of the roaring in their ears.

In the center of the piazza, near the fountain, a platform had
been built in the night and on it stood the first of the wine barrels,
and by the barrel stood Old Vines. He looked then as he always
did, as il he were about to be sentenced to his death and he dropped
through the platform floor. Padre Polenta said a prayer and then
a young girl, all white in her Communion dress, took a copper
pitcher and turned the barrel tap and filled the pitcher with wine,
and when it was full she handed it to OId Vines. There was no
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sound at all in Santa Vittoria then. Even the animals, who exist by
the wine as much as we do, seem to know enough to be silent then.
He held the pitcher in the air and then he began to pour the new
wine into a large crystal wine glass which he then held over his
head, the way the priest holds up the chalice before consecrating
the sacred Host, and he turned in all four directions.

“1t is vino nero,” Old Vines called out. “Good and black.”
There was a roar from the crowd, but not a great one. It was a good
sign, but not enough.

Now he lifts the glass to his lips and the people push forward,
because they demand not only to see it but to hear the wine washing
around in his mouth and being kissed by his tongue and lips, and
then he spits it out and no one moves.

They knew it was good. He could not hide the look that began
to spread out on his red face. The question now was, How good?

“Frizzantino,” the old man shouted. And then there was the roar,
the true roar, almost as great as the one that had greeted Bombolini
so many months before,

“The wine is alive,” he shouted. “It dances.” He took more of
the wine. This he swallowed.

“The needles on the tongue.”

“Give us, give us,” the people shouted. They reached up for the
wine glass but he didn’t give it to them then.

“It’s as fresh as the air,” he shouted, “It tastes like the sun in the
sky.” He had never spoken this way of the wine before. He told
them that the wine was fat but at the same time light, that it was
fruity and yet not sweet, and that the bouquet was strong enough to
drown the brain.

“It is a good wine,” he said. The first of the desirable categories.

“It is a great wine.” The cheering grew louder. They waited for
the third category that is almost never awarded.

“It is a wine too good for men to drink,” Old Vines told them.
He was bholding the glass up to the gods that only he recognized.

“We have grown a wine fit for the saints.”

As we do, the oldest of each family comes forward with a pitcher
and the pitcher is filled at the barrel and the wine is taken back to
the family and sipped and tasted and then drunk by all, from the
oldest down to the youngest. When all the families had tried the
wine the San Marco Brass Band broke into some gay song from the
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mountains to the south of here, and the time for reverence was past,
and the uproar began in the piazza.

“Now comes a real treat,” Bombolini shouted into von Prum’s
ear. “No outsiders have ever done this before. You are going to b
allowed to help carry the statue of Santa Maria,”

Teams of men carry the statue and it is considered an honor to be
chosen, There are cight men to a team and each year three teams
are chosen, With Polenta in the lead, the statue is carried around the
Piazza of the People and then down the Corso Cavour through the
Fat Gate and across the terraces. As he goes the priest blesses the
doorways and the windows and on the terraces he blesses the last
of the grapes of this harvest and the roots of the vines for the harvest
1o come.

It is not a heavy statue, but the distance is long, and when the
day is hot it can prove to be work fit only for the strong. To many,
carrying the statue is a kind of penance. It was as if they were saying
to God, “I sweat for you, You sweat for me.”

The statue was hollow, whether by design or by deceit has never
been known.

The first team carried the statue all the way down the Corso
Cavour, and the people came out and pinned lire to the statue, and
those who had no money 1eft food in her arms and put things in the
cart that came along behind,

At the Fat Gate a second team took over the statue and it went
down to the terraces. Most of the men were older men, some as old
as sixty, but they held the statue high and went down the mountain
and through the grapes at a good pace. Young girls were picking
the last of the grapes and the German soldiers, getting into the spirit
of things, helped them fill the baskets.

*You had better take it easy,” Pietrosanto warned them. “You're
going to be next with the statue.”

. “If those old men can carry it, we can carry it,” Heinsick told

“They know how to do it. It's harder than it looks,” Bombolini
said. “They've done this for years,”

**With one hand,” one of the soldiers said, “One hand,”

“I don’t know,” Pictrosanto said. Heinsick called Zopf over and
told him to roll up his shirt sleeve. He had an arm the thickness ofa
man’s leg. “One of your Bavarian oxes,” the corporal said proudly,
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Heinsick himself was built like a bull.

In the center of the terraces the statue was set down on the cart
to test and the men and women and the soldiers walked across
through the vineyards for the blessing of the vines. ‘When the prayers
were done and they came back, Bombolini asked Captain von Prum
if his men were ready to accept the honor of carrying the statue.

