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For the waltzing lady,—
she of the soft, and sun-swept hair,
and the grass green, dew-swept eyes.
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Pony Boy

Pony boy, pony boy,

Won’t you be my pony boy?
Don’t say no, here we go,

Off across the plains,
Marry me, carry me,

Off across the plains. . . .

“Pony Boy,” written and arranged by Jimmy Carroll, recorded
on Golden Records, © 1960 by Fairyland Music Corp.
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IN THE beginning, there was the earth.

And then, there was music.

Orlean knew these two things in much the same easy
way that she knew she was sixteen and that it was a
hot September day. There are some things you just
simply know, and don’t have to bother your mind
with.

At the moment, Orlean was quietly involved with
both earth and music, sweeping the dusty kitchen floor
and singing to herself in a low voice. “Pony boy, pony
boy...”

Suddenly there was a shuffling sound and then a
thumping from outside the kitchen door.

The neighbor’s brown-and-white spotted cow again!
Two days ago it had got loose and eaten two of the
three geraniums Orlgan had grown in a pot on the back
step. It sounded like that cow was back for the third
and last one! Luckily, Orlean was armed with her
broom, and she started swiftly for the door. That final
red geranium was probably the last living flower for a
dozen miles around. In her little mining town in the
Rocky Mountains, almost no delicate growing thing
could survive. Tumbleweeds and sagebrush and sting-
ing nettles and bitter milkweed managed to make it up
through the hard earth to the music of the sun. But
none of the pretty and gentle things, like a geranium,
seemed to be able to hold onto life against the summer
heat and the winter cold and the Kkilling taint of arse-
nic, that was always and always in the air. The mine
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4 One Time, I Saw Morning Come Home

and the billowing smelter on the hill made the arsenic,
and it was as hard on people as it was on flowers.

The mining smoke made beautiful orange and red
and yellow sunsets, and death.

But Orlean was not going to let her last geranium die
without a battle. That cow was about to be clouted on
the rump with all the ferocity an avenging broom could
muster.

g(grlean jerked the door open wide, her broom raised
high.

But it wasn’t a cow.

It was a young man loaded down with groceries,
who was thumping the door with his foot.

He had two bulging brown bags under his arms, and
a sack of eggs held between his teeth, and he was
trying to smile within slight embarrassment.

“Oh!” she murmured in her own sudden and greater
embarrassment, quickly lowering the broom and taking
the package of eggs from his mouth. That was the first
word she ever said to him.

And it was also the first and only instant that Orlean
ever fell in love. That tiny, inner magic took less than
the blink of a fleeting second, and yet the magic was so
strong that it lasted always. How such a thing could
happen so fast, and so forever, she never really under-
stood, or even tried to figure out. It was like all those
other things that you just simply know, and don’t have
to bother your mind with.

The young man was tall, and overwhelmingly hand-
some, with a jaunty leather cap angled rakishly down
over incredibly bright, sparkling blue eyes that seemed
filled with silent, mischievous laughter. Yet there was
something else deeper in his eyes. Orlean could see
that he would understand about earth and music, and
about mean spotted cows, and the crucial importance
of one last, red geranium.

“Im from Swenson’s Groceries?” He made a ques-
tion of the words.

She nodded timidly, quickly backing out of his way
with the eggs.
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He stepped to the kitchen table just as one of the
large sacks started to rip slightly, but he got there in
time and put them down safely. Relieved, he turned
and took off his cap, smiling. “You were holding that
broom like a ball bat.”

“—1I thought you were a cow.” As Orlean finished
speaking in her shy voice, she wished she’d said it some
other way, but the words were already out.

His smile deepened. “One time up in Wyoming a
fella mistook me for a mountain lion and took a shot at
me, but at least that was at night.”

Orlean wanted to explain the whole thing about
defending her geranium, and make him understand.
But the words she needed just weren’t coming to her,
and he was already starting back toward the door.

Before going out he looked back once more with his
sky-blue, penetrating eyes and said, “My name’s Clair.
Thank you, Miss Bird.”

And then he was gone.

But he knew her name! Orlean quickly put the eggs
down on the table with the other groceries and hurried
to the window. He was pedaling down the dusty street
on Swenson’s delivery bike with the big, bent, wire
basket on the back. Then she realized crushingly that
he’d have to know her name, just to know where to
make the delivery. ,

Ten thousand things she could have said and should
have said, and she hadn’t said one. Why couldn’t she
be quick and glib like all those other girls who always
seemed to have something to say? Now he turned at
the corner and went out of her sight on the bike, still
looking handsome, somehow, even from the back. Or-
lean moved slowly from the window then and silently
busied herself sorting the groceries and putting them in
the cupboard and icebox.

While stacking the last cans of beans in the cup-
board she finally broke her silence and muttered angri-
ly to herself, “Boy, are you a dumbbell!” Then, in a
higher, self-mocking voice, “Ohhh, kind sir, I thought
you were a cow! Just what every man has always
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wanted to hear. Why couldn’t I have told him he did
look more like a mountain lion, or Rudolph Valentino
or something?!”

Then she went out into the small back yard and split
some kindling at the woodshed, so that she could get a
fire started in the stove.

By the time Orlean heard the distant clanging of the
bell on the Bamburger trolley coming slowly back from
Salt Lake, the house was clean, the wash done, and
supper was cooking on the glowing hot stove. Her two
sisters, Melva and Margaret, had taken the Bamburger
to town, and a few minutes later they arrived in the
gathering dusk.

The twenty-mile trolley trip to Salt Lake cost ten
cents per person each way, so a trip to town was
something special. And Margaret, a red-headed pixie
of a girl a little younger than Orlean, was still filled
with the excitement of the big city. “We saw a Rin Tin
Tin movie that, honest, you wouldn’t believe!” she
said. “Orlean, he jumped a thousand-foot cliff to save a
little boy in a river!” )

Melva, the oldest of the sisters, shook her head in
amused agreement. “Like the man says, I swear that
dog’s just not human.”

“Oh, Melva!” Margaret laughed.

There was time before supper, so Melva made some
secret coffee and she and Margaret told Orlean all
about their day’s trip, and how the city was changing
and growing right before your very eyes.

The stern-faced Elders in that Mormon town would
have been outraged about the church-forbidden coffee.
But the girls were agreed that what the Elders didn’t
know couldn’t hurt them. And besides, in some myste-
rious way it made the coffee taste better.

Finally, Orlean mentioned as offhandedly as possible
the thing she’d been waiting anxiously to bring up from
the beginning. “—Swenson’s,—has a new delivery
man.”

“He clerks there, too,” Melva said. “We gave him
our order this moming on the way to the Bamburger.”
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And then, looking at Orlean thoughtfully, she added,
“He’s a nice-looking boy.”

“Boy?” Orlean frowned. “He’s a young man.”

“What I meant was,” Melva said, “he’s only about
your age.”

“And that’s not all,” Orlean went on, taking a sip of
coffee. When she was alone with the sisters she’d grown

up with, she could sometimes work wonders with
words. “He may be kind of young, like you say, but
he’s been around a whole lot. Why, he was even in
some kind of a shooting scrape up in Wyoming, but got
out of it okay.”

“That’s awful!” Margaret’s eyes were wide with de-
light. “Did he shoot somebody?!”

“Oh, no. —I guess he just sort of managed to smooth
everything all over, finally. I can tell that he’s just
naturally that kind of a strong, quiet man.”

“Boy, that’s swell!” Margaret said. “I’d like to hear
all about it!”

“No!” Orlean said quickly. “I know for sure he
wouldn’t want to talk about it any more. I was just
saying he’s a man, not a boy like Melva said.”

Melva began pouring what was left of the coffee,
splitting it three ways. “Must have took him most of
the afternoon to bring in all those groceries.”

“Oh, no. We just talked«for a little while. His name’s
Clair.”

“Clair?” Margaret sa1d. “That’s a funny name.”

“It’s not either funny, Margaret! It’s just differ-
ent.”

“What’s really funny,” Melva said, “is that just
about nobody’s ever seen him around here before. He’s
one of old Frank Huffaker’s sons, and that family’s
been here for years.”

Margaret’s eyes grew wide again. “That shooting up
in Wyoming! Maybe he’s been in jail!”

“Oh, I doubt it very much!” Orlean said quickly. “I
don’t think it was anything anywhere near all that
serious, at all.”

“Well, maybe not.” Margaret was still enchanted by
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her idea. “But where’s a better place to learn to smoke
at our age than in jail?!”

“He smokes?!” Though Orlean didn’t like even the
look of cigarettes, this was a telling point in terms of_a
young man being adventurous and mature beyond his
years.

“How do you know?” Melva asked.

“When we left Swenson’s I saw him go out and up
and light one, right back there in the alley.”

Melva looked down at the table. “Altogether, it
looks—like he’s pretty fast.”

“Well,” Orlean reminded her, “we’re all three of us
drinking coffee. We’re fine ones, or that darn Church
either, to blame a man for smoking a cigarette if he
wants to.” '

“For heck’s sake,” Margaret said, “nobody’s blaming
him for it.”

“For that matter,” Orlean went on firmly, “one of
these days I'm going to have a cup of coffee and try a
cigarette roo.” -

“When you do it,” Margaret asked, “can I do it with
you?”’

“You two will get us all thrown out of town, or at
least out of the Church.” Melva stood up. “We’d better
start setting table. Al will be home pretty quick.”

“It’s almost time,” Margaret said in a sudden, ex~
cited panic. “I’ve got to run to meet Darrell at the
Ward.” She hugged and kissed them both and then
hurried out.

Melva called after her, “Don’t be too late after Ward
meeting.”

As the other two sisters began to put the plates out,
Melva studied Orlean for a long moment. “—1I forgot
that we’re a little low on salt.”

“I thought we had plenty.”

“No, I should have ordered another two-pound bag.
—Would you mind going down to Swenson’s for me,—
tomorrow, and getting it?”

Orlean hesitated, then put the plate in her hands
down on the table and said, “Oh,—no.”
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“It’s time you started getting out once in a while, like
Margaret does with Darrell. Otherwise, yowll just
waste away around this house and work yourself to
death, and wind up the only Old Maid in the
family.”

