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PART ONE

AT ONE END of the street, at the west end, there is a cul-de-sac. By the east end, the traffic flows, north and south: If it flows for two days, you will see the world go by. That’s the way it is in New York. At the east end, Shutzey stands picking his teeth, with one, or two, or three whores behind him. Shutzey is a pimp; all day long he stands in front of Meyer’s cigar store, picking his teeth, and if Meyer had not more fear of Shutzey in his soul than fear of God, he might do something about it.

This is a folk-tale of Manhattan. For a folk-tale, you need tradition. That came when the poet died in Apple Place. You’ll see how.


THE BOY walked up the brownstone steps, and rang the bell. He held his music in front of him, clenched in both hands, and his mouth was dropped slightly, open slightly. His gray eyes had a look that might mean anything at all.

At four o’clock, in the winter, Apple Place was already dusky. At ten minutes after four, the world was beginning to change. He felt the change the way a sick person feels a longer darkness coming on. Like the poet. Sitting in his window, the poet saw the dry flakes tremble down, almost singly. Whenever one touched his window, it melted away.

The boy turned up the collar of his coat, still only vaguely aware of the snowflakes. He shivered, but more from the coming darkness than from the cold. He rang the bell again.

The man who opened the door was tall and thin, stooped, with a long nose, with small glasses perched on the end of his nose. Letting the boy in, he closed the door quickly behind him. He smacked his hands, rubbed them together, and peered through the darkness at the boy.

“I guess I’m late,” the boy said.

“Only once, loafer? Always!”

“I forgot.”

“Big things you got on your mind! Bumming all the time—so what is music? Go and sit by the piano.”

They went into the parlor, where a small gas-flame burned. There was a green carpet on the floor, green-upholstered furniture. At one side of the room, an upright piano stood. The wallpaper was brown, with twisting yellow stripes. Once he was in the room, the boy found it hard to take his eyes from the wallpaper.

Perhaps a little frightened by the old man; but the wallpaper didn’t frighten him; when he looked at it, he thought of music, marching music. But he didn’t know why.

“Go to the piano!”

He went to the piano, slowly, turned the seat, sat down and uncovered the keys.

“Loafer!”

“Awright.”

“You’ll give me an answer. Play, I say!”

He unrolled his music, tried to straighten it, so that it would stay on the piano. He had a hard time with it, and all the while the tall music master paced behind him. Then the boy’s fingers dropped to the keys. He struck two chords—two lonely discordant chords; and when he heard the sound, his face trembled and his lips fell apart. Again and again, he struck the same chords, furiously, and with each sound more of the cold, colorless December night fell in the room. Then the thin man’s hand struck his head. The boy cringed.

“Loafer!”

“I din’ do nothin’.”

“Is that music?”

“I heard id somewhere.”

“Liar!”

“I ain’ lyin’.”

“Like a heathen you play—is that what I teach you?”

“I heard id.”

“Enough! Your exercise.”

The boy began to play, his mouth open, and as fast as the music, the tears ran down his face. He played and sobbed, swayed his body back and forth. The water streaked his small, dirty face.

And behind him, the man strode back and forth, his long head thrust out like a hawk’s.


HE KNEW that anyone who kept a consistent diary was a little mad. Not entirely, but a little, mad to some degree. Normal people do not write down their thoughts, all their thoughts, intimate, dreadful thoughts that God Himself should not see. But normal people do not write at all. They lack the colossal conceit.

His name was John Edwards. He was twenty-four and old. You see, he was dying.

He sat next to the window, watching the dry snowflakes. Just at ten minutes past four, the boy went up the steps. He looked at his watch. Today, the boy was ten minutes late. Sometimes he was two minutes late, sometimes four—hardly ever ten. Music master Claus Silverman would rage at him. Edwards watched the thin legs of the boy until they were out of sight, and then he waited for the piano. The piano always came hard upon the boy. He scrawled in the diary:

“Why don’t I know anything about the boy? That’s the way it is in the city—all your life, and in the end you know nothing—of anyone. But the boy comes every day, and after the boy, Anna. Every single day at four o’clock. I should say God bless him …

“I feel weaker today. Does that mean that the end will be soon? Each time I cough, a little blood comes up—and sometimes I think that out of the Village I gained only two things, Anna and death. When I told Anna yesterday that I wasn’t afraid to die, she laughed at me. Doesn’t she know how far gone I am? Does she pity me?

“I don’t write any more. What’s the use? Everyone writes nowadays. I’m tired …”

Then he pushed the book away from him, let the pencil drop to the floor. When he turned back to the window, it was quite dark, as if an early part of the night had sought out the little down-town street. The snow, falling like a heavy white curtain, melted and splotched the window. People in the street were only shadows.

The impulse to cry was overwhelming. If only he could unlock something in him, let the tears pour out softly and easily as a brook flows. Or like the snow falling; cry anyway, like a woman cries.

His room was dark now, and in that darkness, his thoughts seemed to lose themselves. If he thought, he thought this: “I am twenty-four; I pity myself.”

The door opened and closed.

“Anna?”

“Who else?”

She turned on the light, and then she stood there, looking at him, and shaking her head slowly. In her hand, she had a bowl, a plate covering it. There were some crackers in the plate.

She was the wife of the music master. Whenever Edwards saw her, he thought of the music master, with his long bird’s head. Anna had pale yellow hair. She was not tall, but the way she walked made her seem so.

“I brought soup. You haven’t eaten all day?”

“I’m not hungry,” Edwards said.

“You’re like a little boy. You have to eat. You know that.” She came over and kissed him. “Are you tired?”

“Yes.”

“Eat it while it’s warm.”

While he ate the soup, she sat next to him, stroking his hair. And when he finished, she put the bowl away; and then she sat looking at him, with her hands clasped in her lap. Above them, they could hear the boy playing.

Edwards said: “Does he know you’re down here?”

“No.”

“You’re afraid to tell him.”

“A little. I would tell him that I’m sorry for you—because you’re sick. He knows you’re sick.”

“I don’t want that.”

“I love you—you know.”


THE BOY’S head sank lower; then he stopped playing. Very slowly, he turned to look at his teacher.

“What now?”

The dark room, the yellow-striped paper, the teacher and the green carpet; snow outside in the night, falling all over Greenwich Village and powdering into the cul-de-sac: and over all the two chords of music, counterpoint like a city crying.

“Well—well—well, play!”

Without a word, the boy ran to the door, without his coat; then he was stumbling down the steps. He slipped, sprawled on his hands and knees, and then again was running through the snow. And the way he ran, in that way, all of life quickened; in that way, he saw life, through himself: when he fell, all the street appeared to topple over on him. Dodging cars, he crossed the avenue at the end of the street. He ran on. When he came home, finally, he was soaked, wet and cold.

She was waiting for him. Sasha was twelve, just a little older than he. The way was this. Once, how long ago he didn’t know—but it must have been very long ago—his mother had had a friend, a Jewish girl without a husband. That’s where Sasha came from. The Jewish girl died, or something had happened to her. He didn’t know, but she was gone, and only Sasha remained. When his father was alive, Sasha was the little bastard; his father hated Sasha. Now his father had been dead for seven months, drunk, and dropped like a sack of stones from a pier-head.

“Sasha—”

He stood in the doorway, wet and forlorn, making altogether a very small and wretched figure.

“What’s-amadder?” Sasha came to him, shaking her head, and as she looked at him, her eyes filled with tears. Sasha cried easily. When Sasha looked at him, her eyes were full of infinite tenderness. She had brown eyes, set very wide apart, and a face that reminded one of a deer’s, still a lovely face. She took a towel, dried his face, and then took him over to the stove to warm. She was familiar with his passions; indeed, she was familiar with every side of him.

“I hade ’im,” he said.

“I know.”

“He stands behind me jus’ like he wants tu kill me. Yu odda see du way he stands behind me.”

“I made pea soup,” she said soothingly.

“Ahdon’ care.”

“Peter, Peter, Peter—”

“Whad?”

She rocked him back and forth, like a baby, and together they began to smile. They grinned at each other until their eyes were lost in crinkled folds of flesh. Then she kissed him.

“Lemme taste id?” he demanded. Then they both went to the steaming pot.


THE SOUP warmed Edwards. Whenever Anna was near him, his mood changed. The end was not so near then. If there was an end. When he finished the soup, he stopped coughing. Anna gave him a cigarette, striking the match herself. Then, holding her hand, he leaned back in his chair. Upstairs, the great clock struck a half hour after four.

“You don’t love him,” he said. “You do love me, Anna.”

“I’m afraid of him.”

“I know. Look—you have some faith in me. You think I’m great, don’t you? Otherwise you wouldn’t love me.”

“I think you’re wise,” she said, smiling at him. “I think you’re very wise.”

“Yes. But not too wise—with a small gift, Anna. If I write a great book, Anna, about simple things. I would if I had the strength. Like this street. It’s all the world. Do you understand me?”

“I think so.”

“—Artists, singers, workers, whores. Seventeen whores on this little street. Why? I came here, and the street killed me. Not yet—but it will. But if I could write about it all, and understand—then I think I could live. Maybe if we could go away for a little while—Are you brave enough for that?”

“He’d kill me.”

“No, he wouldn’t. You’d be away. You’d never have to see him again. He bought you, didn’t he? But that doesn’t make him yours. Go away with me—and never come back. And I’ll live for you. I’ll love you.”

“If I only could—”

“You can. I tell you that you can!”

“Can I? The way you talk. I can’t even talk like you. You know so much. I know nothing.”

“We’d need money. I only have about twenty dollars left.”

She said to him: “I have two hundred—he doesn’t know.”

“Then you’ll come?”

“Maybe—maybe, only I’m so afraid. Only give me a chance to think.” She looked at her watch. “Time now—let me go.”

Upstairs, Claus stood alone in the parlor. He always gave her the impression of terrible, terrible loneliness, his tall body with the long hard sagging forward, the way his thin lips drooped at the corners. What’s inside of a man like that? How is anyone to know? Locked all the time—locked for God only knows how many years. You got to be afraid of him, and then you were only afraid, and nothing else mattered. All fear; your life fills up with it, until there’s room for nothing else. If such a man is big, very big, then it doesn’t matter; give him a country to rule. But when he’s a small man—a music master.

His look, as she entered, was full of tenderness; he spread his hands apart to welcome her, smiling very slowly, as if to emphasize that he loved one thing.

“You’re like one of the snowflakes,” he said, “cool and beautiful, my dear.”

Then she was only afraid. “You’ll have your supper.”

He nodded, and he took her arm.


THE SNOW falls, and evening comes; and in the quivering flakes there is more than a suggestion of peace. But there is peace nowhere in the city, hardly here. No peace in a street crowded full of lives. No moral even. Only a folk-tale of people who live in Manhattan. The poet was right. There is more in Manhattan than anywhere else in the world.

If you sat on the edge of a roof and watched—would you see more in many years than in a single night? Or what would you see? The priest walks slowly, as though he knows. But does he, any more than you would?

“ ’Evening,” Shutzey said to him.

The priest nodded. He was a young man, and what if Shutzey was a pimp? He walked on slowly, but he didn’t think of the poet until he saw the light burning in his window. Then he opened the door and went in, shaking the snow from his coat.

“Hello, Edwards,” he called out.

Edwards smiled. He held out his hands to the priest, who sat down opposite him. “Geesus, I’m lonely,” he whispered. “I’m damn glad to see you.”

“Got you again?”

“Coughing my belly out. Jack, you’ll shrive me in a week, and I’m not sorry. Now that’s funny, isn’t it?”

“You’re a fool.”

“Am I? But I’m not sorry—except for one thing. Anna. Anna and you—all I have. Now look, nine months in this den, and I don’t know a soul, only Anna and you. Christ, how I envy you! You know everything, and you can’t write it. Let me confess.”

“Why don’t you get a grip on yourself?” the priest said evenly.

“Do I need it? You know God damn well I’m going to die. If I had your health, do you think I’d talk like this? But I’m sick. I know—my mind is sick, too. But I can’t take a grip on myself—it’s too late. Just waiting now. Let me confess.”

“You’re alone too much,” the priest told him. “Loneliness rots any man’s soul. Why don’t you get out of here, walk around, look at things. How long is it since you’ve been out of this room?”

“Weeks—”

“Then get out—walk in the snow—”

“Wait a minute. Let me talk—confess. That’s what you’re a priest for, isn’t it? You know Anna?”

“Yes, but—”

“Wait a minute, I say. I love her. And I’m going to die. Now I’m not afraid, and I don’t take too much stock in what comes after. I’ve thought myself out, and I’m not afraid any more. Only what about her? She goes on living with him, afraid of him, morning, noon and night. What about her? Puzzle it out for me. That’s your job.”

“Is it?” the priest wondered.


BE KING,” Sasha said. She pulled a chair around, back to the stove, to make sure that Peter would be warm. A tablecloth, checked red and white, was thrown over the chair. Deftly, she made a pointed crown out of a paper napkin. Then she stretched onto the stove to mix the pea soup.

“Uv what?” Peter climbed into the chair.

“N’Yurk.”

“Me?”

“Mm—”

“Queen.” Peter waved a spoon; he kicked his legs, crowing with pride; then he began to sing at the top of his lungs, while Sasha gazed at him with adoring eyes. “Queen?” Peter demanded.

“No—” Then Sasha looked at him curiously. You could love a person in one way—and then you could love him in another. Or you could love him in every single way there was, like she loved Peter. If he were not king, surely some day he would be president of the United States, and she thought she liked that idea better than any other. She knelt down in front of him, took his hand, and kissed it.

“Waddayu doin’?”

“I luvyu, Pede.” She considered for a while; then she decided: “I wanna marry yu.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

They must have fallen asleep. The pea soup burnt, and that woke Sasha. Peter’s crown was crumpled on the floor, and Peter sat with his head hanging forward. It was very late then. When Peter woke, he found Sasha still on the floor, sobbing over the burnt soup. Then they sat and waited for Peter’s mother. But they couldn’t remain awake, and when his mother came back, they were asleep again.

She came into the kitchen, stood there looking at them, her face pasty-white, and her eyes staring. She was a large woman, large as a man and well-formed, large breasts and large thighs. Shutzey could get more for Mary White than for any toothpick-limbed blond.

She moved over to the stove, then went back to the door; then she moved about the room aimlessly, wagging her head from side to side. She looked at her hands, first at the palms and then at the backs. Then she took off her ring, and looked at the inside, where it said, Mary Richard White. She put it back on again.

Something drew her over to the soup pot, and she peered into it, screwing up her nose at the burnt odor. Then she went away. In all her movements there was no purpose, no sense. At last, she fell into a chair.

“Geesus Christ,” she said.


BEFORE he reached the United States Senate, before Congress, even before the Assembly, Timy Dolan was a big man. He had the ward under his hand, under his finger, like a cockroach. If he wanted to, he could press down, and then the cockroach would spraddle out and die. Or he could watch the cockroach and smile at it. Timy wore a chesterfield and a black derby, and when he walked through the ward, where everyone knew him, you could see just by the way he walked that he was a big man. He had his finger in everything.

He knew all the pimps personally, and they heeled him personally. Then vice wasn’t the organized racket it is now. But it was big enough just in the district to give Timy five or six hundred dollars a week. And when Timy wanted a woman he knew where to go.

He came to Shutzey this day, when the regular club held its monthly stag over Kraus’ Saloon, just across and around the corner from Meyer’s cigar store.

He went into Meyer’s with Shutzey, and picked himself a twenty-five cent cigar. “Have one,” he said to Shutzey, who was only a pimp and smoked no better than a tencent brand.

“Hullo, Timy, and how is it?” Meyer said; but he didn’t say anything to Shutzey, except to think that it was a dirty shame to waste a good brand on a bum. All his life, Meyer had been longing to say one thing to Shutzey, “Get out and stay out, you rotten bum!” But what was the use, when Shutzey was six feet and strong as an ox?

Shutzey sprawled over the counter, bit his cigar. “How’s business, Meyer?” he smiled.

“Should it be good when you make my place into a whorehouse?”

“Now, Meyer,” Timy said gently, “there ain’t no whorehouses in my district.”

“All right, Timy. With you I ain’t got a grievance. But this one with his whores—is it a thing for my wife to see, for my daughters? When I got three daughters, should I have whores outside my door, day and night? Does he got to come to me? Ain’t there nobody else, that I got to go to the synagogue and I can’t look nobody in the face? Is it right?”

“G’wan, Meyer, I bring yu all yer business,” Shutzey said, still smiling.

“Such business I don’t want.”

“Lay off,” Timy told them. “I got a stag to go on.”

“Whaddyu want?”

“Something new.”

“Well—take yu pick.”

“Listen, Shutzey, I want one broad for a stag party.”

“Geesus Christ,” Shutzey whispered. “You ain’t serious. What d’yu want sumpen like that fur, when I can give yu a lineup? You got a crack on, Timy.”

“Yu got it or no? You heard me the first time.”

“Lemme think.” Shutzey looked at him, squinting and screwing up his broad, impassive face. “Suppose sumpen happens to her?”

“Ain’t I big enough for yu? Maybe yu gotta kick coming, Shutzey? Maybe I don’t treat yu right. Ain’t there going tu be a judge there—an’ a magistrate?”

“Awright.”

They went out. Meyer stared after them; he stared fascinated at the flakes of snow that swirled in and melted on the floor. Then he began to arrange the cigar boxes. What was the use of thinking? It went on. Nothing struck Shutzey dead; nothing struck Timy dead. They prospered; their wealth piled up. Where was justice then? He, who was an honest man—as honest as any man—slaved all his life, and in the end, what did he have? Then what was the use of anything at all, when he was an honest man?

He picked up the New York Times, and turned to the stocks. He put on his glasses and read eagerly. Then he calculated with a pencil on the inside of an empty cigar box. And all the time he chewed nervously on his tongue.


IT IS hard to say what Meyer would have done if he had seen Jessica behind the curtain. He would not believe anyway that Jessica had been there all the time, shivering and listening. The Meyers lived above the store, four rooms, managing this way: the two older girls in a bedroom, Jessica in the living room, which they also used as a dining room, and Meyer and his wife in a room. Then the kitchen. It was not so big, but nevertheless, Meyer gave his girls the best. They had clothes and education, and a good many other things that most girls don’t have. They were all of them handsome girls, and to Meyer they were like figures out of the Song of Songs.

From the apartment, a staircase led down to the store; a green plush curtain hid the staircase.

Jessica was going out, but when she heard Shutzey’s voice, she stopped just behind the curtain. She stood there listening and trembling, and all the while caressing her breasts and thighs. But she wasn’t frightened. A stag party—not all like Shutzey; but if they were all like Shutzey—Easily, he was the strongest man she had ever known; and she knew him. Didn’t he always look at her when she left the store?

When they had left, she slipped back upstairs, into her sisters’ bedroom, and stayed there. She looked into the dresser mirror, cocking her head to one side and taking good stock of herself.

She was very blond for a Jewess, with real yellow hair, and slim with narrow hips, but good up above anyway, the way a girl should be. She knew.

She walked back and forth, swinging her hips, and craning her head to see herself in the mirror. When she finished training school, she’d be a teacher. But hitch your wagon to a star, and you’d go up. Already Timy had the ward under his finger, like a cockroach—just like that. Timy would go places; everybody said that: and Shutzey would go places, too. But Dolan had a belly already. Undressed he would look like a kewpi doll, while Shutzey was straight as an arrow and strong as an ox.

Dropping to the bed, she chewed on knuckles, stared at the ceiling, and then she caressed her breasts again. She felt how her hair was drawn back in a tight bun. All over she was beautiful.

What kind of a woman would they get, and then what would happen to her? What did a night’s work like that pay? The world was half men and half women. A woman had to know what to do with herself. Timy would look at her body and eat his heart out. Or maybe he liked fat. dark girls. She had to know.

A little later, she went down and out of the store. Shutzey wasn’t outside, but she walked down the street hoping that she would meet him. But what she would do if she met him, she didn’t know.


ON THE same street, across from Meyer’s cigar store, and two houses from the corner, Shutzey had his place; in a brownstone three-story house, which he owned. That will give you an idea about Shutzey—thirty-five thousand dollars of real estate, clear. Top to bottom, he furnished it himself. And you wouldn’t know it was a house, because on the outside it was just as quiet and respectable as any other place on the street.

Shutzey treated his whores right. Inside the front door, just as you entered, was the parlor, and behind that two sitting rooms, one in blue and one in yellow. Some of the girls lived upstairs, but not all of them; some had their own homes, and some had families, like Mary White. And some had husbands.

But Shutzey’s place was always clean. The girls liked to sit in their kimonos in the parlor, smoke and talk; and they didn’t have to walk the streets. Sometimes they stood on. the corner with Shutzey, but that wasn’t street-walking. And he never sent them out to Coney Island, or up on the Drive when the ships came in, the way some of the pimps did.

There were four or five girls in the parlor; they were full of smiles for Timy.

“Lay off,” he commanded.

“It’s on the house, Timy.”

“Sure.”

“Why don’t yu give us a break, Timy?”

“It’s Park Avenue or nothin’ fur him.”

“Lay off!”

“Awright, girls—that’s enough,” Shutzey told them. He looked them over carefully, as if he had never seen any of them before, flicked the ashes from his cigar, and squinted; he called one over.

“Minnie!”

Timy shook his head. He slapped her buttocks; then he shook his head again.

“Get Mary White,” Shutzey said, “an’ the rest of yu clear out.”

When she walked in, she smiled, too. You had to, because Timy was a big man. He could make anyone, or break them too.

“She ain’t a chicken any more,” Timy whispered, “but she’s a hell of a woman, all right.”

Mary stared at them. Something was up, and just on a day when she wanted to be home early, with the kids.

“Yu can pick up forty bucks,” Shutzey told her. “You just go along with Timy. That ain’t bad fur a night, forty bucks.”

“A stag?”

“Yeah—but there ain’t nothin’ tu be afraid of. Timy’ll treat yu right.”

“I know,” she said quietly.

“Come on,” Timy said. Then they went out together. Shutzey chewed on his cigar, shook his head. Then he grinned. “Geesus,” he whispered.


THE PRIEST said to John Edwards: “—All in two things, right and wrong. It’s hard to be a priest in New York; maybe it’s wrong—I don’t know. But good against evil remains, over everything.”

“The good doesn’t win. It’s chance.”

“We try. We believe,” the priest said.

“I know—I don’t doubt you. Look at me, all gone. But if I had one ounce of your faith, only one small part of your belief in the lasting right of things—But I don’t have it, and what’s the use of talking about it? I don’t even have the will to live.”

“You have it.” The priest smiled. “Get out of here tonight. Walk in the snow and breath deeply. Start slowly, and learn to live—all over.”

Then the priest went, and left alone, Edwards sank deeper into his chair. If he went out—Looking at the window, he saw the snowflakes tilting against the pane. Outside, New York was being purified. Snow would make the streets as white as a dove’s breast, and the traffic would move very, very slowly. Then, as the night went on, the traffic would almost stop. The city would sleep in the snow. Dreaming and thinking, he saw himself walking for many, many blocks. Out of one small street, but through a thousand others, windows etched in frost, the night-wind blowing. And behind every window life, and more and more life. He drank it in. He stopped on one lonely avenue, looked at the sky where the storm-clouds were blowing away….

Anna brought him back. Almost noiselessly, she re-entered the room, came and bent over him, with her warm breath in his face. And that woke him from his dream.

As simply as a child, Anna said to him: “I’m not afraid any more. No more, Johnny.” She sat down on the arm of his chair, placing one cool hand against his cheek, turning his face to her, and as he looked at her, he was bewildered as always by a child’s face. The eyes were set wonderfully far apart, and the gaze was clear and untroubled.

Somewhere, two years ago, the music master had found her. Remember that this is a folk-tale. He gave her food and shelter, and she married him because she was afraid, not so much of him as of being alone. She always recalled the two nights before that the way you recall a dream.

She had no place to sleep, so she sat in the subway. Two nights in the subway. Underground, and sometimes outside. Piles of girders, with the train roaring on and on into nowhere. Once she slept, with her head on a man’s shoulder. He woke her up, and said to her:

“Now look, baby, come along with me, and I’ll fix you up for the night.”

She ran from car to car, frightened at the way the tracks flashed underneath. Sometimes, she got out at a station. There is nothing in New York that is lonelier than a subway station in the early hours of the morning. The silence is heavy and real enough to carve with a knife, and the trains don’t come often. Maybe once in a half-hour; but you begin to think that there will be no more trains; like being in a tomb and forgotten.

On an elevated track, the lights seemed to drop further and further beneath her. That meant the train was going up and up, like a bird taking wing. The whole train would soar into the sky; she laughed with anticipation, and then she fell asleep. On another station, a drunk slept beside her, and after a while she was glad, even for his company. But when he woke up, she ran away….

The music master was as good as he was gentle, and he was gentle as a woman with her. That made it wrong, all she was going to do now; but what did right and wrong matter when you were with the man you loved?

“Johnny—you hear me? I’m not afraid,” she said. “Not any more. I’m not wise, the way you are—except tonight. I know, tonight; I know about everything. If you die, then you’re born again, and that’s the way it is with me.”

He looked at her, and thought of the snow. Tonight, the world was changing. He wanted to live. Deep snow, and the two of them walking through it together, arm in arm, walking with long, powerful steps, while fresh flakes splashed in their faces, laughing, too, and living with all there was in life.

Upstairs the piano sounded. The tall, thin, stooped man was playing, striking ivory keys and turning his soul inside out.

“I wish he wouldn’t play,” Anna said. “When he plays like that, I know that he’s thinking. He’s thinking that he might have been great. All the time, he’s thinking that. I don’t know anything about music. How does he play?”

“As if he might have been great,” Edwards said. “As I write. If you love me—I’ll turn over the world.”

“I love you,” she told him, “only you.”


AT THE time of his ruin, Meyer thought of his daughters. No son to lean on, only daughters, who had nothing now.

His ruin crept up on him. He read it in the New York Times for three years, while eleven thousand dollars dwindled away to nothing, and now, on a winter night, while the snow fell in large, damp flakes, he read the last. Stocks go down. He had eleven thousand, and now he had nothing.

Money is the god. When your god dies, what is the use of going on? Twenty-two years on the corner of this single street with the cigar store, and then, all of a sudden, everything is gone. He sat behind the counter with his head in his hands. Shutzey sold bodies and accumulated a fortune. Meanwhile—

His wife called from the staircase: “Meyer, come and eat your supper!”

He stared at the Times.

“Come and eat!”

A picture is one thing, and the reality is another. All the time, from the day he set foot in this country, it had been money. For twelve years he saved to buy a cigar store. Dreams went, and he sat behind a counter until he knew nothing else. Well, a man is a man, and shouldn’t a man think? For twenty-two years more he saved carefully, no, he hoarded, and in the end there was eleven thousand dollars. But twenty-two years is too much, and when he tried the market, the market took it all away from him. What did he have now?

Twenty-two years and twelve years, a lifetime. He was an old man.

“Meyer!”

“Leave me alone.”

“Meyer, what’s the matter?”

“Leave me alone, I say. Shouldn’t I have any peace, even for a moment?”

“Meyer, you’re in trouble,” she said, coming over to him. She was a stout woman with light hair. When she was young, she had looked like one of Meyer’s daughters.

“Only leave me alone. There’s no trouble.”

She glanced down at the paper he was reading, and then shook her head in quick disgust. “All the time stocks—is that something to bother your head with?”

“Nagging again!”

“Go and eat.”

“For God’s sake, leave me alone.”

“All right. I’ll go upstairs. But come and eat. Do you want everything should get cold?”

When she went away, he put his head down on the paper and began to cry.


IN THE darkness of the music master’s room, the city moved vaguely. You see, in this folk-tale, all things move and mingle in the hours of twilight. New York is in and out of a million homes. If the city has a soul, you see it now; if it has a voice, you hear it now. The twilight encroaches upon everything, and windows and walls are no bar to it. It comes from the outside, but it comes from the inside, too.

The tall, thin man sat in the dark room and played. His fingers drifted over the keys, and his mind wandered, the way men’s minds will at this hour of twilight. The music came soft and strong, according to his thoughts. And he was smiling, now and again. Whenever he thought of Anna, he smiled.

Going back, his life lay behind him. He wasn’t young any more, old rather, twice as old as his wife, and an alien in a strange land. Always an alien, although he lived in a city of aliens, where all men dream of some place other than the island they are on.

It was a strange mood he was in tonight. Germany lay in the background, a warm land before the war. In the old empire, a man gave his soul to music. Youth, beer, and singing in an open garden, and way off on the horizon a thin line of black mountains. Then dusk was coming, too. Clouds dimmed the sky and dimmed out the picture; and on the piano his fingers drummed out the exile.

Until Anna came, he was all alone. And after Anna came it seemed that all the things that had been before her faded away. Even his dreams of fame.

Fame had been the most bitter pill. Some men are made small men. Others are not. The best dreams had come during the war, when death was so close that dreams had no limits. He remembered how he had once crouched on a muddy parapet watching the star-shells burst, each sending a glorious silver radiance over the broken land. He would come like that, like one of those shells.

(Then they heard him downstairs, and the poet, listening, realized that the music master was the greater of the two. His fingers were crashing into a wild, sobbing counterpoint.)

But the light faded. Playing more evenly, he thought of Anna. All alone, he had wandered from place to place for God only knows how many years. Then he taught music in this alley. If it was New York’s Bohemia, why was he always alone? If there were artists here, why didn’t he know one of them—only one? But he didn’t. Until Anna came, he was as utterly alone as any human being could be.

He made a composition once and took it to a publisher. After he played it, the man shook his head. “For that sort of thing, study Gershwin,” he said.

But now it didn’t matter. When he thought of Anna, he smiled. That was all that mattered.

He had never had any children, and now he wouldn’t have any. So he loved Anna the way he would have loved a child, and at the same time, as a wife. It was a love that carried him out of himself. If you became great in this way, he began to reason, then it doesn’t matter that you become great in no other way. His love was big.

He played on in the dark, and if the boy had seen his face now, maybe the boy would have understood.

The snow fell, and all over the city lights came on. Men walking made tracks in the snow, and many turned around to look at where their feet had dirtied it, almost with regret.


THE PRIEST walked out into the snow, a tall figure of a man, standing solidly on his two legs. He tilted his face, so that the snow fell on his ruddy cheeks, and he smiled the comfortable knowing smile of a healthy man. Snow is a good thing; and snow coming so near to Christmas is the right thing. Snow cleanses.

With long, swinging strides he walked toward the avenue, turning over in his mind what Edwards had said. His disease was plain enough. There is no healthy mind without a healthy body, and inside of Edwards, his soul was rotting. Whether the soul would die, or whether Edwards would save soul and body, was entirely up to him. That, indeed, seemed to be the accounting the city demanded of every person.

Tonight, the city came down to the priest. Windows reaching to the sky, and walking figures without end; yet withal, there was more laughter behind the windows than tears. You had to believe before you could understand. Only—when you didn’t understand, when there was meaning to nothing, you became like Edwards. Then each twilight gathered around you like smoke….

Meanwhile, the darkness soothed him, and the snowflakes fell on his face like a soft, cool caress. What did he know that the others lacked? What, in the simple fact of being a priest, gave him the courage to look through the dark, to see through it and know that beyond it was something?

But he didn’t want to be alone this night. A night for knowing, a wonderful, deep, silent night, when people would turn their souls inside out, tell how and why they doubted. He could go now, seek and find. He was all a part of the great mystery that lay in the city, and he was knowing—

Opposite the house, the priest met Shutzey. Shutzey stood in the snow, smoking a large cigar, one hand held out in front of him, palm up. The hand seemed to fascinate him, the way the snow fell, each flake melting on the warm skin, leaving a spot of moisture.

“Wonder,” the priest reflected, “all the air is filled with wonder. What a night to know things! If the world goes round, even Shutzey knows—”

“Hello, Jack,” Shutzey said.

They were of a size, two mighty men, full of life and strength, with their feet set solidly on the ground. They were even similar in appearance, cheeks shaven smooth, with the ruddiness creeping out from beneath the blue sheen; and now they eyed each other. Two strong men can eye each other like that.

“There’ll be a pile of snow in the morning,” Shutzey remarked. Then he looked at his hand, wiped it impatiently on his coat, and drew on a pair of yellow pigskin gloves.

“To cover the dirt,” the priest said.

“If yu look that way, Jack.”

“I look straight ahead.”

“Awright—if yu can. Funny though, I like tu stand in the snow like this, stand and feel cold air. Now what the hell’s got me, huh?”

“You tell me, Shutzey.”

“Ahdunno.”

“You’re not afraid—?”

Laughing, Shutzey blew out smoke, while frost from his nostrils steamed over his collar. Behind the glow of his cigar, the hard blue outlines of his face stood sharp.

“Listen,” he said. “I ain’t afraid, Jack; I ain’t cut that way. I’m in a tough racket, an’ I don’t pack no gat. Aw—wot the hell—”

“What’s eating you?”

“Let it ride. You don’t gimme no religion.”

“No—you’re a Godless man, Shutzey, and a bad one. But I like you.”

“Why? You goin’ tu reform me?” Shutzey grinned.

“No—”

“Maybe I’m all bad. All of anything’s nice tu know.”

“No.”

“Yer a godamn funny priest. Maybe all yer life without a piece. How the hell do yu do it?”

“Like standing in the snow—”

“Awright—I got enough. You go in an’ see the girls, Jack. They been asking about you. Only remember they’re whores. Yu can’t make a nun outa whores.” Shutzey grinned and walked away. He walked like the priest, strong legs and solid on the ground.


IF THE night, the twilight and the snow, had made something of other men, then Shutzey saw it, too. There is a mystery in New York, and no two nights are ever the same.

He walked aimlessly toward the corner, and out of habit he went into Meyer’s cigar store. Meyer wasn’t there, but the girl was behind the counter, and when Shutzey came in, she stared at him in a way that he understood.

Then, strangely, his thoughts took an abrupt turn to the priest, and he was saying to himself, “Geesus, Jack, how the hell do yu do it?”

There was once another girl, and they both wanted her. She was eleven years old, dark, and really very beautiful; but where Jack worshiped her, Shutzey knew his way around. That was a long time back, but now Shutzey thought of it.

Shutzey knew what cellars were for. One day, in Heckel’s Stationery Store—this long time back—he bought a ring for ten cents. He asked her to walk, and they walked all the way to the river and back.

“Wid me,” Shutzey had told her, “you don’t gotta be afraid.”

“I ain’t.” Her name was Alice, and if it was not forgotten, perhaps Shutzey still thought of it as a beautiful name, if he thought of the name in that way at all.

“I kin lick anything.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. ’At’s why yu kin walk wid me—wherever yu wanna.”

“Yeah.”

“I’m pretty strong, ain’t I?”

“Yeah.”

“Feel ’at.”

“It’s hard, ain’t it?” she said.

“Yeah, lemme feel yu muscle.”

“No—”

“Yu lemme take yu someplace, an’ I’ll show yu sumpen.”

“Where?”

When he led her to the cellar, she smiled at him in a curiously knowing way, but shook her head. Thinking of it now, Shutzey smiled; the girl behind the cigar counter thought he was smiling at her, and she smiled back at him. But the past still lingered, and staring at the girl behind the counter, Shutzey said: “Gimme La Primadora, dime size.”

He remembered that finally he had lost his temper, grabbed her by the back of the neck, and said: “God dammit, I’ll show yu,” and even then she wasn’t afraid. She only looked at him, in that funny way of hers. Or was it his memory playing tricks with him now?

Then he saw Jack coming, all the way down the block, yet when he first saw him, he already knew that it would mean a fight; and then the girl didn’t matter any more, only that he and Jack were enemies sworn to do battle. That was a long time back; but even now Shutzey felt that it would cleanse him to fight with the priest, hand to hand, the way two strong men should fight, right against wrong: and then he would know. But what would he know?

“Yer a dirty bastard,” Jack had said to him, and when they came together, the girl was watching with dancing eyes; but in the end she lost her nerve and ran away; then Shutzey knew that she wasn’t worth it, for all of her inscrutable smile: since then no woman had been worth it. Now this slip behind the counter looked at him the same way.

But all in all, that was not why he fought with Jack. He would never forget that fight, because it was bigger in its way than any other fight in his life. He was fighting to show that the strength in him was more than the calm smile the priest had even then. And he knew he would win. Right in the beginning, he knew that he would win, that wrong needed only strength, and that there was a bitter long strength inside of him.

As he lit his cigar, Jessica eagerly watched his handsome, dark face behind the sheen of smoke, watched his blue eyes, the eyelids fluttering ever so slightly. God, but he was strong! What kind of evil was there in strength?

He remembered that in the beginning they measured each other.

“I’m a dirty bastard?” Shutzey said to Jack.

“Yeller bastard.”

“C’mon.”

“Yeah?”

“Yer yeller.”

“Yeah?”

“Make me ead it, yu lousy sonuvabitch.”

“Yeah?”

Shutzey had measured him, easy. Shutzey had known that in the end it would be his. As he knew now that the priest’s entire philosophy of good was inherently wrong.

After the first stinging exchange of blows, Shutzey felt nothing. They fought toe to toe, steady and hard. Boys hardly ever fight like that. And after a while, they were surrounded by a circle of eager, waiting faces. Strength was the only good. Now Shutzey smiled at the girl, really noticing her for the first time. He took the cigar out of his mouth.

It had seemed to Shutzey, then, that they fought for hours. But he always knew what the end would be. When the other boy finally lay at his feet, he was grinning, still.