“We have been looking forward to it,” von Prum said, and the
people applauded.

They lifted it up easily and put it on their shoulders and they
started back up through the terraces at a good pace. It is traditional
after the prayers for the people to sing their way back up to the
town and the band plays, following along behind, because the
sacred time is over and the wine waits in the piazza and the pressing
of the last grapes will begin, and greased-pole climb still lies ahead.

The Germans were good about it at first. The people here can’t
keep step, but the soldiers never lost a beat. Sergeant Traub counted
the cadence even though he was one of the men under the statue.

“Qne two three four, one two three four”—in German, loud and
clear and strong,

“You had better save your breath,” Bombolini warned him, but
the sergeant smiled and kept on shouting. It went very well then for

at least a hundred steps, but after that Traub ceased to count and
then the steps slowed a little and the band, to keep in time, had to
play a little slower and the people had to sing a little slower, so after
fifty more paces they ceased playing *““Garibaldi” and began to play
the “Lament for Sardinia,” a sad slow song about some thieves who
starved to death in the mountains there. Soon some of the people,
even older men, impatient to get up to the piazza, began to go past
the men carrying the statue and the men carrying it began to fall
back.

“What’s the matter with you?” von Prum called to them. “Keep
it moving. Pick up the step.”

For a short time after that, through a strong show of effort, they
were able to pick up the step and Traub began to count again, in 2
small voice. But then it seemed to be too much for them once more
and the step slowed and finally, still a long way from the Fat Gate,
it ceased to be what could be called a step or a march at all but
became a kind of clump, the way a tired man on a steep mountain
puts down his feet, one after the other, with great deliberation.
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“The first man to drop out receives a summary court martial,”
von Prum said, in a low voice that only his men were meant to hear.

1t is a true thing that if the desire to live were enough, no man,
for example, would ever drown. But there comes a time when the
body can no longer do even what it deeply desires. The Germans®
legs were quivering and it was only a matter of a few more steps
before at least one of the sixteen legs would quiver too much and
g0 under, which is what happened. The result was the same as missing
a stroke with the oar of a boat. For one moment they stopped and
teetered, they started to go back and held themselves and they ran
forward a step or two, and there was a second at least when they
came within a foot of the edge of the cart track and plunging down
into the terraces with Santa Maria on their backs.

“The sacred statue,” Bombolini shouted. “In the name of God.
hold it.”

The old women began to cry out. They shouted to the Mother
of God to reach down and save Santa Maria, for Santa Maria to
save herself, and in the end the Germans held, although the veins
were sticking out on their foreheads and their eyes were bulging,

No one could say why they stopped. It is said that in a war no one
can say why an attack stops. Each soldier has his own reason and his
own limit, but all at once the attack stops. It was that way with the
burden of Santa Vittoria.

“‘Step,” the captain called out, and no one took a step. They
stood where they were, and the statue shook with the effort simply
to keep it from falling,

Six young men then—it was important to Bombolini that there
were six and not ¢ight—eased the poles off the Germans’ shoulders
and not one of them made a protest, not even Captain von Prum,
and they slung the statue on their shoulders and started up toward
the Fat Gate at a fast pace and even managed to break into a trot.
Stompinetti saw them coming, and he broke into a Neapolitan quick
step, and they went the rest of the way up to the Fat Gate as if they
were going home for their soup,

The Germans fell where they had stood. ‘They sprawled out in the
white dust of the cart track and stared up at the sky, unable to move,
ar cutled up in the dust to stop the shaking of their muscles,

When the statue of Santa Maria, which had been carried by nine
or ten different groups by then, was being placed up on the platform
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on which OId Vines had first tasted the wine that moraing. And when
they were sure that none of the Germans had managed to recover
and come back inside the Fat Gate, they took out the great boulder
that had been put in the saint’s belly and dropped it in a cart and to.ok
it away so that it would never be seen again. After that they carried
Santa Maria back into the dimness of the church and put her back
up on her dark dim pedestal, where Polenta began to strip her of the
grapes and the vines and the lire that had honored her. She had
served her people well.

For the Germans the day seemed to have ended, but the festival was
only beginning. There was the noon meal of cold cooked beans and
raw onions spread on fresh bread and drowned in olive oil and then

' there was the new wine washing it down, buckets and glasses and
pitchers and bottles and jugs of wine, and everyone went around
shouting *“frizzantino . . . yes, it is true, it is really truly frizzanting,”
as if the word had just been invented, until it became boring to
hear, beautiful as the word is.