They were both starting to smile now, as they
worked.

“Well, Melva, sixteen’s hardly an Old Maid age.”

“It’s as good an age as any to start worrying.”

A little later Al came home, walking heavily down
the half-mile long, dark path from the huge mill loom-
ing high above, and showing deeper black in the sky
than the black mountain it was built on.

It was always like this when a mine-shift went off. A
seemingly unending, antlike stream of dimly seen, al-
most invisible men who all looked alike in the dark,
each wearing Levi coveralls with suspenders that came
up over the back and snapped onto the chest-high bib.
And each man was carrying a black, now empty,
lunchpail.

Al was big and stout, a jolly man who laughed and
talked too much and too loudly. But he had a good
heart, was a good provider, and a good husband to
Melva.

When Orlean went to sleep in their small back
room, Margaret still hadn’t come home. She went to.
sleep with music \within her playing gently in her
mind. -

The music was, “Pony Boy.”






She Wore a Yellow Ribbon

In her hair,

She wore a yellow ribbon,
She wore it in the winter,
And in the month of May,
And when you asked her
Why she always wore it,
She wore it for her lover
Who was far, far away. . ..

“She Wore a Yellow Ribbon,” by M. Ottner and Leroy Parker,
© 1949 by Regent Music Corporation. All rights reserved.






C)\J

THE NEXT day, after finishing her chores, Orlean
heated the iron on the stove, which was still hot from
cooking breakfast, and brought out her good dress, the
blue polka-dot print with the white lace collar, to press
it.

She was relieved that Al had already gone to work,
and she was alone with Melva. Al would have roared
and rocked with laughter and said something like, “All
that fussin’ just t* walk down t’ Main Street? This is
Magna, not fancied-up Salt Lake! Heck, a gal could
walk downtown in a gunnysack, an’ worst’d happen’s
they accidentally sell her fr a bag a’ grain!” This was
one of his well-meant, repeated jokes, on the few times
in the last months that Orlean had built up enough
courage to leave the house. But today she was being
even more careful, wanted so much more to please.

And Melva understood.

After brushing her hair a long time, and then tying it
in her favorite yellow ribbon, Orlean finally came into
the kitchen, ready to go.

Melva was drying dishes at the sink, and she turned
and said quietly, “—You sure do look pretty.”

Orlean smiled with shy pleasure. “Well, I guess I
better go. —Anything else I should get downtown?”

“—Just the salt.”

Orlean took a tin cup of water from the sink and
went out the kitchen door to kneel on the step and
water the last geranium.

“Honey,” Melva called from the kitchen. “That
flower might look real nice pinned on your dress.”

13
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Orlean hesitated with the cup of water, and Melva
came to the door to look it over more closely. “You can
see that copper mine air’s got to it. It’s still pretty now,
but it'll be dead tomorrow. Might as well wear it.”

After a silent moment, Orlean said, “No.” She began
to slowly pour the water onto the hard, barren earth in
the pot. “It will live another day.”

Melva took the empty cup from Orlean’s hand and
said, “You don’t need a flower, anyhow.” She smiled.
“You’re one all by yourself, little sister.”

Their eyes met for a long, warm moment, and then
they hugged each other.

It was only three short, dusty blocks down to Main
Street, but in its own way, to Orledn, it seemed more
like a thousand miles. She kept to the harder dirt of the
sidewalk, thinking of the empty times she’d tried to
make this walk in the last little while, and finally gone
back home fighting down tears.

A model T chugged by, belching heavy smoke and
dust from its rear end and wheels. After it was gone
she passed some children playing kick-the-can in the
street and shouting in high, thin voices as the battered
can flew here and there. She paused to pat a friendly,
panting dog who was sitting on the sidelines of the
game. And then she went on to Main Street without
seeing anyone else at all.

Turning left on Main Street, where the town’s single
line of business buildings began, Orlean had the hollow
feeling that she could see her whole world, now and
forever, and she didn’t want to face it.

A couple of sections of the seven or eight block
stretch had cement sidewalks, and those short, ce-
mented walks, plus some tall, wooden, electric light
poles, were the most up-to-date things in town. Run-
ning west, Main Street finally made an abrupt right
turn, veering off and down toward the endless gray flats
where an immense, low dyke contained the muddy slag
from the mine. Otherwise the street would have run
right into the steep, battle-scarred mountain with the
smoking mine high up on it.
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Close on her left, the Gem Theater was playing
“Her Gilded Cage” with Gloria Swanson. And from
there on, business buildings were packed pretty solidly
along that side of the street clear to the mountain. But
on the right hand side of the dusty street, buildings
were older and more scarce, most of them with badly
peeling paint and dirty, often cracked windows.

All in all, there were about fifteen saloons. along the
street, four grocery stores, two lumberyards, a com-
bined fire station and sheriff’s office, a boarded-up
furniture store, two drugstores, the A.C. Automobile
Sales and Service Shop, and a J.C. Penney.

Orlean was starting to get that same feeling again.
Just turn around and go back home. But she forced
herself to walk on toward Swenson’s Groceries. Thank
Heaven it was only half way, and it was on the left side
so she didn’t have to cross Main Street. She passed the
Hi-Ho Bar & Grill, and heard the clicking of pool balls
along with men’s low voices and laughter. That wasn’t
too bad, because somehow they were friendly
sounds.

A little farther on, Mrs. Gelbert, carrying a pink
parasol and wearing a ruffled dress, went by her on the
sidewalk. Mrs. Gelbert didn’t slow down, but glanced
at her briefly and said, “My, don’t the townspeople
look fine today.” )

Orlean had no answer, nor the time to make one
anyway, for the old woman had already swept imperi-
ously on by. Mrs. Gelbert lived up on the B & G Row,
a double line of brick houses on the comer of the
mountain near the mill. The Row was where the min-
ing superintendents and high-up bosses lived.

Two more cars went grumbling by, one of them
slowing for a gray mongrel scratching its ear in the
road. The horn made two or three raspy, irritated
noises before the dog got up, and he and the car went
their separate ways.

And then, finally, Orlean was at Swenson’s.
When she entered the store, Mr. Swenson saw her
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from behind the counter and said, “My goodness, I
haven’t seen you in a coon’s age.”

She nodded and smiled shyly at him, then started
looking through the store as though there were many
purchases on her mind. .

She found Clair at the far end of the cereal counter,
where he was stacking round boxes of oatmeal. Even
without his rakish cap he was as handsome as ever, his
black, wavy hair falling down over one eye. He smiled
happily and said, “Hey, there. Did I forget to bring you
something?”’

“Oh,—no,” she managed. “I,—was looking for the
salt.”

“It’s over this way.” He led her a'few steps to where
it was and then said, “How much do you want?”

She was relieved to have this answer right at hand.
“Two pounds.”

“Anything else?”

“No,” she hesitated, “—1I don’t think so.”

“Well, sure is real nice seeing you again so soon.”

She could feel herself blushing slightly, along with
her small, timid smile.

“Listen,” he continued. “It’s too hot a day for you to
carry this clear home. I could drop it by for you after
work.”

“It’s,—too much trouble.”

“No, it ain’t. I can just wheel by on my new Indian.
Do you like motorcycles?”

“—1I suppose so.”

“Then I'll show it to you when I come by. It’s a
honey.”

“—All right.”

Orlean took a hesitant step backward, then turned
and hurried away.

A little later, Wayne came out from behind a nearby
stack of shelves that he had been dusting. Wayne was
Clair’s younger brother, and the two of them resembled
one another so much that they were sometimes mistak-
en for each other by people who didn’t know the
family too well. It was Wayne who had persuaded old
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man Swenson to hire on his big brother, despite the
somewhat shady reputation that Clair was rumored to
have built up in Wyoming and in Salt Lake.

Wayne started dusting the shelves next to where
Clair was stacking the boxes of oatmeal. “Boy, you are
really somethin’,”” Wayne said in a low voice, so that
Swenson wouldn’t hear and think they were loafing on
the job. “—A real lady killer.”

“Oh, come on, kid.”

“Less’n a week in town, an’ you’re already breakin’
all these poor gals’ hearts.” Wayne shook out his dust
rag. “That one’s name’s Orlean Bird.”

Clair said quietly, “I got a feelin’ that she’d faint
dead away if anybody said ‘boo’ to her.”

Wayne nodded. “She’s always been sort of tongue-
tied, sort of a wallflower kinda gal. Even more that
way now,—than before.”

“Than before what?”

“Before what happened to her Ma and Pa. They
both died this year. Pa in January, and Ma in May.
One right after the other.” Wayne hesitated, thoughtful
as he worked. “Some say her Ma went because a’
heartbreak. The other Bird kids got over it okay, an’
more or less normal. But not her. She ain’t hardly
showed her face, or said a word t’ nobody, ever
since.” .

“I guess, maybe, she’s kind a’ easy t’ hurt hard.”

“Yeah.” Wayne sneezed as he wiped an unexpected,
heavy layer of dust from a high shelf. “But there’re a
whole ton a’ cuties around town that’ve been givin’ you
the eye, and that’re real high-livin’ sports, Clair, —
Beats me that ya’d seée anything in a quiet, sorta back-
ward little girl like Orlean.”

“Well, for one thing, Wayne,” Clair said, “I kinda
like the way she wears that yellow ribbon in her
hair.”






The Daring Young Man

Oh, he flies through the air
With the greatest of ease,

The daring young man

On the flying trapeze.

All his movements are graceful,
And the girls he does please,
The daring young man

On the flying trapeze. . . .
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THE SUN was almost going down when Clair roared
into Orlean’s yard on his big, scarlet Indian, gunning
the engine just the right amount to make the rear
wheel spin in a skidding, sharp turn that threw up a
icloud of dust behind him. Turning into the sun, he
noticed with a certain pleasure that large, scattered
chunks of the vast, flaming yellow and red sunset over
the western hills were almost exactly the same color as
the brilliant scarlet of his cycle.

Wayne, the bag of salt in one hand, was sitting
behind Clair on the seat, too independent to hold onto
his older brother, but staying in place by leg grip and
balance alone.

Clair parked in the yard, and as they got off Orlean
came out of the door toward them, studying both Clair
and the powerful machme -with wide, slightly awestruck
eyes. Melva came out behind her, drying her hands on
a dish towel.

