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I.

Gracie has been up for an hour, since 6:00, setting breakfast ready
for family. Knock on front screen door. (Rover leaps

— ) Gracie suspicious. Man introduces self as new garage
mechanic, comes in, cracks about St. Peter. Considerable small talk
about family (Willie in yard, children upstairs living here --
years, not bad get used to it, trains, produced rent, tending
gates, out-house, tub ((make own boiling water)) wallpaper, coal
dust) she says she talks too much, giggles, asks him about self "He
lives in country, alone -- not much more", frowns.

Gracie says, "We used to live in the country, was more quiet,
always knew you had something to eat -- but city life kinda gets
you -- clothes, movies, trolley cars (Howard sees room cluttered
up with bric-a-brac, gadgets). Gracie impressed that he talks to
her so leisurely. Everybody else around garage always so busy,
never have time to talk. He jokes around for a few minutes, plays
with Rover then says he supposes he should get back to garage. She
invites to breakfast. Helps her out with garbage can. She opens
gates, invites him in later for drink. Gracie says she can't talk
long, "factry people don't like it." He says maybe after work.

She watches him drive truck up road.

1. "He ain't no father and he ain't no husband. What good

is he to us == I wisht he'd diel!"

"Margie!"



f"Well I wzsht he would —= T aln't afraid.to say it ==

|11 say it again -- I W1sht he'd dle.ﬂ i |

%ﬁgush_goux;m@uﬁh, girl! Atialn!t nlgekﬁ_

H_"If ﬁe ﬁas5; fégl fathéf 'ﬁhy'aiﬂqflﬂe”ﬁb'hefé-pfotéetiﬁ'
us == stead of makln' slats - oughta bury hlm in ‘the

'-cellar in that f11e of wood of hlS 'n 75"“
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CHAPTER 0

"Shut that doof in thelsummer kitchen, quiék; and_COﬁe here
in the front room --" Gracie_all wrought up. A suddeh summer
storm broke loose, and rain beats merciléssly 6n house. A wind
races along iron fence, and howls through shacks in backyard, loose
black boards are heard chattering.

Gracie is terrified; "Tern off the lights -- tern off the
lights, I sgd_;-" A candle flashes in middle of iiviﬁg room.
Margie sits on sofa,'hdldiné her breath.

"Damn the factory -- why coul&n't they tear down those
‘godawfui-shécks;bqgk tﬁere Qélway the wind comes howling through
" there is enuf ﬁo-ééaré thé:soﬁl outta person." |

Roll of thunder and Iightening crackles for full sustained
minutes. They shrink in their chairé and in the wavering light
their visages grow waxen. "Did you lock the.gate? Afraid storm
will téar it oft -3 ain't'nothing gonna tear ‘that off."

. ““Tear en down,-d&:n ye, tear em down!“. Gfabie 5creaﬁs,'her
-eyes are luminous with fear.

"I ain't been near them shacks since I first heard a man wasl
hung in "fun" -- i don't see whey they ieave 'em up - they're
ain't nuthin' in 'eﬁ but bats and spooks and ghosts - where the
boys work? tremulously;. |

they're 6ut; it's jest terrible, them oﬁt:on'a night 1like
this, an' us left alone — Gracie. |

"What's he doing?"
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"He's down in the cellar choppin' out slats =-" Margie, "He's
a helluva man to hang around at a tine like this --Iwisht I. was
deaf like he is -- I wouldn't hear none of there noises and tunder
'bangin's.“ | ‘

-“He.ain'tlreally deaf'—¥ he's deaf only when he wants to be
-- an' he_hears good as you an' me wnen he wants.te -1 Anether
gust of wind'makes?shrill'whistling.sound as lt passes through
,yard. | _ . ; | -
| "Mar'gi-e -'is"'-'c'I‘lattc‘:.\.r:ing:r —— "I swear,; na, -' t'he'. damned yard is
fhaunted - 1f the factory den't tear them places down t'marrer I'm
-leav1n' here = I'll go anyplace, anyplace y'hear il Shutterl

rattles and w1nd rips it of £ top hinge and 1t hangs creaklng W1th

._'every new gust.

Gracie looks.across room to Margle. .Her face is sucked in and
frozen.l |

"Marge, I got a perrlble'feelin' in the pit o' ma stomach -

"What ye mean?"

"I got a feelin' sumthing's goinl to happen —n

“MaYbe it's;yaﬁr artnritls - atfs always achin' up in this
kind o' weather." e |

"No =-- it's not my arthritis 'feeli'n -- ‘it's' a tlii'f'fer_ent
" feelin' --" | | |
"is it ---goed'or'bad7“

"I dunno -- 1t's jest, jest dlfferent - I aln't never had 1t1

-_'before —-=n

- mIs it goin' to haﬁpen soon -?"
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- "How db Ihk&oﬁ? i.jeét féei it iike a hand in my stomach -
an'-its fiﬁ§EES readhinf%oqt Eﬁd touéhih'-éli.qf us =-"

Margie shivers =-- "Cut out talkin' yourrfoolishneés ;-yqu're

blabberin' like a sﬁcb‘-’.'-—v-—_fnqw cut it out!". Silence, listen to
: rain,.- i€ c . .- i. o ..
| .. Margie, “Leffé~gb uﬁéﬁéirs;to béd-h— i#illlprobébly rain all
niﬁé.——? | ' | : . '  ‘

Gracie; ﬂ;-gﬁesé we might aé'wel;:go'up;“'nid the boys take
keys?  You sure? It's prbbabiy rainin?-in”nﬁstairs =="  They
‘clamber ﬁp slole_iﬁ‘darkness,

' Gracie, "Damn the factry -- don'tzdo.nothing for us = leaQing

up the shacks - leavin' the roof leakin' - damn- their hides --"



"Hello .. .. Is _St'-.. Peter in?" Vo'i_ce- 'trai_\aiels_thréugh living
room into kitpheanhere Gracie Rﬁthérford busies hersglf“bver black
stove like a gfeatlhen;' | | . - .

"What? What in éhe world?" She is étaftled. She hears
screen. door rgf—tie against bolt. Runs back. "Jest a minute . . ."
she ca%}S'out. Turngédbwﬁ knobs on gas;:ange; Looks up at clock.
hanging over cup_boafd, wonders "Who in the wurld is that at t-his‘
hour. Ain't nobody come ;Eppiﬂg at the dobr at quarter to
seQen_. . . Jest a minute!" Gracie-wipeé her palms on her small
Whité.abron:ﬁiﬁﬁed tdihef Waistlinq,_ﬁaédiés into living room.
"Quiet Rover!"™ Dong jumpéfat”door. Growlé_at Gracie's side.

Her head is bent tS a side. She adjusts rimless specs and
peers curiously at form of man vaguely outlines against screen
door. "One thing is sure, he ain't no bill collector;" she thinks.

"Morning, ma'am," speaks pleasaritly. | |

"Mornin'", rising. inflection fdistfustful), as though she has
doubts. Her_head moves up and down screen. |

"I'm Howard Grumpner, the néw mechanic. They tell me you're
the St. Peter around here." "What?" "I'm'sorry,“ laughs, "I mean
keeper of the gate <-:)ut here -==" |

"Me'cha_nic? Oh,' yes, they _fold me a new man is coming on this
mornin; -- jest a minute, leme open this hefe doof." She fumhles
with bolt, looks at.him before opening, invites him in. “"Come in;

come in. Sorry to keep you waiting."
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"That's all right. I'm-sorry;to bother yoﬁ so early in the

" morning . . .."' | | |
She gives him seat on the "teet," I(t-akés'" off the covers; this

is where'Willie.sleepe) ﬁﬁlls shade up a bit on screen door, lifts

shade half way up window . (comments on last night's terrlble storm, .

scared) Dog growls under the table. She qu;ets_hlm. "He' s like

us -- susplclous of strangers..f

"It's kinda dark in-here = don't you pull them all the way up?" .
"Never Qog Nelghbors crost the street are: always peepln' in.
5uspicioue'damned Qeqple you ever dld-see." | '
| "Why do they peep in?" "Don't know, but all day long they set
on the steps ovef thefe and looks and stares at us. We ain't had
Inothini with em' en yeafs. (As.for as they is concerneéd, we live
by an island). We kﬁoys theys always talkiné abdut us --- fact the'
.we speak, couhty*folk{“ | . | .
Howard looks out through screen,;across road. cobﬁle street
with separates house from row of red brlck houSes, white wooden

- steps. Suns is up over top of houses, gllstened on mornlnq dew ,

rays - throuqh screen door and w1ndow, feels warmth on
arm of chair. :
. "Whadya saf-your'name was?"
“érumpoer.: Howard Grumpner."
"GRUM" -- Gracie giggles. "Ain't nothih' grumpy 'boup
you . . " S
Howard thanks her garmiy; says being she is keeper of the

gate, they'll probably be-seeing.each_OtHer a lot, might as well
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call me "Howard" She says ‘he 11kes that better than Grumpy,
. suggested he qall_her "Gracxe..

She goes to kitchen to get keys. Picks‘them off nail above

_,stover Adjusts burner under coffee pot. Hears-Rover barking,

calls out to qulet ‘him. Waddles back ‘into.’ 11V1ng room. _"You're
j'smo]-:lng kinds early ‘Bad for iour stomach." Gracle talking like
a whlrlpool, splns:endlesely around; around, feel sucked in, no
direction, jost around, feel numb, pleasant iﬂ.aét'spinning---
waves spread out engulflng everythlng they touch. Speaks about
everythlng with equal concern._ |
I He says he S never w1thout a c1garette, anYtime of the day,

'cept when he's flxlnq a gas gasket or bushln"or something like
that. Says_Rover is a nice dog -- "Part collie, ain't he?" Plays
‘with dog. | | | |

Grac1e says they had Rover 51nce he way ouppy He's iike one
"of the family. Don't mess with neighbor's dogs. He's been
'jclipped,,y'know. "Makes him 1est-hungry. thatlaﬁay." ' (Howard gays
_makes himllesshhungry for oeef, too. Gracie "Hee, hee's" shrilly.
" "You're a reallcard, Howard, hee hee!"f_
Howard points to paintiég on wall. 1I've been noticing that
-Mthat Aﬁeridan'fiag'and the.cannons; - (Exhibits patriotism: Ft.
McHenry, flag and feast)

Gracle says Henry dld that. ”Paiﬁted right oa.the glaeo. My .
Henry coulda be an artlst. Pa;nts all kinda pretty pictures. He's
= a-sassy one‘somet;mes. but he's got talent o %

"Is he your oldest?" Shakes ashes'from'oigarette.
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“Np. He!s'my'middle,One. I got.three boys ‘and a daughter.
Albert5é.£he oldest;”goana marry Ellen,-Hehry's.hext, and Robbie
and Margie.l.She's my enly daughter.“ Boys a}l work in factory.
WFour é:hildreh,'uhh?" | | ' |
"Yes, and'Willie my he man. He's a bigger bother all of i
put tOgether-.:. . (Touches flnger to corner of mouth) He ain't
been worklng g01n on ten-—— lessee -- no nlne - nlne years now,
ever since the beg layoff-‘when the factory fired him. It's
Roosevelt's fault-vf heard 'em say on radio . ._; Landsakes,.never
hired him back, cos ﬁe's got.gigh blood pressure. Lost two ef his
fingersﬂbﬁ a sﬁampin' hacﬁgﬁe}f what a paln ‘he is . . - always
‘grouchln, flghtln with the chlldren - _
"Well, I guess I'd better be gettlng to my work -- good to be
early first day on the Job " :
| "Landsakes, I'm just talklng your head off," giggles, "I must

'say'I do enjoy talkin'. =- speclally too w1th-strangers ==" Howard

look ‘: v con oM _theﬁ_smilea;

'r"What_time is'it?u_ Howard looks at wristwatch.. "It's just
abouteeeven - I'll.epen'tne qaté for you inla‘minute. Yoﬁ-wahta
cup of coffee? HaYbe you'll-sfay fof'breakfast.l You-doﬁ't-have
to be in till 8:00, db_You?" :That;s'ﬁﬁen my boys to in, at eight.
Com on back and have a cup, it's allﬂboilin; oﬁ-the stove --
51tt1n right there on the stove - | |

"No, well thanksalot but I ate already == I wanted to get

1nto ‘the garage a 11tt1e early to get a look at thlngs -
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"Well, fou're wequﬁe to the coffee anytime, “I'11l be right
with you, I.want to take our my.garbage can out front -- -and I'll
open the gate in a minute." Starts toward kitchen. -(thhing
planned in her rqﬁtine_e» does everything that comes her wéy - but
does it intently). | - | -

"Here, let me kep you." 'ngrts following her, vaer-growling
behind hin. | _ |

(Puckers mouth . like pike, slight resp).l“No, dbn'ﬁ bother.
I can handle it. I!p,used'to hard work. qggd;to be a:country
girl, y'know -—n I | ‘

Howard comes 1nto kitchen, takes garbage filled bucket from

kis Band. (_ _T_f. _ ” _____ little hands like ham-

burgers, fingers like little

séusages.) "oh, landsakes, I don't wantcha

hothérinq yourself‘é#" nGigg1es, "At's real nidg df you =-- you're
a gennulman.“ Embarrassed she nods sympathetlcally

% "Let's Qo,-Rover. f He 11fts can, wa}ks through 1iving'rooml
jﬁith ‘Rover dancing &t his side, Gracie pratbling behind him.
- "Rover likes you; never takes ﬁo strangers like this." She opens
the door. He aéposits can in grass wegds growing out of pavemént,
next to lamppost. "-"_I'hank ye, thank ye a 1lot, yo{i're a real
génbulman." She giggieé,_adjusts her little white apron. "It at
your.car in front of the gate?' |

Howard says, “Yep, that's the 6ld buggy."

Gracie squlnts, "It's got a nlce shlne, b1g car too ..
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.Howérd says, "Buick's are big cars -- keep up'gbod if you take
care.dfwthem."_ . _ . | ‘ |

They'walk-tégether §n red payment towafd_pidkét fence. "Looks
pretty mich like end of the worild," Howard says;'

"What yoﬁ mean?"

"I mean this dead-end street." He point to fence, erected
across: end of sfreet, big red reflectors, i'I_QO;-";];: END" sign, valley
on other sidéiof fehcé where trains go aﬁd-fieids_OVer thgre
(overgrown).- “étreet car use&-to run over here, didn't they?"

"They stopt em just;after we came here from the country
(Cumberland) just almost 12 years ago. The tracks are still in the
street, see em."

_ﬂYes; I seen em ﬁhen I drove downh. JPlgce;sure does look like
end of the world. Yolu_.r- house especi;allly,' theonly one on tﬁi-s side
of the street vith \the. fachery Brgefficket ‘thrces all sround, &nd
the big ﬁackyard, and the dirt lots running close from the Qarage
back there all_across_the.étreet and along down to the bridge."

Howard, "What do the} make in there?" PointéJto g:eat.blaék
building,'windAWS looming ﬁver hbuse, -

Grace, "Oh, différenﬁlthings,".iooks up, .shades her eyes from
éun - "mainly buckets, the galvaﬂized‘kind - buckefs and garbage
cans -- mainly things like that."

Hdward, "Why don't they want people snooping round? What's
so secret?" | | '

Grace, "I dqnno ;—- it's news - they're Suspicious of

strangers. 'Maybe it's because they don't want them youngin' people
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-comin' éround sturring up trouble. Strikers and things, I dunno -
we juét get orders to be wary of strangers = to keép em off the
grOUndsi | |

Howard, "Must get to be lonely —--"

Gracie, with finger to mouth, looking up admirinly, "I nust
say, Ye do sound like one of them -- eh." It slips her mind, "one
of them == " - |
| ' Howard ﬁaits;‘

"Oh, whatchémacallems?“ Face lighted, "Poets, that's it, one
of them'poets."- .

Howardllaugﬁsl "No, you just get to feel a littlé lonely."

‘Gracie, " Well, it is a little lonely at times. We don't have
much to do With the neighbors. And then aéain, we can't have too
.many young people around here -= factory don't like it =-- they
'don't like people snooping around the grounds.

"How long you have been watchipg the gates fér the factory?

"Oh, ever since we been here. I fact, thgy_let us stay in the
hbuse onlylcause we tend thé.gate and watch the yards. Sure,
Willie had to sign a paper saying we'd take caré of this heré gate
‘as long we stayed in the factory's house. They reduced our rent
to $18.00 a month, which ain't much for a five-room house and you
run own backyard, is it? 'Cdurée house peeds lots of fixin, like
bathtub, toilet, and &allpaper e Thgy:doh't'dd nothing for us.
They don't realize hdw much troﬁble'itfis'running in and out -=
courSehwe‘ré;moré used to it now. léaﬁse-it was ahiot Of.trouble
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at first, running out here every time a truck come in and came out
-- but I guess'you get used to it after a while."
"Well St. Peter did, I guess you did too o o 8 o

Grac1e glggles "What 'did you mean?"

Howard, " Well St. Peter, y'know. Supposed to take care of
the gates in heaven, like you do won here." She through head back
and laughs =- "Hee hee, you're sure are a card, Mr. Howard." She

slaps her knees, bends half over. "You know you're the nicest man
ever passed through these gates in all the years we been heﬁe, mo_ré
than the mechanics 'aﬂd' drivers. None of them evé:: s-foppéd to talk
to us---.they were alwayslrunhing always'in-a hurry;_rushing here,
going there, ma?king the time clock,'aever had time to say a word
to us, t.:ep.‘t-:. "OPEN THE GATES, COMING THRU!" Same way with everfbddy
around the garage and factory; Everybody is always ih a hurry.
- After a whiie you get to feel like that lamp-pole taere or that
fence. Almost like you ain't human == but-yeu!re different."

_"Well,_ydu've beeﬁ ﬁery hice tome, aﬁd I enjoyed talking to
you;“ - | ‘ |

"Why don't yeu drop in reund supper time after workinq over
for a drink or so? I'd like you to meet my'family."

"I'a be glad, too." |

"Landsakes, Iive been talking a blue streak." She looks over
shoulder toward factory entrance, high step, brass raii 1eading fq
- offices. H"I'd better get back in the house.. The factory people

- the offlce ones ==.don't llke it when I talks to garage people

out here. And I'd better get back to set up hreakfast for ny
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children. Be expectin' you at suppertime?" A hit of longing which
surprises her.

Howard gets in Buick, starts motion, drives through gates.
Gracie shuts gate and watches car as it drives up yard to garage,

feels strange twinge == big and grasping, like a hand.



DRAFT - HANUBCRIi’T'tKBRC E. "TANENBAUM | .15
CHAPTER II '

Willie comes in from woodshed in backyard, asks who was
visitor. (Rover barks). She ' tells him it was Howard, the new
mechani¢c. He says he heard new man was coming on, asks what kind‘
of man. She says he was a nice'feller; Willie: .(dEaf) What?
Gracié: (louder) repeats. Willie: I guess you éuther know. You
were friendly enough with him. Gracie gets angry, says he's been
spyiﬁg’ﬁn her agéih. Sﬁe curses him for being suspicious-—élcan!t
even talk to people anymore. Threatens with skillet, tough enough
living, making endS'meet,_without‘Your damned sneaking. Factbry
whisflé équeals. She calls children down to_breakfasf.

Screen down opening into_fard creaks again. Willie enters,
sits do&n on chair near window. He's middie*height, chuncky,

slightly hunched, face alters washed streaked with grime, duty-gray

cap, blue work-shirt ( L ' . ), collar cut out,
heavy work pants.héld up by rubber suspenders (98 cents), dirt-
covered heavy brogans. ﬁoqks listleés, yet one senses strenght in
gnarled hands (middle finger on right hand missing). -Hairs in ear,
nose. Heavy grayish eyebfoﬁs. Smells from perspifatibn. |
Mgmbles that somebody done stopged up toilet in yard. Filled
it with papef or éumpin. Grumbled speech is garbléd: difficulty
a;ticulating‘Bedause'only one giant tookjsusﬁended'from:toﬁ gum,
pitch uneven because deafness prevents his lhearing sounds he
produces. | | I | |
| Graﬁie preoccupied with Steve, shouts- over her shoulder,

"Whathe say?"
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Willie answers, "What?"

‘Gracie, irritated: "I don't khow what in the wurld you're
mumblin"ab0ut -— whatja say?" | -

W1111e p01nt to back- door, “They stuffed up the t01let "

“Dldn't last night's razn‘wash 1t down’" He. doesn't hear her;n
Picks fleas from damp shirt.

"One of ems ded." Nods with head upstalrs where shoes scraps
on floor. Children are getting up..

-"Landsakee, it's getting late -- I'd bettEr stir em up.“ She

looks-at clock ad;usts apron and waddles to stalrcase on other

51de of "kitchen wall. She yells up to darkenss -- "Jt's seven
fifteen -- better get a move on up_there, you'll be late for ﬁerk."
"What time is it?", drowsy voice

" calls back.

"Quarter after 7. Rustle your bones == breakfast's ready down
here." She waddles back into kltchen, adjusts table.

Willie sits sideways on chelr, peeplng turn curtains up the
street. ﬁkelleY'é gof a new Ford . . ;“ Stares 1ntent1yi

"How d'ja know?"

"Sittin'out front there, in front of their stoop."

Gracie‘walks-ever and peers with hiﬁ. "Guess they playing the
horses egain; bon't know how they.qe it -— with that big family
like they go -= well, I guest those-who don't care about meney,
~always get 1t -= them that fusses and frets over it, never do »
Paddles back to cupboard, takes out sugar bowl, puts it on red .

checkered table cloth.
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"Ma." -Girl's voice from upstairs.
"Whatcha want?" |
"Ms, where's my yellow blouse? I léft it on my chair last.
night." | |
| “Lbok it in the burey -- I put it back -- it was getting all
rumpled up." Veins in neck tightening. (Live of petty
) - |

"Damn it, you néver leave my stuff alqne," voice grumbles

angfily‘ihtb distaﬁce, "Landsakes, how she curses; I dunno what's
got into ﬁer." Graqie'shaking head.

"What she want?", Willie asks.

"Her yellow blouse," Gracie.

"Oh," Rover ambles in and sniffs at ﬂillie's feet. IHe pats
dog, then éomplains, "l,ooket == he gdgot coairdust,all a?er him.
Everjsinge they unloaded_fhaﬁ coal pile hack'tﬁere, ain't nothin'

round here clean anymore;": . ' ' Rover, he needs a

washing."

GraCie,_ﬂYOu ain't cleanin' him up more wipin' yqﬁr nose in
him that ﬁayﬂﬂ_

Willie, "What?"

Gracie silent, something on her mind.

Willie stéres out through fhe screen dDDf} then blurts, "Wuz
there sumbody in here little while ago?" -

"Yes there was." She busies herself with match, lighting gas
range under ffying pan. She hesitates, doesn't know whether to

tell him about Howard Grumpner..
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"Who was he?"

Gracie sﬁéres at him,]“gow do you know it -was a 'he‘?"

"Wﬁat?" | |

“ﬁow do ye know it," raises her vbice; "oh, never mind --= it
was the new mechanic, he came askin' to be let in."

Willie takes hot off, smooths gray streaked hair, "I did heard
a new one's comin' on today," nods head, "sure was a shame what
happindt to Bill Cooley." Swats fly with hat.

"Lordey; he was a nice feller -- they say that huch jest made
him look 1ike masht potaters -- me, he sﬁre was a nice feller,
never talkt -m'uc':h but alﬁays decent and ﬁolite. - '

oy hurd the factory gave his factory a thousand dollars."

"Izzat all?"

Willie, "What?"

.Gracie, "Is that all?"

Willie, "Well, that is a lot of money."

Gracie, "Landsakes, they' could've givén his pore wife 5
thousand dollar and even that wouldn't been nothin'. Why, B-ill
Cooley been workiﬁ'.in.the factory garage since he was a yungster
-- humph, one thousand_&ollars. I pity his poré wife and babies."

Wiilie-looks at his'fighﬁ hand,-the missing finger. "wWal, I
gﬁess:you're ain't wofth much to 'eﬁ after you're no gbod to 'em."

Silence. Rover pﬁshes céen screen door, enters $umme; kitchen
and laps.water in bucket outside door. |

Willie breaks momentary silence, “?hat's this new fella like2"
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Gracie, smiles uncontfolla-bly. her face 'w:réathed_' i«}.i‘th obvious
plegsuré,l"ph,.he's a nice oﬁév" : P, S -

"Zat so?ﬁ' -Willie hints resentﬁent,‘apparently has 1i£tle
difficulty in hearing. .

"Oh yas," she builds enthusiasﬁicgliy; "he'§ real nice and
perlite —- why,lhe'sat'hEre'and talkt for 15'ﬁiﬁﬁtés;-rea1 friehdly
sat."

 #you shore was.®

She whirls around, thrusts handé akimbo, "what d'you mean by
that, Willie Rutherford}“ ' She glowers at him, "What d'ya mean 'I
shore was . . . Was you -spying on me again, Willie Rutherford, I
_ §Wear." | | |

"I seen him.sittih'_on the teet, and You askin' him -- a total
strangér -~ into the kitcheﬁ for coffee."

| ',“i swear, WR; if yoﬁ don't stop your spying on me, I'm == I'm
génnawmash your héad in with this ékillét;" he eyes blaze behind
‘the specs;'and she.fushészabout kitchen like excited little hen,
) fluttéring fq hot.skillet, adjusting thinés cﬂ table. |

"Wal, you ain't got no business been so friéndly'to total
strangers -- s'pose he_really'wﬁznlt the new mechanic -- s'pose he
was a union spy, é‘ﬁose the factory peqplé hurd you had a union spy
in youf 1iving_rodm, whatid happen to u§ §hen? You aih't got no
businéss:beén so friéndiy.to-strangers, an; offerin' éoffe;“ His
talk becomes more inaftiCQIate as he grows ekcited;

."For:your information, WR, Howard Grumpner is coﬁing around

here this evening at suppertime for coffee, at my invitation, and
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if ye don't like it, ye can do down to the cellar and chop wood
tili yer blue in the face.ﬁ

"This is my house, much as it is yours, an' I'm stayin' right
here, I don't care who comes in." |

"Well, stay.and don't gimme none of your sass, I got me enuf -

troubles running this house without you spying on me every minute

of the day. Landsakes, with ' to pay

the bills, an' the rent, an' washin';,; ¢leanin' and : -

an' tendih' to the gate, I got enuf to give me a breakdown, and
your SaSS andISpifé ain't‘hélpih’ mne any. Maybe you'd iearn to
mind your own buSiness a little more, effin ye‘had a job and earnt
some money.“

"I earnt four dollars last week from cartoons."

"Heh, four dollars! Why that ain't enuf to keep Margie in
stockins."

JThaﬁ éirl wastes too much money any ways. She_buys.evgfythin
she lays eyés:on.".

| "If ain't your money, is it? Jes£ mind your. own busiﬁess."

A baritone‘bopms belliqerently down the staircase, "Hey, what
in the héll is all the fussin'-dqwn there?" -

"It's the ole man agin, Henry, mindin' everybody's business
but his own." B |

"Tell him if he-doﬁ't but it out, I'm gonna let him hve it -
- straight-ﬁetﬁeen the. eyes," Hénfy;l_ -

-Wiliie, "There you go, settin' the children aginst me. You're

the awflut woman that ever walked the earth." Soft upper lip flaps
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exéitedly against Isingle tooth, .looks like agitatéd‘ squireel,
flails arms in front of hlm. o " .

Gracie lifts sklllet, "Get outta here, 'fdré I fhrow this ét
you!® ‘He deers info living room. Factory whlstle sqeals. She
stands at foot of stalrcase and calls:

-"It's seven-thlrty T Albert Henry, Robble - you'll be 1ate
C - cbme on down rlght thls mlnute, breakfast been ready for half
aﬁ-hour, rlght thls mlnute, ye hear?" Rover rogard Wiilie'in'
1iviﬁg room looking through screeh door like penalized child, "An'

- Ye, WR can eat by Ypuﬁsﬁlf.":-
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CHAPTER III |

After breakfaot cleans up (coal dust, tralns, backyard) ...
warm feellng thlnklng about Howard flxes her hair. Wlll-pantlng,.
leaves to gather cartoons. Descrlptlon factory surroundlng house._
(Willie éuddeniy susﬁidiouS). ~ Grace routine; store talks about
Howard, comes back home, sits out front. Mr. Matthews drive by
(she nods -- feels sense of cowering before his weélth and power,
‘also sense of despising him because he aware? .°f her condit_ions
(outhouse, wallpaper, coal dust, tu-b) , Seeing (.soene) malybe Howard
will'pasé, thinks ﬁillie will be'angry,-decides the hell with
W.il.lie.. Unreasoned antipathy toward neighbors (they pé.v-el.'cars,
tubs, etc.), she thinks they think Rutherfords are ""f‘ar:lners,“
. aliens, feels isolation from rest of block) Margie comes home
from school (makin' dlfferent things
-- ain't learning nuffin'} (change clothes -= don't 1like these
candy bars before supper) . Says- old -lady _looks happy,. what
heppehedh "The:dld man die?" - e |

Wiiiie oﬁ pletform taking cartoons out of empty hoxcaré. Colo '
end dank -- feels food bumping in chest, had finished eating at
8:30, alohe at tabie, after children had finished, just couldﬁft
sit at same table w.tth Henry -- he's terrlble, no respect for
parents, cu551n' ne all the time, don't talk to me, makin' fun of
me, felt soggy in presence of Henry =-- like the bread roll be
. kepped in hls morning coffee -- gettlng tlred of thls fussin'. I
.aln't such a mean feller =- what dld I do to harm them? I worked

for 'em long as I was able -- could I help 1t they fired me, got



DRAFT - MANUSCRIPT HARC H. TANENBAUM ' | 23
the blood pressure, shoﬁldn!t even be.doinF this now =< but I'd
work, I'd work at anything, they won't take me now, too old, got
the blood pressure, fingers missin', wish we was back on the farm,
we was better off, had my own truck, garden, an' cow,.an' mules,
sure I worked hard, but it was mine, was.healthy, ﬁould had my
fingers,.an'.no frettin' over bill“collecters and factory people,
dang it, why did I 1et_the ole woﬁan pull me here isto the city.
"Country ain't no place to raise children," sﬁe said. Well, lookit.
what hap'pint to 'em h‘ere'—- c_it—_y' done made a'.'.bﬁli_l' of ﬁenry, he ain't
good fpr-nothin','cﬁssini allla.time, threatens me,.betcha he
sleeps with wimmin, way he's Oht late. ali the time, he's a bum.
And Albert gonna marry that Caflec glrl - aln't got nothln' agaln'
her, but aln't none in our famlly ever marrled a Caflec == Jist
terrlblemwhat's happlnt. .Marglegrnnnlng aroundfw1th all kinds of
fellas, way she's gettin' all dressed up, I kin tell. "Robbie's
only good one of.all my'chiidren;_he ain't been speilt. Dang it,
even thelole woman islmessin' aroun' with other men, fat old woman
like her ain't got no rféht iﬁritiﬁ' strshgers.into house, right
off bat offerin' 'em coffee and invitin' him to supper.. She was
never like this on the farm, never any men 1n our front room. Damn
hls soul, making me burnln mad (busts hole in cartoon — regrets)

I wisht I was the drlnkln';klnduzs maybe they'll pay more
' sttentidn to me J.ffln I came home @m’k an' ravin' -- I got a good
- mind tO'get.me_good'ahd drunk.-.ﬁell .I.dOn't‘eren smoke. Feels
lump in chest but shucks, I just couldn't take it == blood

pressure. t'd finish me off ]est llke that if he could'save
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enuf, fill his box up,. maybe leave house, go to eastern shore (his
_sister's), can't'buy'my oﬁn_farm,'work on sister's -—- feels he want
to do something desperate, bliﬁd feelihg of punching out at
-someone, something responsiblelfo: his depression.

- "Hiya doin', Willie?" Joe Prima, Italian trucker asks.

"Oh, all right; I.guess." Cap't.hide his remorse, depression
felt in reply. Willie thinks, "Lookit, T get along fine with all
these people -- ﬁqps, Psles,.whatever'—ﬁ what's the matter with ny
fambly?" |

Inside kitchen, Gracie puts awaf m0rning'dishes, irons work
shirts and Margie's dress.' A scowl on her face. "Dang is soul;
heis gettin' worst evefy_day. Gettin' impossible to live with him.
Always suspicieus,.always watchin' me.  Like being in prison.
Can't go anywhere, can't talk to anybody, alweys arquin' with me.
' Like the time when I stOpped.to telk him to ;heiwatchman and he
kept starin' atsme thru the screen door} and give'& me hell for
talkin' so lonq{' I mighta divorce him. If it weren't for the
children, I'd diverce him. ; swear ¥ would.llHe aiﬁ'tlnothin; but
a leech, livin' off what the boys makes." She set jay, "Tf it
"wouldn't break up my hoﬁse, fISWear i‘d divdrce him. B :

Puts awey.irened-thingsa Goes upstalrs to flx‘beds.;IThought
of leaving Wlllle lingers w1th her. "He would d1e 1f s ieft him.
I know. Sister on eastern shore c¢an't take care of him. He ain't
g.ot nowheres ' to go, h'e"d“- have'e s-t"'z;dke =< but: I cOuidn't be
bothered -- why don't he thlnk of my happlness. I ain't had a

happy mlnute 51nce I been wlth h1m 'in thls house.
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HappiHESS'f* word glitters like rhinestone in her mind. "I'd
be happy with him, with Howard I would -- he's so nice and
. considerate, " piqtures him in her mind. Strong, nice-looking,
clean, pleasant. Tingling sensation -- car, we'd go'place -=- SO
excitin'." Looks dowh'at bed-cover; strange drunken feeling, what
if Howard ﬁeré lying on the bed and she were thefe next tolhim, his
arm across her wéits, and fhen, they'd (wonders whgther Howard is
married, divorced, sleeping with woman) -- she shudders as she
realized how totally captivated she is with the strange image.
Strange because she hash‘t been wiih man for six years now, since
she had argument with Willie and made him sleep on the teet
downstairs. She sﬁakeé,uiike a dog trying to shakes off gater, yet.
the image has sunken deép,in her mind; and- she knows it will rise
again. Shé'wondérs.whefhér this is stfange.sﬁomacﬁ feeling of

before. (She feels embraced and loved).