After lunch the people slept, except for those who still had busi-
ness to do. Longo and a crew of men were converting the Fountain
of the Pissing Turtle so that it would run with wine that evening and
Marotta and his son were preparing the fireworks display.

At four o’clock the fountain began to run with wine and when the
men cheered, the people began to wake up and come back into the
piazza. The wine arched out above their heads, sparkling in the after-
noon sunlight, and fell back into the barrel from which it had been
pumped, foaming and bubbling and leaping with life. When the
first of the Germans, Captain von Prum and Sergeant Traub, came
back up into the Piazza of the People the fountain was already
flowing with wine, the band was ready to play again and Lorenzo
the Magnificent Wine Presser was standing knee deep in our grapes.
It was a little after four o’clock when Marotta received the signal
from Old Vines and fired a Roman candle out over the people’s
heads. As the little colored balls of flame began to hit the walls and
drop among them, Stompinetti broke into the “Wine Presser’s Song”
and the festa was underway once more.

It is a strange song, a slow dance, since wine pressing is hard and

heavy work. It seems very ancient and as if it had come from some
other part of the world, because we have no other song like it. The
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trampling of the grapes must be done in a slow rhythm, in a swaying
movement that goes back and forth and side to side more than up
and down.

He began the dance as he always did, with his own woman, a
Gypsy who looks as if she had spent one life already as a wolf, and
when she was tired and he was through with her, he began to point
at people in the crowd and they would come up and get into the
barrel and begin to dance with Lorenzo, There is no turning away
when you are summoned to the press. It would insult the wine and
it would insult Lorenzo, neither of whom must be insulted, Anything
is allowed to Lorenzo. The women hold up their skirts and show
their legs and even their thighs, and Lorenzo holds them by the
hands and by the arms and around their waists, If the legs are good,
strong and firm and brown and muscled, the men cheer the legs and
the women shout suggestive things that any other time of the year
would not be allowed.

All women are lost to Lorenzo the minute the music begins, Every
woman knows this and Lorenzo knows it and all of the men in Santa
Vittoria know it. He dances with a woman until she yields to him,
until she surrenders herself completely and he can move her to the
1eft or right or in any way he wishes her to go, by a flicker of the
¢ye, a breath, the touch of a finger. She belongs to Lorenzo then, and
when she does he discards her.

The same goes for the men. It s a challenge with the men, and he
never loses. He dances not until the man surrenders, but until the
man can g0 on no longer. Woman after woman danced with Lorenzo,
all succumbing totally to the spirit of the dance and his powers.
Angela. Caterina Malatesta. Both Roberto and von Prum were
furious with jealousy. As Caterina returned to Constanza’s house,
she knew that Tufa would be waiting for her in Constanzia’s house
when she went back to it, He was behind the door, 1n the darkness
of the room, when she entered it. Even in the darkness she could
see the wildness of his eyes, They were as wild as those of Lorenzo,
but these were wild with loss and so were more dangerous.

“If you're going to do something to me I want you to do it at
once, without talking,” Caterina said to him. She could see that he
held a knife in his hand.

“And $0 you gave yourself to him, too,” Tufa said. “In front of
the entire city.”
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«All worhen give themselves to Lorenzo. I'm no different.”

“If be had asked you would have taken off your dress and lain
with him in the grapes.”

She said nothing.

“Admit it,” he said. “Admit that.”

“Yes, of course,” Caterina said. “You know how I am.’

He crossed the room and stood at the entrance to the small
bedroom.

«“And this is where you sleep with him,” Tufa said. His voice held
anger and disgust. :

“What do you want to do with me?” Caterina asked. “What do
you need from me?”’

There was laughter coming from the piazza, and she knew they
were laughing at the captain. Tufa had gone into the room and he
was prodding the bed with the toc of his shoe.

*So this is where you curl up with the German? What do you say
to him?” He came back toward her. *“Maybe sometimes you forget
and call him Carlo, eh? Do you ever do that?”

She had turned away. She realized that she was bored, not by
him, but by the necessity of going through with whatever it was Tufa
wouild have to go throngh. :

“Don’t go away from me,” Tufa said. He had meant it as an order,
but it had come from his mouth as a plea.

“Do what you have to do, Carlo. If you have to use the knife,
use the knife, but in the name of God, do it.”

It angered him,

“You're so Goddamn brave. You're so above us,” Tufa said.
“Do you know what they do here when a woman dishonors her man?
Do you know what they do with their knives?”

