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CHAPTER 1

IN MY DREAM I was reaching right through the glass of
the window of a hockshop. It was the hockshop on North
Clark Street, the west side of the street, half a block
north of Grand Avenue. I was reaching out a hand
through the glass to touch a silver trombone. The other
things in the window were blurred and hazy.

The singing made me turn around instead of touching
the silver trombone. It was Gardie’s voice.

She was singing and skipping rope along the sidewalk.
Like she used to before she started high school last year
and got boy-crazy, with lipstick and powder all over her
face. She was not quite fifteen; three and a half years
younger than I. She had make-up on now, in this dream
of mine, thick as ever, but she was skipping rope, too,
and singing like a kid, ‘““One, two, three, O’Leary; four,
five, six, O’Leary; seven, eight . . .”

But through the dream I was waking up. It’s confusing
when you’re like that, half one way and half the other.
The sound of the elevated roaring by is almost part of
the dream, and there’s somebody walking in the hallway
outside the flat, and—when the elevated has gone by—
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THE FABULOUS CLIPJOINT

there’s the ticking of the alarm clock on the floor by the
bed and the extra little click it gives when the alarm is
ready to explode.

I shut it off and rolled back, but I kept my eyes open
so 1 wouldn’t go back to sleep. The dream faded. I
thought, I wish I had a trombone; that's why I dreamed
that. Why did Gardie have to come along and wake me
up?

I thought, I'll have to get up right away. Pop was out
drinking last night and still wasn’t home when I went to
sleep. He'll be hard to wake up this morning.

I thought, I wish I didn’t have to go to work. I wish
I could take the train to Janesville to see my Uncle
Ambrose, with the carnival. I hadn’t seen him for ten
years, since I was a kid of eight. But I thought about
him because Pop had mentioned him yesterday. He'd
told Mom that his brother Ambrose was with the J. C.
Hobart carney that was playing Janesville this week and
that was the nearest they’d get to Chicago, and he wished
he could take a day off and go to Janesville.

And Mom (who isn't really my mom, but my step-
mother) had got that looking-for-trouble look on her face
and asked, ““What do you want to see that no-good
bastard for?”’ and Pop had let it go. Mom didn't like my
Uncle Ambrose; that was why we hadn’t seen him for
ten years.

I could afford to go, I thought, but it would make
trouble if I did. I figured like Pop did; it isn’t worth it.

I got to get up, I thought. I swung out of bed and went
into the bathroom and spattered water into my face to
get wide awake. I always used the bathroom and dressed
first, and then I woke Pop and got us some breakfast
while he got ready. We went to work together. Pop was
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a linotype operator and he’d got me on as an apprentice
printer at the same shop, the Elwood Press.

It was a gosh-awful hot day, for seven in the morning.
The window curtain hung as stiff as a board. It was
almost hard to breathe. Going to be another scorcher, I
thought, as I finished dressing.

I tiptoed along the hall toward the room where Pop
and Mom slept. The door to Gardie’s room was open and
I looked in without meaning to. She was sleeping on her
back with her arms thrown out and her face without any
make-up on it looked like a kid’s face. A kind of dumb
kid.

Her face, looking like that, didn’t match the rest of
her. I mean, maybe because it had been such a hot night
she’d taken off her pajama tops and she had nice, round,
firm breasts. Maybe they’d be a little too big when she
got older but now they were beautiful and she knew it
and was proud of them. You could tell that by the way
she wore tight sweaters so they would show.

She really is growing up fast, I thought; and I hope
she’s smart because otherwise she'll be coming home
knocked up one of these days, even if she isn’t fifteen yet.

She'd probably left her door wide open on purpose so
I'd look in and see her that way, too. She wasn't my
sister, really, see; not even a half sister. She was Mom'’s
daughter. I'd been eight and Gardie a snot-nosed brat of
four when Pop had remarried. My real mom was dead.

No, Gardie wouldn’t miss a chance to tease me. She’d
like nothing better than to tempt me into making a pass
at her—so she could raise hell about it.

I went on past her open door thinking, damn her,
damn her. There wasn’t anything else I could think or
do about it.
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I stopped in the kitchen long enough to light a fire
under the kettle so it would start to boil for coffee, and
then I went back and rapped softly on the door of their
bedroom and waited to see if I'd hear Pop move.

He didn’t, and that meant I'd have to go in and wake
him. I hated to go into their bedroom, somehow. But I
knocked again and nothing happened, so I had to open
the door.

Pop wasn't there.

Mom was on the bed alone, asleep, and she was
dressed all but her shoes. She had on her best dress, the
black velvety one. It was awful mussed now and she
must have been pretty tight to go to sleep with it on. It
was her best dress. Her hair was a mess, too, and she
hadn’t taken her make-up off and it was smeared and
there was lipstick on the pillow. The room smelled of
liquor. There was a bottle of it on the dresser, almost
empty and with no cork in it.

I looked around to be sure Pop wasn’t anywhere at all
in the room; and he wasn't. Mom’s shoes lay in the oppo-
site corner from the bed, quite a ways apart as though
she’d thrown them there from the bed.

But Pop wasn’t there.

Pop had never come home at all.

I closed the door even more quietly than I'd opened
it. I stood there a minute wondering what to do, and
then—Ilike they tell you a drowning man will grab at a
straw—1I started to look for him. Maybe he came home
drunk, I told myself, and went to sleep somewhere in a
chair or on the floor.

I looked all over the flat. Under the beds, in the closets,
everywhere. I knew it was silly, but I looked. I had to
be sure he wasn’'t anywhere there; and he wasn't.
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The water for coffee was boiling away now, spouting
out steam. I turned off the fire under it, and then I had
to stop and think. I guess I'd stalled by hunting, so I
wouldn’t have to think.

I thought, he could have been with somebody, one of
the other printers, maybe. He might have spent the
night at somebody’s place because he got too drunk to
get home. I knew I was kidding myself; Pop knew how
to hold liquor. He never got that drunk.

But I told myself, maybe that’s what happened.
Maybe Bunny Wilson? Last night was Bunny’s night off;
he worked the night shift. Pop often drank with Bunny.
A couple of times Bunny had stayed at our place; I'd
found him asleep on the sofa in the morning.

Should I phone Bunny Wilson’s rooming house? I
started for the phone, and then stopped. Once I started
phoning, I'd have to go on. I'd have to phone the hos-
pitals and the police and carry through with all of it.

And if I used the phone here, Mom or Gardie might
wake up and—well, I don’t know why that would have
mattered, but it would have.

Or maybe I just wanted to get out of there. I tiptoed
out and down one flight, and then I ran down the other
two flights.

I got across the street and stopped. I was afraid to
phone. And it was almost eight, so I'd have to do some-
thing quick or be late to work. Then I realized that didn’t
matter; I wasn’t going to work today anyway. I didn’t
know what I was going to do. I leaned against a telephone
pole and felt sort of hollow and light-headed as though
I weren't quite all there, not all of me.

I wanted it over with. I wanted to know and get it
over with, but I didn’t want to go to the police and ask.
Or was it the hospitals you called first?
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Only I was afraid to call anybody. I wanted to know
and I didn’t want to know.