She tells herself she must not think this in her sleep —- does
she talk in her éleep?_wnogé she say things that Margie might hear?
No matter, she has no pést secrets Margie might not share, bﬁt this
thought is hers alone, .and she must not think it in her sleep.

| Downstﬁirs, screen dcor.slams shut and she hears Margie call
out, "Anybody home." ﬁLandsakes, Izleft'tﬁe front door open.
(Getting careless), Gracie thinks.. "I'm up here, Marge." Margie
footsteps on staircase, she stepé into room. Gracie feels
momentary strangeness, stands before bed as through fryinglto hide
her great secret, illicit thought.' She stutters, "You back from

school, already?"'
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| "Sure, it's past 12 o'clock." She speéké fresh, biuntly.

"Landsakes, how the mérnin' flut by. I ain't had chance to
go to the stbre yet --"

"I been there."

"I can see fhat." Margie is munching on a Hershey bar.
_?Hargie,_honey, you shouldn'tfbe eaiing_candg bars before lunch.
It ain't good for you." | |

"Why ain't it?"

"It just ain't -- specially before 1hnch.“

Margie sticks forefingers in_ﬁOuﬁh to.flip chocolate away from
tooth. She reveals_front black tooth, rotting away from cavities.-
Gracie looks at_hét for moment. ~“Thin, blond, bony oval face,
sloping breasts, hint of Sensuéusnesé'(éeducible) in her easy
swing. Margie is a growing woman, Gracie reélizes.

‘"What do ye want to eat? Ye ain't got but a'half'hour's
time." \: o | .

"I'1]1 take as lorng as I want to eat}' Maybe I ain't goin' haqk.
to schoél today anymore -- It's a pain in thelass."_' . |

"Now, Margie, that ain't no way for a girl to talk =—- now you
cut it out." | o |

"Oh, bullshit!"

“Margiélﬁ,-oﬁtraged,

She 1aughs, raucpusly throws back her head.

"Now I ain't a foolin'." -She-slébé her thigh angrily.. "Stop
trying to be smart. Now comegon:ddwh and eat,". |

They walk down narrow stairdase. .ﬁWhat do'you want to eat?"
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"0oh, anything, I ain't hungry." |
."Amerieanlcheese?"

"No, lemme see, sausage.- Find sausage."

“I don't thlnk we got any left_in-thelicebox."
"Then, bacon and eggs.“. _ | | |
"You had that for breakfast."

"I want it again,™ stubbornly.

_Gracie, followed by Margie, enter kitchen. Margie plops in

chalr, legs spread out, _:,_;hwz.__'.:i_; 5 Grac1e flnds ba51n
under 1cebox is running over. "Mergie; be a good girl, and empty
the basin ;n the backyqrd.“

"Empty it yoursvne],_'f:', .ma, I'm goin' upstairs to change my
dress." -

"What fbr§'

"I dunno. Jest feel like changin' it."

"Well, it's jest plain foolish. Chanqing.clothes, three four
times a. day. All ye .do is ‘make me .more work cleanin' -and
pressin'." - | | I- |

Margie gets up, starts toward.stairway. “Well,.I'm_changin'
-anyway. Mafﬁe-I'li.go back to school after 1unch.?- tﬁere-seme
nice fellers on the store comes crest street frem school.round
lunchtlme," coquettlsh

Gracie, 1rr1tated by remafk but restralnlng, "Is that all ye
go ter school for’ Yer see fellers on street corners° Don't ye

learn nuthlnf at school’"
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"Heck.no," seriously, "They put me in that there 'oppoftunity'
class. All they do is make 1ittig baskets, an' straps,_and paints
pictures. Don't hardly get any readin' or spellin' or nuthin'."

Gracie 1looks up fromArstove, ."I'm going to talk to yer
principal 'bout this. One of these days I'm goin' to dress up and
go up aﬁd tell him. I wantcha learn least how to read béfore
you're thru."

Margie, climbing up stairway, calls down, "Don't bother with
.that ole bastard -- I'm going_tb leave school soon ényways."

While she's settiﬁg table (disturbed by flipness and unmanage-
ableness of Margie),_knock on front door. She thinks it's Howard.
She straightens the apron, touches her comb in hair, and pads out
to front. From living room, she sees it's not Howard. She's
miserably disappointed. It's thé installment man.

"Hello, Mrs. Rutherfbrd," cheery, rosy-checked, black haired
young salesman. |

"Hello. I don't own my next installment till Saturday
(defengively),"' Lboks at cars in front, up theistreet, trucks,
midday‘- heavy traffic.

g know," he sﬁiles Obseqﬁiously, "I was_passin'.by ﬁnd I
thought I'd sﬁow you some oflthe lateét jewelry apd aéCE$$ories we
go in." . :

"No, don't need anythin'," abruptly, "Besides, I own you
$85.00 from last bill." L
"Well, your credit is ’'good, and I knew you'd want to see

‘these. You're not obligated in any way to buy, you understand."
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Margle calls down, "Who's 'at,'Ha?' |
"It's not for you,".she calls back._ "No, Ilreally ain't -
1nterested don't bother to open yer bag L
- Margle comes 1n,.31pp1ng up dress-';"Oh n plnk Sllp show1ng,
."its*the installment man" Whatcha gbt’ﬁ
'“He s got jewelry and you aln't buyln ahy, we own hlm $85 00
for that phonygraph Whlch's already broke "
i"Gee_-looklt- a beautlful breastpln, ‘and ai.braceletl with
- rhineStenes; My they re purty ‘I can uset!em"wif_my new black
qréss;- How much?"i I = g
- "You ‘mean, thefhreastpln.and bracelet,ltheyire-epecial e
'$4.95 for both." R ' | |
"Hargle, QO'hack'ih'the'hoaee,_I 'm tellln' you, yelaih't
puttln' these on the blll == B got enuf werrylng over how to pay..
up what I owe the man.“._.-. ;; , J.'ﬂ; ".fﬂ
"You aln't puttln' these ‘on no. b111 == here s your money, I'm
payln' for 'em." : : N :
"Where'd you get 5 dollar b111 from’", eteeléeyedbj
"oh, I had it ' ' |
."Margie, don't lie to me, where'd ye qet it from?"f-lmage bf‘.
boys.on corner flashes 1n her mlnd. C T |
BT took it from hlm.“ |
_ﬁThe ole man, from the Bex'“ i_'
"From hls box w1th the carton money’"

llYes In

Z“Why - why he'll murder ye when he flnds eut."
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"ﬁe ainft gonna murder nobody," steely, "I figger he ain't got
no ri_i'_;_ht hoiéli_n' on to all that money anyﬁay -- he don't p'ay you
no reﬁﬁ 1iké Al and Hénry'and Robbie does, beside, hé dén't need |
this money - he's gohné die.soon}°anyways; Let's have the pin and

bracelet, mister."
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CHAPTER IV | |

Family-at'supper?table;,Gracie'sefves different kinds of‘food
to each (noise,_smells soap, dog) talk ~about shop (plece—work)
Henry brags about amount done, Robert (hlnt about joining army)
gives hlm hell for lying. -Henry threatens to fight, Albeft-stops
him. Margle mentions boy in school Willie bltterly reprlmands'
her, don't want her 901n' wif boys =-- she. too young Henry says

let'her go -- _ttg good for her. Look: what it's doing for me;
imakes a muscle; take jerk pimples off yoﬁr face. Gracie outraged
by this (Henry glves appearance of ‘his whore-manager’) _What.she
got bumps for anyway° |

Gra01e 1nterveneé,l attacks ﬁillie,:"éoﬁtsoaps‘ Margie s
ihcidenﬁ wiﬁh salf_snaker (téll hiﬁ{;q pésaxit_7—=1fain{t talking
ko ‘himj. '- . | :

Howard enter,.firSt.feels warmth?of family scene), feels
tenseness. Willie turns head around Rover laps Howard's pants,
jokes a bit, takes drink and reactlon of how each . son and Margie
see him --_Albert, earnest; Robble, admlrlngly, Henry, Chlp on
shqulder;.uargie, yod're-oute;

"Dang the coal dust!" A—soft,sﬁmﬁerlafternoon Breeze swept
| down from bEhind the garage,-aoroes the yard where the ooal heap ‘
was piled, depositing eediment on Gracie's dress and sewing. It
was 2 o'clock. She was sitting out front sewing a hem on_one.of-
Margie's dresses. She shook the dust from the dress and with the
- palm of her hand wiped'the gr;t from the:white apron in her 1lap.

There was dust on the Gibson chair she waé_siﬁting on. She blew
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some away; Willie gets a fit when his chairs are messed up. Wiilie
makes Gibson chairs from slats he's given from box cars. Sells
them fofl$1.50,-painted green and‘white; makes them in the cellar
in winter time - in back yard dUring summer. Cartons and Gibson
chairs, Willie's main ﬁrebccupations.. _
"Dang the coal dust!" She repeated. ﬁFaCtry people ain' got
no feelin's forlnobddy; Why did they have to pile coallin my
backyard.- Impossiblé tb keep things clean. It's bad'énuf with
‘engines thrown' coal smoke all the time. I'm gonna complaint -—
ﬁt's what I'll do -- I'11_- complaint to Mr. Matthew himself."
Realizes with futility, she's been complainin' ever since she's

been here, complained first about out-house, especially in winter -

"We'll take care of'it'soqn as we can, Mrs. Rutherford, ddnft'Ydu
worry" - sweet voice of white-face office girl.

cbmplained about tub and lack of hot water - We're told

heaters are difficult to get nowadays, Mrs. R., but don't you

worry, we'll take care of it soon as we can."

Complained about sooty wallpaper - "Soon as we contact a

wallpaper hanger, Mrs. R.Iju3£ as soon as —Eﬁ

When it comes ﬁo éol;ééﬁin‘ thé rent, they're sure don't lose
anytime. A t;umpet-like:au#o horn bloﬁg'out'in éhe street, érégie
jumps up, squeezin'.dréés in her_palmsﬁ Howard?  NGL itfg
.Mr. Matthew. Mr. Mattheﬁ himSelf.driyip'_by up“the'street in his
convertible Cadillac. Mr. M#ttﬁéw‘alwayé honks his horn when he
_ﬁaSSeslby; Some he waves his-s£r§w3ha£;}:Soﬁétimes he nods. Today

" he just honked his horn.



Grac1e waves a meaty hand and smlles broadly.' Suddenly, she
recalls her complalnt "Mr. Matthew‘", she calls weakly. Tell him
about shacks, too. Mr. Matthews-ls gonet up the-street,lever the
tracks. '

.Gracie sits doﬁﬁ and. retufns to sewing. Niee man, Mr.
ﬁatthews. II-bet he'd do somethihf-'boﬁt.the coal dust and shasks
if I toll him.- Only thlng 1s, I can't never get to him. Only get
_ to see Hr ‘Matthew . when he drlves by, honklng hls horn. _ |
Plow;e; Gracie jumps. .A softbgll crashes aga;nst wall, foot

away from chair. What in the world. A white-haired kid snakes

thru between cars. "Where's ma ball?" Grac1e waves her flnger at
him, "Lisen here, Charley Keeley, you ain't got no rlght playin'
ball in the street,_speclally th;sntlme a-day, with all. these cars -
aroﬁnd. S'pose you- break a wxndow, who's gonna pay when you break
a windew? Now I'm rESPODSIblE for these cars.ﬂ

"Sez who?" Kid is under chair reaching for ball.

"Factory, that's who,:fIfﬁ”respbnsibie for everythin' on
factry property an' I'm_not gqin! to stand fos your throwing a hard
bali-around, withﬁelifthese_cers oﬁt.here. -S'pose you'd a hit me,
ever think ef-that? S'pose you'd. hit se;with that hard ball?"
Velns tighten in her neck. . -

Kid stands feet spread apart, tqssiﬁi'hali fr0m hand td
enother, with deadpan expression, "Why don't. you stop crabbin',
you're always crabbin':a ain't no wonder nobody talks to you over
here, ybufre alWafs crabbin' ebeut the fec;ry-4— the hell with the

factory."
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Gracie is incensed, ﬁwell, if you're such a big-shot, Charley
Keeley, we'll see, yessiﬁ', we'll see. - I'm goin' in and call the
factry office == we'll see what a,pig-shoﬁ you is == such a nasty-
mouth sassin' big shot." o |

In a thf she élams-écréendodr and paddles into living'rbom
puts downs dress, picks 1t up, goes into kitchen,: then comes back
into living room. She plops into chair near window and starts
sewing furiously. She looks_out from behind dagk curtain and sees

"Ainft-nq wonder nobody talks to you over

kids- still playin catch.

here, vou're always crabbin' about the factory." . "Humph!" She

sews. "I given I did gét_tbo excited, but he fea;ly shouldt be
playin' out thére.“ ‘ | '

At 4 o'clock, with radio in 1iving,rdom bléring out ﬁestern
tunes, sung by "Texas Géorge'aﬁﬂ his gEetar,ﬁ_Gracié'is_fixinJ
supper,-boilin' water so's boys Ean wash.i She goes out to open gat

for truck driver, Eugenie _ ' ' .. by, looks self-

consciously at street, éeeé kidé are gone. .ﬁThey should've been
in schdol, anyways,“-;As she enﬁerSnkitéhén, three boys cohe in
| baqk door. They're doing.all-évef, blond hair of each stands our.
Henry, tallest of  three, stops dead in front door,;flexes his
musclés, sticks-ouﬁ his chest, :"Where 's the hot water,“ hls flrst
remakes to Gracie.

‘Go upstéi;s.énd'éhangg.yoﬁf Eldth@s. 'i’ilmbfinglit tef ye.ﬁ

"All right =- don't keep me waltln‘“

Albert 1mmed1ately behlnd hlm,-"Get tﬁe ﬁéil outta the way

shoﬁoff.""He pushes Henry in back.
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Heﬁfy wheels abOUtrsﬁiffiy and in Semi-cféﬁch, warns: "Watch
yourself --'i!ll'clip ye."

ﬁpodprinoo; big shoﬁ,“ Albérf mimics, "Get movin' or I'll
knqck Ye-on'your qéh;“ He waves a-#@ckét éﬁ'HenrY-

| Gracke intervenes, "Get upstairs with ye -- I don't wﬁnt”us
foolin' in here f;'jo on, get yourselves'washed ﬁp for suﬁper." 

Henry.sﬁartsluéstairs; calls back gruffly, "Gotlany hegr_bnl

ﬁYeé, I.got beer,"-Grﬁcie answeré, "Céme on, Henry, other
gotta wash, £66.9" o o | '

"Got two bottlés?h-

uiiswéArfkbdy f-“.hﬁndslakimbof

Gfaéié*aské,-"ﬁhére's Robbie?"

Albert, “Hé'll be_in; hé's iﬁ the yard helpin' the old man
with the carton." He puts bﬁckéts:d0wh in?thé”éorner. "I sneaked
oﬁt this for.Evelyn; We'll need it when we get marrit."”

Gracie 1looks at.it, séYs noﬁhing; Robbie,_éhortest of all
three, comes in. Gracig séys;-“Robbie, take this hot water up,
so's all ye cah'geﬁ washt . -

"0.K. Who's at -- Texas George?" He tgkés tub of hot water
to-stéifhay, listens for.a nowént to radié, then c1imbs stairs
whistlin' tune. : | | - |

Half hour 1ater; they're sitting réqna fﬁblé,.cleanij dressed,
blond hair parted on right éide,'glisteninélwith water. Striking

resemblance are thrée,- except for height. ‘Lean muscular.
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Litheness of ball players._ ilbert's nostrils upturned, looks the
King George; Robbie has two front teethfbléaChed.

"Whadja make for -me?“:'Hen;y: asks, holds knife -point ‘on
tabiecloth.

"Pork chops, and take the Enife away from the tablecloth."e

"I don't want any pork chops," Albert turns toward her. |

"I made neat-balls and-spaghetti for you, Albert; ﬁhat'ye_
_ﬁant,_Robbie?" | | N - |

"Doﬁ't matter == I like both." Robbie starts whistling Texas
George tune. -

"Where's me beer?" Henr?_gfunts. Albert'iooks to see-if
bucket's‘-till in corner. |

“"Get - your long feet outta the way,“r,Roppie tell Henry.
"Aaah " Henry brushes at his arm.l

At_thlsllnstant willie bursts into kitchen in from living
foom,sshoftfwinded, his cap askew, “ﬁho's been at my money-hox?“
Somehody's been doﬁh the cellar at My_money-box. Damn it, I tole
ye not to let stranqers in here, done . stole five_dollars from my
carton money " - - | | | o

"What straogers?“,Albest esks. _

-_Gracie wheels around. “ﬁiﬁ?t;nobodf'stole'?oﬁr7moﬂey."

Henry biurts, "Tell him I took his five dollars;ﬁ. He stands
- up, clenches flst protrudes éhest “Wsﬁha maké sﬁmthih'-outta it?"
| Both Al and Robble pull h1m 1nto seat "Oh sit dowﬁ and shut

fyourlmouth," Henry, taken by surprlse, jumps backup, shoves chair
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behihd up, ﬁostpres like boxef; “é’mon, I'l1l take ye both on ==
sunnovabitch, both at same time -- c"fn.on, yaller-bellies."
Gracie'deposits;twO steaming plates ohltable and wearily
explodes, "Oh stop yer fussin. I declaré} yer worst then_a}méSS'
of babies SR Willie Rutherford étop your shaking'and.set aﬁ
the table -- I took your flve dollars for the . insurance man.“,3
Wlllle-pants,."lnsurance man ain't due tlll Saturday IYQu.
givin;_my five déllars to that stranger, 'll_bet ye dld.“l |
She étomps-foot gngpilY‘On floor aﬁd mdves toward st&ﬁé._ ﬁéo
help me, WR, I'll mash ye with this here skillet if ye don't cut
out yer talkin' thatlﬁay. . Howard ain't 5eén'here since he left
this morﬁin" I'm tellln' ye, I took yer money and I'll give it
_back to ye on payday. Now, set to the tables and stop yer fussin;
all of ye, I ‘want quiet during supper . " |
Henry asks Al, “"Who's thiS'Howard?ﬁ'
Graéie,aﬁSWErs,_"He*sltpg*néw mechanic thes damefon this

mornin. He's a nice fella. I expect he'll be here soon to meet

all of yey."
Gracie parcels out food. Willie, still pouting and dis-
gruntled,. sits next to. Robbie, his hat still askew. "Gonna hide

my box so's nobody kiﬁ find it next time."

There's a moment of silence,. puncfuated only by knives and
forks and Clinking glasses. |

"Landsakes," Gracie'says; looking up at clock, "in all of the:
excltement I plumb forgot what happlnt to Margle. She qﬁqhta been

home from school two hours aqo L
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Screen door rattles, Gracie rushes out. From other room,
“What happipt to ye, girl? School let out - two hours ago, an' stop
eatih' that candy bar, supper's on the table." |

Margie struts in, looks at table, "Boyoboy,'pork'chope i e
meat=ball == an' BEER!® '

"Where ye_been?“ Albert-aSks severly; a note of big brother
!epfimand- She turns up her nose, "I been deléyed, Qhat's it to
- ..ye?lt | R

"That ain't-ho way to answer me -- I'ask ye where:ye been?"
persistent. | | | |

Willie looks at her under heavy brows; "She been foolin' with
Iboys on 'em street corners -- at's where she's been."

"Ye been hookyin from school to fool wif boys’" Grac1e.

She ignores the questlon, plops into a chair between Wlllle
and Albert, end bends over to:play_w1th Rover who' s‘chomplng on a
pork. bone. 2 | Lo |

"Leave her alone. _What're'ye ridin' her for?" Henry waves
fork toward his jaw, "It'll take the jerk pimples off her face,
'_like it did ‘mine ; - beéidesf what'é she got bumps for in‘her
tblouse?; _- | I

uHENRY!ﬁ”ﬁefgie'ieape“ﬁé-eutreged. 'ﬁenrY'burets eUt guffawing
at his bold joke. Robble and Albert threatens to punch hell out
of him if he don't .stop at once. 0le man llp flaps against his
tooth, "What? What he say”" He turns towards Robbie, toward

Albert seeklng meaning of tumult which passed hls ears.
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Gracie leans across tabio'waving ladle at Henry; Narrows
eyes, "Henry'Rutﬁerford,'you ain't in saloon Ah? you'd first better
watch yer talk in this house. Don't ye ever talk to yer sister
like that égin, y'hear me? Don't ye everi“r-

Screen door rattles. Rover runs °@t_éf kitchen'borking.
"Lahdsakes;“ Gracie says, "must be Howard." -All'in a dither, she
puts_ladie back on wrong hook, starts pulliﬂé}nervously on apron,

before leaving kitchen, turns toward table, "I want no fussin' or

vise-.. . ol . & while hels~in.here -- y'hear me?" She - feels
Willie staring at her firing aoron.* Points fiﬁger above his nose,
"An' don't you go off with you wild talk == One minute!" She calls
out toward front. She pads out to door. ; o

'"Howdy'", Howard says cigarette dangllng, comlng lnto living
room. "I'm in a bit of a hurry, bqt.I_thought I'd drop in as I
promised to meet yourlfamilf.ﬂ A

| Grace giggles; "Giad'to:havéfye." Hé=follows her giggling

.into kitchen,-Rovor sniffing at his_footéteps. He nods as he
enters kitchén -- meets with strong silence. Foels sense of
-awkwardness. Gracie, fumbling with apron, (she beamsfthroughout),
blurts proudly, "This is ma fambly!" |

Howard nods and smiles. "This is Alberri ny eldésf; he's the
one who's gonﬁa marry a Cafléc.girl." hibort'looks séverely.at
Gracie for her iast remark, starts'to stand up, drops a fork.
Bends down, "Oh the hell with it." He reaches across table, shakes
hands, seriously asks,-ﬁHowdoyedo?f "What's-your name?". Assumes

father role.
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- "Howard. Howard Grumpner. I'm thelnew'mechanic,"'he grins

warmly. _ _ x-S 'repeats-"ﬂowdoyedo?"
_ ‘"An' this is Robbie, the youngest of the boys." Robbie stands
stiffly, softly says, “HowdoYedo?ﬂ

~"An' Henry, he's the painter." Henry sits in his ¢chair, his i

afﬁs.at his side, and nods strongly- .ITT,_____“. ;;f:;_f -
"Howdy." - Leisurely, he decidés:to stand and squeezes Howard's
hand.
o Hdﬁard-winges-dt unexpected.squeeze, “Mighty powerfgl hand,
Henry." Henrylsmileé w&nly,-reactioh offfléttery.-_
"This here is Margie, my onliest daughter."
"My what a pretty gifl.ﬁ_ Howard studiés her black tooth for
a moment as she Qrins-at.him; pull her-drgss doWn. |
Willie, without hééring Gracie‘s introduetion, but;feeling

it's his turn néxt, rises slightly from his chair,

and listlessly extends his hand which feels like dead fish or limp
rag. | . .

Before anyoné.can say auwor&, or.silence becomes embarrassing,
‘Gracie leané over téble, grabs én-open bottle of beer énd thrusts
it into Hovqa_r_,d_"# hand. "Really, I don't want a_nythi_ﬁg_," Miss
Graéiei" | .“ A - - |

. "Go on, go gb don't be bashful with #e; ;Beer's:good for ye."

Howard feels all efes on him. He leané égaiﬂét frame of
window. "Finish eatin', don}t“letfmé_diétufb you." He begins to
‘sucks.oﬂ boétle,}sees they'fe'waiting;'staring at platé, at each .

other, at him.
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Gracie, "Have a seat?"

Howard, "No, I'd rather stand."

Gracie, "How'd you like first day here?"

Howard, "Well, not much different than other jobs. _Got more
trucks, bigger ones too. Mack, white, but.it'll be all right.
Feels attention riveted on hinm, tries to shift interest. "Your-
self?" | |

"You all wOrkftogether, don't you?"

"yup," Henrylfirst to answér. "We dammed nearlrunt the
galvanize room between the three of us."

Albert and quhie flower at him. Hefqontinued,'“ﬁe're on

piece-woyklndw;_ You know'qnythin' 'bout_gélvanizin'? No? Wal,

I myself p_ over 350 buckest today. Just
about set a rééord. .Joe Prima, the foreman, he's a dagé, but nice
fella, he said that . . " | -

Grﬁcie inter:uﬁtsg '“Henry!si suré Eﬁﬁf' a good worker --
everybody says so, But‘hE'likes.to bragoh

" = ' _ _is dangerous work,.doh‘t'kid

yourself. 'Dippih' buckets in hot acids till that ga;vanzie sticks
to the sides. If yé ain't careful, ye ban burn you entire arm
Off. " |

Howard was interested. '"is that é:fact? How do you protect
yourself?"-

"Wal, we covers ourselves with big rubber’aproﬁs, and rubber
gloves thet comes up to your shoulders. We pﬁts masks over .our

faces to keep out the acid fumes."



Gracie and Margie giggle. "Damned if we don't," Robbie

smiled. (General thawing of atmosphere.)

Refusihq_to be diverte&, Henry continued, "Course, sometimes
. acids kin escape and get into your lungs, and yer a gonner."
Albert immersed a:tdds-, ""I'_hing that really bothers me is the

tanks, the acid tanks, damned things are heated to

degrees. If somebddy every farts around with the heat on um, thosé
bastards will explode and blow eve-ry man in tHat room to -k-ingdom.
ceme..."

"Man, " Howard nods at terrible thought. "How long all of yolli
been doing this?": .

_"1: started 'bout 9 years ago -- I was just '1‘7I - II had to go
to work when the ole man was laid off. Wuz 9 years wasn't it2"

0ld man, hunchle_d over table, "Whalt?l Yes, jist 9 years."
Opening made f’of him in conversation Ianr?l he crawled thru it,
blabbering, "It'l be 'xactly 9 years _néxt week, :;Jt'ine 22, Th_ey""laid
me off in Ithe afternoon, .af-ter_ I came ba_u;k 'fz;om the ‘.d_octor'-s.
Factry doc'tél;.._. He flxedmy hand when ilj.,‘lld"st ,t.__heéeI"tw_c-:..'_'-'f"i_,ﬁgér.;s_i in
the stamping machine." Hé hdlds hand up. Howard :g-r.i-maces af.
gnarles fist. "They said it was'depression. ' Hell, they d_J;.djn't-.
have any more use for me, at's all. Giw-re.'d -me c;:aﬁp-le' hundred
d‘o:l.l-'a_'rs and laid me é'f'f. Whét-..cdt':id Ido" ‘-Liwl}i.n_' in their house

like this, couldn't even ask for more money."
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Howard scawled 'felt pity.far-oieimaﬁ; Hbmentafy silence.
Gracie blurts, "Drlnk yer beer, Howard, itis'gettin'lﬁarm;ﬁ. |
the'smiles, "Nearly forgot about 1t.“ ; | | _
Henry, plcks up thread "I started 7 years aéo,ljest‘about two
'_years after Albert and he (pclnt to Robert) started 2 years after
- me. Have to be 17 to get work permlt A : |
| "Hell ‘T got mine when I was 16 =- I fooled.'ema i”didn't

want to go to. school nomere, so s I started 1n early, my flrst job

was hammerlng.handles ‘into buckets. At's where all of us got - .
muscles from." Howard looks at. sturdy arms of boys. _
'“Yeu.Sure have----Marqle, you. got muscles like them?" ..Tries

to brlng her 1nto conversatlon.

"Sure she has," Henry says looklng obv1ously at her chest.

"Henry'# Grac1e scowls at hlm. He 1aughs.«

Howard says~ "I'd llke to drop 1nto your department ":'

"Robbie; in an attltude of confe591on "I'd been a better off

in'scnebl. They-throwéd all 3 of us in galvanlzang ‘room, cos they"
~can't get others te_WQrk there.-'What:the.neillam.i gittin':outa
this°- There ain'ttno'advancement-:ain!t Qotla raise,inIB threé;'

if anythln ever happlnt to me, say, lose a flnger llke ‘the ole man

o d1d or: get gassed - they'd chuck me ]ust like thls."

Alhert "No, they wouldn't —— unlon won't let 'em it

:Roﬂtiet'"Unlon, shlt! Unlon aln't nothln' here.c -Take Buck
:Peters and'Walter'Collie”%7 they re. the heads of the unlon (to-
| Heward who nods), them guys don't glve a damned 'bout us. _They re

. worrlt 'bout_their~own sk;naf :A-Joke, union-la. I see_beth*of"em
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ridin' around with old man Matthew in his Cadillac day before the
~ last strike was called off. Those guys id sell us out fd: a quart
of beer, hell, no, I'm gettn' fed up with this damned place,
dangerous work like this," pause, "I'm fixin' to join the army."

Gracie, overwhelmed, “What?ﬁ

"Not jest yet, but soon enuf."

Howard, "I was in thé army in last war, that's where i_learnt
to become a mechanic."". | -

Robbie, "Izzat so. What was it like?"

Howard laughs, "It's a long story, Robbie -- I'll tell you
‘about it sometime -- tell you what =-- soon as I. get settled in my
place." - |

"We'll show you around if it's o.k. with the foreman," Robbie

volunteers.

'“Weil, I don't want to keep you from a
~and I gotta'be going. Sure was pleased to meet you." He waves so
long. Grace goes out with him to front,dpof. I_
He thanks her fdr the beer, "Oh, at't.nofhin', drop afqund
some more," Gracie fingers dress. | ¥
"I will; ydﬁ gdt-é“redllnice family. - If-there's'anything I

miss, it's nice family life -- well, bye!"
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CHAPTER V

dné month .later e midsﬁmmer;  ' Gracie and Hérgié are in
kitchen, Saturday aftefnoon-(lazf.day; neighbor's car stops, ball
in stregt,-willie away with cartons). Gracie's routine: ironing,
washing, mcpping,:tending gate, coal dust, neighbors. Gracie
moppiﬁg flooré, Margie on chair ﬁﬁnching Candy-baf, piaying with
Rover,. Henry in salobn, Robbie ;ooking at car, Albert at girls.
Factory agenﬁ.asks for rent;'repfoaches:Gracie fOr being daf late;
‘she su;kgl afterwards -- outhouse, no runningl hot water, no
wallpaper -- but gate iénds, 1bse fingers -- Mr. MattheWs in car.
| Margie_says.wduldnﬁt it be nige if Howard were her father.
Whatlmade her say that;'Grace asks. I dunno,ljuét thinkin' --
maying things would be different -= he's smiling, pleasant, and
“he's got a car -- we'coﬁld go places -- downto%ﬁ, drivin' in_the
country, might even take us'to.theﬁmbvin' pictures (movies), noﬁe .

of Willie (old man, : ) groundin' -- might even

- take me and boyfriend for ride;_Gracie irritated at thought M&tgie
playing with boys.

Margie blurts out =-- why don#’ya_marry him? Gracie tells her
to stop beiiig foolish, besides Willie ain't dead. '
Margie, “Iflhe"died, would'ya marry him?"
Gracie, "Stopytalkin' nonsense, gimme a hand."
ﬁa;r.éie, "Maybe you'd do like .A_unllt- Eleanor did."

© Gracie, "Hafqiel“ wd L
Margie, "Well, she's just liké-mérried. They Sleep together

and Cousin Herman calls him Pops."
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Gracie, "Stop talkin' and help me."

Margie, "I'm goin' out front and read comics, yer need the
extercize."

'On'Saturday afterhqon in mid=July street assumes new face,
what during the week is.a_growling} iraécible; gfiﬁy, contorted
face is now composed, pleasantly relaxed, sunking in lassitude.
Trucks are gone, mist;of-carbon monoxide has fled before onrushing
warm July air sbented'as it emerges from the bay at Ferry Paint and
crosses the fields, ovgr'the valley, it hangs with musky frggrance.
Face smiles in a hot sun sits on the street, stfoking ﬁith-— warmth.
Occasional twitter as hélf-nakes kids shout as they play-pléy ball

on hot asphalt. Noises mingle with occasional call of cows in

LS O S— on
corner. Across the tracké, doorbell - on Abe_Levin's tottering
screen door tinkles. Bicycles thrown on side on pavemént;

Neighbors houses sit relaxed behind ﬁooden steps.. :Mrs.
Campbell's eight children play with hose on hot paﬁement,-thnsons'
glass doors sparkle in sun, they've gone shrimping in rock creek;
Krells are on st’eps. shu.bbering popsicles, look at comic book
pictures; Kélleys are cleaﬂing new car; Popeye's barefoot, followed
by ragged dog, walks albng gutter iooking for fintail. On the lot,
which ends the.gpw of houses, kids crouch playing marbles.

Most serene, uninteresting part of faée is left side. Gréat

block building is seized with p o o o of

silence. Steps, animals, by dainty feet of office girls and

factory talk, resumes  staid composufe of unquarried marble.
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Throﬁghout shippiﬂg, reviewing, cutting room, stamping; galvanize,
packing have yiélded to'cqma of the Sabbath. And on the surface,
the .contagicm of silence has spread to the Rutherford house,
nestled at the feet of the giant building which hbvers_over it.

Gibson drain back in the sun, yielding up water from warping; gate

'~ to garage ____ __“ as huge slips
_ through hundred little openings. |

In the kitchen, Gracie, her knees heavily planted on a rubber
mﬁt, unbends to mop he:'brow. She islwashing floor, bucket of ﬁct
~ water at her side, aﬁd brush in her hand.