“Yu yeller bastard,” he whispered.


THE GIRL grew up, and Shutzey forgot, only remembering now as he looked at the girl across the counter, in whom there appeared to be some resemblance. She might have said to him: “It was my sister,” if she had known.

Alice Meyer forgot, too; and now when she saw Shutzey, something inside her made her slightly sick; but she never thought of Shutzey as the boy who had once tried to take her down into a cellar, to explain in his way what mysteries there are in the making of life.

Thus, through Alice, Danny comes into our tale. School teaching, for four years, made Alice prim, all drawn up and together. She was naturally tall and thin anyway, and she had always worn her dark blond hair in a bun at the back of her head. And after four years she had fallen into a rut that was as long as the road that leads down through life, into whatever comes after. If she hated anything—she didn’t hate easily—she hated Apple Place, to which she was as surely connected as any one of the brownstone houses. That was before Danny fell in love with her, even though he was a year younger: and he thought that she was beautiful.

Today, when she came home to the place over the cigar store, through the early winter twilight, she was still trembling, weak as a child, and longing with all her heart for Danny: and for no good reason, all because of a silly little incident at school that day. If she were wiser, she reflected, she would have passed it over easily. But she wasn’t wise. How could you be wise in a world that leaped at you, no matter what way you turned your face?

This is what had happened. She had come back to class after the noon recess, and there was the thing lying upon her desk. It had taken her almost a minute to realize what it was, and then she felt so faint and ill that she had to sit down, leaving it where it was. She couldn’t touch it; it was too evil. And then, there was no child in her class who was more than twelve; that was what added to the horror of it.

She sat there behind her desk, staring at the class, and they looked at her too, eagerly. If only she had had some inkling of it before she entered the room, she might have gained the upper hand; she might had sent in one of the men teachers. But now she had lost out entirely, and she would never be able to look at the class with clear eyes again. They were actually laughing at her, those who were not all tight with the tension of the moment.

She wanted to cry; she wanted to scream, but nevertheless she had to hold up: so she merely said, in as quiet a voice as she could muster: “Who did this?” And then she looked around the room, from face to face.

The boy who couldn’t meet her gaze was Peter White. He tried to. The others looked at her, knowing from long experience that it was fair proof of innocence to look a teacher in the eyes, but when she came to Peter White, he turned his face away. She noticed that his lips were quivering, that his small white fists were clenched tightly upon the desk. And he couldn’t look at her. Now wouldn’t that be proof enough for anyone?

“Peter,” she said, still trying to keep her voice cold and level.

He still didn’t look at her, but he rose trembling from his seat, and she had not even asked him to rise. Now wasn’t that further proof?—and was it entirely her fault?

“Come up here,” she said to him, and she looked at him very sternly, as sternly as she knew how to look at anyone. Perhaps it had some effect, because the tittering died out, and the class became as still as death. Slowly, oh, so very slowly, Peter marched up to her desk, but when he was there, he would not look at the thing on her desk, averting his eyes from that and from her.

“Look at me,” she commanded.

He turned his face to her, and she saw that there were tears in his eyes.

“Pick it up!”

He shuddered.

“Throw it in the toilet, and then go back to your seat.”

He picked it up, but when he came back, he stared only at the floor. He walked to his seat, and sat there with his head bent over. Every so often, she noticed, his shoulders would heave in a dry sob.

When the three o’clock bell rang, she said: “Peter White, remain in your seat.” He didn’t move. All that afternoon, he hadn’t changed his position, and now it seemed to her that he hadn’t even heard her.

The rest of the children left, and then the two of them were there alone, and still she didn’t know exactly what to do. If she went with Peter to the principal, it would all be simple. Then the matter would be out of her hands and in his. But how could she, and how could she tell the principal what had been on her desk?

But if she handled it herself, how could she punish him enough, make him feel what she had felt? And then, why had he done it? Why did he hate her? He wasn’t just a bad boy, only quiet, and rather dull.

“Come up here,” she said to him; but he only sat where he was.

“Peter!”

Now he looked up, and she saw that his face was wet and dirty with tears.

“Come up here to me.”

When he stood next to her, she looked at him. He was thin; his face was very white, and the way he looked at her was worse than anything he had done to her before. Then, for the first time, looking into his eyes, she realized that perhaps he had not done it. She wanted to cry, too, but she said:

“Why did you do it?”

He didn’t answer.

“You don’t have to be afraid of me. Only tell me why you did it.”

“I didn’t.”

“Then why didn’t you tell me before?—why couldn’t you look me in the eyes?”

“I was sorry—”

“Why?”

But then they looked at each other, and she understood, and he understood. Impulsively, she clasped him in her arms, and then when she realized that she was crying, she whispered for him to go. After he went, she sat and cried. It was good for her to cry that way.

She was sorry that she had told Danny not to meet her outside of school today; meeting her too often made a bad impression on the other teachers. By the time she left the building, the early twilight was beginning to fasten down, and the first heavy flakes of snow were falling. It was cold. Wrapping her coat about her, shivering, she hurried home, wanting nothing now so much as Danny, someone who loved her, who would let her be weak and small, the way she really was.

Walking along, she whispered: “Danny, Danny, get me out of this—someplace where we can be real and clean and honest. I don’t want our children to suffer like that boy …”


I’M TIRED now,” the priest thought, “all of a sudden, or because Shutzey said that?” He turned around, and then he went slowly as he walked toward Shutzey’s brownstone house. Two thousand years now since the man other men speak of had walked on the earth, and yet it was no different. Shutzey sold his women in the greatest city in the world.

He stood in the drifting snow in front of the house, and looked at it. When a priest went in there, he cast caution to the wind. How many priests would, and why did he? In the end, it made no difference, and he was as alone and lost as any single flake of snow. Presently, they would unfrock him; nor would he blame them, knowing the godless world and the godless people in it. Then he laughed; he walked up the steps, his deep laugh booming out over the street.

Susie, who opened the door for him, was only a child; she clung smiling to his large wet hand, while he shook the snow from his coat.

“Come in, come in,” she laughed. “We’ll have a party now.”

He went into the blue sitting room, and the girls flocked around him. He was terribly conscious of how large he was and how small they all were. Stretched out in front of him, his big shoes made great wet blots on the carpet; but nobody seemed to mind that, and everybody was pulling chairs close to him. Minnie the storage vault, who was madam, stood in front of him, nodding and smiling. She was always smiling, a round, fat, yellow-haired woman nearing fifty. She went out, and then in a little while she was back with a tray of tea things. She poured tea for him, and they all forced bits of cake on him. He ate and drank and laughed and talked. He felt warm, and he was curiously happy, as if he had been looking for this all, through the evening.

“You’ll pardon us, father,” Minnie the storage vault said, “we ain’t dressed. You see, we didn’t know you was coming.”

They plucked at his clothes, sitting close to him. They listened to every word he said. When he left, they trailed after him to the door.

“Come soon—”

“I’ll come.”

It was only when he was out in the cold of the night again, the snow stinging him in the face, that he was able to think of the house, and consider it for what it was. For some time, he stood there silently, just looking at it. He was standing there like that when O’Lacy came by. O’Lacy had the beat on that block, and he walked quickly because it was cold; but he stopped to have a word with the priest.

“ ’Evening, father.”

“Good evening. It’s rather hard on you, a night like this.”

“Now I don’t mind too much, thinking of a warm house to come back to. My shoes do get soggy. Dirty shame—”

“What?”

“That house. Now I could handle the like of Shutzey—”

“Yes.”

“But with Timy an’ all the rest taking it in hand over fist—Ah, well, will you be walking along, father?”

“Yes.”

Then the two broad figures faded into the snow and the night.


THEY walked to the club together, Timy and Mary White. By the time she got there, Mary knew that it would be a stag, but as yet she had no inkling of what she would have to do. The club always gave its big stag just before Christmas, and there was always some special novelty supplied by Shutzey. She hadn’t been to one before, but she had spoken to girls who had. They told tales that were as wild as they were sickening. It couldn’t be too bad, because men were only men, wherever you went.

“You’re Mary White, ain’t you?” Timy said to her, while they were walking.

“Yes, that’s my name.”

“Well, you pull along with me tonight, an’ I’ll see you’re treated right. Maybe fifty bucks in it for you, and that ain’t bad for an evening, eh?”

“What will I have to do?”

“Same old stuff, like at Shutzey’s. Don’t you worry. You got a few hours yet, an’ I’ll send in some supper for you.”

They went into Kraus’ saloon, and Timy nodded to Kraus, who stood behind the counter in a’ white apron, polishing small whisky glasses and chewing one end of his mustache. He nodded back at Timy, looked over Mary White, from head to foot, and grinned. Kraus was a huge, fat German, with folds of flesh going all the way from his shoulders to his cheeks. When he grinned, his face took on the appearance of a full moon, tiny eyes peering out of the flesh. Being a member of the regular club, he had an interest tonight in Mary White. He studied her carefully, from her ankles to her waist, to her breasts and her face; and his eyes followed her as she went into the back room with Timy.

There were two men at the bar, Snookie Eagen and Tommy Wooly. Snookie Eagen was just a pimp, but Tommy Wooly was right up with Timy in the ward, beside which he followed the races. He dressed like a sport, in a brown derby, a black chesterfield, checked brown suit, and black patent leather shoes. He was chewing a toothpick, with which, every so often, he cleaned one of his nails.

Now, after a single glance at Mary White, he turned back to Kraus and said: “Don’t lose yer peepers, Dutch.”

“Such a woman,” Kraus sighed.

The door swung open, and a boy came in, his breath steaming. He might have been twenty-five or twenty-six, but he looked younger because his cheeks were all flushed and smooth with the cold. Nodding at the barkeeper, grinning at Tommy and Snookie, he walked over to the bar and ordered a small beer.

“Hello, Danny.”

“What’s up, Danny?”

“Nothing much.”

It paid to be nice to Danny, if you knew how Timy felt about him. He’d go a long way.

“Comin’ tonight?”

“Yeah. I had a date, but I guess I’ll be there. I’ll have a beer, then smooth out the date. Maybe I’ll be a little late.”

“We’ll save you something, Danny.”

“Sure, Danny.”

“Make it a couple of beers.”

“Naw, you wanna get laid tonight. Do yu good.”

“Any way you say, boys.”

Then Timy came out of the back room. He smiled when he saw Danny, came over and squeezed his hand.

“I’m glad to see yu, kid.”

“How’re things, Timy?”

“Awright, awright—I ain’t complaining. I ain’t a congressman yet, but wot the hell. You stick along, kid, and we’ll both have desks in the Senate.”

“Don’t I know that, Timy?”

“Sure.”

“Maybe I’ll be a little late tonight, Timy.”

“Awright, Danny. But show up.”

“O. K., Timy.”


THE MUSIC MASTER’S playing grew softer and softer, until only a suggestion of the melody came into the room underneath, where the poet sat with Anna. At last, they listened to the wavering strains without considering who was playing.

Anna put her head on the poet’s breast and forgot. He smoothed her light hair, moved his lips over her face. He said:

“Do you know, Anna, what tonight is?”

“I’m happy.”

“For us, it’s the night of all nights. Do you understand, my darling? Until tonight, I was dying. But I’m not afraid now. I won’t be afraid.”

“You won’t die.”

“No, I won’t, my Anna. Now I know that. Do you know what we’ll do?—go someplace where the air is clean and thin, where I can stay alive and be better. We’ll work and write. Would you like people to say, ‘There’s the wife of a great man’?”

“It would be nice.”

“We’ll have children, Anna. You know, tonight I was thinking of how much just a small life can hold. And I always come to the same picture. There’s a giant of a fire in a big stone fireplace, with the flames flickering all over the room. Beams overhead, and beyond the beams deep shadows. And a deep rug before the fire. You sit there—perhaps you knit. I have the picture, light running from your hair, and shadows all over your face. You see, your head is bent a little to look at your knitting …”

She laughed and buried her head deeper; he could feel her whole body trembling with her laughter. Her whisper came, muffled: “I couldn’t be happier then, Johnny.”

“You would—”

“Do we have many children, Johnny?”

“Three, four—too many?”

“Never too many.” She glanced up, kissed him, and whispered: “What else do you see, Johnny?”

“Still you. I sit on the other side of the fire, but I can’t take my eyes from you. You are beautiful—”

“He’s stopped playing.”

“Don’t be afraid.”

“No, no, but I’d better go to him for a while. Then I’ll be back, later, I promise you. I’ll have everything ready. I promise you.”

“All right.”

Then she was gone, and Edwards sat without moving, looking at the window where the snowflakes appeared like spots of light from the dark. Then he took his diary, wrote:

“Tonight seems as long as all the time I’ve lived, perhaps because I’ve abandoned a philosophy, found a new one. Anna told me I’ll live, and I believe her. I wonder why it took me so long to discover what the priest knew all the time.

“I’ve been chasing shadows for too long, and now it’s almost too late—but not entirely. Anna loves me. I know that, and I know that I love her. All that is real, and out of it I shall make a real life.

“I don’t know where we’ll go—but somewhere where life depends upon work, work with one’s body. Where I can make things over.

“Now I’m tired, but I can’t stay here any more. I’ll go out, walk for a while in the snow, and when I come back, Anna will be there, waiting.”

But when he put the diary away, he knew that he wouldn’t write in it many times more. Already, he was able to smile at what he had written.


ANNA,” he said. “Is that you, Anna? Do I hear you?”

“Yes—but put on a light, Claus!”

From the door, she heard the music master turn in the piano-seat, and now he could see her where she was, standing, a dark, slim figure against the light, her skirt flowing out from her narrow waist, her small straight shoulders. He smiled, gently, easily, while one hand reached back to caress the keys of the piano. A faint, high note floated through the room.

“I was playing in the dark,” Claus said, speaking very slowly—“in the dark, Anna, because I find that I can dream along with the music. That is silly, yes?—and I am too old to be silly. But I sit at the piano, and I have fancies. What kind of fancies? I am in—what do you call it—a great hall, where there is one single piano, a long concert grand. I play, and then there is the ovation—and then there is my Anna. When I am in my dressing room, triumphant, people come in, but they have no eyes for me, only for my Anna. She is so beautiful, you see, that nobody will look at someone who is only a great pianist. Is it right?”

“Claus—Claus—”

“Now what, my Anna? Tell me, do I frighten you when I speak about my dreams? No, no, my Anna. Don’t think about me eating out my heart any more, because now I have all that I will ever want. I have you.”

“Yes—you have me.”

“Like my own child. You know—you never will be but my own. Like God led me to you, where you were, so that when I have you, I have everything. Come over here to me, my Anna. Come here.”

But she continued to stand at the door, and unable to see her face, he fancied she was smiling, for no other reason than that he was so quietly glad inside of himself.

“When you are quiet with me, coy, my Anna, does it mean that I should go to you and take you in my arms?”

“Claus—”

“What is it? Come over here, Anna.”

Then she walked over to him, and he reached up, drawing her down into his arms. She tried not to resist; she tried to make herself loose and willing in his arms; but it was woefully hard, and when at last she was there, close against him, she felt her lips trembling.

“Claus,” she whispered, “Claus—”

“Yes.”

“Without me, what would happen to you? Tell me. Wouldn’t it be just the same as if you hadn’t ever known me?”

“What a little fool you are!”

“But tell me, Claus, please—”

“I should scold you, perhaps, for having ideas like that.”

“No, don’t scold me, Claus. But sometimes you must think—you must think of how it was before I was with you, how it would be if I were to go—”

“Where, where?”

“No, no,” she explained hastily. “I’m going nowhere, Claus. But if something were to happen to me—”

“—Yes—if something happened—”

“Then what would you do?”

“I don’t know. I think about it sometimes, but not too much. I have no one, my Anna—but you.”

“Yes—”

“Then maybe you understand me—a little? You don’t understand much, because you are only like a little child. But if you were to go away and leave me—listen—” He pushed her from him, swung abruptly to the piano, and brought down his hands in two crashing chords. Again and again, until she fancied that the room had turned itself inside out, that it had filled itself with all the senseless, mad, rushing turmoil of the city. It was discord, direct and terrible counterpoint, rushing into her ears until her senses seemed to be leaving her. Then he stopped. He turned back, and took her hand.

“Anna—did I frighten you?”

“A little—”

“There is a boy I teach. This is what I’ve come to. His mother’s a common woman of the streets, but I teach him because I need the few poor dollars he can give me. Just a tattered little brat, but with something inside of his head. Maybe he’s mad. So today, when he came in, he struck those two chords, and I thought that I would lose my senses, only listening. But you see what would happen—”

“I see—”

He smiled, throwing his arms around her. “But why do we talk of such things, my Anna? I love you, and we are happy, yes?”

“Yes.”

A little later, she was alone in her room. Looking at herself in her mirror, she tried to smile. When she smiled, she was as beautiful as they all said; her face was clean and open, the large space between her eyes giving her an appearance of simple honesty.

“Only because I love him,” she said. “God forgive me, because I know that it’s wrong.”

She walked to the window and looked out into the night; she tried to think, but it was hard to measure right and wrong. Before, always before, right and wrong had appeared as simple as day and night, but now—

She slipped back quietly, but when she opened the door to the front room, and heard him at the piano again, she stopped. When he sat at the piano, it appeared to be alive. The piano was part of him, part of his soul, part of his body; and it seemed to her that if she went away the piano would join in his madness. But wasn’t he mad already?

Then she hated herself for even thinking that, when she of all people should have understood him. She didn’t love him, and most of the time, she was afraid of him, but at least she understood him.

The more she thought, the more it hurt her. Her head ached, and she felt her nervousness throughout her body. But whether she was afraid or not, she would go through with it. Right or wrong, she had to. Life had suddenly extended itself out of the small, dark rooms of the music master. Outside, the snow and the beating cold wind was calling to her just as it called to the poet.

If this was love, it was real and terrible, strong, too; in that way, it made her strong.


O’LACY thumped his hand with his nightstick, kicked at the snow with the square toe of his boot. “Now, father, wouldn’t you say that there is a judgment coming on this city of ours, a great judgment to pay for its wickedness?”

“Wickedness,” murmured the priest. “Then is it more wicked than another city?—I don’t know. What man is doing, he has always done, and you wonder why—why?”

“It will be a judgment, sure,” said O’Lacy. “When women paint themselves, and then parade the streets openly to sell what they have, when they live in such a house as that with a man of my race selling their bodies and souls—I think, and I say to myself, Marcus O’Lacy, it is time to make your peace for a great judgment that is coming.”

The priest smiled, very slowly, but the officer, staring straight in front of him, saw nothing of the smile. He hardly heard him say, softly: “The air is clean and the snow is cold. Tomorrow, you will see your children, O’Lacy, and then you will not be so hard on them. If they believed—”

“In the dollar and the gut!”

“No—not all. Sometimes there’s a light, and then they stagger out with the burden still on their shoulders. If they only knew which way to go; if I only knew. But if I have faith, I still don’t know.”

“They are rotten already. Look how Timy has the whole ward under his thumb, and if I were to say this to any other man, where would my job be tomorrow? Heelers—they’re all heelers, and cursed with it.”

“Yes—”

“Now I am with two boys growing up, and what shall I say to them when they go to Shutzey’s house to take in the disease and the women?”

“You will tell them that it is wrong—”

“And will they believe me, when they see Shutzey riding around in his big shiny car, and living in one of them places uptown? Will they believe me?”

“They’ll believe you.” But there was no conviction in the priest’s voice, and when he left the officer to go to his mission, he was wondering how long his faith would last, how long he could stand up in his cassock and tell people that he believed.

On the next block, next door to Kraus’ saloon, was the mission house. It had been, formerly, a livery stable; now it had some benches, two coats of buff paint, and a pulpit.

The priest went through the big door, and walked straight to the pulpit, still wrapped up in his thoughts. When he turned around, he saw that all the benches were taken. Well, that was the way things went on a cold, bitter night. There was no place to go, and the missions were always full.

He took off his hat and his coat, went to the stove and threw some more wood into it, and then looked at the people who sat on the benches. They were always the same, men whose eyes held nothing at all, women who could no longer walk the streets, and a sprinkling of well-dressed sightseers. For a moment, he looked at them; then he smiled; then he went into the room behind the pulpit. When he saw that the girl was there already, waiting for him, he felt suddenly and completely rested. She turned around, a girl with yellow hair and a smile as eager as his own. Her name was Marion Meyer; she was the third daughter of the man who kept the cigar store.

This room, an L behind the stable, was a combination living room, kitchen, and office. There was a coal stove, a couch, two big chairs, three small chairs, a desk, and a red carpet. There were some pictures on the walls, but the walls themselves were not in such good repair. The paint curled, and it was yellow with age. And there were cracks in the plaster where the wind came in from the outside. On the stove, a two gallon coffee pot bubbled and steamed, and the whole room was heavy with its fragrance.

“I have a cup for you,” she said. “Look, cream, one lump of sugar, and two pieces of toast with butter. You’re wet and you’re tired.”

She put her two hands in his, and for a moment he simply looked down at them; then he raised them to his lips, then let them fall abruptly. He sank into a chair, and she brought the coffee over to him.

“Does your father know you’re here again?” the priest asked her.

“He didn’t ask me where I was going, Jack. But if he had, I would have told him. Don’t you think I would? If you want, I’ll make a point of telling him tomorrow. He knows I come here to sing and help you. Is there anything so terribly wrong in that?”

“No—”

“Then eat, and then we’ll give out the coffee. Isn’t it a frightful night, cold and wet. Your feet are soaked, and of course you would never think to put on overshoes. No—just like now. What are you dreaming about now? If the coffee gets cold, you won’t like that, and you’ll scold me. I work hard all day, and then I come here to be scolded by you. Ah—please drink your coffee. Wonderful, I made you smile. Tell me what happened, where were you? You’ll have to change your shoes. Here are the others. Jack, do you ever get new shoes?”

She brought him a pair of shapeless, patched black shoes, and while he drank the coffee, unlaced the ones he was wearing. After he had changed, he stared at her; then he clasped her in his arms and kissed her.

“You’re a devil—but God bless you,” he whispered.

“Am I? What shall I sing tonight?”

“Tonight?” He walked to the stove, lifted the coffee pot, and she took up a tray of tin cups; and then, as they walked to the door, he threw back over his shoulder:

“Anything to give them hope. Onward, Christian Soldiers, The Lord is My Rock—” He opened the door, a cloud of steam from the coffee pot preceding him. “Look how they sit there. Sing to them, Marion.”


AFTER supper, Jessica went down to mind the store.

Meyer hardly ever had the girls do that, because the store was so much of a hangout for pimps and heelers, men like Shutzey. But tonight, Meyer was tired, more tired than he had ever felt before; he couldn’t go down to the store again, and now he wanted his wife with him.

He sat in a chair in the kitchen, smoking a cigarette, while his wife did the dishes. When she had finished drying them, she pushed back her light hair with one plump arm, and turned to face Meyer. She wasn’t old yet, hardly any gray in her hair, still attractive, and plump enough to make a man continue to want her, even after all these years. She leaned against the sink, stood arms akimbo, watching him, and then she smiled at the despair in his face.

“Meyer, Meyer, what’s so terrible, maybe you could tell me? We still have the children and our health, and enough money saved in all these years to make you and me happy when we get old; so why is there a face like the world came to an end?”

“Yes—”

“Is that an answer for a man? Come into the living room then, and let me get away from these dishes.”

But in the living room, he presented the same dead face. Actually, he was wondering how he could tell her, and what she would do. Would she scream at him and call him all the names he could think of for himself? Or would the news hit her too hard? Or would she refuse to believe? How was it that for such a time life could go in a simple even manner, no burdens, no real worries, no complexities; that was happiness. What had he wanted?

Only to make things better for her, better for her than for himself. If he had succeeded in only doubling his money, there would never be another day of worry for them. He would be a respected man in the community, not only Meyer, the cigar store keeper; his girls would have dowries worthy of them—

His wife said: “Look, Meyer, soon the girls will be married. I was thinking, maybe, that you need a rest. I need a rest, too. You could sell the store. If we wanted to, we could go back to Europe to see the old folks, then come back here and settle down somewhere in the country. We have enough, surely—”

“We got nothing,” Meyer blurted out.

She stared at him, at his crumpled, dejected figure, at his face that was already a thousand years old; could any face ever be older than that? And all of a sudden. What had happened to him? What did he mean?

“We got nothing,” Meyer repeated. Then, quick as a flash, he thought of Shutzey and Timy and the rest. An honest man had nothing, while sin gave them money and more money. No God but money, and money had no scruples, no honor, no ethics. The way did not matter; it was only the end that mattered. He, Meyer, was an honest man. But inside he was laughing at himself, laughing the way he had never laughed before.

“Meyer!”

“We got nothing!” Meyer shouted. “We got nothing,” he screamed, “nothing!”

“Meyer, what’s the matter with you?”

“What’s the matter?” He tried to sneer, to show her what was going on inside of him; but the sneer turned his face into the face of a hurt child, and tears ran out of his eyes, down his cheeks.

“Meyer!”

“Look at me! Look at me, I say! Look at an honest man! All my life I work, and what do I have? I got nothing—nothing! I live in a hole of sin, with whores and pimps and thieves, but I got nothing.”

“Meyer, stop screaming! Tell me what happened.”

“Nothing happened. I lost the money. Isn’t that enough to happen?”

“What money—?”

“All of it. Everything we saved. Eleven thousand dollars. But I lost it, so now—”

“You lost it,” she said dully.

“You understand me. I lost it.”

“Everything—all of it?”

“All of it.” He looked at her, but she said nothing else now; she only stared at him, nodding her head, continued to nod her head, while in his mind, hours passed. Then, when she spoke, she said:

“Where’s Marion?”

“At a time like this you ask me such a question! How should I know?”

“I think she’s at the mission, with that priest. You should speak to her, or he’ll make a goy out of her.”

“With the worries I got, you want I should worry over Marion too.”

“No worries now,” she said quietly. “It’s gone, ain’t it?”

“So why don’t you yell? Why don’t you tell me what a rotten no-good loafer I am? Why don’t you tell me, instead you should sit there and ask me questions about Marion. At least I’m an honest man, but you tell me my daughter will be a goy! Answer me only this—who brought them up? Answer me that!”

“Meyer, don’t yell at me. Why should I talk about the money, when already it’s gone. Ain’t you told me that it’s gone, so should I call you a liar? Will that make it better?”

“You don’t care!” he yelled, his eyes full of tears and his face contorted. “You don’t care. All my life I slave, and do you give a damn? That’s what I want to know! Do you give a damn? Me, you accuse of making goys from our daughters!”

“Meyer, I’m not accusing you.”

“What then? You’re praising me?”

“Meyer—Meyer—”

She went over to him, went down on her knees next to him, and rested her head on his lap. Now she was crying, softly, easily. Then she raised her head, stared at him through her tears. They looked at each other. Then she put up a hand and touched his face.

Her thoughts came slowly. When your thoughts come like that, so slowly, it means that you are growing old, doesn’t it? They were both old, so old now.

His face was rough under her hand. He hadn’t shaved that morning; and how was it she did not notice, when he was a man who never, under any circumstances, neglected to shave? But she hadn’t noticed. People grow old, and then they begin to forget. As soon as one is gone, the other forgets. Look how tired his face was, and how old—

If she hadn’t said anything about Europe—All the money was gone, and he was afraid; in just the same way that a little boy is afraid, when he has done something wrong. Wrong? But what was wrong? Her man wasn’t great. How could you be great, when you only kept a little cigar store? But he was honest. An honest man is like a rare jewel.

“Meyer,” she whispered.

“What is it?” he asked brokenly.

“Meyer, I’m not even asking you what you did with it. Meyer, I love you. Look how many years we are together, and you doubt me. Meyer—”

“I’m afraid. What should a man believe in?”

“Meyer, look at me. We love each other—”


JESSICA stared at Shutzey; in the zoo, once, she had stared at a lion in the same way, and then she had been afraid, too. Yet she knew that if Shutzey were to reach out his hand and put it against her cheek, she wouldn’t be afraid. She wondered how it would feel, the large, powerful hand, with the curling black hairs all over the back of it. How would it feel if it clenched hers tight inside of it?

“Now ain’ it a shame,” Shutzey said, “leavin’ yu down in the store like this.” He looked at the cigar he held in his fingers, turning it over and over, and then he looked up at her and grinned. There was no gainsaying that Shutzey looked good when he grinned. “Now ain’ it a shame,” he murmured.

She stared straight at him, returning his look. He was like a beast, big and strong and sure of himself. No woman had him. He owned women, bought them and sold them the way he bought cigars. But he might be tamed. Surely he might be tamed.

“Now what’re yu thinkin’, beautiful?”

She tossed her head, took a rag and began to wipe the counter, watching him out of the corners of her eyes. He caught her glance, and she found herself smiling.

“Yu ain’ talkin’, eh?”

“Why should I? I know who you are.”

“Yeah—it ain’t nice. You’re Meyer’s kid. Well, geesus, I never thought yu were so good tu look at. Baby, yer wasting away here. Yu got a face and figure that could take yu places—”

“I’m not interested.”

“Ain’t yu? Maybe yer afraid uv me?”

“No—I’m not.”

“Well, don’t tie yerself down to that counter. It won’t get yu nowhere.”

“Maybe it will.” She flirted the rag back and forth along the counter before she looked at Shutzey again. Then she said:

“You couldn’t buy me.”

“Geesus, gimme a break.”

“What kind?”

“Listen, kid, I’ll play straight with yu. Now look, tonight, maybe around nine-thirty, ‘I’ll have my car opposite Kraus’ saloon. Why don’ yu drop over an’ take a spin with me. I’ll wait fur yu.”

“Yeah?”

“Sure. I’m on the level with yu.”

Inside, her heart was thumping like a hammer, but she knew she had to keep a calm face. That was part of the game. Let him think what he wished, she wouldn’t come so easily. He would be a beast to tame.

“Maybe,” she answered slowly.

“Awright. I’ll wait right there in the car.”


DANNY was waiting for Alice in his car that evening. She came over to him, tall and slim, wrapped in a long black coat. He thought she looked as nice as anyone could. The snow fell around her, and when he kissed her, there was a flake just melting on her lips.

“Hop in,” he told her. “There’s time for a spin and a bite to eat, and then I’ll have to leave you. Just tonight, darling.”

“I wanted to be with you tonight,” she said slowly. “I wanted to, Danny. I’m afraid.”

“Now what are you afraid of?” He started his motor, raced it, and then the car pulled away. He drove easily. Alice smiled. He was just right, not too short, not too tall, clean, the sort of a boy she always wanted. And he would go places. He was a lawyer, and he had his office together with Timy Dolan. Everybody knew what a powerful man Timy Dolan was, and more than one said Danny was his brains. She told him what had happened at school that day.

“—Oh, it’s not the only thing, Danny. I’m so tired. I want to marry you. We will be married soon, won’t we, Danny?” She looked sidewise at him, and she saw that he was smiling complacently to himself, keeping his eyes on the road.

“But, Danny, I’m afraid. It means breaking everything off. I’m Jewish—you’re a Catholic. Danny, I don’t care about that; I’d do anything in the world for you. You know that, don’t you?”

“Sure I do, baby.”

“I’d do anything for you, Danny—because I love you. Well, why do things come out this way? Maybe you could tell me.”

“I guess I love you, baby. I guess that’s the only reason why.”

She sat back then, let the wind blow into her face. In front of her, the city was turning itself over and over; if she was afraid, she was still happy: wherever she went with Danny, she was happy.

“What will I tell my father and mother?”

“Nothing—”

“No.” She shook her head. “I can’t do it that way, Danny. I don’t want to.”

They sat in silence then, until they came to the park. Then Danny stopped the car. Drawing her close to him, he kissed her, and she closed her eyes, imagining how it would be to have those arms there all the time, whenever she wanted them. If he married her, it would be day and night and always. If he was uncircumsized, how did that affect her? He was Danny, and all in all, that was what mattered. He was good and clean, and the only thing she wanted. What did Jew matter? What did Christian matter? What did either word mean to her? It was her only chance to live, and if she passed it by—

Danny was speaking, and while he spoke he held his hands on her face, caressed her cheeks slowly and softly. “Baby,” he said, “I got the license. I got a friend who’ll marry us tonight, maybe in an hour. Why don’t you?”

“Danny—”

“We love each other, don’t we? Sure I know you’re Jewish. But I’m not going to stop loving you. It’s not easy come and easy go with me.”

“I know, Danny.”

“So what? I want to marry you. I love you. I got enough money to make it easy for both of us, and Timy says he’ll put me on the ticket for the assembly next fall. That means I’m going up. Up and up, baby, right to the stars. I’m going to put you where you deserve to be. I’m going to make you the wife of a senator, the wife of a governor, and after that, who knows what? Look at me. Do I look good to you? Well, I’m your own Danny, and I’m going where you want me to. There’s no limit. Alice baby—marry me tonight.”

“All right, Danny.”

“I got the ring here—what do you think of that? Maybe I didn’t know you’d say yes? Maybe I didn’t! Well, listen, we got time to get it done, and then have a little supper of our own. Then I got to rush over to the club for a little while, not for long, but I got to show my face. You know how Timy is about me. I show my face there for maybe an hour or two, and meantime you go home and fix things. You don’t need to tell them all, and if they yell, let ’em. I pick you up later, and we shoot over to the best hotel. Then we’ll figure things out from there on.”

“But, Danny—school tomorrow.”

“Don’t you worry about that. Maybe I don’t want my wife to work. You just let me do things from here on. Geesus, baby, I love you.”

“I know, Danny.”

Later, when it was over, it was terribly difficult for her to realize the fact. She stood in the snow with the tall, slim boy next to her, and he was her husband. It was nice, awfully nice, but it was hard to get used to. Not all at once, anyway. She had to stare quite a while at the gold band around her finger.

Even when they were eating, opposite one another, all she could say was, “I’m married, aren’t I, Danny?”

“You’re my wife.”

“It’s hard to believe, it happened so quickly. Like becoming another person all in a moment. Now what will we do?”

“Be happy.”

“That’s right, isn’t it, Danny? We do have to be happy. That’s our right, and nobody can take it away from us, can they, Danny?”

“Nobody.”

She stared at him, and then she stared at her ring. Things could happen so fast that you couldn’t quite understand them. But there was the ring on her finger, and in fact she was Danny’s wife.


WHEN Timy left Mary White alone in the back room of Kraus’ saloon, she was frightened. No reason to be, no good reason, because nothing could happen to her now that hadn’t happened before; nevertheless, she was frightened. After all, a stag was a stag, no more than that; and men were the same all over. She thought she knew men; how could you be a whore for any length of time without getting to know men? Yet she didn’t hate them. True, most men weren’t good, but then again, most men were not bad. Most men had too little in them to be either really good or bad; and if they did not have a burning desire for women, they would have nothing at all. So why should she be afraid?

Men were men; they came and they went, and all the time they were no more than pale slides on the screen. You didn’t love them, but how could you hate them?

She walked over to the window, discovered that she was trembling. Timy had tossed a pack of cigarettes on the table, and now she went to the table and lit one. It trembled in her hand. Well, if anything, she was worried about the children. She always worried about them when she wasn’t home at night, because no matter how well they knew how to take care of themselves, they were still kids. But she had worried before without trembling like this.

The truth was that she was no longer young. In this racket, you had to be young; but you grew old quickly. The thing to do was to put away as much money as you could, and hope for the best. In a year, if she didn’t get sick, she would have enough, and then she would be able to take the kids away somewhere. If only they never found out, life might begin again after that.

Back at the window, she looked out at the night and the snow. Something about snow made you want to take hold of it, plunge yourself deep into it. It was cleansing. Maybe there was some kind of snow that could cleanse your soul, after long lines of men had taken it away from you and made it rotten. The cigarette fell to the floor.

Picking it up, she looked at her white hand. “Careless of me,” she muttered. “I guess I got to take a grip on myself. Geesus, I wish I had a drink. I’ll ask Timy. I wish I was with the kids tonight.”

She felt hot, close; little beads of sweat appeared on the back of her hands, and she felt that she was choking. Opening a window, she breathed deeply. The cold night air rushed in like a tonic.

“Dot’s enuff, sister,” someone said.

She whirled about. Kraus was standing there with a tray of food. He opened the dishes, and set them upon the table for her. Then he motioned to her.

“Feed up. You’ll need id.”

Stamping out the cigarette, she sat down at the table; but she had no appetite, and the first mouthful of food tasted dry and bitter. Kraus went out, to return in a moment with a glass of beer.

“Get me a drink,” she told him.

“Vy not?” He smiled until his face was like a moon. He went out, and he was back in a moment with a bottle of rye. She poured herself a stiff drink, gulped it; she was thankful for the way it burned her throat.

Well, her nerve was gone—all gone. Her hand with the glass in it shook, and when she set it down, she was afraid to look up at Kraus. No, there was no denying that she was too old. Very slowly, she turned her eyes to Kraus, who was bending over the table, upon which he leaned with both his hands.

“Get away,” she said. “Get out of here and let me eat. I don’t need you.”

“Yeah, get out,” Timy told him from the door. “She don’t want you, Dutch. Go take a walk for yourself.”

“All right, Timy.”

When Kraus left, Timy pulled up a chair and lit a fresh cigar. He glanced at the open window, hesitated, then walked over and closed it. Chewing on his cigar, he turned and looked steadily at Mary White. For only a moment, she returned his gaze; then she avoided his eyes and made another attempt to eat. Reaching back, Timy squeezed some of the wet snow that had blown through onto the sill between his fingers; then he wiped the wet fingers on his pants.