Across the street, a car was slowing down. There were
two men in it, and the one on the outside was leaning
out looking at street numbers. It stopped right in front
of our place, and the two men got out, one on each side.
They were coppers; it was written all over them, even
if they didn’t wear uniforms.

This is it, I thought.

Now I'm going to know.

I went across and followed them into the building. I
didn’t try to catch up; I didn’t want to talk to them.
I just wanted to listen when they started talking.

I followed them up the stairs, half a flight behind. On
the third floor one of them waited while the other
walked down the hall and looked at numbers on doors.
“Must be next floor,” he said.

The one at the head of the stairs turned and looked at
me. I had to keep on coming. He said, ‘“Hey, kid, what
floor’s fifteen on?”’

“Next one,” I said. ‘“Fourth floor.”

They kept on going, and now I was only a few steps
behind them. Like that we went from the third floor to
the fourth. The one just ahead of me had a fat behind
and his trousers were shiny in the seat. They stretched
tight every time he took a step up. It's funny; that’s all
I remember about how they looked, either of them, ex-
cept that they were big men and coppers. I never saw
their faces. I looked at them, but I never saw them.

They stopped in front of fifteen and knocked, and I
kept on going right past them and up the flight to the
fifth, the top, floor. I kept on going until I reached the
top and took a few steps, and then I reached down and
pulled off my shoes and went back halfway down the
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stairs, keeping out of sight back against the wall. I could
hear and they couldn’t see me.

I could hear everything; I could hear the shuffle of
slippers as Mom came to the door; I could hear the door
creak just a little as it opened; and in the second of
silence that followed, I could hear the ticking of the
clock in the kitchen through the opened door. I could
hear soft, barefoot steps that would be Gardie coming
out of her room to the turn in the hall by the bathroom
where, without being seen, she could hear who was at
the door.

“Wallace Hunter,” said one of the coppers. His voice
was rumbly like an el car a long way off. “Wallace
Hunter live here?”’

I could hear Mom start breathing faster; I guess that
was enough of an answer, and I guess the look on her
face must have answered his ‘“You—uh—Mrs. Wallace
Hunter?”’ because he went right on. ‘’Fraid it's bad
news, ma’am. He was—uh—"'

“An accident? He’s hurt—or—"

‘“He’s dead, ma'am. He was dead when we found him.
That is—we think it’s your husband. We want you to
come and identi—that is, as soon as you're able. There's
no hurry, ma’am. We can come in and wait till you're
over the shock of—"

“How?"” Mom'’s voice wasn't hysterical. It was flat,
dead. “How?”

“Well—uh—"

The other copper’s voice spoke. The voice that had
asked me what floor fifteen was on.

“Robbery, ma’am,’’ he said. ““Slugged and rolled in an
alley. About two o’clock last night, but his wallet was
gone so it wasn't till this morning we found out who—
Catch her, Hank!”’

[13]
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Hank must not have been fast enough. There was a
hell of a loud thud. I heard Gardie’s voice, excited, then,
and the coppers going on in. I don’t know why, but I
started for the door, my shoes still in my hand.

It closed in my face.

I went back to the stairs and sat down again. I put
my shoes on, and then I just sat there. After awhile
someone started down the stairs from the floor above. It
was Mr. Fink, the upholsterer, who lived in the flat
directly over ours. I moved close against the wall to give
him plenty of room to pass me.

At the bottom of the flight, he stopped, one hand on
the banister post and looked back at me. I didn't look
at him; I watched his hand. It was a flabby hand, with
dirty nails.

He said, ‘“Something wrong, Ed?”’

“No,” I told him.

He took his hand off the post and then put it on again.
“Why you sitting there, huh? Lost your job or some-
thing?”’

“No,” I said. “Nothing’s wrong.”

‘“Hell there ain’t. You wouldn’t be sitting there. Your
old man get drunk and kick you out or—"

“Let me alone,” I said. “Beat it. Let me alone.”

“Okay, if you want to get snotty about it. I was just
trying to be nice to you. You could be a good kid, Ed.
You oughta break away from that drunken bum of a
father of yours—"

I got up and started down the steps toward him. I
think I was going to kill him; I don’t know. He took a
look at my face and his face changed. I never saw a guy
get so scared so quick. He turned around and walked
off fast. I stayed standing there until I heard him going
down the next flight.
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Then I sat down again and put my head in my hands.

After awhile I heard the door of our flat open. I didn’t
move or look around through the banister, but I could
tell by voices and footsteps that all four of them were
leaving.

After all the sound had died away downstairs, I let
myself in with my key. I turned on the fire under the
kettle again. This time I put coffee in the dripolator and
got everything ready. Then I went over to the window
and stood looking out across the cement courtyard.

I thought about Pop, and I wished I'd known him
better. Oh, we’d got along all right, we'd got along swell,
but it came to me now that it was too late, how little I
really knew him.

# But it was as though I was standing a long way off
looking at him, the little I really knew of him, and it
seemed now that I'd been wrong about a lot of things.

His drinking, mostly. I could see now that that didn’t
matter. I didn’t know why he drank, but there must
have been a reason. Maybe I was beginning to see the
reason, looking out the window there. And he was a
quiet drinker and a quiet man. I'd seen him angry only
a few times, and every one of those times he’d been sober.

I thought, you sit at a linotype all day and set type
for A & P handbills and a magazine on asphalt road
surfacing and tabular matter for a church council report
on finances, and then you come home to a wife who's a
bitch and who'’s been drinking most of the afternoon and
wants to quarrel, and a stepdaughter who’s an apprentice
bitch.

And a son who thinks he’s a little bit better than you
are because he'’s a smart-aleck young punk who got honor
grades in school and thinks he knows more than you do,
and that he’s better.
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And you're too decent to walk out on a mess like that,
and so what do you do? You go down for a few beers
and you don't intend to get drunk, but you do. Or maybe
you did intend to, and so what?

I remembered that there was a picture of Pop in their
bedroom, and I went in and stood looking at it. It was
taken about ten years ago, about the time they were
married.

I stood looking at it. I didn’t know him. He was a
stranger to me. And now he was dead and I'd never
really know him at all.

When it was half-past ten and Mom and Gardie
hadn’t come back yet, I left. The flat had been an oven
by then, and the streets, with the sun coming almost
straight down, were baking hot too. It was a scorcher all
right.

I walked west on Grand Avenue, under the el.

I passed a drugstore and I thought, I ought to go in
and phone the Elwood Press and tell them I wasn't
going to be in today. And that Pop wouldn’t be there
either. And then I thought the hell with it; I should have
phoned at eight o’clock and they know by now we’re not
coming.

And I didn’t know yet what to tell them about when
I'd be back. But mostly I just didn't want to talk to
anybody yet. It wasn’t completely real, like it would
begin to be when I'd have to start telling people, “Pop’s
dead.”

It was the same with the police and thinking and talk-
ing about the funeral there’d have to be, and everything.
I'd waited for Mom and Gardie to come back, but I was
glad they hadn’t. I didn’t want to see them, either.
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I'd left a note for Mom telling her I was going to
Janesville to tell Uncle Ambrose. Now that Pop was
dead, she couldn’t say anything about my telling his only
brother.