“Well, there she is,” Clair grinned. “Ain’t she a
honey?”

Orlean nodded quietly. “Oh,—yes.”

Clair wiped an imaginary spot off the gleaming red
body. “Two-stroke cylinder, thirty horses. Only four
years old and good as new. She’ll do sixty on a straight-
away, then turn on a dime and give ya change.”

“It,—certainly is beautiful,” Orlean said.

“Would ya like t’ take a ride on ’er sometime?”

Forcing as much enthusiasm as she could manage,
Orlean said, “Oh,—yes!”

21
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Melva looked at it suspiciously. “My Al says them
things are about the same as open, travelin’ caskets.”

“Oh, no, ma’am.” Now facing the older girl, Clair
took off his cap. “Not if ya know how t’ handle
them.”

“One time,” Wayne said proudly, “Clair drove a
cycle right smack through a speakeasy in Salt Lake. In
the front door and out the back at a real good clip, and
he did it so fast and smooth that nobody even spilled a
drink.” Then, seeing Clair’s frowning expression he
added lamely, “—He just did it that one time—on a
bet. Uhh,—here’s your salt, ma’am.”

“Thanks.” Melva took the salt. “I’d rather get it out
here than have you drive through the kitchen with
it-” rl

Wayne dropped his eyes slightly. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Don’t be too long, Orlean. —And dor’t go for a ride
on that bike.” Melva turned and went back into the
house.

“Never mind about her,” Orlean said. “Her bark’s
worse than her bite.”

“Oh, shoot, anybody can see that” Clair grinned
easily. “Well, I guess we better be goin’.”

Wishing him to stay, even a few moments longer,
Orlean said, “It’s—such a beautiful motorcycle. Why
don’t you use this, instead of Swenson’s beat-up old
bike, to deliver groceries?”

“What? Use this to deliver groceries?” Clair was
appalled. “Why heck, that’d be like,—usin’ a racehorse
to pull a plow. That’d be a terrible thing for a fella to
do.”

“—Oh.” Orlean retreated inwardly, distressed at
seeming to have somehow offended him. “—Of course,
you’re right.”

In turn, Clair now sensed her inward retreat, and he
smiled suddenly, warmly. “Hey, listen! Ya want me t’
show you what this sonofagun can do?”

Orlean found herself returning the smile. “Yes, I"'d
like that.”

“Okay.” He got on the seat and kicked the resting
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rod back up into place. “Nothin’ too fancy. Just give ya
an idea how easy she handles.” He now kicked the
engine to low, growling life and gunned it slightly a
couple of times. Then, making a graceful, arcing turn,
he drove slowly out of the yard, Orlean and Wayne
following him as far as the street.

On the long, empty, dusty road, Clair swiftly accel-
erated, going from almost a stop to a breakneck speed
within a hundred feet or so and churning up huge mists
of billowing dust. Then abruptly, at full speed, he hit
the brakes and swung the front wheel at the same time
so that he skidded completely around in a long, spin-
ning turn and came to a sudden dead stop facing back
in the direction he’d come from.

Watching his spectacular turn breathlessly, Orlean
didn’t know if she was more excited or more terrified.
But in either case there was an overwhelming and joy-
ous feeling within her of deliciously shared danger and
adventure.

As he roared back down the street toward where
they were standing, Orlean said in a small, thin voice,
“Does—he always stop that way?”

Wayne shook his head. “Not with me ridin’ in back
of him he don’t. I'd a’ wound up sailin’ about three
blocks farther on up the road.” Then, as Clair began at
high speed to swerve widely from left to right on his
way back down the .dusty street, he added, “I got a
hunch that, maybe, he’s tendin’ t’ show off just a little
bit.”

“He is?” This thought delighted Orlean more than
she could say. “But—he won’t hurt himself?”

“Nah. He can do anything but backward somersaults
on them wheels.”

Now Clair cut off into a big, empty field across the
street. He sped around the field in a wide circle once,
and then with perfect balance and precision he made
three or four swift, constantly narrowing figure eights
on the motorcycle, the last one so tight and fast that the
front wheel was almost turning around and into the
back wheel in a swirling blur of dust.
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Still hardly breathing, Orlean said, “That’s—just un-
believable!”

Wayne glanced back at the house. “I hope your big
sister ain’t watchin’. She’d likely have a heart at-
tack.”

Clair saved his best trick for last. Finishing the figure
eights, he started back across the field toward them
with a tremendous burst of speed. And leaning back, at
the same time pulling up on the handlebars, he raised
the front wheel high off the ground into the air, so that
he was traveling on the wildly spinning back wheel
only.

“My gosh/” Orlean gasped. “He looks just like he’s
on a rearing stallion!” And then, in sudden terror, “He
could go over backwards!”

But by then Clair was already near the edge of the
field and he put the front wheel down, easing off on the
gas so that as he crossed the street toward them he was
moving slowly and in easy control, the engine idling
quietly.

“My goodness!” Orlean stammered. “You could,—
you could go to work for a circus!”

Clair’s smile was broad and delightedly triumphant.
“Sure is a grand cycle, ain’t it? Hotter'n a firecracker!”
With a deft flip of his wrist he gunned the idling engine
into a loud roar.

But then his smile disappeared instantly as the
gunned-up motorcycle stuck at full gas and came to
sudden, furious life, snarling forward and thundering
past Orlean and Wayne and on by them into the yard.
By whirling around swiftly, they were able to see what
happened in the next few, shattering seconds.

The cycle was hopelessly caught at full gas intake,
and within twenty feet it was charging along like a
maddened freight train. Clair almost ran into the house
but somehow managed to pull off at the last moment,
so that now he was headed like an unleashed bolt of
lightning toward the neighbor’s fence instead.

Just before the crudely built and sloppily white-
washed wood fence, there was a small rise in the
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ground. And when the Indian hit that rise it took off
like a low-flying airplane, so that Clair and the cycle
hit the fence head-on about two feet off the ground,
and went right through it in a huge explosion of flying
lumber and deafening noise that didn’t even slow them
down.

Orlean realized numbly that Clair was now speeding
into the domain of the mean spotted cow that had
eatenher two geraniums.

The cow realized it at about the same time.

Most cows are not noted for their agility, but this
particular situation seemed to be somehow inspiring to
this particular cow. As the roaring monster that was
half machine and half human lunged toward the
stunned, spotted cow, it snorted in absolute horror and
leaped high onto its hind legs like a startled gazelle.

Clair ducked as he and his motorcycle flashed
beneath the upraised forehooves of the rearing cow,
and an instant later he and his cycle crashed wildly on
through the other side of the fence.

The cow, having performed what was without doubt
the most fantastic athletic feat of its life, now became
totally petrified and fell down on its side, where it lay
without moving hardly at all for a long time.

Orlean, seeing all of this action in terms of split-
second thoughts, was glad that the spotted cow, mean
as it was, hadn’t been hurt. But still, within that brief
fraction of time, she remembered her two destroyed
geraniums. And for a fleeting moment, in her imagina-
tion, it wasn’t Clair on a motorcycle charging a mean
spotted cow. It was St. George on a great stallion,
charging an awful dragon. That cow might think twice
before breaking out and coming over here again.

But these tiny, swift thoughts took place at almost
the same instant that Clair went speeding out of sight
through the second, far side of the fence, and the
overpowering fear in her mind was that he might be
seriously hurt, or even dead, by now.

She_and Wayne broke into a run toward the demol-
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ished section of fence as Melva appeared in the
door.

“He’s okay!” Wayne yelled with more hope than
conviction. “The motor’s still running!”

The engine could be heard receding in the distance,
and then, far away, it suddenly sputtered and
stopped.

Melva ran up to them near the broken fence. “What
in the name of heaven—?!” She was about to go on,
but Orlean suddenly said, “Shhhh,” and she stayed
silent.

Then the faint noise Orlean had heard came again.
It was the distant sound of the engine coming back to
life. She and Wayne looked at each other, and both of
them became aware of finally starting to breathe
again.

Half to himself, Wayne said, “He stopped ’er, an’
got ’er fixed.” ;

Realizing what had to have happened, Melva said,
“Did he kill the cow?”

“The cow’s not dead,” Orlean said. “—1I think it
fainted.”

The sound of the motorcycle’s engine was growing
now, and a little later Clair swung off the street and
drove slowly into the yard. He brought the scratched
and dented cycle to a stop near them and shut off the
motor, still sitting in the seat. The ugly bruise on his
right forehead was nothing compared to the look of
immense embarrassment and anguish that had replaced
the usual smile on his face. “—Everything got stuck all
at once,” he finally said. Then, with a faint shrug,
“—Damn it t’ hell anyway.”

Neither Orlean nor Melva was used to such strong
language, but it wasn’t said in a bad way. To Orlean,
forgetting the words, it sounded more like a quiet sigh
of distress, a sad recognition of one more problem in
what might very possibly have been a life of hard
times.

“You’re hurt,” she said. “Your forehead is
bruised.”
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He grinned ruefully. “Long as it’s my head, there
ain’t much t’ worry about. —They say it’s made outta
iron.”

“Boy,” Wayne put in, “you sure did stick on t’ that
there machine. Most riders woulda bailed out, or come
off, in the first ten feet.” *

“Well, somebody had t’ stay aboard an’ find out
where it was goin’.” Clair grinned with a little more
feeling. “Otherwise, this cycle coulda wiped out half
the community up the street.”

“If you’ll come in,” Orlean said, “we can soak that
bruise with a cold rag.”

“That’s right,” Melva nodded. “At least it’ll maybe
cut down the swelling.”

“No, but I thank you.” Clair now got off the seat
and kicked the resting rod down so it would stand by
itself. “I gotta rope that cow t’ hold it for the time
bein’, and then fix up this fence.”

“I'll go explain what happened t’ Mrs. Sheppick,”
Wayne said. “It’s her cow, and she’s kinda deaf or
she’d have already been out here.”

Mrs. Sheppick wasn’t too upset about the fence. It
was built so poorly that the cow itself had broken out
fairly often, just by backing up and scratching its rump
on it. She gave them a hammer and nails from a
nearby shed. And by the time dark had settled in, the
fence was back in bétter shape than it had been be-
fore, and the spotted cow was on its feet, wandering
about in a puzzled fashion.