"It's hot, ain't it2m M&rgie-asks lazily. She's sitting on
chair, in white shorts; a comic book is in her hands, and she's
blowing bubble-gum. |

"Move yer feet -- yer in the way," Gracie says. _Margié stands
up,‘walks toward back door.: She calls Rover from under chair,
picks up his front paws, makes baby talk to him, "You's a good
_doggié,-you is, yes yoﬁ:ié; a good good'gopd doggie." Rover barks,
his long tongue hangs out. 6n.hind legs her dances up close to
'Hargie's naked,sbegins rhythmic.motion aga;pst-her with his belly.
His long red tdngue coi1§{bacﬁ and forth, and hé'péntl§ audibly.

Gracie swivels around, frowns, orders, "Margig;rtake Rover
into the yard, let him ruh around and put some of that steam outta
his stomach.™ f _I ‘ :

Margie sends Rover into yard, throws dirty bone into weeds
beyond outhouse away_frdm-shacks, Rover chases after_it, Hﬁrgie

returns.
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Gracie has washed over to the icebox now. She stands up, énd
stretches, "Guess I'm getting oid. Gotta crick in ma back."

"Got any soder, ma?" |

"There's some oringe in the icebox. - Think'I'll-havesome,
too." |

Margie takes out bottle, starts toward cupboard for glasses.

"Dang iﬁ -- don't step on the wet floor;. Walk on the.papefs
I put down over there.ﬁ _Margie walks daintily on newspapers,
brings béck two glasées, - She hands Gracie a glass, pours self a
glass, sits down next‘to Gracié, and hands her bottlé. Gracie
pours hefs,_ﬁtrétches to put'bottle'oﬂ table. _They sip. |

"Ah, i£is good”and"cbld,“ Gracie says wipiné her ;ef iips.

Margie,-"Where'slble man."

Gracie, "Took away a loadldf'cartdns.ﬁ

Margie, "Where's Robbie's go?"

Gracie, "Wént to the movies----a;'s ahoﬁt the only entertain-
" ment thet boy has. Wisht hé;d get mgrrit and stop talkin' about
the army." |

Margie, "What'd he go see?"

Gracie, "I dunno. Gene Autry - or some cowboy piece."

Margie, "Did he gp with Henry?" | -

Gracie, "I guess not. Henry left early in thé mbrnin' -=- took
all his spendin' money with him."

Margie, "Guess he'went-to a saloon."

Gracie, "I dunno -- I majin so," purturbed; moment of silence.

Margie, "Al's at his girl's ain't he?"
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Gracie, "Yas. I dunno what he sees in her. Course, she's
~ decent énd réspectable; but'she ain't purty atall."

I_ ."Marqie,.“He likes.qoiﬁf to church with her. Ssays it's all
decorated, an§ purty.in$ide, an' makes him feel different an' clean
(he don't cuss in front of her)."

Gracié (Shakes head), "I dunno, hin't nobody, neitherlin
.Willie's nor in ny fambly ever marrit a Caflec. I ain't got
nothin? againi 'em; 'cept it sounds purty crazy talkin' tb stqtues“
andlpiétu;es, and cquntin‘_heads like they do. "

| "Ma-a." | |

Gracie notes inflection of serious inquiry in Margie's tone.
'“Ma, wuldn't it be nice if you was marrit to Howard?"

"NSW whatever made ye say that?“ questions mildly.

' “I dunno -- I been thinkin'." Shé stares into glass, shakes
liquid, 1looks up gathefing dréamy excitemént; "but wundt it 5é
nice, tho?". NG 2 |

G?acie says harmlessly, "Wal, he's a verj niée feller." .

"He ain't marrit, is hg?" |

"No. His ‘wife g&tlﬁillé&“five'yéafsiago ip.an_accident.
never remérfft;ﬁ ‘. | | | | - . o

i, "Chée, if you was ”maﬁ:ip .to Howard ;eVerthing‘d be so
'different -- we -and go piacesyin'his big Buick.én' see different
things == I betcha he'd takes ‘us uptown to thq'Hippdromej“

ﬁwe.ain't never been to the Hippodrome," Gracie says trance-
like. | | | | | | )

"An' we'd go to different restaurants."
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I“We ain't been no place since 1 been marfit to Willie,“

"I.betcha he'd take me an' my boy;friend-fer a ride even --
hesd drive and we'd sit in the back an e |

“Matgie! I don't wantcha talkin' 1like fhat! Wha# in the
' wufld!s”beeﬂ happen;n'.tOzye," | o |

"Ain't nothin' haﬁpenin' to me. 5I‘m.danglfed up bein’ cqeped
up in this chicken-coop, doin' nothin', seein'_nothin';'ain't
nuthin' in thie house but fussin' an' fightin' allin time. Damned
ole man is gettin'.on my nerves. I wisht he'd die'an' we'd leave
here,'this_ole chickeﬁ:coop = no.friends er hﬁthin'.“

"What're ye fussin' about? If anfboﬂyis to fuss, I'm the one
to fuss. Work myself to the bone, froﬁ mornin' te'night -- washin'
and ironin' ‘and cleanin' and feedln' all of ye three tlmes a day -
— and runnln"myself ragged tendln' the gate -- and scrimpin' to

pay the rent and the grocery bill. I gef no thanks from nobody.

Soon as I step outta the door, the ole man in spyin' on me, can't

. even talk to a soul without expectin' to contend with him.

Landsakes, giri, you got nothun' .to complain about, goin' to
school, an' all in dresses of you:s.i Why, I_ein't been to a movie
in morin' a ytﬂ.'.f:-x;'-_."i | |

A knock on front screen door intrudes upon her speech. "Now,
who could thef be? Sure ain‘f:Willie, hé's got left a coupla hour
ago." She putedown glass and walks to door.

"Oh, hullo, Mr. Alexander, come rlght 1n,“ she says, opening
door. Alexander is robust, red-cheeked whlte crew—cut.-

“Nlce-summer_day, 1sn't it?e routlnely;
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"Really, didn't have a chance to sée, been c¢leanin' all
mornin' -- here have a seat, I'll bring the rent right in to ye."
| She.hurries inﬁo kitchen, steps on papers. to cupboard, opens
" coffee-can, takes out rolled-up bills,'retﬁ:ns, counts it out in
ihis palm, "fifteen, sixteen, seventeen;_eighteen.e-.thet}s right,
ain't iE?I'HaYbe'yer_sheuld count it everlagein,“l
"Yes, that's right, Miss Gracie." Pause, stiffly, "Uh, Miss
Gracie, I thdught.I ought to remind you that the rent was due las
'week, and though I don't mind making a special trip hefe for it -

- it is good to see you again; the establishediprOcedure is that
“you're to bring the monies to the'qffice."

Gracie feels her spine twist in knots. A bitterness mounts
in her bOSOﬂ and climbs to her throat, aﬂd then it subsides,
falling back again inside her. "I unerstan’', Mx;'Alexandef,'y'see
-- uh, last week I has to pay the gas bill (fiddles with apron) and
the insurance was due, so's I didn't have_eﬁuf to make it up -- an'
I was goin' to bring it up myself yesterday, but I was here alone
by myself and what w1th tendln' the gate an' one thlng an' another'
I couldn't get around before the off1ce closed T

"Well, T understand Miss Gracle. I knew there ﬁas some good
reason because you and’ your famlly are so fa1thfu1 to Matthew
'Bucket Company, but I thought I'd just remlnd you.‘ Well bye bye,
an' have a pleasant week=-end. *Oh yes, the folce will send.you a
feceipt first thing HOnday_morning." The d00r_slaﬁmed-shut, and
- Gracie stood in the middle of the living room flaming with

" indignation.
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"Well, damn it to hell!"™ A confused fury took.hold of' her.

"Don't mid makinq a spec1al trip! I shoulda' booted that pot-
belly, stuff-pants," ‘she choked w1th anger "Donlt mind = ecial'

rlp. - How many special trlps do I make outta to thet gate and

back?! " She waves towards__gate._ "Falthful_”to.nthe:;ﬁgcpr__

(Mimics at screen door es though talking to Alexander), "We ain't
faithful, pot-belly, wé're slaves to the damn factory!" She turns
toward kitchen, ehaking.her head stomplng feet on floor. “Meybe
I shoulda aet'him if itl"'stabllshed procedure to paper a house
oncet in 12 years,lor to have to poop in a wooden shack with the
widn freezln'_your tallm-tollet bucket.;n_yer.bedroom, 'or to =- to
haﬁe drag buckets a' hot water up a fiight of stairs to washt your
face, or coal dust coverin'-face and clothes, or haunted shacks in
yard -=- Il).r:!.mn.‘r if he ain't got hls nerve.“

Margie commlserates,'ﬂSee? Just whut I told ye, we aughta
get up and get the heil outa heﬁe. We aughta show 'em. They'don't
'preciate whut we do for Yei anyways. We oughta.jest_get up and
get the hell oughta here." |

_ Gracie stands infront of window, wavin' élenched fist towards
Alexender;s'car whichipulie ewaylnp fge street; "We'll do it, I
tell ye, one of these days nhen_I get good and feady; we'll do it.
We'll get pgck_up_everythin'_ano leave,'we;il go back to the
country or soﬁewheres. An"they can have their shack out there;
and that gate of theirs can sw1ng on them hinges till thez fall off

from rustin' 'fore I swlng it open agln "
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Gracie sits down!'partially-exhéusted. There is Siléhce as
Gracie ruminates over the Alexaﬁdep episode. | -
"Ma-a-a," Margie stdrts as before. "Ma -- is Howard got
 ﬁ§ney?“ | -
L 8 guesslhe's got a right nice sum put away. Must have to run
that big Buick and to,keep.up his home in the country."
‘"In the country?" |
"Sure, didn't ye know he lives in7£hé countrf? Suré; girl,
he's-'béen_ livin'in and out (almost as 1long as we been here. Got
a nice home." | |
Margie, " How d'ye knpﬁ?“‘
Gracie, stiffly, "He tole me."
Margie wiggles with new delight, "Chee, I didn't know that."
‘"Sure, he sez ﬁe;s beén.Iivin‘ in the country ‘ten, 'levén
years now -- drives back ahd to every day."
Margie relishes thought.
- "Ma-a, he likes you, don't ‘he?"
,“Grac1ous sakes,_stop astln' foollsh questlons' Ye talk_like
a little chile." % |
"But don'£ he tho?"
'"ﬁg gets alohg-ve:yjfriendly} but that dénft_mgan_nuthin',"
"He muStrlike you a lot, marﬁ - | |
“What makes ye say that "
"Well ever since he s been workln' here, he s been brlngln'l
you things, and regular too."

- "what, well how do ye know’"
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"oh, I ain't blind. I seen the tablecloth and towels he brot
ye 1as£ waek; the onés ye hid in the burey in Qur_room."-

"Now, I dOn't waht-yé'tcuchin- that stuff."

"Oh, don’.wor;y; I ain't gonna touch anythin' -- and I seen
the powder box and puff he give'd couple weeks before that."

"Landsakes! EVE§Ydey'S.é'spyin"in'this'home!"IISIaps*1ap
in exasperation. | | |

"Don't take on so. I'm nqt.a'sPyin', an' ain't nothin' Wrdng
- with it. I jest say ‘he likes ye == he likes ye a lot, an' ya
oughta do somethin' about  it.w : |

“Thém little presents ain't nhthiﬂ‘ but-ﬁhank§~for'some work
I did for him =-- like préssin' an' ‘darnin' an things - aiﬁ't
nuthin' else to." ,Sticks_foot out to gtqﬁ on cockroach ﬁhat
- meanders from under icebox. "Whatyamean, I oughta do sumethin®
about'it?“_ I e |

ﬁithout,hesitation, Hargié blurts Out.climatically,'“MARRY
HIM!" I

Gracie leaps up in shock, "Now, Margie, ye cut out yer prattle

-- foolish nonsense a Qirl your age," then ' - s

"besides, Willie's still alivin'." _

"If the.ole man was dead, wouldja marry Hﬁward?ﬁ
—~ Gracie stares into living room, her mind'caught up in sudden
ieb of revery -- the iman-bn'thé bed COVer,_ﬁoward aﬁ_her side,
his arm across herlwaist, #helshakes:with.the cold fhrilling

sensation, "What?"

"Wouldjaz"
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"ypw, Mdrgie{.I don't want to heaf another word of this ==
stead'your_jabbering away 1ike a silly schol-chile, you'd better
gimme a hand in cleaﬁih' up:the livin' room."

' Margie'stubbdrnly iéfubes-to let go. She wants to elicit an
answérf nnqnit ;eglly n§§e to.wait till ole man diéé -= besides,
hg's gonna try to-ouflivé'y§u jest fer spite -- you could dﬁ_like
Aunt Eleanor." | :

II"Margie, I ain't standin' for another minute of you jibber-
jabber ! "

"She's jest the_éame as mafrit. She's beén livin' with Frank
Chester for two years, and Cousin Horace calls him 'Pop'."

"Stoépit this very gihuté!f‘You say another wod and I'll mash
you with this scrubbin' brush!" | |
Margie moves back toward screen'door,‘continuing unabashedly,
- "Trouble with you-is.ye don't know how to handle Howard. I'll
betcha hg'd want tollive with ye, he's terribly lbnely, specially
nbﬁ bein' with a wo@anifor five years. If yé knew how to handle
him;“:
~ Gracie helpless befpre the barrage, has swirled around in_fury
éﬂd raced into. living room. IMargie follows her in, in a few
‘moments. Gracie_asks her, ﬁHbﬁ thet you stopt yer blatherin', ye
gonna help me clean?" 48 |

"Naw, I'm goin?lout fronp;to.:ead the.cdmics. I ain't ever
goin' to work},ébé.ie'doh}t ﬂé§é ts . ; . if yelknow how to handle
hiﬁ."l ?he scfgen door slams shut and Gtgcie stands staring blankly

at £he.f1apping shade. ol B iy ey 3
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CHAPTER VI = | : |

(Howard up). Howard_gfee#s Margie out frqnt; éSks.about
Gracie; gbes.in with laundry bag, explained he had nothing‘to do,
though he'd take overalls to laundry. She says'sheﬁll do it for
him. (He's greatly moved.) Howard speaks sentimentally of family
scene. Invites her to.country-homé foliOwing éuhday. Thrilled by
idea of invitation (;ike first date; bedroom vision ((hopé- -
f.aboo)) (but momentarily disturbed by thought of Willie) ,. she
blushiﬂgly accepts. Suggests he pick her up. She says meet her
near Wichlein's Alley. Willie would be disturbed, neighbors would
talk. :

Margie, sitting on front chain flipping pages of comic books,
can't concentrate, too much activity in street with ball --
playing, and little gifls in bloomers running around screaming in
: Spray-of hose. She looks down at curve-of her legs and.thinks how
attractive they. are. She hopes Reds Kelley is notching hép ==
,éﬁé'd like to --. She giancgs up street and sees Howard coming out
of watchman's ehtr&nﬁe. "What in the hell is doing in thg-fact'fy
t'day?" Howard walks down street toward her. He's carrying
something. A bag. Margie bets it's somethin' for the ole. lady.
"Jerk," she muses, "o'l bet he's in love wiﬁh the ole woman an'
ain't got guts enuf to tell her. Christ, good lookin' man 1like
that ain't been in bed with a women in five years. I betcha I
could-. v. a W

' "Howdy, Mafgie & ouw %y

"Hey, look at ye all spruced up . ; « "
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Laughs. "Alllspfuced up? All I did was take off my dun-—
garees, put on some clean pants, an washed my face."

"Well, ye looks all sp'rﬁe:e'd up to me. What ye got in. the
sack?" | - | |

He looks down at the white bag. "Oh this? This is some dirty
clothes that I piied up on the garage. I had npthing_to_do today
so I thought I'd come.in an' take care of my laundry and odds and
ends. What're you doin' showing off your pretty legs?".

"Not. bad, hugh? Nope. Tryihf'ﬁo read the comics hefe, but
those damned kids over there makin"tbo much fuss. “Oughta'be a law
against 'em playin' in-the streets-like thet, disfurbinF other
people's place. I'll_betcha theY're doin' if on purﬁoSe}“ Looks
at her legs, squintin' in the sun. "Gugss'ye wanf-to seeiMa.
She's inside." - | |

Defensively, "Thought I'a drop in say hello, bein's.I'm he;e
_already." Picks up sack, rattles door, Gracie looks out, opens,
"Come in, come in. Jest in the middle of cleanin' up, " giggles.
.“Ole man and boys are gone. ;'d thought I'd straighten things out
a bit." o o

.ui happened to be in the factﬁry, so I thoﬁght I'd,“ door-
Siéms behind them. | -

'?uJerk,“ Hafgie ﬁdttefs; ?ﬁhy don't he stop pléyih{ possum and
take up to the bedroom.. Do 'em both good . . . Christ, I betcha
" I could . .', " Qﬁé'léoks-at her legs.

"Come ﬁn out in the.kitchen,-l'll get ye somethin' to drink.

Did ye eat yet? Maybe I kin fix ye a bite to eat . . . "
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"Lord, no.;”i_ate a hig-lunch uptown, before I came here.
Don't bother yburSglf atall, Grace.ﬁ |
I“Now'p;ease; doh't." " He touches herlarm. -She stops and feels
a whirling sensgtién, a gauze-like hand ;fl;ﬁttering in her stomach.
She 1looks up at him as though t‘h‘roﬁgh_ a w.ociij;’ veil; an inarticulate
urge impels her crazily.
"fleasa don't bothef}.fGrace;ﬂ' he"says .intimately,- sti;l
touchiné her hand. N
"Well, here's a drinK anyﬁays.? She clumSily'pours him a
glass of root beer. "H6W come. yeér hgre:on Sactiday;. I'd think
.yqﬁ'd want to qet away'from the-faCt'fyq Lofd.knows“iIQO."
"I had nothin' to do at my home gﬂ"itlﬁ kinda lonely out
_there, so I thought I'd come in and collect my dirty clothes and
takel'em to the laundry.-loon't have much time for that during the
L | . '
"Is that your laundry in the sack there?"
"Uh huh." She ﬁaikslpyer,lliftS'it-up. "Léndsakés, ainft
much. there. I'll qé it fer'yem“'“ | | |
" "Now, Gracié, no." He-étandé_up ta préﬁést;
< "Oh, Howeirfd,.- don't go gettin' excited. Ye got a handful of
things there. Tékg‘me_ten minutes to wash 'em up for you. Ain't
no use ye botherin'’ with runnin' all oi}er the city to _laimc'h;._-'i.és---
They rip things u_p-.-t.e'r'ribly anTyhoﬁ..-" |
ntacie}'I didnit drop inlhéfelto'bring yoﬁ any exﬁra work."

He reaches out for bag. She snatches it away and drops it in

¥
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summer kitchen. ."I knows -ye didn't. _Bﬁt; Heward} I wants te do
:_it.r Noﬁ; sit- down an' finish yer root beer." '

He feels like schbdlboy, fiustefed, réalizes- futilélf of
‘arguing'with her. | . |

"Gracie, honestly A dbﬁ*t.—— "

"At's a;l.f It;s'doné already == no'use'télkin'."

"You've really beén.verf nice_fﬁ me. I wish there was some
WAY I céuld‘repay.yoﬁ,“ | | | | | |

She blushes. "Oh, landsakes, you're the one who's:beenuniCe.
All those purty things-you'brinQEd me. ﬁegideé}lit's ghhf payment
ybﬁ‘re comin' around. “¥bu';e always éo Plé§$ant andlfuli.o' fun."

He's starihg at hér stpdiouslf; She feels unnerved. He says
_ _qﬁietly, "Gracie, how, hc;lw"'d you like to come out to my home?" ‘She
is stunned. Emﬁarrasséd like a schoolgirl asked out on fifst date.
‘She leaps up, ioqkﬁ into-living room to see if Margie is around,.
then whispers jubi1ant1y: “I;d'like it fine, Howardf""Fof a
moment, she simply: stands 0vef' him, her face bathed in joy-
Suddently a frown emergeé_ and like a little cloud and settles on
her face. | |
| “ﬁhat's the ﬁatter; Grace?"

"Nuthin' 'cept . . : Willie . . .

“Wéll, you don'tiha&é to-ﬁelllhiﬁ,-dd YOu?"I She thiﬁks for
a moment." I - | | |
‘ UWhgn;do ye ﬁaht me.tb.come'bdﬁ?“

~ "Tomorrow?"
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"No. I'd ruther not . . . I'll need more time to prepare
things . . ", purses lips, " . . . how 'bout next Sunday . . o

Nods. "That's fine with me."

.She feels 'exhilarated, thén SOméwhat béwiidered; -=-' two
reveries wrangle in her mind -- the ;ainy night, the clutching hand
fegliné in her sfomaéh; the reverie in the bedroom. Excited and
whispering conspiratérially, she tells hiﬁ not té meet her in front
of3ﬁouse, Willie'd kill hef and neighbors would talk; arrange to
meet her in Wichlein;s Alley -- abbut 10 o'élock in thelmorhing;

| He Stahds up, places.both his_arms Qn.her shoulders and says,l
"Iim glad you'll come."- | ‘ | _
She bleats hapgily,_“ﬂee, hée; so'm I . . . Jest can't wait

n
LI .
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~ CHAPTER VIT

Willie comes -_(wa'lks)__ back from -:I-_!r_att_: Is_tfe'ét (6 miles), from
selling oartons, (briogs backllarge'jaf of aspirine, feenamint =<
T wuz a eaie, deliqhted'witﬁ "find" e—-geén it in the papers, 10¢
; specs), puts money - in a jar box goes 1nto back yard to take leak,.
sees men's clothes, tears down clothes pole, stamps on olothes,

' Rover barking, breaks into kitchen in mad rage,_accuses Graqe'of

.fartln' around with Howard. She tries to quiet'him“down with
"blood pressure“ then threatens to go to her sister Eleanor

(W1111e: "Whore's nest wif both of you laylng there."), stomps
down 1nto cellar to.chop wood. ‘ |

At ‘6 o'clock, Willie trudges into‘ﬁouse. ﬁooflopen, "Damn
‘em,'cateless as nell_-,.i.'" Entérs living room, Rover trots'out
_ to sniff at him, sneezes at bad smeli.. Muﬁbles, "Where the hell
“they all go to_. . .-éure'am tired;ﬁ He was up at 6:00 a.m.,
.peokioq'lést few bundleeVofecartons in-baokyard by hiﬁself- At
1:00 big truck from Junk & Paper Company came around and he helped
nlgger load it. They flnlshed loadlng at 1 30' he got in front
ew1th drlver and blubbered all way out to Junk yard Got sense of
poweralmportanoe sitting up front look;ng out at people...As they
drove -throughl market; stopped. at. re& light ) he looks around |
' hopefully that nelghbors would see hlm in hls po51t10n of eminence.
-”Near the Echo movies a couple of klds from across the street did
'see'him.and called out, “Hey,,loqk_at 01d.m@n'Rubberfoot1 Four
b;ocks'away from 5ome! Guess hels.losfl"‘.willie didn't hear them

- well, thought_it was a greetihg,"feeling of two neigﬂbors meeting
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in foreign country, he.ﬁaVed-feehly back at them. ﬂigqef grinned
white teeth_flashing. Willie shoute-to_him above roar of motor, -
although'there is no;roat, “They'live cfost the street from me."
Takes everythlng in as: they rattle along, comments on stores,
waterfront cobble streets, watermelon boats, Dago nelghborhoods,
gypSLes in w;ndows, When he enters yard! junkman says,_"Got a big

load on this trip, Wwillie. Betcha it's lest $8 o0 . . . "

(gueeeing weight, ie“staneard . _' . ' between them)
| "More n thet . . . " -

Stands dully by scales as guy sw1ftly welghs 1t e hands him
$8.25.

"Sure it aln't more’" _

"Well, here check it yourself " - Books blankly at weights.
ﬁ"I could'na swore thls was a blgger load. than last tlme."

"Well it 1s. Last time y' got $4 00 , remember?"

Willle nods, "Oh yeh "

"Well, '1ong, W1111e, see you in a couﬁle weeks’“

eHumhles "yeh"., Stlcks crumbled bills in pants pockets, leaves .
yard, feels cheatee. . Doesn't take trolley, afraid he'll get lost.
As he starts walklng along street, feels rlslng sense of power, and
' money feels llke hot golden nugget in pocket. He_clamps hand on
pocket, and gives dlrty look to passerby, especially negroes. .

Walk back. takes about two hours. He;stopSnto look in windows
to catch hlS breath occa51ona11y.' Stoos at_all:hardﬁare sStores,

7brace and p;ts; gteen_and whlte‘palnts]'hrushes, saw blades, plane.
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~-When he gets to market, he goes to drug store; asks for big
jar'of.aséirins (uses for headaches from blodd ﬁressﬁre) which were.
advertised in.paper. “Whatéﬁ, white jacketed girl asks, wrinkling
ﬁose, can't understand him. "Them!", he ébints to_jaf'én-shelf.
"That'll be forty-nine cents and a penny tax." Then he asks for
box of feenamint and a pottle of alkaseltzer. Turns to side to
count out money. Hands girl two dollars, doesn't hear her say to

cashier, "'stead all this stuff, he oughta buy a bar of soap. . ."

He leaves with package proudly in arﬁs, mingles with market
crowd, goes into éir-qonditioned 5&10. Dazzled by its sparkling
glass and time magnificence. He goes to counter, girl asks, "Can
! help you sir?* He mimbles sofiéthifi’ and begins trying on
glasses. Tries on six, seven pairs, selegts'first one, pays her

15 cents. 'Trundlés-hoﬁe, tired by exhilarated.

'Now he sits in parlor with packages relishing his "buys".
fries on his new ﬁaqﬂifying glasses, looking around roons, stifflf
at Rover. - Suddenly rEmembérs money in his pocket, ‘picks up
packages, g&és-éoﬁn'td'céllaf. Ipédks_uPJStairs to see no oﬁe is
watching him. Takes out two pricks from ﬁall, puts money in cigar

box, replaces it.

Cémesﬂupstairs; -Gan{t*hnnderstan' where everybody's'went to;
should never leave house alone'like_this, Decides he has to take

- a leak, Rover follows him out to yard. He sees clothesline hanging
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with men's-gray'pents, shlrts, shorts and undershlrts, (boys are
I'all blue), breaks 1nto Wlld rage, tears down clothesllne, tramples
'_on elothesl shlrt;falls_qn Rover.who.madly races about-yard'trylng
.to sheke-it off"berks fiercely. Yanks screen door open, stomps
into kitcﬁen, cussin' enragedly, Grac1e rushes downstairs.
"What in the wurid - » E |
Wlllle, hls eYes f}arlné'andrhisﬁsheeks fiushihg red, "ﬂhat
in the hell erje those clothes doin' dut there ;i.-h_ my yard?®
"Willie == " - |
 "Answer em, damn’ya Vonanli
“Willie; your.blobd pressufé.—— )l
"Goddman the blood pressure - what are ye doin' washln' that
man's clothes and hangin' 'em in ma yard’" _
| _nwillie Ruthérford,'nbwlstop your damned hollerin'. 1I:ain't
gghha stand for yer cussin' at me.“ She boils up too.
ﬁNb-sooner:i tﬁfn;my back, ye'starﬁ foelin"with man -= wal,
‘I'm tellin'_ye, ole woman, " he sﬁareslat:nerlruthlessly;_"if I-even
catch ye in bed with fhat man; I'11l kill ye, I'1l k111 ye both."
He is screechlng and his eyes are frozen and g1a01a1
"Don't ye threaten me. I'll put ye 1n-]a;1. Dammit, you cuss
me again, I'll call 'em to take ye.te a crazy hoﬁse."
WIf I ever catch him again on this here property, I'll throw
my wood-ax at him." | _ | |
nYe.cresy baboot.  If.ye_doﬁ;£ stop_thislminute I'ilrleeye ye

==~"T'11l go to my sister Eleanor's -- "
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He pbints toward the door. "Go hi.at!s where YE belong -

fe're two of a kind ;é.ye're,-ye’fe." With unéontrolled fury,
"Ye're both WHORES!" |

| She bursts into hysterical crying and he trudges down cellar,
stopé; picks up his éx'and With_maddeﬂing‘ferﬁciousneés.chops'

‘ deeply,.angered thrust after thrust, into a massive treé étump.



CHAPTER VIII

Week-has.passed; Iﬁnring:week,—Willie“snlks moodily, ‘they
donit talk to each- other, sheddoesn't?nreparesfood for him; He
eats when no one is around when alone in house wlth hlm, she stays
- upstalrs, terr1f1ed that he mlght break loose and kill her. She

warns Howard to say away,_she'll See him- Sunday Children'aware

 to. Harg1e says lt's her own fault for not 1eav1ng Albert says'
it's crazy house, glad he s gettlng married; RobblE,llt'll be all
I'rlght they re always 1ike thls. |

| On follow1ng Sunday mornlng, W1111e in backyard maklng Glbson_:

chalrs3 Grace_sa_s she_s goin to s1ck slster”V1ola 3= takes pot

of food with her. _(erlle lnformed by Viola's son earlier,.aware_
Viola is sickl. . She explainsdto Margie that foodls prenared for
:famlly, asks her to stay with old man (watch gate) ‘Gracie leaves
.house, walks up street feels eyes on her, looks back she s Marg1e_
watchlng her from behlnd curtalned door, and W1111e (w1th ‘hammer
in hand) near the fence._ Crosses tracks, up block turns Kagle s
corner, down to - chhleln s Alley, sees Howard's Bulck looks
around heart thumplng, hops 1n, they speed away . e
.l A week has passed. It's Sunday mornlng, ‘9 30.- Willleris”ln
the background grlmly sortlng slats, preparlng to make a éihsonl
.chalr.- Upstalrs Henry and Robble are: stlll 1n bed Albert has gone '
tolchurch'wlth hls;qlrlh Gra01e, brlght—eyes and haunted new

~dress, powder on face, is in theyfront room, settlng on the edge
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6flthe.béd Ediking tb Hargie_whOm;sheyhas awakened.--She speaks to
her in whis_p_.ers_. | |

The week has been .on'el of w_,hisper_’s. Since iast _S'afurday,
Gracie hE;S fe)l..'t .a -seﬁSe. of terx_'of cl;i.nging to her (the' rainy night,
the hanci'_in'h'e'r 'st__o-riiaC:h)._. . She has constantly feared Willie's
. exploding J;.'-ﬁto an aL,c_t-df violence, like. aga_i-nstlher and Howard.
Throughout the week, Willie has nét said a 'w.or‘v:-d to anyone. He and
Gracie have avoided each other. He has éaﬁ"e"n his meals alone.
Gracie féels spm‘e’thing fierce a_nd. vlit-Jl-ent is b;eﬁing in his mind.
Whenever he 'éaiﬁé into the house, she rushed up to the front room
and locked her door. She has v}arried Howg.rd to say away; she said
ste would meéf him inh Wichlein's Alley 10:00 o'élock as they
‘arranged, but not to come to the home at any 'c:oslt_.-

| The other night at ,Suppéf., ‘Gracie stalked uneasily about the

room, bj;é,cdi‘ng, nervously looking at front and B'ack doors. Henry
sudd_en-]_._ir burst Qut,.': '-'What the hell isl goli_-n". on here? Place is like
a funeral 'parller;?' © Hey;" hé éé;led ‘to.- the ole ﬁoman, "What"s'_ )
happint?" The Iother-'s,' Al, Robbie, ﬁaréie, Wéra_apparently un‘aﬁa‘re
or d':i.dn'"jl:’- care, ‘to . involve themselves in-' finding out '-why- the
strained atmosphe_ré, but .wh,En Henrﬁf asked, "What happi;nt’;’-“ and t’he
ole womai burst Iir'_xto 'téars,‘,théy 'Sa-t".ba'\.ék' in 't;hez_-ir"'chaif_s' ‘and were
qo.r_icerned. - . | |

voh, £'r Christ sake, stop bmbb_'-érin_' 1ike a coyote and tell
us wh'at_'é héppin‘f.."l An' she blew her nose, wipt her eyes and she
' tole them about washin' Howard's few thingé',-'- and how the old man

' in tearin' down the pole, and screamin' and yellin' and threatenin'
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to axe.Howard_and.kiil]herlandlhow he was aeCusih' her of bein' a
whore.-a and she bursts into teare again, cryin‘, "That man's .
torturin' me to death,? |
| An' Henry sat back with hlS hands on his hlps and smirked,
"Sunnuvabltch place is gettlng to be a real nut—house'".
"Gett1n'°" Margie added, "It's done been a nut—house since we
came here." B |
.Henrf then-orﬂered the ole woman to stoﬁ her bryiﬁ' and he
seid that if.the.olé man acte ﬁﬁ he woulg peaﬁ the livin' daylights
' eut_of.him. Gracie-pleédea with him hoarsely not to anything like
-that, 'coz it'll sure set him off an' there's no tellin' whut he

"would do then."Albert ‘washed his hands of the whole thing, saying

'-he was glad he' S gettln married soon and gettln' away from this

_51nfu1 place (Henry threatened to punch h1m to for his high-an'-
mighty Cathollc talk)._ Margie says in her grossest manner, "Ye
wouldin'-iissen' te me. I tole ye to Yende him, should left 'at
crazy bastard iong-ego -= I tole ya.h'

An' Robbie sealed the conversation with an admonition, that
fhey!re all ﬁakin' a great big fuss over a spat. This is happiht
before and'it'll'happehfagin. Jest leave him alone and it'll all
" blow ever with time.