It wasn’t so much that I wanted Uncle Ambrose; going
to Janesville was mostly an excuse for getting away, I
guess.

On Orleans Street I cut down to Kinzie and across the
bridge, and down Canal to the C&NW Madison Street
Station. The next St. Paul train that went through Janes-
ville was at eleven-twenty. I bought a ticket and sat
down in the station and waited.

I bought early afternoon editions of a couple of papers
and looked through them. There wasn’t any mention of
Pop, not even a few lines on an inside page.

Things like that must happen a dozen times a day in
Chicago, I thought. They don’t rate ink unless it’s a big-
shot gangster or somebody important. A drunk rolled in
an alley, and the guy who slugged him was muggled up
and hit too hard or didn’t care how hard he hit.

It didn’t rate ink. No gang angle. No love nest.

The morgue gets them by the hundred. Not all mur-
ders, of course. Bums who go to sleep on a bench in
Bughouse Square and don’t wake up. Guys who take
ten-cent beds or two-bit partitioned rooms in flophouses
and in the morning somebody shakes them to wake them
up, and the guy’s stiff, and the clerk quickly goes through
his pockets to see if he’s got two bits or four bits or a
dollar left, and then he phones for the city to come and
get him out. That’s Chicago.

And there’s the jig found carved with a shiv in an
areaway on South Halsted Street and the girl who took
laudanum in a cheap hotel room. And the printer who
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had too much to drink and had probably been followed
out of the tavern because there’d been green in his wallet
and yesterday was payday.

If they put things like that in the paper, people would
get a bad impression of Chicago, but that wasn’t the
reason they didn’t put them in. They left them out be-
cause there were too many of them. Unless it was some-
body important or somebody died in a spectacular way
or there was a sex angle.

Like the percentage girl who probably took the
laudanum somewhere last night—or maybe it was iodine
or an overdose of morphine or, if she was desperate
enough, even rat poison—she could have had a day of
glory in the press. She could have jumped out of a high
window into a busy street, waiting on a ledge until she
got an audience gathered, and the cops trying to get her
back in, and until the newspapers had time to get
cameramen there. Then she could have jumped and
landed in a bloody mess but with her skirts up around
her waist as she lay dead on the sidewalk for a good pic
for the photographers.

I left the newspapers on the bench and walked out the
front door and stood there watching the people walk by
on Madison Street.

It isn’t the fault of the newspapers, I thought. The
papers just give these people what they want. It’s the
whole goddam town, I thought; I hate it.

I watched the people go by, and I hated them. When
they looked smug or cheerful, like some of them did, I
hated them worse. They don’t give a damn, I thought,
what happens to anybody else, and that’s why this is a
town in which a man can’t walk home with a few drinks
under his belt without getting killed for a few lousy
bucks.
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Maybe it isn’t the town, even, I thought. Maybe most
people are like that, everywhere. Maybe this town is
worse just because it’s bigger.

I was watching a jeweler’s clock across the street and
when it got to be seven minutes after eleven, I went
back through the station. The St. Paul train was loading,
and I got on and got a seat.

It was as hot as hell in the train. The car filled quickly
and a fat woman sat beside me and crowded me against
the window. People were standing in the aisles. It wasn’t
going to be a good trip. Funny, no matter how far down
you are mentally, physical discomforts can make you feel
worse.

I wondered, what am I doing this for anyway? I
should get off, go home, and face the music. I'm just
running away. I can send Uncle Ambrose a telegram.

I started to get up, but the train began to move.

S ————

- ———
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CHAPTER 2

THE CARNIVAL LOT was mechanized noise. The merry-
go-round’s calliope fought with the loudspeakers on the
freak show platform, with the thunder of an amplified
bass drum booming out a call to bally for the jig show.
Under the bingo top a voice called numbers into a micro-
phone and could be heard all over the lot.

I stood in the middle of it all, still stalling, wondering
if I could find Uncle Ambrose without having to ask for
him. I remembered only vaguely what he looked like.
And all T knew about what he did with the carney was
that he was a concessionaire. Pop had never talked about
him much.

I'd better ask, I decided. I looked around for somebody
who wasn’t busy or wasn't velling, and saw that the
man at the floss-candy pitch was leaning against an up-
right, staring at nothing. I walked over and asked where
I could find Ambrose Hunter.

He jerked a thumb down the midway. ‘“Ball game.
Milk bottle one.”

I looked that way. I could see a fat little man with a
moustache reaching over the counter, holding out three
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baseballs at some people who were walking by. It wasn’t
Uncle Ambrose.

But I walked over anyway. Maybe my uncle hired
him, and he could tell me where my uncle was. I got
closer.

My God, I thought, it 7s Uncle Ambrose. His face was
familiar now. But he’d been so much taller and—well,
to a kid of eight, all grownups seem tall, I suppose. And
he’d put on weight, although I could see now that he
wasn't really fat, like I'd thought at a first look. His
eyes, though, were the same; that was how I knew him.
I remembered his eyes. They sort of twinkled at you,
like he knew something about you that was a secret, and
was funny as hell.

Now I was taller than he was.

He was holding the baseballs out to me now, saying,
“Three throws for a dime, son. Knock 'em down and
win a—"’

Of course he couldn’t know me; you change so much
from eight to eighteen nobody could possibly know you.
Just the same, I guess I was a little disappointed that
he didn’t know me.

I said, “You—you wouldn't recognize me, Uncle
Ambrose. I'm Ed. Ed Hunter. I just came from Chicago
to tell you—Pop was killed last night.”

His face had lighted up like he was really glad to see me
when I'd started, but it sure changed when I finished.
It went slack for a second, and then it tightened up
again, but in a different shape, if you know what I mean.
There wasn’t any twinkle in his eyes, and he looked like
a different guy entirely. He looked, just then, even less
like I'd remembered him to be.

“Killed how, Ed? You mean—"
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I nodded. “They found him in an alley, dead. Rolled.
Payday night and he went out for some drinks and—"
I thought there wasn’t any use going on. It was obvious
from there.

He nodded slowly, and put down the three baseballs
in one of the square frames on top of the low counter.
He said, “Come on, step over. I'll let down the front.”

He did, and then said, ‘“Come on, my quarters are
back here.”” He led the way back past the two boxes on
which the dummy milk bottles which you were supposed
to knock off with the baseballs were stacked, and lifted
the sidewall at the back.

I followed him to a tent pitched about a dozen yards
back of his concession. He opened up the flap and I went
in first. It was a tent about six by ten feet at the base,
with walls that came up straight for three feet and then
tapered to the ridge. In the middle you could stand up
comfortably. There was a cot and a big trunk at one end,
and a couple of canvas folding chairs.

But the first thing I'd noticed was the girl asleep on
the cot. She was small and slender and very blonde. She
looked about twenty or twenty-five, and even asleep her
face was pretty. She was dressed except that she’d kicked
off her shoes and she didn’t seem to be wearing much if
anything under the cotton print dress.