“Geesus Christ,” he muttered.

Then he sat down at the table again. “Go ahead and eat, sister,” he nodded, “it’s on the house.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“You ain’t no chicken. Say—you been in this long?”

“Since my husband died. It seems like a long time now—it seems like all my life.”

“Yeah—it’s a tough racket, ain’t it? It ain’t no cinch. Well, you just pull along tonight, and I’ll make it worth your while, see? I’ll give you something on the side, along with what you get from Shutzey.”

She wondered how he sat there, talking like that; as if they were two people, which they obviously were not. Timy was a man, but she was a commodity, bought and sold. It was curious that she could speak at all. Inside, she was numb, cold, just as if the coldness of the night had crept deep into her, so deep that she would never be able to root it out. But she didn’t care any more; she was all shot to hell.

Timy sat there staring at her, round and healthy as a baby. His fat cheeks were pink, and his little mustache was yellow. It curled up, and the ends were waxed; and his lips were as red as if they had been rouged. When he smiled, his teeth were china white. He was altogether a round, healthy image of a man.

“Go ahead and eat, sister,” he said again; it seemed that he had to say something.

She pushed the food away and tried to light a cigarette, but she couldn’t strike a match without flicking it out. Timy leaned over and lit it for her.

“Thanks,” she said.

“Don’t mention it. I’m going now, but you just stay here until I come back. There won’t nobody throw you, so don’t you be afraid. Just sit tight, and you can drink as much out of that bottle as you want to. It’s all on the house.”

“Yes.”

“Awright. Take it easy.”

Alone, the minutes dragged past; the cigarette butts made a little heap in the ash tray; higher and higher, and still her hands trembled: and the room filled with a haze of blue smoke. How could she breath in that? Maybe—if she had another drink—But she had two already, and she didn’t want to be drunk. She needed air, fresh air.

Why should tonight be any different from another night, she wondered. Why should it matter what they did with her, when she had always been something to buy and sell. She could take anything to her by this time. A man was a man. When it was over, he might laugh at you, beat you or kiss you. What difference did it make?

Anyway, she poured herself another drink. Do what she might, think what she might, she was afraid. No getting away from that. Tonight she was afraid, a bundle of nerves, all of them with raw, jagged ends. Soon, if this kept up, she would be living in a nightmare. Men, men, men—Peering with red eyes through the smoke, it seemed to her that there was a long line of them, a line that was as endless as it was still and waiting; each waiting for his turn and trembling just a little. They would tear out her insides; they would leave an empty shell, and still they would come on.

Once it had been different. The first time—well, she could hardly remember the first time. But if it had been beautiful the first time, she had forgotten. Peter came. What had being a mother to do with the long line of men, all waiting?

Peter and Sasha—For a little while she cried, but then she dried her face, shook her head and stumbled to her feet. For no good reason, she was making a wreck of herself. Her nerve was gone, but still—

Outside, the wind was blowing, the snow whirling like smoke against the window. The touch of the window was cold and good against her face; there was a blessing in it, and cool relief.

Inch by inch, she raised the window, until the full blast of the wind swept against her bosom and face. She didn’t know how long she stood there like that; she stood there until they called her.

Snookie Eagen put his head in the door. “C’mon, sister,” he said.

“Awright,” she smiled.

His eyes took in the bottle on the table; the room was full of a rank smell, smoke and whisky.

“You tight?” he wanted to know.

“No, I ain’t.”

“C’mon.”


JOHN EDWARDS dressed himself, carefully; it was an experience. With each movement, he was conscious of the new life that had been granted him. The weakness was gone. Many things were gone, but the great triumph lay in the fact that he no longer pitied himself. Now, with a calm and knowing smile, he could look back on the wretched thing that had been John Edwards.

“Poetry,” he whispered—“you wanted to write, to make songs; but what did you know of songs? of any song?”

He laughed—the first, full, hearty laugh he had known for months. Inside of him, he could feel the song, a new song brimming over with new consciousness. Wrapped in his coat, he strode back and forth in the little room.

Dying—well, he was not dying any more. He coughed, doubled up, and then smiled at the pain. Of course it pained; he was suffering from consumption, but he wasn’t dying. There was too much will in him to live. Now they couldn’t kill him. He wasn’t afraid, he wasn’t even doubtful; he was sure of himself, terribly sure of himself.

The picture of life was as broad as it was amazing. Anna was there, always, but there were other things, so many things that a comprehensive view of it bewildered him. It was a force marching on to a triumphant finish. You knew why you lived, and you lived. It was like a wine glass, appreciated and drained deep to the bottom.

He spoke to himself, eagerly and rapidly, because he was amazed at himself. This John Edwards was a new man, flushed with living and good to know.

“Tonight,” he said quickly, “all tonight, the wedding night and the birth night. Everything happens tonight. Tonight we live.”

When he opened the door to go out, the blast of cold air struck him in the face like a living thing. For a moment, he wavered and swayed. It was a shock; it hit you and hurt you, and left you gasping for breath. But it was good and cold and clean. It struck deep, to the marrow.

At first, he stepped gingerly, put his head down, letting his hat take the force of the wind and the snow. But then, as he walked, the exercise sent the blood pounding through his veins, flushed his cheeks, and gave him a buoyant sense of exhilaration and well-being.

He tired easily. When he reached the corner, it seemed to him that he had walked a mile, and he stopped in the light of Meyer’s cigar store to rest. When he took out a cigarette and held it to his lips, he saw that his hands were trembling. Well, that was only to be expected. He would have to find himself, put muscle where there was none, make a man’s being out of his frail form. It was a big task, a tremendous task, but it didn’t frighten him. He knew that he was capable of it, that he would do it, and come out of the struggle smiling. Striking a match, he made a small circle of light, in which his white hands with the blue veins standing up from the skin were clearly visible.

Blowing biting clouds of smoke through his nostrils, the poet smiled. They were clever hands, splendid nimble hands, and he could still clench them and feel the force of his grip. Yet the life in them had almost flickered out. He would have done it; he would have blown himself out, the same way you blow out a candle.

The deep puffs on the cigarette hurt his throat, but now all pain was good. He sent his laugh out into the night.

Crossing the avenue, he walked on into the night with long strides, and the night and the snow closed over him.

In his mind, he was making a song, and it seemed to him that the song kept time with his steps.


THOMAS O’LACY went because some had told him to and some had dared him to. He was seventeen, and he knew that down in his heart he was afraid of nothing except his father. The double risk lay in the fact that the house was on his father’s beat; and even if he had known another place, he wouldn’t have known how to go about it. As it was, he knew Shutzey and he knew a few of the girls who worked for Shutzey.

Why tonight? The tale is like a web; the snow is a blanket in the darkness that binds everything together. When the snow falls at night in the city, people stay close to their homes, and those that have business in the street move furtively. The night in New York is a deep, silent master.

Thomas was glad of the snow. The snow made it hard to see for more than a few yards in front of you; it concealed you, like a long white robe: and anyway, why shouldn’t he do what all his friends had done? It made a man of you, and, geesus Christ, he was a man in everything else.

When he came to Shutzey’s house, he was trembling with nervousness and anticipation. In front of the house, he stopped and cast anxious glances up and down the street for his father. He jingled the money in his pocket, hunched his shoulders, and rang the bell. Minnie the storage vault opened the door. At first she couldn’t recognize him, the way he was all bundled up in his overcoat, his hat pulled down over his face.

“Lemme in, Minnie,” he said.

Then she saw who it was. Closing the door, she turned around to look at him, her hands on her hips, smiling and shaking her head. The parlor was warm. It was the first time he had ever been in there, and he looked around curiously.

It was warm and cozy, not at all the way he had expected it to be. He took off his hat and coat, still shivering a bit, and then looked anxiously at the puddle that had formed around his feet. When he opened his mouth to speak, he realized that he was trembling. He had to get over that, act like a man and just the same as if this was an everyday business with him.

“I’m sorry,” he said to Minnie the storage vault.

“Awright, Tommy. That don’t do no harm. Look, the other day I seen you on the street, an’ I said, ‘Just any time now Tommy’ll be around, just the same like any of the other young men.’”

“Yeah?” Tommy grinned.

“Sure.”

Thomas was a tall, thin boy with sandy hair, a nice smile, and the long, north-Ireland nose. When he grinned, he looked younger than he was. Minnie thought it was something of a shame; he wasn’t tough, and you had to be tough. But still and all, everyone had to get it over with. She would see that he was treated right, and she wouldn’t clean him out of all his money, the way some madams would have with a kid like that.

“Gimme your coat, sonny,” Minnie said, “and sit down on that couch. I’ll hang ’em up, and be right back.”

He sat down, crossed his legs, and lit a cigarette. All in all, it wasn’t bad; you just had to make out like you knew what it was all about.

Minnie came back, sat down next to him, and laid an affectionate hand on his knee. “Now you don’t worry,” she told him, “because I’ll fix it up for you. I know what you want, don’t I, Tommy?”

“Yeah—I guess so.”

“I know how you feel, too. Geesus, I seen enough kids like you in my time to know just how you feel. So look, if I wasn’t madam, I’d fix you up by myself. But I know like this you’d like to have some nice young girl. Ain’t that right?”

“Yeah—”

“So now you sit here, and I’ll get the girl, and then she can take you up to yer room, and it ain’t like you got to be ashamed about anything. When you get through, I’ll be sitting here, and you can give me a dollar and fifty cents, just like that.”

“Yeah.” He crossed his legs, uncrossed them, while she patted his knees with her hand. Her hand fascinated him, it was so plump and pink, with so many brilliant rings on it. There was one that looked like a diamond, only it couldn’t have been, it was so big.

“Now make yourself comfortable,” she said.

While she was gone, he puffed upon his cigarette carelessly, trying to erase his mind of everything but the pleasures waiting for him. Then he thought of how he would tell about it the next day. Not all at once. He wouldn’t boast, as if it were the first time he had ever done anything like it. During school, he’d let hints drop. Then, later, he might advise one or two of the boys to drop around the house and mention his name. Confession bothered him a little, but he knew such things were a commonplace at confession; you got it off your chest. He might even come around with a few of his friends.

When Minnie came back, he started, burnt himself with his cigarette. The girl with Minnie was a blond, very pretty, too, and smiling at him like she had always known him.

“This is Tommy,” Minnie said, “and this is Lillian.”

Thomas was sucking his finger, looking at her, and grinning at the same time.

“He’s a nice boy, Lil, so you just see that you treat him right, like I told you.”

“Sure.”

“G’wan, Tommy, and don’t you be ashamed of nothing you do. Go ahead.”

“Thanks, Minnie,” he managed to say.

“Don’t mention it.”

Later, when he came down, Minnie was waiting for him. He grinned when she asked him whether he had enjoyed himself, and then he gave her the dollar and a half.

“There ain’t no hurry for you to go,” Minnie told him. “Why don’t you sit down and rest up before you go out into the cold.”

“No—I’d better get going.”

“Well, come again, Tommy. You know you’re always welcome, don’t you? You come again, and see if you don’t like it better the second time.”

“Yeah—maybe.”

“I’ll get your hat and coat.”

“Yeah.”

He was more sorry for the dollar and a half than for anything else. Now he wanted to get away from the house quickly, and without being seen. Minnie was fat; it sickened him when she patted his cheeks. He plunged out of the house and almost fell going down the steps.

Then he stopped abruptly. Out of the snow, a broad figure had come like a ghost, and now he was staring into the hard, red face of his father.

“Thomas!”

He whirled to run, brought himself up short, and stood there facing his father. Placing his hands in his pockets, he attempted to be defiant; but he knew he was making a mess out of it.

“Thomas!”

“Awright—everyone else does. Why shouldn’t I?”

“Thomas, come here!”

Shambling close to his father, he expected any moment to feel his fist; he wanted to. He wanted to feel the blow smack against his flesh, carry him off his feet into the snow. That would be better than words. What was the use of standing there talking, when his father didn’t understand?

“You were in that house?”

“Yes—”

“Knowing what I think of Shutzey and his place, you went in there. Knowing what I think of women of that ilk, you went in there. Jesus Christ, that I should have to call you my son! Now you’re rotten with sin, and how do you know but that the maggots of disease are not crawling in your blood?”

“No—no—I didn’t—”

“Don’t stain your lips now with a dirty lie. It is bad enough that those lips should have to kiss your mother. It is bad enough that you should walk into my house with the tread of a decent man!”

“What’d I do?”

“—You dirty whoremonger, asking me what you have done! You dirty little cheap swine! You’re my son. You’re what I’ve worked for all these years. Sure—bow your head—it’s not fit to look into the eyes of a decent man.”

All of a sudden, Thomas was calm; he felt that he was growing, becoming big, very big. He wanted to smile; later he would smile. Now he wanted to put his arms around his father, hold him tight and put his head on his shoulder. But he couldn’t say anything.

“Well—answer me!”

“Why—you won’t believe me.”

“Hold your tongue!”

“No—if I want to talk—”

O’Lacy’s fist caught his son in the mouth. Thomas had been expecting the blow, and when it came he was glad for the hurt of it. Suddenly, his legs were unable to support him, and he crumpled into the snow; there was snow in his eyes, in his face and his mouth.

And while he lay there, he heard his father’s footsteps vanishing into the night. Still, the thought in his mind was that he would like to put his arms around his father, hold him tight and close.


I KNEW you’d come,” Shutzey said, when he saw Jessica making her way toward his car. “I knew, beautiful. You wus afraid of me, but, Geesus, you ain’t got no reason to be afraid of me. I’m goin’ tu treat yu right.”

“No—I wasn’t afraid.”

Not afraid, perhaps, because she was almost sure of herself. She could handle Shutzey. He was a wild beast-man, but she could handle him. And meanwhile, he represented a step on the ladder. She would go up. Shutzey had his place, and she knew how she could handle Shutzey.

When she dressed, she had looked at herself in the mirror. Her body was small and slim and very good to look at. And it curved and beckoned in the right places. Shutzey was a pimp. He bought and sold women; all his life was women: and he wouldn’t fail to note how her body curved and beckoned in the right places. In front of the mirror, she danced and pirouetted, put fingers on the tips of her breasts, and bent her body forward and backward from the waist. Indeed, she was very, very lovely, and there was no denying that. She was the loveliest of the three sisters.

Shutzey would know it, but Shutzey was nobody’s fool. She would have to be clever with Shutzey, too, step on him, like you step on one stone to get to another.

Shutzey said: “Awright, baby. Now yer here, hop in, an’ we’ll get going.”

“I like your car,” she smiled. It was a long, handsome red roadster, with lots of brass and nickel extras. It was the kind of a car she had always wanted to ride in.

“Baby,” Shutzey said, “it ain’t half good enough for yer class. Without you, it don’t look like nothing.”

She sat down, making herself comfortable, not too far from him and not too close to him. She crossed her legs, leaned back, and sighed. First he started the car, then glanced at her, looked back at the road, and offered her a cigarette.

“Thanks.”

He lit it for her with a deft motion of his hand, and again she saw how large and capable his hands were. Strong hands. One of those hands, if he desired, could snap her arm in two; or it could pinch her cheeks into her face until blood ran between her teeth. Why did she always think of things like that? He was a man, though, a great brute of a man. He was wasting himself with this petty business of whores. Right there she knew that he was wasting himself, and she decided she would tell him that later.

“I’m glad yu smoke,” he said. “I like a woman who’ll do what she wantstu do.”

“But there’s a limit to what I’ll do.”

“Yeah?”

He laughed, bearing down on the accelerator, and she joined in his laugh. She loved the way the car swirled through the night, the way his capable hands grasped the wheel. He was so damned sure of himself, sure as any ruler-beast in the jungle. That was where he belonged, in a jungle. All his life was a jungle around him, and in that moment she had a fleeting vision of herself being borne into that jungle, carried away, and leaving behind her every vestige of her former life.

“I’m not afraid of you,” she told him. “If I was a fool, I might be afraid of you because you’re a pimp. But don’t you think I know you’re a pimp? Just a cheap pimp, Shutzey. What’s your real name?”

“Where d’yu get that stuff, huh?”

“Take it easy. I want you to know I’m not falling for your line. Maybe I’m a kid, but I ain’t a damn fool. I know what you took me out for, but if you think I’m just another broad to lay, you got another guess coming. What’s your name?”

“Aw, yer nuts, kid.”

“Yeah, I know. Why don’t you tell me your name, so I won’t have to call you Shutzey. I don’t like Shutzey. It sounds like a pimp.”

The car came to a stop with a sudden squealing of brakes, and Shutzey turned to face her, abruptly. “What’re yu trying?” he demanded. “I don’t take that from nobody, see. I oughta knock yer wise little face in! Yu wanna walk back?”

“No—can’t you take it?”

“I don’t needa take it, sister.”

“You’re blocking traffic.”

“Awright.”

He started the car and drove on, glaring ahead, and then she put one hand on his, where it held the wheel. “I don’t want to call you Shutzey,” she murmured. “Why don’t you tell me your name?”

“Charles.”

“That’s better, ain’t it?”

“Awright, I get yu.”

“I’m glad.”

“Where’d yu get that line?”

They drove on, and her hand softly and easily caressed his. She liked the feel of it, short, wiry hairs, strong tendons and stiff veins; and she was surprised at herself, surprised that she could carry off any role so well. It was wonderfully simple, like playing with a doll. You decided to do something, and then you did it. The way and method just came to you. She knew neither of her sisters could do it half as well, if they had had any desire to do it. In other ways she might be a fool, but she knew her men.

And she held the upper hand; that was the main thing. He had drawn his card, but it didn’t turn out as he had figured it. The next move was hers.

“I don’t have a line, Charley,” she assured him. “Honest, I don’t. And I ain’t riding you. Look—don’t you think I knew you were riding me for a fall—so what do you expect me to do?” And all the time her hand ran smoothly over his, playing, fumbling with his fingers.

“Awright,” he nodded, “suppose I took yu for a sap. You ain’t goin’ tu play it my way. You wanna go home? I ain’t no white slave trader, even if I am a pimp. I ain’t kidnaping you. Yu wanna go home?”

“No—”

“Awright—why? Who’s the fall guy now?”

“No—that’s not it either. Look, Charley, I like you. I’m ready to admit it, so that makes me a sap, don’t it? But I like you. What do you think my father would do if he found out that I was with you tonight?”

“I ain’t afraid of Meyer.”

“I am.”

“Awright—what’s the answer?”

“I’ll tell you—not now. Listen, Charley, let’s you and me go some place where we can dance and get a drink. I mean let’s make a night out of it. Make believe you picked me for better or worse, and that you got to take me for what I am. And let’s have it straight on the level, so you won’t start nothing with me. That’s a proposition. How about it?”

“You’re a funny little cuss.”

“Ain’t I? How about it?”

“Awright.”

They went uptown, to a place with bright lights and a band, and she showed herself off. When she walked, she wanted people to turn around and look, and they did turn around. She had to be good. She had to show Shutzey that without the shell of Meyer’s cigar store, she was better than he, handsomer, more sophisticated, more learned in a bigger world than Shutzey knew. She smiled; whenever she smiled, she said to herself, I’m beautiful smiling. And she knew it. That was the only way to do things.

At the first place Shutzey stopped, a dance hall in the forties, she said: “That’s a dive, Charley, and it ain’t no place for us tonight. It’s our big night tonight, and we want to make it good, don’t we?”

They were sitting at a little table, listening to music, when he put out his hand and said to her: “You got it, all right.”

“I’m going to keep it.”

“Will you come to my apartment tonight? It’s a swell place, kid.”

“Not for long.”

“Awright—not for long, an’ I’ll drive yu home after that.”

Seeing Shutzey’s place, she nodded, and knew it was what she wanted, what she had been waiting for. A doorman in front, and two tall potted plants. And Shutzey’s place, his apartment, was the sort she had seen in the movies, hardly anywhere else.

Upstairs, he took her coat off, turned her around to him, and kissed her. She didn’t resist; she lay in his arms, glorying in their massive power, in Shutzey’s strength. She knew that the scales were still balanced on her side.

And Shutzey was wondering whether he had her or not. He didn’t know what to make of her, but he didn’t think she was a fool. He was wondering how to play his hand, because now he knew he wanted her; although why he should so much want the little blond daughter of a Jew storekeeper puzzled him.

Later, she sat in a corner of the couch, looking at him, and pushing loose strands of hair away from her eyes.

“Charley,” she said, “you won’t be a pimp all the time. You’re going to take men like Timy and squeeze them. That’s what those big hands of yours are for. To squeeze with. You’re going to take big men and squeeze them until they scream for mercy. You don’t know. Geesus, you’re a dumb brute. You thought I was afraid of you. I ain’t. But I’m going to show you how to use those big hands of yours, how to squeeze with them, to squeeze and squeeze.”

Looking back at her, he grinned. Now he was beginning to understand her.

“I know what you thought,” she smiled.

“Yeah?”

“You were going to put me on your string—but I ain’t for your brown house, Charley. Neither are you. You’re too big to be a pimp. I like this place, Charley.”

“Want one like it?”

“Maybe—maybe, if I think I can earn it. Better take me home. I like you, Charley. You’re strong as hell, and you can do things with those big hands of yours. Bigger things than to sell a woman to take on a stag. Oh, I ain’t blaming you. I told you I like you.”

Then they sat and stared at each other, as if each saw a world dawning in the other’s eyes.


THE MEN and women sat in the mission and followed the coffee pot with their eyes. Wherever the priest went with the coffee pot, their eyes followed it. Cup after cup of steaming hot coffee he poured. Marion added sugar, mixed the coffee, offered the cups to the people. After all, they were cold. There wasn’t enough heat in the mission house to warm them properly. The coffee was a sort of apology by the priest. It wasn’t a very good apology, but it was the best he could offer.

When the cups were all used up, she went back and washed them. Tired as she was after a long day, she didn’t mind the work at the mission. It brought her near Jack; altogether, it was a game they played side by side. When she looked into the eyes of the men who sat at the long benches, she saw something that was always present in the priest’s. Long ago, she had asked him why he didn’t get away from the mission, out of the neighborhood. There were priests who lived like kings. Now she never asked him.

She tossed the cups in the sink, washed them quickly and expertly, and dried them off. Then she went back. The priest was sitting on a bench, the steaming coffee pot between his legs. He had on a broad grin, and he was speaking to an old man with just two teeth in a wrinkled mouth.

“Here they are, pop,” he said.

The two teeth grinned. “You serve whisky, sonny, an’ just you see how it works out.”

“I know, pop, but the mission can’t afford it.”

“Then why don’t you pray for whisky—good rye?”

“I’ll try, pop.”

She watched him as he sat there, his legs spread, the boyish grin breaking his freckled face, making little wrinkles all over it. He was big; he was calm and triumphant and healthy. You loved the best; that was the only way to love, right or wrong. Being a priest of the Catholic religion was one thing; he was the priest of something larger and stranger, a tremendous, reaching faith.

And he didn’t know; all he had was his health and faith. But it was big.

They went on, from person to person, because coffee is very necessary to a man’s soul. There was a little, thin man who looked steadily at the cup the priest held out to him.

“A week of meals and two weeks of this—geesus.”

“You’re not begging, old man. You’ll come back to me some day, and build a church that reaches right to the sky.”

“I don’t like churches. If I come back—”

After they gave out all the coffee, she was tired; it was always an effort for her to sing then. She came out of the kitchen, and the priest was talking. He leaned back against the altar, his hands in his pockets, the funny, twisted boyish grin still on his face. It wasn’t a sermon—he was just talking, so softly that those in the back rows had to lean forward to hear him. There wasn’t much light; his figure, half in the dark, leaning back, loomed larger and larger; his smile was a benediction. Then he finished. He spread his hands, like a blessing, and the smile went away, very slowly.

She sat down at the piano, and began to play. The piano was out of tune. It was always out of tune, and sometimes, in wet weather, the keys would stick against the wires, instead of falling back into place. Then she had to be quick in plucking the keys back.

They sang for a little while; the priest prayed, and then they sang again. She wondered whether the sermon would have offended the Pope. It was curious to think that behind all this, link on link, there was the Pope in his palace. It all meant nothing, nothing—the thinnest of balms. Surely the priest saw that. But the priest mattered.

When it was over, some of the people went away. Some stayed there, because there was no place for them to go. Those who remained moved to the back benches, which were closest to the stove. They sat without talking, without moving, bent over, most of them, with their elbows on their knees, staring at the stove. They would sit like that for hours, and then one by one they would go away. Almost none slept at the mission. They would go away and disappear into the night like ghosts.

She sat at the piano, her fingers lightly on the keys, her eyes on the floor. She saw the priest’s feet come into view, and she shook her head because his shoes were so worn and shabby. Shoes mattered a lot; why couldn’t he understand that shoes mattered a lot?

“Christmas soon,” he said to her. “I want to decorate the place—you know, lots of green stuff and red paper. I’ll buy a tree, and let you decorate it. Maybe if I get hold of some money, we’ll have a party for the kids.”

“That would be nice.”

“What’s wrong, Marion?”

“Nothing—I’m tired.”

“I know. You shouldn’t come here and work after a day at the office. It’s too much for you.”

“I’m just tired—it isn’t because of the work.”

“It’s cold here. Come inside.”

When she closed the door, he dropped into a chair, and stretched out his feet in front of him, cocking them from side to side, and staring at the toes.

“I guess I’ll get shoes,” he said slowly, and then they laughed together.

She built the fire up in the stove, left the door open, so that the heat could creep out into the room. Then she drew up a chair next to his. It was very nice to sit there with him, staring into the open door of the stove, watching the blue flames curl over the pieces of coal. Everything in the room pleased her, the red rug, the old chairs, and the battered desk. She even liked the walls, with the paint curling away into strange and intricate designs. It was what you’d want, no more and no less. It wasn’t even an attempt at more. That was the biggest thing in the priest, that he accepted things the way they were. He never evaded them. She didn’t think there was a single dream in the mission.

And then she said to him, curiously: “Don’t you ever dream?”

He smiled, stretched himself like a large, lazy animal, and reached out a hand for hers. But he did not answer her.

“Don’t you dream?” she repeated.

His glance wandered about the room, to the high stable-windows, to the stove, and back to his shoes. Then he shook his head.

“Why not?”

“Because—because there’s a slow fire burning inside of me. I’m afraid of it.”

“You never told me,” she said. “You never told me. I used to hate you—when you became a priest. I loved you, and I suppose I hated you because of what you took away from me. You did take it away from me, and then it was a big thing. And then you went away to the war—and I loved you again. That’s how it was,” she finished simply.

“I never told you why I took the orders—”

“I never wanted you to.”

“You have to believe, you know that. The war echoes. You come back to Apple Place, and you find it’s no better. Shutzey didn’t go to war because he had flat feet. You begin to wonder, and then you wonder about so many things—things like Shutzey’s flat feet, like Prohibition. Prohibition and whores made Timy a wealthy man, and you still order whatever drink you want in Kraus’ saloon. Well, that doesn’t matter. What am I trying to say anyway? I don’t dream—because I’m afraid. Maybe that’s what the war did for me—I don’t know. But we’re all of us like that. The next generation—perhaps they’ll dream.”

Her hand in his, just resting there with the warm feel of his fingers around it, made her wonder how long it would be like this. The priest hadn’t done anything to her; she had done it herself. Would it go on and on—?

“I dream—sometimes,” she mused. “Tonight—I like to look into the fire—and think.”

“Because you’re a woman,” he answered. “Things as they are give way to love. Sometimes I think that love is the only good thing in man, the only real thing. Love is real; it takes you outside of yourself, like faith. But almost everyone loves at one time or another, and how many find faith?”

“Do you?”

“I don’t know. Sometimes, I think so, and then again I doubt it. Maybe if I loved you the way you love me, I’d marry you. That would be a bigger faith, wouldn’t it? But I don’t know. Maybe we’re all cowards—because of that war. Did I tell you—when someone died, they’d call me over. A lot of people died, but it was still dying. And then they’d call me, as if I were a magician and supposed to do something very wonderful. So I’d go and sit next to the dying man. Sometimes, they were mutilated horribly, but I was still supposed to do something wonderful. I’d look at him and he’d look at me, and I’d think of a place with high white walls and a lot of lights in it, like Forty-second Street. And they’d look at me—just look at me. Do you understand?”

“I think I understand.”

“So I don’t dream. That’s how it is. I try to take the world the way it is. Right and wrong are all mixed up. Maybe the dreamers will know. I don’t know.”

“You’re happy?” she wanted to know. “I always think that you’re happy.”

“I’m happy,” he said.

Then they sat and looked at the flames. Coal burning is beautiful. Outside it was cold, wind and snow sweeping down the street; and in the office of the mission the priest and the daughter of the Jewish storekeeper sat and looked at the fire. Heat is half of peace. Sitting there, the girl began to smile, bit by bit.

Then she rose, went over to the priest, and curled into his arms. The arms went around her; the priest leaned back his head and closed his eyes.

“I love you, Jack,” she said. “I’m growing old. Don’t you see? We’re growing old, both of us. Then it’s over. Isn’t love bigger?”

“You want me to marry you?”

“I’m a woman. I’m a virgin. God—you don’t know what that means, the suffering. At night I fall asleep crying for you. You’ve never had any other woman in your life; I’ve never had another man. That’s the way things are. I can’t have another now; it has to be you or nobody. But I look at my body and I touch it—and I want you. I want children by you. I want to see them redeem both of us. That’s the truth—they’d redeem us. But you’re afraid—”

“Marion—”

“Jesus Christ, I worship you. I know you’re splendid; that’s why I love you. Why are you afraid?”

“I—don’t know.”

“Jack—take me. Take me now, right here. For the love of this man you call Christ, take me—”


WHILE the night grew deeper and longer, Meyer and his wife sat alone. Snow was falling slowly now; soon it would stop entirely, and then the city would lie silent and peaceful under the white blanket. The windows were curtained, but even through the curtains white bits of snow gleamed in the dark. A great cold was drifting down from the northern cap of the planet, and it seemed that New York, as a being, was groaning and drawing itself together.

Meyer shivered. “It’s getting cold,” he whispered. “It’s getting cold inside even.” Then he looked at his wife, who had sat opposite him for almost an hour without saying anything, without speaking a word.

He looked like an old man, his wife considered, the way he sat there. He was an old man. Years creep by, but all of a sudden they show their print. Because the. money was gone, money that would buy anything in the world. His mouth had fallen; his cheeks were sunken in, and all over their drawn surface small red and blue lines showed; his hair was gray and very thin. Old—old man; poor Meyer.

After all, life was what—? Faith and birth and death were said to be big, so big that when a person was a gentile, there was a wall between you and him. That was said. But the old roots had been drawn up, and only for money they had dragged themselves across the sea. Little by little, your soul was sold; when it was all gone, money alone could make anything of life. Then the money was gone. Without the salt, you can’t season; and Meyer was an old man. Maybe, if Meyer looked at her, he considered that she was an old woman. Both ways. She was afraid of the winter; the cold ate into her bones. Indeed, Meyer was right when he said that it was cold.

Old people. No faint flush of youth left. (Meyer, Meyer, Meyer, what did we do with it? Was ours the marriage of a match-maker? Meyer, we loved each other, and because of that we broke away. So take an accounting, Meyer—)

Dismally, she repeated that to herself, “Take an accounting, Meyer.”

“No son,” he was thinking to himself, “no son. Even the name will go the way everything else went. And my daughters go to hell with goyim. The heathen has taken his toll. Listen how the wind howls.”

“The money is gone, so what is the use of scolding?” she thought. “If I scream at him, what good will it do? I love him. I even bind myself to him now, when he’s nothing but a broken old man—so old. Meyer—maybe it’s habit. But what would we have without a habit. When our daughters go away—”

“I thought I could make more money, you see,” he explained helplessly. “I thought I could make more money, that’s what I thought. Bessie—you know I wouldn’t take the money just like that and lose it? You know that, don’t you?”

“I know—I know, Meyer.”

“So it’s gone, all of it—eleven thousand dollars. Maybe if I only saved a thousand dollars, maybe only a few hundred, but it’s all gone—”

“Yeah—”

“I go to the stock market—like a little lamb I went. Shutzey goes to the races and comes back to show all the money he won. But like a little lamb I go to the stock market. Why, why?”

“You’ll think about it until you go mad—so stop thinking about it, Meyer. It’s gone. So we still have our health at least, and our children.”

“So where is Marion—where is our children? Why should it be that we have to sit alone on a night like this, when even a dog wouldn’t be outside?”

“They’re all right.”

But he was old and tired. His children with their ways and ideas were as far from him as Shutzey. They had left him alone. They were gone, just as his money was gone.

“Meyer,” his wife said, “why don’t you go to sleep?”

“How can I sleep?”

“You should rest.”

“I should rest. All my life I stand in the store. That’s rest enough.”

“Come to sleep with me, Meyer.”

But there was neither pleasure nor attraction in his wife’s body now. He was too old, too tightly squeezed.


DANNY came late, but he knew that Timy would understand, when he learned that Danny wasn’t a single man any more. Now he was married, and riding the stars with Timy. Timy would be the godfather of the first kid. Timy would love the kids, spoil them too, not having any of his own. Not that Timy didn’t believe in marriage. Timy did; Timy thought marriage was a great thing to straighten a man out, to keep him down and toeing the mark. In fact, Timy had often asked Danny why he didn’t pick himself up a nice girl someplace, settle down, raise a family. Timy liked the idea.

Parking his car in front of the club, Danny looked at his watch. It was late, but the stag would go on well into the night. Anyway, by now almost everyone but Timy would be drunk. He could imagine how things would go if he came in and announced that he was married. They were all good fellows; they would fall on him, and insist that he got as drunk as they were. That would go on, all night, and in the morning, if he were sober enough, he might be able to break away.

He blew his horn, and then he slowly went up the stairs. He could hear them shouting and laughing, and he could hear the band going full blast. Even in the hall, the smell of alcohol hung heavy. He waited for Timy, and in a moment or two, Timy came out, puffing on a cigar and grinning broadly at Danny.

Timy didn’t drink. As long as Danny had known him, he had never taken a drink. “You don’t climb up on that stuff,” he often told Danny. “It’s too slippery.”

He came out now with the cigar in his hand, a big grin all over his face. He liked Danny; Danny was a real kid, honest and clean. Timy knew that Danny would sell his soul for him.

“Now ain’t it a fine time to get here,” Timy said, shaking his round pink head. “Now ain’t it a fine time for a friend of mine to get here. Maybe you had to go to a wedding, huh?”

Without answering, Danny crawled out of his coat, shook the snow from it, and gave it to the check-man. He grinned back at Timy—and felt himself flushing. Well, anyway, say what you wanted to, they didn’t come any better than Timy. Timy was a swell guy, all around.

“Maybe I did,” he nodded.

Timy offered him a cigar. He took it, bit off the end, and lit up. He blew smoke at the ceiling, clenched the cigar between his teeth, put his hands in his pockets, and looked at Timy. “Congratulate me,” he said. “I got married tonight, Timy, so help me God. And what do you think I’m going to call the first kid? Timothy Dolan. How do you like that?—Timothy Dolan on a little nine-pound brat.”

“Geesus Christ,” Timy said. “You ain’t kidding?”

“So help me God!”

“Who’s lucky—that little school teacher?”

“Right. You work Meyer, Timy—so he don’t give her hell.”

“You leave that to me, Danny. Maybe you ain’t got the Jewish and the Irish vote sewed up. That’ll make you mayor some day. I’ll be a sonovabitch. An’ it was only yesterday that you was delivering papers on Timy Dolan’s route. Now I’ll be a sonovabitch!”

“You’re not sore, Timy?”

“Hell, no—congratulations, kid. Listen, kid, ain’t it a cinch now. The boys are all inside. They’re in a helluva good way, and the night ain’t begun. We got seven kegs of beer, and enough whisky to float the navy. And the night ain’t even begun. C’mon, kid.”

“Well—”

“Hell, c’mon. You don’t get married none too often.”

Alice was waiting; but this was only tonight, and there would be years after when they would be together. And a married man didn’t hit things on high. You were married, and then you settled down. Maybe you drifted away from the boys; that was only to be expected: but tonight the boys were still his friends. They had all come up together, right from the bottom with Timy. Now it wasn’t right to go away. He could stay for a little while, anyway.

“All right.”

“Listen, kid,” Timy told him. “You know how I feel about you. There ain’t a hell of a lot that I wouldn’t do for you. I think you’re straight in a tinhorn town, and there ain’t many. I don’t drink, but I’m going to get stinko tonight.”

“Geesus, Timy—”

“Awright.”

As they came in, the music stopped. Timy stood in the middle of the hall waiting for silence. “Shut up, you drunken swine!” he yelled. Then to the band: “Play a wedding march! You heard me, didn’t you?” Then to Kraus: “G’wan down an’ break open some champagne, Dutch! Yeah, champagne. You heard me, didn’t you? We ain’t drinkin’ nothing but champagne tonight.”

Danny forgot. The music went on. The boys drank and sang and gambled, and slapped him on the back. The boys all said that no girl in the world was good enough for him, and Danny thought so too. He drank until his belly was swollen up like a balloon, and then he went out into the hall and vomited for a good ten minutes. Coming back, he slipped. He crawled in and crawled over to Timy, who looked at him and shook his head.

Timy grinned. “Yer drunk.”

“Yeah.”

“Yer a good boy though.”

“Yeah.”

Danny pulled himself up to the table, slumped into a chair, and stared at a Timy whose head was swollen to magnificent proportions, but the same Timy, with pink cheeks and smooth yellow hair, but big, big. He blinked his eyes.