An' nothin' elee did happen during the ﬁeek 'cept that Gracie
was mortally frlghtened and constantly on the verge of tears. And
now that she sat on Margie's bed thls Sunday mornlng, she knew she
f had to. get away at least for a day.- She tells margie who is

yawnlng in her face that she is 1eav1ng for a little while.
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"Where ye goin‘?“ She_yawns_again ahd smiles pleased over the
s"uda_eﬁ thought of her date last night.

"Aunt Viola is sick == I'm goin' over to see her a little
while;" Gracie says shakily.

ﬁargie arches her eyebrow in disbelief, but she yawns, too
tired to press for the truth. "Yeh," she says drowsily, hinting
that she knows. |

Gracie hesitates, feelé she cannot explain any furthér,'asks
Margie to serve the boys breakfast when they get up, asks her to
watch the gate in.éase anyone like Matthew or Alexander come
around, and as a parting suggestion, begs her to keep an eye on the
ole man. She's got a terrible feeling somethin' had's goin' to
happen. Margie ndds,_ gapes; "Bye bye =-- 1I'll take care of
everythin," turns over on her side again and closes her eyes.

Gracie tiptoes downstairs, looks toward the kitchen, hears
Willie fumbling around in yard. Rover ambles in, sniffs at her
feet, growls lazily, she puts finger to.hgr mouth, "Shhhhhhh.".

She picks up .her change purse from mantleplacé, treads
stealthily toward screen door, opens it with caution. She is on
" the pavément. She starts walking up the street, her heart is
pounding inside her. She"iboks'neithér_ﬁb rightlor left, walks
forward nqﬁ.haétily. As she reaches end of fence where building
throﬁé alshadqw, she sfops.to.looks down at her shoes. As she
slowly bends overfthrough.sidé of eyes,-she sees Margie in her slip

-looking out through front room window upstairs. Leaning against
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the fence next to Piez house is Willie, his face against the wire,
his right arm resting above his head holding a hammer.

She suddenly jerhévhexseif up and continues walking, wquing
up speed. As shé passes watchman door, whitehaired man in straw
‘hat sucking pipe sitﬁing in front of door-nods,'“nofﬁinf Miss
'_Gi'acel. ) Nice rﬁorﬁ'i'ng?"_' She smiles woodenly and’ doesn't stop.
“"Landsakes, Fréd Tagdarp, Wiilie's-friend ¢« = "

| She steps’ dbi_f;‘l .int.o. 5 1':..he ent.ralncé ‘'way leading i-']-]_tO‘ the
rec.:e'i'virig ~way, steps up, ' passes the office 's;teps', crosses " the
tracks, "Thank God,'i‘mioff'the block." She sighs hér?ously;l She
continues up the block. Peopie‘aré sitting on thé steés, men in
undershirts and slippe§$j holding babies, reading newspapers; some
look up and nod, she can't bother to nﬁd back -- in a hurry -- near
10 o'clock. She knows then all by name, never spoke much with any
of them, know some of the?ﬁﬁmenfolk from the store -- must hurry -
- milk bottles on_ﬁhé'dbbféteps,_late sleepers, hopes Hargie-Sérves
the boys.bféékf&st;_bérﬁér shop p01é ain't épinnihl,_ﬁiék;'the
‘barber, Itali;n, a Cat£61ié; probably hi; church. 'Aibért's in
church, wonder if sla_me.. church, St.. Mary's =- here'._s__ 'ﬁiller's
'cérner, turn down héréa,iéft; Ccross the-étreet, let's see if ole
‘man and Eargie still lookin' == squint -- look harder-— don't stop
-=-.no, can't see;,eyes béd, can't see, no differénce, down here,
one block, Fecklin's Alley. There's the -Bu_ick - _H'owa.rd . . .I

The door opens. ;Shé'fusheé in, looks around, no 6ne'seen her.
‘Her bosom heaves &nd'épe éah harﬁly catch her breath. _She looks

at Howard.
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- "Jest leﬁmq =~ lemme catch ma breath . . .I“_ | B
Howard smiles. "Is it all that bad geﬁfin' awéy ffcm thé
house?" | | | :
| She looks at him, - frightened. Hé's'lookiﬁg at hig‘watéh'
(éigarette), "You're right on time." | |
He starts the motor shifts into first; the car turns down the

street, and heéds out over the bridge, toward#_the.country.
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CHAPTER IX
Howard's house (cement walk, bushes, flowers, furrows planted,
vines, shingled house, woodwork, kitchen, tiled bathroom, shower,

covered sofas, curtains, back porch, trees,

honeysuckle smell).

Gracie passes through house, Howard behind her. She tries to
suppress her excitement, breaks into tears. Tells him about
clothes, fight, threat to kill her.

Howard, "Had no i1dea 1t was that bad. He always looks sour,
but then, 1s nothing wviolent about him." They sit on the sofa.
She confesses this 1s her first trip away from home in years. She
just begins to realize how enslaved she's been to her home, her
family, the factory, Willie. She stops crying, saying it isn't
nice for a guest to cry. Howard says 1it's all right, he knows how
she feels. He muses to self about his past, his wife young, pretty
wild, her mad parties here, her fornicating with young men, her
death on a motorcycle. He 1s seized with desire never to ex-
perience swiftness and turmoil of past, looks at Gracie and sees
her as dependable, secure wife, reliable - homemaker. She gets up,
starts fixing things (drapes, sewing, kKitchen). Howard impressed.
He tells her how lonely he's been, big house (no wife), no family;
how terrible 1t 1s to come home at night and hear only distant
buzzing of crickets. She 1s touched (sentimental); they go off to
bed. She 1s tense, explains she hasn't slept with Willie for
years, can't stand sight of him. Howard asks her to stay. She

says she wants to, but she can't.
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A grouse path leads off from the country dirt road up to the
two-story brown shingled house. In front of the house there 1s a
flower garden full bloomed and fragrant. (Summer flowers.) On the

other side of the house, there 1s a peach orchard i

well-formed, and a vegetable garden. A Boston Ivory vine climbs
gently across the broad back of the house.

Gracie 1s stricken with wonderment as she stands viewing the
back yard. "It's . . . 1t's beautiful!" She 1s chocked wlith awe
and feels removed from everywhere, everything. "How do ye take

care of 1t all?" asks Gracie. He tells her a colored boy who lives

a down the road works on 1t during the week,
and he does the rest on the weekends. "Come, let's to in. I want
to show you around." Sense of peace sweeps down upon her.

She "aws" and "ohs" like a little girl taken to the circus for
the first time. Every room 1s a wonderful act, a miracle of
achievement. She 1s overwhelmed by the splendor of 1t all. "Oh,
Howard," she looks up at him, "it's purtier than anythain' I have
ever seen -- 1t's great, jest beautiful . . . "

She was simply unprepared for this. If she had read books,
she might have had some notion of fine homes and fine furniture,
and bric-a-brac, but she had never books. And the only conceptions
she has had was her own musty, squalored place which would have
dulled anyone's sensitivities to beautiful things. She recalled
her own farm, a pleasant place, but 1t was like a glass stone next

to a glittering diamond.
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Howard, as though recalling a past decision, says, "Now you
can understand why I could never leave here -- I built this place,
every inch of 1t -- I put in these hardwood floor myself. I put
in the tile into the bathroom. I installed the water, I planted
the gardens and the orchard. This 1s all mine. I would never
leave here for the city." She learns what he means, felt the same
when she had own place, now house belong to factory.

“"Ooh, Howard, 21it's jest wunnerful." She, who had been so
garrulous all her life, felt suddenly a massive 1inattractiveness
before the splendor in the house. And then the strangeness of her
inarticulateness grew after the next wondrous thing happened.

Almost without knowing they had moved into the living room,
and they were seated on the sofa when Howard had taken hid had in
his and without a word, embraced her and they were as one. In a
moment, when she moved her trembling lips away, she fell back
against the sofa, vigorously shaking her head. She was drugged.
She felt a strange fluid mysteriously filling her head, then
flowing drowsily through her body. She knew something was
happening to her, but she didn't know just what. Then, she felt
something break inside her, like the snapping of a twig, and she
fell forward on Howard's shoulder, her eyes wets with tears.

Howard stroked her back with the palm of his hand. "Don't,
don't, Grace . . . I know, I know . . . ™"

Grace sobbed, and her body trembled with crying. "Oh, Howard

. .« « 1t's been so long . . . and I'm so mixed up inside . . . "
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"Don't worry, Grace, everything will be all right . . . ", he

soothed her.

She sat back and dried her eyes. "I know it ain't nice ter
cry when yer a guest 1in somebody's house -- but I jest couldn't
help . . . " She sniffed and blew her nose with the hanky. She

pointed to her bosom, and said, "So much as gethered in there, I
just had to get some of it off . . . "

Howard looked at her tenderly. A gentle feeling of warmth was
upon him and he said he wanted to know. She began to tell him
about the previous Saturday, the clothesline and how he threatened
to ki1ll her, and she broke down cryilng agaln.

Howard said, "I had no 1dea 1t was so bad." "Oh, 1it's jest
terrible . . . terrible," she said.

He added, "I knew he always had a sour look on his face, but
I thought that underneath there was something decent about
him . . . " he shook his head, "I had no idea he could be so =-- so
crazy."

"Tt's been hell, Howard. Jest hell. He's been torturain' me
all the time, an' last week he woulda killed me. I don't know whut
stopped him -- he was so fierce =-- like an' craiminal."

"I don't understand him, Grace. You were so good to him --
always cleanin', an' cooking three meals a day for him -- an'
taling care of him when he got those headaches . . . what more
could the man want?"

"That was 1t . . . I was too good for him. I was a slave to

that house. Why 1in all the years I lived there 1 hardly even went
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futher than the grocery the next corner. I was a slave to him
every since we moved into thet house . . . he never 'preclated
nothin' I did for him, allers grouchin' an' hollerin' and
threatenin'. An' then, lately, he become suspicious I was . . .
oh, he jest tortured me to death . . . "

Howard touched her forehead with his lips, and said, "No more
crying -- this 1s a vacation - smile." He stoon up, walked across
the room to a mirrored cupboard, and brought back two glasses with
wine.

Gracie lifts the glass awkwardly with her meaty fist and made
a slubbering nolse as she drained 1ts entire contents 1n one
draught. Howard chuckled warmly. She drank wine like 1t was soda
pop or beer.

"What's so funny?" she asked.

"Nothing really. It's just, well, you're supposed to sip
wine, slowly, like this . . . "

A pink blush feathered her cheeks. She said candidly, "I
don't know these fancy things . . . " and she abruptly put the
enmpty glass on the end table before them.

Howard thought for a moment, then said, "It's better that way.
I don't like people with "fancy" things. I like you just as you
are . . "

These words touched off a great spreading of pleasantness in
Graclie who sat upright now, her eyelashes fluttering over the
thought of being liked by this wonderful man, this understanding

man, this man who would never scare nor threaten, but who would
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always caress and love and embrace. Her lashes stopped fluttering
as she sensed a change 1n Howard's manner. He was struggling with
something i1n his head, and she wanted to know whether i1t was about
her or them or what.

"wWhat 1s 1t, Howard?"

Howard, his forehead knitted in thought, looked and searching-
ly at the circlet of wine in the bottom of his glass. "Fancy
things mean very little, Grace. My wife Kknew of fancy things. I
guess she knew too many."

He looked at her earnestly, knowing he had lost the struggle
in reticence and that he would tell her about 1t. He had spoken
of this briefly before, but never the details insisted on coming
out.

"She was a gay, young, and pretty woman. I bought and built
this place for her, I thought we'd be happy here. But she liked
parties, and she liked men, and -- " his voice broke off, " -- and,
I guess she liked everything but building a home with me. She made
a nightclub out of this place. I'd come home after work, an'
there'd be empty and broken bottles all over the floor, an' caigar
butts -- an' she was gone =-- till four, five the next morning."

"I used to have to straighten the place up and make my own
supper, then tend to the garden and the orchard -- place was just
goin' to pot."

"Landsakes, how terrible, how terrible!" She shakes her head

1n warmest sympathy.
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"She got so careless, her men were leavin' rubbers 1in the
bedroom -- just had no shame anymore. I quessed we should've broke
up and at the beginning when we knew 1t wall all over. But people
are crazy that way. They hold on to little pieces when they know
the glass 1s broken and you can never put the pieces together to
make a glass whole again."

"I thought 1f we could sit down over to talk i1t over, we might
straighten 1t out. But she was two restless. She never wanted to
sit down. She wanted to go -- always to go =-- she liked speed --
an' that's what did her in, speed.”

"Ye mean the motorcycle?"

He nodded. "It was on a Friday night. They found her and the
guy out 1n a ditch in Humphrey . . . " He look straight at Gracie

whose face was set i1n pity. There was a hint of plaintitiveness

in his monotone recitation. "She always said I never liked the
fancy things -- she called 'em the finer things, 1f those were the
fine things. I guess I didn't . . . " He held Gracie's hand, and

massaged her little sausage-like thumb. "I think you really know
what the finer things are -- you ain't got fancy names for 'em --

but you know what they are. I've seen, the way you run your home,
the way you take care of your kids . . . "

As though timed, or preordained, a mood of drugged relaxation
fired by the wine settled now over both of them. Howard's tongued
was loosened and leaning back, his arm over Gracie's neck and
hanging over her breast, he spoke all the thoughts which had

gathered within him all the long evenings of his loneliness. "Thais
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1s a nice place," he said, his eyes taking in the room before them,
"but not good to be here along. At night, when 1t's black all
around out there, y'hear the crickets and the owls and you ell lost
in your own bedroom. Christ, sometimes you feel like crying, you
get so lonely."

A mist covered Gracie's eyes. It wasn't making sense, she
thought. Jest a little while ago, she was terrified and burstin'
with hate, and now she was happy beyond memory, she was 1n a man's
embrace, an' she was consumed with love. It was the dream she
always picture and now 1t was fulfillment and she yielded to the
enigma. It was too much for her to comprehend.

"There were times I thought I'd burn this place down," Howard
was drunk with speech. "It wasn't built for one man . . . " There
was an appeal 1n his voice and Gracle felt herself responding to
1t as she nestled close against his chest. Howard paused, looked
at the devoted, secure, reliable woman in his arms, he saw her busy
in his 1vory Kitchen, he watched her in the orchard, and he kissed
her gently on the forehead. "Come," he said.

She stood before him upstairs 1n the bedroom, dumpy and
confused. He had his fingers on the buttons of her blouse, when
she muttered, like a tiny shriek, "Howard -- no . . . ":

There was silence, then Howard asked, "You don't want to?"

Of course she wanted to. She had been waiting for this moment
since that first morning when Howard stepped into her living room.
But she remembered another day more recent, and terrifyingly sharp

in his memory. What 1f Willie Rutherford had followed them. She
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knew 1t was silly. But suppose he were out there i1n the flower
garden, or behind a tree 1in the orchard. He would be upon them in
a moment and i1n his terrible vengeance he would -- "

"Howard -- I know 1it's foolish -- " She couldn't tell him her
fears about Willie, his wild threats. Howard would laugh at her.
Another thought inhibited her. She hadn't slept with a man in --
years. She would be clumsy. She would offend him. He would hate
her. That would spoil everything . . . "

"It it's foolish, forget about 1it," he said, and he ran his
fingers over her blouse while she closed her eyes, trying to shut
out the entire world she left behind when she had crossed the
tracks this morning.

A soft breeze caressed the curtains, moving them toward the
pool of sun on the window-ledge. Gracile smelled the fragrance of
honey suckles which filled the room. She lay on her back like a
pink fluffy garment whose elastic belt had snapped. The tension
which had pinched the fabric form was gone. She turned toward
Howard and they held the embrace of two lonely people.

"Stay here," said Howard.

She winced, for the word "Stay" meant she would have to
return. "Stay here and make this our home." It was a plea of a
lonely man (but she heard only the affection of her lover.)

"I can't, Howard, I jest can't." She thought of tomorrow
morning's breakfast, and the boys and she heard the gate swinging

on 1ts hinges and she repeated, "I can't."
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CHAPTER X

Grace returns home at 11:00 p.m., finds Willie sprawled out
on floor, aspirins at his side, Rover licking his head. Grace
overcome by guilt and paty; filled with remorse at thought she
might have killed. She gets ammonia spirits to revive him. (She
labors over him with a care that borders on love). Then she hears
volces out front. She looks through curtain, lamp overhead and
sees Margie embracing boy on Gibson chair. Anger wells up in her,
why didn't Margie take care of him like I asked her? She wants to
rush out and berate her. She stops, returns to Willie who 1is
reviving, mumbling. Margie enters, crisply asks what happened.
Gracle pounces on her. How dare she leave when she asked Margie
to take care of him. She knows he's 111 -- and I had to go to Aunt
Viola.

Margie breaks 1in, ""Aunt Viola, my ass!"

Gracie, "Margie, how dare you and stop cussing."

Margie, "Don't try to fool me. I Kknow you went to Howard's.
Don't think I'm staying here tied up to the old man watching the
gate while you're out playing around."

Gracie, "Hold your tongue."

Margie, "I'm gonna have a good time, too -- and I ain't
staying here with this crazy bastard all day."

Willie rears up on his elbows, and weakly mutters, "You're
killing me, you're killing me!"

Gracie said goodnight, closed the door behind her. She stood

on the corner of the alley under the lamp pole and watched the huge
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care pull smoothly away in the night. She saw the tow diminishing
tiny red lights turn the corner in the distance and suddenly she
realized for the first moment of this day that she was alone. She
stepped hurriedly away from the lamp pole whose bright bulb threw

a spotlight on her her figure.

Ordinarily she would be terrified to be alone near the alley
at this time of night. She hated alleys in general. Especially
this alley since the smokehounds were assembled 1n an alcoholic
orgy. She feared being raped. She had been filled with terror by
the shadows which marauded the alley with this suggestive shapes.
She knew she should have been terrified.

Yet taught terror was a figment and the apprehensions of rape
lurking i1n shadows were merely delusions. She was filled with a
sense of calm, 1nexplicable and delicious, and she now moved
through the darkness toward the corner her thoughts were fragrant
with honeysuckle and she felt as sure and composed as the line-
straight furrows in the gardens and the trees in the orchard.

Her house was around the corner and two blocks yet 1t was in
another city, 1in a different place, another time. She was
convinced. Once you know true happiness, nothing can bother you.
When you are in love, when you know you are wanted, when you feel
you have purpose and have a place in the world, tragedy 1s reduced,
every fear 1s unreal, can even be telescoped into nothingness. The
song which joyously filled her head now dinned out all the

discordant cries 1in her past.
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As she walked down the street, her sense of peace swelled.
There was no movement anywhere in the block; a feeling of solemnity
hung like a vast shroud. They were in the garden. Howard was 1in
his undershirt (he had left his shirt in the bedroom). He stooped
and branded her blue and pink bouquet of flowers (mums). They were
in the orchard. She sucked the ripened peach and they laughed as
the juices trickled over her cheek. Then she bent over and lifted
up a lapful from the windfall and in the Kkitchen she stirred the
compote. Compote and gingerale in the garden. She was dreaming
and they were to bed again and now she was tired, exhausted by the
torrential flows 1n her body, but she smiled deliciously recalling
this day without precedent.

As she padded across the tracks, along the red-bricked
pavement before the shadowy factory, past the watchman's shut gate,
emerging into the moonlight which silverized the picket fence, her
heart pulsed widely, and apprehension, a dank foreboding, were like
specters in her mind. It was not terror, for terror 1s 1n
loneliness, and she was certain she was not alone this day.

She stood on the steps, poised to rattle the screen door. It
opened almost voluntarily. A tiny brooding suddenly ascended her
back and flowed over. 1It's over 11 o'clock, how dare Margie leave
the door open? She entered the 1living room. The terror of
loneliness was upon her and the song in her head became a cry.

Willie Rutherford lay on the floor, his head twisted toward
the side 1n an agonized mask. Below, his sock-like body was

stretched our limply, his arms flat and motionless at his sides.
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In the open nerveless palm of his right hand, a brown jar of
aspirin rested, with tablets spilled from 1its mouth. Growling
deeply, Rover hovered about Willie's head, dipping his tongue 1in
the wan light from the table touching the contorted face.

Gracie gasped. She stood riveted 1n one place. For a moment
her head sway dizzily in a dark fluid and a numbness invaded her.
In swift desperate movements, she jerked herself 1into motion,
swirling through i1n the darkness of the room, into the kitchen.
She fumbled for the ceiling cord, dipped a rag into the sink, and
rushed wobbling back into the darkened living room. She knelt at

Willie's saide, the rag at his head and

nostrils.

"Ooh Lord, Lord," she fretted. She sat back on her haunches
listening. His chest heaved slighted and a throttling sound like
a chocked snore came from deep inside him. "He ain't ded . . . "
Springing to her feet, she raced back into the kitche, opened the
white-pained chest where she fumbled with bottled marked with
skull-bone emblems. "Go way dawg," she said angrily to Rover who
sniffed at her feet. She selected a small bottle with purple fluid
and hastily returned. She held the open bottle under his nostrils
and softly commanded, "Sniff i1t, sniff 1t!" There was no response.
She lifted the damp rag wiping away strands of matted hair from
Willie's forehead. "It must've been a stroke," she said.

She leaned over his chest, picked up the jar and the few

fallen pills which she replaced. She held the bottle toward the
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pale light on the table, "Lord, he took half the bottle . . . "
She shuddered.

She watched his nostrils twitch once, twice, and then she
moved around toward his head. With her arms under his shoulders,
she heaved upward, grunting heavily as she raised the super part
of his body toward the teet. Her knee under his shoulderblade, she
managed to shift his upper part further squirming movements onto
the sofa. Then, with one knee still on the floor, she skirted
around the broadside of the sofa, moving the middle part, then the
power part of his body onto the cushions. Suddenly his head rolled
listlessly back hanging from the farthest cushion. She shoved his
fleshy head back until i1t turned completely over toward the back
of the sofa. She stood, her head beaded 1n perspiration, her arms
welghted with the strenuous effort and the accumulated exhaustion
of the day.

As she leaned over the arm of the sofa straightening our his
rumpled form, a profound sense of remorse throbbed in her. He had
tried to commit suicide, she thought, and 1t was her fault. He
should never have been left alone with a full jar of aspirin.
Suddenly the vision of a distant orchard focused in her mind; she
straightened up and stared at 1t and then watched 1t explore into
a million blinding splinters.

"I can't, I just can't . . . " She cried in her throat. A
wave of protest mounted in her and she clenched her little faits.
"Where dod they go! Why did Margie leave him here by himself?

Should call Dr. Bramble . . . "™ Wringing her hands 1n quiet

-
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despalr, she walked sullenly through the shadows which filled the
dining room, and stood at the foot of the stairway. "Margie . . .
Margie . . . " she whispered up the blackened tunnel. She didn't
walt for a reply for she knew her daughter was not there. "Dang
her soul. Don't care for nuthin' -- only clothes and boys =--
leaving the front door unlocked, and the gate untended -- Lord 1if

Matthew or Alexander was here with we mite's well pack up tonite

n
- - -

She stumbled into the living room and stared at the lifeless
form of Willie crumpled on the sofa. "What kin I do?" She felt
wretched and broken and guilt sat on her shoulders like great
pillars of stone. Dr. Bramble had his office on Menton Street 12
blocks away. She had no telephone, she couldn't call neighbors,
there was no one i1n the street to send, she couldn't leave Willie
like this.

She looked blankly at Willie's open mouth, and stiffly, almost
automatically, she bent over to wipe the spittle which frothed at
the corners of this mouth. A giggle, a girl's glggle, Margie's
giggle. She was certain 1t was Margie's giggle coming from outside
the window. Gracle turned to meet her daughter as she would enter,
she was going to give 1t to her this time, whip her don't matter
how old she 1s, till she cries. But the door failed to open, and

the giggles trailed away with a sucking sound,

and Gracie set her jaw and strode toward the door.
The springs squirmed and Gracie looked back toward the sofa

and saw Willie more slightly. She half-turned to go toward haim,



DRAFT - SCRIPT/MARC H. TANENBAUM 87
but then she wheeled about moving secretly toward the window when
the shade floated back with the breeze, she snatched 1t with her
two fingers and peered out through the space. The lamp on the pole
placed a large circle of expanded light on the ground below, which
just missed touching the Gibson chair i1n front of the window. In
the pale reflection from the circle, Gracie made out two forms
squirming on the chair. It was Margie and a boy. Margie's head
was propped up against the arm of the chair, and her feet rested
on the other arm. The boy was over her, his face against hers, hais
left arm under the fold of her dress which looped across her knees.
The shade slapped against the window and the boy looked up. Gracie
stepped back, nearly toppling over the chair behind her. She
gasped, and suppressed a choking rasp which thundered 1in her
throat. She moved two steps toward the lamp, wheeled around toward
the window, then was caught by a flash of light in the mirror over
the mantle. she stared dumbly at her face i1n the creamed mirror
light. She held her face in both hands. It was hot and pulsing
and damp. Her first 1impulse was to run toward the door and
discover them in this act, to throw her head through the window,
to fall upon them and beat with her fists until they were one
bloody pulp. Shame, shame! She heard a voice deep 1inside cry,
shame, on the front steps! And before the neighbors, the whole
world to see . . . 1t was his hand, wasn't 1t, only his hand?"
Beneath her thick wavy hair her head bubbled like a cauldron,
and her small eyes were narrowed with fury. She was being pulled

from all directions and she had no one direction. Then her smoking
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little eyes saw the sofa i1n the mirror, the soft sofa without a
rumpled body, a sofa which was a bed, and a bed upon which her own

body 1s unfolded, surrounded with the

fragrance of an orchard. Then she knew she could not step outside
nor peer through the window.
(And 1nstead, she slowly unburdened her fury through the

inthe face) and

with gentle sighs, and she turned toward the sofa, sitting on its
edge. With the alternate use of the damp rag and the little bottle
with the purple fluid she sought to revive Willie Rutherford, her
husband. She tried to understand all this about her as she stared
blankly before her, dazedly moving the objects in her hand over the
object on the sofa. But 1t was futile for she had never really
understood anything, since things just happened to blindly, without

. And she could not, therefore,

understand this, the new 1mage, the 1mage of a house with a
swinging gate suddenly cracklng apart, suddenly tumbling over into
a valley, plece by piece, falling deep into a giant field of weeds,
crashing secretly and 1n silence. She could not understand it but
she stared at 1t and knew that 1t had happened.

The door opened as Willie slowly twisted his head from side
to side muttering 1naudibly. Gracie stood up from the sofa and
stared warily at her daughter whom she now saw 1n a new 1light,
bleak and unflattering. She was about to ask her, rather

, "Did ye have a good time?" when

Margie coldly interrupted, "What's a matter with him?" She tossed
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her handbag onto the table and plopped into the chair near the

window.
"He's had a stroke . . . "
"He ain't dead, 1s he?" She spoke briskly and her tone bad.

(He jagged edges of .)

"No, he ain't dead," Gracie replied with a broken sigh, "but
I s'pose ye keep 1t up like this, he will be soon -- "

"Now what in the hell do ye mean by that?" Margie retorted
viciously. Her back was sunken in the chair, her stomach jutted
upward and her legs weaved loosely together and apart in the outer
circumference of the light.

"I mean . . . 1f ye keep walkin' out . . . leavin' the house
and him . . . I mean . . . he'll be dyin' before long . . . "

Margie jerked into a sitting position. "Sunnovabitch I like

that . . . If I keep walkin' out . . Where in the hell was ye all
day? . . . Movin' yer bowels?"

"At's enuf sass from yer nasty mouth ." Gracie stood over the
lamp, her face seemed drawn and guivering. She spoke with effort,

as though drained of energy.

"Never mind calling name . . . I ast ye -- whur was ye all
day?"

"Aunt Viola's."

"Aunt Viola's, my ass!"

"Margie, that's enuf." Her eyes smoldered behind her

spectacles.
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"What d'yer think I am, deaf? Don't ye think I hurd ye tell
Howard ye was goin' out with him to the country?" Her face white
and hard as slate, "It's all right for ye to play around but I'm
s'posed to say here tied to thet gate and thet crazy bastard over
there, 1s thet 1t? Well, like hell?"

"Hold yer tongue, girl, hold yer tongue." Gracie felt
bitterness gathering in her, she lifted the patent-leather handbag
in a small threatening gesture. Margie stood up like an iron rail,
her arms defiant on her hips. A snare curled on her face.

"Well, ain't nobody goin' to stop me from havin' a good time,
y'see, and 1t'll take more'n ye to keep me in here all day watchin'
that crazy ole bastard over there."

Against the wall, 1n the shadows of the sofa, the spraings
creaked heavily as Willie instantly lurched up on a side and with

flaming red eyes and a grotesquely twisted face, he

"Ye're killin' me -- both -- ye're killin' me."

He wrenched forward, made a little roll, and fell to the floor with

a dull thud.
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CHAPTER XI

Monday morning, before Dr. Bramble

(fat, bald, jowls, cigars, burly, Packard Coupe, wheezing, dollar
medicine, 65), examines Willie, tells Gracie and sons 1it's high
bloed pressure. They take Willie upstairs in front room; Bramble
suggests Willie take a rest away from factory, worst, a home.
Willie froths: I ain't leaving them =-- they'll let me rot in a
home, they want to get rid of me, they'll make this a whore house,
they're no good, I tell ye. Doc quiets him.

In kitchen, Doc says he should be taken to home. Gracie says
they can't afford 1it, 1insurance, rent to factory (months in
arrears), store bill, electricity, gas, installment plan. Albert
says he needs savings to get married. Henry blurts he wouldn't
give that sunnuvabitch a plug nickel -- out of any beer money --
he takes all we're doing for him for granted anyway, like 1it's
coming to him, an' him not workin' damned near ten years. Let him
come beggin' for 1it. We work too hard to set him up on easy
street.

Robbie says he'd like to help out, but he's buying that '31
Chevie over at Fox's ($35.00) and he's gotta keep payin' his weekly
buck, else they'll sell 1t (maybe 1f I was 1n army already, I'd
have money to spare).

Bramble says they'd better take care of him, then, at home,

else he'll pop off (snaps fingers).
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Margie offers to quit school and take care of him, but they
gotta buy her a new dress and fancy red shoes. Bramble leaves and
tells them to add i1t on what they owe him.

Dr. Bramble straightens up from sofa, puts stethoscope 1in
black bag on table. He 1s a giant man, obese, great lakes of fat
hanging from his face. His whole body shakes as he wheezes. He
looks around at Grace, Margie, Albert, and Robbie. Henry is still
upstairs.

He looks down at Willie who's staring up with wide frightened
eyes. "Ain't nothin' to worry about, Willie. Heart's 1s good
shape. Just gotta keep yourself from gettin' excited."

"What?" he asks weakly.

"He sez you're all right." Gracie yells. She looks worn out,
hair mussed, eyes reddedned, grooves 1n face. He was up all night
sitting in chair, watching Willie.

Dr. Bramble turns to Gracie. "Suppose we take him upstairs.
There'll be too much activity in the living room. He needs quiet
and lots of rest." He wheezes.

"We'll put him i1n the front room. It's nice and cool there,"
she says.

Albert and Robbie 1i1ft up Willie, put his around thear
shoulders, and start through dining room, up staircase.

Dr. Bramble holding black bag, puts his other arm over Gracie's
shoulder, "Don't worry, he'll be all right."

She looks up at him guiltily, "It warn't my fault, doctor."”
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"But you should've called me when 1t happened. He's had a bad
night."

"Wal I wanted to call ye, but we ain't got no phone and the
boys were out till late and I wouldn't send Margie out so late at
nite.”

"Christ sakes, when's that factory going to make this house
livable. It's unheard of, not having a phone. Lucky thing you got
Robbie to come and get me, 1f you were alone here, that man
could've died and no one would've known the difference."

"I know it, 1it's jest terrible; they don't care a bit 'bout
us." Knock on the door. Gracie turns. "Oh, 1t's one of the
drivers. 'Scuse me, doctor, I'll let him in the yard and then I'll
come right up."

Driver, "Don't you hear my horn?" Gracie, "No, doctor 1in
here." She opens gate, then comes upstairs into bedroom. Doctor
sits on edge of bed, taking Willie's pulse, a gold watch in his
great, beefy paw. Albert, Robbie, and Margie stand around bed.

Doctor, "What's that bucket?"

Gracie, "We use 1t for night pan."

Doctor, "I swear, I oughta have the Dept. of Health
investigate this. They'd make the factory do something."

"How'd you like to go away somewheres for a nice rest, Willie?
You'd like that, wouldn't you? Some nice, clean place in the
country?" He says soothingly.

Willie twists head from side to side. "You wouldn't want to

take a rest?"
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Willie nods again, his face slowly contorting.

"Why not, Willie?"

There's silence for a moment, then Willie fiercely into the
doctor's face and stammers, "They ain't gettin' rid of me. I ain't
leavin' this hyer house. I Kknow 1t, they want to get rad of me,
they want me outta the way -- wal, they ain't do 1it, y'hear,
they're ain't movin' me from this house."

“"Now, now, Willie, quiet down, no one's trying to get rid of
you. We thought 1t'd be for your own good, rest and fresh air for

a couple weeks 1in the country."

"I ain't leavin', doc, y'hear, y'hear. They'll make this
place -- they'll make 1t a whore house, a whore house. I ain't
leaving'!" Willie's face was purple as his head jutted back and

forth, shouting.

The doctor put his hand on Willie's shoulder. "All raight,
Willie, 1f you don't go away, you don't have to. Now just lie back
and rest a bat, that's 1t, just relax. You can stay right here."
He turned toward the Rutherfords and said he'd meet them in the
kitchen, he asks Gracie for a glass of water. They all leave,
Gracie returns with water, Doctor give Willie a sedative, waits
ti1ll he closes his eyes.