My uncle put his hand on her shoulder and shook her
awake. He said, when her eyes opened, ‘“You got to beat
it, Toots. This is Ed, my nephew. We got to talk here,
and I got to pack. You go get Hoagy and tell him I got
to see him right away and it’s important, huh?”

She was pulling on her shoes already, wide awake.
She’d waked up quickly and completely in a second, and
she didn’t even look sleepy. She stood up and smoothed
down her dress, looking at me.
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She said, ‘‘Hi, Ed. Your name Hunter, too?”’ I nodded.
“Get going,” my uncle said. ‘Get Hoagy for me.”
She made a face at him, and went out.

“Gal with the posing show,” my uncle said. “They
don’t work till evening, so she came in here for a nap.
Last week I found a kangaroo in my bed. Yeah, no
kidding. John L., the boxing kangaroo—in the pit show.
With a carney, you can find anything in your bed.”

I was sitting in one of the canvas chairs. He'd opened
the trunk and was putting stuff from it into a battered
suitcase he’d pulled out from under the cot.

“Y’in there, Am?"’ a deep voice yelled from outside.

“Come on in, Hoagy,” my uncle said.

The flap lifted again, and a big man came in. He
seemed to fill the front end of the tent as he stood there,
his head almost touching the ridgepole. He had a flat,
completely expressionless face.

He said, “Yeah?”

“Look, Hoagy,” my uncle said. He stopped packing
and sat down beside the suitcase. ‘I got to go to Chicago.
Don’t know when I'll get back. You want to take over
the ball game while I'm gone?”’

“Hell, yes. I'm sloughed here and ten to one I'll be
sloughed in Springfield. And if Jake gets a chance to use
the blow after that, let him get a cooch. What cut you
want?”’

“No cut,” said my uncle. “You'll have to give Maury
the same slice I give him, but the rest is yours. All I
want is, you keep my stuff together till I get back. Keep
track of my trunk. If I don’t get back before the season
ends, store it.”

“Sure, swell. How’ll I keep in touch with you?”’

“General Delivery, Chicago. But you don’t need to.
Nobody's sure of the route past Springfield, but I can
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follow you in Billboard, and when I get back I get back.
Okay?"”

“Hell, yes. Have a drink on it.”” The big man slid a
flat pint bottle out of his hip pocket and handed it to
my uncle. He said, “This your nephew Ed? Toots is
gonna be disappointed; she wanted to know if he was
gonna be with us. Maybe he’s missing something, huh?”’

“T wouldn't know,”” Uncle Ambrose said.

The big man laughed.

My uncle said, ‘“Look, Hoagy, will you run along? I
got to talk to Ed. His dad—my brother Wally—died
last night.”

“Jeez,” said the big man. “I’'m sorry, Am.”

“That’s all right. Leave me this bottle, will you,
Hoagy? Say, you can run up the front right now if you
want. The crowd’s fair; I was getting a play.”

“Sure, Am. Say, I'm goddam sorry about— Aw hell,
you know what I mean.”

The big man went out.

My uncle sat looking at me. I didn’t say anything and
neither did he for a minute or two. Then he said, “What’s
wrong, kid? What’s eating you?”

“I don’t know,”” I told him.

“Don’t give me that,” he said. “‘Look, Ed, I'm not as
dumb as I look. I can tell you one thing. You haven't
let your hair down. You haven’t cried, have you? You're
stiff as a board, and you can’t take it that way; it’'ll do
things to you. You're bitter."”

“T'll be all right.”

“No. What's eating you?”

He was still holding the flat pint bottle Hoagy had
given him. He hadn’t taken the cap off. I looked at it
and said, “Give me a drink, Uncle Ambrose.”
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He shook his head slowly. ““That isn’t the answer. If
you drink, it ought to be because you want to. Not to
run away from something. You've been running away
ever since you found out, haven’t you? Wally tried—
Hell, Ed, you don’t—"

“Listen,”” I said. “I don’t want to get drunk. I just
want one drink. It’s something I got to do.”

‘lWhy?’!

It was hard to say. I said, “I didn’t know Pop. I found
that out this morning. I thought I was too good for him.
I thought he was a rumdum. He must have felt that. He
must have felt I thought he was no good, and we never
got to know each other, see?”

My uncle didn’t say anything. He nodded slowly.

I went on. ““I still hate the stuff. The taste of it, I mean.
I like beer a little, but I hate the taste of whiskey. But
I want to take a drink—to him. To make up, just a little
bit, somehow. I know he’ll never know, but I want to—
to take a drink fo kim, like you do, sort of to— Oh, hell,
I can’t explain it any better than that.”

My uncle said, “I'll be damned.” He put the bottle
down on the cot and went over to the trunk. He said,
“I got some tin cups in here somewhere. For a cups-and-
balls routine. It’s almost illegal for a carney to drink out
of anything but a bottle, but hell, kid, we got to drink
that one together. I want to drink to Wally, too.”

He came up with a set of three nested aluminum cups.
He poured drinks—good generous ones, a third of a
tumblerful—into two of them, and handed me one.

He said, “To Wally.” I said, ‘“To Pop,” and we
touched the rims of the aluminum cups and downed it.
It burned like the devil, but I managed not to choke on
it. :
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Neither of us said anything for a minute, and then my
uncle said, ‘I got to see Maury, the carney owner. Let
him know I'm going.”

He went out quick.

I sat there, with the awful taste of the raw whiskey in
my mouth, but I wasn’t thinking about that. I thought
about Pop, and that Pop was dead and I'd never see him
again. And suddenly I was bawling like hell. It wasn’t
the whiskey, because outside of the taste and the burn
there isn't any effect for a while after you take a first
drink. It was just that something let go inside me. I
suppose my uncle knew it was coming, that way, and
that’s why he left me alone. He knew a guy my age
wouldn’t want to bawl in front of anyone.

By the time I was over crying, though, I began to feel
the liquor. My head felt light, and I began to feel sick
at my stomach.

Uncle Ambrose came back. He must have noticed my
eyes were red, because he said, ‘“You'll feel better now,
Ed. You had that coming. You were tight like a drum-
head. Now you look human.”

I managed a grin. I said, “‘I guess I'm a bush-leaguer
on drinking, though. I'm going to be sick, I think.
Where's the can?”’

“With a carney, it’s a doniker. Other side of the lot.
But hell, this is just a dirt lot. Go ahead and be sick. Or
go outside, if you'd rather.”

I went outside, around back of the tent, and got it
over with.

When I came back, my uncle was through packing the
suitcase. He said, “‘One drink oughtn’t to have made you
sick, kid, even if you aren’t used to it. You been eating?”’

“Gosh,”” T said, ‘‘not since supper last night. I never
thought about it.
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He laughed. “No wonder. Come on. We go to the
chow top first; you put yourself outside a meal. I'll take
the suitcase, and we hit for the station from there.”

Uncle Ambrose ordered me a meal and waited until
he saw me really start to eat it, then he said he’d be gone
a little while again, and left me eating.