Orlean came out of the house, where she and Melva
were fixing supper, as Clair and Wayne were getting
ready to go. Standing in the yellow light cast from the
kitchen window, she said, “I sure am sorry about all
this. —But I guess I’m mostly glad that you didn’t get
hurt too much.”

“The bike got hurt worse,” Clair said. “But I can fix
it okay.”

“If the two of you would like to stay for supper,
Melva says there’s plenty.”

“Well, we sure thank you, but I don’t think so.”
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“—A glass of water?”

“No, thanks.”

“—My name’s Orlean.”

“I know.” He rolled down his sleeves and started to
button them. “Kinda like,—the city of New Orleans.”

“Yes‘,,

He smiled. “When ya come t’ think about it, I guess
we both got kinda funny names, somehow.”

Again she found herself smiling back at him. “I
guess so0.”

“Well—I'll be seein’ ya.”

“—1I hope so—Clair.”

“Next time I make a delivery, I promise not t’ plow
through two wood fences t’ do it.”

She still wasn’t quick enough, or yet sure enough of
herself, to reply in the same light, casual vein. All she
could say was what she meant. “Thanks for bringing
the salt. —And what you did on your bike, before it
got out of hand, was really graceful and beautiful.”

His infectious grin came across his face again and he
said, “You gotta admit that it was that last part that
was the real lulu.” And then the grin turned into a low
laugh. “Maybe what you said about me before is
true.” '

“What?”

“Slammin’ head-on through fences like that, an’
bein’ a laugh-a-minute, maybe I really could go t’ work
for a circus.”

He swung onto the seat and Wayne got on behind
him with a small, smiling wave to Orlean. They drove
out of the yard and away, and it was only when she
could no longer hear the engine that Orlean at last
turned and went back into the house.



Among My Souvenirs

A few mementos rest,

Within my treasure chest,

And though they do their best,
To bring me consolation . . .

I count them all apart,
And as the teardrops start,
I find a broken heart,

Among my souvenirs. . . .

“Among My Souvenirs,” © 1927 by Lawrence Wright Music
Co., Ltd. Copyright renewed. Used with permission of Chappell
& Co., Inc.
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AL HAD put in a hard shift up at the mine that day,
and when he got home after dark he was too tired to
be his normal, joking self. He washed up and ate in a
heavy, unspeaking silence, and then went straight to
bed.

Margaret hurried in a few minutes later, after a long
session of playing Mah-Jongg with friends, gulped a
few quick bites and then dashed off to meet Darrell at
the Gem Theater.

So it was that Melva and Orlean wound up quietly
doing the dishes together, Melva washing and Orlean
drying.

Finally, Orlean said, “—Do you like him?”

Melva rinsed a plate before answering. “I wouldn’t
want t’ go anyplace on a motorcycle with him.”

“But isn’t he handsome?” ~

Melva started washing another plate, studying it with
frowning thought. “—Handsome is as handsome does,
honey.”

“But he does handsome, too.”

Melva handed Orlean the plate and started to wash
the gravy bowl, “Both him and Wayne are fine-looking
young men. —But Clair strikes me as being maybe,
maybe too much of a smooth talker, too much of a
slicker for a girl like you, despite those innocent blue
eyes of his.”

“Him a slicker?” Orlean smiled at the plate she was
drying. “He’s hardly the patent-leather hair and waxed
moustache kind.”

“I’'m just saying that there’s something more to him,
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—something more experienced about him than the other
young men around here. And I don’t want you to be
hurt. You been hurt a lot more than enough,
already.”

“No more than you, Melva,—or the others.”

“Yes, more. Somehow, it’s different with you, little
sister.” Melva hung up the washcloth as Orlean
finished drying the gravy bowl. Then Melva turned and
put her arms around Orlean, hugging her gently to her
breast. “I wish, sometimes, that things weren’t the way
they are in this world, honey. I wish, somehow, that I
could just reach in and pull the sadness out of you.”
She smiled through suddenly damp eyes. “I'd be like a
dentist pulling a sore tooth. It would hurt like fury for
a little while, but then the pain would start to go
away.”

Orlean returned Melva’s hug warmly, laying her
head against her big sister. But her eyes, troubled as
they were, were still dry. “I’m fine, Melva. Please don’t
worry about me.”

Overcome by her own inner feelings, Melva sniffed
slightly, almost half a sob, and was instantly impatient
with herself for this. “—It’s a funny thing,” she said,
“I’'ve been with you all your life. And I've never, ever
seen you cry one tear for anything but joy.”

“—TI love you, Melva.”

The gave each other a final, hard hug, and then
Melva stepped back and forced a small, wry smile. “I
don’t know what, if anything, will ever come of it. But
I'm glad you went downtown for that salt today. At
least, whether he’s a slicker or not, you finally said a
few words to a young man.”

“Only when he slowed down on his bike long
enough.”

Melva’s smile widened. “Well, we’d better get some
sleep.” And then, “I hope that little scamp Margaret
isn’t out too late.”

At the door to her and Margaret’s small back bed-
room, Orlean turned briefly. “About that salt, Melva.
—I know we didn’t need it.”
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Melva shrugged slightly. “A little extra salt can al-
ways come in handy. Now you go on to bed, young
lady.”

When she was finally settled in bed, Orlean turned
up the kerosene lamp so that it threw a little brighter
light. Then she reached under the bed for the small tin
box in which she kept the few treasured things she
possessed. Opening it, she took out an ancient, faded
red rose that had been pressed long ago in the family
bible. Her mother had performed a miracle, many
years before, by somehow making that rose grow. Of
course, the family had been living in Granger then,
which was farther away from the mill, toward Salt
Lake. But even there the air was still poisonous, and
her mother’s one living rosebush had been such a rare
and unique thing that people had come from far
around to look at it and admire it.

There was a round, smooth pebble from the shore of
a lake she’d once visited. She could hold its cool
smoothness in her hand and close her eyes, and feel
once again the brisk, fresh breeze from the clear water,
see once more the tiny, happy whitecaps running and
playing with the teasing winds over the nearly sky-blue
surface of the lake.

There were a few letters and old Christmas cards, a
tarnished little-girl necklace, and a childhood ring that
didn’t fit anymore. But now she took out the one thing
that she was really looking for in the tin box.

It was a slightly creased photograph of her mother
and father taken just after they were married. Her
father with a quiet gentleness in his strength. And her
mother with a quiet strength in her gentleness.

And now, though they were still young and alive in
Orlean’s eyes, they were gone. Father, an oak tree of a
man, from an unexpected, totally unbelievable heart
attack. And then mother, simply because without him
at her side, she had no further wish to live.

Gently, Orlean replaced the photo and then put the
tin box back under the bed. She turned the kerosene
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lamp far down, so that it was almost completely out,
but not quite. Then she lay back to watch the dim,
vague shadows from the lamp playing flickering games
of hide-and-seek with themselves on the ceiling
above.

‘All right then, Orlean silently demanded of herself,
what’s wrong with me?

Why couldn’t she be happy-go-lucky and full of
easy-going fun and laughter, and silly and carefree like
everybody else?

Why couldn’t she cry? Though it seemed to her just
then that somebody had once said something about,—
tears that sometimes flowed backwards. Maybe hers
did. Maybe, in some strange way, she cried backwards.
In any case, whatever there was inside of her, it sure
did hurt a lot.

And why was she such a darned coward? Ever since
she could remember, she’d sat off on the sidelines,
dreading the idea of being suddenly and frighteningly
brought to the center of attention. In school she’d even
hated spelling bees, and she was a good speller. She
hated school dances, and she was a good dancer.

Maybe hate wasn’t the right word. She didn’t actual-
ly hate anything. Maybe feared was the word. And in
that case, softer words like shy and timid were easier to
think of and use. But the first hard word, coward, came
to Orlean’s mind once again, and it made her frown
briefly at the shadowed ceiling.

Was she afraid of things? Or was she just, somehow,
different?

She remembered back to the time when she was ten,
and she’d had a giant windfall of an Indian-head nick-
el from Uncle Charlie. With one penny or two pennies,
you just naturally went to the penny-candy store. But
with that much money, a whole nickel all at once, there
was only one thing to do. You waited impatiently for
Saturday, and then you went to the movie at the then
brand-new Gem Theater.

Orlean had gone in with a lucky few other kids who
happened to also be rich on that particular Saturday
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night. By the time the movie let out it was already
dark, and it was a long, lonely walk home to Shield’s
Addition, the cluster of small houses on the far edge of
Magna where Orlean lived.

On the way up the street some of the other kids
started acting foolish and. a little rough, yelling and
throwing rocks at each other in the dark.

Orlean, just walking along by herself, was suddenly
stunned and nearly knocked forward to the ground. As
her mind gradually cleared, her ears and head began
ringing and beating with shrill, throbbing pain, and she
realized numbly that she’d been hit on the back of the
head with a rock. A moment later she knew that it had
been a very sharp rock. For when she leaned weakly
against-a fence and put her hand up to the pounding
hurt, the hand came back covered with blood.

At no time did she cry out in anger, or for help, or
even make any smaH sound of pain. And soon the
other children, unknowing, were long gone in the dark,
their shouts and calls fading away in the distance.

One slow step after the other, often leaning and
resting against a dimly seen fence or a shed along the
way, Orlean made her painful way toward Shield’s
Addition.

By the time she saw the lights of home, she could
hardly stay on her feet. But then, finally, she managed
to get to the front of the 'house.

And at that time, much of her attitude toward the
entire scheme of things that would come to pass in her
life and in her world, forever, became very clear in a
shy and bittersweet way.

Her parents had company. Two Mormon Elders
were with them in the lighted parlor, talking about
something, making points with the movements of their
hands.

Orlean couldn’t disturb these important people, em-
barrass them with her blood-clotted hair, with the fresh
blood that was still seeping down onto the back of her
dress. So, in respectful silence and with rapidly fading
strength, she made her way around one dark side of
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the house to the back door. Then, as noiselessly as
possible, she went into the unlighted kitchen and sat
quietly in a chair at the table.