In the Kkitchen, the doctor slurps coffee and chuffs on a
clgar. The boys are eating breakfast in their work clothes.
Graclie flounders about table, fretting.

"Don't take on so, Gracie. Nothing will happen." Doc puffs

cigar and wheezes. "There's no question that man's bad off. He
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had a bad stroke. Must've been terribly excited and that overdose

of aspirins didn't help him any. He needs to go away to sanitarium
somewheres for at least a month. With all the excitement around
here and the factory noises, he'll pop off good like this -- " He
snaps his fingers.

"I swear, doctor, 1f we don't take him away somewheres,
they're have to take me. It's jest killin' me. I can't take 1t
much longer." She breaks i1nto tears, sobbing into her apron.

"All right now, Gracie, that ain't doin' us any good, 1is 1it?
Let's stop the tearin' and see what we can do."

"But we ain't go' no money for a sanitarium or place 1like
that, Doctor. Landsakes," she says weakly, "I've got enuf of a
problem keepin' the house goin' as it is."

"Ai1n't there anyway, you boys can help out!"

Albert, "I give her $14.00 a week =-- the other $8.00 I'm
savin' to get married. éhrlst, I can't afford to give her
anymore."

Henry, taking , "Ai1n't no use askin' me,

'cause I ain't givin' another penny for thet ole fart. I been
supportin' him for the past seven years. He thinks he's got it
comin' to him, well, he ain't, see?"

"We work too goddam hard to set him up on easy street, country
home?" Sunnuvabitch, send him to jail, he'll get a rest, hell, a
damned good rest." He laughs falsely. "If you ask me, we oughta

let him died, do us all good." Henry sneers back.
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Robblie volunteers, "I'll give two extra bucks from spendin'
dough =-- but thet can't help much. Maybe when I get in the army
I'l]l have more money and we'll be able to send the ole man away for
avhile."

"When you leavin', Robbie?" Doc asks, wheezing.

"Soon. I'm gettin'infermation."

"Well, there's no question that 1t does look pretty tough,"
Doc.

Gracle explains, "I'd like to get him away from here more'n
you would, then all of us would have some peace here, but we jest
can't do 1t. Look Doc, I gets $42.00 a week from the boys. Four
dollars and fifty cents each week 1s fer rent, there's $30.00 for
food. Thet's $34.00 don' gone -- an' with the rest - why there's
gas, 'lectraicity, insurance, 1installment, clothes for Gracie.
Landsakes, 1t's jest i1mpossible."

"Well, I guess you're right. We'll just have to work out some
way of caring for him here."

"I'11l quit school and take keer of him, don't learn nuthan'
there anyway. An' the principal 1s jest about as bad as the ole
man."

"Well, the important this 1s that he has quiet and steady
care, and you have to Keep him clean. Those dirty wet clothes are
enough to kill a man with disease."

"I'1ll quit school t'morrer." Margle like the 1dea. "But you
gotta buy me a new dress before I start keerin' for him."

Doctor stares at her severely. Factory whistle squeals.
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"What time -- 1s that 8:00? I'd better be leavin'. Lifts

body from chair, picks up derby and bag, tells Gracie at door,

"Follow the 1instructions I gave you and he'll be all right."

Margie yells out, "It's what we're afraid of."
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CHAPTER XII

Monday, 2:00 P.M. Gracie opens gate for Howard (Mack truck).
Tells him about Willie's spell and 1llness. She feels turraible.
Howard says he'll meet her in backyard at 3:00. (She's bothered
by factory people seeing them).

They meed behind woodshed. (Spooks, Howard decries). Gracie
1s overwrought with guilt, 1f the old man dies 1t'll be her fault.
Howard says they'll be able to marry. I know, Gracle says, 1t'd
be better 1f he died, but I feel guilty. Howard asks her whether
she'll come out next Sunday. She says she can't. Howard becomes
Pigued. She says she will soon, but not now. She's afraid i1f she
leaves Willie alone, Henry will kill him. He's become terrible,
he drinks, wild women and threatens. Besides, Margie can't be
trusted alone now. She's running around with boys and she's afraid
to leave her alone in the house.

Howard, fed up with all these entanglements, asks her to come
away with him for good. She wants too, but how can she? If she
don't care for boys, they'll lose their jobs, the factory will take
away the house. Howard - What do you home for anyway -- Albert
marrying, Robbie 1n army, Henry a bum, Margie'll marry soon.
Gracie says 1t ain't right. She can say with us until she does.
Divorce Willie, send him to an institution. Howard tells her to
divorce Willie, pieces of broken glass. She should have long ago,
Gracle says, but 1i1t's too late. We'll just have to wait till he

dies. Have patience. They go into shed and play around.



DRAFT - MANUSCRIPT/MARC H. TANENBAUM 99

Graclie closes screen door gingerly for fear of waking up
Willie who's resting in the front room upstairs. She pauses, looks
up toward the window to make sure Willie isn't watching her. She
walks carefully down to gate where Howard 1s waliting in truck. He
took truck around the block to test new clutch he has Jjust
installed. As she steps off curb, she sees Howard wink at her.

She forces a smile, but knows 1t communicated 1ts inner turmoil

as Howard clambers out of truck and meets her at gate.
Howard asks her what's the matter? He frowns, thinking
perhaps she feels remorse at yesterday's experience. Perhaps he

should have

1n the day to reassure her of the excellence of yesterday, that
there was nothing wrong, etc., but she did ask him not to come
because of Willie. "Anything wrong?"

"Landsakes no." Gracle says broadly, strange look in her eye.
With effort she says, "I'm really pleased to see ye."

A sigh of relief crosses his face. "Oh, I thought that."

Her face lights up, "It was, 1t was jest grand." She touches
his belt impulsively.

"The why the sour face -- and the mysterious i

"We had some trouble."

"Willie?"

She nods. "While I was gone, he had a stroke. It was
terrible -- jest terrible =-- I found him on the floor, Rover
lickin' his head." She sighed with emotion, "It was jest turraible.

Dr. Bramble wanted to send him away this mornin' . . . for a rest
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« « « but he refused . . . he callet me a . . . ," she whimpered,
"a whore . . . "
"Oh, Jesus Christ!" Howard said in a manner of outrage. "Was

there any fightin'?" Gracie didn't answer. She looking over her
shoulder, first up at the window then toward the office steps.
"I'd better let ye in. The factry'll be complainin' soon. I'll
tell ye about i1t later."

She unlocks gate. "S'pose I see you i1n the yard at in an
hour, let's make 1t exactly at three o'clock, back at the sheds,
0.K.?" Gracie nodded consent. As Howard walked back to truck, she
looked again up the street, then opened gate wide. The truck
roared up, then went up the dirt-pathed driveway.

At five minutes to three, Gracie looks up at the clock. She
fingers her hair, adjusts her apron. She calls Rover 1n from the
yard and locks him in the summer kitchen. She doesn't want him
ralising a row while she's out there. She's glad Margie 1s still
in school. It'll be a week before they release her. At least she
won't be spying on her this afternoon.

Gracie walked simply across the backyard, and the weeds which
skirted and drooped over the path leading to the sheds. She walked
with her head bent low, as though on a mission. She felt all the
little red sun-baked windows were pock-holes through which she was
being stared at. Yet she didn't pause once when she reached the
other side of the bleached clapboard shed. She saw Howard, 1in his
grey coveralls and overseers caps, walking toward he, across the

dirt path. He was wiping off his hands in fluff of waste (wool).
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She looked at him with the same disturbed look that betrayed
her confusion at the gate before.

"Right on time," Howard smiled. From the shadows by this
shed, she surveyed the yard for a secluded spot, then said,
pointing to the she behind her, "Let's go in here."

"I'd ruther not." A faint tremor lurked in her voice.

_ Howard blinked as though he didn't understand. "Why not,
Grace?"

She fumbled with the corner of her apron, then muttered,
"Tt's . . . " the word forming on her lips felt awkward, but she
could not repress 1it, "it's haunted."

"What?" Howard was abashed. Then, briefly reassuring, he
chuckled. "Well, we'll go i1n and scare out the spooks."

Gracie's mouth twisted a faint smile. She could not suppress
her apprehensions. "Come," Howard said. He took her soft hand and

led her up the rotted steps. The warped door

creaked stiffly open under his hand. They stopped across the
threshold, and Gracie almost immediately clung to Howard's arnm.
Howard felt her pressure on his sleeve and looked about the shed
(dank order, cool). A bower of spider webs hung in each corner,
dotted with the bushes of insects long consumed. Stream of light
filtered thinly through the one dusty window at the back of the
shed. On the floorboards, through which weeds struggled wildly
upwards, a shallow pool of light formed, dissolved, then reformed.
Two wooden benches, their rusted nailheads loose i1n their holds,

sat silently opposite each other, creaking only when under the
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gentle rush of wind. Through the knot-holes and the spaced widened
by the shrinkage of the board, shivers of lights feel sharply
downward. An ancient newspaper flaps against the wall.

Gracie, holding tightly to the muscular arm beside her, looked
toward the rafters overhead. She saw at one the large rusted heads
of penny-nails and a shaft of pain cut through her. "Up there,"
she murmured, pointing to the raters, "it must‘'ve been up there!"

Howard, quite unexcitedly, looks up toward where she pointed.
After a moment, he returned his gaze toward her frightened face,
and said blandly, "I don't see nuthin' but old rafters and nail-
hooks."

"At's where they must've hang him." Her eyes were glassy and
cold.

"Hung who?"

"The man they say 1t was a nigger."

"Who says?"

"I dunno, everybody. They been sayin' 1t since we been here.
Give ye the creeps, and when there's a storm, and the wind 1s a
howlin' ye kin hear the voices."

"Oh, Grace, please. Control yourself. Now do you see
anythin' here? There ain't no bodies hangin' here, 1s there? Only
a few cobwebs hangin' here an' some weeds an' a piece of old
newspaper."

"I know, ain't nuthin' here now. But at nite, when the wind
blows thru y'hear all kinds o' things. It's haunted, Howard. I

tell ye, nobody's used this place for years, 1t's haunted."



DRAFT - MANUSCRIPT/MARC H. TANENBAUM 103

Howard moved toward the end of the shed. The boards made a
groaning noise under his feet. He picked up the yellowed newspaper
and placed 1t on the bench nearest the side of the house. Then he
led Gracie toward the seat and sat down with her.

A peculiar look was on his face. It was the 1look of a
irritated school teach tempered with the benign frown of a father.
"Gracie, I don't mean to be harsh, but you must stop being so
superstitious. After all, you're a grown woman. It just don't
sound right for a mother of four grown children to be talkin' of
spooks and hosts and haunted houses. Other day, I heard you
laughin' at how the Catholics talk to statues and pictures and play
with heads. It sound pretty silly for grown-up people doin' things
like that. Think at how silly 1t sounds for you bein' afraid of
things that just don't exist. You make these things up in your own
mind and then you scare yourself with 'em. It's like with your old
man. He's made up a spook i1n his mind about you and the children
and now he's scared himself near to death with it. I just can't
understand how anxious people are to scare themselves. Hell, 1if
you didn't think you had spooks here 1in the backyard, you'd
probably go to the moves to see a Frankenstein picture or somethin'
like that, so's you could frighten yourself up good and proper.
It just don't make sense Gracie - like with your neighbors - I just
can't believe people hate you and are spyin' on you like you they
are. It's just a spook and you keep scarin' yourself with 1t. Coz
you like to be scared. Christ knows there's enuf things around to

scare the guts out of a man without inventin' your own."
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Gracie sat overwhelmed by the pattern of logic which wave
about her. She stared 1nto Howard's eyes. She did not feel
ashamed nor instructed. Just overwhelmed. "Ye're -- ye're jes'
so intelligent, Howard."

Howard smiled and nodded his head as though realizing hais
lesson was 1n vain. "I'm not really, ain't has much schoolin' at
all, just seams to me like plain common sense. Anyways, you won't
be so scared of this shed anymore, will you."

She hesitated. Then nodded. "No, I guess there ain't no
spooks 1n here." He had triumphed after all.

There was a moment of silence, Gracle looked up toward the
after, was momentarily reassured that at least no corpse dangled
from the ceiling. Then she glanced toward the misted window.
Through an open patch of light scarred by filmy strands of dust,
she saw the factory windows.

"Howard," she began, "I, ye think they're watchin' us?"

"If they are, they can't see anythin'. There are no windows
except that dirty one, an' nobody saw us comin' in. There's
nothing to be 'fraid of;“

She felt completely reassured. Howard had now taken on the
status of an oracle, and his pronouncements were unchallengeable.
"I ain't really 'fraid of them anymore," she said with a gesture
toward the tiny window, "but I'm scairt to death of Willie." She
felt again the thickness 1in her throat she felt lately when she

spoke or thought of her husband. "If he dies," she began, twisting
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the edge of her apron in tiny knots, "1f he dies, I'll jes' feel

turribly guilty, 1like I kilt him myself."

"Oh, come now, Grace, don't act up so." He lights another
cigarette. "I don't wish nuthin' on the old man, but i1f he dies,
1t'll be his own doin'. He'll kill himself by his own spooks.

There's no reason in the world for you to feel guilty. He

, you're doin' everythin' you can to keep the man
alive. An' after all he's done to you durin' the past couple days,
I jest wonders why you're puttin' yourself out so." She exhaled
and studied a smoke-ring glide by bars of light. "Besides, there's
us."

Gracie watched the light and for a moment was lost in 1ts lazy
movement. She jerked up, "Oh Howard, I hate ye to be messed up 1in
all thais. It ain't right to ye." She clenched her meaty little

fists and shook her head in short jerks,

like a child suddenly angered, "Sometimes I wisht he was dead!"

"It's really a heluva thing. If he does die, you'll feel
guilty, 1f he doesn't does, you'll be tortured," he saw a frown on
her face, "and we won't be able to marry till he does." Despite
the dilemma he had just outlined, her face broke 1i1nto a broad
smile. She was enthralled with the very prospect of being able to
marry this man. It stirred again in her feelings of gay, light-
hearted youthfulness, like the Sunday in the country.

"Grace," Howard reached out and cupped her hands in his. "How

'bout comin' out next Sunday?"
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She looked as his strong hands. She nods. "I'd like to, but

I can't, Howard. I . . . " The set 1irksome book on his face
troubled her. "I jest can't now, ye understand don't ye?" She was
afraid he wouldn't. "I'll come out real soon. I want to come out,

ye know 1t, don't ye? It's jist . . . I can't leave the house now.
Everythin's so upset. If I go away, anythin' kin happen. I'm
terribly scart of Henry. Thet boy's jest become a mess. Drinkin'
all his money away. An' runnin' around with wild women. If I have
the house alone, he'll kill the o0ld man. I'm sure he'll do 1it.
I'm the only one's that kept him doin' till now. I jest can't,
Howard, but I will, real soon."

Howard looked at her with a look of pity, but she saw 1t as

the look of loneliness. She shrugged her shoulders and sighed
deeply. "How can I go? Nobody will take keer of anythin' here.
Margie . . . " She paused and thought of her daughter. "She's

troublin' me terrible. I don't know when she and Henry get thas
mean streak. She's sassin' and cursin' and runnin' around with all
kinds of fellas till late at night. If I left her alone agin with
the house, Lord knows what she'd do this time."

Howard suddenly uncupped her hands and they fell abruplty into
her white apron. A tightening set in about his lips and he
muttered coldly, "What a goddam mess this 1s gettin' to be."

Gracie felt him moving away from her and a small cry came from
her throat. "Howard, I . . . "

"Howard stood up. "Look, Grace, I don't want to be hard,

about 1t looks like we're gettin' so damned involved in thais
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. + « Jigsaw puzzle. If you don't put yourself out of it now,
you're gonna get so stuck 1in 1t you'll never be able to pull
youself out." He looked down at her and the slivers of sun cut
across his face and coveralls. "Why don't you pack up and come
away with me now, for good?"

"What about yer job here?"

"The hell with my job. There are plenty jobs for mechanics.
Besides, there aren't no job ever gonna change my life for me.
It's a principle with me."

Gracie stood up next to him, looking up at his face with wide
imploring eyes. She wiliped a cobweb that had falled onto his arm.
"Lord, Howard, I want to. I want to go with ye more than anythin'
else . . . but, Lord, how can I?" Her arms fell to her side 1in
a small febble gesture.

Howard placed his hands on her round shoulders and looked
earnestly at him. She said, almost pleading, "If I go with ye now,
my whole house'll jest crack up. The factry'll take away the
house, an' the boys'll won't have anyplace to stay and nobody to
take keer of them. They'll probably even lose their jobs 1f I stop
tending the gate. It'd jest break my house 1f I leave with ye
now."

"House? What house? It's like another spook. I sorry, 1
didn't mean 1t that way, but really 1t 1s just like a spook. What
kind of home d'ye have with Willie like he is, an' Albert fixin'
to get married, and Robbie goin' in the army. Henry, well, y'say

yourself, he's a bum, and Margie'll probably marry soon. She could
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stay with us ti1ll she does. Honestly, Grace, there's just one way
out 1f you want to marry me. Divorce Willie, won't you? I know
1t sounds hard, an' 1t'll break up your home an' all that, but af
you're ever going to get out this, that's the only way. Divorce
him. Send him to an institution, but don't let him stand 1n our
way." He paused, waiting for her reaction. He sensed her
confusion, and continued.

"Grace, remember, you can never make a glass whole out of 1its
broken pieces."

She was tormented with confusion. She grabbed her hair and
twlisted under his arms. "I know, I know, Howard, everythin' ye say
1s right, but I can't -- I jest can't == I should've left him long
ago. I should've divorced him when we came here, but 1it's too
late, 1t's too late and I can't." Her face was moist with sweat.
She wiped her forehead. "We'll just have to wait till he dies.
It won't be long, Howard. Jest (give me) a little time.

Howard studied her face. Why was he troubling himself over
this dumpy, superstitious, country woman? He was getting along all
right by himself. It was better to be alone and content then to

be with a and embroiled 1in such a terribly

stinkin' set-up. But, she would make him a good wife. She would
be hardworking, devoted, reliable. He would be secure with her.
He would learn to love her, with time. But, what the hell! He
just couldn't get i1nvolved 1in this riadiculous family affair.

He took his hands off her shoulders and turned toward the

door. When he reached the threshold, she called, "Howard." He
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turned around, and stepped forward. (In a rush of uncontrollable

emotion, she threw herself into her arms, and in a moment, they

stood locked 1n embrace.)
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CHAPTER XIIT

Monday, 4:00 P.M. Gracle takes Margie (Margie changing dress)
with her to store to buy odds-ends for supper.

Upstairs Willie has hallucinations. Wants to go to toilet,
looks for bucket, collapses 1n faint - awakes again. He peers
behind screen, sees neighbors on steps, thinks they're watching
him, laughing at him (not working). He screams out 1n wild mumble,
"Mind your own damned business." He calls for Gracie and Margie,
no answer. He thinks they've run away with Howard. He goes to
closet to get gun. He crouches at window waiting for Howard to
pass.

Margie had come home from school half-hour ago. She was now
in the boys' room changing into white shorts. She put down candy
bar she was chomping on, put 1t on the bureau and began unbutton-
ing her flowered blouse. She has an angry look on her face. "Damn
1t, can't even dresset over i1n my own room. Why don't they take
him away."

Suddenly her eye fell on the drawer, slightly open. She
walked over, picked up the candy bar again. She looked into the
drawer and began moving things around, sunglasses, bookmarkers,key
chains, pencil without a point, a medallion -- what in the hell -
- a Catholic medallion, with the virgin on 1t, must be Albert's.
Betcha he'll a Catholic. She fingered the medallion, put 1t down,
next to a little red package. She opened the package, neatly

folded, prophylactics - Henry's; she left both of them there. The
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medallion and the prophylactics. She closed the drawer, slightly
as 1t was.

She finished the bar, then with her fingers she wiped the
chocolate from her gums. She took off her blouse, threw 1t on the
chair. She opened the side of her skirt, let it drop to the floor.
She threw i1t on the floor. She threw i1t on top of the blouse. As
she turned toward Robbie's bed on which her shorts lay, she caught

a of herself i1n the mirror. She looked at her

thin form, full-view, then profile. She thought her breast were
heavy. She touched her stomach. Funny, she felt a soft rumbling,
tiny pinches all day in school. Maybe she'd been eatin' too much
at the carnival. But that was yas ago. He was a nice-looker,
wasn't he. She went over to her shirt to take the picture out of
the pocket, one of those 4 for quarter pictures of her and the boy
who worked at the ferris wheel. He was a nice looker, strong, real
smooth, not like them boobs acrosst the street, not even like Reds,
and he had money. She felt the pinch of pain like an appendicitis
jJob; she winced. Must've been too much pop corn and cotton candy
and gooey-apples and all them rides. She puts back photo. Shame
carnival had to leave. Jimmy was nice-looker and real smooth.
Said he'd write me, from Pensivania . . . what'sat pain for, I hope
nuthan' . . .

"Margie." From the foot of staircase, Gracie called softly,
"Marge, honey, see 1f he's up. I'm goin' to the store to get a few
things for supper. Maybe he wants sumthin'."

Margie calls back, "Wait a minnit, I'm goin' with ye."
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"I'd ruther ye'd stay here and take keer of haim.

"Hell with that noise. 1I'm comin' right down." She slips
suspenders straps over her shoulders, straightens out shorts, then
comes downstairs.

"Didya see 1f he's up?"

"He's st1ll sleepin'."

"Did'ya look?"

"Course I lookt! He's sleepin' I'm tellin' ye."

"All right, let's go, but remember ye ain't gettin' nuthin'.
I gotta keep that store bill down. We owe Mrs. Levin over a
hundred dollars and I'm wissin' to pay her back some day."

"What fer? Them Jews makin' money off us as 1s -- lookit the
machine they got -- an' then sendin' Harold to school in New York,
hell they made lots a money off us."

"Margie, I don't want you talkin' thet way. Them people been
mighty good to us and you ain't got no reason to talk thet way."

"Mighty good? What they ever do aside from takin' 30 to 40
dollars a week from us."

They done plenty, what 'bout when he lost his job and they
lent us money and the Christmas basket they brought us thet
Chraistmas. We'd a starved without 1t. They did more for us then
the factory or anybodyelse even did. What about the soups and the
fish she still sends us."

Margie wingles her nose, "Them Jews eatin."”

"l swear, girl, ye don't preciates all anybody does fer ye.

Yer jest selfish and zealous and there's no likin' in ye. Why, I
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thought ye were friends with Rose Levin, and the way ye talk . .

"Wal, I like her, but she won't even go out with me on a date,
only wants to go out with Jewish schoolboys."

"Oh, stop yer prattlin' and take this here basket. I want to
be back 1n before the boys gets in."

Margie steps out front door. Looks at people across the
street. Gracie calls from living room. "Ye left the basket on the
teet. Come here an' get it."

She replies drily, "Oh take 1t yerself." And Gracie, twisting

her head from side to side, takes 1it.

Upstairs, Willie is flat on his back. He opens his eyes and
blinks like an ancient turtle in his wrinkled face. He tries to
move, mutters with pain. He feels stiff. He's always been used
to movement, on the go, now he suddenly feels immobilized, ain't
used to sitting still, lying on my back in the middle of the day,
always on the go.

He sits up, and feels dazed. A think mist 1s on his head, and
he feels a heaviness all above his shoulders. He has to go. Call
the o0ld woman or Margie. Better not. Do 1t alone, get along
without them. It's dark in here. Shades are down. My slippers,
whur my slippers”?

Bends over to look under the bed. Ach -- a sharp pain 1in nmy
head. Close his eyes, holds his head back. Finds slippers with
his feet. Out-house. Slowly he'll walk down slowly, down the

stairs, through the kitchen, to the outhouse. He'll do it alone.
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He ain't dead yet an' he'll show 'em. Nobody's gettin' rid of him,
not for a long time, real long time . . .

He stands up. That thickness i1n his head, 1n the legs too,
legs like wooden planks -- why they so stiff. Needs a 1little
extercize. Walk to out-house, do the legs good.

He walks to the end of the bed and kicks the poster. Dammit,
1t's dark. He pulls shade up half-way. Now walk, slowly, past the
bureau, past . . . the bucket. Use the bucket . . . out-house too
far.

He stands besides bureau, and uses the bucket. He looks down
and watches the bucket and listens. The thickness 1n his head,
great blank circles of the thickness, wood thickness, tone, heavy
stone thickness, black, all black.

He opens his eyes. He 1s on the floor, on his side, the
bucket 1s at his feet turned over, and empty. For a moment he
blinks out, the turtle heavy with his heavy shell. He rolls onto
his back and lifts himself, slowly. The thickness 1s gone, he 1is
up. Hold onto the bureaus. The shade 1s up. Darker in house,
light outsaide. They're laughing, who's laughing? Across the
street; they're laughing. They're looking up and they're laughing,
at me. They saw me fall over the bucket, they're making fun o' me.
Stop your laughing, damn bastards! Damn bastards! Stop lookin'
in here an' laughing. I'm sick -- don't laugh at me. Mind yer own
business, I tell ye!

Willie narrows eyes and stares out. Always laughin' at me,

all of 'em. I ain't no bum like ye are. I got a home, and I don't
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fool around with other men's wimmen. What're ye laughin' at me
for? I worked as long as I could. I ain't no tramp. I still
work. I ain't no . . . Stop yer snoopin' in here and yer damned
laughin' I tell ye."

He feels a hotness 1n lungs and he feels a wish to shriek at
the laughers. Stop 1t, stop 1t -- his words of anger climb up
inside him. He opens the screen, sliding it across halfway. STOP
B 5 STOP IT! MIND YOUR OWN DAMNED BUSINESS! STOP THE LAUGHIN'!

The screen trembles nervously in his hand, his lifeless hand,
and 1t falls to the ground below. They've stopped 1it, I see 'en,
they stopped laughin', they're lookin' at me, but I stoppt 'em.
The screen . . .

He turns around and holds onto the bed post. GRACE! Grace,
the screen! Get the screen before they do! MARGIE! Get the
screen, Margie!

They ain't here. Whur'd they go? They ain't here. Again, but
more feebly, GRACE, MARGIE . . . They gone away . . . with Howard,
they gone with that mechanic. They couldn' get rid of me, so they
left me, with thet mechanic.

Anger grows thick 1n his head like the thickness of the wool,
thick and heavy. 1I'll get him. Break up my home. I'll get him.
The gun, the rabbit gun. I'll blow his head off like a cottontail.
I'll get him when he goes by. Sunnuvabitch, break up my home.
It's in the closet. 1I'll get him.

He struggles lamely one to the other bed post, rolls aside the

bucket. Inside the closet, on the stop shelf, the gun and the
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cartridges. I'll wait for him like a cottontail and I'll blow off
his head. When he goes by in thet car, thet black shiny car.

His back 1is agalhst the wall. He james a cartridge into the
magazine. Good ole Winchester -- I killt rabbits 1in my vegable
patch, I'll kill the mechanic . . .

And so he lie in wait, against the waindow 5

his gun pointed through the window, and he lie in wait, mumblin'

and mutterin', lie 1n wait for the black car and the cottontail,

the mechanic, in his vegable patch.
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CHAPTER XIV

Monday. Store =-- brief description; musty shelves, flies,
variety (pants, prophylactics) nigger - sardines, Billie - soda.
Margie buys candy bars (sign says sugar good for you) cakes, "put
it down". Gracie tells her to stop taking so much, having enuf
trouble paying bills as is. Tells Mrs. Levin of all her troubles:
Willie 111, Albert saving for marriage, Robbie buying care - might

join army, (can't stop now, will loose his $10 down), bills,

installment, Doctor bills -- wisht Willie would die -- he's such
a stone on my neck. (Order different meats, cheese for each of
sons) .

Mrs. Levin thinks what a terrible thing to say. Why doesn't

Margie work? Changes subject to new mechanic -- Gracie on
defensive, then giggles =-- he's a fine man, I'd marry him 1f T
could. He's got car, summer house. Margie giggles =-- she's 1n

corner, Billie has his hand behind her. You're prettiest girl in

your block. —- I know, I'm the onlist girl in my block.

There are categories of stores. There are grocery stores, and

merchandise, and confectionery, and

clothing, and pharmacy, and shoes, and butcher shops, and tobacco
shops. Abe Levin's store was none of these, yet his supply was

blinded to the tastes and needs of the small

of customers he built up during the past 24 years. He sold pants,
and blue chambray shirts, and silk panties, and hominy grits, and

Kotex, and spiced ham, and Hershey bars, and pies and cakes, and
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machine shop caps with black visors, and Bull Durham tobacco, and
soda pop, and cough medicine.

The shelves which ran along length of walls were painted in
a gloomy red, behind them the flowered and long-faded wallpaper
crumbled. On the shelves were the morning cereals, and the canned
peas and pickles, and cleaners, and the grease solvents (for
factory) and the jellos, and the toilet paper rolls. And the
canned fruits. In the bins for fresh vegetables, there were strewn
empty bags and broken sheets of glass and empty Clorox bottles.
The vegetables were kept in their original containers - potatoes
in bags, onions on sales, apples and pears and peaches 1n backets -

because 1n the bins the rats would get at them and feast

In the candy-case, always muddy with sediment from kKids clammy
hands, 5¢ bars were on the bottom shelves and 4 for penny nigger-
babies, and licorice sticks and peppermint sticks were on top.

To Grace and Margie Rutherford, Abe Levins' general store was
a place where you could get almost anything you needed, including
latest information about neighbors. It was also a place of refuge
from home. It was also a meeting place. And 1t was a place for
exchanging reciptes. And a place for advice, whether solicited or
not.

On this day, 1t was a place of refuge and a place of advice
for Gracie Rutherford. Ordinarily she would have winced at the
presence of the colored man who was sitting on the milkcase

fingering mustard sardines from the can into his mouth, and
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slurping the little fish down with crackers and large bottle of
grape soda. He was a country nigger. She could tell from his dusy
dungarees and muddy shoes, and he smelled from perspiration, the
way she knew negros always smelled. Recall farm days and negroes.
She looked at him for a moment. He had come with a white man who

had brought a truckload of cattle to the

across the street. She also looked momentarily at Reds Kelley, the
tall broadshouldered youth in his wet T-shirt, standing before the
candycase at the opposite end of the store. He worked in the

, as did his entire family. She knew him

as a fresh boy who put brands on the sides of beef before they went
into the 1icebox. He stood there, with a bottle of soda 1in his
strong hand; he was surveying the candy bars 1n the case and the
potato chips and pretzels and pickles on top the case. By this
time, Margie was sitting on top the red case cooler, her legs
dangling back and forth, a bottle of Pepsi-Cola at her lips.

"I came to get a few things before the boys come in fer
supper," Gracle said to Mrs. Levin, the fleshy litte woman with the
greying hair and wired spectacles, who stood behind the showcase
with men's stocking, undershorts, suspenders and handkerchiefs.
All the neighbors called Mrs. Levin "Mrs. Abie" -- but the
Rutherfords, out of deference, called her Mrs. Levin, or they
called her by no name at all. Mrs. Levin was a friendly woman, she
talked more than she should have, but the neighbors, 1including
Gracie, took this as a sigh of friendliness, and they confided in

her their innermost secrets. They thought, too, she was a smart
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woman because 1t was obvious she ran the entire business, for her
three children were all in school, and her husband was a si1ck man
who needed sleep the greater part of the day, and who when he did
take care of the store, was sullen or irascible or called them
strange foreign names like "gariff" or "mamzer" or "bandit." When
Able counted up the store bill at the end of the week, there were
invariably errors in addition or subtraction, and then Mrs. Abie
would have to recount and set the records straight.

Mrs. Abilie also had insight, or at least, intuition, for she
sensed, as she did now, when something good or 111 has taken place.

"Is something the matter?" asked Mrs. Abie 1n her slight
accent, and feeling the presence of strangers, the nigger with the
sardines and the tall youth before the candy case, Mrs. Gracle
winked and nodded indicating she would delay her confidence until
a later moment.

Mrs. Abie was quick to grasp the meaning of the sign and she
devoted herself to Gracie's previous request. "What did you want,
Mrs. Grace?"

Mrs. Grace put her finger to her mouth and thought of the
supper she had prepared. There was veglible soup, and beef pie for
Robbie, and a pork chop for Henry, and now i1t was something light
she needed for Albert, since he had asked for a light supper.

Mrs. Levin, "Why do you make different foods, raises bill.

Gracie, "Boys works hard and should get what they want. It's

their only real enjoyment."
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—_—

"Maybe some liverwurst?", Mrs. Levin. "'Bout a quarter
pound." ) .

"Better make it a half pound; I might take some, too." This
was Margie's first remark since she finished the soft draink.

Mrs. Able reached with a faint hostility, for the Rutherford bill
was growing rather than diminishing, and 1its growth was due in no
small measure to such suggestions from Margie.

Mrs. Abie walked behind the candy case to the i1ce box, and
then placed the liverwurst on the slicing machine. She cut and
welghed out a quarter pound. As Mrs. Abie squinted at tiny figures
on the white scale, Mrs. Gracle wiped her face with a small hankie,
"Landsakes, 1t's hot. Even the fan don't seem ter do much good."

The colored man who had just finished drinking down the
mustard sauce from the can, looked up at the fam suspend%? from the
ceiling, 1ts wooden blades whirring softly, throwing out a faint

A ]

breeze toward the which not

fluttered from below the ceiling lights, and the fly-papers which

crackled sti1ffly back and forth with twin burdens of insects. The
colored man stood up, brushed the cracker crumbs from his pants,
looked around to see 1f he wanted anything more, then left the
store leaving the can on the milk-case and the screen door tinkling
with 1ts cow bell behind him.