He came back just as I was finishing. He slid into the
seat across the table and told me, “I just phoned the
station. We can make the train that gets in Chi at six-
thirty this evening. And I called Madge’—Madge is
Mom’s name—*‘‘and got the low-down. Nothing new’s
come up, and the inquest’s tomorrow afternoon. It's at
Heiden's funeral parlors, on Wells Street. That’s where—
where he is now.”

“Wouldn’t—1I thought he’d be taken to the morgue,”
I said.

My uncle shook his head. ““Not in Chicago, Ed. The
system’s to take a body—unless it’s somebody or some-
thing special—to the nearest private mortuary. City
stands the bill, of course, unless relatives turn up and
arrange for the mortician to handle things. A funeral, I
mean.”’

“What if they don’t turn up?”’

“Potter’s Field. Point is, they open an inquest right
away to get down testimony while it’s fresh. Then they
adjourn it if they have to.”

I nodded. I asked, ‘“Was Mom mad because I sort
of—well—ran off?”’

“I don’t think so. But she said the detective in charge
of the case had wanted to talk to you, and was annoyed.
She said she’d let him know you were on the way back.”

“The hell with him,” I said. “I can’t tell him any-
thing.”

“Don’t be like that, kid. We want him on our side.”
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“Our side?”’

He looked at me strangely. “Why, sure, Ed,” he said,
“on our side. You're with me, aren’t you?”’

“You mean you're going to—to—"’

‘““Hell, yes. That’s why I had to fix things with Hoagy
and Maury—he bought the carney this season but kept
Hobart’s name on it—so I could stay away as long as I
had to. Hell, yes, kid. You don’t think we're going to let
some son of a bitch get away with killing your dad, do
you?”’

I said, ““Can we do anything the cops can’t?”’

“They can put only limited time on it, unless they get
hot leads. We got all the time in the world. That'’s one
point. We got something they haven't got. We're the
Hunters."”

I got a tingling sensation when he said that, like a
shock.

I thought, we are the Hunters. The name fits. We're
going hunting in the dark alleys for a killer. The man
who killed Pop.

Maybe it was screwy, but I believed him. We've got
something the cops haven’t got. We're Hunters. I was
glad now I hadn’t sent a telegram.

I said, “Okay. And we’ll get the son of a bitch.”

The twinkle was back in his eyes. But back of it was
something—something deadly. In spite of that twinkle,
he didn’t look like a funny little fat man with a big black
moustache any more. He looked like someone you wanted
on your side when there was trouble.

When we got off the train in Chicago, Uncle Ambrose
said, ““We'll separate here for a while, kid. You go back"
home, make your peace with Madge and wait for the

[28]




THE FABULOUS CLIPJOINT

detective, if she says he’s coming around. I'll phone you
where I am.”

“And after that?” I asked.

“If it’s not too late, and you're not ready to turn in,
maybe we can get together again. We might even figure
something to do—I mean getting a start. You find out
what you can from that detective. And from Madge.”

“Okay,” I said. ““But why don’t you come home with
me now?’”’

He shook his head slowly. “The less Madge and I see
of each other, in general, the better we'll get along. She
was okay over the phone when I called from Janesville,
but I don’t want to crowd it, see?”’

“Look,” I said. ‘I don’t want to stay there. Why can'’t
I get a room, too? Near yours or maybe even a double.
If we're going to be working together—"’

“No, Ed. Not right away, anyway. I don’t know how
things are between you and Madge, but you got to live
home—at the very least till after the funeral. It wouldn’t
look right or be right if you left now. See?”’

“I guess so. I guess you're right.”

“And if you left, and Madge didn't like it, she’d
blame me and we’d both be in her doghouse and well—
look, if we're going to work on the case we got to stay
friendly with everyone connected with it. Get what I
mean?’’

I said, “Mom didn’t do it, if that’s what you mean.
They scrapped once in a while, but she wouldn’t have
killed him.”

“That isn’t what I meant, no. I don't think she would
have, either. But we got to have you staying at home,
for a while. That’s where your dad lived, see? We got
to be able to trace this thing every way from the middle.
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Not just from the outside. You keep in with Madge, just
like I want you to keep in with the detective, so you can
ask 'em questions any time we find any questions need
asking. We'll need every break we can get. Understand?”’

Mom was there alone when I got home. Gardie was
out somewhere; I didn’t ask where she was. Mom was
wearing a black dress that I didn’t recognize. Her eyes
were red, like she'd been crying plenty, and she didn’t
have on any make-up except a little lipstick that was a
bit smeared at one corner of her mouth.

Her voice didn’t sound like her at all. It was flat, sort
of half-dead, without much inflection in it.

We were like strangers, somehow.

She said, ‘“Hello, Ed,"” and I said, ‘“‘Hello, Mom,”’ and
I went on in the living room and sat down and she came
in and sat down too. I sat by the radio and fiddled with
the dials without turning it on.

I said, “Mom, I'm sorry [—well, kind of ran out on
you this morning. I should have stayed around.” I was
sorry, too, although I was glad I'd got Uncle Ambrose.

“That’s all right, Ed,” she told me. “I—I guess I
understand why you wanted to get out. But how did you
know about it? I mean, you weren’t here when the cops
came and—"

“I was on the stairs,”” I said. “I heard it. I—I didn’t
want to come in. Did you call the Elwood Press and tell
them?”’

She nodded. ‘“We called from the undertaker’s. I
thought you’'d gone to work alone, and we called to tell
you. The foreman was nice about it. Said for you to take
off as long as you wanted. To come back whenever you're
ready. You—you are going back, aren’t you, Ed?”
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“I guess so,”” 1 said.

“It’s a good trade. And W-Wally said you were getting
along swell learning it. You ought to stick to it.”

“I guess I will.”

“Have you eaten, Ed? Can I get something for you?”

She was sure different. She’d never given much of a
damn before whether I ate or not.

“I ate at Janesville,” I said. “Uncle Ambrose went to
a hotel. He said he’d phone and let us know where he
took a room.”

“He could have come here.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. I went back to
fiddling with the radio dials, not looking at her. She
looked so miserable I didn’t want to look at her.

After awhile she said, ‘‘Listen, Ed—"’

“Yes, Mom.”

“I know you don’t like me, much. Or Gardie. I know
you'll want to go out on your own now. You're eighteen,
and we're just step-relatives to you and—1I don’t blame
you. But will you stay here awhile, first?

“After awhile, we’ll work it out. Gardie and I will find
a smaller place, and I'll get a job. I want her to finish
high school, like you did. But the rent’s paid till the first
of September, and we’ll have to give a month’s notice
then and pay another month, and this place is too big
for just us and—you see what I mean. If you can stay
here that long—"’

“All right,” I said.

“It’ll help out. We can get along till then, can’t we,
Ed?”

“Sure.”

“Right after the funeral, I'll get a job. A waitress
again, I guess. We can sell the furniture before we leave
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here. It’s all paid for. Not worth much, but maybe we
can get enough to almost cover the funeral cost.”

I said, “You can sell it, but you don’t need to worry
about the funeral. The union mortuary benefit ought to
cover that.”