“You get laid,” Timy told him. “Then you’ll feel better. You see if you don’t feel better then.”

Kraus brought another bottle of champagne and began to pour. In Danny’s eyes, Kraus was a nightmare. He was grinning, but apparently he had no eyes. Just grinning folds of flesh.

Moocher Mike, who ran the lottery game, was sitting next to Timy. As Timy spoke, he put his head down on the table and began to laugh. As he laughed, he licked the table with his tongue. Timy hit him in the head, behind the ear, and he fell off his chair, rolled under the table and lay there.

“G’wan in the card-room, kid,” Timy said.

Stumbling to his feet, Danny reeled over to the cardroom. He knew that he was very drunk, more drunk than he had ever been before. What was in the card-room, he didn’t know. All he knew was that he was very, very drunk.

Hands helped him across. Once, he stopped, remembering that he had had to go somewhere. Where, he couldn’t for the life of him remember. He could recall that he was married; but whom was he married to? Tears came into his eyes at the thought. He was married, but he didn’t know his wife.

In the room, one small light was burning. There was a bed next to the roulette, on the bed a shapeless white figure. Next to the bed, a man was pulling on his coat.

Before he could comprehend it, Danny stared at the scene for almost a minute. Then, crying bitterly, he said to the man:

“Get out of here and get away from my wife. I ought to kill you.”

“Sure, Danny.”

“Get out!”

Danny sat down on the bed, put his face in his hands, and wept silently. The figure on the bed lay with its face buried in the pillow; but Danny knew that it was his wife. Otherwise, why would they have sent him in here? Then, very slowly, he recalled the stream of men that had gone in and out of the card-room all evening. And it was his wife. That’s what Timy had done to him; that’s what Timy’s friendship meant.

“Hey—hey!” He tapped her on her shoulder. He wanted to call her by name, but he couldn’t for the life of him recall her name. It was on the tip of his tongue, but still it eluded him. “Turn over,” he said.

She moved convulsively, whimpered.

“You crying too?” Danny whispered.

“Leave me alone.”

“Aw, honey, now what are you afraid of? I won’t hurt you. You know that.”

“Get away.”

“You’re sore because I’m drunk,” Danny pleaded. “It’s not my fault. Timy says the smartest lawyer in town got a right to get drunk. Geesus, Timy’s drunk himself.”

She whimpered again, moved an arm feebly. Tenderly, Danny drew part of a sheet over her, to cover her nakedness. He didn’t think it right that his wife should lie in bed naked, with men walking in and out of the room.

“Turn over, baby,” he whispered. “I’m your husband.”

“No—”

“Turn over,” he said sternly. “I’m your husband, and what I say goes. Once and for all, what I say goes. See, I’m not drunk. Just listen to the way I talk. Listen to my ss. Ssssss—Baby, turn over.”

“What—what?”

“I’m your husband. You heard me.”

“He’s dead—dead.”

“I’m dead? Just look at me.”

She turned over then, slowly, groaning, and looked at him. Then she screamed, and he remembered that his wife’s name was Alice, that this wasn’t Alice. The woman continued to scream.

“Get away!” she cried.

Throwing open the door, he ran across the hall toward Timy. Once he fell, but he was up again in an instant.

“You bastard,” he yelled, “where’s my wife?”

Timy looked at him and grinned. “Easy, Danny,” he said.

“Your wife ain’t here. What’d she be doin’ here?”

“Where’s my wife?”

They came from all over the hall.

“Take it easy, Danny.”

“Whadda yu want yu wife tonight fur?”

“Take a drink, Danny.”

“Sure.”

“Better take him home, Timy.”

“Sure—sure—sure—”

“You don’ wanna cry, Danny. What th’ hell yu cryin’ about?”


WHEN Alice came home, her mother and father were waiting. As she entered the room, Meyer looked at her: first, she thought that he looked at her, and then she saw that he was looking through her, and then she wondered whether he saw her at all. Something had happened. She was deliriously happy, but she could not help noticing that Meyer was old. All in one evening, her father had become an old man, her mother too. Maybe they knew. Just for an instant it occurred to her that they knew, and then she realized how impossible it was, how quickly the entire thing had happened. They couldn’t know.

“Where were you?” he mother asked her. Meyer saw nothing, but Bessie saw. Bessie saw that her cheeks were flushed, her eyes shining. The cold might flush her cheeks, but it would not make her eyes shine. Her little girl was happy; that, she knew. Happy. “Where were you, darling?” she repeated.

Then she noticed the band of gold. As Alice pulled off her gloves, unthinkingly, her eyes fell on it. Both looked at it, and then both looked at Meyer, who saw nothing.

Bessie felt a cold, dull pain bite into her heart. Instinctively, she knew everything. Now, everything seemed to her to be a thread, cut off in the middle. Her daughters were gone. True, Alice was one, but in the same way, the others would go. Thus, Apple Place claimed everything. It was over.

Ever so slightly, she shrugged her shoulders. You felt so much that after a while you felt nothing at all—nothing. It went, and then all that remained was a dull gnawing deep in your heart.

“You were with Danny,” Bessie said, stating a fact.

“Yes—I was with Danny.”

Meyer slowly woke to life. Here was something concrete; here was something he could lay his finger upon; here was something he could make into an issue.

“Alice!”

She dropped into a chair, shrugged her shoulders, and looked from one to the other. Now it would begin, but after all, what difference did it make? She was no longer theirs; she was Danny’s. They wouldn’t understand, ever. So she simply sat there, looking from one face to another, from her father’s, drawn, contorting with rage, to her mother’s dulled, knowing, understanding without understanding. Then she wanted to say:

“Mother—give me what you couldn’t have.”

In that way, her mother understood without understanding. Only deep in her heart, Bessie felt the pain, knowing that things had come to an end.

“Alice!” Meyer roared again, pointing a trembling finger at her.

“Yes—?”

“Alice, where were you?”

“I was with Danny,” she said wearily. “I told you before that I was with Danny. What do you want me to say?”

“Have I ever told you not to go with that rotten goy? Are you my daughter, or are you a stranger? Do you listen to me—or is my voice something to laugh at?”

“I think I’m old enough—”

“Answer me one thing! Are you my daughter?”

“Meyer,” Bessie said.

“Don’t give me Meyer now! All my life, I hear Meyer! Am I a slave? Answer me that! Am I a slave even in my own house? Good! Good! Then the whole world spits on me! My daughter spits on me! My wife spits on me! I’m not even as big as a cockroach!”

“Meyer, don’t shout,” Bessie pleaded.

“No, no—maybe someone will hear me! Me, I’m not decent enough to be heard, even in my own house. But my daughter runs around with goyim.”

“Let her explain—let her explain,” his wife begged. “Should you yell at her like that, like she’s a baby? Let her explain, Meyer.”

“Sure, sure, let her explain! Me—I shouldn’t say a word, but let her explain. This Danny is like a glove for Timy’s hand. I don’t know? Maybe I don’t know? Maybe I stand in the store and listen all day for nothing? Maybe when the pimps and the gamblers and the whores and the gangsters come in, I don’t hear what they say? Maybe I am deaf and dumb and too stupid to know anything at all!”

“Meyer—nobody said you were stupid.”

“Then I should thank you, huh? Because you didn’t say I was stupid. But about this Danny I shouldn’t speak, when he’s no better than a pimp!”

“That’s not so,” Alice said quietly.

“No? No? I tell you one thing—that I would see a daughter of mine married to Shutzey before I would see her married to that Danny. At least Shutzey is a bummer out and out, but that Danny is slimy like a snake!”

“No! How can you say that?”

Bessie cried: “Meyer—!”

Now his face was glowing, red as a beet, and his breath came in long hard gasps. The blood-vessels, standing out from his neck and temples, throbbed like mad. Leaning forward in his chair, he clenched his hands on his knees.

“Yeah,” he whispered, “what I say, I mean. God gave me daughters to mock at me. What is Timy but a robber? What are any of them? What is this Danny—?”

“No—stop it!” Alice blurted out. “I won’t hear any more about him. Stop it. You have no right to say anything about him. You don’t understand.”

“I don’t understand—”

Suddenly, Meyer’s eyes fell on the ring. It took him long moments to grasp what the ring meant, and slowly, as he realized it, the blood drained from his face, leaving it as it had been before, white and old and tired. His eyes, fixed on the ring, were wide and incredulous. There was a ring that should mean something, but did the ring mean anything? Did the ring mean that his daughtter had gone ahead without him?

“Alice,” he said hoarsely. Then he pointed at the ring.

She looked at it, shaking her head.

“Alice—don’t lie to me. You married him.”

She nodded.

He turned to his wife. Old, beaten, unable to realize what it all meant, he turned to his wife for confirmation. “Bessie,” he said, “look. Look.”

“Yeah.”

“Bessie, she married him.”

“I know.”

He looked down at his hands, looked at the palms, and then at the backs, pushed his hands away from him, and shook his head; his mouth was trembling. He tried to, say something, but he couldn’t speak. Then, in a whisper, he managed to say:

“Alice—”

All the defiance was gone. How could you be defiant with two people who were all old and broken? How could you battle against them? Yet it was done, all done.

“I love him,” she told them, shaking her head wearily. “I married him, that’s all. He’s a good boy. I know he’s a good boy.”

“Yeah.”

“You’d think I was a thief, the way you look at me.”

“No, it’s all right, baby,” Bessie said.

“I’m sorry.”

“Yeah,” Meyer nodded. His head continued to nod, an old gray head with everything lifelike taken from it.


THE RENDEZVOUS with life begins. The poet looks at the sky, when the clouds are breaking open to show tiny cold stars, and he smiles in a knowing way. Sometimes, men smile like that.

Finally it stopped snowing, and all over the ground, all over the city, the white blanket lay, cold and shining, broken here and there where people walked, but not broken too much, since the hour was late. The cold wind, coming down from the north and the west, swept the clouds out of the sky, left a black mantle, dotted all over with pin-points of light; and the cold, closing in from the silent cap of the planet, snapped and crackled.

But the breath of life was on John Edwards. He stamped the snow from his feet as he re-entered his room, laughed and smacked his hands together. The effort made him cough, and coughing he fell into a chair, but he still smiled at the little flecks of pink that stained the hand he held before his mouth. There was death in the bits of blood he coughed up out of his lungs, but he was beyond death, above it, too strong for it now. The consumption inside of him was something that would be fought and destroyed. That, he knew, and he smiled in calm certainty of himself.

“John Edwards,” he thought. “Everything springs from the words. I am John Edwards, who has done nothing. I am John Edwards with a life before him. Now everything is in my grasp, genius and love and beauty and fame. Peace, too. Contentment. Now I can laugh at the priest. What has he in his smug, muddled mind?—in his twisted conceptions of right and wrong? I’ve found it for myself; there’s no right but beauty and no wrong but ugliness. The good is beautiful and the bad is ugly. All my life I’ve been ugly—smuggish and ugly and rotten. God—how the rottenness has eaten into me!”

Walking to the window, he looked out. A few feet from the house, there was a lamp post; underneath it, the snow glistened, white and unbroken, showing just a sheen of yellow from the light, turning a pure white further out in the gutter. On the other side of the street, the houses were dim, snow-clad objects, strange objects of fairy mystery in the faint light of the stars, making long, twisted and mysterious shadows. A figure moved across the street, slowly, as if loath to disturb the still beauty of the night, came into his line of vision and then passed out of it. And while he stared, his breath frosted on the window, made unusual and beautiful designs.

He went back to his chair and sat down, luxuriating in his every movement. “I’m happy,” he thought. The sense of life in him was like strong, strong drink. Deep into his body, he felt himself and gloried in himself; he thought that he could sense the blood moving in his veins, the pumping of his heart, the quivering of his stomach. Blood in his fingertips, and strength there, too.

While he sat there, above him the music master began to play. Very often he played like that, and far into the night; what he did, Edwards did not know, unless he dreamed over the things he might have been, which he was not. Now he would go on and play for hours; now, while he played, Anna would join Edwards. Life would come, like a stream of fire. Together, they would slip out into the snow and the night, vanish forever from the sight of Apple Place.

He began to pack the few things he wished to take with him, not much, a change of clothes and hardly more than that. Nothing he had written. What he had written was the product of sickness, of a sick mind. Whatever worth there was in it would only serve to remind him of what he had been, what he despised himself for having been.

Let it be there as a memory of the sick creature who had inhabited the cell. Let it lie and rot as he himself had rotted in the airless cellar room. All that was gone and behind him.

While he packed, he heard the door open. Turning to her, he saw that she was dressed to travel, in a close-fitting gray tweed suit and overshoes. Over one arm, she had a fur coat, and in the other hand she held a small valise. She put the valise down, threw her coat over a chair; then she crept close into Edwards’ arms. He held her tight, kissed her, pressed his cold face to hers.

She was trembling, afraid. He knew that she would be afraid—until they were so far from the place that even the memory was broken and hard to gather.

Finally, she pulled away from him. “Finish packing,” she told him. “There’s time. He’ll sit at the piano like that for hours, now he’s started. I’m really not afraid. I’m just a baby, I guess. Only—”

“It won’t take but a moment.”

“It’s cold outside. You’d better dress warm.”

“Don’t worry, darling.”

“I love you.”

“I know.”

Hurriedly, he put his things together, glancing every so often at Anna. Indeed, it was difficult for him to keep his eyes from her. The mere fact that Anna was there and ready to go with him, alive and beautiful, was more than he could grasp.

“Beautiful,” he whispered. “God, how beautiful you are, my Anna.”

She started at that. He had never called her that before, but the music master had, almost always. She hardly ever smoked; now she asked Edwards for a cigarette. “I’m nervous,” she explained.

Holding the cigarette awkwardly, she blew out quick flurries of smoke. Edwards looked at her and laughed. Now he had finished packing, and he stood there, smiling and shaking his head.

“Darling Anna,” he murmured, “how I love you.” He wasn’t afraid; he was calmer than he had been in weeks. She was his, and nothing the other man did after this would matter.

“Where will we go?” she asked.

“As the wind blows. We have no direction, and we have no one to go to. That way is best, Anna. We start life—right from the beginning. It’s our beginning—don’t you see? We do as we please, go where we please. How does it matter, so long as we live?”

“No, it doesn’t matter,” she agreed. “So long as I’m with you, it doesn’t matter.”

“You’ll be with me always,” he said.

“Always.”

“I only want my watch now. I don’t know where I put it. What’s wrong, Anna?” he demanded.

Her face had turned dead white; she pressed one hand against her mouth.

“Anna?”

“He’s stopped playing. I don’t know when he stopped, but he’s not playing now. Oh, I’m afraid, Johnny.”

“No—no, it’s all right. Come, we’ll go.”

“Yes—yes, let’s go. Let’s get out of here, Johnny. Never mind your watch. Only let’s get out of here, away from this place. I hate it. I’m afraid of it.”

“Anna, it’s all right. You don’t have to be afraid any more—not while you’re with me. And you’ll always be with me. You’ll never be alone with him again.”

“I know—I know. But please come, Johnny. Please—let’s get out of here.”

He was struggling into his coat, laughing at her fears. She didn’t know; she couldn’t know how strong the current of life was flowing in him, how flushed and strong he was, how confident of life.

“Hat, coat,” he laughed. He took his grip and hers, and watched her, smiling, while she turned the collar of her coat up around her neck. She clutched his arm, while he opened the door.

“Quickly, Johnny.”

“No hurry now—it’s waiting for us.”

They stepped out into the snow, breathing deep of the clean, cold night air. The night was a mother; the snow had been put there for them, whiteness to cover all that had been before. The city, all of the dark, sleeping city, was a benediction.

He bent to kiss her, gently, just touching her lips, feeling that he was performing the supreme act of sacrifice in his life.

She glanced at the sky once; then she smiled at him. Her fears were childish, foolish, part of the deep dejection of Apple Place. Now her fear would go. More and more of it would go with each step they took away.

“Come,” he said.

They started away into the night.


SOMEHOW, Danny made his way out of the club. On the steps, he fell, sprawled down half a flight of stairs, and landed at the bottom, a crumpled heap. From a cut on his head, a thin stream of blood poured out and down his face. For perhaps a minute or two, he lay there without moving; then he crawled to his feet, opened the door, and staggered over to his car.

It took him a long while to start his motor. Once he fell asleep, and he slept with his head on the wheel until the cold awakened him. At last, he started the car and pulled away from the curb, turning uptown. He drove for more than a mile before the cold air sobered him enough to recall Alice to his mind.

Bit by bit, he remembered. He was still drunk, but he remembered that he had been married, that she was waiting for him. Well, she would still be waiting; she was his wife, so there wasn’t anything else she could do but wait.

He drove back to Meyer’s store, and he began to blow his horn. The snow had stopped; the night was cold, silent and beautiful, so beautiful that drunk as he was the frantic sound of his horn frightened him. Why didn’t she come?

He put his head out of the window. “Alice!” he yelled. “Geesus Christ, where the hell are you?” The sound echoed back to him through the silent streets. Old Meyer would be out at his throat now, but he didn’t give a damn for Meyer any more. Wasn’t she his wife?

“Alice!”

He heard a door open and close. Then he saw her running across the sidewalk toward him. Opening the door, he waved a hand at her.

“Over here!” he yelled. “You’re a hell of a wife for any man to have. Geesus Christ, you’d think I was a tinhorn boy friend, the way I got to sit in the car here and yell for you, Alice! Alice! That ain’t no way for a wife to act.”

“Danny, be still, for God’s sake,” she whispered, climbing into the car next to him. She stared at him, at his torn clothes and his bleeding face. He had been sick in the car, under his feet, down the front of his clothes.

“You’re drunk, Danny,” she said.

“Sure I’m drunk. What the hell of it? Am I a man, or maybe you own my body too, now that you’re married to me. Maybe I got nothing to say about it!”

“You’re drunk—”

“Awright, awright—I’m sick and tired of having people tell me that. Sure I’m drunk. Don’t you think I know I’m drunk? What about it?”

A window banged open, and she heard old Meyer’s voice calling her. “Let me drive, Danny,” she said quickly. “You can’t drive the way you are. Let me drive, and I’ll take you home. Please, Danny.”

“Awright,” he muttered, tears coming into his eyes. “Awright, go ahead. I don’t count no more. I don’t have anything to say. Who the hell is Danny?”

She crawled past him and started the car. As she pulled away, she heard her father calling; but she might have been in a dream for all the voice mattered. Nothing mattered; everything was broken into very small pieces.

It was a difficult night to drive, the more so with Danny leaning against her, weeping bitterly and muttering under his breath. Then he fell asleep, sprawled upon her and snoring hoarsely.

She stopped the car to relieve herself of his weight. Now he sat with his head lolling back, his mouth dropped wide open. Smeared blood was all over him. She had no way of telling how badly he was hurt.

It seemed an eternity to her before they came to the small apartment house he lived in. She stopped the car, turned off the motor, and stared at him.

“Danny,” she whispered.

He slept on, blissfully, unmoving.

“Danny, wake up. We’re home. You have to wake up, Danny.”

Stirring slightly, he blinked his eyes; then he rolled back into his sleep.

“Danny.”

His snores came forth gently as a baby’s breathing, but his breath and the horrid stench in the car sickened her. She opened both windows, shivering with the cold. Outside, the night was cold and silent and silver, tracked snow and tall houses, making with its jumbled shadows a picture of some lost canyon in a mysterious range of mountains. But the silence was as oppressive as the night was beautiful, and the utter loneliness of a city filled with people frightened her; she had never been alone before so late at night.

“Danny,” she begged. She shook him, slapped his cheeks, and then in a fit of remorse, pressed her cheeks to the dry blood. “Danny, Danny, wake up.” She held his hands, fondled them. “Danny, I’m afraid. Don’t you hear me? Wake up, Danny.”

Again he stirred, opened his eyes and yawned. “Go ’way,” he muttered.

“Oh, Danny, it’s Alice—it’s your wife. Don’t you know, Danny? Danny, look at me!”

He stared, blinked his eyes, and stretched convulsively. “Yeah, yeah,” he said. “Sure—I know. But it’s all right, honey. Everything’s all right, and don’t you worry. I’m going to do big things for you—best God damn lawyer in this cheap town. Timy and me, just like that.” He pushed one hand in front of her face, two fingers crossed. “Just like that,” he emphasized. Then he grinned sleepily.

“I know, darling. Come upstairs now.”

He stumbled out of the car, and half leaning on her made his way into the house. At the door of his apartment, he fumbled for his keys, found them, and then tried to find the lock. Sobbing bitterly, he stabbed at the door; at last, he gave up, holding out the keys to Alice.

“I’m drunk, baby,” he muttered. “Geesus Christ, ain’t it a damned shame.”

She opened the door, switched on the lights and followed him in. There were two rooms, nicely furnished, the way a man would furnish them. That reassured her; that was her Danny. “I know him—I love him,” she said to herself. “Nothing else matters but that.”

Sprawling on the bed, he stretched his arms and twisted his body. When she bent over him, he shook his head. “I’m sorry, baby,” he muttered.

“I know, Danny.”

“Why don’t you go away? I’m drunk. I’m no God damn good for anything. Why don’t you leave me alone?”

She began to undress him, while he muttered on, tossing and twisting. When his clothes were all off, she took a wet rag and wiped the blood and dirt from his face. Then she dressed the cut. By this time, he had fallen asleep again. Covering him with the blankets, she turned off the light and sat down on the side of his bed.

Now the only light in the room was a faint gray gleam that crept in through the window. In the night, every sound was thin and clear, the tread of a milkman’s horse, the clank of his bottles, the steps of someone passing the house. Soon it would be morning; and then her wedding night would be over.

She was alone with the man she loved, the man she had married. She hadn’t cried yet; now she attempted to smile. It wasn’t difficult. You moved your lips, and then you smiled, and then you felt better. She felt under the blanket for Danny’s hand, found it, drew it out and pressed it to her face. He moved in his sleep.

“You see,” she whispered, “it doesn’t matter. I love you, Danny.”

In his sleep, he said: “Best God damn lawyer in this cheap town.”

“Surely, surely, darling.”

She was terribly tired, but she knew she wouldn’t be able to sleep that night. Soon it would be morning, very soon, and then she would go to the school, and take her class as if nothing at all had happened. Nothing had happened, only she was a fool. She had been a fool when she kept the boy in, scolded him. She could see his face very easily, the dumb, hurt look, and the dumb understanding in the eyes that went beyond the hurt, beyond her. If he were only here with her now, she would take him in her arms. It would be good to hold him in her arms now.

“Danny,” she said.

“Best God damn lawyer,” he muttered.

Then she cried easily and gently, cried until it was all gone and she felt dry and empty inside; then she simply sat and stared straight ahead of her, without seeing anything at all.

Tomorrow she would know what to do. There was always tomorrow, and that was all that made it worth while. So long as there was tomorrow, she could dream.

“I love you, Danny,” she said. She had to say it to make the fact known to herself.


WHEN there is a promise left, then at least there is a reason; and the reason makes tomorrow atone for today. A man stumbles out of that way of thinking soon enough, and his only reaction is, God damn! But women dream, all women; and when there is no promise left, then what is a woman to do? When the salt is gone—

O’Lacy saw the men coming out of the club. It was late, and the stag had broken up already. Most of them nodded to him, unless they were too drunk to, but O’Lacy glanced neither left nor right.

“The curse is on you,” he muttered between his teeth.

“ ’Night, O’Lacy.”

“On you,” he muttered, striding on, kicking the loose snow out of his way.

Shutzey had come back only a little while ago. Now the only ones who were left were those playing cards, and most of the card games would not break up until dawn. At one table, Shutzey, Timy, Snookie Eagen and Kraus were having a game of stud. Timy was winning. He was dealing with a careful, deft movement.

“You got gilt-edged fingers,” Shutzey said.

“Sure.”

“King’s high.”

Snookie threw a dollar in the pot. “Take it, take it all,” he moaned; then he grinned, pointing over Timy’s shoulder. “I’ll be a sonovabitch—look what’s comin’.”

Shutzey looked at Mary White who was standing in the door of the card room, shapeless, crumpled clothes surrounding her stooped figure. Staring at the floor, she stood there, seeming ready to fall any moment. Then she began to cross to the outside door, moving very slowly.

“C’mere, Mary,” Shutzey called.

She glanced up, stared for a moment, and then directed her steps toward the table. When she reached it, she waited dumbly.

“How are yu?” Shutzey demanded.

“All right,” she murmured.

Shutzey scraped the pot together in his big hand, held it out to her. “Here’s a little bonus,” he told her. “I’ll pay yu off at the end of the week. This is just a bonus, unnerstand?”

She glanced at the money and then she looked at him; her eyes were so blank, so entirely dead, that behind them there appeared to be limitless space. For just a moment, it seemed to Shutzey that he was gazing into the depths of hell.

“Unnerstand? Here, take it.”

“Geesus Christ,” Timy whispered.

“Well?”

“Yes,” she said; but she made no attempt to take the money.

“C’mon—come outta yu hop! Take the money an’ scram. Maybe it ain’ enough potatoes up an’ over yu work? What the hell are yu lookin’ at me like that fur?”

“Yes—”

“G’wan, take it. Then get some sleep. Yu need it.”

“Yes.”

Haltingly, her hand came up, opened. Shutzey put the money in, and it closed, as a machine might; and machinelike she turned around and moved towards the door. At the door, some of the bills slipped from her hand and fluttered to the floor; but she appeared not to notice. She began to open the door, and she moved so slowly that Shutzey thought it would take hours for her to get it open. Then she went out.

“Geesus Christ,” Shutzey muttered.

“Aw, she’s all hopped up,” Snookie said. “Yu shouldn’ta give ’er that pot anyway. She won’t have none of the green when she gets home. Suppose she meets someone on the street.”

“Yeah,” Kraus agreed.

“Quit kicking,” Timy told them. “What the hell do yu want? Anyway, I got kings up an’ down. So what the hell are yu kickin’ about?”

Shutzey went over to the door, to pick up the money she’d dropped. Before he closed the door, he stood there a moment, staring. Her eyes bothered him. It annoyed him that her eyes should bother him, but there was no getting away from it. Her eyes had dead space behind them broader than anything he had ever dreamed of.

“God damn it,” he muttered.

Then he went back to the table and stared at Timy. The little blond kid had compared him to Timy. Timy wasn’t a pimp, and Timy was a soft, fat man he could crush with one blow of his fist. He stared at his fist, clenching it and turning it over and back; he studied the large knuckles, the wiry black hairs that curled out of the skin.

“Your move, Shutzey.”

“Yeah?”


STANDING, the priest looked up, and through the high, small window he saw the sky and the stars, tiny, bright stars in a great mantle of night. For a long while he stood there like that, silent and staring, attempting to breath into himself some of the immensity that stretched out over his head. It was open, mighty, and in being that, it relieved him. He could loose himself, allow himself to roam up and into it. Pent up, almost to the point of bursting, the night silenced him and calmed him. There, somewhere out there and far away from himself, was the ultimate answer.

A hand on his shoulder caused him to turn around, and he looked at Marion. Perhaps, like himself, she had been looking through the window at the sky, and now she was smiling. A woman, he considered, has the advantage in that she knows. No woman in all time has ever really doubted—not the way a man doubts. A man struggles on and on, and all his world is forever a question-mark. There is no answer for him. The priest had seen too many men die. None of them had had the answer; all of them had looked at him with that same eternal question in their eyes, why and how. But a woman knows. Inside, something destroys the doubt; and Marion was smiling with the sure knowledge of one who is beyond mere wonder.

“You’re not sorry,” she told him.

“No,” he agreed, “I’m not sorry.”

He wasn’t sorry, but in his heart there was something, a shadow of fear, perhaps, or, more likely, a lingering sorrow. He had lost something, and he had lost it so completely that the loss meant little; what meant more was the slow awakening, the slow hatred that was dawning inside of himself for what he had been, for what he had represented. This, he feared—the fact that he despised himself for all the years that were behind him. Where were values?—and how were you to judge when you lost values that had been with you for a lifetime? He found himself thinking of Shutzey, of the time so many years ago when he had fought Shutzey, body to body and toe to toe. Shutzey was a man, a beast-man, if you would, but a man nevertheless.

“What are you thinking?” Marion asked him. “When your face is like that, it makes me afraid. Tell me what you are thinking of.”

“Thinking? I don’t know—”

“I love you, Jack. That’s enough, isn’t it? There’s no heaven or hell that could deny us our love. There’s no God who could deny us it. It’s the only real thing in my life—and it’s big, big as those stars out there.”

“There’s no God who could deny it,” he agreed.

He took her in his arms, held her close to him, and found his own body exulting in her presence. This was sacrifice to himself, to all the strength and beauty inside of himself.

He had never believed; that was the final discovery he made. He had never believed, so he had lost nothing. Instead, he had been afraid. It amazed him to be able to look inside of himself in this fashion, to know what he had never dared to think of. He had been afraid for so long that even his own soul had been stifled.

Even if he had believed, fear would still be the only explanation for the denial of the best thing that had ever come into his life, fear of himself and fear of a child’s hell, the product of the minds of petty theologians, who in themselves were sick and worse than sick. But he had never believed, not in the God or the system whose priest he had been.

She withdrew herself from his arms and looked at him, still smiling, still sure of herself and knowing without understanding why she knew. She walked back, dropped into a chair, put her chin in her hands and stared at him. Then she laughed.

“I’m happy,” she laughed. “God, but I’m happy.”

“After I marry you,” he said, “I’ll have to find something to do.”

“You will. That won’t be hard. I believe you could move the world if you wanted to.”

He was walking up and down the room, fingering his smooth collar nervously. Suddenly, he wrenched it off. “I don’t want it,” he muttered. Then he turned to her, smiling sheepishly, as if he desired to be forgiven for acting like a child.

“Oh—I love you,” she said.

“I know—I know. I’m trying hard enough not to think of what I’ve done to you, all these years. I’m trying not to think of it. I know that if I think of it, I’ll go mad entirely. I’ll begin to hate. I don’t want to hate. God knows, there is enough hate in the world already. I want to forget. You’ll let me forget, won’t you, Marion?”

“We’ll both forget.”

“I’m still trying to understand. You’re magnificent, you’re splendid. What is it to love a man and to go through hell year after year, just for that love? I’ don’t know. I’m too cheap and too small to understand.”

“No, you’re not.”

He turned, pointed to the window. “Look at the sky. It seems to be for us—clean and far.”

“I was looking at it before.”

“They’ll drive me out of the Church. I think the test will come then. If I still don’t care—”

“It’s bigger than the Church, out there,” she said simply.

“Perhaps—but that doesn’t matter. It’s this life that counts. You see, we’re children, Marion. We have to start all over—”

When they went out into the mission house, it was cold and deserted. Everyone had gone, and the long wooden benches stretched out like reclining specters. Through the poorly-constructed stable walls, the chill of the night crept into the place, making their breath steam and cloud.

Jack looked around him. Even if he came back, this would be saying good-by. He stared at the dull walls, at the benches, at the old piano and the shabby pulpit. Stripped of everything, the place was a stable—no more. And yet—

“I don’t like to drop it,” he murmured.

“What did you ever give them,” she demanded, “that was good and lasting? Oh, you were right, Jack, and they needed you; but they need more than that, more than pretty lies. Not excuses, but real things, things that will make a little spark of life burn all over again. You don’t want a showplace, but that’s what this would have become, that and a sham. You know how many swells came down from uptown to watch you feed the broken with faith. That’s what they liked—faith and not bread. That’s what they came down to see, to do their smug, fat hearts some good. Oh, it did them good all right to see faith and to feel that their fat pocketbooks were safe; but they never went to the breadlines.”

“But I helped them,” he pleaded, unwilling to let go of the last straw. “Marion, you know that I helped them. It wasn’t all a lie. What else had they, if they couldn’t believe in something better than what they were?”

“Yes—you helped them, but because you are you. You helped them because you’re strong and good. They believed that you had faith; they believed in you, but not in anything else.”

“Now—they won’t believe in me.”

“Why not?”

He stared at her. Her eyes were lit; she stood very tall, bent a bit, almost as if she was swaying, a tall, splendid woman-figure.

“Why not? They can still believe in you; they can believe in a man.”

Then they went out into the night, together.


MARY WHITE was hardly conscious. The only clear fact that pierced through the haze that pain and horror had thrown about her mind was the fact that she had to return to her children. Somewhere, she had children, and somehow she had to return to them. She even knew their names. Their names were Peter and Sasha. One was her own, and one she had gotten from somewhere; the facts were vague, but she had two children, and now they were alone.

The pain in her body was a dart of fire that ran from her groin to her bosom. Sometimes, the pain was so intense, burning and aching, that it seemed only a matter of moments until it wrenched her apart. Then again it would die away, almost, only to return with a stabbing flash. And she was weary—so miserably weary.

She walked down the stairs of the club holding on to the bills without knowing what they were. Some slipped from between her fingers. The others she lost in the snow when she stepped outside.

Every step hurt her. As often happens with people who suffer great pain, time had slowed itself up until each minute seemed an eternity. Sometimes, she imagined that her limbs paused in mid-air, paused for a long, long time.

The stairs were difficult, and when she came to the bottom, she rested. She almost fell asleep; in fact, she would have fallen asleep except for the pain. Somehow, she couldn’t faint. She was too strong to faint, and each stab of pain only made her more conscious of it.

When she opened the door and stepped out into the street, the rush of icy-cold air almost thrust her over. Then, little by little, a greater part of consciousness returned, and she began to remember. She didn’t want to remember.

She tried to think only of the fire that was eating out her insides, so that she wouldn’t have to remember.

The night was already clear, cold and starry. It was the sort of a night that the city hides, so that when people sleep, shadows and vague forms have it all to themselves.

It was beautiful enough, the night, for her to see the beauty and be hurt by it. She was beginning to remember; she couldn’t stop herself from remembering; nobody can.

She remembered about the money too, and looked for it in her hand. When she moved any part of her body, she seemed to be giving directions to something outside of herself. Thus, she brought her hand up close to her face and stared at it. It took a little while to realize that there was no money there, and then she knew that she must have dropped it somewhere, probably on the stairs. But the thought of going back to the building was too much for her, and she stumbled on.

Distances had increased tremendously. There were only two blocks to walk before she reached her house, but for all she knew the two blocks might have been miles. They were miles, for every step she took lingered on and on. She walked very slowly, hatless, but hardly realizing that it was cold. A little more pain did not matter, and no more pain could come to her body now; no more pain could matter.

Walking as in a dream, it seemed to her that she was going out of the world of men. There would be no more men now; she was going to the protection of something. Men hated, and then you hated men. Men inflicted pain on women. That’s what women were for, to bear the pain—to smile at the pain of man subduing them, making them wretched. You had to accept; you had to smile, because that’s what men were for, and women. But she couldn’t smile any more. Still, she was going away and back to her children. She was glad that she was going away.

A uniformed figure bulked in front of her, and O’Lacy peered at her. “Where you going, sister?” he demanded.

“Home,” she whispered. She would have shrunk away, but she saw it was an officer. An officer doesn’t do you any harm, unless you’re walking the streets, and then he only pokes you with his club and tells you to move along.

Then O’Lacy recognized her as one of Shutzey’s whores, and he turned away in disgust. “Get on,” he muttered, “get on.”

She continued toward her home. It was nothing to have a cop tell you to get on; and if you were pulled into court, Shutzey took care of it. Shutzey had given her some money tonight, only she had lost it.

It was difficult to decide which house was the right one. There were so many houses, and each one of them looked like the other, brown houses frilled all over with snow; to make sure, she counted from the end of the block, and then she went in.

It was a nice house, small and very warm inside. Not many whores at all were fortunate enough to live in a house of this sort; her landlady allowed it because she had children. You can be quite certain that even a whore won’t take men into a house with children.

The key to her door wouldn’t go into the lock. Time and more time went past while she fumbled about the lock. Then, at last, the door opened, and she went in. As soon as she entered the house, she was aware of the burnt smell. It led her to the kitchen. Peter was sleeping on the chair, his head dangling forward, and Sasha was curled up at his feet. But something was burning.

She went over to the stove, went back to the door, hesitated, looked at her hands. Something moved her to take the ring off her finger. That was a difficult task, her hands were so swollen and trembling. Then she put the ring back. Then she went to the stove, looked at the pot again. Then she stumbled into a chair.

“Geesus Christ,” she whispered.

Even the mere act of sitting down pained her. Her body seemed all out of shape, all twisted and broken.

“I’m tired,” she murmured. “I’m so damn tired.”

But she knew that Sasha couldn’t sleep on the floor and Peter in the chair. It was turning cold in the kitchen. She forced herself to rise and go over to them.

“Sasha—Peter.”

They yawned, stretched with their eyes tightly shut. Then they stumbled to their feet. She led them into the bedroom, and somehow managed to pull their clothes off. Wherever she touched them, their bodies yearned toward her. They were never quite awake, and when she drew the covers over them, they fell asleep almost instantly.

For a moment or two, she stood there, watching them; then she turned off the light and went out of the room. In her own room, she dropped onto the bed, sobbing quietly. But her eyes were dry, and the sobs that racked her chest came from deep down in her throat, hoarse, dry sobs.

She wanted to undress, turn off the light; she wanted to sleep, but now the children were in bed, she had no strength left. She could only lie on her back and stare straight up at the ceiling.

Why had Shutzey chosen her to go to the club? Why had her husband fallen into the river and drowned himself? Why did she have to go on and on?