Margle walited a moment, then came off the case muttering
coldly, "Sunnuvabitch, I'm glad he's gone, shouldn't leave niggers

like that in a white store."
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For the first time since the Rutherfords entered, Reds Kelley
turned around and shook his head. "Bastard really stinked, didn't
he?" Gracie Rutherford nodded. She felt a wish to speak but she
hesitated. Reds Kelley 1s a smart-aleck from across the street,
and she don't speak to neighbhors from the across the street,
especlally Reds Kelley, the smart-aleck. But, she nodded, as 1f
to say, yes, he certainly did stink.

Mrs. Abie was now back behind the show case. She put the
liverwurst package down and said, "Colored people always perspires
a lot. 1It's 1n der blood. But dis one was a nice fella; he was
very polite and called, 'Mam'". She had no intention to defend the
negro man, for it was not good for a Jew to defend a negro man, for
1t was better the Jew be on the white side cursing the black side,
but she sounded as though she was defending the negro man and she
stopped.

"Anything else, Missus Grace?" asked Mrs. Abie. She asked the
gquestions with little relish, for she knew Mrs. Grace could never
pay for everything she wanted to buy, and then there was the back-
bill.

Mrs. Gracie touched the finger to her mouth. She was
thinking. Margie moved toward the candy case near there bid Red
Kelley, the smart-alec, stood. She picked up a large bag of potato
chips, tore off the top and began making a crunching noise with her
mouth. "I'm takin' a bag of chips. Mark down a quarter, Mrs.

Levin."
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Mrs. Levin scowled over her spectacles. Mrs. Grace felt the
scowl and was moved to remonstrate. "Put i1t down, Margie, there's
no need for 'tater chips afore suppertime. Put 'em down."

"Too late, now," Margie smirked, putting another browned chip
i1n her mouth.

"Wal, that's all yer takin', y'hear," Gracie frowned. She was
embarrassed by the lack of control she exerted over her daughter
and she was embarrassed for she was certain Reds Kelley would tell
the neighbors about her 1lack of control. She was further
embarrassed for she noted how her daughter winked at the tall Reds
Kelley and how he, the smart-aleck, 1n turn looked at her daughter
with that fresh look that covers 1in one sweep the blue blouse and
the white shorts and the white legs beneath the shorts.

Irritated, she turned toward the shelves for the pickle relish
and the pound of coffee. She placed them next to the liverwurst
on the top of the glass case, and she paused to think, "What else,"
glimpsing notice of her daughter and the fresh Reds Kelley.

"I guess at's about all," she said undecided. There was more,
but once decided not to ask for more, for i1t 1s embarrassing not
to be able to pay on the next Saturday, and there was always the
back-bill.

Mrs. Able began figuring the sum on the paper bag. She was
fast with figures. Gracie watched her lick the pencil, paint and

block across the . Hesitantly, with her finger

on her mouth, she interrupted, "Better add on a carton of

Chesterfields. Boys have run out of smokes." She apologized for
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asking, she always seemed to apologize. She didn't want to, but
she felt she had to. It wasn't her fault she didn't have enough
money to take care of the entire bill -- Lord knows she tried to
keep 1t down. Six people and a dog are a lot of mouths to feed.
It wasn't her fault. And 1t wasn't Mrs. Abie's fault, because Mr.

Ablie didn't try to hook her; she was gettin'

good cheap cuts of beef and tried every which way to help keep the
b1ll down. Lord knows whose fault 1t was, but still she
apologized.

Mrs. Levin placed the cigarettes carton on the counter and
added up the figures. "Four nineteen," she saad.

"Whew =-- all at money and so little bit of stuff," Gracie
said.

"At's away 1t 1t, and we can't do anything about i1t. I gave
you the liverwurst 10¢ cheaper than I us'ly sell 1t for."

"Oh, I ain't meanin' ye," she apologized again. "I mean
things 1n general are high. It's gettin' more terrible every week

-- I don't see for the life of me how I'll keep the family 1n bread

and clothes 1f things keep goin' up as they're doin'. Landsakes,
it's terrible for the poor pursin."

Mrs. Levin complained how terrible 1t 1s for the small
businessman, Jjobbers raisin' price, and small businessman can't
ralse prices cause customers can't afford 1it. And Gracie nodded
mournfully, "Don't know what the country 1is comin' to."

Abruptly, without transition, Mrs. Levin said, "I saw

Dr. Bramble's car outside your steps this morning."
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And Gracie told her, "It was for the ole man, he had a bad
stroke." She went into all the details, how she found him on the
floor, how she lifted him into the teet, how she stayed up all
night with him, and how he carried on 1n front of the doctor,
calling me -- she whispered the word whore.

Mrs. Levain held her own convictions about the truth of
Willie's charge, but she withheld them. Gracie continued about the
misery and torture of living with the man, all the trouble she has
as 1t 1s, taking keer of the place and the bills, and now with him
sick. "Oh," she sighed, "I wisht he'd died."

Mrs. Levain shuddered. She was a religious woman and she said
to say such a thing wasn't nice. Gracele respected her because she
was religious and because she was smart i1n business, but she said
she couldn't help 1t and that nobody would go through what she went
through.

Mrs. Levin commiserated that indeed Gracie had gone through
a lot. She made a point of mentioning the early years when she had
brought them the Christmas basket, and how shocked she was at the
run—-down condition of the house and how now, even with the boys
working for the factory, they could do nothing or little to better
their living ways, and that the factory didn't even help.

Mrs. Levin, then had something on her mind, and she seldom could
withhold what she felt was on her mind. She warmed up to the new
thought, "If you need more money, that 1s, 1f you have lots of
bi1lls and you need more cash, why don't you take Margie out of

school and put her to work."
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Gracie, her elbows now on the showcase, said, "I been thinking
about 1t," but she also thinking about how difficult Margie would
get to be 1f she were earning her own money, and 1f she were
fooling with boys now, how she would fool them.

At the thought of Margie, she turned to see what her daughter
was doing at the other end of the store, and when she saw the fresh
Reds Kelley standing before her daughter, trying to tickle her
behind her armpits, she wanted to call out her displeasure. But,
1t was Mrs. Levin who called out, for Mrs. Levin could seldom hold
back the thoughts on her mind, and her heaviest thought at this
instant was that she didn't like what Reds Kelley was doing with
Margie Rutherford in her store, and so she called, "Hey! Hey!
What's going on here?" But she felt the admonition was too severe

for her customers, so she it 1n an excuse, "Watch

out for the candy case, Reds; you'll break da glass, besides 1it's
very weak."

Reds laughed a keep, full laugh and turned to show his white
teeth, "Y'know," he laughed deeply, "Margie here 1s the purtiest
girl on that side of Light Street." He paused, the way one pauses
before the punch-line of a joke. "She's the only girl on that side
of Light Street," and he threw back his head and laughed deeply at
his great joke. Margie like the joke even though 1t was at her
expense, and she thumped him on his chest.

Embarrassed at the closeness between the fresh boy and her

bare-legged daughter, Mrs. Grace managed a

giggle. She nervously pushed around the packages on the show case
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and bridged the conversation gap. "I don' think more money would
fix things, although i1t wud shure help out. What I need 1s a
complete change in life." Mrs. Levin understood her reference.
They had spoken before of Howard and Mrs. Levin Kknew Grace's desire
to marry him, and that 1s why she understood, Grace was eager
Willie should die.

It required virtually no probing on Mrs. Levin's part before
Grace spoke freely of the Sunday at Howard's country home. Beneath
Gracie's smiling exclamation on the beauty of the orchards and
gardens and the house, Mrs. Levin sensed the art of intimacy and
insider her, her religious sensitiveness felt bruised. But she
continued to listen as Gracie revealed her dream world with her
dream man.

The giggling, the wild loose sort of giggling, the Kind of
giggling which embarrassed Mrs. Gracie and outraged Mrs. Levin came
from over the candy case. Mrs. Grace broke off in the middle of
a phrase as she saw fresh Reds Kelley standing behind her daughter,
his one hand behind and below moving 1n a small secretive movement.
The giggling, the wild loose hee hee hee giggling. Before
Mrs. Levin could cry out her admonition, Mrs. Grace has gathered
the packages i1n her arms, and turning swiftly toward the screen
with the tinkling cow bell, she glowered at the Red Kelley, and
called to her daughter, "Come here, this minat!" And as her
daughter marched toward her, the potato-chip bag crinkling in her

hands, Mrs. Gracie twisted her head toward Mrs. Levin and said, "We
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gotta be goin'. Willaie be made as blazes

1f we're not home. See yer later."

Margie turns towards Reds, wishes, "See ye later.'
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CHAPTER XV

Monday. Gracie comes in house, finds three sons, asks what's
all the excitement 1n factory (police, people). They tell her
about (describe) explosion, three men killed, flaming acads.
Robbie says he's going to join army. If he's going to get killed,
mite's well be 1n pretty uniform. More dangerous than fightin on

battlefield, only here there ain't no , and

only medals are sawed-off fingers and acid in your eyes. Ain't
going to spend another day in factory, trouble with us we got guts
only for little things, for arguin' with the old man, or hollerin'
at the foreman, but no guts to make a real break. Gracie asks how
long t1l1l1 repaired. Albert answers about one week. How terrible,
we'll lose a week's wages! Henry blows up. We damned near gets
our head blasted off and you talk about wages. He says he's glad
1t happened, he won't have to support that old bastard for a while,
tired of taking care of him past nine years, he takes it for
granted, let him come begging for 1t, (I'm a slave to the factory,

to the old man). Goes out to get drunk, good pissin' drunk.

"Now what 1n the wurld 1s the screen doing on the ground?"
Gracie asks Margie to pick 1t up. She thinks maybe kids were
playing ball and knocked 1t our, but there were no kinds 1in the
street. Or maybe 1t was loose and a gust of wind. She would go
up and find out what happint. How 1s Willie, asleep?

But when she came into the kitchen, she completely forgot to

go up. Her three boys were 1n the kitchen, Henry sitting at the
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table, Albert sitting next to the window facing the factory, Robbie
standing up looking out the window with the backyard. She saw
1mmediately that something had happened, and fear grew 1nside her
and coiled 1n knots. Thin faces were white, with the pale
whiteness of putty, and in thin eyes was the distant look of men
who had experienced a great experience, and who would rather think
1t 1n their minds than speak 1t with their mouths.

She demanded to know what had occurred, after a moment they
looked at her and she saw trembling in their faces, even 1in the
face of the brave one, Henry. It was he who spoke at last.

"Didn't yet hear the explosion?"

"What? What explosion?"

"It blowed up like a bomb, the whole galvanize room.

"I seen people talkin' 1n the street as I came down, but I
didn't stop to find out.

Robbie turned toward her, his faced was chalk-white, his lips
trembed as he spoke, "It jest wiped 'em out, rolled 'em over like
dead flies or beetles -- ye could hear 'em screaming through the
smoke -- the acid jest burnt right through their guts.

Albert nodded his head as through in morning. "Poor fellers,
all of 'em yung like us. There was three of 'em dead when we got
out, Charley Wilkins, Franz Boker, B1ll Selden =-- all of 'em yung
feller like us =-- they'll have to wait till the smoke clears out
to get the bodies. Oh, Jesus, Lord."

Henry put the bottle of beer to his lips and sucked on 1t

fiercely. He returned 1t to the table and began squeezing 1its
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middle between his two hands. Gracie looked at her sons and
shuddered as thought of the three left inside the smoke-filled
room.

"Looked like a volcaner. Smoke just bustin' up all over, and
the fumes chokin' ye. Even the masks didn't help." He gritted has
teeth 1n anger and grasped the bottle as though 1t were flesh.
"I'd like to get my hands on the sunnovabitch who played the
temper'ture on the tank. I'd break his goddam neck in two . . .
I'd.

"You'd poop!" Robbie had turned around and lifted his face
which was older than anyone's in the room, which was old with the
tragic happening, old with resolution. The wild voice was harsh,
bitter, angry; maddened as 1t had never been before in this house.
"You'd jest sit there and poop i1n yer pants! Ye'd sit there and
talk yerself blue in the jaws. Ye won't do a damned thing to
nobody. Ye'll go back to thet murder-trap jest as soon as the
smoke clears out, and ye'll start picklin and throwing out yer 300
buckets a say like nuthin' ever happint. An' ye'll keep on picklin
and bust yer back to make an extra buck, and ye'll keep on talkin'
bog talk until yer numers comes up, and then ye'll go down
screamin' with acid in yer lungs like Charley did and Bill . . ."

"Shut up, runt!" Henry spoke angrily, but an anger of
respect, for Robbie's words were not prattle.

"Don't runt me, big shot! Sure, ye got lots of big talk. You
got big guts =-- but only fer little things. Sure, ye kin blow up

ver chest and holler at the ole man or her, sure ye got guts fer
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that; ye got guts to punchin' little guys on their arms, for all
the little things that don't count yet got guts, het ye got a
yaller streak runnin' from the back of yer spine down to the front
of yer pecker when 1t comes to the important things. Why don't ye
save some of yer hot air fer the union meetings?"

"Shet yer trap. I'm gonno bust ye ." Henry

"Boys!" Gracie.

"Ye ain't gonna bust nobody. Why don't ye bust that goddam
foreman when he wouldn't get us those safety valves? Why don't ye
bust Buck Peters and Willie Callie when they sold us out to
Matthew? Why ain't you makin' with yer big talk at the union
meetings? Why don't stick you yer chest and tell 'em we ain't
going back to that hell-hole 'till we get the safety conditions
every other pickler gets in other fact'ry?"

Henry, "Look runt, why ye tellin' me these things? If yer so
hot under the collar, why don't ye do tell 'em?"

Robbie, "Me? I'm a weaklin', I ain't got the guts, but I got
enuf guts now to get the hell away from that goddam rat-trap. I'm
makin' a break once and fer all with Matthew Bucket Co. They can
share their galvangize rooms up their ass-hole, and they kin shove
up their $22 bucks a week, and they kind shove up this goddam
house. I'm leaving for good."

"Robbie? Whut, where ye goin'?"

"I'm signin' up for the army." Robbie moves toward doorway
near staircase. Both Albert and Henry watch him 1n stunned

silence. Here the runt, the baby, was making clear this whole
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tragic situation. Here the weakling had guts; ashamed, they felt
ashamed and impotent. "I'm goin' up to the recruitin' station."

"Now!" asked Gracie, packages still in her arms.

"Now! Lissen here, If I'm gonna get killed, I want it to be
pretty, i1n a uniform with brass button, not in a rubber apron with
goggles. If they're gonna blow me up, then let 'em do 1t on a
battlefield where there's grass and flowers. If I'm gonna die, I'm
gonna die like a hero -- not like a rat in a rattrap. I ain't
gonna be a Matthew hero, with fingers missin', and acid 1in my
belly. I don't know what you guys are gonna do, but I ain't
steppin' foot in that gas-house another minit -- I'm thru."

Albert, "Don't go blowin' off half-cocked, Robbie. You'll go
doing sumthin' ye'll be sorry for later on."

Robbie, "What kin I ever be sorry for later on? My job? My
house? Don't go foolin' yerself. We got nuthin' to lose. What
kind of house we got? Freezin' yer nuts off in the outhouse 1in
winter time, paissin' 1n a bucket i1n yer bedroom 'til the room
smells like Feckley's stables. Yeh, we got lots to lose! Acaid and
burnt guts we got to lose!™"™

Albert, "This was an accident. How often did 1t happint?”

Robbie, "It happint twicet i1n my lifetime, an' I ain't gonna
be around when 1t happins agin. Coz next time 1t's gonna be me and
you and him."

Albert, "Ye're jest all excited. Why dontcha go to a movie

or to . « . "
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Robbie, "Or to church? Lissin', Al, maybe ye kin sit 1in
church and lissen' to purty music and hear 'em talkin' solf, maybe
ve kin forget about all this. Maybe ye think ye got some great
prupose here. Wal, it ain't 1in me to sit i1n church and dream my
way out ﬁhls. I got no purpose here, an' when ye got no purpose
y' ain't got no right hangin' around like a spook. I've got
nuthin' here to say fer. I got to target to aim at, none of us got
a target here, 'cept each other and we jest keep pluggin' away at
each other. Maybe 1f we was back on a farm we could stick it out.
We'd been buildin' somethin' thet was our'n. We'd been grown'
somethin' that was our'n, but now we're workin' for nobody and
nuthan'. House ain't ourn, our lives ain't ourn, place ain't ourn
(gates, neighbors), friends ain't ourn."

In the silence, they could hear his steps as he walked up the
stairs, opened the door to his room, then shut 1it.

Al laugh. Graclie put the packages on the table. She looked
up and shook her head. She felt another pillar of the house topple

from under her, and she knew there was nothing that could hold it

up.

She turned to Albert and asked the first question that came
to mind. "How long will 1t take to fix the tank and get the room
workin'?"

Albert answered, half-dazed, "'Bout a week."
"Oh, gracious! We lose a whole week's wages!"
"What!" Henry jumps up; the bottle fell from his hand and

rolled across the table. His face 1s puffed with fury. The nerves
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in his long bare arms twitched. "Sunnuvabitch! We damned near all
of us get our heads blowed off and all ye can say is we're losin'
wages."

"I didn't mean . . . " She sought to apologize, but Henry was
started and there was no restraining. He threw his hands up in the
air and stalked aroud the room.

"Wal, lissen' here, ole woman. There ain't no wages an' there
ain't gonna be no wages from me anymore. I'm glad 1t happaint,
y'see? I ain't supportin' that old bastard anymore, y'see. I been
breakin' my back for nine years now -- for what? For him, at's for
what? Wal, not more. Let him come beggin' for it, on his goddam
knees. I ain't gettin' myself killt for him or nobody else. I
ain't no slave to nobody, not to Matthew, or the ole man, nobody."

He opens screen door, spits between his teeth into summer
kitchen. His face tightens, and a mean look comes over him. He
kicks Albert's feet out of the way, pushed Margie aside, and walks
into living room.

"Whar ye goin', Henry?" Gracle cries.

"I'm goin' out ter get drunk, good an' drunk, good and pissin'
drunk." In the kitchen, they hear the screen door slam and the

curtain rollers turn over and over.
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CHAPTER XVI

Monday. Albert tells his mother not to worry about Henry.
He's tense because 1t almost hit him. He'll be all right. Get
supper ready, bringing Evelyn over to see Willie.

While they're eating, Willie back in bed (gun under bed),
tired from exertion. Margie brings him supper, tells him Evelyn
and Al here. They come up. Willie talkative, glad Albert brought
his girl (quiet, mouse-faced, don't talk straight toward people,
speaks thru Albert), feels he's near the end, glad he saw her,.
Knows she'a a Caflec, never did like Caflecs, think they own
everything, think they're better than everybody, but glad he saw
Evelyn, looks like she'll make Al a good wife, Caflecs do make good
wives, never much on church myself, but I know church-goin' people
don't play around with other people's wives and husbands, they're
loyal (church throws scare 1n them).

Suddenly turns to Robbie, when I'm gone be a good boy and take
care of my cartons, you can have a Gibson chair (one for Albert as

present).

The storm tears through a field, 1t swirls and whines and
makes great eddies 1in the dust, and then abruptly it lifts itself
and passes on. Behind 1t, silence falls and with 1t the dust
settles 1n little mounds, the weeds with their broken spines fall
upon each other, and lament.

Gracie sat back 1n her chair, but her shoulders leaned

forward. Her eyes were reddened and her hear seemed untidied as



DRAFT - MANUSCRIPT/MARC H. TANENBAUM 137
though from windstorm. She 1lifted her hands 1n a helpless
movement, and her eyes felt moistened. She broke 1hto weeping, and
her weeping gave to sobbing as Albert came to her side.

"Don't, ma, don't 1t'll all be allright. Jes' pull yerself
together. 1It'll straighten' itself out. They're nervous.
It*1ll « & ™

Her head shook gently like a leaf not fully broken from its
steam. She cried in murmurs, "They're all leavin' me. They'res

nuthin' left. All these years and nuthin'."

"Now look, ma." Albert said, with anger climbing 1in his
voice. He couldn't stand women crying. He grabbed her by her
shoulders and moved her back till her face was opposite her. "Now

stop, ma. Ain't nobody leavin' here. The boys are jest all cooked
up 'cause they had a narrow escape. They jest gotta get the fight
outa their systems, but they'll be back. Henry'll get a good drunk
on, but he'll be back." She sniffled and ran her fist across her
nose.

"Jest you get a holt on yerself. Everything'll be jest like
1t always was. Here." Albert gives her his big red hankie to blow
her nose. "Take a good blow and get supper ready. I'm bringin'
Evelyn over ter see the ole man before he gets too bad."

She rubbed her eyes with her knuckles and set her specs on her
protruding brow. In a soft whimper, she muttered, I jest don't

unnerstan' 1t. Everythin's jest comin' apart . . . the
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house . . . the fambly . . . (what'd I do to deserve this?) . . .

An' now you're gonna leave me with the old man and Margie . . . an'
no money comin' in . . . "

Graclie's face was set 1n a mould of self-pity. She looks at
Albert imploringly. "Where'll I go when they put us out. Where'll
I go with the ole man. Where'll I get money?" She was too
bereaved to remember Howard, to think of a solution which would
exclude Willie, for at this moment his plight and hers were one.
She felt bound by tragedy and are not the tragic this more
inseparable than others?

Anger now flowed over Albert's face. In a murmur of command,
be ordered, "Stop running away with yerself! I swear -- 1I'll,
I'll, I'll leave ye myself, this minit, 1f ye don't stop 1it."

Gracie sat back and sniffed. "All right, I'm better, Albert.
I'1l be all right."

Albert sighed with relief, "Good," he said, "good!" He turned

to Margie who sat at the table confused and bewildered by the

turbulent experience. "Margle, ye go upstairs and tell Robbie to
stay for supper. He can enlist later an' . . . Tell him I said
so."

While the table was being set, Margie came upstairs, as she
was ordered to, carrying a bowl of broth, some crackers, and warm
milk for Willie. She knocked on the door and heard a groan.

Inside, she saw her father stretched out across the bed, his beet
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dangling on one side. She placed the broth and crackers and milk
on the bureau, grimaced at the overturned bucket, lifted 1t with
her foot, and turned to 1lift the shade when she remembered the
fallen window screen. How did 1t fall, she was about to ask him.
But the question froze i1in her throat as she saw the rifle on the
floor.

She looked up at her father and saw his white, white eyes
staring at her. She felt a desire to cry out, but a great feeling
of pity was upon her. The look on her father's face -- it was the
first time i1n so long she thought of the man in terms of father -
- was like that of the crippled cow which lay 1n the street, 1in
front of the slaughter house, last week before they shot her.

She loocked down again at the rifle. Why? Who? Why the gun?
Who was he to ki11ll? The broth. She would give him the broth and
then take the gun downstairs. She tried to prop him up. He was
limp from exhaustion. And he smelled. Margie thought of the
nigger who smelled from perspiration. Nigger stink and sardines.
Her pity was opening into her hostility.

"C'mon, sit up an' take this!" she spoke coarsely. Why does

he stink so?" Oughta change his clothes and wash him. Chrast,
wait till Evelyn comes up and smells himn. She'll faint, poor
little cCaflec. I ain't gonna touch him, that's one thing sure.

She held up the bowl and he drained 1i1ts last contents as the dog
would. "They're comin' up't see ye."
He groaned. His hands were soft and lifeless as though

without bone. He was emotionally exhausted and emptied of his old
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strength. He faintly had the

power to ask who was coming up.

In her brittle way, Margie repeated harshly, "They're comin'

up to see ye -- Al and his girl Evelyn."
He finally spoke with a thin, gquavering voice, "Al and
Evelyn." 1In a quick jerky movement she pulled the bowl from his

hands, then handed him the milk which he slowly turned toward his
lips. Swiftly and with the litheness that thin persons often have,
she bent toward the floor, raised the rifle in her one hand, and
with the bowl 1in her other, she left the room, feeling the old
man's eyes 1n pursuit.

In the kitchen she showed them the rifle. Gracie instantly
clutched the wet towel she was holding to breast. "Oh Lordey,
Lordey."

"Where'd you find 1t?" asked Robbie.

"Near the window."™ She turned to Gracie. He must've knocked
the screen out. I found him half dead on his back."

Albert squirmed with embarrassment. He nervously watched hais
girl, Evelyn, who sat beside him. There was no reaction on her
small, pinched face. She sat at his side like a faithful little
bird. The frown on her brow was there before, for she looked as
though she was always worried or concerned.

Albert at length spoke to her. "It's an old Winchester. The
ole man -- uh -- my father, he used to use 1t when we were kids 1in
the country. We'd go every Sunday =-- uh -- on weekends we'd go

huntin' cottontails 1in the woods. He used to be a good shot. We'd
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have rabbit stews, and once we'd made a vest outa the skins. Still
got 1t upstairs."

Evelyn sat small and quiet, showing no trace of reaction. If

she thought was not nice or , she failed to
say so. If she thought hunting 1i1n the country exciting, she
failed to say that as well. She simply sat, small and quiet, the
prospective housewife, the steady church-goer.

"Who do ye think he was aimin' to get?" Margie asked.

Gracie answered excltedly as thought she were weighing the
question from the beginning. "Me! He was gonna kill me. I'm sure
as today 1s Monday. He was hyin' up there waitin' fer me to get
back from the store."

"Maybe he was hyin' fer Howard," Marglie said.

"Oh, fer Christ sake, you and yer magining," Robbie said
impatiently. He stood up, took the gun from Margie, and put 1t
somewhere in the living room. When he returned, he told them, "He
was probly afraid bein' here alone, so he took up the rifle to
protech hisself. Now let's forget all about 1t an' get upstairs.
I wanta hurry up and finish so's I kin get uptown afore they
close."

* %k Kk Kk k

Willie watched them gather about his bed. He had the look of
a hunted man i1n his eyes. He thought they would question him about
the gun, about the fallen window scéeen. He squirmed slightly on
the bed. The broth and milk were warm inside him. He felt his

numbness thaw, slowly giving way to an elemental strength. He
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squirmed again while his back was against the backboard. Hls eyes
were luminous with fight, his limp body seemed poised for movement.

"This here's Evelyn," Albert pointed a clumsy thumb toward the
small woman at his side.

Slowly, almost suspiciously, Willie nodded. He stared into
her eyes and muttered weakly, "Howdy."

Her long eye lashes flinched and her small nostrils trembled
as the sour smell came to her. "Hello, I'm pleased to meet you."
She spoke 1n her thin soprano, as though with brave, trembling
effort. Then she looked up at Albert and seemed to melt into his
side.

"I wanted ye to meet Evelyn, bein's we're gettin' marrit
soon.”" Albert spoke, and then there was an abrupt silence.

Willie twisted the upper part of his body and he raised
himself on his elbows. A tightening came into his face and he
seemed prepared to either move or speak or to fall back. At
length, he began to speak.

"I'm glad ye came," he started weakly, but a hint of has
former huskiness seemed to emerge as he gathered words, "I been to
meet ye, girl. I ain't gonna be here fer much longer, I'm gettin'
near the end -- and I'm glad to meet ye."

"Don't, paw." Robbie began to plead.

"No use foolin', Robbie, I'm near the end and I know
1t . . . no use." His chest rose as he coughed. A bit of froth
was the lower of his mouth. "I know ye're a Calfec, Evelyn," he

plunged reckless on 1n his speech, with the recklessness of old men



DRAFT - MANUSCRIPT/MARC H. TANENBAUM 143

who they are at the end of their days. But he spoke now with a

sureness and with the of wisdom with which

old men at the end of their time speak, "an' I never did like
Caflics. Nobody 1n my family ever likt Caflecs. Thought they know
everythin', thought they owned everythin', thought they was
better'n other people. Like them Peders crost the street, when ye
see 'em goin' to church, ye' so important, too importan' fer
everybody." He caught his breath. The little woman looked up at

Albert, terrified. "But I'm glad I met ye. I kin tell ye'll make

Albert here a good wife. Caflec women make men good wives. I'm
not a church-goes myself but I know 1t -- church goin' people make
good wives -— an' good husbands. Maybe the church scares 'em into

1t == I dunno -- but they make good wives and husbands. They don't
fool around with other men and wimmen. I kin tell that about ye.
Ye'll be a good and loyal wife."

The bitterness of his years of loneliness and reproach now
erupted from Willie. His words were directed toward the frightened
little girl at his son's side, yet their sharp edges cut with
intention into the woman who was his wife and even into the girl
who was his daughter.

Suddenly he turned toward Robbie who stood at the foot of the
bed. "Robbie," he pronounced the name with great warmth. "Robbie,
be a good boy like ye always was."

"Don't tuck like this, paw. Ye'll be all right. Dr. Bramble

sed . . . "
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"No use foolin', Robbie. I know the end when 1t's come --

lissen to me, Robbie. When I'm gone I want ye to take keer of my
cartons, an' the Gibson chairs, they're all I got left. They're
all yours -- ye can do with 'em what ye want."

His flow of words were interrupted by a thickness he felt 1in
his chest. He closed his eyes for a moment, then opened them wide
upon his wife and daughter. He moved his lips as though to speak.
And finally he said, "Leave me be, I want ter sleep. I'm

tired . . . "™ And his elbows slipped from under him and he fell

to sleep as though drugged.
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CHAPTER XVII

Monday at 11:00 P.M. Gracie, (Robbie, went to park, looking
for girls), Albert went with Evelyn; Gracie worried about Henry;
Margie wanted to go out too, Gracie wants her around with old man
sick; Margie are sitting in living room. Knock on door. O'Brien
comes 1n, friendly exchange, he's on night shift -- don't want to
alarm you good people, but think you ought to come with me. Gracie
gets wrought up. He tells her 1t's "Henry." "In jail?" "No, but
he will be unless we get to him soon." Gracie says let's hurry,
afraid what neighbors will say, what factory will do 1if they find
out.
CHAPTER XVIIT

They hurry (dark path, gutters, weeds, railroad ties, cows
moving 1in slaughter house, swinging lamp, walk on ties, squee:ze
past box cars, across lot), under bridge. Find smokehounds around
mulligan stew. (Lard can, 1ngredients, flame smokehounds sprawled
on the damp ground, singing, cursing, dog lapping thin faces, empty
smoke bottles, streetcars overhead). Henry thoroughly soused,
bleary-eyes, lying in mud, mumbles about factory explosion, barmaid

(nice little piece of , oughta let her have 1t

next time), own strength (knock da fuggin' bridge down, watchme)
other bums tell him to shut up.

Gracie, Margie, O'Brien take him home.

It 1s at night that the loneliness of this street comes alive.

It 1s like a giant box, this street, walled all around i1n darkness,
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ringed about with massive buildings, the picket fences, the rows
of houses, closed off on one end of the train tracks, and ended on
the other by the warped wooden fenced with 1ts Road End sign
flinching on and off in the night air with 1ts red caution. There
1s no stirring in the heart of the box. Perhaps in error into this
lonely street. But 1t 1s at the tracks or at the top of the hill
he pauses to see the caution sign and behind 1t the black and white
fence, and he turns leaving the street, never daring to ask for
directions here for Highway One, for here 1t 1s dark, and desolate,
fearful at night and lonely.

When the car which came 1n error and left suddenly taking with
1t 1ts soft purring noises 1s gone, the loneliness of the night
presses 1n from the other directions. From the field across the
slight valley, a scented breeze rises, moves over the fence and its
red sign, and gently nudges the lamp above the Rutherford house,
which now nods with soft creaking. And the crickets take up the
night noises, and i1n a clattering chorus sing across the entire
field, rising then falling. And the frogs leap from out of the

clay hills the valley, and splashes with

faint sounds into the muddy waters which follow the length of the
tracks.

It 1s 1n the living room where the mother and daughter are
aware of all these turnings, the night noises, the car which came
in errorand now sped away, and the loneliness. They sit opposite
each other, the mother on the sofa mending the hem of her

daughter's skirt, the daughter in the rocker looking carefully at
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the colored pictures in the magazines before .

Between them 1s the table. The gquiet 1s welcome, for this was a
troublesome day, unreal and testing to the nerve.

It 1s the laugh of the girl that the silence 1s suddelny
enqulfed and swallowed. "Hee, hee," she laughs thinly.

Grace Rutherford looks up from her mending. Her face 1s drawn
from the long experience of the day and her mind 1s wearied from
the troublesome thoughts. But she addresses herself now to the
laugh; "What's at, Margie?"

"This Mister Spirit sure 1s a card! He's got a little nigger-
boy who comes to the cemetry where he hides out and the 1little
nigger boy says . . . " She pauses to recall the continuity of the
picture-story. It 1s difficult to recall, and she turns back the
pages, and she turns towards the pages, she says, "Now whur 1is
aAt?n

She continues to turn the pages, and then Gracie calls out
"Never mind, 1t ain't 'portant." Her manner 1s subdued, and she
speaks with a voice that 1s strained.

"I wunder where Robbie went to?" It's round eleven o'clock
now and i1t shouldn'ta taken him this long at the recruitan' p[lace
for the army." Suddenly she saw her youngest son dressed 1in
uniform, 1t was like a faded picture 1n the family album. She
winced and felt a shudder ascend her back.

"Damn 1t. What happint to that page?" Margie said wryly.

Grace tied a knot i1n the end of the black thread, and began basting
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the hen. She stopped to wonder again. "Think he went to the
movies?"
Margie threw the magazine on the floor in disgust. "Hell with

1t!"™ She paused, and then added, "What ye say?"

"I sed d'ye think Robbie 1s gone to the movies? It's 86
late."

"How do I know?" She said cockily. Then, with restraint, she
added, "I think he's gone to the park. He's been meeting some
girls up there. I seen him there last week with a girl who used
to be 1n my class. Name's Doris. Doris Burkhart. She's not a

bad-looking girl. But she's stuck up, though. She i

Gracie interrupted. "Lord, I wisht he'd change his mind about
the army. I wisht he'd git marrit and settle down with a nice girl
and built him a good home." She spoke solemnly, as though 1in
prayer.