That’s all she remembered until she became dimly
aware that she was in her mother’s lap. Her mother
was rocking her back and forth, crooning a soft little
tune as tears ran down her cheeks. The kitchen was
lighted by a lamp now, and her father was standing
over her, staring down at her with a face of granite
sadness.

“Thank God,” he whispered as her eyes opened.
“—There you are.”

“Oh, baby,” her mother said, swiftly trying to blink
back her tears, “why didn’t you cry, or let us know you
were hurt?”

“I—I just didn’t want t’,—be a bother t’ any-
body.”

“Bother?!” Her mother hugged her so fiercely that it
hurt. “You almost bled to death before we found
you.”

“That shyness of yours,” her father said gently, “is a
thing that you’ll have t’ learn t’ get over. There’s times
for boldness, ‘Lean. An’ sometimes even a good loud
holler for help ain’t outta line.”

Orlean could tell that her head had been washed
and bandaged, and she saw that she had been dressed
in her nightgown. Feeling better here in the warmth
and security of her parents, she said, “I’m sorry, Pa. I
just,—hated t’ disturb you, an’ embarrass you an’ Ma
with company.”

“You funny little dickens,” her mother said, rocking
her gently back and forth in her lap. “You just love so
awful much,—that you can’t help but put all others
before you. And you stand back and quiet, an’ never
ever complainin’,—even when you’re bleedin’ your life
blood out.”

Then the little, ten-year-old Orlean had gone off to
sleep again, safe in her mother’s arms and her father’s
presence.

Oh, God, she missed those two, the sixteen-year-old
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Orlean thought to herself now as she stared at the dim,
dancing shadows on the ceiling. Melva married. Mar-
garet, from all signs, about to be. The brothers, who for
whatever reasons had never been very close, gone off
and away somewhere to start their own, distant lives.
And what was she, Orlean, to do? She couldn’t stay
with Melva and Al too much longer. They were
willing, and kind, but they had to have freedom for
themselves, and for their family that would be coming
in time.

A recurring dream came to Orlean. Horses. Wild
horses. Beautiful beyond belief, thundering by swiftly
and silently in her mind. To the best of her memory,
she’d first had this dream when she was five. And it
came back to her again and again, each time as vivid
and wonderful as before.

There was this mystical and magic place far away
and high up in the mountains. Not just any mountains,
and certainly nothing like that stained and scarred
mountain with the mill on it. These mountains were
green and fertile, with the songs of birds everywhere,
and snow-capped peaks on the distant heights. The
valleys were verdant, and filled as far as the eye could
see with every imaginable kind of gay and happy wild-
flowers. And above all among these other breathlessly
lovely things, there were the majestic wild horses,
proud, swift, beautiful ' and invincible. Sometimes, in
her dream, the horses would race right up into the sky,
and go galloping across the clouds themselves, as
though the clouds were great, white, fluffy fields
stretching endlessly and forever in the heavens.

There was something else in Orlean’s dream, a mys-
terious and warm presence that she could never quite
see or place. Whatever, or whoever, it was, it was
protective and good. But it was always just barely out
of sight, somewhere beyond the next hill, or hidden
from her view at the far end of a green valley below.

Finally this dream took Orlean’s mind away from
the sorrow of her mother and father.

And, at last, she slept.
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Great- gmnd pa

Great-grandpa,

When the West was young,
Barred his door,

With a wagon tongue.

For the times were rough,
And the Redskins mocked,
And he said his prayers,
With his shotgun cocked.
He ate his bacon,

And his corn-pone fat,

But his great-grandson,
Woulda starved on that.
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CLAIR DROPPED Wayne off in front of the small
Huffaker house, where from behind a few scraggly
trees faint light from the house showed vaguely.

Getting down from the seat, Wayne said quietly,
“—You ain’t comin’ in?”

Clair shook his head, his face impassive. “Nah. —TI'll
see ya tomorrow.”

Understanding, Wayne nodded and clasped his big
brother’s shoulder with brief, strong affection. Then he
turned and went toward the house. Clair started to turn
his cycle around, but Wayne got to the front door first.
From inside the house, a strident female voice could be
heard demanding, “Why are you so late?? Have you
been out galavantin’ around with that brother a’ yours
again?!”

Going easy on the throttle, Clair drove slowly back
down the street as quietly as possible, his throat thick
with a sad, choked feeling.

A few minutes later, he turned off the now fairly
wide-awake Main Street and parked his bike in an
alley behind the three-story Panama Hotel, one of the
two largest buildings in Magna.

The Panama was a combination hotel, speakeasy
and whorehouse. When Clair had arrived in town a
week ago, and finally realized that he just couldn’t stay
at his own home with his own family, he’d gone looking
for a room. And they’d had a small place, not much
bigger than a closet, in the back of the Panama Ho-
tel.

Big Bertha Pearl, the hugely built owner and propri-

41



42 One Time, I Saw Morning Come Home

etess of all three businesses under that roof, had taken
a liking to Clair and let him have the tiny room.

“What can ya afford for it, kid?,” she asked, her
massive face almost hidden by a headband filled with
drooping peacock feathers, and her fat, mottled neck
completely hidden by countless overlapping strings of
pearls.

“Nothin’. —Ain’t got a job yet.”

She could see that the young man was not apologiz-
ing, or backing down, but just stating a simple fact.
“Well then, what can ya do?”

He took a long breath, thinking hard. “You got a
pool table in the speak downstairs. I got t’ be pretty
good at rackin’ up poolballs for customers over t’ Park
City.”

Big Bertha Pearl nodded. “Then you got a nighttime
job an’ a room, kid. They work out even.”

. “What hours, ma’am?”

“About ten t’ twelve. B’fore ten they’re too busy
drinkin’ t’ shoot pool, an’ after twelve they’re too drunk
t’ see what the hell they’re doin’ anyhow.” She twirled
a long loop of pearls idly, frowning at him. “An’ I ain’t
no ma’am, kid. I'm Big Bertha Pearl.”

Suddenly unsure of quite how to address this for-
midable woman properly, Clair simply nodded.

Big Bertha Pearl now stood up, all six feet and two
hundred pounds of her. She and Clair were on the
same eye level, but she outweighed him by at least
forty pounds. “Now you’re back in town, kid, why ain’t
you stayin’ with your family?”

“It’s,—personal.”

“How old’re you?”

“Nineteen.”

“Bullshit! How old’re you?”

His young eyes gathered the strength to match hers.
“—All right, I'm sixteen. Seventeen pretty quick.”

She shook her head ponderously, her strings of pearls
shifting slightly with the movement. “Jesus Christ!
I've gone an’ hired ‘myself a goddamn baby! You best
look someplace else.”
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Clair said very quietly, “I been known t’ settle a few
arguments on them pool tables over t’ Park City. An’
I'm a hard worker.”

Something about the quiet confidence of the young
man touched a responsive chord in Big Bertha Pearl
“—Get your room key from the bartender, an’ ya start
t'night.” Then she said, as an afterthought, “—An’ 1
guess ya can just call me Big Bertha, if ya want to.”

Now, going straight up to his tiny room this night,
Clair lay down on his back with unutterable sadness
and rested on his bed for a while, his expressionless
eyes wide open. Finally, about nine o’clock, he went
across the street to the Tip Top Cafe for a lonely,
flavorless chicken-fried steak with hard peas and dry
mashed potatoes and a lukewarm glass of milk. And
then, promptly at ten, he started racking the pool table
at The Smokehouse, the speak in the basement of the
Panama Hotel.

He worked his full two hours, often hiding an almost
angry impatience when his practiced, pool-trained eyes
would see half-drunk miners trying the wrong shots, or
just plain missing so badly that you couldn’t even tell
what they were shooting at in the first place.

The two top bootleggers from around there came in.
Old Poison Pete and his fat son, Little Pete. They
laughed and joked with some friends at the bar, and
they bought drinks for everyone around them. Big
Bertha Pearl joined them after a while, and Poison
Pete playfully slapped her on the butt, which was sort
of like hitting a Mack truck on the rear bumper with a
fly swatter.

A little later on, while Clair was racking up a fresh
eight-ball game, Sheriff Pistol Pete walked in and
joined the others crowded around the bar. Clair
couldn’t help but think just then that it seemed like
damnere everyone in this town was named Pete. One
thing for damned certain, he decided in silent, grim
humor, was that if the Clairs were matched up for
general battle against the Petes, the Clairs would sure
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as hell be in trouble. There was only one of them in the
world, and that was him.

Poison Pete wandered over to the pool table and
offered everyone there a drink. And in his depressed,
half-angry. frame of mind, Clair accepted along with
the others. Big Bertha Pearl frowned, but she didn’t say
anything against it.

It was Poison Pete’s own booze that he offered
around, calling it “simple, good old home brew,” and it
tasted to Clair like gasoline with a dash of iodine in it
for flavor.

“Drink y’r glasses down!” Poison Pete told everyone.
“The secret a’ Magna havin’ the best booze in Utah is
that the water around the mine here’s so goddamn
awful that anything ya do to it’s gotta be an improve-
ment!”

Clair finished two of Poison Pete’s drinks, and then
Big Bertha Pearl was at his side. “It’s midnight,” she
said, “and your work day’s over. —Maybe you ought t’
turn in.”

With a tongue that suddenly felt like an oily radiator
cap, Clair muttered, “—I think,—maybe y’r right.”

Not only feeling sad and exhausted, but painfully
drunk, he finally made it upstairs. Luckily, when he
fell down, his room was so small that almost the only
place he could hit was the bed.

He switched off the bare electric light and lay there
in the dark for a long moment. Only then, finally, did
he come to grip with his real agony. Not his scratched
and dented bike. Not the wooden-tasting dinner. Not
Poison Pete’s guaranteed-to-kill or die-trying whiskey.

His real agony had to do with the strident voice he
had heard from within the house earlier that eve-
ning.