She couldn’t take her own life. Lying there, she looked at the gas-jet, and considered how simple it would be. But she couldn’t do it. She wasn’t afraid; if she were afraid, she would have done it long ago; if she were afraid, she would have died at the club. But she wasn’t; she was strong, too strong. The hardest race is to the strong, to the powerful and beautiful, to the splendid man-things that are the greatest of all beasts. She didn’t think that, exactly, but she knew that it was beyond her power to take her own life. She would live and live, until her son became one of them, until he reached out with his own strong hands. Then she closed her eyes; she didn’t want to think any more.

She lapsed into a state that was neither sleep nor consciousness, rather a vague borderland, where, though she knew things, she was able to retreat into a certain numbness. She lay like that for a long time.

In all, her large beautiful body gathered strength. Hurt heals, and then hurt passes away. As much as it would be hurt again, it would still heal.

The children slept; if she thought of anything, she thought of how the children had appeared when she came into the room, Peter on his chair and Sasha curled at his feet.


JESSICA laughed, because she had won from the beginning. Shutzey was a brute, but he was her brute. He was as much hers as any of his whores were his; body and soul, it would be, if Shutzey had a soul.

She was all alone in her room. Alice was a fool, because Alice had thrown herself away. What was the point in getting married? If your man went down, he dragged you down with him; and if he went up, he certainly couldn’t stay up forever. A clever woman knew how to hold on going up, and leave go on the way down. And Marion with her priest was no better. A priest was straw and wax. Unconsciously, when she thought of the priest, she pressed her hands to her own body. Warm flesh needed warm flesh.

When she came into the house, her father looked at her, as if she were all he had to hold onto. Her mother put her arms around Jessica and kissed her.

“Jessie,” she whispered—“Jessie, dear.”

Well, her mother was right, her father, too. She would make their fortunes. She would give them whatever they wanted, and still have more for herself. She would learn to play with dolls, strong dolls that fought with you.

While she undressed, she admired herself in the mirror. She was beautiful; she didn’t need men to tell her that she was beautiful. She followed her motions as her body came into view. Someday, Shutzey would have that. She knew better than to imagine that you could stand off a man like Shutzey forever. But Shutzey would not be the only one, nor would it ever be his to claim. There would be other men, better men than Shutzey, who was only a brute, withal a powerful one.

She bent and stepped in front of the mirror, saw years ahead when she would admire her beauty in the same way, when men would admire it and come crawling on their knees to her.

She looked at herself, laughing, because she had no doubts. She threw herself on the bed, stretched her body taut, and admired it. Then she lay on her stomach, put her chin on her palms, and smiled.


MEYER went back to bed, but he couldn’t get warm. He kept moving from place to place, stretching out his feet and then pulling them back. When his wife moved over toward him, to warm him with her body, she felt the chill in his.

“Meyer, you’re cold,” she said. “I’ll go and get another blanket.”

“I’m not cold.”

“You’re cold. Let me get another blanket?”

“Don’t I know myself if I’m cold or hot? Should I tell you I’m cold if I’m not cold? My God, leave me alone and let me sleep!”

“All right, Meyer. Don’t excite yourself.”

But she was thinking that he shouldn’t have gotten out of bed to call after Alice. The draft might have given him a cold already, and he was in no mood to be sick. Now he was brooding on it, brooding over the money.

“Meyer?” she whispered.

“Yeah?”

“You shouldn’t worry.”

“Well—who’s worrying? Is it you or me who is worrying? Why don’t you let me sleep?

“All right, Meyer, sleep.”

Then there was silence for a few minutes; then Meyer moved closer to her and pushed back the covers. “I can’t,” he muttered. “I think how she ran off in the night with that drunken goy. God only knows where she is now. Of me, she doesn’t think—but in the middle of the night she runs away with that Danny.”

“She told us, Meyer,” his wife said gently.

“Yeah—”

“She’ll come back. You’ll see, Meyer. What did she do after all that was so terrible? So long as she’s happy, it’s enough, yes—?”

“She’s no daughter of mine.”

“Meyer, you’re talking crazy.”

“She’s no daughter of mine,” he repeated. “She’s out of my life. Do you understand? I’m through with her, all finished with her. Now let me sleep.”

“Meyer?”

“I say let me sleep! My God, am I going to have no peace all through the night?”

“Meyer—he ain’t a bad boy.”

“Don’t talk about it!”

“All right.”

“Go to sleep!”

“I’m sleeping, Meyer.”

He groaned, turned away from her.


YOU MAY SAY that because this is a fable, all things begin and end in the cul-de-sac. But the point is this: that this evening is none so different from any other. If the people pass like shadows, you may rest assured that there will be more like them—so like them—in this same Apple Place. A folk-tale grows in that way; although it may be that this one came because the poet died. You see, until he died, nobody knew that he was a poet. But after he died, they read his diary; that’s romance.

But I go ahead in telling the story. It is still night, or rather the early hours of the morning; the snow has stopped, and the good citizens sleep. Any person who walks the street now is open to suspicion. He has done something; he has become a part of the great mystery of night, which always has been and always will be the greatest of all mysteries. He may have murder or pain or happiness. on his soul, or he may have a great weariness; but rest assured that he has one of them.

Any sound is more than a sound at this hour; if it is only a whisper, it lingers on in the cold, cracking air; if it is a thunderbolt, it blasts terror into every person who hears it.


THE MUSIC MASTER stood at the door of Anna’s room, watching her dress and pack. The door was open about six inches; he stood in the darkness of the hallway, watching her, dumb and silent, wondering how one person could so hurt another who loved her.

At the moment, he was entirely apathetic, numb, merely a receptacle for impressions. He might have been watching a cheap movie for all the emotion it aroused in him other than a dull gnawing wonder.

She was leaving him; she was going to steal away and leave him, because now his usefulness was over. That was why she had spoken to him the way she had. She would go with the poet, probably. Now he remembered how often she visited the poet, took him things to eat, and returned sometimes with some of his books. But he hadn’t ever remotely suspected; the poet was sick, that’s all.

He watched her until she was dressed and packed; then he dropped his head and walked back to his piano. He sat down on the stool, and caressed the keys lovingly. His fingers fell into the accustomed motions; he struck a few chords, and then he began to play, slowly, without thinking of what he was playing. And as he played, his face contorted, as shade after shade of agony and pain passed across it.

“Claus—” he said.

Then the pain went into his fingers, and it was only with a great effort that he continued to play.

“Claus—”

Music was the only thing now. He played on frantically, as if something were speeding away from him and he was attempting to catch it. But while he played, his body was oddly stiff, and his head sank lower and lower.

“Go ahead, Anna,” he muttered.

Then he thought of the poet, and for the first time since he had seen her packing, he had a sensation of impotent rage.—That it should have been the poet, a weak, sickly slug, whose entire existence was a mockery of life. He did nothing, the poet; he had no reason for living. He lay in his room week after week, depending upon the food Anna brought him. He was rotten to the core, without strength, without beauty or purpose.

“Anna,” Claus whispered, “Anna, why did you do it? Why, my Anna? Couldn’t you see what he is? Couldn’t you tell what he wanted you for?”

Bringing his hands down with a crash, he leaned back, gasping for breath. His head was reeling. Then he became very, very calm. He rose and went to his desk; there he opened a drawer and took out a large army automatic, unwrapped it from its oily flannel covering, and hefted it in his hand. Then he laid it on the desk. Remember, now he was calm, dreadfully calm; still he did not know exactly what he would do with the gun. Perhaps he only thought of taking his own life.

He stood there staring at the gun as if mesmerized, until he heard the outside downstairs door open and close. Then he grabbed the gun and ran to the door. At the door, he hesitated, and he opened it slowly. He stood on top of a high stoop; a flight of brownstone, snow-covered steps led down to the street. It was no longer snowing, and the white street was bright with the reflected light of the lamp and the stars. Directly underneath him, the poet stood with his wife. They were beginning to walk down the street.

“Anna!” Claus shouted.

They stopped. It seemed to Claus that they stood there for hours, just stood there in the snow. Then, very slowly, they turned around. Claus could see the poet’s face clearly; it had a strange, knowing look upon it, a wise look,—and for some reason it appeared to Claus that the poet was laughing at him. Anna stared at him steadily. If Anna was laughing at him too—

“Where are you going?” he demanded, biting each word sharp and walking down the steps as he spoke. “Where are you going, my Anna? Why are you leaving me like this—without a word?”

Anna shook her head; she couldn’t speak; she simply shook her head and stared at him.

“She’s going with me,” Edwards answered. “You’d better put that gun away.”

“Anna—don’t you know?” Claus asked. “Don’t you know—Anna? You believe him?”

“She loves me,” Edwards said. “You can’t stop her now. You’ve hurt her enough. She loves me—and she’s going with me. You can’t stop us.”

But Claus seemed to hear nothing the poet said. He onlystared at Anna, steadily, and then again he asked her:

“Where are you going?”

“Come, Anna,” Edwards said.

He turned to go, taking her arm, but she stood where she was, staring at Claus, looking from his face to the gun he held in his hand.

“Anna.”

“Why?” Claus asked her.

“Come on, Anna,” Edwards said. “He won’t harm you. Don’t be afraid of the gun. Come, Anna. I tell you he’ll never harm you again.”

“Have I harmed you?” Claus wanted to know.

“Let me go,” she whispered.

“You want to go with him?” Claus said. “You want to go with him and leave me—”

“Yes.”

“I see—”

“I love him,” Anna blurted out suddenly. “Don’t you see that I love him? My God, what have I ever done to you? I love him—so let me go.”

“Yes.”

“Come, Anna.”

“Anna!”

She had half-turned away, but now she faced him again, and Claus saw that she was as beautiful as she had ever been in any of his dreams. He saw how her lips were parted, how her face was flushed from the cold. Even his presence could not take away the flush.

He loved her. Always, that would be the moving impulse in his life, that he had loved one thing with all his heart. But she couldn’t go away—not with him. She couldn’t.

His heart was bursting, his head swelling larger and larger. Inside of him, something was screaming, “No—no—no—no—”

But his head was all swollen and hot, and sharp flames were beating into his brain. In his hand, the gun was icycold.

“Anna!” he cried.

Then the gun was exploding. He hardly knew or understood how that was;—only he was standing there while the gun exploded in his hand. Four times it exploded, blasting away the silence of the night.

With the force of the first bullet, Anna was hurled back; the other three shots ground her into the snow. The poet stood paralyzed, his face a dreadful mask.

Claus took the gun in both his hands, stared at it, grinding his lower lip between his teeth, shook his head. Once, he cried: “Anna!”

Then he began to run. He ran on until he faded into the night.


THE BLAST of the gun shook the street to its foundations. The sound echoed and re-echoed, roared away finally into terrible and trembling silence.

John Edwards had seen the flame stab out of the gun. Men do not think at such a time; there are men of action, and they act, but men do not think. And John Edwards was not a man of action. He stood as if he were made of stone until Claus had disappeared into the night.

But he knew Anna was shot; that much he realized from the moment the gun smashed away the silence. The bullets were finding Anna, but further than that he could not reason.

Then—oh, so slowly—he turned to her. Anna lay in the snow, an arm bent beneath her, the other thrown out over her head. Her legs were twisted crookedly, and she lay without moving, her eyes wide open, seeming to stare up at the stars and the sky. Already, the snow on either side was stained with pink. Her coat was open, and underneath, on her gray suit, there was a dark, uneven blotch.

“Anna,” he said. He awoke then. Everything that had held itself in suspension until now suddenly crumbled, and he had a sensation of houses and streets falling away from him upon every side. His legs were weak, so weak that they could barely support him, and he was trembling with cold.

“Anna,” he said.

He went down on his knees beside her, put his hands against her face.

“Anna—Anna.”

Then he realized that she had been shot, realized it as a concrete fact that was no longer part of an evil dream. You had to realize a thing like that; you had to adjust your mind to it; you had to grasp the facts. Her husband had shot her.

Frantically, he tore open her clothes. There were two jagged wounds in her breast, hardly an inch from each other. He wiped the blood off, saw that there was hardly any blood coming out now. Then he tried to feel her heart, but even as he touched her he could sense the chill of her skin.

“Anna,” he begged her, “Anna—”

Then he looked at her face, at the wide, staring eyes. He tried to remember what he knew of death. In his mind, fear, horror, and sorrow made a confusing jumble. When a person’s eyes remained open—then it was death. Wasn’t it? Who was he talking to?

Anna wasn’t dead. “No,” he said, “you’re not.”

The blood was on his fingers. He looked at his hands, and then he tried to think. What did he want to think of? Something? Certainly there was something to think of, but how could he think when he was able to put nothing straight in his own mind?

She was dead. When the overwhelming realization came to him, he started back from her, shook his head. How could he know so certainly? Yet he knew. There was no use trying to do anything now—no use at all. Because she was dead. He nodded his head, his mouth trembling.

“Anna?”

It was foolish, even, to speak to her, since you couldn’t speak to a person who was already dead.

Then he attempted to recall what had happened? Why did he want to lie down and sleep? It was out of all reason to want to sleep now, but he was tired. Something had happened. There was a certain sequence of events that had broken all the silence and beauty of the night. His mind forced him to remember, how he had looked for his watch, how Claus had stopped them, how Anna was afraid, and how Claus had finally shot her. Then Claus ran away.

Why? He wondered why Claus had run away. Perhaps because he had been frightened.

His thoughts were racing back and forth now with wild, unrestrained madness. He thought of the watch. If only he hadn’t stopped to look for the watch; if only they had left quickly. Then Anna would be alive.

He looked at her, saw how her head was wet with snow and sinking into it. Then he lifted her head. It was very stiff, but he managed to put it in his lap; and he sat there like that, holding her head.

“Close your eyes, darling,” he said.

He recalled other times when she had held his head in the same fashion, and that made him want to smile. He knew that he wanted to smile, and when he smiled, he realized that he was crying. That was strange, he hadn’t cried in such a very long time.

They were still going away, he and Anna, because all this was crazy and impossible. Of course, it was impossible. They couldn’t be hurt in that fashion. Nothing had happened, and they were going away. In just a moment things would reassert themselves in their right and normal order.

So he looked at Anna, crying; he wondered why they were alone, when it was hours already since it had happened.

Hours—at least …

He drew the coat over Anna to hide her bare breast. It would keep the cold from her, too.

He was cold himself, but that didn’t matter; now he would sit for all time here with Anna, holding her head.

“You see, Anna,” he said, “I have to stop crying—I have to stop crying.”

Then, almost with a crash, it seemed, the street woke up; then there was sound all around him, voices and windows being thrown up. The night was full of the sound of running feet.


CLAUS ran wildly. The brightness of the night was deceiving; when he had gone a little way, the night swallowed him up: but to him it seemed that the night was light as day, that it was rising up on every side of him to grasp him. Once, he fell, and then he lost the gun; he didn’t stop to recover it. Instead he ran on until all his breath was gone.

He had covered four blocks before he leaned against a house, gasping and panting. Sober reason told him not to run; it was wrong to run. At this hour of the night, any running figure attracts attention. He had to walk; he had to walk slowly and reasonably, as if he had no more on his mind than the lateness of the hour—no more.

He walked on in that way. He walked and walked, growing wearier with each step. But he had to go on—he had to put more distance between himself and the woman he had killed.

Only slowly did he realize the fact that he had killed his wife. It was so hard to understand—because he loved her; even now he loved her. If his thoughts wandered back through his life, it was always to arrive at the same conclusion, that he had loved only Anna. Nobody else; in all the years he had lived there was nobody else. That was why he couldn’t believe that he had killed Anna.

The gun was gone. He kept looking at his hands, yet he knew that the gun was gone. And he didn’t remember dropping it. If there had been no gun—

No—it was still too clear, too vivid, the way the gun had exploded in his hand, the way the bullets had plucked at Anna and thrown her from her feet. Probably, all four shots had found their mark. He knew that he had shot four times, because in all his rage he had subconsciously counted the shots. Four of them.

He thought of Anna’s body, which he had held in his arms so many times. It was very thin and frail; a soft-nosed bullet from the heavy automatic would go in and tear its way right through. That meant Anna was dead. She was lying back there in the snow, and the poet would be telling the police that he had done it. They would call him mad. Everyone would call him a madman. They would call him a bloodthirsty Hun; they would call him a murderer and a beast. But most of all, they would call him mad.

“But I’m not mad,” he whispered. “I’m not mad—I’m not. I’m sane. I killed her. But I loved her. Won’t any of them understand why I killed her?”

Fear drove him on. He ran and he walked; sometimes he rested, leaning against houses. He knew that he had to get far away, that he would never be able to return; he knew that he had to find a place to hide.

He saw a policeman. Very suddenly, the blue figure emerged from the haze of the night, walking slowly and swinging a long stick. Claus knew it would be a test; if the officer stopped him, it would be all over; if the officer asked him a question, it would be over. Now anything would break him; he had to be calm; he had to live: it was terribly strong in him now, that desire to live.

Fumbling in his pocket for a cigarette, he found one, put it in his mouth, and stopped the policeman.

“Got a match?”

The officer looked at the long, gaunt figure; then he nodded. He felt in his coat, struck a match, and held it to Claus’ cigarette. He couldn’t fail to notice how the cigarette trembled.

“Yer cold, ain’t yu?” the officer said.

“Yeah—cold.”

“Lookin’ for a place tu sleep?”

“Yeah—I mean no. I’m going home now. I’m late.”

“Yeah, it’s late.”

“Thanks.”

“O.K.”

Claus walked on, but he couldn’t keep himself from looking after the officer,’ Hadn’t the man noticed anything—or were they all so stupid? If they were, they would never find him. Now he turned up the collar of his jacket and pulled it close. He was cold now.

He walked along slowly, because he was very tired. If he had to walk this way all night, his body would break down. He was all torn and trembling; indeed, it seemed to him that the ends of all the nerves in his body tingled separately. Then he thought of the subway.

It didn’t matter which direction he went in now. As soon as he saw a subway entrance, he went down the steps, paid his fare and stood on the platform. At that hour of the night, or the morning, for it was the morning already, trains did not run frequently. He stood on the long platform alone; there was neither movement nor sound, only the steel supports, the platform and the shining tracks.

Like a caged beast, he paced up and down, twisting his bird-like head. Why didn’t a train come? Wasn’t it possible that they could trace him right here to the subway? Why was it so silent? Did trains run now? Why was no one else on the platform? The platform was like a tomb, the whole subway was. Then it might be a deserted road, he thought; yet he was unable to forget the man in the change-booth. Could he be a ghost? Was the whole world peopled with ghosts, set there only to plague him?

He knew that such thoughts were wild and unreasonable. It was deep in the night, and that was why the train did not come, and that was all. There was no other explanation.

So he sat down on a bench and waited. He started to smoke a cigarette, and then he saw the No Smoking sign. It didn’t pay. The station agent might be suspicious. Then he realized how thin his nerves were, how he was trembling. If he didn’t stop, he would betray his guilt to every person he met. And it wasn’t so cold down here—not enough to make him tremble.

“Take a grip on yourself, Claus,” he said to himself. “You murdered your wife—but you have to live.”

Thinking of Anna, he knew that now it would be the way it was before he met her; only worse. Now he would have an image of Anna in front of him always; he would think of how she was for all the time he had had her: he would think of her at the different times of the day, Anna in the morning, Anna coming to him while he sat at the piano, Anna at night, letting down her hair, Anna walking from one room into the next.

Sometimes, even, he would remember that he had murdered her.

Then he leaned over and put his face in his hands.

His bird-like face was as lean and hard and leathery as Anna’s had been soft; Anna’s skin was like silk. But if he continued to think of Anna, he would go mad. He wasn’t mad now. Regardless of what others said and thought, he was not mad. Only, he had to stop thinking of Anna. Anna was gone. He couldn’t bring her back by thinking of her.

While he sat there, it seemed to him that the lights were alternately fading and growing brighter; it gave an impression of night creeping into the subway station. Perhaps the night was flooding in there, drifting into himself. Night and death were the same thing, grim hooded masters whom you served, whether you willed it or not.

He tried to laugh at himself, and his laugh sounded weak and hollow. Probably, his glasses were clouded; so he removed them, peered at them, turned them over and over, and then began to wipe them studiously. He looked like a long secretary-bird, bent over the bench, nodding his head. When he replaced his glasses, the lights were no longer fading. Naturally, it had been no more than an illusion; he was nervous and unstrung, and it was no wonder that he was subject to strange ideas.

Then his hands were cold. He clapped them together, rubbed them and breathed on them, and then bent the fingers, one by one. He watched the play of his fingers, the subtle beauties in the tendons and muscles, the cleverness with which they moved; and watching them, he recalled how Anna used to hold up a hand against his, to show him how small hers was in comparison. They would always laugh over that.

What would he say to her? Wasn’t there something he would always say to her at those time? Yes, he would say:

“My Anna—you are a child with a beautiful woman’s face. That is all you are, my Anna.”

He always said the same thing to her. Why not? He was a man growing old, and set in his ways.

The train was coming. Now his ears were unnaturally keen, and he heard the train when it was no more than a distant mutter. Everything seemed to depend on the train. When he stepped into the train, all his worries would be over, all his doubts and fears. No more shadows would plague him. He would be able to step into the train and leave his crime behind him. He would be free of thoughts of Anna.

Smiling, he nodded; best that Anna should not enter his mind again. Had he told her once that he would go mad without her? But he was not going mad. He didn’t need her; in himself, he was great and strong. He did not even have to think of her, if he did not wish to.

He would be safe when he was in the train. Then he would go away. If only he had the piano. He needed the piano—

The train was almost in sight now. Whenever he played and Anna was there, she simply stared. Sometimes the music would change the expression upon her face; but she never understood. It was the same way when he told her about the war—about the old country. She stared, but she never understood. Probably, when she went with the poet, she went in the same way, believing, but not understanding—

The noise died away. There was no train. Silence settled over the station, the same deep, terrible silence that made the tumult inside of himself so unbearable. But what of the noise he had heard? Where was the train? What had become of it? Was he really mad?

He sprang to his feet, stared about him wildly, and then he saw the train come around the bend, roaring, drowning out his thoughts with its noise. Of course, it was there, and he had heard it all the time.

He was weak and sweating when he stumbled into the train. He sat down in a corner seat, leaned back, and mopped his brow with a handkerchief. He was going to put the handkerchief away when he saw that it had blood on it. It fell from his hand, and he watched it dumbly as it fluttered to the floor of the car.

Glancing about him quickly, he saw that the car was empty; nobody had seen him. Quickly, he bent down, grasped the handkerchief, and crumpled it up in his hand. Then, stealing glances at it through his fingers, he tried to decide how blood had gotten onto it; then he remembered that he had had a nosebleed. He put it away and laughed. What a fool he was becoming, afraid of his own shadow! He was safe—he was even safe from his own thoughts here in the train.

At the next station, one person entered the car, a mulatto woman whose face was powdered to a death’s shade of gray, and whose lips were heavily rouged. She sat down opposite him, crossed her legs, and stared. As the train started again, she smiled.

He turned his eyes away, closed them, and then opened them again; she was still staring at him and, smiling. Then she nodded at him.

What did she want with him, when Anna—

“Anna’s dead,” he muttered.

The mulatto continued to smile and nod. At the next station, he sprang to his feet and ran out. When the train pulled away, he was alone on a subway platform once more.

Dazedly, he found his way to a bench, and dropped down on it. He put his head in his hands, pressed his glasses into his face.

“Anna,” he whispered.

“I didn’t want to,” he went on, “but I had to. I loved you, my Anna. Now you could go; now I’d let you go—but I wouldn’t even speak; I wouldn’t try to stop you. Only I loved you so much. How much you won’t know. It is not in you, with your small simple mind to understand how much I loved you. I would do anything in the world for you. I would come to you on my knees and ask your forgiveness. I would do that, my Anna. Believe me—that I would do anything in the world, only to have you forgive me—”

He shook his bird-like head from side to side.


EDWARDS was conscious of rushing feet, of a world and a street coming together. Where there had been silence, a babble of hungry voices filled the air; and it seemed to him that a thousand hungry hands were plucking at him …

The boy had picked himself out of the snow, brushed it from him. He stood erect in a world of cold and beauty; and in him there was a great wonder, for when he came out of Shutzey’s house he had been sick and disgusted with himself. Now something had happened; it happened just before his father struck him.

There was no hate in Thomas O’Lacy because his father had struck him. The pain of the blow, which he still felt, was still good. He rubbed his face.

But his father would have to understand; he would have to understand what had happened to him then, and he would have to know that they were both on the same footing now, both together.

He knew now that he couldn’t boast about what had happened in Shutzey’s house; and he wondered how he could explain that to his father. But however he explained it, he would come to his father as man to man.

He walked away; he was some distance from the street when he heard the shots; but he was deep in the splendor of his own thoughts, and he walked on.

It woke Meyer. Tossing restlessly, dreaming, the slightest sound would have wakened him. As it was, the shots blasted into his slumber, and brought him abruptly awake. He sat up.

He sat up afraid and anxious, wondering what had drawn him out of his sleep. At first, it might have been any night, and then he remembered what had happened. Alice had gone away—but what was the use of thinking now? “Go back to sleep, Meyer,” he told himself. But still he was puzzled, thinking that he had heard shooting.

Was there a sound outside in the hall? He bent forward and listening, cupping a hand around his ear; then he sighed wearily. Nothing—yet it still seemed that somewhere, outside perhaps, a confused murmur was making itself up.

The night, the shadows, and the mystery weighed on him like the presence of near death. He was cold and afraid, old. He moved over against his wife, and then he touched her shoulder. Bessie sat up, rubbing her eyes.

“What’s the matter?” she asked him.

“I thought I heard something.”

“You’re imagining things,” she told him. “Go back to sleep, Meyer. You have to get up and open the store. So go back to sleep now.”

“Yeah—but I heard something. I thought maybe someone was in the store.”

“Nobody’s in the store.”

“All right.”

He attempted to compose himself for sleep, but it was useless. The moment he closed his eyes, countless pictures flooded into his brain, large distorted pictures that turned him into a very small man, such a small man. He shivered and trembled with his own smallness.

“Bessie,” he moaned desperately, “I’m afraid.”

She put out her hand and closed it over his, understanding something of his fear. Poor small man—he was beaten finally. What use is it for a small man to struggle, when he has to give up in the end? Nothing was left, no money, no children, just the two of them alone in bed, realizing that their lifelong dream had burst like a swollen bubble. Money—after all, say what you will, money is the breath of life; but now he had nothing.

“Poor Meyer,” she thought, “you’ve lost yourself.”

“Bessie, I’m afraid,” he whispered.

“I know—I know, Meyer, but it’s nothing. There’s nothing to be afraid of.”

“Yeah—I’m afraid of everything. Soon, I’ll die, Bessie. I’m an old man—”

“Nothing to be afraid of, Meyer. Soon, it’ll be morning, and in the morning, you’ll feel better …”

The poker game, up in the regular club, went on. Kraus had dropped out, but Mickey the louse had taken his place. Now Shutzey was winning; he had been winning for a half-hour already, steadily, deal after deal, and it occurred to him that never before had he known such good luck in cards. It seemed that the cards were enchanted. He played blind, but if there were kings on top, it always turned out that there was a king under. If someone else had a pair of kings, and he had an ace up, he knew that when he turned over, there’d be an ace under. Luck like that doesn’t come often, and Shutzey bet high. The others bet high, too; they knew that Shutzey’s luck couldn’t last forever.

“Yer a sonovabitch,” said Mickey the louse. “I never knew a guy what had a run like that.”

“Put up, put up,” Timy said. “Maybe you guys oughta get clinched, like Danny.”

“Aces,” Shutzey said. “Look.”

“Yer a sonovabitch.”

“Danny’s all right,” Shutzey nodded. “Danny’s a good kid—a damn good kid. You ain’t got no leg to stand on without Danny, Timy.”

“Yeah?”

“Sure. You ain’t no lawyer.”

“When I’m a supreme court judge, Shutzey, I’ll pull you outta stock with a dozen of your whores.”

“O.K., Timy.”

Then they heard the shots. In that silent night, they were heard much further than Kraus’ place; in the club they were clear and sharp.

“Wot the hell—”

“Someone shootin’ up.”

“Deal out.”

“Who the hell’s shootin’?”

“Over on the Place.”

“Yeah.”

“Deal out.”

“We oughta see.”

“It ain’t none uv yer business.”

“I’m going—”

“Comin’, Timy?”

“Yeah—the game’ll wait.”

It was almost in front of Mary White’s house that Anna was shot, but the noise hardly penetrated into her lethargy. She stirred, moaned once or twice, and then lay still.

But it woke Peter and Sasha. Peter stirred, opened his eyes once, and then closed them tight; he attempted to think of the dream he had been torn out of, drove his fists into his eyes, and wondered whether there had been shooting in the dream or not.

He was in bed, but he couldn’t remember going to bed. Also, he was vaguely disturbed; he didn’t remember his mother coming home.

He wanted to see whether his mother was home, yet his bed was so warm and comfortable that he hated to stir. On the other side of the room, someone was moving; that meant Sasha was awake, too. He peered across the room, tried to make out her form, but found it impossible because of the darkness. It was funny to be in a place so dark that you might just as well be blind. The idea fascinated him, and he held his hand up before his face; nothing there, nothing at all. The he commenced to feel afraid; he was hardly awake.

“Sasha?” he whispered.

“You awake, Pede?”

“Yeah—bud I can’t see my hand. Maybe I’m blind.”

“Me, too.”

“Yu think yer blind, Sasha?”

“I dunno.”

“I god my hand ride in fronta my face. I can’t see nothin’.”

“You scared, Pede?”

“A liddle.”

“What are you goin’ to do?”

Peter slipped out of bed and felt his way over to Sasha. Hearing him coming, she reached out a warm, small hand, and Peter found it. For a moment he held it; then, feeling cold, he crawled in beside her, head first. Under the covers, he twisted around, so that they were face to face. Sasha clasped her arms around him, and they snuggled close to one another. Sasha was drowsy with sleep; mechanically, she kissed Peter. Then she was dozing off, when Peter said:

“Sasha—”

“Yeah?”

“I’ll marry yu, if yu want me tu. I’m scared, Sasha.”

“Mmmm,” Sasha whispered. She held him tighter.

Peter was falling asleep again. He had a picture of himself seated at a piano. Sasha was watching him, nodding and smiling.

Jessica had not yet fallen asleep. After the shots, she opened the window and looked out. People and excitement, but it was too far away for her to make out what had happened. Shutzey carried a gun. She had felt it pressing into her breast when he put his arms around her. Suppose he had been shooting; suppose he were lying there now, with a bullet somewhere inside of him.

She went to bed, thinking that the end of Shutzey would come in some way similar to that, if it were not Shutzey already. She didn’t care a great deal, because of the others that were to come after Shutzey. Shutzey was a brute; undoubtedly, he would die like a brute.

She lay there thinking and wondering, wondering mostly about the sudden death that had come to the street, and wondering why it affected her not at all. Were men born to battle and die? And if two men were to fight over her, fight like two wild beasts and to the death? The idea thrilled her, made her tremble with eagerness for something she couldn’t understand. What did she want?

Then, impulsively, she began to cry. She couldn’t stop herself. For a long time, she lay there crying, until finally she slept.

Three or four of the girls had been working late, and now they had a drink with Minnie the storage vault. Minnie was telling them the story of Mary White and the stag, and they listened in silence. Minnie made a story dramatic when she told it; she used her hands and her face and her body, and in that way she left nothing to the imagination.

The house was very quiet now. No men were left, and the rest of the girls had either gone home or to sleep. They were sitting in the kitchen, where Lonnie the mouse was mixing drinks.

“Not me,” Janey said. “Not me. Geesus Christ, you don’t have no insides after a night like that.”

“Yer a lot of little pikers,” Minnie told them. “None of the girls nowdays can take it. I remember when Orchard and Allen were the streets—”

“Wanna drink, Minnie?”

“No. I had enough. I’m gettin’ old.”

“Oh, I’m sick of this lousy racket. I wanna get married.”

“You won’t never get married. You’ll stay in this until you croak.”

“Maybe I won’t,” Lonnie said. “I’ll marry the first guy asks me, even if he got a wooden leg.”

“They won’t nobody ask you.”

“The first guy asked me,” said Janey, “I was sap enough to believe. So he knocks me up, an’ then tells me he’s going to join the army. So I say, What do I do? So he says, Awright, I’ll marry yu. Then he goes down to the camp, an’ I come down there after him. It took my last five bucks, an’ when I get there, I don’t have a cent in the world. What d’yu want? he tells me. So I ask him to marry me, an’ he tells me to go to hell. So what am I to do? I hang around the camp for maybe two or three days, an’ I’m hungry as hell. Yu can’t starve, an’ there was all these men with plenty of dough to get rid of. Geesus, I never knew there were so many men until I got down there. So I took some money from a nice kid, an’ I figured it didn’t make no difference, on account of I was knocked up anyway. You know how one thing leads to another. I kept it up because I hadda eat, an’ kept on askin’ him to marry me. So one day he gets wind of it, an’ he fixes things with some of his friends. Then they get me all together, give me the works, an’ he keeps hittin’ me an’ …

“What happened to him?” Minnie asked her.

“He was killed. I see his name in the paper one day, an’ sure as hell I sit down and cry like a baby. Now wouldn’t that give you something to laugh at? There’s that no good sonovabitch gettin’ what he deserved, an’ I’m sap enough to sit down and cry. But you don’t hate men—”

“They ain’t worth it.”

“I still think about him. He wasn’t no good, but he was handsome as hell—one of these big dark men, like Shutzey.”

“Yeah—but you got over it.”

“Did I? I ain’t no good for nothing now. I oughta pray that he rots in hell, but I don’t.”

Then they heard the shots. They ran to the front, peered through windows. Then, when they saw other people running, they ran too, oblivious to the cold, living because someone else had died.

Marion and the priest heard the shots after they left the mission, hurried on; they came into the Place and moved toward the crowd.

The priest knew it was death. Death came like that, part of the night, a cold, mysterious stranger.


WHAT did noise and people mean to John Edwards now? The fire in him, the mighty surging desire for life was gone. Nothing was left. All the will and energy that had transformed him into another person had been swept away with the life of Anna. He sat in the snow knowing no more than that the woman he loved was dead.

It was all over; in this way, things end and desires go. He sat there hardly even noticing his own coughing, the thin trickle of blood that came from his half-open mouth, ran down his chin and onto his coat.

He couldn’t understand. Broken as he was, he could comprehend only the question: Why and why and why? For what reason? For what justice?

Was there no more truth in life than this? Was his brief worship of life all a lie? Was this the answer to everything, the ultimate and single answer?

A thousand thousand questions filled his mind, so many questions that all order was lost. Only the why remained; the demand for reason.


THE TWO were alone on the street, while the echoes of the gun still seemed to roll and tremble in the night. It was late, lonely; a cold wind blew through a dead city.

Then life came. Windows flew up, and a thousand voices all spoke at once. Life came from everywhere, from deep in the depths of the cul-de-sac, from the houses that lined it, from the avenue.

Men and women were talking, asking, wondering; a woman screamed, and a cat ran yowling through the snow. Footsteps crunched from every direction.

People came from nowhere. One moment the street was empty, and the next men and women were running. They pounded down the snow, kicked it, trampled it; they pushed at one another, growled, shouldered each other aside; and every moment the crowd grew larger. They all came, men with overcoats thrown over pajamas and boots drawn hastily on, honest men and dishonest men, men whose business it was to be awake at that hour, and men who had no business awake at that hour, gamblers, whores, and pimps, cheap ward politicians and storekeepers, workingmen and their wives; they pushed and crowded and cursed:—and all of them were living because of death.

“Get away.”

“Cut it out!”

“Giver some air! Geesus, why don’t yu giver some air? Get away!”

“What happened?”

“Ahdunno.”

“Someone got the curtains.”

“Hell, yes.”

“Didyu hear the guns? Sounded like an army.”

“It ain’t safe to bring up a wife an’ kids in this lousy neighborhood. I’m sleepin’ an’ my wife wakes up screamin’. Jus’ like that—screamin’ ’at the kids are murdered. Who is it?”

“Who is it?”

“Who is it?”

“Who is it?”

“They say it’s a woman.”

“Get back in the house!”

“Woman, y’say?”

“There’s Timy Dolan. Hey, Timy!”

“Where’s O’Lacy. Just like a cop. Geesus Christ, I never seen it tu fail. When yu wanna cop, there ain’t one around. But when yu go along mindin’ yer own business, there’s always one on yu tail.”

“Hell, yes.”

“Hell, yes.”

“Hey, Timy! What happened?”

“Get tu hell offana my feet.”

“Don’t talk tu me like that.”

“Who yu callin’ a whore?”

“Awright, awright.”

“Well—get back, get back! Whatdyu wanna do, eat it? Ain’t yu never seen a spot of blood before?”

“Call an ambulance!”

“Yeah.”

“They called one.”

“Hell, no.”

“Now wouldn’t that get yu? Nobody ever thinks of callin’ a wagon. Whatdyu wanna tu do, bleed to death?”

“It’s a woman, ain’t it?”

“What happened?”

“Who’s ’at guy holdin’ her head. What happened, bud? Hey, bud, yu deaf an’ dumb? Wotthehell happened?”

“G’wan, yu’ll crush ’em.”

“Call an ambulance.”

“Aw, take it easy, take it easy.”

“Is she hurt, bud?”

“Lemme get a look at ’er. I had a brother shot.”

“I had plenty of slugs in me in the war. Lemme get in there.”

“Take it easy.”

“Here’s the cops.”