"Did Albert go over to Evelyn's?" asked Margie.

"I guess he did."

"The old man liked her." Gracle remained silent. She felt
wounded at the thought of the old man, at the recollection of has
caustic attack a little while before. She was glad he was now
asleep, for 1n sleep he was silent, motionless, no axe, no gun, no
threats, and her fear of him could rest. But now her greater fear
came upon her, her fear of the future, of the morning soon to come.

The morning was a matter of hours, and would it be a matter
of hours before Robbie left for the army? Hours before Henry had

left, gone completely in his rage? Hours before Mr. Matthew or
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Mr. Alexander asked her to leave this house, pack and go for your
services to Matthew Bucket Co. are at an end. Or would 1t be hours
before Willie died and ended her torment, freed her to embrace her
new life?

What would the morning bring with the hours? Perhaps 1t would
bring new strength to the wretched man now on his back i1n the room
above. And with that strength, perhaps more torment. The torment
of bondage to suspicion and Jjealousy. The torment of endless
struggling with broken pieces never to be made whole agaain.

Would she, Grace wondered, would she when the morning came
have the courage to leave this man and his torment, to leave this
house structured on hate, to leave the factory, 1its work and
unhappiness which 1t filled her life, leave to go with Howard,
leave to live 1n the dream and the promise which powered her untail
now. Or would she with the coming of the morning, succumb to her
ancient instincts, the ritual of loyalty to her dying husband and
her crumbling home?

There were ponderous feelings i1n her mind, a mind too feeble
to comprehend, too wearied to wrestle with thoughts even 1f she
were capable of comprehension. There was time until the morning -
- perhaps then she would decide.

At the knock on the door, she gasped and turned up a
frightened look toward her daughter. The dog suddenly stretched
long and looked up toward the door. He growled deeply, then opened

his mouth with a bark that was for strangers. Gracie stood up
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sti1ffly, and with her head cocked to a side, she asked coldly and
as though from a distance, "Who's 'ere?"

"Jim Mulrooney, Miss Grace."

"Oh." Her heart settled quickly and she uttered with
pleasure, "Officer Mulrooney."

"What's he want?" Margie asked with cool suspicion.

Gracie opened the screen door to let in Jim Mulrooney. He was
a tall, heavy Irish cop, with red sunburned face, and restless
eyes. There was mirth 1in his greeting to Miss Gracie and Margie.
He had been on this beat for several years now,and he was friendly
to the Rutherfords. He was full of gossip and had an uninhibited
laugh which rolled out 1in waves as he threw back his head. Jim
Mulrooney was also a bachelor, and Gracie knew her husband cared
little for his wvisits with them.

Jim Mulrooney spoke with an Irish accent and deep baritone.
"Lovely night ain't it?"

Graclie forced a smile. Margie said she didn't really know coz
she hadn't been out.

He starts playing with dog. Gracie senses he's covering up
something. She asks haim, "Jim, anything wrong?"

"Well, not really."

"Jim, what 1s 1t?" Her eyes are wide behind her specs.

"S'pose ye get your wrap and come with me, Miss Gracie. You
can come too, Margie."

Margie stands up. Gracie looks with fright into her eyes.

"It 1s Henry?"
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"Yes'm."

"Is he in jail?"

"No, nothin' bad as that. But it might well be 1f we don't
be gettin' to him soon."

"He's drunk."

"Yes'm, he's drunk."

"Wait, I'll get my shawl." She runs out of the room and comes
back with a knitted shawl around her shoulders. "Will we need
Margie?" she asks tremulously.

"She can come along."

"Where 1s he?"

"Under Hanover Street Bridge. He's with the smokehounds. I
couldn't bring him myself. I thought he's start up a rumpus and
a sqguad care would surely take him in. I thought he'd come
peacebly 1f you was to ask him."

"Oh Lord." She walked around almost i1n a circle. She was
perplexed. "I hope he don't make a fuss. If the neighbors see
« « « 1f the factry finds out. ©Oh, Lord, with the smokehounds!"
She shuddered.

Margie walked out of the room and then returned with a sweater
over her blouse.

Gracie turned toward Margie and then to Jim Mulrooney, and she

said, "Come, let's be hurryin'."
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CHAPTER XVIIT

When they reached the end of the road, Gracie said, "Stop!"
She was breathing heavily for they had practically run the entire
way. A cool sweat stood on her back and brow. She was not as
young as she used to be, and had she been much younger she would
sti1ll have found 1t strenuous to keep up with Jim Mulrooney's long
strades.

It was not a great distance from her living room to this road

which ended 1n a before Hanover Street Braidge,

yet 1in her mind she had traveled a great distance. As she plunged
through the night padding heavily along the dirt road, always a
pace or two behind Mulrooney and her daughter, her mind, her very
tired and troubled mind, reached to the past and then to now, and
to yesterday, and haltingly toward tomorrow. Henry was 1in her
arms, an infant. She stood with him outside the barn door as she
watched their bloated heffer give birth. Henry stood at the

mahoganey bar, his foot raised to the brass rail, his mouth
swizzling draught beer. He pulled the plump, red-cheeked, raven-
haired woman to his side, and patted her behind. Henry stood on
the steps behind her, his head just above her waistline, he tugged
at her apron and cried in hot anger, "Dammit, ma, I wanta ride the
mare, I wanta, an' y'ain' stoppin' me," and he shoved her and she
fell down the steps, and she sprained her side, the side which even
now hurts. His muscles bulged, he stood massively bitter in the
kitche, his arms waved about 1i1n wid movement, he snarled and

clamored, "there ain't no wages . . . no wages fromme . . . I'm
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goin' out to get drunk . . . good and drunk . . . good an' pissin'
drunk . . . ¥

And then Jim Mulrooney. It was almost a trot. Up the block,
the cows mooin' 1in Henry's pens, past Abie's with the lights
upstairs shining through the trees, the crunch of dirt and ground
ashes under their feet, over the smelly water in the alley gutter,
more dirt road, over the next gutter, the lamp high on the pole
swinging i1n the night air, lighting up the long weeds i1n the marsh
along the road, the garbage in the way, cracking of the hard shell
crabs underfoot, breathing heavily and a cold sweat, not far now,
"watch your step," Jim's hand helping onto the railroad ties, tar
on the ties, tar and thick grease and weeds between the ties, cross
Charles Street, street's asleep, a light in the store down the
block, gravel road, now turn sideways, squeeze past i1in the little
space between the box-car and the barrel-warehouse, sidle past two
box-cars, grease inderfoot, slippery but slowly, and now the lot,
grass and weeds and rubbish, machines speeding through thenight,
across the bridge going south Highway Number 1, a cold wind across
the lot, rustling through the big cottonwood tree, moon overhead,
big yellow cold moon, watch the rubber tire, an' the beer cans, so
much rubbish, not far, not far anymore, weeds are tricky, you can
smell the field across the way, cars speeding up on the bridge,
Number 6 trolley, Curtis Bay trolley rubmlin' over bridge,
thunderin' noise on the steel girders, not far. She said it again,

"Stop!"
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They stood 1in a clump of weeds, Gracle, her heart pounding,
Mulrooney and her daughter at her sides. They stood at the end of
the dirt road which broke off i1n a well-trod pathway leading down
under the braidge. They heard the noises of the smokehounds,
drunken noises of drunken men, and from the crest of the hill where
they stood they smelled the alcohol, the mulligan stew, and the

sharp stench of urine.

A square of light fell on the ground under the bridge, a light
thrown by a distant beam i1in the Chemical Works on the other side.
In the shadows which crouched along the granite walls of the
bridge, the smokehounds lay, some sprawled on their backs against
the ground, their heads resting on the granite base, some half
sitting against the wall, groaning and muttering, one crying out
the torn fragment of a song, "My wild Irish Rose . . . "

The square of light lifted and swung heavily toward the wall,
thrusting aside the shadows. It rested for a moment on the knot
of men. "Same old crew," Mulrooney said atop the hill.

"Henry, where's Henry?," Gracle asked excitedly.

The light flared on a white jug which passed from one pair of
hands to another, then to a mouth beneath a grimy, bearded face.

"Rags Kelly, Spinner, Curley, Joamey Loden, Syl Wanger . . .
same old crew . . . you run 'em in i1n and thrity days later they're
back at 1t agin. What's the good of 1t?," Mulrooney said with an

air of detachment and futility.



DRAFT - MANUSCRIPT/MARC H. TANENBAUM 155

Gracie pulled her shawl close about her neck and peered with
small straining eyes across the space separating them and the:
underpass. "I don't see him, Jim."

Again the square of light lifted and hovered back 1n 1its
circuit. From out of the shadows, a gruff, officious voice,
called, "Gimme the smoke, you shunnuvabitch."

There came a drunken retort. "Ere ain't anymore."

"Well lest make shum-more," the gruff voice said again.

"Shpirmer, letsh have the alcohol," the second voice asked.
A bottle thumped on the ground as the light returned picking out
two coveralled legs, beneath the stretched hem two stockingless
ankles and shoes, their soles open below the toes. Two hands
reached shakingly for the fallen bottle.

"Dumb bashterd," the voice above the legs craied. "Dumb
fuggin' bashterd . . . ya almosht brokt it," there was a loud burp.
Then the cry continued. "Oughta beat the piss outta ya."

The beam slowly wheeled away from the shaking hands clenching

the bottle of alcohol. A trolley thundered

overhead, jarring the girders, and an automobile horn blared out.
Below, a low his curled through the dark air as the man with
shaking hands and bare ankles poured the contents of the bottle
into the larger jug. The smoke was prepared.
Suddenly a large rancous laugh, large and nervous, blared out
of the shadows.

"Henry! That him!" Gracie shouted.
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"So damned dark without that light, ya can't make him out.”
Mulrooney said, "C'mon, we'll go down after him."

"Goddam thing jesh blowd up in a millum fuggin' pieshes," the

volice of the laugh bellowed. "So fuggin' thick," the voice was in
tears, "ye couldn' shee yer ash-hole . . . din the ashid burnin'
yer shkin right off yer nuts . . . jJesh a million pices . . . 1t
got 'em . . . got 'em, all free 1t got, Sharley right agin the
fuggin' tank . . . never lay a broad again . . . Sharley, a good
boy." The voice with the laught was now a voice of weeping, of
lamentating.

Mulrooney stood with both legs astride the pathway, holding
Gracie by her arm as she stepped timorously down toward him.
"That's Hen . . 1t's the explosion what did 1t." Gracie rambled.
margle stepped down after her.

"Ye won't be comin' under the bridge. Ye'll stay at the edge
an' I'll bring him to ya," Mulrooney said to Grace as she reached
the ground leveling off before her.

The beam came across a giant lard can set on two rows of
bricks i1n the center of the underpass. Underneath the can, dying
coals struggled for life with every shaft of breeze. The can was
blackened with smoke and remnant lard grease on the outside, and
within, the remainder of the mulligan stew ceased bubbling, and
threw up 1ts rancid odor of rotted cabbage, and blood-clotted
melts, and wvinegar, and cheese and pulpy apples. It was a
collective meal which the smokehounds had eaten, each contributing

to the lard can his vegetable or fruit wrangled from a huckster,
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or filched from a market stand, or lifted from the market garbage
heap. Or a slab of raw meat sneaked to them from a relative
employed 1n the slaughterhouse. Or a piece of moldy cheese worried
out of Mrs. Abie. Or a bottle of vinegar, or a cupful of pepper,
or a pocketful of bread Rags Kelley pleaded from his sister. And
all together in their tomato cans they had swilled their stew, and
from their jug they had swizzled their smoke. And now the festaival
was at an end, and 1t was the time for relaxation and after-dinner
chatter.

Spinner's black and white mongrel, Spots, leaped out at the
light i1n evening frolic, but finding i1t passing fearfully before
him, he sauntered toward the still-warm can, lifted a hind leg and

wetted, making an instant haiss.

"I can make 1t myself," Margie said as she came down the
embankment and reached the level next to her mother. Mulrooney
came after her.

"Lord, 1t jes' smells terrible," Gracie said, nodding her
head, and holding two fingers to her nose. Against the underpass
wall, on the opposite side of the lard can, a small crumbled form
was hunched over, watching a stream fall him and from a spreading
circle of wetness on the granite. The moon threw great pale

of light on the weeds and rubbish and

glass-shards and dented o1l cans.
"If he had to get grunk why din't he stay atta saloon? Why

did he come to these . . . these smokehounds?" He had enough money
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. « «» Why din't he stick to beer . . . Landsakes, 'smoke'," and
Gracie shuddered and felt her insides coil.

"You folks stay here, I'll bring him out to yas."™ Mulrooney
turned his large frame toward the underpass. Sparkles of light
reflected from his brass cuff buttons as he swung his arms forward.
Another trolley, going south across the bridge, rumbled over, and
the beam of 1light fell across the blue pants of Mulrooney's
uniform.

As he reached the area of the lard can, she stopped for a
moment to watch two recognizable figures spar limply about each
other, circling each other i1n slow teetering movement and then, at
intervals, flinging out an arm drugged with heaviness.

"Yar gonna beat the piss outta who?", the taller of the two
compbatants said. He accepted the challenge flung at him earlier.

"Outta you, ya dumb bashterd. Ya almosh brokt i1t," the other
repeated his grievance.

Suddenly another form wobbled from out of the shadows into the
arena. "I'll lock bof a ye; I'll knock bof a ye on yer asshes."
It was Henry. Both turn on Henry. Together they mock, "Oh, big
shot."

Mulrooney saw. He walked hastily toward the three men. "All
right, you guys, break 1t up, break 1t up! C'mon, Spinner, get
over there and sit down, an' you too, Rags, or I'll run you all
in." Mulrooney had his hands on their shoulders. Both of the

combatants looked up at him through thelir blearied eyes. They
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blinked slowly, 1incredulously. They had been unaware of hais
arrival.

Mulrooney turned them both around in one strong spin, and
moved them back toward the wall, where they instantly plopped down.
As he turned around, Henry came tumbling toward him with wide open
arms, his face wide with a drunken grin. "Mulrooney. Mulrooney,
y'ole shunnuva. How 'bout a drink ole timer. C'mere, I'll getcha
drink. Boy, shtuff's really gotta kick in her . . . beer's like
monkey pissh againsh 1ss shtuff . . . C'mere, ole timer."

As Henry tried to weave past him toward the cluster of
sitting, sprawling men, Mulrooney placed a firm grip on his arm.
"lLet's go, son, we're goin' home," Mulrooney said 1n a tone of
pity.

"Who'sh goin' home®" Henry cocked his head back and his chest
lurched forward. He struck a pose of drunken defiance.

"You are."

"Now Jesh wait a minnit, ole timer. Jesh hole 1t a minnit."

"C'mon," Mulrooney said seriously, "Yer mother and sister are
here fer ya.

Henry's head came between his shoulders, as though he were
searching intently.

"They're out there," Mulrooney pointed toward the pathway.

"Out'ere?" Henry raised his head a bit, and blinked through

the maze 1n his eyes.
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When Mulrooney came out to the pathway with his arm around the
wobbling boy, he saw Mrs. Grace holding a shawl to ber face. She
was weeping. Margie stood at her side, muttering, "Don't, don't,
ma . « s "

With her eyes wet, and her nose sniffling, Grace looked up at
last at her son. His mouth was twisted i1n a foolish grin, his
cheeks were streaked with grime, and his blond hair lay tossed
about his forehead. Mud and pieces of stone clung to his shirt and
pants.

Gracie stared bitterly through her spectacles and at length
she cried out i1n a voice of anguish, "I'm ashamed of ye! I'm
ashamed of ye!™"

There were no more words as they climbed the pathway toward

the road, and as they crossed the lot toward home.
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CHAPTER XIX

Make 1t simply, watch i1t ferment, tate i1ts hotness, and smell.
Almost like cooking in the kitche, like making porridge or

or peach compote. But the fancy

name, get the fancy name: double fermentation. They teach 1t in
college classroons. Harumph, the beak-nosed, white-collared
professor 1s speaking. Harumph, he speaks 1mportantly, now such
common tuber plants as grain, potato, rice, etcetera, which mixed
with H,0, that 1it, water, are reduced to a paste, which will, by
adding malt, set up fermentation, transforming starch into dextrose
and maltose. Yeast then added converts maltose into alcohol.

Now then from the fresh white face, the clean innocent faces,
turn to the blackboard and scratch the chalk on the nerves, and
with 1mportance the secret formula -- C,0 HOH. This 1is alcohol.
Then out with the gay little joke, the ﬁltty remark which clamors
on the chicken-breast, clamors to be told to the white eager eyes,
straining for knowledge, lusting for truths in capsules, yearning
for reality in formulas clean and neat on the blackboard. On New
Year's Eye you drink 50% of this formula and 50% H,0 -- and 1in the
morning you wake with a hangover. Guffaw and giggle. See how
boring 1s our course, number 211, Organic Chemistry, 4 hours a
week, 3 credits.

Silence class. More formulas. More Kknowledge, 1listen
closely, copy fiercely into your notebooks. Specific gravity of

alcohol 1s .91984. Now alcohol has

a specific gravity of .798 at the temperature of 60 degrees F.



DRAFT - MANUSCRIPT/MARC H. TANENBAUM 162

Alcohols are neutral litmus. What are the by-products? Ethers,
aldehydes, acids.

Another formula: CH;OH. This, class 1s methyl alcohol. It 1is
obtained as a by-product in the manufacture of beet-root sugar and
also by the dry distellation of wood. It 1t a colorless, mobile
liquid, burning with a blue flame. In 1its crude state 1t contains
acetone (which, as you know, 1s used 1in explosives). It 1s used

as a solvent for , and resins, as a fuel, as a

starting product in the manufacture of formaldehyde (with which we
"pickle" animals. Giggles and gaffuw. Such a good teaching. So
humorous, makes the lesson Jjust come to life). Now methyl or
denatured alcohol should never be used medicinally as 1t 1s a
powerful poison. The bell. That's all this hour. Continue
tomorrown. No more jokes till tomorrow, no more knowledge. Malted
milks and frosted rootbeers and no more formula.

A powerful poison. Rags Kelley. It contains acetone (used
1n explosives). Joamey Lochner and Spinner and Syl Wagner. Burns
with a flue flame. Look, Mr. Hardware-store-man, all we got 1s a

dime, f1ll up this bottle and nobody'll know the difference.

"I shouldn't really do 1t . . . 1t's 1llegal. See the pioson
mark on the tank -- skull and bones -- get sent up for sellin' this
to you guys . . . why don'tcha drink beer?"

Beer costs a dime and 1i1t's for one. Beer don't mix with
water. Beer's got no kick. Beer don't warm the stomach on winter

nights under the bridge.
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Should never be used medicinally. It's a formula, Rags
Kelley, carbon, hydrogen oxygen. CH;OH. The hell with the formula.

Gimme the , the boys are waitin', the boys are dry,

the boys are dyin'. . . gimme the stuff.

"Saw the professor! I've got no insides. None of us got
insides. We lost our insides long ago, when we lost our jobs, we
lost our insides, when we lost our families, we lost our 1insides.
We're only outsides. Gimme the steam, hardware-man, ten cents on
a steam . . . a bottle of steam and a jug of water . . . and pssst
. « « a Jug of smoke for all the boys without insides."

Looks at your hands, the blue them skeleton fingers, the
trembling fingers which never pauses in their trembling.

Nobody 1s looking, hardware-man . . . filler up . . . under
the counter . . here's the dime . . . the steam, he a sport.

Look at your 1insides, stomachs without linings,

liver hardened like warts, kidneys like rocks, and shatered lungs,
and the muscles of your hearts and the tired throbbing of your
watered blood, and the nerves, the frayed torn nerves, like
shreaded clothes.

Stop looking at our insides, I told you we've got no insides.
They are them up long ago, the monster ate them at the beginning,
the job ate them, the family ate them, we've got no insides only
a callous, a bag for smoke, a gimme the steam, mister, here's the
dime for our happiness . . .

Look at your brains, the little gray cells and white cells,

look at the seat of your nerves, the seat of your thoughts . . .
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No nerves, no thoughts, we've got none of these. Give them
to the kids, the white-faced laughing kids, give 1t to the Xkids
with chocolate malteds and frosted root bears and the formulas.
This is our happiness, give the steam, mister . . .

Your happlness, now Rags Kelly, your happiness for the ten
minutes or a half hour. What after that Rags Kelly? What after,
when the pioson eats away the cells, carrodes the reason, and dulls
restraint? What with killing and what with lust? And what with
death like the smokehound who died on a pile of snow in Fehkilin's
Alley last Christmas eve?

Do 1t quick, under the counter, mister . . . they'll die
without 1t . . . It's their happiness. Even for ten minutes. It's
their happiness. For half hour. There's no killing. Machines
ki1ll. We've no machines. Hate kills. We've no hate. Hate needs
insides and we've got no insides. Quick, man, under the counter.
Ain't nobody looking, under the counter.

Who will be responsible 1f after the happiness one of you
ki1lls?

After the happiness, there 1s sleep. Here's the dime, quick,
the steam . . .

One of you will kill, and I am not responsible. Here 1s the

steam, give me the dime, and go . . .
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CHAPTER XX

O'Brien leaves. Gracie asks Margie to boil water, she's going
to clean up Henry. Puts cold towel to his head. Henry gets up and
begins railing against old man. Tired of support him all these
years, damned near getting myself killed for that lazy sonnova-
bitch, he ain't no good to anybody, I'm gonna get him. He wobbles
over to stairs. Gracie tries to stop him. He shoves her out of
way, Margie tells her to let him go. He clambers of stairs
shouting drunkenly -- I'm gonna get you, you ol' bastard. Inside
room, Willie gets up seized with panic. In dark he bumbles under
bed for gun, rushes to door, opens 1t, Henry swings, old man
topples down stairs, sprawled out at bottom with hemorrhage. Henry
laughs drunkenly, goes into romand falls on bed 1n stupor.

Gracle sends Margie to get Doctor Bramble.

Jim Mulrooney looked at his one dollar Ingersoll pocket watch,
and said he had to check in at the call-box on Miller's Corner.
He would drop back later one, just 1n case. Gracie thanked hinm,
and he left through the front door.

Henry lay fallen on the sofa, drugged and senseless. There
were stages to the "smoke" 1intoxication - first, happiness, and
then the coma. Henry's eyes were closed rapidly. His legs and
arms were like dead lumber. Specks of broken glass, and clumps of
mud and grass clung all over his white shirt and blue summer pants,

both darkened with sweat and smelling.
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A band of grime was smeared across his forehead, and hais
yellow har was crumpled like dirty straw.

"Margie, go boll some hot water," said Gracie. She stood
above the sofa, staring down at her son, the strong brave son. The
lines of shame which at first flooded her eyes were gone, and she
stood now, an exhausted but determined woman. She knew she was
weak, but at moments like this a strength from some source deep
inside always came to her. Only now she was weary because of the
day. And frightened, because of tomorrow.

At length, her hands fell from her hips, and she moved 1into
the kitchen. Out in the yard she heard Rover growling to be let
1n and she told Margie, "Let 'em out'ere. He'll be gettin' in the
way 1in here."

She returned to the living room with two towels, one damp, the
other dry for wiping. She placed the dry one on the arm of the
sofa, and with the damp one she begain wiping her son's face. The
smell was sharp and her mostrils twisted. Henry had wet in his
pants. She couldn't help thinking 1t, her big brave son had peed
in his pants. He was a kid after all, only his body was grown,
only his arms were think and strong from swinging the hammers and
throwing out the buckets. But 1n him mind he was still the same
child she had held i1n her arms before the barn door. The factory
had thickened his biceps, had corded his forearms 1n muscle, had
given him a chest he could throw out at he strode along the street
where girls would look, but beneath his yellow hairand behind hais

grimey brow, the factory had put nothing. Nothing, but temper, and
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fight, and cursing, and meanness. Who could blame the factory
whose need 1s men of muscle, and men who fight and curse to throw
out more buckets a day than another? But, to her sons, the factory
was a school, and what kind of school 1s 1t that puts nothing
behind the brow except temper, nothing below the brain except
fight?

She wiped away the scar of dirt from his forehead, then passed
the damp towel along the cheeks, under his nose, around his chin.
The lips of his mouth were cracked and purple, and with every
exhaled breath there came the strong sting of alcohol. "My Lord,"
Graclie said with a scowl.

She wiped his eyes again and a droplet of water trickled down
into the corner of eyes. For a moment, she left a nerve twitch,
and then his eyelashes flickered open. He stared and before him
toward the rolled curtain on the screendoor, but in his stare there
was no recognition.

"T'1l get ye some coffee," said Gracie. She stood up and
walked slowly through the dining room toward the kitchen.

Henry closed his eyes again, and held them shut for a moment.
Then he opened them once more and blinked as though i1n a trance.
The door touched the ceiling, the lamp stood on one edge, the wall
curved downward toward the sofa. He snapped his eyes shut and
groaned. In his stomach something boiled and burned and he tasted
the pain on his purpled lips. He groaned again and his mought

remalined twisted i1n a painful snarl.
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He tried tosit up and felt an aching in his thighs and chest,
a thudding numbness at the back of his head. He heard hammers on
bucket-handles are the steel-wheels of a trolley car rumbling
across the crown of his brow. He scowled and groaned, then with
his stiff arms he pulled himself to a sitting position.

He felt the sofa against the back of his head, and he tried
to look before haim. Everything came 1n waves, 1n waves and
circles. The mirror and mantlepiece swirled round, the picture
frame and the American flag flashed up, even the drab wallpaper
took on life. Everything was pulpy and molten, sliding one into
another, shifting into place, toppling out of focus, hovering and
sweeping. He shook his head vigorously and stared hard and cold.
The mirror gquivered above the mantlepiece and then froze, the
picture frame shuddered back into shame, and the light came out
softly and 1n waves. He was 1n his own living room.

"Coffee's boilin'. It'll be ready in a minit," said Gracie,
returing to the dimly-1lit room.

He looks at her and the snarl remained about his lips. He was
home, but, why home? The tank, the explosion, the dining room,
Charley Peters, home, the staircase? Suddenly, he climed wavering-
ly to his feet and Grace saw a fierceness come over his face, a
hotness 1n his eyes, and she heard him shout through his snarled
lips, "Where'sh at ole shunnuvabitch! Wheresh he? Lemme at 'im -
- at goodfirnuthin' bashterd eatin' up my money -- ," and he

screamed, "WHERSH HE?"
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Gracie leaped in front of him, and threw her little fists on
his soggy chest. "Henry, sit down! Wait till yer sober. Henry,
please, ye caused me 'nuff trouble t'nite. Sit down, Hen . . ."

"Get outta ma way," he growled. With his left arm he threw
the little woman aside as though she were a curtain. She cried in
pain as she fell against the door of the dining room. Henry
toppled forward uncertainly, he crushed the lamp to the floor with
his right arm, he pulled down the drapes which hung i1n his way, a
chair he trust aside with his leg. He was like an enraged gorilla,
maddened and howling, obeying drunkenly his most primitive

instinctual impulses.

"I'1ll get 1n 'aish time . . . nine yearsh eatin' off my hide
« « « killt myself for 'am . . . dirty goodfirnuthin' lazy bum
sunnovabitch . . . he ain't no good ter nobody, goddam scum . . .

lemme at 'im . . "

Gracle came again toward him, her entire body shuddering with
pain, her arms outstretched to retain the wild monster who was her
son. But he thrust her asie again and she fell against the wall
with a resounding clap, and she stood wailing in tears. Margie
stoocd against the kitchen doorway, seized in terror, poised to fell
into the yard should her brother come her way.

His foot was lifted on the staircase and with his hands beat
against the walls he braced his tottering ascent. The stiffness
was gone from his arms, the numbness from his legs, his body flowed

with wildness and anger and drunken hate. "I'm gonna get ye --
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y'ole bashterd -- I'm coming to get ye, scumface ole sunnuvabith

n

His voice rolled in thundering waves up the hallway, and his
feet clambered up the stairs with a heaviness that made the
staircase tremble. The entire house seemed to quake under the
impact of his outburst (fury).

And the quaking came quickly to the front room where Willie
lay. Through the walls he heard the angry blaring of the some to
whom he felt nothing but rancor, and he felt caught in the wild-
eyed panic. He had just fallen asleep and now he was up because
his son had come to murder hime. He must save himself, even kill
his son, but save himself. It 1s dark in the room and panic comes
greater i1n the darkness. The blood pounds 1n Willie's head, 1t
thunders 1n his temples, but 1n his sleepy and dimmed awareness,
his mind reaches out for the gun which 1s his last surety of
survival.

His cold hands throw aside the covers, and he tumbled out of
bed in his blue sweated shirt and shorts. His pants and the gun.
In his coulded mind theses two stand out. Now, just the gun, the
gun! He hears the cursing and the hate outside his door. The gun,
the gun! Where's the gun? Willie 1s on his knees, his cold
fingers search frantically under the bed. He cannot remember where
he put 1t. The blood 1s full 1n his head. He hears the heavy
steps outside the door. Lock the door, Willie! ©Lock the door!
He hears 1t 1n his blood-filled head, and he hears 1t 1n a woman's

cry from the distance. Lock the door!
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Across the room he races, his blue shirt wet on him, hsi feet
cold on the floor. The blood boild in his head, 1t grows difficult
to see, to feel. At last he 1s at the door, but 1t 1s already

opened. The coulded headed, filled with . He

has toppled turn the open doors. There 1s a blow, a shrieking
gloating laugh, and a blow.

"Y'ole sunnovabitch,I gotcha." Henry, his chest jerking with
laughter, stands half-leaning, his arms against the walls of the
hallway, his white glistening eyes peering down at the bottom of
the staircase. "I gotcha, y'ole bashterd . . . no more'a my hide
.. .Igotcha . . . "

At the foot of the staircase, Gracie kneels over the old man,
then shrieks with anguish. A pool of blood has gathered at her
si1de, gutward fromthe fallen man's nose and mouth, from what
appears, his entire face.

Margie has come from the kitchen and now stands behind her
mother. Her face 1s shocked with the sight of the blue shirt and
the shorts and the gathering pool of red.

"I'll get the doctor," she says and she raced through the
dining room past the fallen chairs, through the living room and the

crushed lamp, and into the night for the doctor, healer of men.
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CHAPTER XXI

Funeral 1s set for 3:00 P.M. Willie dressed 1in new sult
bought from carton money. Handful of wvisitors (Viola and son,
Eleanor and lover, Howard, Albert and Evelyn, old watchman friend
of Willie's; he was a good man, had his funny ways, but a good man,
never snitched, nor chewed, nor played around).

Two cars (Howard's with Gracie, Marglie, Robbie, Albert and
Evelyn) and Eleanor lover's (preacher 1in car). They drave out to
Cherry Lawn cemetry. Beautifully hot day as they gather around
grave. Preacher begins services and Margie faints. They revive
her, says she doesn't feel well -- Howard takes her home 1n car,

calls doctor who says she's pregnant.

A funeral parlor 1i1s a different kind of place. It 1is
different from Abie's store and 1t 1s different from Eddie's saloon
because 1n these places you can come and go every day through the
doors with the tinkling bells, you can laugh and curse and be happy
or melancholy, you can buy hershey bards or a box of Kotex or a
cold glass of beer with a head on 1t or a shot of whiskey for
twenty centy and tell a dirty joke. You can doo all these things
as you feel disposed. But to a funeral parlor you come once, or
twice, or, at worst, three time within your life, and you sit quiet
1n the cool room with the palm fronds, your knees close together,
your eyes dry or moist, and you have but one deep feeling which 1s

in the room even before you enter. You listen to the man in black
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with the subdued pipe-organ voice and the drawer face with 1its
funeral pallor, you listen, with your eyes either dry or moist, to
the instructions. And then you listen to the other man in black
with the black little book 1in his hand, and while you listen you
wonder how much alike are both these men in black, living in thas
world of darkened cool rooms with palm fronds, moving softly on
tip-toes in and out and around the Willie Rutherford who no longer
stixr, whispering over their boxes 1n pipe-organ voices which seem
to have foot-pedals always pressing down.

At another time, standing out front or walking by the heavily-

curtained glass window with the black-bordered sign 1in 1i1t, you
might feel to laugh or to pity these two in black with the drawn
faces, who walk on tip-toe and who speak 1n whispers all their days
among the boxes. But as you sit here now, all of you with eyes
either dry or moist, you feel neither to laugh nor pity, for these
two are necessary for you now -- necessary as Abie and Eddie -- for
their black and the cool and the palm fronds are, a consolation,
their tip-toe measures your sorrow or your relief, and their
whispered voices are like a drug which settles on the nerve and
sti1ll the beating pulse.