Clair was fiercely proud of the pioneers he vaguely
knew of way back in his family, those early, brave
people who had crossed the Great Plains and moun-
tains to settle in Utah. They were men and women he
could understand, respect and finally love, even though
the passing of time had made them only dimly seen,
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powerful figures on a vast, much too quickly disappear-
ing landscape. Some of them had even been descen-
dants of Thomas Jefferson. He guessed, then, that he
must be too. His forefathers had plowed the very first
furrow that had ever broken into the hard, hostile earth
of a Utah field. They had started the first printing press
that ever tried to give news and hope and wisdom on a
printed page to the struggling people of this new, huge
land.

In his heart, Clair wished he had been born one of
those pioneers. But he had been born more than fifty
years too late.

And bormn into a family divided, a family that had
put him out before he was quite old enough to even
know what being put out meant.

His mother, for reasons known only to her, perhaps
not even really known to her, had decided that Clair
should not be born, long before the moment he was
born, the fifth child in a family of seven.

Clair’s first memories were painful ones, impossible
to understand. The older children, Marvin, Sherril, Ken
and Evelyn, would come home from kindergarten and
grade school at noon for lunch. Clair was still too
young for school. All the children would line up hun-
grily in the back yard and their mother, Enzy, would
give them food, usually, sandwiches or soup. And wher-
ever he was standing in line, she would ignore Clair,
simply leave him standing there with no food and, even
worse, no word. Marvin, the oldest boy, quickly be-
came aware of this, and whenever he could, he would
get Clair behind the garage and try to share his own
food with his little brother.

Grateful, Clair had taken one bite of Marvin’s jam
sandwich the first time it happened. But with the feel-
ings welling up inside of him, he could hardly choke it
down, because his mother hadn’t just given it to him
normally, and with love. And after that, he pretended
not to be hungry. ’ '

Or Clair’s first important school holiday, May Day.
That year, as school was coming to an end for the
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summer, the Huffaker family was a little more solvent
than usual because Frank had a steady job, selling
paint. So that morning mother Enzy Huffaker gave
each child down the line, one after the other, an
unheard of fortune of thirty-five cents to spend for
candy and rides when the school bus delivered them to
Liberty Park in Salt Lake City. She gave each child,
even little Wayne, a quarter and a dime.

Except that she passed by Clair as though he weren’t
even standing there before her. No money. No look.
No word.

Even at sixteen now, Clair could get choked up with
bewildered grief wondering what possessed that strange
woman, the woman who more than any other he was
supposed to love, and wanted to love.

His father, Frank, went almost as much against
Clair’s ideals about parents as his mother. Frank was
overweight and always tired, a vague dreamer of half-
dreams whose ideas were never fully formed, or strong.
Enzy, in her harsh voice, would tell him to do every-
thing. And Frank would do it. Or plan vaguely on
doing it, depending on the energy he had at the time.

He was not an unkind or cruel man, but he would
never go against her, even though a son of his was for
no known reason being systematically crucified.

He might ask, “Say, how come ya didn’t give little
Clair thirty-five cents t’day, like the other kids?”

She would answer something like, “I have seven
children you put upon me, Frank. Seven! An’ I slave
my hands t’ the bone all day long tryin’ t’ raise ’em!
Now don’t you go an’ start tryin’ t’ tell me how t’ do it!
Right now, while you’re standin’ here a’ arguin’, baby
Lois’s screamin’ her lungs out fr her diaper t’ be
changed!”

And even though one-year-old Lois might not be
making a sound, Frank would feel overwhelming guilt
and distress, plus the deep-rooted fearfulness that all
long-married husbands have of easily outraged wives.
And he would mumble, “Well, a’ course,—whatever
you say, Enzy dear.”
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Neither one of them would have remembered such a
thing as the thirty-five cents any longer than that.

But Clair remembered, and it wouldn’t have been
any different in his memory, better or worse, if it had
been thirty-five million dollars. He’d worked all week
after school, cleaning up the garage and pulling weeds
in the back yard, both hoping to please, and hoping for
a nickel or maybe even a dime on May Day.

When the school bus had pulled into that magic
place that was Liberty Park, right in the middle of Salt
Lake City, there’d been more kids there than Clair had
ever seen before in his life, so many that at first little
Wayne was afraid to get off the bus. All of the
schoolkids from every place in Salt Lake County were
there. There were acres and acres of tall, spreading
trees and lawn, and every kind of ride in the world to
go on for a nickel apiece. There was a big lake with an
island in it, and you could go for a ride as a passenger
in a speed boat, or even hire and take out your own
rowboat all by yourself. There was a Ferris-wheel and
a Loop-the-Loop, and loud, happy music was boom-
ing out from a Merry-Go-Round that was whirling
dizzily around with gaily painted horses going rhythmi-
cally up and down, moving proudly on their gleaming
brass poles. :

Near the Merry-Go-Round there were two long, low
buildings that smelled good, even from the bus, where
you could buy everything from hot dogs to any flavor
of soda pop, or cotton candy or popcorn or candied
apples.

Ken rushed off like he’d been shot from a cannon,
but the other kids stayed near Clair, knowing he had
no money and wanting to share with him. Wayne even
wanted to give Clair his whole quarter and dime, and
then just go around with him.

But Clair told them no. “Listen,” he said, “I don’t
wanta be stuck with all a’ you hangin’ around with me
all day. I’'m goin’ off on my own, an’ I'll meet ya back
here at the bus.”
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And then he turned around and quickly lost himself
in the thronging crowds of other school children.

At first he was still feeling so sad and hollow-chested
that he couldn’t pay much attention to anything, but
just walked on and on, unseeing among the laughing,
celebrating children. But after walking aimlessly for a
long time, he finally willed himself to stop feeling sorry
for himself and start paying attention to the things that
were around him. And he found that there were many
things at Liberty Park that were free. There were the
beautiful trees and grass, that were unlike anything in
Magna. You could sit by the lake, and put your hands
in it. There was a huge house with joining squares of
clear glass for a roof, where the sun could shine
through, and inside were hundreds and hundreds of
plants and flowers that he’d never seen before, or even
imagined.

And best of all there was a zoo that you could walk
through without having to pay any money. There were
all kinds of birds in it, plus foxes and deer, coyotes and
wolves, all in their separate cages. At the far end, there
was even a big, brown bear lazing in the sun.

Later in the day, Sherril and Wayne finally found
him there by the bear cage. They were hurrying along,
and Sherril was gingerly holding a partly melted vanilla
ice cream cone.

“We been lookin’ all over for ya,” Sherril said. “We
brought ya this vanilla cone.”

“Yeah,” Wayne said. “You must be starvin’ by
now.”

Sherril thrust the melting cone forward in such a way
that Clair had to take it, but he just held it in front of
him.

“Ain’t ya gonna eat it?” Wayne asked.

“Ya better,” Sherril told him, “’cause we sure
ain’t.”

“Ya ain’t?” Clair turned toward the cage and held
the cone out. “Hey, you, come ’ere.”

The big bear lumbered toward the offered cone, and
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Clair threw it between the bars so that it landed on
some grass near the bear’s forepaws.

With a few throaty rumbles and great delight, the big
bear laid down with the cone in its forepaws and
started to lick at the ice cream.

Sherril and Wayne were looking from the happy
beast to Clair with puzzled frowns, so Clair said,
“Somehow, I just don’t feel hungry.”

Even now, lying in the Panama Hotel only half-
awake and with a head that felt like it had been hit
with a sledgehammer, Clair whs fiercely proud that it
was the bear who had got the last nickel’s worth that
had ever almost come to him from the tight, pinched
face and purse of his mother. Ever since that time he’d
never accepted anything from either his mother or
father, and in his entire life he never would. As a child
after that May Day, half starving, and with flapping,
hole-worn shoes, he’d tried to run away three or four
times. But he was still too young to be taken seriously
by anybody, and always some well-meaning person
would haul him back to his “home” where Enzy would
scream senselessly or slap him while his father mum-
bled unheard words of advice.

The first and only time he could remember his moth-
er smiling at him was when she smiled very thinly and
told him that she and his fathér had decided to curb his
rebellious ways by sencfing him to live with relatives in
Wyoming.

Clair thought briefly of those many times and many
places he’d known since he was first sent away at about
the age of seven.

They included Evanston, Wyoming, Salt Lake City,
and a dozen points in between. But, unexpectedly and
beautifully, almost everyone he’d stayed with had been
warm and wonderful to him. Big, fat, loving Aunt
Maine. Quiet, uncannily wise Mrs. Legget. And the
iron matriarch with the warm sparkle in her eye,
Grandma Brown. He’d always managed to earn his
own way, though, wherever he’d been. Working at jobs
ranging from sweeping out stores to lumberjacking.
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They had turned out to be good, rich experiences.’
But what with moving around a lot it hadn’t been an
endless piece of cake, especially with that damned
name, Clair. Everybody thought it was a girl’s name,
and God, the rough fights he’d got into! From Logan to
Park City, from Ogden to Strawberry, from Murray
clear up to Big Piney. And he was almost always
outnumbered, too, just naturally being a loner. There
was that running feud with those four tough Mexican
kids up in Ogden who decided that they were going to
cut him up or kill him. Luckily, when they’d come
upon him in the alley behind where he was going
part-time to school, he’d been prepared. He went
among them with a pair of brass knuckles recently
acquired from a pawn shop on South Street for a
dollar-fifty. The knucks had been a good investment,
for the first kid he got a good swing at on the jaw,
dropped his knife and went down like he’d been hit
with a crowbar. When he leaped back up, his hand on
his jaw, blood was spurting like a fountain from his
mouth and nose. He’d rushed off blindly, half-yelling
something in Mexican, and the other three followed
him.

Clair hoped he hadn’t hurt him too bad.

It was only when they had all disappeared down the
alley that Clair realized he himself had been -cut on his
left side and was bleeding too. Another couple of
inches in, and he might have been dead.

He still had that dropped knife, the kind with one
long blade that flipped open when you pushed a small
button on its side. He kept it next to his brass knuckles
in his duffle bag.

About a month later he’d been sent to Salt Lake for
the summer, and there he’d seen the most impressive
man he’d ever known.

The man was visiting Grandma Brown and way,
way back in time he had been an older friend of Clair’s
Grandpa.

Clair couldn’t remember his name, as a mere boy
was more than likely never even introduced. But what
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a big, rugged barn-door of a man! He had
over seventy years old, and he had to weigh
hundred and fifty pounds, yet he still hay
eagle’s eye, and a step so light that it look
could have jumped clear up into the sky if h
to.