O’Lacy came pounding down the street, swinging his nightstick. “Now get away!” he yelled. “Get away or I’ll bend this a bit over your fat skulls. Now make a way there! Don’t you have any ears? Get away!”

He forced his way through the crowd, until he stood next to Anna and Edwards. Edwards hadn’t moved; he still sat there, holding Anna’s head in his lap; he seemed unaware of the crowd; he even seemed unaware of O’Lacy, when the nightstick touched him.

“What happened?” O’Lacy demanded.

“The guy’s deaf.”

“Who’s the woman?”

“It’s that crazy music teacher’s wife.”

“Where is he?”

“Shut up, shut up!” O’Lacy told them. Then he poked Edwards with his stick. “C’mon—get up. Let me look in there. What happened to the lady?”

Then, suddenly, the crowd was silent. The silence came of no single will, nor of any accord, but settled upon them suddenly like the pall of the night. The silence increased, grew like a living thing, until even O’Lacy felt reluctant to speak. If anyone spoke now, it was in a hushed whisper. Timy and Shutzey, standing behind the officer, stared with wide-open eyes; but they did not speak.

O’Lacy bent over Anna. He spread her coat, put his hand on her breast, and then shook his head. Then he turned his eyes to the poet. Edwards seemed to be staring at him.

“Mother of God,” O’Lacy whispered.

Very slowly, he touched Edwards’ face, touched one of his eyes, and then closed it. He closed the other.

“Mother of God,” he whispered again.

He rose to his feet slowly, brushing the snow from his trousers. Then he turned around and looked at the crowd. Then, with almost a gasp of thankfulness, he saw the priest.

“I know him,” Jack nodded. “His name’s Edwards. The girl’s the wife of the music teacher, you know, that old German. What’s the matter with him?”

O’Lacy shook his head. Then he turned to the crowd. “Get away,” he said, “now get away—all of you.”

“What’s wrong with him?” the priest demanded. “Edwards—Edwards!”

“He won’t be answering you,” O’Lacy muttered.

“Why not?”

“He’s dead.”

The priest felt Marion’s hand grow suddenly tight on his arm. He shook his head.

“Sure—they’re both dead,” O’Lacy told him.


AFTER Claus left the subway, his fear vanished. He was walking along a street that was gray with the approaching dawn. He was looking for something; when he came to a corner and saw Anna waiting for him, he knew that he was looking for her.

Now, he wasn’t mad, for he knew it wasn’t Anna. Anna was dead, and there are no ghosts. But all the same, he stopped and stared. He said:

“You’re not angry. You’re just wondering what became of me, my Anna?”

Then he saw that it was another woman entirely, and he smiled. He was glad that it was not Anna. But as he walked on, he saw Anna again and again; and each time, though he knew it wasn’t Anna, he was forced to speak; and each time he smiled with relief when he had passed the stranger.

The sky was already blue when he saw a policeman. He was surprised at the ease with which he spoke to the officer. “You see,” Claus said, “I killed my wife …”


THE DAWN was breaking. From the east, along the streets, flashes of the sun stabbed into the snow. Cold, beautiful light was all over the city. People were waking, dressing, living again after the night. Already, in Apple Place, it seemed that the happenings of the night were a part of a dream, things to be spoken of the way you speak of a legend, but things that had actually never happened.

Marion hadn’t slept. Now, walking with the man she loved, all of the night was a confused dream. She remembered going with the priest, with the bodies of the poet and the woman. She wouldn’t leave him. She remembered that they went to a police station, and the music master was there. He stared at her, but she didn’t think that he had seen her. Then they went back to the mission. Now they were going back to Apple Place.

She thought that after the night she could sense something of the life in the Place. Jack thought so too. It was a sprawling jumble of life, without meaning and without reason, men and women reaching and struggling, hating and loving and killing.

“But something is good,” she said. She was happy. Out of all these people, perhaps she was the only one; but she was happy.

“Something,” the priest agreed. “There must be something. But when we lose our faith in everything else, what are we to look for? We go on seeking and seeking—”

“Together, though,” Marion said.

“Always together.”

It seemed to Marion that they were walking on into the sunrise …


PART TWO

ALREADY the poet had become a legend. Whether he was a good poet or a bad poet—that did not matter, only that he was a poet, and that he had lived and died in Apple Place. And he had brought romance to Apple Place—that mattered too—so that never again were the brown house-fronts so drab, or the gutters so dirty, or the sidewalks so gray and expressionless. Apple Place became as old as the world—because it gained tradition.

Winter passed, and the snow melted. It ran through the gutters to the sewers, and for days there was slush ankle-deep. And then, the way it always comes in the city, spring appeared, a warm breath in a cold breeze. But the breeze was clean and pure for the little while it lasted…. And already the poet was tradition, and his death a folk-tale.

In Apple Place there was one solitary plane tree, fighting gallantly for existence in the one square yard of earth that was granted it from the cement. When the breath of spring came, some people noticed the small green buds on the tree; it was very pretty.

The snow was gone, and the wind blew. Now Shutzey hardly ever stood on the corner by Meyer’s store, picking his teeth.


A SIGN outside the house where the poet used to live said, “This property for sale or lease.” The sign had been there for two months, when one day in the early spring a moving van backed up to the door.

The men were there for over an hour, taking out the furniture, and when they were through the day had begun to wan, and the shadows in the street had already become long and cold, the way they do on a spring evening. The only thing the men really had difficulty with was the upright piano. It took a lot of struggling, and they had to attach ropes to it before they could take it down the brownstone stairs. They had to put casters of a sort under it, too. Then, bit by bit, they let it down.

“Ease up, Benny,” the man on the street called to the one on the steps as the piano rested. “Ease up.” He straightened and wiped his face. The wind was growing cold, and his wet shirt had commenced to chill him. Anyway, it was growing late; he thought of how nice it would be to go into Kraus’ saloon, just around the corner, have a beer or two, and then go home and change his clothes for a date.

He bent his shoulders, and the piano came away from the steps. Benny came down and helped him, and when they had the piano on the street, they both sat on the steps and lit cigarettes.

“Now ain’t that a helluva mess, Monk,” said Benny, pointing to the pile of furniture in the truck. “Where we gonna put the piana?”

“On the tail.”

“Now that reminds me, I gotta date.”

“Yeah—me, too.”

“Let’s get done.”

“Yeah.”

They rigged a slide to the tail of the truck, and then they both stood regarding the piano. It was a heavy, carved upright.

“I’ll get a rupture yet liftin’ this junk,” Monk remarked.

“Get down on it.”

They were putting their shoulders to the piano, when one of Shutzey’s girls came along the street. She was a little blond thing, with a big hat that spread over her shoulders, a print dress, and a half-length coat. Walking past, she slid her eyes at Monk, swayed her head, paused, and then went on. Monk stared, and Benny kicked him.

“C’mon—”

“Hey—sister!”

“Now waddyu wanna start that now?” Benny begged. “You got a date tonight, ain’t yu? So waddyu wanna—”

“Who yu callin’ sister?” she smiled.

“No offense.”

“Run along, sister.”

“Don’t mind that boob.”

“I ain’t mindin’ none uv you.”

“How’d yu like tu drink a pail of suds wid me—soon as I get this scow loaded on?”

“Maybe.”

“Yeah?”

A boy walking down the street stopped and looked at the piano. For him, the piano was all memories, a room with curious paper, a green carpet, and a tall man of whom he was terribly afraid. But now the man was gone. He would never be afraid of him again, and standing there in the long sunlight, the piano was shabby and drab. It was like a king dethroned—or more like the throne of a king dragged from the palace. The boy looked at it and smiled. Then he looked up at the windows of the house and made several faces. First, he rocked back and forth, grinning; but then the grin vanished, and he stole to the piano.

“C’mon, kid,” Benny told him, “run along.”

But Peter noticed the byplay between the men and the woman. It was all common enough to him, and without any complicated reasoning, he was assured that it would take up all of their time. What they were saying interested him not at all—if he heard it. It was enough that they were taken up with it.

He raised the board that covered the keys, touched them apprehensively, and then ran his fingers into a scale.

“Now ain’t that a card,” the girl said. “Lookit the little mick playin’.”


A SONG of spring,” O’Lacy thought, hearing the thin tinkle of the music. For a cop, for one who had pounded pavements many years, O’Lacy had a curious turn of mind and words; or perhaps it was a memory of a green land, where seasons were a bigger clock than here.

Walking down the street, he stopped at the tree. The place had only one tree, but that was more than most streets in the city had. O’Lacy looked at the buds; reaching up, he pinched one off, and ground it between his fingers. And he smiled, satisfied, at the green juice that oozed between his thumb and forefinger. Life ran out and onto him; life was in the air. All day long, the wind had blown from the south and the west, fair weather and spring on the wind; now it shifted to the north, and the air was biting, but spring on the wind anyhow.

Satisfied, immensely satisfied, O’Lacy swung his stick. When he came to the moving van, he was not even angry with the girl; he only said:

“Now move along, Annie. I’ll have none of that on my beat.”

“It’s a free country, ain’t it?” she demanded.

“Come on—an’ none of your talk.”

“Awright—but one of these days Shutzey’ll fix you, yu flatfoot!”

“Yeah?”

“G’wan an’ scram, sister,” Benny told her.

Monk sighed, and said to Peter: “C’mon, Padrooski, we gotta load the music-box.”

They began to haul the piano up the ramp, while Peter and the officer watched. O’Lacy felt rested and calm; he wanted to stand there for a while and talk to the men. It seemed to him a sign that now, with the coming of spring, they should take away the piano and the rest of the things.

“He was an evil man,” O’Lacy said.

“Yeah?”

“Who wus?”

“The music teacher who used that piano. He killed his wife.”

“Yeah?”

“I saw her when she wus dead,” Peter nodded. “I saw her layin’ in Swirsky’s funeral parlor. She looked just like real.”

“A lesson in evil,” O’Lacy said.

“That ain’t nothin’ fur a kid tu see,” Monk remarked.

“Ain’t yu got no place tu go, kid?” Benny demanded. He wanted to hear more about the music master who had killed his wife.

“He shot her in front of this house,” O’Lacy told them.

“Yeah?”

Now the piano was in the truck. They threw in the planks that had formed the ramp and twisted rope across the back of the truck. Peter wanted to hear more talk about the murder; O’Lacy wanted to moralize. But the men were in a hurry, and in a few moments the truck pulled away, leaving behind it the empty shell of the house.

“Now, run along,” O’Lacy said to the boy.


FROM behind the curtained window of Shutzey’s house, Mary White watched Peter go down the street—to where Sasha was waiting for him. Sasha was all in white, crisp, clean white, with a skirt that stood out almost at right angles from her slim thighs. Two braids of reddish-brown hair were down her back to her waist. When she moved—and all her movements were quick and birdlike—the braids serried the starched white of her dress, of the sweater that was drawn tightly over her chest. You see, white was a symbol to Mary, even connected in some mysterious—she thought that—manner with her name.

Sasha was pure; Peter was pure. Purity was like cold, clean snow in the winter, or like the breeze that blows from the south in the spring-time.

Standing by the window, she watched them. The sun was as low now as it could be in Apple Place, without losing itself behind the houses that blocked one end of the cul-de-sac, and the shadows it made were long and slanting, and the things it lit up were warm and ruddy. Sasha with the sun in her hair, and Peter explaining to her about the piano.

“Do yu know what dey do tu him?” Peter demanded.

It didn’t matter to Sasha what Peter said, so long as he was saying it. She regarded him with a wide mouth and wider eyes. Simply, there was nobody in the world like Peter.

“What?”

“Killim,” Peter told her. He nodded his head, and Sasha wondered whether she should cry.

“Oh—I’m sorry,” she whispered.

“Naw—dey gotta. He shod ’is wife, an’ dey gotta killim.”

“Why?”

“Yer a dope,” Peter decided.

“Yeah—I’m sorry.”

“Yu don’ know nothin’.”

“Yeah.”

She sat down on the stoop with her head bowed. There was no denying what Peter said, because everything he said was right and absolute. She would as soon think of denying God. Things might come and go; it oppressed her terribly to realize that she would never really be worthy of Peter.

Behind the curtains, across the street, Mary White thought only of purity. It had become an obsession with her, just as Shutzey had. She wanted to kill Shutzey; above all other things, she wanted to see Shutzey dead, not dead the way most people die, but all broken and smashed. She thought a lot of death, of how it solved things, of Claus’s wife in the arms of the poet. Sometimes it came like a silent stranger, and again like a beast. For a beast it would come like a beast.

“Watchin’ yer kids,” said Minnie the storage vault.

Whirling around, Mary glared for a moment, then crossed the room and threw herself into a chair. Lighting a cigarette, Minnie let it dangle from her lips, polishing her crimson nails against her bosom. Sometimes now, she Was afraid of Mary.

“Come outuv it,” she said.

“Mind your own business.”

“Sure yu love yer kids. But what yu goin’ tu feed ’em if Shutzey throws yu outta here? Yu ain’t no good no more.”

“Shutzey won’t dare—”

“Yu got him scared, huh?”

“He won’t throw me out?”

“How do I know? Why don’t yu snap outta yu hop. He don’t work yu too hard, an’ neither do I. So when a guy pays his buck-fifty, whadyu think he wants—a doormat?”

“I know—”

“Sure yer proud—so what?”

“I ain’t proud. Not any more.”

“If I give yu a guy a little later, make it lively fur him. I’ll let yu off early—but make it lively.” Her voice softened; when she wanted to, she could almost look motherly. “It ain’t no cinch,” she said.


THE HOUSE was stripped bare. As night fell, the wind blowing colder and colder, the house became gaunt and hollow as a ghost. Really, there was no place on the street for an empty house, and nobody would live there until the legend was much older. So the place was empty, and in the music room of the teacher, the wallpaper curled away from the plaster. Dust settled.

He thought of the room often, sitting in his cell, and his fingers ached for the piano. Far from the street, he thought of Anna, too, but more than Anna, he wanted a piano. It was a need for him, an actual and terrible hunger; his finger-nails plucked continually at his trousers.

First, as the days went by, it hadn’t been hard. When the commission came to examine him, his mind was full of doubts; but he answered all the questions they asked him, and he looked at them very steadily.

The man from Columbia College shook his head sadly. He was always a little sad when a man was found sane, since then he would have to die. And Claus, watching the gray beard nod, was terribly proud.

“I knew I was sane,” Claus said.

They all nodded, and then they went away.

“Tough luck, buddy,” the man across the corridor called. He had shot a cop, and he only had three days left. After the commission, Claus still, had eighteen days.

The man across the corridor said: “Maybe it ain’t no better tu spend yu time pluckin’ the walls uf a loony-bin. Me—I’ll get so stinkin’ drunk I won’t know nothin’. So whatuhell’s the difference, Dutch?”

“Yeah,” Claus said.

“Yu gotta die sometime.”

“Yeah.”

But eighteen days were left. On the morning of the third day, he saw the man across the corridor go out, only he wasn’t drunk.

“Whotuhell wants you, yu sonovabitch?” he said to the priest. Then he stared at Claus; then he walked away very slowly, and Claus went back to his bed, where he seated himself, putting his face in his hands. As much as he had hurt Anna, Anna would not have wanted him to die this way.

Eighteen days were fifteen, and then ten, and then day after day went by, some slow, some quick. Sometimes, at night, Anna came to him in his cell, and then Claus smiled to himself, because the men had said that he was sane. When Anna came, he would talk to her, until all along the corridor men were up and screaming:

“Yu Dutch bastard, shut yer hole!”

“Shut up!”

“Go tu hell, yu heinie louse!”

“Guard!”

“Close up that loony bastard!”

If he woke the Negro, fourth cell down, he thought, the colored man would chant, very softly:

“Swing low—sweet chariot—”

He liked that while he was talking to Anna, while he was saying to her: “If they let you judge, would you want me dead? I’m not afraid—but would you want me dead?”

She never answered him, and because deep down in his heart he realized that she was not there, perhaps he was not entirely mad.

“Anna,” he would say, “because I loved you—don’t you understand that? Him, I hated, but I didn’t kill him. Wouldn’t I have killed him? Only, I loved you, my Anna. My God, how I loved you!”

“Tu hell wid yer Anna!”

“In a den of beasts, my Anna, and then they will take me away and destroy me. I would have been great—”

Then, day by day, the time came closer. Sometimes, he was afraid, but not on the last day. By his reckoning, it was spring. From four in the afternoon to half past ten was six and a half hours; but time enough, he knew, if he had a piano, to let his fingers tell how a man had died. Outside, it was spring; his fingers would tell that, too.

He made a thing he would never play, a song no man would ever hear; and because he thought it was great, it began to be more terrible that he should die without playing it than that he should die at all. From Apple Place to the death house, all around two woefully lonely chords that a boy had struck on his piano.

Night crept into the corridor before there was night anywhere outside it. The man in the next cell, who would die with him, was cursing softly when the turnkey opened the door of Claus’ cell.

“Not now?” Claus said.

“No—not until ten-thirty. But ye can have what ye want tu eat. Anything ye want. I’ll take yer order.”

“I’m not—very hungry,” Claus said.

“Better eat. It’s a royal meal, if ye want it.”

“Gefullter gansehals—maybe.”

He shook his head regretfully. “Not any uf them furren dishes. A steak?”

“All right—a steak. But not onions. Onions make me feel sick after.”

Then Claus began to laugh. He laughed until his laughing turned to tears, and then he lay full length on the bed, trying to think of what he would have played, if he had a piano.

Then, from the next cell: “Hey, Dutch! Dutch!”

“Yeah?”

“Ain’ it funny as hell the way they wanna feed yu?”


NOPPIE fought Peter regularly. Sometimes he brought his gang with him, and sometimes he came alone. But he always came to fight. He walked low and close to the ground, and he was broad and heavy, a small beast made for battle; he came from four blocks down, a ginny street. He came because Peter had once invaded it with a mick gang, and he remembered Peter.

Sasha saw him coming now—Sasha whose world was Peter. Sasha was an illogical person. Peter couldn’t hold his own in a fight, but that reflected upon fighting, not upon Peter.

“Run!” she cried. She was up on the stoop already, but waiting for Peter. How could she take shelter without him?

“Watsamatter?” Then he saw Noppie, and all in an instant he recalled the numberless times Noppie had beaten him. For all that it had become an accepted thing to be beaten by Noppie, the memory of pain remained. It was by no means pleasant.

Two courses of action appeared instantly. He could join Sasha and get himself out of the way, behind the door of their apartment, or he could be beaten by Noppie. In fact, there was only one course, since it was entirely senseless to be beaten by Noppie. The Sasha destroyed everything.

“I know yu ain’ afraid, Pede,” she said.

So he turned around and waited for Noppie—because it had suddenly come to him that Sasha was the thing that mattered most in the world, not Noppie and not being beaten. He waited for Noppie, considering how terrible and splendid was his love for Sasha, taking her into his small heart the way he sometimes soaked up sunshine, luxuriating in it.

“C’mon, yu ginny,” he muttered, trembling.

“Mudderwhore,” Noppie answered, and then he waded joyfully in. It never took overlong to finish Peter.

“C’mon, c’mon,” Peter muttered. Even while he was fighting he continued to mutter, since it took his mind off the sting of the blows.

From the stoop, Sasha screamed: “Yu dirty ginny!” Then she ran into the darkness of the hall, to hide herself and weep, so that she would not have to bear the terrible pain of seeing Peter beaten. Then it only took moments for Noppie to finish. When Peter lay against the stoop, whimpering with pain, Noppie stopped kicking him.

“Yu mudder’s a whore—so yu ain’ wort shid,” he told Peter, as to explain his terminating the battle.

Peter roused himself; lifting himself out of his agony, he sat up. “Yer a liar,” he said feebly.

Noppie kicked him.

“Yer a liar!”

“G’wan—my brudder screweder,” Noppie laughed.

“Yu dirty liar.”

Noppie kicked him once more; then walked away.

Peter sat there with his head in his hands. How dark it had suddenly become outside, and how much colder! Even through his hurt he could feel the silken caress of the wind against his cheek. Good. But how could anything be good?

Sasha crept out of the hall. She went down the steps, and crouched by Peter, her arm about him.

“Poor Pede,” she said.

“Lemme alone.”

“I’m sorry fur yu, Pede.”

“Lemme alone.”

“Ain’t yu comin’ upstairs?”

“Geesus, lemme alone, will yu?”

“Awright.”

There was a moment or so of silence; then Peter said defiantly: “Yeah!”

Night fell, and he sat there with Sasha. All his life would now be marked as before this time and after it. He knew it; indeed, it seemed to him that he now knew numberless things he had never known before, for instance, that he loved Sasha. He was glad for her hand squeezing his arm.

“Come upstairs,” Sasha said.

“Awright.”

They went up step by step, holding tight to one another, both afraid of the dark walls that lined the staircase, both thinking that they would never let go of this hold.

Peter lit the gas.

“Turn it higher,” Sasha told him, shrinking back from the shadows that danced about the room. He was standing on a chair, reaching up for the jet, when his mother came into the room.

Mary White stopped and watched him; he didn’t know, because she had come in without any noise. Sasha was watching him too. Mary thought, “When all is said, there is nothing in life but the love of a woman for a man.” Just standing there, looking at the two of them under the light, she was as happy as it would ever be possible for her to be.

“Peter,” she whispered.

The children started, and Peter leaped off his chair. He came toward her, and then he stopped. He stood looking at her, and Sasha, watching him, knew that he. was trying not to cry.

“Peter,” Mary said, afraid suddenly.

He turned around sullenly. “Lemme alone,” he muttered.

She went over to him, came down on her knees, and put her arms around him, shaking her head from side to side. “Pede, Pede,” she crooned. “Who hurt you?”

“Nobody—”

“Tell me, Pede.”

“Lemme alone.”

Then, turning his face to her, she saw his eyes. “He knows,” she thought. “My God, he’s only a baby—but he knows already. Peter—what have I done to you?”

“Pede,” she said, very softly. “Won’t you kiss me, Pede?”

Then he hugged her, leaving himself go on her broad and wonderful breast. He would forget; he knew that he had to forget. But all the rest of his life would be from now, not from before it.


THE WIND blows—and night falls over the Place. The city pauses before the brief spurt that precedes sleep. And lights come, and a person on a tall roof sees glittering necklaces all over the city.

O’Lacy walks through the Place, a tall, bent figure, law in a place where the good and the bad mingle, yet hold apart eternally—good and bad to O’Lacy, for he knows.

Here is the pause—when only the aftermath of the legend is taking place. You know that the music master will die. He dies tonight. O’Lacy knows that, and he mulls over it as he walks along the street. Undoubtedly, such things are just. One takes a life, and in return one’s life is taken. That law, O’Lacy considers, is as eternal and unchanging as the day and the night. It holds things together.

He stops by the plane tree. The plane tree is the one thing in Apple Place that gives O’Lacy real pleasure. Especially at night, when the leaves are only faintly lit by the light of the street lamp. All through the spring and all through the summer he will watch it bud and grow.

He stops there, sighing and swinging his club, trying to catch the scent of the buds. Then he sees Meyer walking down the street, slowly, the way Meyer always walks now. Well, sorrow does that. Everyone knows what happened to Meyer, with his children, and while he is only a Jew, it is a great deal, even for a Jew.

“Good evening,” O’Lacy said.

Meyer nodded, and passed on. As he approached his store, his steps became slower and shorter. He dreaded coming back to the store. As a matter of fact, he always dreaded that. Aside from other things, it brought him to his wife, and now they were alone it seemed to him that he never had anything to say to her. What was there to say anyway, outside of talking about the weather and the few murder cases that figured in the papers?

That was because outside of his store there had never been any interest in his life, outside of his children. But what was the use of thinking about his children, when he always ended with the same thought, that they were dead? Not all of them; Jessica remained.

Sometimes he considered what would happen if Jessica went the way the others had gone, like Alice and Marion. Then his heart would go, and it would be all over. Thinking of Jessica, he smiled. It was almost the only thing that could make him smile, thoughts of Jessica, of his youngest and most beloved, of the apple of his eye and the beloved of his heart…. Outside the store, he saw Shutzey, lounging against the brick with the easy grace of a panther, picking his teeth delicately and deliberately.

It was the first time in almost a week. Between his teeth, Meyer whispered: “Swine.”

“Evenin’, Meyer,” Shutzey said graciously.

One of Meyer’s few pleasures, of late especially, was dreaming dreams about Shutzey. The dreams took many forms. In some of them, Meyer was a great powerful man, seven feet tall—that was to make things certain—who fought with Shutzey every day, and who beat him terribly every day. After the beating, Shutzey would cringe and grovel before Meyer, kiss his feet. In other dreams, Meyer saw Shutzey suffering dreadful diseases, alone and poverty-stricken, dying slowly and with great pain. And again Shutzey would be herded by policemen, herded to arrest that would end in a prison sentence of many years, Meyer looking on while the judge sentenced him. But these dreams always vanished before the reality of Shutzey, who took possession of the front of his store, displaying his girls just as if he, Shutzey, paid the rent.

Shutzey smiled at him and nodded, but Meyer would have noticed, had he observed keenly, that Shutzey appeared to be worried, that he was waiting for something.

Meyer went into the store. Jessica was behind the counter, and she too was thrilling with suppressed excitement; but for another reason. Marion was upstairs. After all the months, Marion had come back, and she was waiting for her father upstairs. To Jessica, that was drama—full, rich drama. Meyer would go up and he would see her. Then what would he do?

She could tell Meyer, but her sense of the nicety of these things prevented her from spoiling the situation. Yet if she told him, she would be in on some of it. She made her choice and kept silent.

Meyer smiled. “Jessie,” he said. It hurt him to see her behind the counter, but who else did he have? And she could be trusted. She wouldn’t fail him.

“Hello, pop.”

“I brought something for you.” He took a case out of his pocket, opened it, and showed her a little wrist-watch. It was full of stones, and it gleamed and sparkled in the light. But she had seen it the week before in Gerber’s pawn-shop window, marked down to four-fifty.

“It’s awful nice,” she said. She tried to be excited, to make Meyer think that she was excited. She never felt very deeply about Meyer. Sometimes, she thought she hated him. Other times, she was simply apathetic. But she couldn’t break away, not half so easily as the others had. Somehow, where her mother and father were concerned, she lacked the mental courage. There was security here for a person who was walking on ice, and she was.

Meyer’s smile crinkled all over his face. “Put it on,” he urged.

She buckled it onto her wrist, considering that it was not so different in appearance from the one Shutzey had given her. She had gone to Tiffany’s to price it, discovering that it had cost six hundred dollars.

“Thanks, darling.” She leaned over the counter and kissed him.

“Why should you thank me? Is it so much for a daughter like you?”

“It’s beautiful.”

Then he turned around, went up the stairs. He was feeling good, better than he had felt for a long time.

When he had gone, Shutzey opened the door and came in. Jessica had seen him outside, but she knew he would not come in until Meyer was gone. She had warned him about that. He entered with the graceful ease of a man whose every movement is controlled by a practiced muscle. He draped himself over the counter and pointed to a twenty-five cent cigar.

“The ten cent size used to do for you,” Jessica said, bringing out the box.

“I’m learnin’, honey.”

“Well, don’t throw your money away.”

“Say listen—can’t I smoke, what’s that?”

“A watch. The old man got it.”

“Yeah? Where’s mine?”

“I can’t wear it here. Ain’t you got no sense, Charley? I know what I’m doing.”

“Awright. But I don’t see no sense in me spending a roll to buy things fur you, when you don’t show ’em.”

“It’s a good investment, ain’t it?”

“Awright.”

“Now—how about tonight?”

Shutzey lit the cigar, then spread his hands wide on the counter, shaking his head. He puffed deeply, blowing clouds of smoke over her.

“I dunno.”

“You losing your nerve?”

“No—that ain’t it. But Timy won’t come in. He’s losing his nerve. Anyway, he’s mixed up in some political deal now, an’ he’s scared tu budge. I’m meeting Snookie at the house tonight. Timy won’t come in, but he won’t let us down if we get in a pinch. An’ if we get that truck tonight—but it ain’t no cinch.”

“Sure it ain’t,” Jessica said. “But if it works, it’ll mean a million dollars before the year’s out, won’t it?”

“Yeah—”

“You scared?”

“I don’t work with a rod. It’s a tough racket.”

“Snookie does.”

“Yeah.”

“All right. You’d better get out of here before the old man comes down.” She looked at him for a moment; then she took his hand and quickly pressed it to her lips. “See, Charley. Geesus Christ, take care of yourself. It’s you and me together. I’ll wait for you at your apartment tonight. Come back quick—I’ll be worried sick about you.”

“It’s awright.”

“Yeah—but now I’m afraid.”

“You just wait fur me. It’s awright.”

Then, when he had gone, she stood at the counter, staring straight in front of her. He had walked out like the big, certain animal he was, and she was afraid. But she shouldn’t have let him know.

“He’s nothing to me,” she thought. “He doesn’t mean a thing. He’s just a step. There’ll be a whole lot more steps before I’m through. A million dollars—”


WHEN Meyer came into the living-room and saw Marion, he stopped short, stared, and then put a hand to his head. He dropped it, fumbled with both his hands; then he took a deep breath.

“So you’re back,” he said. It was the first time he had seen her since she had married the priest.

“Yes, I came back,” she nodded.

He took several more deep breaths. At first, he was too surprised to feel anger, and then he hardly knew whether he should be angry or not. But the breathing helped him. Each time he filled his lungs, he had more control over himself and less control over his temper.

“You back,” he said. “You come back—after him. What did he do? Maybe he threw you out like a dog? Then you come back to me—”

“Meyer!”

His wife was there behind him, and he whirled to face her, glad for someone to share part of his rage with. But Bessie went past him to Marion, bent over her, and put an arm around her shoulders. “Meyer,” she said, “Meyer—can’t you see it’s your daughter?”

“You too,” Meyer roared, “you too!”

“Meyer—it don’t do no good to get excited like that. You’re frightening the child. Let her talk.”

“It’s all right, mother,” Marion assured her.

“It’s not all right!” Meyer yelled.

“Meyer, stop yelling.”

“I should stop yelling! That’s all that matters, that I should stop yelling. Nothing else matters. That my heart is bleeding—that don’t matter.”

“I’m sorry,” Marion said. “I’m sorry.”

Several times, Meyer gulped air. Then he dropped into a chair and stared at them. He shook his head, wiped his face with his hands, and then felt curiously empty and lost. As suddenly as his anger had appeared, it had left him.

“A drink of water, maybe?” Bessie inquired.

“No—no.” He shook his head.

“I wrote to you twice,” Marion said. “I guess I was afraid to come. And after I wrote to you, I knew you didn’t want me to come.”

Bessie shook her head, clutching her daughter’s shoulder tighter.

“And now you come to us—after he’s through with you.”

“No.”

“Let the child speak,” Bessie pleaded.

“Let her? Am I stopping her?”

“I came to say good-by,” Marion told them.

Bessie looked at her. Meyer sat still, still as if he had suddenly become paralyzed.

“What do you mean?”

“We’re going away.”

“Yes—then what? With me you are dead. I say you are dead already.”

“Meyer!”

Marion shook her head. “I didn’t know,” she said. “I didn’t think you’d hate me. I wanted to see you and say good-by.”

“You see us,” Meyer told her.

“That’s all?”

“All.”

Bessie shook her head, like a person in a dream. She stood up, went to the couch, sat down, shook her head again.

Marion rose. “I’ll be going,” she said. She started to explain. “We’ll be going west—but I could come and visit you. Only there’s not much money now—”

“So that’s it!”

“No—I don’t want anything.”

Meyer stared at her sternly; he knew that he was staring at her sternly, and he attempted to make his gaze sterner than it was. So when Bessie looked at him, it wasn’t Marion she pitied then, but Meyer—her Meyer, her poor small Meyer who was the smallest man in the world. How could he be stern, and why was he making himself be that way, when he wasn’t? He wasn’t; he was the little fearful man who curled up against her at night, who would wake her up and say, “Bessie, I’m afraid.” But why? “Bessie, I wake up and I begin to wonder. Now I can’t sleep. Bessie—”

Bessie said: “You’ll come and see us.”

Meyer glanced at her. “Oh—if I had a son,” he moaned.

Marion went over to him, but he said:

“Leave me alone.”

Then she went out. She went through the store, stopping a moment, and turning to Jessica who stood behind the counter reading a movie magazine.

“Jessie,” she said.

Jessica glanced up, looked Marion over carefully, and then turned back to her magazine. But her eyes were quick, and in the single glance she saw that Marion’s shoes were run down at heel and toe, that her stockings had long open seams in them, and that the black suit she was wearing was the same one she had bought a year before she married. It was very shiny at the elbows now.

“Oh, it’s you,” she murmured.

Marion said: “Jessie, I don’t know why you should hate me. We’ve always been good pals, haven’t we?”

“Yeah?”

“Listen—don’t hate me. I’m going away, but I’ll write to you. You must write me, and tell me what happens, how they are. If I get money, I’ll send him things, you too. I love him, Jessie.”

“Yeah?”

“Jessie—Jessie, don’t look at me like that!”

“Oh, you little sap. Get out of here!”

“Yes.”

But after Marion had gone, Jessie wondered about it, because she didn’t hate her; only Marion was such an entire damn fool, smaller and smaller: the priest with holes in his shoes. Just the priest, always the priest.

“Geesus,” Jessica said.

Meyer sat upstairs looking at Bessie. Always, of late, there had been pictures, for instance an open picture of the store with the rooms over it. He would see it as a cross section, and in that way he was seeing it now. His life was like a squirrel-cage. Up from the store, down to the store, up to the room; Bessie was fat and old, he was lean and old.

“Bessie,” he said, and she looked at him.

He said: “Bessie, you remember how beautiful the rooms were. Why are you looking at me?”

“I’m not looking at you, Meyer.”

“I’m ugly, am I? Ugly and old—”

“No, Meyer.”

“Bessie—she went away.”

“Yeah—”

“She went away.”

Bessie said to him: “I’ll put some water up, and we’ll have tea. Tea with a piece of strudle—will that be nice, Meyer? Or do you want I should make you toast and butter?”

“It don’t matter.”

He heard her draw the water, and he heard the gas hiss as she made a light on the stove. Everything was the same; everything would always be the same.

Then he thought of the watch he had gotten for Jessica, and how her face lit up; his own face matched the expression, and he almost smiled. Then it fell, literally. The muscles sagged, and very suddenly his age appeared.

“Why did I send her away?” he whispered.

And from the kitchen, Bessie called: “Meyer, the water’s boiling.”


AFTER Claus ate his supper, they shaved him and slit the legs of his trousers. He sat very still and straight while the barber clipped his hair short, then shaved it carefully with a razor. And while he was being shaved, he realized that he was still hungry. He had eaten everything they brought him, and now he was hungry. Now that was strange, because he had expected to vomit up the food as soon as it touched his lips.

When the barber finished, Claus asked for his mirror. Then he adjusted his glasses carefully, looked at himself. If Anna had seen him that way, his long naked head spreading just at the top, as if it were inflated.

He smiled at the barber. “An ugly man, yes?”

The barber went out silently, and the guard, who had been standing by the door, gave him a pack of cigarettes.

“I got plenty,” Claus said. “But thanks.”

“Sure—you’ll need these too.”

Then the guard locked the door carefully behind him. “Seven-thirty,” he told Claus.

“Three hours,” Claus thought. “I want to be afraid, and I can’t.” He remembered a boy, who had been shot during the war for deserting. He cried and cried like a baby, and Claus, who had been one of the firing squad, began to vomit just as he pulled the trigger. All men are afraid; so now he considered that he didn’t realize yet what was going to happen. Soon he would break; and he reasoned this way:

“I don’t want to die. I am even beginning to forget Anna. If they take me out of here, I know I will be great. I will take my music and go all over.”

Then he said: “No—I’m fooling myself. Nobody would look at the music.”

“Tomorrow,” he thought, “I’ll ask for paper and write out that thing with the chords—”

“No tomorrow,” he said.

“Hey, Dutch!” from the next cell.

“Yeah?”

“What time’s it?”

“Seven-thirty.”

A sudden silence had fallen in the death house. Claus went to the door and looked at the guard, who was biting his fingernails and staring at the floor. Then the lights dimmed. Claus gripped the bars of the door, feeling drops of cold sweat appear on his brow.

“Not afraid,” he muttered. But his legs were weak, and he went back to sit on his bed, swallowing to keep down his surging stomach. It revolted him to imagine that he would spend his last three hours in a wet and stinking cell.

“My Anna,” he whispered, “I’m going to die.” Anna wasn’t dead; she had gone away from him, and he was all alone.

“Dutch,” softly, from the next cell, “Dutch.”

He rose, wiped away the sweat, took a step toward the door. “Yeah, O’Mally?”

“I’m sick—Geesus, I don’ wanna die this way, Dutch.”

“Maybe they’ll come—and pardon?”

“It’s seven-thirty. I got until ten. I tell yu I only got until ten!”

“Yeah—” Claus went back to his bed.

“—What time’s it, Dutch?”

“I told you.”

“Awright—awright, don’t get sore. Sometimes I don’t figger you out, Dutch, like a school-teacher, wid all that fancy phony English of yours. Don’t get sore at me now, Dutch. I got my skin crawlin’.”

“I’m not—angry.”

“Dutch!”

“For God’s sake,” Claus moaned, “what do you want?”

“Dutch—”

“Shut up!” from the corridor.

“Yu yeller bastard, shut up!”

“Tu hell widyu!”