You cannot think much long of them for you have not come here
to think of these in black, for they are still laiving, although in
the world of the dead. Yet one more thought, 1dle and listless and
effortless 1s, one the tired mind. Why does not Fred Taggart, the
shabby watchman, Willie's friend, who 1s among you, robe in black,

and walk on tip-toe and speak 1n whispers 1n and out and about the
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factory at night, for the factory dies at the setting of each sun,
and the machines are without heat in thin leathered-cover coffains,
and the office rooms are cold and dark, and the life 1s gone from
the great throbbing soul of Matthew Bucket Company. Why not, Fred
Taggart, why not in black for the death of the giant machine soul,
which dies and 1s lifeless as the unmoving Willie Rutherford before
us. But 1t 1s an idle thought. For Willie has dies and we shed
a tear, and Willie 1s buried this Thursday evening and will never
stir again, never never 1s a million million years, But the
factory, Fred Taggart, will stir again in the morning, will clamor
and thunder again at noon, and will pound and hammer again at
afternoon. And when 1t does come to rest in evening, it will be

but a pause, a slowing 1n an cycle, a

time to stretch the coil=-springs and give rest the fibers, but only
a slowing for this 1s a deathless soul. And what 1f 1t should die
and cease 1ts pounding? Who will bury this soul of springs and
colls and pipe, and who will shed a tear? Neither you nor us, Fred
Taggart, but another machine. Another machine, and with thais
machine, another machine will perform the last rites, and in the
heart of the dying machine only Mr. Matthew will shed a tear.
Gracie sat stiffly in her dark dress, her hands clutching a
handkerchief 1n her lap, her knees close together. Her eyes were
reddened and yet moist, although she had really ceased crying the
morning of Willie's death. On that night, she had been seized 1n
a paraxysm of tears, a bitter flow that had welled over and was

without containment. She had sobbed 1in grief not so much over the
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death of her husband but over the manner in which he died and on
over the hands at where he came to his end. Willie Rutherford had
been ready for death, she had known and seen bad secretly wished
1t so. But not in this way. Even 1n her depthless bitterness
toward this man who had made her life so wretched, she never willed
it should have come this way. And now she would be free and her
son a fugitive upon the land. Drunken, screeching with laughter,
Henry had come down the staircase, crossed over the bleeding body,
and raced into the night, a mad wild cry, the howl of a wolf, up
the street and gone in the night. Must it always be this, freedom
to one at the price of endowment for another? (The murder of her
husband so that her son become the murderer.) The death of Willaie
for the liberation of herself? The death of Howard's wife for the
freedom of Howard? Three young lives in an acid-blown explosion
to compose a list for freedom upon her own children? No one would
know for she had told them differently how 1t happened. It was
dark, he had sought the outhouse and fell in the darkness to hais
death. No one would ever know that a wild son killed his father,
not even Howard, and Margie had sworn, cross her heart and Chraist
k1ll me stony dead, never ever to tell how 1t happened. But why
was Henry not among the mourners now? It was not asked audibly and
1t was understood without asking.

A sense of peace had come over Gracie, and there was repose
on her quiet, white unpowdered face. It was the first peace she
had known 1in, who can say how long? It was like a great soft shawl

that had settled over her, over the erect body, her set face, her
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unblinking eyes. It was like the early days when they came
together in the white-steepled church, came on buckboards, came 1in
Model-7 Fords, sat together with her ma and pa in the front rows,
and listened to the flowered sermons of the parson, and then the
singing, loud and then soft and the humming. And 1t was like the
day up at Howard's with the sun coming 1in through the bedroom
windows and the smell of honeysuckle.

She looked up at Howard who was standing 1n the corner, and
a faint smile brushed across her face. She thought they were
sharing the same thought. But Howard didn't smile back. He stood
respectful in his suit, the first time she had seen him in 1t, and
she thought 1t was his marrying suit; but he stood there, listen-
i1ng, his head tilted 1n appropriate reverence. So handsome and a
gentleman.

All who were present i1n this dark, cool room could sense the
air of peace about Gracie. Beling a widow now almost gave her a
feeling of significance; she was 1n a new category and she seemed
to adapt herself to her new station in life. She always needed to
be 1n a category to feel she had a place -- the category of wife,
the category of mother, the category of lover, each shifting to
another when one fell apart. And now the category of widow. One
could never be freed of categories.

Some wondered again about the absence of Henry, but the
atmosphere prevailed upon their discretion. The other children
were present, Robbie, awkward 1in his blue suit which was tight

across his shoulders, and fretting at the starched collar buttoned
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at his neck, but proud of the blue rayon tie, bought at Abie's,
flashing with 1ts silver streaks which framed the brown horse's
head. He was much pleased with the tie when he bought 1t at Abae's
this morning, but he was disturbed at the waste of money, for in
a day he would leave for the army, and blue ties with silver streak
and horse's heads would hardly be regulation. Robbie sat next to
his mother, his eyes peering forward. He had like the old man and
he was honestly moved by his passing, all could tell.

And Margie, sitting next to Robbie. From the moment Dr.
Bramble announced the death of Willie Rutherford, Margie had gone
into mourning. She wore dark dresses during the past three days,
and a plaintive mask covered her visage. It was as though the

death of her father was the greatest catastrophy ever to befall

her, like tearing a pair of new shoes. When she entered Abie's
store, she walked solemnly, her eyes lowered. She has asked for
bread or milk or 1n hoarse whispers. And

the women 1in the store would look at her and nod and sympathize,
"Tsk, tsk, poor child . . . ". And Margie would solemnly raise her
eyelids as though to say, "Please, please. No sympathy. My loss
has been great and I will bear 1t alone."™ This, the death, the
pity, the attention, was a new act in her life and she played her
part, winning the sympathy that was there to be won, playing the
lady as though dear father had wanted 1t this way. And now she
sat next to her brother, sunk in mourning, a delicate and fragile

mourning worthy of admiration.
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Next to Howard stood Albert and his fiancee, Evelyn, a little
girl frightened by death, terrified by the smell of the funeral
parlor, and perplexed over whether it was right for her to be here
while a Protestant minister was reciting. Albert wore the dignity
of a pall-bearer, erect, serious, and concerned. His eyes
glistened as he lost himself 1n the deep voices of abiding truth
and everlasting love. There was a fervor in his attentiveness, and
in his wrapt attention he seemed more enthralled with the pomp of
words than the circumstances of his father's death.

Gracie surveyed her family and felt pleased. They had made
a good showing and Willie would have been pleased. Only why dad
her sister, Eleanor, wear a loud green dress, and brown and white
punps? And so much rouge! Her lover was a tall, good-looking man,
of course, not as handsome as Howard was 1n hilis masculine way, but
from the way his arm looped about Eleanor's walst, she could tell
he loved her. (Frank Clusters)

She was glad Sister Viola came and brought her purple-faced
Sam. It kinda built up the crowd. She was worried about Sister
Viola, the way she was run down, her face bleak and haggard with
thick furrows. Was 1t consumption or tuberculosis? She never
said. But Sister Viola looked worried and peculiarly interested
in the operations and prices of the funeral parlor, in the fees the
pastor asked for.

And Freed Taggart, the only stranger, aside from Eleanor's
lover. He's a nice man, always spoke good of Willie, they got

along so peaceably together. Willie'd never pass by the watchman's
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door without stopping to greet Fred, to look up at the sky with him
and predict the weather, or to comment on the noise that came from
the people across the street, the way the kids bat the ball around
without care for people's life or limb. Nice man, Fred; nice,
quiet, respectable man. Glad he came.

Gracie was glad they had chosen this funeral parlor. The
owners were polite and they gave Willie much personal attention.
At first, Howard took Graclie to a large place uptown, but when she
talked to the hawk-faced man there behind the long desk about
price, she decided to come back to her own neighborhood where 1t
was cheaper to die. Besides, she later told Howard, she didn't
like the way they ran that big place uptown, with all rooms
operating like a bustling factory, with bodies piled neatly 1in
slabs pulled i1n and out i1n accordance with the daily time schedule,
with preachers running from one roon to the another to say soft
words of consolation to the bereaved, families with the parking lot
behind the marble building filled with shiny cars. No, she had
told Howard, she didn't like that big funeral place, it was too
much like Matthew Bucket Company on a busy day.

And she was pleased with this small place, just a mile from
home and so near to Highway No. 1 over which they would travel
toward Cherrylawn Cemetery. It was handy, and the attendants also
gave Willie such personal attention. They had cleaned Willie all
over and dressed him 1n the white shirt and coarse second-hand blue
shirt which Gracie had bought with Willie's left-over carton money.

Willie looked so good, 1laying there 1n the coffin, silky and
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peaceful, and pleased look on his white face. Gracie recalled this
1s how he looked when they first married thirty-one years (51 years
old) ago next month. If he only could have stayed this way, silky
and peaceful. But, she thought 1inside her, embalming fluid
wouldn't have done my Willie any good while he was alive, he would

never take no medicines but aspirins and alka-seltzer.

When the instructions and words of consolation were at an end,
they filed out of the funeral parlor in twos. Howard's Buick stood
behind the limosine i1n which the coffin now rested, and behind the
Buick stood Frank Chesting's green Chevrolet. Howard helped Gracie
into the front seat, and as she settled next to the gear-shift,
Margie moved 1n beside her. Robbie then sat 1n the back seat
behind Margie; Fred Taggard stooped in and fell gquietly beside
Robbie. Then Albert sat down, holding Evenlyn on his lap. With
the car filled, Howard got behind the steering wheel. Throughthe
rearview mirror, he could see Fred Chesting, and Eleanor, and
behind them, Viola, her pimply-faced son, and Cousin Horace.

With a low growl, the limosine pulled into the street and the
caravan was under way. Howard flicked on his dim lights and notice
that Fred Chester did the same. Until they reached Hanover Street
bridge and entered into Highway No. 1, there was silence 1in the
car. Then Margie, looking out the window at the bay 1in the
distance, said in her mournful way, "He lookt good, din't he?"

(Scene: Feel pity at only two cars -- extent of life's contacts).
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Strangely, there was no response. Gracie sat staring through
the windshield at the limosine ahead glowing under the brilliant

sun as 1t cruised through the afternoon to .

It was a hot day, she thought. She felt Howard's thigh next to
hers, and she 1looked down. His hand rested on the throbbing
gearshift between her kneecaps. Shelooked up at his face, set,
intense, a cigarette slanting from his lips. He was a sensitive

man, moved by death. He had said few

words since Willie's death and Gracie wondered over his silence.

Somehow, Gracie felt detached from this moment. She didn't
feel the tension a widow should feel in a death caravan, riding to
the cemetry to inter her husband. Perhaps, after this week of
emotional upsurges, of violent peak of fury, there was no tension
left 1n her. She was tired and exhausted and 1t would take a great
deal towain her attention now, to upset her, or to move her. When
the earthquake has already erupted, one become numb and insensitive
to faint tremors or rumblings on the ground.

It's a mercilessly hot day, she thought again. She was taking
a ride in the cemetry; 1t felt like that. A long pleasant peaceful
ride with the family, i1n the country. The cows are lowering in the
meadows, the dust whirls up behind the tractor cutting deep inthe
earth, the fields are lush and green, and the corn is high and ripe
with tassels. A ride inthe country, 1t felt just the that.
Tomorrow, or the next day, she would be living in the country, she
and Howard, living in the beautiful home, quiet and empowered, with

the earthquake far away. Theseare not the thought one thinks on
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the way to the cemetry. What does one think about at these times?
She had never spoken to WR about death -- they never had time to
think about death for it was enough trouble worrying through life.
Death just comes, sometimes peaceful, sometimes violent; whether
wanted or unwanted 1t just comes, and there's no stopping. She

knew these thoughts were untrue, but she thought them anyway.

The three cars jerked up the gravel-path entrance to the
cemetry. They passed through an arch, heavy with garlands around
the gold letter -- Cherry Law Cemetry. It was at this moment
Gracie again felt like a widow; 1t was here Willie, her busband,
father of her children would be put to rest, next to his father and
mother. In a few moments, Willie would be out of her life forever
and these 31 years would settle deep 1n the ground buried deeper
with every spade of earth. An episode in her life would come to
an end, and now, the next chapter.

The cars came to a halt before the cottage-office. 1In a few
moments, they had scrambled out the cars, and now stood with bowed
heads before the open grave. The thick smell of grass and turned
of earth hung 1in the air. A bee buzzed 1in around the circle, then
departed. The minister began speaking in the low deep voice which
made Albert's eyes glisten. And as he spoke, they forgot about the
hot merciless sun, pounding down on them and the sweat which ran
along their collars and made their dresses sticky and clinging.

"William Rutherford was a good father, an honest man, decent,

respectable, and law=-abiding," informed the minister. He spoke
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with feeling, as though he had known the man all his life. As the
voice droned on extalling the virtues of William Rutherford the
loyal husband, William Rutherford the Christian, William Rutherford
the toiler and provider, Gracie felt tears crowding into her eyes,
and running over. She was sobbing. The words were so beautiful,
she felt respectful toward her husband, but she didn't want to cry
with Howard at her side. Howard stood unmoving, his eyes toward
the red oblong pit. Secretly Albert glanced up at the minister,

and 1n his mind the of the words lingered. He

had forgotten about Evelyn who stood trembling at his saide.

Robbie was not ashamed that tears were i1in his eyes; he felt
clear and honest and he wanted to cry. He felt a closeness to his
father; no one had understood him, the decent, honest father no one
understood, what a pity, what a terrible pity that he died
misunderstood. Everything else he could understand, gadgets and
machines and devices and gimmicks we could understand,

we could understand, and fly-wheetls we

could understand, but this poor lonely man we could not understand,
what a pity! And Robbie cried and he was not ashamed.

The minister raised his eyes slowly toward the skies, and the
words began to form on his lips, "May his sould rest in
peace . . . " But the words never came out, for suddenly Margie
gave out a brief cry, and fell to the ground.

Howard held her yellow head on his knee and dabbed away the
sweat with her handkerchief. "She's fainted from the heat . . ."

Gracie, her eyes red and her face streaked with drying tears, knelt
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over to open the collar of her daughter's black dress. The others
gathered around, and Howard asked them to please step back and let
in some air. Frank Chester offered to get some water, but Howard
said not to.

"Don't none of you bother. Continue with the services,
minister," Howard said, "I'll take her over to the cottage where
there's water and shade."

"T*'1ll come with ye," said Gracie.

"No." Howard stared harshly at her. How could she leave the
very moment they were to bury her husband. "No," he repeated.
"I'll take care of her. When you finish the services, come to the
office."

Howard 1lifted the crumbled form into his arms and carried
Margie across the dirt path to the office. "She's fainted," he
told the man inside.

The stubby little man i1n green coveralls stepped outsideand
then came back witha pail of cold water. Howard had placed Margie
on a wodden bench, and he now mopped her brow with his wet
handkerchief. He ran the damp cloth around her face and along her
open collar. At last her body moved and her eyes fluttered.

"What happened?" She groaned 1in a daze.

"Never mind, jes' rest a minute," Howard said. The stubby man
with the round sunburned face handed Howard a ladle full of water.
"Let'er drink this," he said.

"Here, drink this." Howard placed his hand under Margie's

neck, and held the ladle toward her mouth. She leaned forward and
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touched her 1lips to the metal rim. Suddenly sprays of water
spurted from her mouth and nostrils, and she choked. Her head
jerked to a side and she vomited on the floor.

Both Howard and the caretaker winced. The little man rushed
to the corner to get a mop. He could'nt let vomit stay on the
floorboards for a minute; 1t would stink in this hot weather.

"What's wrong?" Howard asked, easing Margie's head back to the
bench.

"I'm sick," she cried, "Oh, I'm sick, I'm sick, I'm sick, I'm
sick . . . " Margie began wailing like a crushed little animal,
twisting restlessly from side to side.

"All right, control yourself. They'll be back 1n a few
minutes, and we'll take you to a doctor."

Howard stared silently at Margie's washed-out face, pale and
glistening; he saw the lobe of her breast compressed against her
brasserrie-strap, and then the stench of the mess on the floor came
to the nostrils.

He turned to the caretaker and said, "Give me the mop."
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CHAPTER XXIT

Dr. Bramble got off the edge of the bed and the springs
creaked back into place.

"This 1s where I examined Willie, wasn't 1t?" The huge man
wheezed, then coughed i1into her handkerchief.

"Yes, 1t was." Gracie said impatiently. She wanted to know
what was wrong with her daughter and Doc Bramble spoke around the
point and took too long to get to the point.

"I'm sorry I couldn't get to the funeral, been busy all day,"
he saaid.

"Doctor?"

The doctor looked up through his large eyes at Howard, "What's
your name again?"

"Howard =-- Howard Grumpner."

"You're the mechanic friend of the family, eh?" winking that
he knew something about him, that he had a cherished bit of gossip.

"Yes," Howard answered, the impatiently, "Doctor, what . . ."

"You've had a lot of trouble this week, Gracie," he seemed to

disregard Howard's attempt to speak or ask or do whatever he

wanted. "First Henry running away. Then Willie's passing." He
paused, then continued, "He was a good honest fellow . . . could
of been more careful with his health and cleanliness . . . but an

upright man."
Gracie had lost all patience. She blared out at last:
"Doctor, what's the matter with ma daughter. Ye trying to hide

sumpthin' from me?"
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A serious look came across the doctor's jowled face. He look
straight at Gracie, then at Howard. He nodded his head back toward
the bed where Margie lay, and said, "She's pregnant."

"What?" Gracie screamed.

"You sure?" asked Howard, touching the doctor's black sleeve.

"Damned tootin' I'm sure." Dr. Bramble resented the inquiry.
"To make double sure, I'm gonna give her the rabbit test."”

"Is there anything we can do?" Gracie said, fishing desperate-
ly for a solution.

"There's nothing legal we can do. And good friends as we are
and have always been, Grace, I don't intend at this stage of the
game doing anything 1llegal," the Doctor saaid.

Gracie felt her entire body shake. She ran her fingers
through her hair and cried, "Oh Lord, Lord!"

Moving to her side, the giant doctor put his arm around her
shoulder, and advised, "Let's leave her alone for a while. Let her
rest, 1t's been a hot and trying day."

As they turned toward the door, the doctor's face lighted up.
"Don't feel badly, Grace. Look at 1t this way, you'll be a

grandmother."
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CHAPTER XXITT

Gracie comes home (6:00 P.M.). Howard meets her on pavement,
tells her Margle 1s pregnant. Gracie 1s dumbfounded. They go into
living roon. Margie tells them 1t was carnival boy who left town.
Gracle, "Miss Smart-pants, you know how to handle im', eh? Gracie
takes Margie upstairs to lie down. Come downstairs, asks Howard
to marry her and take Margie along with them to country home.
Howard refuses, says he had no intention of supporting entaire
family (and a bastard) ("I've had enuf of one women like Margie.
I want no part of her around my home. She'll do the same thing my

first wife did.), he leaves.

When Dr. Bramble had left, Gracie turned to Howard who stood
beside her at the doorway.

"I'm goin' up to find out who 1t was," she said. Her eyes
shone with fierceness. The composure of the funeral parlor had
left her completely, and she was no longer the sobbing widow. She
was not an outraged mother whose daughter had been wronged. She
was vengeful, relentless, seeking justice for her seduced daughter
from the seducer.

"Not now, Grace. Let her rest." Howard tried to calm her.

"Now, Howard." There was no restraining her. The laxness
was gone from her face and a bitterness had set in. Her jaws were

tight around her mouth, and her veins stood out on her neck. "I'm
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gonna find out now, Howard. If i1t was that Reds Kelley, I'll make
him marry my daughter or I'll have his whole family in jail."
"Easy, Grace, easy," Howard counselled. "Look, your jes'
getting yourself worked up. You've had a terrible time this week.
If you don't relax, I'm afraid of what'll happen to you. Now sit

down, just for a few minutes."

There was a knock on the screen door. Gracie saw 1t was a
truck driver. "One minit," she said, "I'll open 1t fer ye." She
turned toward the kitchen for the Kkeys. "Even on funeral days,"

she mumbled.

"Here, I'll get 1t," Howard said. He took the keys from her
hands and went out the front door.

The sun was hot and blinding, even as 1t lowered behind the
houses across the street.

"I see there was a death in the family," the driver said
pointing to the flowers on the door. Howard told him about Willie;
and the driver said 1t was a shame, "Funny thing, in all the years
here, never really got to know him -- looked like a nice old guy,"
he said. Howard close the gate behind the truck and reentered the
living room. Graclie was not there. He heard her voice upstairs.

Howard climbed the staircase and came into the front room.
Gracie stood over the bed, her hands on her hips. She was shouting
at Margie who looked up with fear in her face.

"Ye know how to handle 'em, do ye? Miss smarty-pants! Yer
the one who was never gonna work doz ye knew how to handle ‘'em.

Why I oughta beat the livin' daylights outta ye." Gracie lifted
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her right arm in a threatening gesture, as though to beat the
frightened girl on the bed.

Howard rushed over the bed and pulled Gracie away.

"Don't Grace, control yourself."

"To sleeping with goddam bums i1in the park, will ye?"

"Grace, cut 1t out! That's enough. We're goin' downstairs."
Margie folded her legs 1n and crouched on one arm. "He wasn't a
bum, ma. I tole ye he'd come to get me."

Gracie looked up at Howard. "It was one of them loafers at
the carnival. He fixed her up with a kid and done run off to
Pens'vania."

"He'll come to get me, mna. He said he would," Margie
insisted. "Jim said he loved me and that . . . "

"Damned bum. I'd like to get my hands on him," Gracie
muttered vehemently.

"Come," Howard took her by her arm and led her downstairs,
into the livaing room. Grice sat 1n the chair near the window,
biting her thin lips until they were purple. Howard sat opposite
her on the sofa. He leaned back and closed his eyes. Such
confusion, such terrible, violent, mesirable confusion. Death and
adultery and vagrancy, a afuneral, a grandchild, a bum, a soldier.
Where's Robbie, the thought occurred to him, and he phrased it.

"He's 1n his room packing," Gracie said. "He's leaving
tonight. He don't want to say here anymoreand I can't blame him."

Howard closed his eyes again and tried to think. (Caught in

a web; all he wanted was simplicity; a simple, uncomplicated life
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you could plot like on a chart; that you could predict, you can
shape 1t, form 1t -- 1f 1t's unpredictable, 1t swallows you 1in.
He felt himself being swallowed). What's I doing here? What's my
role in this, in all this, why'an I so involved? What's he doing
here i1n a suit? Sitting in this part of the day in a suit on a
sofa? Why's everything churning so? An open grave, a carnival
ferris wheel, palm fronds, what in the hel 1s all this about?

"Howard?" the volice was Gracle's and 1t came from the chair.
He opened his eyes and looked across the room.

"Howard," Grace said with concern, "can we take Margie with
us?"

**% UNNUMBER PAGES OF DIALOGUE BEGINS ***

"What?!" Howard sat up. "What?!" he repeated.

Gracle, "Wal, what d'ye want me to do with her?"

Howard, "It's her problem -- she should've thought of i1t when
crawled under with that guy."

Gracie, "Howard, I know she's not been a good girl -- I know
she's had a bad streak in her -- but i1t ain't in me. It jes' ain't
in me to leave her alone like this, we ain't May-flies, we don't
jest give birth to children and leave 'em."

Howard, " Well you're acting like a May-fly because a May-fly
drops her brood and then dies off -- an that's what you want to do
-- you want to ki1ill yourself. You want to murder whatever we dot
left for her, an' she don't deserve 1t. She don't deserve nothing,
no pity, nothing. She's never worked a day in her life =- she's

been living off you and the boys like a leech. At least Willie was
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a sick man -- even then he worked much as he could -- but she never
lifted a finger at work. Clothes and candy and movies and boys -
- she's no good I tell you. I want none of her kind in my home."

Gracie, "It wasn't her fault, Howard. With all the fightin'
and hate in this house, 1t couldn't a been different."

Howard, "Well, why didn't 1t affect the boys -- look at Robbie
and Albert =-- good, decent, hard-working boys. Why was 1t
different with them? "

Gracie, "They were making their own 1living and they had
friends i1n the factory. She was too young to work -- and she never
had a girl friend. None of the neighbor girl ever had anything to
do her. All she had i1n the world was her clothes. I dunno, she
Just never seemed to fit in here with anybody. I guess none of us
ever fit i1n here. We been like foreigners since we came here. We
just never belonged."

Howard, "She knew how to fit in with boys well enuf."

Gracie, "That's our fault."

Howard, "What?"

Gracie, "She knew about us. She knew about us all along. She
knew we was sleeping together. How could I tell her not to, when
we was?"

Howard struck by this, but he cannot yield to i1dea of pregnant
Margie 1in his house.

Howard, "You know damned well she was foolin' around before
we ever began, before I even came here. You admitted yourself she

has a bad streak, like Henry -- I don't want her around, that's
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all. Let her get a job, let her marry one of her other boyfriends,
let her go to an institution. There are plenty 1in the city to take
care of her sort."

Gracie, "But how can I, my daughter, part of my family."

Howard, "what family? You've ruined your 1life until now
because of that crazy spook-family. D'you want to ruin mine now?
What family? That word i1n a disease 1n your head. When people
want to be together, when they want to help each other, they're a
family. But when did you ever have a family who ever wanted to
live together, wanted to help each other. Only reason you stood
together because you had to -- none of you every had anywhere else
to go. You had to live together, 1t was cheaper this way. You'd
a been better off 1f you broke up long ago and each lived his own
way 1n happiness, rather than together 1n misery. Sure, family,
I want a family, as much as you do, ut a real family, not a spook
family, and she ain't no part of it."

*%% UNNUMBER PAGES OF DIALOGUE ENDS #*%%

"We'll have to wait a while so the neighbors won't talk, but
when we do -- I mean, when we get marrit will we take her to the
house 1n the country.”" Gracie spoke uncertainly, as though fearful
of the consequences of her words.

"What d'you mean?" asked Howard, disturbed. His back was
stiff.

"I know she done wrong, but when we're ready to get marrit and

go to the country . . . I mean, we can't leave her here along."



DRAFT - MANUSCRIPT/MARC H. TANENBAUM 194

"Well, we certainly can't take her with us." A harshness
underlay his tone. He was firm and definite; his mind was made up.
"Look, Gracie, when I marry you, I marry Jjust you. I'm not
marrying your daughter or your family." He paused to light a
cigarette. The smoke came from his nostrils 1n plumes. As he

spoke, the cigarette bobbed up and down i1n the corner of his mouth.

"Maybe under other circumstances we might've . . . but not now."
"But I can't leave her alone, Howard. Specially 1in her
condition." Gracle began pleading. "Maybe she'll stay with us a

while 'till we get 1n touch with that carnival feller 1in
Pens'yvania, an' he'll come ter marry her and everythin'll be like
we planned it."

"Graclie, you're dreaming. You're always dreaming." Howard
stood up and paced i1n front of the table with the lamp. "Nobody's
comin' to get her, an' you know 1it. If that guy promised her, 1t
was just a lotta bull. Guys are always promisin' things until they
get 1nside -- I doubt even whether the guy promised her anythin'.
she just liked 1t, that's all. Liked 1t like she liked candy bars.
Eat 'em up and put 1t on the bill. Well, this one's on her own
billand she's got to pay 1t, herself."

Gracie sat perplexed, twisting her fingers like she was

knots. She could not suppress the

worry which spread on her face. oward, never heard ye ta
hich d h f "H d, I h d talk
like this."
"Because you never asked me before to become the father of a

whore!" Howard called back in irritation.
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"Howard!" Gracie stood up.

"Listen to me, Gracie!"™ A soothing note creeped into his
voice.

"Ye listen to me fer a minit. She's my daughter, an' she's
no whore! If ye're gonna take me, then ye gotta take her too.
She's all that I got left of my family an' I ain't desertin' her
like thais."

Anger swelled 1n Howard's face, and he made a futile effort
to control 1t. He stood squarely before Gracie and he said, "I
don't want to get angry, and I don't want to be stubborn. 1I've
offered to marry you because I want you as my wife." He raised has
hand, pointing above him. "But, I ain't taking her 1in my house."
He paused to catch his breath, then he lowered his voice, "I had
one like her once i1n my house, and one 1s enough. You Kknow what
happened. Her kind 1s no good. She'll bring trouble wherever she
goes, an' I've had enough trouble 1n my lifetime. I want to build
my house 1n peace and I don't want a who -- I don't want her kind
anywhere near me."

"I'm not leaving her, Howard. She's all I got left of my
family, an' I ain't desertain'."

Howard sighed deeply. He searched Gracie's face with his eyes
and felt no understanding. Finally he said, "I'm not going to
argue with you, Grace. It's been a tough day. Rest up a bit and
think i1t over. When you made up your mind, let me know."

A look of vexation grew on her face. Her eyes grew small, and

her lower 1lip fell open. "My mind's made up," she said.
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Howard snapped his 1lips tight together, then crushed hais
cligarette 1n an ash tray on the table.

"Good bye," he said, and left through the screen door.
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CHAPTER XXIV

Saturday. Sit trembling, close doors and windows. Fear rape
by passerby -- least Willie usta be here, count on him fer
pertection. Not having heard from Howard all day Friday, Saturday
morning Gracle takes money (Willie's) for cab, goes to Howard's
home. She tells Howard she didn't want to come out unwanted, but
1f 1t's the last thing i1in her life she wants to make 1t clear she
loves him, she doesn't want to saddle him with burdens -- but she
believes 1t's their responsibility to take care of Margie until kid
1s born. She said she should've done 1t alone 1f necessary, but
Robble 1s joining army, Albert's getting married (Henry left), she
has no 1income, factory's taking away house for garage (so
sumthin'). She thinks they were responsible 1in part for it,
because their love-making inspired Margie's looseness.

Howard relents. She her room, "This'll be Margie's and the
kid's. Then he shows her the bedroom which they enter, "This is

ours."

Fall comes to street. Brisk breeze, across witheraing field,
sun warm rays; men 1in mellow jackets and brunch kits, kids going
to school; afternoon football teams from high school. Abie's
screen door taken down, trees hold colored leaves.

Gibson chairs creaks from sun-rain, now warping rains -- 1it's
too cold at night to sit out front. Gracie and daughter sit
together 1n darkened living room, dog between them. Gracie sits

sewlng; Margie reads comic books (loose dress over belly). Front



DRAFT = SCRIP C H. TANENBAUM 198
door and back are locked. Everytime man walks, turn street, they
stare and wait 'till gone to breathe easily =-- railroaders are
tough, might rape them. Both fondle dog as protector.

Margie 1looks up at painting -- wonders where Henry 1is.
Somebody at Abie's said he joined Merchant Marines (girl whose
brother 1s 1n, said he saw him signing up).

Gracie, "I wich he'd drop us a postcard."

Margie, "It'd be nice 1f Robbie and he ran into each other
somewhere like 1n China or Eurippe."

Gracie, "Wonder whether they'd talk to each other. I know
Albert wouldn't talk to him. Said he got no use for him, way he
done Willie 1in."

Margie, "When Evelyn has kid, will they let us 1in to church
for baptism. Albert said they might not."

Gracie, "I'm sure they will. Just because Albert a Catholic
don't mean I ain't his mother anymore. I don't like this business
churning up families with religion, but Albert marrit a good girl,
clean and good housewlfe, course, I don't see why he can't help us
out a little -- but I guess he ain't got much -- has to take care
home and what with baby comin'."

Margie, "They're gonna have a lot of kids -- churc wants him
to."

Graclie, "At's his own affairs, but he won't be making enuf to
have big family."

Margie, "I'm gonna need new dress soon =-- this gettin' too

tight."
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Gracie, "I'll have to fix 1t for ye. We ain't got enuf for
new dress. We got another month 'til Robbie's next check. Without
that I dunno what we'd do. Glad we don't have to pay rent anymore
-- nice of Mr. Matthew saying tending gate will be our rent."

Margie, "Well, 1t ain't gonna last too long. I hear they're
gonna tear down house to make bigger garage. We got 'bout couple
months here."

Gracie, "We'll have to get a room then, 1t'll be tough on
Robbie's check."

Margie, "Howard. Howard was a fool for quittin'. Coulda been
boss both garages."

Gracie, "It's better he left."

Margie, "Whaddya mean?"

Gracie, "Nuthin' -- jest 1t's better -- man had no feelin's."

Margie, "Ma, there was nuthin' in the mail today, was there?"

Gracie, "Only Robbie's card, why?'

Margie, "Nothin' from Pennsylvania?"

Gracie, "No."

Margie, "S'funny. How long was 1t since I got that picture
card."

Gracie, "'Bout two months ago."

Margie, "At's when I wrote him back. Wrote him a penny
postcard tellin' him 'bout givin' birth. I ask him to write back
sayin' when we was comin' to see me, an' to bring some money. Sure
there was nuthain' in the mail?"

Gracie, "Positive (finality).
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Margie, "Ma, (reverie) ma, he was real nice. You'd like hinm.
Good-lookin' and real nice. He was no bum. Went to school. He
liked me, ma. Said he'd come after me. He will, ma. Soon's he
gets my card, he will. I betcha he'll come and take both of us
away and set us up i1in a home i1n the country."

Gracie, "It don't take two months to get your postcard. If
he's comin' he'd a answered by now."

Margie, "Oh, he'll answer, I'm sure. He's probably busy with
the carnival now. But soon as 1t closes for the winter I'm sure
he'll come."

Gracie, "Well, maybe. How long has Robbie been in?"

Margie, "It's past three months."

Gracie, "Hope he gets a leave soon -- I want to see my boy.
Not good to be alone i1in a house without a man."

Margie, "He'll be back soon. I'm sure."

Gracie, "You're sure of everythan'."

Margie, "Ma -- How long 1s he 1inlis' for?"

Gracie, "18 months -- 15 now -- year and three months."

Margie, "Think he'll stay in longer?"

Gracie, "I dunno -- I hope not."

Margie, "He says he likes 1t there -- no worries, do what they
tell you and everythin's all right. Plenty food, clothes, lots of
entertainment. Even learnin' to dance -- never woulda done that
here. Rides a jeep now. Betcha he stays in longer -- reenlists."

Gracie, "I'm not gonna let him -- I've got plans for us."

Margie, "What plans®"
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Gracie, "When he comes back, we're gonna get a farm, a small
place 1n country =-- raise rabbits for fur or meat. Some goats or
ducks. Set up a real nice place. He's savin' some money an' the
government'll led him some. Yessin, we'll have a place like we
used to have. An' maybe Al'll come out and live with us. An'
Henry, he might change 1in the country. Mighta never been bad 1f
we stayed there. Yessin', a real nice place. With the family

comin' together, an' maybe we'll go to church on Sunday mornin'."

E N D: Both going to sleep taking dog up with them.
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