And his hands! Big, gnarled branches of -
ing in wide, hardworked and a thousand
fingers. Fingers that had become more and :
erful and beautifully lined with every harc
work, and with every hurt.

Finally that night, the old giant of a man
Clair with those eagle eyes of his and said ve
“—Your Grandpa was one fine man, son.”

Then he stood up, touched Clair’s shouls
massive, gentle hand, and was soon gone, fore

Thinking all of his thoughts about the peo
and times in his life, and wishing not for whe
for what ought to be, Clair at last went to sleej






Sentimental Me

Look at me again, dear,

Let’s hold hands and then, dear,
Sigh in chorus,

It won’t boreus . . .

I am not the kind that merely flirts,
I just love and love until it hurts.
Oh Sentimental me,

And poor romantic you,

Dreaming dreams,

Is all that we can do. . . .

“Sentimental Me,” © by Edward B. Marks Music Corporation.
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Two NIGHTS later business was slow at The Smoke-
house, and Bull Barstow, boss of the bull gang up at
the mill, came over to the pool table.

“Ain’t got nobody t’ shoot with,” he grumbled. “How
’bout you?”

“I just work here.”

“Ain’t nothin’ doin’ anyhow. Say, four bits a
game?”’

“That’s pretty steep.”

“Two bits then.”

“Well, I guess one game wouldn’t hurt.”

Shortly after midnight, Clair knocked at the door of
Big Bertha Pearl’s office and went in. She looked up
from some work on her desk and said, “Yeah?”

“Bull Barstow asked me t’ play some pool.”

“Well, why not? It’s quieter'n a Mormon’s confession
t’night.” '

“—Iwon five doHlars off ’im.”

“Five bucks?!” Big Bertha Pearl studied him for a
moment. “You ain’t a hustler?”

“No. Just a pretty good shooter.”

“How come ya didn’t just pocket the money an’ keep
your mouth shut?”

“—1J] was on your time. Seems like, maybe the mon~
ey’s yours.”

“You're crazy. You.won it.”

“Sure is easy money.”

She shrugged. “Ain’t no such thing as easy money,
finally.”

“Sure seems like it right now.”

55
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“—You wanna shoot sometimes, on slow nights?”

Clair grinned, “If it’s okay, you bet!”

“Okay. But don’t never murder the customers. An’
don’t never bet on the come with money you ain’t
got.”

That night marked the beginning of some of the
happiest-go-lucky, carefree months Clair had ever
known. In any given week he never did worse than
break even. And nine times out of ten he’d wind up
with some extra dollars, each one seeming the size of a
giant, shiny cartwheel, ‘because for the first time in his
life he could just up and spend it any old way that he
happened to want to, without even thinking twice
about it. .

But he already knew one thing he wanted to buy
with that first windfall from Bull Barstow. The next
Sunday, his day off at the grocery store, he drove into
Salt Lake with Sherril in his brother’s new Ford Model
A Sedan. It was a gloriously warm and sunny day in
Salt Lake, and they drove with the canvas top down,
the engine tooling along smoothly.

“How ’bout if we drive on up t’ The Laughing Lady
for a drink or two?”” Sherril suggested.

“Good idea.”

“Just t* help stave off the sunstroke, a’ course.”

“Boy,” Clair said, fingering the car’s polished dash-
board idly and watching some people cross the wide
street before them as Sherril stopped for a signal, “this
sure is the life.”

“It damn sure is.” Sherril took a long, deep breath.
“Like bein’ right in the middle a’ that big old Big Rock
Candy Mountain itself.”

“Well,” Clair grinned, “I don’t see no cigarette trees
around here, but will ya settle for a Lucky Strike?”

“Sure will.”

Sherril drove on, as Clair lighted up for the two of
them.

It was dusk when they got back to Magna, and
Sherril stopped to drop Clair off in front of Melva and
Al’s house. Clair got out with a large brown paper bag
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‘under one arm, and started toward the house as Sherril
drove away.

Clair knocked at the back door and a moment later
Melva, still in her go-to-meeting church clothes, an-
swered it. “Well, hello there.”

“Evenin’, ma’am. —Is Orlean home?”

“We just got back.” Melva raised her voice a little,
“It’s for you, 'Lean.”

Melva stepped away from the door and Orlean ap-
peared in a pretty yellow and white dress, her eyes
widening when she saw who it was. “—Hello.” And
then, “—Won’t you come in?”

“No, thanks.” He nodded slightly down toward the
paper bag in his hands. “Not groceries this time. Just
somethin’ I thought you might like.”

She said numbly, “—Something,—for me?”

“Yeah. Here, I'll help ya get it out, but be care-
ful.”

She stepped to him and in a moment was holding the
gift, staring at it speechlessly. It was a clay pot with
four beautiful, already full-grown red geraniums
planted in it.

All she could finally manage to say was, “—How,—
could you know?”

Not too sure what she meant, he grinned and
shrugged. “Well, that pne ya had when I was here
b’fore was almost a goner.”

“—You saw it.”

From the doorway Melva said, “Those are real, real
nice. —Do you two want t’ sit in the parlor awhile, and
talk?”

“No, thanks,” Clair said.

Orlean put the flowers down, very gently, on the step
and then turned back to Clair. “I’d,—sort of like to
take a little walk. —If you would.”

“Sure. That’d be swell.”

Out of habit with Margaret, Melva almost said,
“Don’t be too late.” But instead she said, “—You both
have a nice time,” and closed the door.

Quietly strolling through the growing darkness
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toward Main Street, Orlean said, “No matter how long
I live, Clair, I'll never forget you bringing me those
flowers.”

“I wish I coulda had ’em wrapped in colored paper,
but that place in Salt Lake only had paper bags.” Then
he said, “Sure is a nice night for a walk.”

“I’ll bet you’ve seen all kinds of nights, all over.”

“Well, a few. —I'm workin’ nights at The Smoke~
house, you know.”

“That saloon?” v

“Speakeasy. It’s not the kind a’ place you’d know
much about, I guess.”

“No. But any place you liked, I bet I would too.”

They were at Main Street now, .with its long line of
bright lights leading to the dark mountain beyond.

“Would you like to go to Turk’s Drugstore for an ice
cream?” Clair asked.

“I’d like that.”

Even though the town was in a roaring mood
tonight, with big miners crowding the sidewalks and
loud laughter, shouting and music blaring from every
other doorway, Orlean felt safé¢ and protected with
Clair. Instead of an ordeal it was suddenly, somehow,
an adventure.

They ordered two dishes of vanilla ice cream at
Turk’s, and sat in wire-backed chairs at a tiny table to
eat it.

“How long have you had your,—Indian?” she
asked, not being able to imagine him ever not having
it.

“About three months. I got a great deal on it from a
friend of mine who’s in the state penitentiary now.”

“In jail?!”

Clair nodded. “He held up a gas station. They
caught him on his cycle, that Indian, about four blocks
away.”

Orlean took another bite of ice cream. “I've read in
the magazines about getaway cars. But never about
getaway motorcycles.”

Clair grinned. “I’d been savin’ every penny I could
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to buy a cycle, even goin’ without eating t’ help put a
little bit aside. He knew about that, so on his way t’ the
pen, he let me have it for the forty-five dollars I'd
saved. He wasn’t too bad a guy.”

Carried along by sincere curiosity, she said, “Have,—
have you ever been in jail?”

Clair laughed. “No.”

She was instantly embarrassed by her question, but
then Clair asked, “Have you?” and she started laugh-
ing along with him.

On the walk back home, Orlean said, “Sometime,
would you like to come over and have supper with
us?”

“Well, 'm not too much on those family sort of
things.”

“Oh.”

“Ya see, I been kinda on my own, all those different
places, for nearly ten years.”

“It must have been exciting. But, didn’t you miss
your family?”’

“Oh, I guess so, sort of, once in a while.” He added
proudly, “But all my big brothers’re doin’ real fine. An’
my big sister, too. Evelyn’s turned out t’ be a real
beauty, an’ I got a hunch you two’d be good friends in
nothin’ flat.” .

“Wayne’s real nice, a lot like you. Tell me about the
others.”

“Marvin’s married an’ moved upt’ Canada on a real
good job. He’s practically a college graduate in electric-
ity. Builds power plants. An’ Sherril’s just married.
He’s a top electrician up at the mill. Right now Ken
seems t’ be kinda goin’ in circles, but he’ll straighten
out.”

“—And Evelyn?”

The tone of pride in Clair’s voice became even
greater. “Would you believe it, I introduced her to
Miles, her husband.”

“That’s nice.”

“Miles is even older than Evelyn, about twenty-
three or so, and we got t’ be friends in Salt Lake last
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year. So one time’ when Evelyn came in t’ spend the
day, I got them t’gether.” He smiled half to himself. “I
just knew they’d hit it off.”

They were at the front of her house now and Orlean
turned, smiling back at him in the dim moonlight.
“That must make you feel really good.”

“Yeah, it sure does.”

“_Well’_,’

“I’ll see ya up to the door.”

“Thank you.”

“Say,” he said as they crossed the dark yard, “you
doin’ anything special, about two weeks from now?”

Orlean’s heart started beating strongly, but she tried
to seem as casual as possible. “Do you mean, Sunday
after next?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, that day, there’s just church, that’s all.”

“I gotta warn ya it might go on kinda late. Some of
us ’re goin’ out t’ the Salt Palace Pavillion by Smelter
Town.”

Turning toward him at the door, Orlean felt her
heart acting up so much that she was almost afraid
Clair would hear its loud beating. “The Salt Pal-
ace?!”

He nodded. “A big place out t’ward the Great Salt
Lake.”

“Oh, I know!” She added uncertainly, “It’s just that
I’ve never ever been there.”

“Me neither,” Clair shrugged. “But Sherril an’ Miles
have, lots of times, an’ we’re all goin’ out cause it’s
Sherril’s wife’s birthday.” He hesitated. “Do ya think
ya could come?”

“Oh, yes!” .

“Good.” He smiled and put out his hand. She slowly
put her own small hand in his, and he pressed it firmly
but gently for a moment, then softly released it. “Well,
good night.”