She looked puzzled, and I explained about it. Pop had
been out of the trade for a few years, a bit back, and
didn’t have continuous membership long enough to draw
the maximum, but there ought to be about five hundred
coming from the international and the local together. I
didn’t know exactly, but it would be close to that.

She asked, “You're sure, Ed? That there 7s a benefit, I
mean?’’

“Positive,” I said. “The I. T. U.’s a good union, all
right. You can count on it. Maybe something from
Elwood, too.”

“Then I'm going down to Heiden’s right now.”

“What for, Mom?"

“I want Wally to have a good funeral, Ed. The best
we can give him. I thought we’d have to go in debt for
it, and maybe square off part of it with the furniture.
I told him I thought about two hundred was all we
could afford. I'm going to tell them to double that.”

I said, ““Pop wouldn’t want you to spend it all on that.
You should have some to start on. To get you and
Gardie set up. And there’ll be rent and expenses besides
the funeral, and—well, I don’t think you ought to do it.”

She stood up. “I’'m going to. A skimpy little funeral—"

I said, “It’s day after tomorrow. You can change it
tomorrow, after we know how much the mortuary benefit
is. Wait till tomorrow morning, Mom."”

She hesitated and then said, ‘“Well, all right. Tomor-
row morning won’t be too late. I'm going to make some
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coffee, Ed. We’ll have a cup; even if you’re not hungry
you can drink coffee.”

“Sure,” I said. “Thanks. Can I help?”’

“You sit right here.”” She glanced at the clock. “The
man from homicide that wants to talk to you—his
name’s Bassett—will be here at eight o’clock.”

She turned in the doorway. She said, ““And thanks,
Ed, for—for deciding to stay, and everything. I thought
maybe—"'

There were tears running down her face.

I felt almost like crying myself. I felt like a damn fool
sitting there not saying anything. But I couldn’t think
of what to say.

I said, “Aw, Mom—"

I wished I could put my arms around her and try to
comfort her, but you can’t do something like that all of
a sudden when you never have. Not in ten years.

She went on out into the kitchen and I heard the click
of the light switch. I felt all mixed up again inside.

[33]
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CHAPTER 3

BASSETT CAME AT EIGHT O'CLOCK. I was drinking coffee
with Mom and she put out another cup, and he sat
across the table from me. He didn’t look like a police
detective. He wasn’t big; just average height, my height,
and no heavier than I am, either. He had faded reddish
hair and faded freckles. His eyes looked tired behind
shell-rimmed glasses.

But he was nice, and he was friendly. He wasn’t like
a copper at all.

Instead of asking a flock of questions, he just asked,
“Well, what happened to you, kid?’’ and then listened
while I told him all about it from the time I'd knocked
on the door of their room and Pop hadn’t answered.
Only thing I didn’t mention was Mom’s being dressed
all but her shoes. That couldn’t have anything to do
with it, and wasn’t any of his business. Wherever she’d
gone, it didn’'t matter any now.

When I'd finished, he sat there, not saying anything
at all, just sipping at his coffee. I didn’t say anything,
and neither did Mom. The phone rang, and I said it was
probably for me, and went into the living room to
answer it.
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It was Uncle Ambrose. He had a room at the Wacker
on North Clark Street, only a few blocks away.

“Swell,” I said. “Why don’t you come on around, right
now? Mr. Bassett—the detective—is here.”

“Like to,” he said. ‘“Is it okay with Madge, you
think?”’

“Sure. It's okay. Make it right away.”

I went back to the kitchen and told them he was
coming

“You say he’s a carney?’”’ Bassett asked.

I nodded. “He’s a swell guy,” I said. “Look, Mr.
Bassett, mind if I ask you something, straight?”’

“Shoot, kid.”

“What are the chances of the pol—of you finding the
guy who did it? Kind of slim, aren’t they?”

“Kind of,” he said. ‘There’s almost nothing to go on,
see? A guy who pulls a job like that takes a plenty big
chance of getting caught—at the time he does it. He's
got to worry a squad car might go by—and they flash
their spots down alleys in that district. He’s got to watch
out for the beat cop. The guy he tackles just might show
fight and get the best of him.

“But once he’s done it, see, and got away in the clear,
he’s pretty safe. If he keeps his lip buttoned—well,
there’s a chance in a thousand, ten thousand maybe,
that he’s not got away with it.”

I said, “On a case like this'’—somehow I wanted to
keep it general; I didn’t want to talk about Pop—
“‘just what would that one chance be?”

““Could be a lot of things. Maybe he takes a watch off
the man he kills. We turn over the number to the pawn-
shop detail and maybe later it turns up in a pawnshop
and we can trace it back.”

[35]

=L
o -
ol 3

e T et s e —— Y S i




e

THE FABULOUS CLIPJOINT

“Pop wouldn’t have had his watch,” I said. “He left
it to be repaired a few days ago.”

“Yeah. Well, another way. He might have been fol-
lowed. I mean, he might have flashed money in a tavern,
so when he leaves, somebody leaves just after him.
Somebody in the tavern might remember that and might
give us a description, or even know the guy. See?”

I nodded. “You know where he was last night?”’

“On Clark Street, first. Stopped in at least two tav-
erns there; could be more. Had only a couple beers in
each. He was alone. Then we picked up the last place
he was; we're fairly sure it was the last place. Out west
on Chicago Avenue, other side of Orleans. He was alone
there too, and nobody left just after he did.”

I asked, “How do you know that was the last place?”

““He bought some bottle beer there to take home. Be-
sides, that was around one o'clock, and he was found
at about two. And then where he was found was between
here and there, like he’d started home. Then there aren’t
any taverns to speak of between here and there, along
that route. The couple there are, we checked damn
thoroughly. He could’ve stopped in one of them, but—
well, what with the bottle beer and the time and every-
thing, it’s odds on he didn’t.”

“Where—where was he found?”

“Alley between Orleans and Franklin, two and a half
blocks south of Chicago Avenue.”

“Between Huron and Erie?"’

He nodded.

I said, ““Then he must have walked south on Orleans
and cut through the alley toward Franklin. But—gosh,
in that neighborhood, why’'d he want to go through an
alley?"”
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Bassett said, ‘““Two answers to that. One is—he’d been
drinking a lot of beer. Far as we know, he hadn’t drunk
much else, and he’d been out and around from nine
o'clock to one. A guy starting home with a skinful of
beer might easy want to cut through an alley, although
like you say, it's no neighborhood to do it in.”

“What'’s the other answer?"”’

“That he didn’t cut through the alley at all. He was
near the Franklin end. So he could have walked over
Chicago to Franklin and south on Franklin. He’s stuck
up at the mouth of the alley, and the stick-up man, or
men, take him into the alley, roll him there and then slug
him. Those streets are pretty deserted that time in the
morning. There've been plenty of holdups there under
the el on Franklin.”

I nodded thoughtfully. This Bassett didn’t look like a
detective, but he wasn't a dumb cluck at all. Either of
the things he’d said could have happened. It had to have
been one way or the other, and the odds looked about
even.

And they looked pretty slim for getting the guy who
did it. Like he said, about a thousand to one against.