“Dutch—”

In the next cell, he began to laugh. The guard had thrown in a pail of water, and Claus, sitting there with his hands clenched, could hear the water swirling, the man laughing—or crying. Claus didn’t know. He threw himself on the bed, buried his face in the pillow, and tried to drown out the noise.


AND AS the night fell, that night, the wind shifted; clouds ruffled the sky. It began to rain, very softly, and then harder. It rained until the plane tree was soaked and heavy with water, loaded with water, until the buds bent and dripped.

Miserable, O’Lacy walked in the rain, his wet club wet in his hand. And walking, something timeless settled about him; he was the eternal in the street, the one living thing beside the plane tree that was as much there as the brown houses. He rounded the corner, nodding to Timy Dolan, who was just going into Meyer’s store; but under his breath O’Lacy growled, cursing Timy. O’Lacy went on, head down, water rolling from his stubb-toed shoes. At Kraus’ saloon he shook his head savagely. Prohibition made no difference here; they went on selling liquor openly. O’Lacy went on through the hissing rain. His figure blended with the night, into which he disappeared.

Timy Dolan went into Meyer’s store, and pointed to a fifteen cent brand. He was preoccupied with something, so preoccupied that he didn’t notice Jessica until he had torn the tinfoil wrapper from the cigar. Then he nodded at her, watched her through half-closed eyes while he bit off the end of the cigar and lit it. He took off his derby and tilted the water out onto the floor.

“Lousy weather,” he said, the while studying her, and wondering just how she was connected with Shutzey, and whether she had had anything to do with Shutzey’s proposition that they hijack a truckload of Canadian rye.

She stared at him coolly, half smiled, and then nodded.

Beautiful, Timy considered, but ice; and that was an admission for him to make. If she was in it, she was running Shutzey; Shutzey was a fool.

“You’re a beautiful girl,” he said, giving his voice a dignified turn, looking at her fatherly.

“Yeah?”

“You could go a long way with that face—and brains.”

“Yeah?”

“Seen Shutzey?” he demanded suddenly.

“Why should I see Shutzey?”

He had gripped the counter with his pudgy white hands when he said that, but now he relaxed. He took the cigar out of his mouth, blew a cloud of smoke, and relaxed.

“No reason,” he said, thinking: “The hell with Shutzey. I got trouble enough of my own, without thinking about that dumb pimp.”

“No reason,” he said again, and then he went out of the store.

Then, for the first time, it occurred to Jessica that Shutzey might not come back tonight. She hadn’t really thought of it that way before, but now something in Timy’s manner caught her up. If Shutzey got it tonight, he would lie there in the wet, all of his big animal body sprawling, with his face up to the rain. And the water would make a sheen on his bluish cheeks.

“Timy ain’t no dope,” she said slowly.

But he was a small man, fat and round, with pink cheeks, with little blue eyes that popped out from under his brows. Not like Shutzey. With one big hand, Shutzey could take him and squeeze him and break him.

“What the hell’s the matter with me?” she wondered. “If he don’t come back—” She shrugged her shoulders, putting the box of cigars back in their place.

Her mother came down. “Go upstairs, Jessie,” she said. “Go up and stay with poppa a little while.”

She went up. Her father was sitting in a chair, his head in his hands, but when she came in, he glanced at her. Then he smiled.

“Come here, Jessie.”

She went over to him, hardly seeing him, thinking: “If Shutzey don’t come back—is Timy Dolan next?”

“Sit down by me, Jessie.”

(I don’t love Shutzey—I don’t. Do I want him to come back, then? If he don’t come back—Timy?)

“Jessie.”

She smiled at her father.


TIMY went on into Kraus’ saloon. Nobody was there now but Kraus, who was polishing glasses. Timy laid his hat on the bar and asked for a small beer.

“Dis kind uf weder,” Kraus said, “makes me think.”

“Yeah?”

“I vunder veder—”

“Where’s Danny?” Timy demanded impatiently. “Was he here yet?”

“Danny?”

“Was Danny here? Are yu deaf, you fat-headed Dutchman?”

“All right, Timy.”

Timy whirled; Danny was standing there at the door, grinning, his face wet with the rain, shining. Danny would grow old some day, suddenly; now he looked like a boy.

“All right, Timy,” he repeated. “What are you throwing a fit on the Dutchman for? I’m here, ain’t I?”

“Yeah.” Timy picked up his hat, but remained where he was, staring at Danny, as if he hadn’t seen Danny before, only now, as if he was wondering who Danny was, what he was. He shook his head, wiped a few drops of rain from his nose.

“Hullo, Danny,” Kraus said.

Danny swaggered up to the bar, ordered beer. Kraus was drawing it, when Timy took his arm. “Come on into the back room,” Timy said. “Bring a pitcher of beer in,” he told Kraus.

They sat down at the table, and Timy attempted to light his sodden cigar. After three matches, he swore savagely and threw it into a corner. Then Kraus came in with beer and glasses. He set the beer down and stood by the table, looking at Timy. Something was up; he wanted to remain and hear what was up.

“Get out, Dutch,” Timy told him.

Then Timy sat staring at Danny, who was blowing into the pitcher of beer, noticing how the suds spread themselves apart. Danny was happy. He was very content and happy, and he thought it would be nice if he could go on this way for a long, long time, content and happy. Alice had said to him tonight: “Don’t be long, Danny. You know how I am now—and when you’re away from me—”

Timy ought to know. Danny didn’t spend so much time with the boys now, but he was as close to Timy as ever, and a thing like this Timy ought to know about. But Timy was worried about something, and maybe it wouldn’t do to tell him now. Danny lit a cigarette and poured himself beer.

“What’s up, Timy?” he wanted to know.

Timy stared at him.

“No trouble, Timy. We’re straight enough, the way I figure it. What’s eating you?”

“You’re a friend of mine, ain’t you, Danny?”

Danny laughed and drained the beer. “Am I a friend of yours? Now isn’t that a hell of a question to ask me, Timy.”

“Yeah—”

Danny took a good laugh and blew suds from the pitcher. Then he looked at Timy fondly; he liked Timy.

“All right,” Timy went on, “you’re my friend. I paid for your school. I put you on to things, and maybe you could say I put you where you are now.”

“Sure I could say it, Timy. Don’t I know you pulled me out of the gutter and made me into a God damn good lawyer? I owe you a lot. I’d do anything for you, Timy—you know that.”

“Yeah.”

“All right. Listen, Timy. I got some news for you. Maybe you won’t like this—”

“Wait a minute, Danny.”

Danny saw it in Timy’s eyes then; they were cold and a little afraid—but hard, too. “What is it?” Danny asked slowly. “What happened, Timy?”

“The school contracts. You know how I’m in it with Haggerty—neck deep. So today the board grants an investigation, an’ they’re going through the bids. An’ I’m on the wrong end. And I can’t take it, Danny. I got to go to the senate next year. If this comes out, it’ll queer me—for good.”

“I see.”

“Bryan on the board will get it in the neck—and spill.”

“Bryan don’t know you’re behind it,” Danny said slowly.

“Bryan dealed with you,” Timy nodded.

Then they sat in silence, looking at each other, and Danny was thinking how he had promised Alice to be right back. Well, maybe he would be right back. And then Danny sat and wondered how long it would take Timy to say what he had meant to say all the time, and what he would say to Timy after Timy told him.

“Maybe they won’t get a thing on you,” Timy said. “Maybe I’ll be able to fix it. Anyway, Danny, it ain’t a hell of a lot for you to worry about.”

“You want me to take it?”

“It ain’t that, Danny,” Timy protested. “I don’t want you to take no rap for me. There ain’t much chance that they’d convict you, an’ if they do it won’t be more than a year. We could spring you before then. But where do you stand if I go under? That’s what I wanna know, Danny? Where do you stand them?”

“And if I go to jail—?”

“Hell, no, Danny. I tell you it ain’t that bad.”

Danny looked at him. Danny’s face was open and hurt, and Timy saw that it was just a kid’s face, hurt the same way a kid is hurt when he sees injustice—injustice without reason. No poker player, Timy was thinking. Danny began to shake his head; he was scared, too, Timy realized.

“Maybe if you don’t owe me nothing,” Timy said, “then it ain’t reasonable for me to ask. But maybe you owe me a thing or two. Maybe you wouldn’t be living in a nice apartment uptown, if it wasn’t for me. Maybe you’d be layin’ in a stinkin’ gutter—”

“Maybe I would,” Danny whispered.

Timy’s anxious worried face broke into a smile, and he spread his pudgy hands wide on the table. “There you are then,” he said. “Now look, Danny, it ain’t the way you think, an’ it ain’t as if you’re being sent up for twenty years or so. Maybe if we don’t beat this thing, you’ll go in for a year, an’ I’m telling you I’ll spring you before the year is up.”

“Yeah.”

“Now I’m goin’ to get in touch with Haggerty, an’—”

Danny stared at him, mouth open; at the side of his neck, the skin was pulsing—hard; and the hand he held out to Timy was trembling.

“I can’t do it, Timy.”

“What’s the matter—you yellow?”

“I tell you I can’t do it, Timy. I’ll do anything else for you, I swear. But I’m not in this deal, Timy, and I can’t take a rap for you now. Geesus Christ, Timy, don’t you think I know what I owe you? Don’t you think I know, Timy? But I tell you I can’t take this rap. I can’t!”

As Timy looked at him, the round pink face tightened; and Timy’s popping blue eyes became like bits of steel, icy cold. Timy wasn’t afraid any more, only good and sore, and Danny knew that he was good and sore. Danny knew that it was all up between him and Timy. Things happened like that. Timy wouldn’t stop; whatever he wanted to do, whatever happened, Timy wouldn’t stop. Timy would keep on going, up and up, only between him and Timy all things were finished. That’s the way things happen.

“You little yellow bastard,” Timy said. “You ungrateful gutter bitch. Awright—”

“Wait a minute,” Danny pleaded. “Don’t jump all over me like that, Timy. Wait a minute, and let me tell you. Don’t you see, Timy, I’m on the spot. My wife’s going to have a kid. I swear to God that’s the truth, Timy. Geesus, I was even going to tell you about it when I came in here. I was saying to myself, There’s nobody wants to hear about this like Timy does. I was thinking how it’d make you feel the same way I feel.”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t you see, Timy? How can I go back and tell my wife that they’re going to put me away for two or three years? And she don’t know. She thinks I’m the best God damn lawyer in the city, and honest.”

“Yeah?”

“Awright, Timy. Maybe I don’t rate, so I’m sorry. But I’m not taking it.”

Timy stared at him, lips parted just a little, eyes even and unmoving. Timy was a good poker player; there weren’t many better poker players than Timy.

“Timy!”

Timy smiled then, a broad full smile, the kind of a smile he used when he was telling a man how to vote. When you saw that knowing smile, you just knew that there were no two ways about it, that behind the smile the man was right.

“Give me a break,” Danny begged.

“Sure I’ll give you a break,” Timy nodded. “I’ll spring you—like I said. But you’re taking it. You ought to know—ain’t you a God damn good lawyer? Your name’s on everything. I ain’t in it. So you’re taking it, Danny, like you said you would.”


SHE FED the children then, gave them their supper. You see, with her everything that concerned the children was ritual. The children alone were above the rest of the world.

When Mary White saw the world, she saw the cul-desac of Apple Place. From the opening upon the avenue to the blank ending, it existed, the world existed, and beyond the open end she rarely dared to venture. Here, they knew her shame; here she could brazen out her lost womanhood; here she knew that the world was lost, sunk into the misery of itself. But outside—outside too many people laughed and lived as people should. Perhaps in Apple Place too, but she didn’t know.

And in the place the gleam of the good, of the wonder of life, was the children. Whatever she did, the children made it good. She could sink to all the depths of human depravity, and then come back to the children and feel that she was coming into a place of intrinsic holiness.

She gave them their supper this night; and this night, for the first time, the feeling was gone—because she felt that Peter knew. Not all of it; he couldn’t understand all of it yet: but he knew something, and as time went on he would know more and more, always more.

“I’m his mother,” she thought.

Peter stared at his plate somberly, but Sasha bubbled. Sasha always bubbled. She couldn’t stay still for more than a few minutes, and she couldn’t keep a smile from her face for much longer than that.

“Eat,” Mary said. She bent over, kissing him.

“I ain’t hungry,” Peter muttered.

Sasha said: “Pede’s goin’ tu marry me, so whadu yu think of that?”

“I think it’s wonderful,” Mary told her.

“I’m sick uv girls,” Peter said.

“Pede!”

“Yeah.”

Sasha forgot her food. She forgot everything, staring at Peter; she ran around the table and stood by him, staring at him and shaking her head. “Pede,” she whispered.

Then Mary White went out. She went into her room, stood in front of the mirror, and looked at herself. She put her hands up, touched all parts of her face, and then traveled her hands over the rest of her body, searchingly; she went to her bed and sat down.

“Time to go back,” she said.

She attempted to smile, and succeeded only in contorting her face, and then with an effort she wiped her face clean of all emotion. Then she put up her hands and felt over the small sores that were breaking out. Her head was beginning to ache. Toward the end of the day, her head always ached, and at night she would lie awake for hours, feeling that narrow bands of iron were drawing in the center of her head, forcing the top of it out and out.

But no use to think. Putting on her coat, she went back to the kitchen. Peter was eating, and opposite him Sasha was smiling contentedly. Then she slipped out, without speaking to them.

Back in Shutzey’s place, she sat down in the parlor. She was all alone there; she thought it would be nice to sit for a while, just sit and not do anything. She hadn’t meant to listen, but she couldn’t help it. In the next room, Shutzey and Snookie Eagen were making their plans for the night. She listened until she heard that the truck would be Dutch Murry’s, whom she knew because now and again he came to Shutzey’s house. And then it was terribly simple for her to go out and phone Dutch Murry.

She almost ran to Meyer’s store at the corner; she felt curiously light, full of life and eagerness. Meyer’s wife was behind the counter. When Mary asked for two nickels for a dime, Bessie turned’ her eyes away. She felt evil all over Mary White, from her white shoes to her furpiece and painted lips. Something inside of Bessie went sick when she looked at these women; she would think of her daughters, and sometimes in spite of herself put her daughters in their place. But thank God that whatever her daughters did, they were good women.

“Thank you,” Mary said. She took the change, went into the booth and asked for her number. Then she explained how Shutzey planned to hijack thirty-thousand dollars’ worth of liquor.

“Who are you?”

“Never mind that. I’m tipping you off.”

“How do I know it’s straight?”

“You don’t have to know. Just make sure—” She hung up and stepped out of the booth. Then she turned around and saw Jessica, who was just coming down the stairs, too late to hear what Mary was saying. She looked at Jessica, stared at her, and felt her throat lump up at the fresh slim beauty. Mary almost ran from the store.


WHETHER she felt it move or not, as she had imagined, it was inside of her, something growing and living inside of her; and she remembered how day by day it had bred in her such splendid calm. As if it drew all fear and worry from her. Even when she was sick, she did not worry, and she had been sick quite often.

When Danny left, she set herself to sew, an even contemplative movement of the needle that would occupy the few hours until Danny came back. It was true that she was a little afraid whenever Danny was gone, but you had to expect that. She sewed a tiny quilt, thinking to herself that all mothers, for a long time before their children are born, sew on just such tiny things; and that in such anticipation there was really a great deal of pleasure.

You see, Alice had dropped out of the world. Or perhaps the world had removed itself from her; anyway, she was alone, and completely content in her isolation. She had Danny and she had the something inside of her, and she didn’t need any more than that. She continued to sew until it became too dark, and then she rose and turned on the lamp.

She embroidered a design on the quilt, with Danny’s initials and her own woven into it. She would have liked the child’s initials, but it wasn’t safe to do that, because how did you know whether it would be a boy or a girl? And they weren’t too certain what they would call it. Names was a game to fill evenings; and she had never known there were that many names in the world.

She hummed and nodded and began to grow sleepy, lulled by the soft patter of the rain against the windows. It was good to be safe in your own home, warm. Danny was out in the rain; he would come in with his cheeks gleaming. She put the sewing away, went into the kitchen to warm water for tea. Danny would want tea when he came in.

She watched the water come to a boil. Simple things had taken on meaning and interest. She couldn’t be bored, because even a small thing like watching water boil was enough to hold her and interest her. Then she set out two cups, two saucers, two spoons, two napkins, and then began to laugh, delighted with the sequence of two by two. Two by two and then three by three, and then on and on. Silly, she thought, but she sat smiling and happy, her eyes roaming around the kitchen, lighting upon all the precious things that were still new and shiny. Then she poured the water into the tea-pot, watched the leaves soak.

She heard Danny and went to the door. He was fumbling with his key, when she threw the door open, smiling, and pulled him inside. She put her arms around him, kissed his wet face, and then stood back from him with a childish grin.

“See what you’ve done,” she said. “I’m wet all over.”

He took off his hat and nodded slowly.

“Well, you could be sorry. I’m wet all over, terribly wet. I think you could be sorry, Danny. Danny—I love you. I have tea, and look at this quilt. I’m putting your initial in one corner and mine in the other.”

“It’s nice,” he said.

“It’s beautiful. Give me your coat—and tell me what your great wonderful Timy Dolan wanted.”

“Yes—I’ll do it.” He took off his coat and put it into the closet. Then he put his hat away. He felt weak and a little sick, and he wanted terribly to sit somewhere. He went to a chair, fell into it, and then looked at his wife. He looked at her as if he had never seen her before, looked at her face and her arms, at the bulge in her middle where the child would be.

“Have tea?” she inquired. She looked at him queerly, curiously, and shook her head. “Danny—what’s the matter?”

“Nothing.”

Then she pointed to the carpet. “Look, look, Danny, it’s my beautiful new carpet, and just look what you’ve done to it with your wet feet.” She simulated anger, and then knelt on the carpet beside him, laughing and crooning over him.

“Alice—”

She climbed to her feet. How slow all her motions were! Just as if time no longer meant anything to her, as if she had all the time in the world in front of her now.

“Something bad, Danny? Don’t tell me that your splendid Timy hasn’t told you he’ll make you president of the United States by and by? Danny—could you imagine how that would be? Am I so very silly? I never used to be silly; I used to be stiff and impressive like this.” She straightened up, tilting her nose high into the air.

“Suppose I went away,” he said with determination. “Just suppose I went away, darling?”

“I’d go with you.”

He stared at her, and she, seeing very real fear on his face, was suddenly frightened. He looked as if something had beaten him—hard.

“Danny—what happened?”

“It’ll be all right,” he said.

“Danny, tell me what happened!”

He managed a smile, but on his frightened face it was almost grotesque. And then the smile remained there, as if it had been slapped on by a careless painter; and Alice, watching it, felt her stomach swelling with horror and fear. She was going to be sick—or else she would faint. Then she crept into a chair.

“Nothing happened,” he said. “Just look what a mess I’ve made of you, and when you’re in a condition that shouldn’t be excited. Nothing happened. I just had a little talk with Timy about some things—and he’s worried. He leans a lot on me—thinks I’m a damn good lawyer,” he finished lamely.

“Tell me, Danny,” she whispered.

Then he got up, went over to her, kissed her and crouched next to her.


THE RAIN fell, lifting in its line of light the blaze of the avenues, gleams of the city, and further gleams of the tall skyscrapers that towered to the north and the south. Even to Times Square, perhaps, where the news lights spelled out: “Two murderers await their deaths tonight in the Sing Sing death house. At ten o’clock and at ten-thirty….”

And O’Lacy’s feet slapped along the wet concrete of the Place, an even step that only people who obey the law and labor for its maintenance can have, a step entirely without conscience or fear. He tapped on doors with his night-stick, and sometimes he halted and stood silently in the rain.

If he thought of the death house, it was vaguely and intermittently. A murderer was a strange creature, and not to be understood very readily. You passed them on—on and on; then they passed, as tonight, at ten or so.

He thought of the murderer again, walking down to the house the music master had occupied. The man who stood in front of it, a tall man, appeared to be waiting for O’Lacy, and automatically O’Lacy arranged a few words he would say, as, Here, you, time to get along. What’s keeping you?

When O’Lacy was opposite the man, he saw that it was the priest. It was the first time he had seen him since he had closed the mission.

“Hello, O’Lacy,” Jack said.

The officer nodded, and then, as by accord, they went up the steps and took shelter from the increasing rain. They stood in the doorway while drops pelted into their faces. For a while they stood in silence.

At last O’Lacy said: “It’s good to see you again, father.”

“Yes?”

“Sure—I miss you.”

“Thank you, O’Lacy.”

O’Lacy noticed that the blank collar of his order was gone; and something else about him had changed. All for the woman. When O’Lacy considered that he would burn in hell for a woman—Then O’Lacy wondered why he had called him father. Instinctively, the policeman drew away. Then, obliged to say something, annoyed by the silence, yet unwilling to step out into the heavy rain, he said:

“Rotten weather.”

Jack nodded. They stood waiting, and then O’Lacy could stand it no longer. Close to the other man, he felt sin enveloping him; sin was in the house, in the very air he breathed. “I’ll be going,” he said lamely. He stepped down into the rain, sloshed away into the night, and Jack watched him and began to smile, because he understood;—he understood his own wave of gladness when O’Lacy had called him father.

He stood there, thinking about the poet and the music master, and the girl, whom nobody knew anything about. She came and then she went, and with the poet she left the legend. He shook his head, smiling again, and speculating why anyone should be afraid.

Pressing back, he felt the door behind him move. Out of some impulse, he opened it, and stepped into the room. Faint light from the street lamp crept through the windows, picked out the walls indistinctly. No furniture was there. They had taken everything away, leaving only the bare shell. He walked about the room, feeling his way. Rightly, there should have been ghosts; but there were no ghosts there. Even the memories were gone; and it was no more than an empty house, the terrible lonesome shell of an empty house. And it would remain empty….

When he went back to the stoop, the rain had begun to slacken, and someone was calling his name.

“Marion?”

He found her, held onto her as though he had not left her only a little more than an hour before.

“They were the same,” she said.

Then the two of them walked out of Apple Place in the rain, and only O’Lacy saw them go. It was much as if they, who had found something there, left behind them only the shell of an empty house.


MARY WHITE came back to the house quite happy, her face wet and flushed, her eyes shining. She stood in the hallway thinking and nodding to herself, smiling, and when Minnie the storage vault came in and saw her, Minnie said:

“Geesus, what hit yu?”

“Shutzey there?” Mary asked, pointing toward the room. She noticed that her finger wavered. She felt giddy, very giddy, and she felt young; she hadn’t felt this way for a long time, for a very long time.

“What the hell is that tu you?” Minnie demanded. “Maybe yu think I got a house of pleasure here? Where you been?”

“Where have I been?” She laughed at Minnie, because Minnie didn’t know, because Minnie would never know. She laughed until her head spun, and then she staggered across the room and fell onto the couch. There she sat, biting her nails and giggling inanely.

“You drunk?” Minnie said.

“Yes. Isn’t it funny—how I’m drunk? What have you got for me tonight, young? old? Maybe Shutzey?”

“You’re drunk. You take it easy, or sure as hell Shutzey’ll throw you out uf here.”

“He won’t—”

“Well, don’t you act like no slut. What the hell do you think I pay yu for?”

Then Shutzey came into the doorway with Snookie Eagen behind him. He stood there, lounging against the door jamb, his hands in his pockets, looking at Mary White, and under his gaze she wilted. She felt small and afraid. When he took a hand out of his pocket, she saw the size of the fist. Such a fist could drive into her face, leave only crushed bone.

It wouldn’t matter to him. If he knew, that fist would lash out; it would tear the flesh from her cheeks. She felt tears well up inside of her, for herself, and she saw herself holding Peter against her broken face, pressing him to her, and lavishing the smooth skin all over the wounds.

Smiling then because he didn’t know, she held her hands against her cheeks and grinned at him.

“The dame’s nuts,” Snookie said.

“Lay off her,” Shutzey said to Minnie the storage vault. Then he turned to Mary. “What’s eatin’ yu?” he demanded. “Ain’ I treatin’ yu square? Maybe yu think yer a Gilda Grey. You ain’t no picture, sister. Where you goin’ if I throw yu out?”

“I don’t know—”

“Then cut out the drinkin’.”

“Yes.”

He went out, with Snookie Eagen behind him; and once his visible presence was gone, she no longer felt any fear. She leered at Minnie, who stood there, legs spread, arms akimbo.

“You heard him,” Minnie said.

“Yes—I’ll work tonight, if you want me to.”

Then it broke, and she began to cry. Minnie stood there watching her, trying to be hard; in her line, you had to be hard. Minnie was saying to herself: “You got to be hard. She ain’t no good. She’s a broken-down horse, that’s all.”

Then Minnie walked close to her. “C’mon, dearie,” she said softly. “You brace up, dearie.”

“All right.”

“There ain’t no sense cryin’ about it. That ain’t no good, dearie.”

“I know.”

Minnie sat down beside her and patted her hand, but thinking that maybe she ought to tell Shutzey to get rid of her, because there was no sense anyway in keeping an old horse like that around. She wasn’t any good to work; when a man paid his money, he didn’t want someone crying in bed with him.

“Go ahead home,” Minnie said. “You go home and get some rest. You don’t worry, because I’ll fix it with Shutzey.”

Mary rose and began to put on her clothes. Fixing her hat, she looked at Minnie; then she turned away. She went out of the house, down the steps, and walked slowly toward her house. Whatever happened, it wouldn’t be very long now.

She went up to her apartment slowly, hesitated at the door, and then opened it as quietly as she could. From the next room came the sound of Peter playing. Without taking off her coat, she sat down on a chair near the door and listened. She listened, nodded and grew sleepy. She was happy, too. Of late, it was remarkable how quickly her moods changed, from deepest despair to a lofty drunken happiness. Like now. Everything would be all right. Inside of her, she felt it—a certain, sure urge. Everything would be all right.

She wondered what he was playing. Not that she knew much about music. They had a phonograph at Shutzey’s house, but whenever she listened to it, she would say to herself: “That isn’t music—not the kind I want my Peter to have.” But she didn’t know exactly what kind of music she wanted her Peter to have.

She thought that he might have learned it from the new teacher. Herself—she liked the old teacher better. She liked him because he had been aloof and strange, like the music. And what had happened to him? He went away after he killed his wife, simply disappeared, and that was all. Who was his wife? For some reason, she reminded her of Sasha.

Sasha must have heard her come in; now Sasha was coming over to her, moving delicately, as if she didn’t want to disturb Peter.

“I’m glad you’re back,” Sasha said. She took one of Mary’s hands, pressing it to her cheek, crowding up against her. And Mary, putting an arm around her, held her close. Sasha and Peter; afterwards, it would be just the two of them, alone. Always Sasha and Peter.

Mary was happy without being able to understand her happiness;—because it was no longer Shutzey. She had forgotten about Shutzey, sitting there with Sasha and listening to Peter play.


HER FATHER said to her: “Jessie, my darling, sit by me.” Meyer stroked her hair, held her hand, glad for its warmth and its being there. She was as beautiful as the light of coming day, as delicate as a drinking straw made of glass, he thought. And the last. Of all his labor, only Jessie remained. Only Jessie was left to him. But if she married the sort of a man he wanted her to marry, if she bore grandchildren for him …

“I’m an old man,” Meyer said. “I feel it, Jessie, my child. I’m an old man.”

Jessica laughed. She pulled away from him, stood up and looked at him. He was old, and staring at him she could hardly repress a shudder of disgust; but she continued to laugh, wondering what bound him to her.

“Where are you going, Jessie?” he inquired anxiously.

Her mind raced for an excuse.

“Another date?” he asked, almost humbly.

“You’d like him,” she said, “a nice boy.”

“Yeah?”

“He works in a big dress house. You’ll see—some night I’ll bring him around, so you can meet him, you and mamma.”

“That’s nice.”

She went into her room then, dressed herself. She wore a large-brimmed hat because of the rain, and she pulled on overshoes. She was in a hurry, almost frantic with fear, and that without knowing of what she was afraid; only she knew that she must see Shutzey—tell him something, anything.

Then she stopped herself. She sat down on the bed and stared into the mirror; she could just see her head, her beautiful small face, shaded under the hat. She smiled; then she struck her face with her hands, harder than she imagined she could ever strike herself. Small red marks remained, and then the smile gave way to an expression of fear.

“What’s the matter with me?” she whispered.

She fairly ran down the stairs. Seeing Mary White, she stopped. Her mother was looking at her. She went over to the counter, stared after Mary, and then turned to her mother.

“What did she want?” Jessica asked.

Bessie shrugged her shoulders. “Does it matter what her kind want?” she said.

Jessica shivered, and her mother put out her hand to her. “Where are you going, Jessie?”

“I’ll be home early.”

“In this weather—must you go out?” With the last words, Bessie’s voice faded. She was afraid of Jessica. She recalled times when suddenly, almost for no reason, Jessica had surged into hysterical fits of rage. You couldn’t tell; and she always had a feeling that Jessica was like high explosive, ready to be touched off. And she was afraid of her. Jessica wasn’t like Alice or Marion; she knew that, didn’t say anything, only followed Jessica with her eyes as she went to the door.

“Jessie—” It was almost a whisper, and Jessica didn’t hear it. She opened the door, stood there, as if she were waiting for someone, and then she stepped out into the rain.

After she had gone, Bessie stood and looked after her. Then she went around the counter and closed the door. She locked it, pulled the shade down to the bottom, and continued to stand there. She was very tired.

When things happen, you don’t feel them so much as after; then they bear down like a heavy load, and you feel them in each separate bone. Like a weight, like a tremendous dead weight.

“How tired I am,” she whispered.

She went around the store mechanically, making things secure for the night. Then she took a broom and began to sweep up. “Let Meyer rest,” she thought to herself. “As tired as I am, he’s more tired. Let him rest.”

She pushed the broom around and into corners. Then she swept the dirt together, picked it up and dumped it into a basket. Then she stood with the broom, as though she had no idea as to where it belonged, or what to do next. After a while, she put it away; she turned off the lights and went up the stairs.

“Meyer?” she said.

“You locked the store?”

“I locked it.” She sat down near him, folding her hands in her lap. No matter how distracted she was, she always had the ability to appear calm upon the surface; Meyer’s worry made a map of his face.

“Maybe you want to go to a movie?” she asked him.

“No—”

“It would be good for you, Meyer.”

“I say no. Go if you want to. Do I have to do something all the time? Ain’t it fit that I should sit here for ten minutes and rest? Maybe I don’t work hard enough?”

“Meyer, Meyer,” she crooned, “don’t excite yourself about nothing. If you don’t want to go nowhere, then I don’t want to go nowhere. That’s all.”

“All right.” He glared at her; then his expression changed. “I’m sorry, Bessie,” he said.

“For what? For what should you be sorry, Meyer? Is it like we don’t understand each other?”

He nodded. She was good to have there, good to look at, solid. Without her, where would he be? Worse than a dog, he considered.

“Something to eat?” she said. At hard moments, she always thought of food, always attempted to fill in with it. Somehow, there was an enduring quality about food. When you ate, you were functioning, living.

“All right,” he nodded.

He heard the pots clanking after she had bustled into the kitchen, and he smiled feebly. He rose awkwardly and followed her; he stood at the door of the kitchen, looking at her.

“Some tea?”

He nodded. It would be nice, he thought, to sit over a cup of tea and talk about the latest murder in the paper. There wasn’t much else to do now; but it would be nice.


OUTSIDE in the rain, Jessica paused, peered about her as if uncertain of what direction to take, and then took a few steps and stumbled full into the tall, thin figure of O’Lacy. She clung to him to keep herself from falling, then thrust herself away.

“Sure—I’m sorry,” he said.

“Then watch where you’re going.”

He shook his head, walked past her, a dismal certain figure that left her trembling and afraid. Where could she go? She had to find Shutzey, speak to him; not that her speaking to him would make any difference. What could she tell him? Call it off now? No, she couldn’t call it off now; things happened, and you had to let them go ahead with themselves. Otherwise, you stayed where you were. But at least she could speak to Shutzey and hold his hands, put her arms around him and feel the rubber-like muscles of his back tense and contract. If she loved Shutzey—

Very slowly, she walked along the street, her steps taking no particular direction, and hardly conscious herself of where she was going. The rain was stopping; as it died away the air turned suddenly cool and sweet. Spring showers; they came and then they went away, and afterwards it was as though the air had been sprayed by a gigantic atomizer. Spring and Shutzey;—he had hired a boat, and they were going fishing. He had a boy’s unspoiled delight for fishing.

She found herself outside of Shutzey’s house. Not the first time she had been in front of it, but she had never been in it. If Shutzey were there—But what did one do? Simply go in and ask, or ring? Would the door be open? Strange thrills of apprehension raced down her spine; just to look at the outside of the house, knowing what was behind the brown walls, was delightfully provoking, nor was the delight entirely erotic. More or less, she could see Shutzey ruling over these women, as over a harem. And that enhanced Shutzey in her eyes. Over them, but not over her.

She went up the stairs and rang the bell, noticing how quiet and discreet it all was, curtained windows with soft lights behind them, nothing to suggest—

The door opened slowly, and a stout woman observed her carefully from head to foot, looked at her, but opened the door no further, nor made any move to let her in.

“What do yu want?”

“Shutzey—he’s here, ain’t he?”

“Who told yu he wuz here?”

“Oh, I know. I want to see him.”

“Who’re you?”

“That doesn’t matter. Call Shutzey.”

“Well, he ain’t here.”

“Call him,” Jessica snapped. “Don’t tell me he ain’t here.”

The fat woman smiled. “You take it easy, dearie,” she said, “because he ain’t. He was just here, but he ain’t here now.”

“Where is he?”

“Maybe you want his personal history, dearie? How do I know where he is. If yu want a job—”

“Go to hell!”

The door slammed in her face. Turning, she went back to the street. She stood a moment, glanced at the house, and then moved away.

After she had gone about a dozen paces, she stopped again. Burning inside, she glared angrily at the house. He would be out of it after this, well out of it, throw them into the street; she felt like going back and hurling her wrath at them; she felt like screaming, like crying—

She cooled slowly, and walked away. If he wasn’t there,. where would he be? The rain had stopped, and it was good to walk now. Was she angry? Then what had become of her. anger? What made her wonder what was going on inside of her? Tomorrow, they would go fishing; and it was funny that she had never thought of fishing or cared for it before. She walked on thinking and nodding, the expression of her face changing with each turn of thought. Shutzey in a boat, hauling on a line, the muscles of his forearms tensed and tight. Spray on her hair. Shutzey sitting close to her, attempting to make his fingers delicate, fingering her hair. If she made Shutzey into a gentleman, taught him to speak—with money anything could be accomplished.

She awoke to the fact that she was half-running, and she forced herself to walk slowly. Then she remembered Kraus’ saloon, and recalled that Shutzey went there on and off. It was an unofficial headquarters for the whole crowd of pimps and touts and heelers. But if he was there, wouldn’t he be angry with her for seeking him out?

That didn’t matter. She went to Kraus’ saloon. But outside she paused, because she was afraid; all the cold reason in her couldn’t stoop to something like this, and in the end it was her passion to see Shutzey that drove her through the swinging doors. Just inside she halted, conscious of all the eyes in the place being fixed upon her, waiting eyes, attempting to place her and waiting for her to make the first move.

She recognized Timy Dolan; the others she didn’t know. Timy stood there with a small beer half raised to his lips, eying her curiously, and at the same time attempting to instill a sort of confidence that would bring her to him instead of to the others. Timy thought quickly, recognized her, and wondered that he had never before realized how completely beautiful she was. He nodded, and walked towards her, noticing that she was nervous, and deciding that this was the first time she had ever been inside a saloon.

“How do you do,” Timy said. “Looking for somebody?” Anyway, it was obvious that she was looking for somebody, from the way her eyes darted about, from person to person.

“G’wan, Timy.”

“Don’t lose no chances.”

He whirled and shot a finger at them, more to impress her than out of any annoyance their remarks might have given him. “This ain’t none of your business! Don’t you know a lady—?”

“Can I talk to you?” she asked.

“Certainly—just come back here.” He led her to the back room. The pivoting eyes remained fixed upon her, while she followed self-consciously. She took in all of the back room at a glance, winced at the sodden odor of stale beer. Timy motioned her to a chair, but she remained standing. Then they regarded each other, eye to eye. She puzzled Timy, more because she was Meyer’s daughter.

“Lookin’ for somebody, ain’t you?” he said.

“For Shutzey.”

He started, but managed to preserve his outward calm; from head to foot, his eyes roved over her, rested finally upon her eyes which were hard and slightly contemptuous.

“What do you want him for?” he demanded.

“What?” Then it came to her that Shutzey wasn’t here, that she wouldn’t see him until it was over, if indeed it were over at all. And very slowly, she began to smile. She sank into a chair and let her smile caress Timy, who drew up a chair next to her.

“No—Shutzey ain’t here,” he said. His hand slid out and touched hers, and then her eyes caught his, and he smiled. sheepishly. “Maybe you want a drink?” he suggested.

“No.”

“A beer, maybe?”

She began to laugh at him, a slow calculated laugh that she cut off abruptly. Then she rose and made her way to the door.

“Wait a minute,” Timy said.

Then the door closed, and Timy stood there, staring and fingering a round cheek.


THE QUIET was as long as the night, it seemed.

Once Danny went over to Alice, bent down and kissed her, so tenderly that she simply stared at him with wet eyes, and whispered:

“Danny, Danny.”