She turned back toward Tufa. “They cut them here,” she sald
“So they can't dishonor again.”

“Yes, there,” Tufa said. “It’s very ugly and very cffective.”

She decided to try.

“I didn’t dishonor you,” Caterina said. “I came here because I
honor your life.”

She told him, because she was bored and because she didn’t care
what became of herself any longer, that he was the same as the
German, that they were the same men, that he didn’t have the dignity
of the fat mayor or the courage of the young boy Fabio.
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“‘When all of this was over I wouldn't have come back,” Caterina
said,

“You would have come back,” Tufa said. He was nodding his
head, over and over again, and she knew he was dangerous, and
although she didn’t care she also experienced fear. “But I wouldn't
have had you. 1 would have done this,” Tufa shouted. The shout
would have been heard in the piazza but for the music, which was
loud and fast then, and the laughter of the people watching the
Germae being dishonoted in the wine press. The knife entered her
stomach. The pain was not as bad as she had thought it would be,
and the feeling she felt above all others was relief that it was over.
She knew also that she would Jive.

All of Tufa's anger was gone. He ponted to the wound.

“Every man you give yourself to will know why that was done,”
‘Tufa said. “They'll hate you for jt.”

*“No, some man will Jove me for it,” the Malatesta said.

On the floor was a leather suitcase which had belonged to Caterina
and in which Tufa had put some of his things. All of his rage was
gone,

“I'm sorey 1 had to do that, but 1t was something that had to be
done,” Tufa said.

“I understand,” Caterina said. “Don’t apologize to me.” There
was a great deal of blood from the wound, but she was unwilling to
tend to it until he was gone,

*I have my honor back,” Tufa said. He had picked up the suitcase.
Thke peaple were making & great deal of noise, and it would be a good
time for him to go. “You were brave but I have my honor back.™

In the meantime, Lorenzo had taken von Prum into the dance
They danced until the German dropped, almost drowning in the
wine, The people then theew him from the press. His head hit the
cobblestones hard, and he was carried limply to Constanzia’s house.

The dancing ended at two o’clock in the morning and the Germans
came at five. These were, as Pietrosanto said, the real Germans, hard,
bearded men who were fighting and running for their lives. The
soldiers were men from the Hermann Goering Parachute Division
and they came through the Fat Gate and up the Corso Cavour in
tittle half:tracks whose treads crushed the tops of our cobblestones
into powder. They never Jooked at us. They mored through us with

o
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the assurance of men who knew that if so much as one shot was
fired at them by some Resistance fighter, they would burn the town
to the ground. They asked what German was in command and where
he was. '

The officer was led across the piazza and they pointed to Con-
stanzia’s house. What happened after that was unfair to Captain
von Prum. They found him in bed with Caterina Malatesta, since
she had felt too weak to go to her own home and she was also afraid
of what childish act he might commit if she left him then. They pulled
him out of the bed, his hair mottled with wine and blood, his body
dyed in it. He was too stunned and too sick from the fall he had
taken the night before to protect himself.

“This is the shit we leave behind to run things while we fight,”
the parachute officer said. We could hear it in the piazza. He slapped
Captain von Prum in the face and there was nothing the captain
could do but stand in the room and look at the floor. It must have
been very painful,

“Where are the rest of your men?”

“I don’t know,” von Prum said.

The officer looked at the other officers with him.

“He doesn’t know.”

He seized von Prum by the nose and he pulled his head to the
left and right. “He doesn’t know,” he said, “He doesn’t know.” He
stepped away and he kicked von Prum in the testicles, and the captain
went down to the floor.,

“This is the kind of scum who is destroying us,” he said. They
left then, and within ten minutes all of them were in the Corso
Cavour and going back down the mountain,

We were helpful to the ones that were left. We were glad to help
them. The women gave them cups of hot tea made from field herbs
and grass, and the men gave them grappa to get the blood going
again.

After von Prum had joined the departing Germans, Fabio ran to
catch him at the Fat Wall. He told him, “Ten years from now, if you
are alive, you will wake up in the night and you will start going over
the city again, house by house and street by street, trying to pick
up the church and look under it, and it will begin to drive you mad.
Where did you fail? you will ask yourself. How did they fool you?

And you will know only one thing for certain.”
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Fabio paused to be sure that von Prum was hearing him,

“What?" Traub said. “Certain of what?”

“That we are Jaughing at you. That we were laughing at you when
you came and we always faughed at you and that we will always
laugh at you.”