Could be, I thought, he’s smarter than Uncle Ambrose
on things like this. He was smart enough to have traced
Pop pretty well, and that was no cinch in a district like
this. On Clark Street and on Chicago Avenue they don’t
like coppers. Even the most of them who are inside the
law.

When Uncle Ambrose came, Mom let him in. They
talked a few minutes out in the hall and I could hear
their voices but I couldn’t tell what they were saying.
When they came in the kitchen they were friendly. Mom
poured another cup of coffee.
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Bassett shook hands with him and they seemed to take
to one another right away. Bassett started asking him
questions, just a few. He didn’t ask him whether I'd been
in Janesville; he asked, quite casually, what train I'd
come on and how service was coming back and some
things like that. And little points he could check with
the story I'd told him so he'd know if I'd been telling
him the truth.

A smart duck, I thought again.

But I didn’t know the half of it until Uncle Ambrose
started asking a few questions about the investigation.
Bassett answered the first couple and then one corner of
his mouth went up a little.

He said, “Ask the kid here. I gave him the whole
story, such as it is. You two are going at it together. I
wish you luck.”

My uncle looked at me, his eyebrows up just a trifle.
Bassett wasn’t watching me, so I shook my head a little
to let him know I hadn’t blabbed to the detective. A
smart duck. I don’t know how he figured that angle so
quickly.

Gardie came in and got reintroduced to Uncle Am-
brose. Mom had sent her out to a movie, and I guess
she’d really gone to one or she wouldn’t have been home
so early.

I got a kick out of the way Uncle Ambrose patted
her on the head and treated her like a kid. Gardie didn’t
like it; I could tell that. Five minutes of old-home-week
and she went off to her room.

Uncle Ambrose grinned at me.

The coffee was cold and Mom started to get some
fresh, but Uncle Ambrose said, ‘“Let’s go down and have
a drink instead. What say, Bassectt?”
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The detective shrugged. ‘“Okay by me. I'm off duty
now.”’

Mom shook her head. ‘“You two go,” she told them.

I dealt myself in, said I was thirsty and wanted some
Seven-Up or a coke. Uncle Ambrose said, ‘‘Sure,” and
Mom didn’t squawk, so I went downstairs with them.

We went to a place on Grand Avenue. Bassett said it
was a quiet place where we could talk. It was quiet all
right; we were almost the only ones in there.

We took a booth and ordered two beers and a Coca-
Cola. Bassett said he had to phone somebody and went
back to the phone booth.

I said, “He’s a nice guy. I kind of like him."”

My uncle nodded slowly. He said, ‘“He’s not dumb
and he's not honest and he’s not a louse. He's just what
the doctor ordered.”

“Huh? How do you know he’s not honest?”’ I wasn’t
being naive; I know plenty of coppers aren’t; I just
wondered how Uncle Ambrose could be so sure so quick—
or if he was just talking through his hat.

“Just looking at him,” he said. “‘I don’t know how,
but I know. I used to run a mitt-camp with the carney,
Ed. It's a racket, sure, but you get so you can size
people up.”

I remembered something I'd read. ‘“‘Lombroso has been
dis—"

““Nuts to Lombroso. It isn’t the shapes of their faces.
It's something you feel. You can do it with your eyes
shut. I don’t know how. But this red-headed copper—
we're going to buy him.”

He took out his wallet, and holding it under the table
so the couple of men at the bar, up front, couldn’t see
what he was doing, he took a bill out of it and then put
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it back in his hip pocket. I got a look at the bill, though,
as he folded it twice and palmed it. It was a hundred
bucks.

I felt a little scared. I couldn’t see why he would need
to bribe Bassett at all, and I was afraid he was wrong,
and offering it would start trouble.

Bassett came back and sat down.

My uncle said, ‘“‘Look, Bassett, I know what you're
up against on a case like this. But Wally was my brother,
see, and I want to see the guy who killed him sent up. I
want to see him fry.”

Bassett said, “We'll do our best.”

“I know you will. But they won’t allow you too much
time on it, and you know that. I want to help any way
I can. There’s one way I know of. I mean, there’s times
putting out a few bucks here and there will get a song
out of somebody who won’t sing otherwise. You know
what I mean.”

“I know what you mean. Yeah, sometimes it helps.”

My uncle held out his hand, palm down. He said, ‘“‘Put
this in your pocket, in case you get a chance to use it
where it might get us something. It’s off the record.”

Bassett took the bill. I saw him glance at the corner
of it under the table, and then he put it in his pocket.
His face didn’t change. He didn’t say anything.

We ordered another round of drinks, or they did. I
still had half my coke left.

Bassett’s eyes, behind the shell-rimmed glasses, looked
a little more tired, a little more veiled. He said, ‘“What
I gave the kid was straight. We don’t know a damn
thing more. Two stops on Clark Street; stayed maybe
half an hour in each. That one last stop on Grand
Avenue; where he bought the beer. Ten gets you one
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that was the last stop he made. If we could get anything,
it ought to be there. But there wasn’t anything to get.”

“What about the rest of the time?”’ my uncle asked.

Bassett shrugged. ‘“There are two kind of drinkers.
One holes in someplace and stays put to do his drinking.
The other kind ambles. Wallace Hunter was the ambling
kind, that evening anyway. He was out four hours and
stuck around about half an hour—long enough to drink
two-three beers in each of the three places we’'ve put
him. If that’s the average, he probably stopped in six or
seven places—you got to allow some time for the
walking.”

‘“He drank only beer?”’

“Mostly, anyway. One place, the bartender wasn’t
sure what he drank. And on Chicago Avenue, he had
one shot with his last beer, then bought the bottles to
go. Kaufman’s place. Kaufman was behind the bar. Said
he seemed a little tight, quiet drunk, but not staggering
or anything. In control.”

“Who's Kaufman? I mean, outside of being a tavern
owner.”

“Nobody much. I don’t know how straight he is, but
we haven’t got anything on him if he isn’t. I checked
with the boys at the Chicago Avenue station on that.
As far as they know, his nose is clean.”

“You talked to him. Is it?”’

Bassett said, ‘“He could do with a handkerchief. But
I think he’s clean on this. He came up with identifying
your brother’s picture after I'd jogged him a little. Used
the same line on him as the others; I mean, told 'em we
knew he was there and was only interested in getting the
time he left. First he said he never saw him. I said we
had proof he’d been in there, just wanted to know when,
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and it wouldn’t get him in any trouble. So he got some
glasses out of a drawer and looked again, and then
kicked in.”

“All the way?”

“I think so,” Bassett said. “You'll get a look at him
and a listen to him tomorrow, at the inquest.”

“Swell,” my uncle told me. “Look, you don’t know
me at the inquest. Nobody does. I just sit at the back,
and nobody knows who I am. They won’t want me to
testify anyway.”’

Bassett’s eyes unveiled a little, just a little. He asked,
“You think you might want to run one?”’

“I think maybe,” my uncle said.

They seemed to understand one another. They knew
what they were talking about. I didn’t.

Like when Hoagy, the big man, had been talking to
my uncle about the blow being sloughed. Only that was
carney talk; at least I knew why I didn’t understand it.
This was different; they were talking words I knew, but
it still didn’t make sense.