“Geesus Christ, how I love you,” he said; and it was quite true, for he had never loved anything so fiercely, so singly as he now loved his wife. They looked at each other, helpless, she not knowing yet what had happened, he wondering how he could explain to her, what effect it would have.

He went over to the window, and looked out. The rain had stopped. The park was dark, faint light glittering on the other side. It was a cool, quiet night, a splendid night.

He turned back to her, glanced over the room, taking in each separate detail of furniture, thinking automatically of where he had bought each piece, of the small arguments they had had about it, and of how in the end Alice’s taste had always prevailed over his. Well, he knew that his taste wasn’t any good; how could it be when from the beginning it had been like Timy said—out of the gutter? Then he fixed his eyes on the piano, which had been Timy’s gift. Twelve hundred dollars it had cost, and Timy paid it and never even mentioned the price. That was like Timy; that was the way Timy did things. Whatever you said about Timy, you had to admit there was nothing cheap about him.

The rug was wrinkled under one of the piano legs, and he bent down and fixed it. Still in that position, he caught Alice’s eye; she was staring at him.

He grinned, went over and sat down next to her, taking her hand and fondling it.

“You’re such a baby,” she said, very motherly because of the new possession her pregnancy had given her.

He nodded, went on stroking her hand.

“Tell me,” she said.

Then he told her, in a low, unhurried voice, as if he were recounting something that did not concern him in the least. He saw himself as a third person, considering the unjustness of it all from a great distance. When he was through, he let go of her hand and began to fumble for a cigarette.

“That’s all,” he said. “Seems like I’m the goat, doesn’t it? Maybe I am.”

She was just silent. He had expected her to cry, to take on in one way or another, but it seemed that she had used herself out with the nameless fear that had gripped her all evening. She was silent, staring straight ahead of her, and moving her shoulders with little shrugs. Finally, she remarked:

“Your Timy.”

“Look at all he did for me,” he said helplessly, and repeating Timy’s suggestion: “Where would I be now without Timy—just another bum?”

“Yes—you still believe in him.”

“Aw, no—no, I don’t, baby. It’s not that—I don’t know what it is. Maybe he’s right. Geesus, I don’t know anything any more.”

“And me?”

“Yeah, I was thinking—”

She rose.

“Where are you going, Alice?”

“Nowhere—just inside. I want to be alone for a while—I want to think. I want to—”

“All right,” he protested, “go ahead. Blame me. It’s all my fault. Why don’t you call me a cheap crook, and be done with it. That’s what you’re thinking.”

She shook her head, then shrugged. “What difference does it make? You worship him.”

She went into her bedroom; he sat where he was, puffing savagely upon his cigarette. Then he ground it out in an ash-tray. He began to pace back and forth, clenching his hands, rubbing them together, and then stopping all of a sudden to stare at them, as if they were no part of him and he had never seen them before.

“Alice!” he called. When there was no answer, he felt hurt and small, and he sat down again, staring between his legs at the floor. Then he heard her scream.

Paralyzed for a moment, he stayed still. Then he ran into the bedroom. It was dark there, but he could hear her moaning on the bed, just dimly make out her form.

“Don’t put on the light!” she cried.

Then it was on, and he almost fainted at what he saw. And she was shaking her head and moaning futilely. Somehow, he got at the phone and called an ambulance. Then he remembered that there was a doctor in the house on the ground floor. He ran in to Alice, tried to tell her, but she lay there with her eyes closed, either faint or dead. He ran out to the elevator and begged the boy to call the doctor. Then back to Alice. Something should be done, but he didn’t know what to do; and he made a futile attempt to clean her face with a wet rag. He stood above her, a tragic boy-man, knowing for the first time stark, terrible fear.

He looked at the doctor blankly when he came in; then he pointed to the bed, mute. The doctor took it in with a glance.

“Warm water,” he said. “Get some clean towels. Hurry, man!”

He was glad to have something to do. Water and towels. He brought them into the room, but he couldn’t stay there. He went outside and tried not to hear anything at all. He smoked a cigarette, lit another from the end of that, and all the time he regarded very curiously the bloodstains on his hands.

Then the ambulance came. He sat there and nodded his head while they took her away; and after they had gone the doctor was speaking to him. He knew that the doctor was speaking to him, but he had no clear sense of what the doctor was saying. Finally he asked the doctor whether she would die.

“Hardly—modern methods, you know.” The doctor was writing down the name of the hospital on one of his cards. “Better get over there anyway—you know—cheer her.”

“Yes.”

“Damned shame,” the doctor said, “fine girl like that. Mess inside. Better get someone to clean it up—don’t go in yourself. You need a drink.”

Danny realized that the doctor might want a drink, too. He poured them out, and they both gulped it. He saw that the doctor was a young man, not much older than he was. He poured two more drinks and then they both felt better.

“Maybe I should have gone,” Danny said.

“No, no. You wouldn’t do any good, only hold up things. Large hospital, modern methods, you know.”

“Yeah—what do I owe you, doc?”

They settled it, and then the doctor left. Danny washed his hands; then he got out his coat and hat. Then he stood with them in his hands and wondered where he was going. He thought it was funny the way his mind wandered, the way he knew a thing one moment and then forgot it the next.

Absently, he fumbled for the card, found it and read the name of the hospital. He put the card back and began to get into his coat. Then, suddenly and easily, he began to cry. He fell into a chair, rubbing his fists into his eyes. Then it stopped. He took out a cigarette and put it unlighted into his mouth.

“Aw, hell,” he whispered.

Looking at the door of the bedroom, he wondered whether he would dare to go in there again. Then he crawled into his coat and almost ran from the house.


AT EIGHT o’clock Claus was ready, and the guard, sitting near the door, nodded approvingly. He liked a man to be like that, calm and quiet. That made it easier for him, and it wasn’t easy to sit with a man whose head was shaven, whose trousers were slit, who was dead—knowing that he was dead.

Claus was curious about the weather. He asked the guard, thinking that he would like to go outside for just a while, just to look at the sky and feel fresh cold air.

“It ain’t raining, I guess,” the guard said.

“Tomorrow, that will make a nice sunrise,” Claus thought. He occupied himself with the sunrise, picturing it from beginning to end. First the glow in the sky, and then the edge of the sun; then the full glory of the swollen rising sun….

“Yu kin write a letter,” the guard suggested. “Some does that tu fill the time. The priest’ll be here any minute now.”

Claus smiled. Write a letter—but to whom? There were a number of things he would have said to Anna, but to whom else? Not to a fat priest who would come all eager for a confession. Had he ever spoken to anyone but Anna? He would look at the priest and grin into his fat face, show him.

He was tired, all worn out. It was strange to think of weariness without sleep to follow, and then awakening. He knew it wouldn’t be like sleep. It would hurt at first, and after that—nothing after that. Why didn’t he do as men did when they died? Was he calm because something inside of him had died already? If he had a piano—he could see himself sitting at the piano, playing until the time came, and then walking calmly with his hands clasped behind his back and his glasses perched evenly upon his long nose.

With a dignity that so few men possessed. He would keep his dignity right to the very end.

And again, he could consider that he was done with so many things. No more roaming, creeping from place to place, and no more memories. No more regrets for all the numberless things he had not done. No more—

And from the next cell then, hardly a whisper: “Hey—Dutch.” It was quiet in the death house. Everybody was listening to the two of them. In a manner of speaking, they were on exhibit. Claus heard it repeated: “Hey, Dutch.”

He went to the door, but he didn’t answer. The guard watched him. He stood at the door, staring out, wondering about the man over there. A half hour before he died, the other man would go. As death made men brothers.

“Hey, Dutch, it’s almost nine.”

“Yeah,” he answered. Was the fool watching time? Did he expect to hold it back? What difference did it make whether it was nine or ten? For an instant he hated the man, fiercely, the way he could hate; and then he shrugged his shoulders. Such a thing to be angry about! Men were brothers in death. Talk, hope—but no anger now about little things. They were above little things.

“Gives me an hour. Geesus Christ, Dutch, say sumpen to me!”

He smiled, contorting his mummy-like face. “What is there to say?”

“I’m afraid—”

Claus’s smile became contemptuous, and he strode back to his cot. He sat down, and stared at the guard stonily, while he listened to the man in the next cell weep. From a colored man up the block:

“Dere’s hope an’ fait’!” He screamed it out, and the cell row took up the babble. Voices from every corner. Claus crouched, shielding his head with his hands. Then he heard the door open, and glanced up at the priest.

“Leave me alone,” Claus said.

The priest stood there, doubtful, and then he began to talk to Claus, quickly. Claus listened; he listened without hearing the words; he listened until the voice seemed to bore into his brain, and then he sprang to his feet and screamed: “Get out—get out, you fat slob!”

Someone began to laugh; in the next cell, the man wept bitterly.

“Get out,” Claus repeated, more calmly now.

But when the priest had gone, he crouched in a corner of his bed and covered his face with his hands. When he took them away, Anna was with him.

“Why did you do that?” she wanted to know.

He glanced sidewise at the guard, and saw that the guard was watching him, not Anna. Watching him. He threw a mock smile at the vision of Anna, but when it persisted, he pawed at it with his hands.

“Steady,” the guard said.

Clasping his hands together, he looked at her. She was dressed as she had been when he shot her. Under his intense concentration, she vanished, and again he put his head in his hands. Then it seemed to him that she had seated herself next to him, and was stroking his head.

“But you never loved me,” he whispered desperately. “I used to want to believe, but you never loved me, my Anna.”

He pressed his head to her stroking, nodded with it, became deliciously drowsy and warm. One part of him listened to the priest, giving the man absolution in the next cell; the other part of him knew only that the woman he loved was stroking his head; and the fact that he knew it was an illusion mattered not at all. He began to whisper.

“You know, my Anna, I die. I’m not afraid—but it will hurt. You be with me, my Anna—stay close with me—be with me—with me—with me.” Was he falling asleep?

Anna. When everything inside of him tightened, squeezed itself together, and sent a yearning pain all over his body, he knew it was his feeling for, Anna. He knew he was a cold man; he had been made that way. He was a hard, cold man, dried out, with love in him for only one thing; but that love was great. Even now, as he pictured it, he saw it growing, enveloping the entire cell, spreading over him.

He started, as if he were waking out of sleep. Anna was gone. Had Anna been there at all?

“What time is it?” he asked the guard.

“Nine-thirty.”

“Nine-thirty,” he repeated dully.

Now the man in the next cell was gone completely. Claus could hear him sobbing, beating his feet against the ground. Whispers up and down the block expressed sympathy or disgust; and then when the warden came, the whispers stopped.

All eyes followed the warden. Even Claus stumbled to the door of his cell and watched him. He went to the next cell, had the door opened, and went in. He was there for a few minutes, talking softly; and while he spoke the death house was so silent that Claus could hear the men in the various cells breathing. Then the warden went away, glancing neither to left nor to right.

The hush lasted a moment longer. Then someone cried: “What was it?”

“Who?”

“Hey, Dutch—you?”

The man in the next cell to Claus screamed; then he was crying again, hysterically; then he was pounding with his bare hands upon the door of his cell.

“Dutch, Dutch!”

Claus was weak, faint; he couldn’t answer.

“Dutch—they gimme a stay. Dutch, I ain’t goin’ tonight. Geesus Christ, Dutch, they gimme a stay. I ain’t goin’ tonight.”

“Yeah.”

He sat down on his bed, afraid; but he hadn’t been afraid like this before. Now he was alone; he would go alone. No abject fear in the next cell to give him courage. All by himself now—and into the dark.

“What time is it?” he asked the guard weakly.


THE CHILDREN were ready to sleep, Sasha in a nightgown that caught under her toes whenever she moved, Peter in pajamas, washing himself now. Peter gurgled and splashed water over himself. Other things were forgotten now. When his mother held out the towel for him, he fairly fell into it.

Mary took them to the bedroom and watched them pray. It was like a benediction to see them on their knees, blessing her in the sight of God. She put out the light, and then stood by the door of the bedroom. So easy to stand there—she could have stood there through the night.

She went into the living-room, sat down, and sat for a long time, just smiling. What would come tomorrow did not matter a great deal—because tonight she was happy. As if tonight had been sanctioned above all other nights, a night of hate and sorrow, of love and forgiveness and thanksgiving. And she didn’t hate.

She hated no one, not even Shutzey. Probably Shutzey would die, and that was her own doing; but she did not hate him any more. Nor was she regretful. It seemed to her now that she saw things in a broad sweep, the way she had never seen them before, a sweep of tomorrows that would come endlessly. A promise for Peter and Sasha, always for Peter and Sasha.


HE HAD two more drinks before he reached the hospital; and when he got there he knew that she was dead already, so he sat in the waiting room with his hat in his hands, twisting the hat and staring at the inside band and the lining. He read his initials over again and again. Three initials; it seemed to him that he had never been occupied with anything but reading those initials. He must have sat there for a long time.

—For a long time. Danny didn’t know how long it was when the nurse came over and asked him whether she couldn’t help him. First he gazed at her blankly; then he put his hat away carefully by his side and lit a cigarette. He plunged into the story, and he was half through with it when she told him that she would take him to his wife.

He looked at her and shook his head.

“You wait a minute,” the nurse said. She went away then, and in a little while she was back. “She’s doing nicely,” the nurse said. “You can see her if you want to.”

“All right,” Danny nodded.

Then he took his hat in his hand and followed the nurse. When they came into Alice’s room, he felt shy and afraid; he sat down by the bed and fumbled with his hat.

“Only a few minutes,” the nurse said. She went out and left them alone.

Alice reached out and took one of his hands. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, “I’m such a baby.” Then they couldn’t do much more than look at one another. He tried to think of what would be the right thing to say, but there wasn’t anything.

“They’ll only keep me here a day or so,” Alice told him. “I feel better already.”

“That’s nice.”

“I’m really not sick,” she explained. “But it’s best that I stay here for a little while, isn’t it, Danny? I mean that I’m not a nuisance to you here.”

He tried to say something, but all he could do was fumble with his hat, and finally it fell to the floor and lay between his feet. He looked at it perplexedly, and then he raised his eyes to her. She was smiling uncertainly.

“You’re no nuisance,” he said miserably.

“But I am. I didn’t try to help you, Danny. You came to me, and I never thought to myself that maybe you wanted me to help you. But I’m no good—not for anything. Now even the baby’s gone. Will you hate me very much, Danny, because the baby’s gone?”

“No.”

“You’re not saying that because you want me to feel better, are you? I mean—you’re not telling me that now, and afterwards you won’t feel that way at all? I feel like such a mess, Danny. And now I don’t know what to think. Only when you go away, then what will I do? You see how it is, I’m selfish, Danny. Before you came, I was crying—I was thinking about you going to prison. Oh, I’m afraid—”

“You shouldn’t cry,” he told her. “You shouldn’t cry. You have to get better.”

“Then I think about the baby.”

“You don’t think I care about the baby? Don’t you think I care about you at all?”

“I love you so much, Danny.”

“I know.”

“You’re not angry with me?”

“No, no—I’m not angry. I love you.”

“You won’t go away from me, Danny?”

“I won’t.” He was almost sobbing. “I swear I won’t, baby. I won’t go away. I’ll never go away.”

“But Timy—”

“To hell with Timy! I’ll fight Timy. I tell you I’ll fight Timy.” He tried a smile, managed it, gripped her hand between his. Then he let go of it self-consciously.

“I’m a God damn good lawyer,” he said. “I can fight Timy. He’s not God.”

“You won’t go away?”

“No, no. I’ll stay with you.” He wanted to kiss her, but something held him back; in a way, he feared to touch her. He recalled that he should have brought flowers, and he promised himself that he would bring them the next day. He would bring lots of flowers, and they would make the place bright and cheery. But about Timy—

“What’s the matter?” she asked him.

“Nothing. Does it hurt? I don’t want anything to hurt you.”

“No, it doesn’t.”

He picked up the hat. The nurse had said only a few minutes, and already it was more than that. But she was looking at him in a way that made it almost impossible for him to go. He couldn’t stand to have her look at him like that, as if he were better than anything else she had ever known. He knew that he wasn’t; he knew that he wanted to get down by the bed and pour out his heart to her. But he couldn’t do that either; he couldn’t do anything except look at his hat.

“Danny,” she said.

“Yes?”

“You’ll come back tomorrow, won’t you?”

“Yes, of course.”

“All right.”

“I have to go now. The nurse said—”

“All right.”

He kissed her quickly. Outside, he began to think of Timy; and he realized that for the first time he hated him, deeply, fiercely. He pictured himself with his fingers in Timy’s fat pink throat, squeezing.


JESSICA went to Shutzey’s apartment, letting herself in with her key. It was a new apartment in another neighborhood, furnished with her own hands and Shutzey’s money. It was furnished in the modern way, just like she had seen in the movies. Shutzey had winced a little at the prices she paid, but she explained to him that you couldn’t get real class without paying the price. Anyway, he liked whatever she bought; and when she picked things out, he didn’t say much, only nodded at everything she selected.

He liked to stretch out in a certain white chair, light his pipe, and puff reflectively, while his eyes absorbed her. He felt respectable and he felt big, and to look at her slim clean-cut beauty was very comforting. The. fact that he could never get any nearer to her than the surface of her skin only served to enhance her in his eyes, and now and again he seriously thought of asking her to marry him. Not that he wanted a wife—but he wanted to be sure of her. She had pushed him into one thing after another, until he was out of his depth, and then for everything, he would turn to her.

She said, now: “I shouldn’t have let him go tonight. Suppose he gets it—He’ll stand there and fight. He won’t have enough sense to know what to do.”

She took off her coat, lit a cigarette, and sat down in Shutzey’s big chair. She noticed the stains he had made with his pipe on one of the white leather-covered arms. That was like him. A chair was only something for him to sit in and knock his pipe against.

A while later, she ground out the cigarette and glanced at her watch. It was after nine, and the way Shutzey had figured, he should be with her by half-past ten.

Then she mixed a cocktail, but she couldn’t drink it. She left it standing, and smoked more cigarettes. They filled the ash-tray by her side, and one burning end steamed slowly. She watched it, then ground it out. Then she felt cold, and went around the apartment closing windows. The clock said half-past ten. She went to the window, looked down into the street, turned back to the room and paced back and forth like an angry cat.

She thought of Timy and the saloon. What would Shutzey do if Timy made a pass at her, and Shutzey found out? One blow of his fist would crush Timy, the way a butcher’s club crushes in a steak. She always saw things like that as if they had already happened. She could see Timy on the floor, writhing, and Shutzey standing over him.

Or what would Timy’s body be like to her touch? Soft, probably, and sickening after a while. When Shutzey tensed his muscles with adolescent pride, the sudden swelling threw her from him, hurt her sometimes; and then he would smile with the sort of satisfaction nothing else gave him. There was nothing he enjoyed so much as showing off his muscles, rippling them for her, or raising her from the ground with one hand; and then wilting sheepishly when she raged at him for hurting her.

She lit another cigarette, walked with it to the window, dropped it, and watched its meteor-like flight. Then the phone rang, and she whirled back to the room.

She listened for a moment. “Yes,” she said, “he lives here…. His wife? No…. What? … No, I say I’m not his wife…. I’ll come.”

She put down the receiver very slowly, turned and looked into a round rimless mirror that hung over the couch. Then she watched her hands as she lit a cigarette.

“Geesus Christ,” she whispered.

The burning match hung between her fingers, burnt until it singed her skin. Then she dropped it to the carpet; then she put her fingers in her mouth, licked them, bit them, took them out and stared dully at the marks.

She stared at Shutzey’s chair.

Then she stumbled about, trying to find her coat.


IT WAS over for him at half-past ten. Claus stood up, walked to the door.

“Now take it easy,” the guard said.

He stepped out, felt that he was stepping over the edge of a tall building, gingerly put his foot into the corridor, glanced down where the door was. Behind that door, they were waiting. And with him in the corridor was the priest; he had come back.

“Take it easy,” the guard said again.

In every cell they were watching, their eyes glued to the bars; but nobody said anything. It was like a silent movie audience engrossed in a drama. The warden was there. He chewed his lips and fingered a cigarette.

He might have been terribly funny, if he were not tragic, the tall thin man, his fleshless head shaved clean, his glasses perched on the end of his nose. He stopped to adjust his glasses. He swallowed, and the lump in his throat bobbed up and down. He laid a finger against his long pointed nose, sneezed, and then let his hand fall limply to his side.

“Come on,” the guard said.

He was still curious enough to look at the man in the next cell, the one who had been granted a stay of execution, a little man with crossed eyes.

“Hell—I’m sorry, Dutch,” he whispered.

He began to walk, but it seemed to him that the cells were moving slowly past him, that he was standing still. Suddenly, his legs were limp; he had to stop and support himself on the guard for a moment. Then the cells began to move again.

There was an almost imperceptible pause as he passed a cell and saw the man in it. Some of them nodded. One said, “So long,” the others said nothing.

His mind worked in quick flashes, or else it was deliberately slow; and all in a flash, he thought, “They would speak to me—only they’re afraid. What do I look like?”

Then a blank. Perhaps it was only for seconds, but then his mind was blank; and when it awoke again he was at the door that led out—

“I’m not afraid, my Anna,” he said stubbornly. But his head dropped, and as he walked through the door he seemed to have lost many inches in height, for he was all stooped over and bent, an old, old man.

And after he passed, there was a great hush, a great, terrible hush that endured until the sudden dimming of the lights told of the rush of current.


IF THE passing of Shutzey was great, it was great only in the way that all deaths are great, and all lives and all births: but it was not remembered and it did not become legend, as the poet did.

Jessica looked at the body, lying in the police morgue, the face blue and cold, with just the trace of the mocking smile that had always marked him. If she thought of anything as the policeman spoke, she thought of the stark drama of his passing, as it had appeared to Shutzey.

—As his car swings over, blocking the truck that held a fortune in bootleg liquor. The truck is stained with the caked mud and dirt of a thousand miles travel. Lit up by a street lamp, it looms high in the narrow empty street. Shutzey leaps out, a gun in his hand, Snookie Eagen behind him.

“Get out!”

They run up to the truck, poke their guns into the black cab. They hear someone say, “Let ’em have it”; but they never realize the full import of the words. A Thompson gun stabs out of the cab with bright little flashes. Snookie Eagen is crying like a woman; the sheer force of the blast hurls the massive body of Shutzey back into the street.

Maybe he realizes that he is shot all through the middle, or maybe he doesn’t realize anything. Snookie is dead in a little humped-up pile, but Shutzey struggles to his feet and begins to run. He doesn’t think about Mary White, or indeed that anyone has betrayed him. Reason is gone already; but the surging life of a man-beast is left; the man himself is dead.

He runs with slow, faltering steps, slower than a man walks, and the Thompson gun stabs after him.

The shock of the bullets throw him over again, four across his back, two through the heart. Yet he staggers up, on his knees, on his feet, turns around, and receives the last burst of bullets squarely in the chest. The mocking grin remained.

He is leaning forward at the end, and perhaps the bullets hold him erect. Then he sags; his knees go; one slug is lodged in his spine, yet the upper part of his body is stiff.

As he lies on the ground, a final burst sears his back, rips open his thighs….

The truck backs; it jolts half up on the curb, rolls back into the, street with a grinding of gears, and roars away into the night….

They told it to her. An officer said:

“Ain’t it funny as hell—the kind of dolls that go with them mugs.”

And another: “Them pimps are all the same. He didn’t have no business trying to hijack that truck.”

She went back up to the booking room, and the man on duty looked at her sleepily. “Sit down,” he said.

She sat down and lit a cigarette. She shook her head, pushed a stray wisp of hair out of her eye.

“I don’t have to stay here,” she said.

“You wait. The captain wants to talk with you.”

“All right.” It didn’t matter. She puffed the cigarette; she couldn’t stop thinking about how his body was all torn to pieces, all the different parts of his body, parts that she had learnt so well.

“Well—he’s dead, ain’t he?” she said to herself.

She stared at the lights in the globes, one at each corner of the high desk. She stared at them until her eyes hurt with the light, until everything else was dull and hazy. And then she felt tears in her eyes, and, wondered whether she was crying because of Shutzey.

Someone came in. She heard the officer say: “Hello, Timy. Glad to see you.”

“I heard about Shutzey,” Timy said.

“Yeah. He got it. Wanna look at him?”

“Yeah—”

Then he saw her; she saw him dully at first, and then he cleared in her eyes, a round, fat, confident man, eying her deliberately. He whispered something to the officer.

“Yeah.”

His small blue eyes widened.

“You goin’ to look at him?”

“No.”

He took his hat off and went over to Jessica. He stood in front of her.

“Shutzey was my friend,” he said softly.

She looked at him; but she said nothing. They stared at each other, appraised each other, measured each other, and perhaps they were both thinking the same thing. And the policeman watched them with careless interest.

“It ain’t very nice for you to sit here,” Timy said, just as though he knew all about it.

She glanced at the policeman.

“It’s all right,” Timy said.

She rose, and he took her arm. The officer looked at him, and Timy nodded.

“It’s all right,” Timy said again.

Then they walked out together. She didn’t wonder where Timy would take her; it was enough that she was with Timy. That was the way it had to be, step by step, up and up. Yet—

“I wonder whether she’s laughing or crying?” Timy thought.

And, as in answer to his thought, she said: “I don’t know.” It was the first time she had doubted herself in a long while.


LATE at night, that night, O’Lacy stopped under the plane tree. He stopped for a breath of fresh air, because to him it always seemed that fresh air lingered under that tree.

He reached up, took a bud between his finger, squeezed it, and sniffed the juice on his hands. Then he walked on.

He walked on down the street; his walk was an even, steady one, the walk of a man whose conscience is clear. And if anyone had seen him, that person might have reflected that among all apparent disorder, O’Lacy was order; that O’Lacy in himself was nothing, that his spirit was a balance for the future, as if he regulated the melting pot. And that person would consider that of all people, O’Lacy gave promise for the future. And the promise—


AS THAT night, other nights, so many other nights. Seven years are more than six months, and one expects that things will be different. But not too different.

The story is of Peter. Snow was falling. In the morning it was clear, but in the afternoon it began, with clouds piling out of the north and the east. It snowed easily, lightly, the snow coming down in big white flakes. It was snowing at four o’clock in the afternoon, when all light was fading, when the street lamps made splotches in the curtain of snow.

When he walked by the corner, he saw Meyer pushing away the snow with a large square shovel. The old man’s white head was bare. Bits of snow settled there, melted, little drops of water rolled down his cheeks.

“Give me it,” Peter said.

Meyer glanced up at him and shook his head.

“I don’t want any money,” Peter told him. Then he took the shovel and went at the snow, and Meyer pattered about after him, chattering hurriedly. It was the third time that winter that Peter had shoveled his snow for him, and by now Meyer took it for granted. If the boy was a fool—

“In Washington it’s like summer,” Meyer said. “My Jessica writes me it’s like summer—like summer.”

Peter nodded. His long form threw away the snow, more in one stroke than Meyer gathered in four.

“She don’t send me money—but if I have a good daughter, do I want that?”

“I should think not.”

“Yeah—you see. A little snow back here; Peter. Ah—what’s the use? The snow keeps on, and in an hour it’s just as bad.”

“I think it’ll stop,” Peter said, glancing up.

“Don’t I know? I’m older than you. It won’t stop.”

Peter grinned. He gave the shovel to Meyer, and walked down the street.

And Meyer went into the store. Bessie was behind the counter, and Meyer said to her:

“Early, we’ll close. Who’ll come for cigars in such weather?” He put the shovel away. “I’m tired.”

Bessie was sealing a letter. He noticed it, came nearer to peer at it. Then he put on his glasses.

“Marion?” he said.

“I’m sending her a few dollars. She didn’t ask for it, but I know she needs it. Just five dollars, Meyer.”

“And five dollars last week.”

Then he noticed something in her eyes, and thinking that he had seen it many times before, he just looked at her. If one person understands you, he thought, do you need more than that? He said something he hadn’t ever said before; maybe he said it because he was an old man.

“I’d like to see the children,” he said.

But Bessie knew; it seemed to her that she had always known—that the only promise and meaning is in the children. Always in the children. Does it matter about you? The world goes on because of the children, like a promise.

“I know,” she said.

When Peter came home, Sasha was crying. They lived in the room where the poet had once lived. Ever since their mother died, they had lived there. That was three years ago, and now, it was almost eight since the poet had died. So you see, the legend was almost forgotten; and if Peter remembered the music master, he knew nothing of the poet, and about his death he had forgotten. But he remembered the music master. Nobody lived upstairs. When Peter played the piano, he would bend his head and listen for the scolding of Claus. But Sasha didn’t believe in ghosts.

And now Sasha was crying. She looked up at Peter and shook her head, but she was too full with her tears to say anything. He crawled out of his coat, and said: “Tell me.”

She plunged into her story through her tears. She had been going home with a pound of sausage, when a dog began to follow her. She bent down to pet him, gave him one sausage, because he was a very thin dog, and he took all of them.

“All of them,” Sasha moaned. “I couldn’t catch him, Pede, and I had no money. Oh, Pede, I could die—you work so hard.”

He came down to her chair, rocked back and forth with her, telling her: “Baby, I’m not hungry.”

“You work so hard,” she moaned.

“Do I?” He began to laugh, and she knew by his laugh that he was very happy; only she didn’t know why he was always happy when she cried.

“I’m such a little fool,” she said. “Why did you marry me?” she demanded. “I’m such a little fool.”

“I smell something.”

“I cooked the potatoes,” she said.

“I cooked the potatoes,” he mimicked.

“You’re making fun of me.”

“No, no.”

“You always make fun of me.”

“No—I love you.”

“Is that why you make fun of me? Don’t you like potatoes?”

He crouched in front of her, nodding his head.

“You’re making fun of me,” she said.

Afterwards, he played the piano. Sasha sat back and listened, watching him and watching his fingers. Then he played the Snow Song, which, he told Sasha, would make him famous some day; Sasha knew that if he said so, it would, but she didn’t like the Snow Song.

There was one part where it broke to two lonely, aching chords.

“Why do you always look at the ceiling?” Sasha asked him.

“Ghosts—maybe.”

“I don’t believe in ghosts. If you do become famous, Pede, you’ll love me, won’t you?”

He played on, laughing at her, glancing occasionally at the ceiling….



A BIOGRAPHY OF HOWARD FAST


Howard Fast (1914-2003), one of the most prolific American writers of the twentieth century, was a bestselling author of more than eighty works of fiction, nonfiction, poetry, and screenplays. Fast's commitment to championing social justice in his writing was rivaled only by his deftness as a storyteller and his lively cinematic style.

Born on November 11, 1914, in New York City, Fast was the son of two immigrants. His mother, Ida, came from a Jewish family in Britain, while his father, Barney, emigrated from the Ukraine, changing his last name to Fast on arrival at Ellis Island. Fast's mother passed away when he was only eight, and when his father lost steady work in the garment industry, Fast began to take odd jobs to help support the family. One such job was at the New York Public Library, where Fast, surrounded by books, was able to read widely. Among the books that made a mark on him was Jack London's The Iron Heel, containing prescient warnings against fascism that set his course both as a writer and as an advocate for human rights. 



Fast began his writing career early, leaving high school to finish his first novel, Two Valleys (1933). His next novels, including Conceived in Liberty (1939) and Citizen Tom Paine (1943), explored the American Revolution and the progressive values that Fast saw as essential to the American experiment. In 1943 Fast joined the American Communist Party, an alliance that came to define—and often encumber—much of his career. His novels during this period advocated freedom against tyranny, bigotry, and oppression by exploring essential moments in American history, as in The American (1946). During this time Fast also started a family of his own. He married Bette Cohen in 1937 and the couple had two children.


Congressional action against the Communist Party began in 1948, and in 1950, Fast, an outspoken opponent of McCarthyism, was called before the House Un-American Activities Committee. Because he refused to provide the names of other members of the Joint Anti-Fascist Refugee Committee, Fast was issued a three-month prison sentence for contempt of Congress. While in prison, he was inspired to write Spartacus (1951), his iconic retelling of a slave revolt during the Roman Empire, and did much of his research for the book during his incarceration. Fast's appearance before Congress also earned him a blacklisting by all major publishers, so he started his own press, Blue Heron, in order to release Spartacus. Other novels published by Blue Heron, including Silas Timberman (1954), directly addressed the persecution of Communists and others during the ongoing Red Scare. Fast continued to associate with the Communist Party until the horrors of Stalin's purges of dissidents and political enemies came to light in the mid-1950s. He left the Party in 1956.

Fast's career changed course in 1960, when he began publishing suspense-mysteries under the pseudonym E. V. Cunningham. He published nineteen books as Cunningham, including the seven-book Masao Masuto mystery series. Also, Spartacus was made into a major film in 1960, breaking the Hollywood blacklist once and for all. The success of Spartacus inspired large publishers to pay renewed attention to Fast's books, and in 1961 he published April Morning, a novel about the battle of Lexington and Concord during the American Revolution. The book became a national bestseller and remains a staple of many literature classes. From 1960 onward Fast produced books at an astonishing pace—almost one book per year—while also contributing to screen adaptations of many of his books. His later works included the autobiography Being Red (1990) and the New York Times bestseller The Immigrants (1977).



Fast died in 2003 at his home in Greenwich, Connecticut.
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Fast on a farm in upstate New York during the summer of 1917. Growing up, Fast often spent the summers in the Catskill Mountains with his aunt and uncle from Hunter, New York. These vacations provided a much-needed escape from the poverty and squalor of the Lower East Side's Jewish ghetto, as well as the bigotry his family encountered after they eventually relocated to an Irish and Italian neighborhood in upper Manhattan. However, the beauty and tranquility Fast encountered upstate were often marred by the hostility shown toward him by his aunt and uncle. "They treated us the way Oliver Twist was treated in the orphanage," Fast later recalled. Nevertheless, he "fell in love with the area" and continued to go there until he was in his twenties.
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Fast (left) with his older brother, Jerome, in 1935. In his memoir Being Red, Fast wrote that he and his brother "had no childhood." As a result of their mother's death in 1923 and their father's absenteeism, both boys had to fend for themselves early on. At age eleven, alongside his thirteen-year-old brother, Fast began selling copies of a local newspaper called the Bronx Home News. Other odd jobs would follow to make ends meet in violent, Depression-era New York City. Although he resented the hardscrabble nature of his upbringing, Fast acknowledged that the experience helped form a lifelong attachment to his brother. "My brother was like a rock," he wrote, "and without him I surely would have perished." 
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A copy of Fast's military identification from World War II. During the war Fast worked as a war correspondent in the China-Burma-India theater, writing articles for publications such as PM, Esquire, and Coronet. He also contributed scripts to Voice of America, a radio program developed by Elmer Davis that the United States broadcast throughout occupied Europe. 
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Here Fast poses for a picture with a fellow inmate at Mill Point prison, where he was sent in 1950 for his refusal to disclose information about other members of the Communist Party. Mill Point was a progressive federal institution made up of a series of army bunkhouses. "Everyone worked at the prison," said Fast during a 1998 interview, "and while I hate prison, I hate the whole concept of prison, I must say this was the most intelligent and humane prison, probably that existed in America." Indeed, Fast felt that his three-month stint there served him well as a writer: "I think a writer should see a little bit of prison and a little bit of war. Neither of these things can be properly invented. So that was my prison."
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Fast with his wife Bette and their two children, Jonathan and Rachel, in 1952. The family has a long history of literary achievement. Bette's father founded the Hudson County News Company. Jonathan Fast would go on to become a successful popular novelist, as would his daughter, Molly, whose mother, Erica Jong, is the author of the groundbreaking feminist novel Fear of Flying. (Photo courtesy of Lotte Jacobi.)
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Fast at a bookstand during his campaign for Congress in 1952. He ran on the American Labor Party ticket for the twenty-third congressional district in the Bronx. Although Fast remained a committed leftist his entire life, he looked back on his foray into national politics with a bit of amusement. "I got a disease, which is called 'candidateitis,'" he told Donald Swaim in a 1990 radio interview. "And this disease takes hold of your mind, and it convinces you that your winning an election is important, very often the most important thing on earth. And it grips you to a point that you're ready to kill to win that election." He concluded: "I was soundly defeated, but it was a fascinating experience."
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In 1953, the Soviet Union awarded Fast the International Peace Prize. This photo from the ceremony shows the performer, publisher, and civil rights activist Paul Robeson delivering a speech before presenting Fast (seated, second from left) with the prestigious award. Robeson and Fast came to know each other through their participation in leftist political causes during the 1940s and were friends for many years. Like Fast, Robeson was called before the House Un-American Activities Committee during the McCarthy era and invoked his Fifth Amendment right not to answer questions. This led to Robeson's work being banned in the United States, a situation that Robeson, unlike Fast, never completely overcame. In a late interview Fast cited Robeson as one of the forgotten heroes of the twentieth century. "Paul," he said, "was an extraordinary man." Also shown (from left to right): Essie Robeson, Mrs. Mellisk, Dr. W.E.B. Du Bois, Rachel Fast, and Bette Fast. (Photo courtesy of Julius Lazarus and the author.)
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Howard and Bette Fast in California in 1976. The couple relocated to the West Coast after Fast grew disgruntled over the poor reception of his novel The Hessian. While in California, Fast temporarily gave up writing novels to work as a screenwriter, but, like many novelists before him, found the business disheartening. "In L.A. you work like hell because there is nothing else to do, unless you are cheating on your wife," he told People after he had moved back East in the 1980s. Of course, Fast, an ardent nature-lover, did enjoy California's scenic beauty and eventually set many of his novels—including The Immigrant's Daughter and the bestselling Masao Masuto detective series—in the state.
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