I didn’t care.

Bassett said, ““One angle’s out. No insurance.”

That did make sense to me. I said, “Mom didn’t do it.”

Bassett looked at me, and I wondered if I liked him
as much as I'd thought.

Uncle Ambrose said, ‘“The kid’s right. Madge is—"
He stopped himself. ‘‘She wouldn’t have killed Wally.”

“You can’t tell with women. My God, I've known
cases—"’

“Sure, a million cases. But Madge didn’t kill him.
Look, she might have waited till he got home and gone
for him with a butcher knife or something. But this
wasn’t like that. She wouldn’t have followed him into
an alley and blackj—Say, was it a blackjack?”’
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“Nope. Something harder.”

“Such as?”

““Almost anything heavy enough to swing and without
a point or sharp edge on the side that hit. A club, a piece
of pipe, an empty bottle, a—almost anything.”

A blunt instrument, I thought. That’s the way the
papers would describe it, if the papers would print it.

I watched a cockroach that was crawling across the
floor away from the bar. It was one of the big black kind,
and it moved in hitches, scurrying a little and then
stopping still. It would run for about ten inches, stop a
second, then another ten inches.

One of the men at the bar was watching it. He walked
toward it and it scurried out from under his foot just
in time.

The second time it wasn’t so lucky. There was a
crunching sound.

“Look,”” Bassett was saying, ‘I got to get home. I just
phoned there and my wife is kind of sick. Nothing serious,
but she wanted me to bring some medicine. See you at
the inquest tomorrow.”’

“Okay,” said my uncle. ‘“We can’t talk there, though,
like I said. How about meeting afterwards here?”’

“Fine. So long. So long, kid.”

He left.

I thought, a hundred bucks is a lot of money. I was
glad T hadn’t a job where people might offer me a
hundred bucks for doing something I shouldn’t do.

Not that, come to think of it, he was being paid
for doing anything really wrong. Just for being on our
side; for levelling with us. For giving us the straight
dope on everything. That was all right; it was only the
taking money for it that was wrong. But he had a sick
wife.
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And then I thought, my uncle didn't know he had a
sick wife. But my uncle knew he’d take the hundred.

My uncle said, ‘‘It’s a good investment.”

“Maybe,” 1 said. ““But if he’s dishonest, how do you
know he’ll play straight with you? He can give you
nothing for that hundred dollars. And that’s a lot of
money."’

He said, ‘“‘Sometimes a dime is a lot of money. Some-
times a hundred isn’t. I think we’ll get our money’s
worth. Look, kid, how about making the rounds? I
mean, looking over the places he stopped. One thing [
I want to know. You feel up to it?”’

“Sure,” I said. “I can’t sleep anyway. And it's only
eleven.”

He looked me over. He said, ‘You can pass for twenty-
one, I think. If anyone asks, I'm your father and they
ought to take my word for it. We can both show identi-
fication with the same name. Only we don’t want to.”

“You mean we don’t want them to know who we are?”’

“That’s it. Anyplace we go in, we order a beer apiece.
I drink mine fast and you just sip yours. Then we get
the glasses mixed, see? That way—"

“A little beer won't hurt me,” I said. “I'm eighteen,
damn it.”

“A little beer won’t hurt you. That’s all you're going
to get. We change glasses. See?”’

I nodded. No use arguing, especially when he was
right.

We walked over Grand to Clark and started north. We
stopped on the corner of Ontario.

““This is sort of where he started,” I said. ‘‘I mean, he
would have come over on Ontario from Wells, and started
north.”
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I stood there, looking down Ontario, feeling almost
that I would see him coming.

It was very silly. I thought, he’s lying on a slab at
Heiden's. They've taken out his blood and filled him
with embalming fluid. They’d have done that quick
because the weather is so hot.

He isn’t Pop any more. Pop had never minded hot
weather. Cold got him down; he hated to go out in cold
weather, even for a block or two. But hot weather he
didn’t mind.

Uncle Ambrose said, ‘“The Beer Barrel and the Cold
Spot, those are the two places, weren’t they?”’

I said, ‘‘I guess Bassett said that when I wasn’t listen-
ing. I don’t know.”

“Wasn’t listening?”’

“1 was watching a cockroach,” I said.

He didn’t say anything. We started walking, watching
the names of the places we went past. The taverns
average three or four to a block on North Clark Street
from the Loop north to Bughouse Square. The poor
man’s Broadway.

We came to the Cold Spot just north of Huron. We
went in and stood at the bar. The Greek behind the bar
hardly looked at me.

There were only a few men along the bar, and no
women. A drunk was asleep at a table near the back.
We stayed only for the one beer apiece, Uncle Ambrose
drinking most of mine.

We did the same at the Beer Barrel, which turned up
on the other side of the street, near Chicago. It was the
same kind of place, a little bigger, a few more people,
two bartenders instead of one and three drunks asleep
at tables instead of one.
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There was no one near us at the bar, so we could talk
freely.

I said, “Aren’t you going to try to pump them? To
find out what he was doing, or something?”’

He shook his head.

I wanted to know, ‘“What were we trying to find out?”’

“What he was doing. What he was looking for.”

I thought it over. It didn’t make any sense that we
could find that out without asking any questions.

My uncle said, “Come on, I'll show you.”

We went out and walked back half a block the way
we had come and went in another place.

“I get it,” I told him. ‘I see what you mean.”

I'd been kind of dumb. This was different. There was
music, if you could call it that. And almost as many
women as men. Faded women mostly. A few of them
were young. Most of them were drunk.

They weren’t percentage girls. Maybe a few of them,
I decided, were prostitutes, but not many. They were
just women.

We had our one beer apiece again.

I thought, I'm glad Pop didn’t come here, places like
this, instead of the Beer Barrel and the Cold Spot. He'd
been out drinking. Just drinking.

We went north again and crossed back to the west
side of the street and turned the corner at Chicago
Avenue.

We passed the police station. We crossed LaSalle and
then Wells. He could have turned south here, I thought.
It would have been about half-past twelve when he came
this way.

Last night, I thought. Only last night, he came this
way. Probably walking on the same side of the street
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we were on. Only last night, and about at this time. It
must be almost twelve-thirty right now, I thought.

We walked under the el at Franklin.

A train roared by overhead and it shook the night.
Funny that the el trains are so loud at night. In our
flat on Wells, a block from the el, I can hear every one
at night, if I'm awake. Or early in the morning when I
first get up or am still lying in bed. The rest of the time
you can’t hear them.

We walked on, as far as the corner of Orleans Street.
We stopped there. Across the way was a Topaz Beer
sign. It was on the north side of Chicago Avenue, two
doors past the corner. It would be Kaufman's place. It
would have to be, because it was the only tavern in the
block.

Pop’s last stop.

I asked, ‘““Aren’t we going over there?”

My uncle shook his head slowly.

We stood there maybe five minutes, doing nothing,
not even talking. I didn’t ask him why we weren’t going
over to Kaufman'’s.

Then he said, “Well, kid—?"

I said, “Sure.”

We turned around and started walking south on
Orleans.

We were going there now. We were going to the alley.
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