“Good night, Clair.”

He turned, rather quickly, and walked away with
long strides into the dark.
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When the sounds of his footsteps could no longer be
heard, she leaned down and touched the geraniums on
‘the step briefly and gently. Then she opened the door
and went in.

Melva, Al and Margaret were all at the supper
table, and her place was set and waiting for her.

“Guess what?!” she said, letting loose of some of the
excitement within her. “Clair asked me to go to the
Salt Palace with him!”

“Wow!” Margaret said.

Orlean looked at Melva. “It’s okay,—isn’t it?”

“I’ve heard that it’s a pretty fast place,” Melva said
quietly. “—But of course it’s okay, honey, if you want
to.”

“I sure do!”

As Orlean sat down and started to put some food on
her plate, Al said in a slightly teasing way, “He sure
must have real fancy ways, that young man a’ yours.”

Orlean couldn’t stop her cheeks from reddening.
“He’s not ‘my young man,” Al.”

“Don’t be too sure a’ that,” Margaret said with

intense sincerity. “Darrell’s been my steady beau for
five whole months an’ we sure ain’t never been out t
the Salt Palace Pavillion! Besides, ’Lean, Melva told
me all about them pretty new _flowers out on the door-
step.” .
Al looked up from eating, delighted at this new
ammunition. “Flowers? He brung ya flowers?! Was this
here dandy by any chance wearin’ spats an’ a silk top
hat?”

“Now you stop teasin’ her while she’s eating, you big
bully,” Melva said.

Later, when Orlean and Margaret were just about to
go to bed, Al couldn’t resist one parting shot. “You
know what the man says, ’Lean. It’s okay for a young
couple t’ go for a walk t’gether at night,—as long as
they don’t go too far.” And as usual, it was he who
burst into loud laughter at his own joke.

“Oh, you, Al!"” But Orlean was grinning slightly as
she disappeared quickly into the back bedroom.
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- When Melva and Al were alone in the kitchen, he
said quietly, “Ya know, honey. T’night’s the first time I
ever recall seein’ little ‘Lean smilin’ like that. —Sure is
nice.”

Melva looked at him warmly. “With all your bluff,
an’ corny jokes,—I guess you’re not the worst husband
a girl ever had.”

Late the next night Sherril came into The Smoke-
house after his shift at the mill. He joked with the
bartender as he got a drink at the bar, called a happy
hello to Big Bertha Pearl, and then took his drink over
to the pool table where Clair was racking a game of
nine ball.

As the players started shooting he said to Clair,
“Well, how’d them posies go over?”

It took Clair a thoughtful moment to quietly answer.
“—It was like,—well Sherril, you’d a’ thought I’d
brought ’er the Taj Mahal, ’r somethin’.”

Sherril grinned and said dryly, “I take it she liked
’em okay.”

“More’n that. I swear I thought she was almost
gonna cry. But after a minute she was okay, an’ we
took a little walk.”

Sherril took a sip of his drink and made an exagger-
ated face at the taste of it. “Ya ask her?”

Clair nodded. “She said yes.”

“That’s sure gonna be one hell of a ritzy, rootin’-
tootin’ night, Clair. An’ with her bein’ a little Mormon
girl from Magna, ya think she’ll be up t’.that kind of a
hot old time, without cryin’ for her momma, or wantin’
t’ go home?”

“She ain’t got no momma,” Clair said, his voice
suddenly hard. “An’ it seems t’ me that we’re from
Magna, too, Sherril.”

Sherril, who lived on fun and laughter and could
never stand the idea of hurting anyone, was immedi-
ately and painfully sensitive to Clair’s changed tone of
voice. “Hey, hold on there, kid brother! It’s just that
it’s gonna be a real special night, an’ I sure do want for
you t’ have the best good time that ya can.”



+ pedal away, he called, “See ya in the mornin’,
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“Yeah, I shoulda known that,” Clair said, his quiet
voice becoming warm again, soothing Sherril’s hurt
feelings. “—T’ll tell ya,” he went on. “In a way, she
seems t’ be scared a’ her own shadow. But underneath,
I got a feelin’ she has more grit, maybe, than both you
an’ me put t’gether.”

Relieved, Sherril grinned. “Hell, havin’ more grit
than me’s the easiest thing in the world.” He finished
his drink and said cheerfully to the pool table at large,
“What am I wastin’ time here with all you ugly
bastards for, when I got that gorgeous redhead a’ mine
waitin’ for me with a drink up at home?”

A couple of shooters said things like, “You lucky
devil,” and “If she gits tired a’ your homely kisser,
send ’er down here.”

Clair said, “Give Vivianne my best,” and then Sher-
ril was gone.

Toward the middle of the next week Melva came
into Swenson’s and ordered a supply of groceries to be
delivered. Clair put that delivery off until the end of
the day, near closing time.

Then, as he was putting the last of the two big bags
into the wire basket behind Swenson’s bike, Wayne
came to the back door giving out onto the alley and
said, “Want me t’ go along with ya?”

“No, thanks.”

“Okay.” Dlsappomted in not being able to go with
his big brother, Wayne started to take off the long
white apron he wore in the store. As Clair began to
9 and
Clair waved back at him, then turned out of Wayne’s
sight on Third East.

When she heard the faint thumping sound at the
kitchen door a few minutes later, Orlean somehow
knew that it was Clair, and she hurried to open it.
Melva hadn’t ordered eggs that day, so he only held a
large bag in each arm, and there was no sack between
his teeth.

He smiled and said, “Glad t’ see no broom, this
time.”
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“Come in!” She hurried to clear a few things off the
table so that he would have enough room to put the
heavy bags down.

After he’d put them on the table he turned to her,
taking off his cap. “Well, that’s a relief. —That’s the
last delivery I got.”

“It is?”

“Yep.” He hesitated. “Means, I'm kinda off work
now,—for a little while, anyway.” A

Equally hesitant, Orlean said, “—Oh,—well.”; And
then, almost without thinking, she blurted out, “W.,ould
you like a cup of coffee?”

“Coffee?!” Clair realized he’d overreacted, so he
shrugged, trying to cover up his surprise. “—You got
any, here in this house?”

“Oh, yes.” Orlean was suddenly aware that she
couldn’t implicate Melva or Margaret, so she added as
casually as she could, “I keep it around, and I drink it
all the time. Just as long as the others,—don’t
know.”

“Well. —In that case, sure. I'd like nothin’ better'n a
good cup a’ coffee.”

A kettle of water was already hot on the stove and
Orlean, who’d made at most a dozen forbidden cups of
coffee in her life, couldn’t help but be pleased with
herself by somehow remembering and knowing the two
main questions about coffee. “Milk?” she asked proud-
ly, “—sugar?”

“Black, thanks,” Clair said. i

That was a relief. Orlean wouldn’t have ever been
able to guess how much of either to put in.

Over their two cups of coffee, she finally said,
“Clair, do you know,—what the other girls will be
wearing to the Salt Palace Pavillion?”

Clair shook his head. “No.”

She toyed with her cup a moment, and then she said
quietly, “—You must know a lot of,—of" real smart
girls, in Salt Lake and all.”

“Well,” Clair said, flattered, “I guess I do know a
few.”
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“What T mean is,—if you wanted,—to change your
mind about taking me—"

Clair thought about that for a moment, perplexed,
and then he suddenly grinned and frowned at her at
the same time. “I’'m takin’ you, Orlean, and you can
wear a tent for all I care. Now is that fairly clear?”

“—Yes, Clair.”

Later, while she was rinsing the coffee cups out,
Clair wandered into the front parlor. In one corner,
next to the sofa, there was a beaten old guitar leaning
against the wall. She came into the parlor then, and he
said, “Does anyone play that?”

“I do,” she said. “But not much.”

“Could ya,—play somethin’?”

“Gee, I don’t know,” she said. “I haven’t touched it
in ages.” She picked the guitar up and touched the
strings singly and thoughtfully, adjusting the tuning
knobs slightly to make the sound right. “I guess I could
try, anyway.”

Uncertain at first, and then with growing confidence,
she started to pick out chords. And finally she began to
play, with simple, quiet feeling, “I’ll Take You Home
Again Kathleen,” humming the tune in a soft, low
voice. .

She’d almost finished the song when there were the
sounds of approaching voices in the yard, and hearing
them she stopped abruptly.

" “Nothin’ I ever heard ever sounded nicer,” he said.
“I always haveliked that ‘Kathleen’ song a lot.”

She smiled, leaning the guitar back in the corner.
“I’m glad. I always have, too.”

Melva and two older, primly dressed church ladies
came in the front door as Orlean opened the back,
kitchen door for Clair.

“T’ll pick ya up Sunday, about seven,” he said as he
went out.

A moment later Melva came into the kitchen to
make some cocoa for her guests. “Comin’ up t’ the
house, I thought for a minute I heard some music.”

“I was playing a song for Clair.”
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Melva got the box of cocoa down from the cup-
board. “I was beginnin’ t’ think you’d never again pick
up that old guitar. —Get me the sugar bowl, will
you?”



T bhe Big Rock Candy Mountain

I’'m headed for aland that’s far away,
Beside the crystal fountain,

I'll see you all this comin’ fall,

In the Big Rock Candy Mountain.

Oh, in the Big Rock Candy Mountain,

Y ou never change your socks,

And little streams of alcohol

Come tricklin’ through the rocks,

There’s a lake of stew, and of whiskey too,
You can paddle all around them in a big canoe.
Oh, the birds and the bees,

And the cigarette trees,

And the rock an’ rye springs,

Where the whang-doodle sings,

In the Big Rock Candy Mountain. . ..
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ON suNDAY, for the first time she could remember,
Orlean didn’t go to church. Neither the morning nor
the evening meeting. She was too busy finishing the
new dress she was making, fighting against the seven
o’clock deadline while the hands of the clock on the
kitchen shelf suddenly seemed to be twirling around as
fast as a spinning top. And Melva and Margaret, be-
cause of staying to help her, were late even before they
started out for the evening meeting.

But Orlean was ready a little before seven, and then
the clock’s hands came to a complete stop, now not
seeming to move at all. Finally she went into the parlor
to sit and wait, her hands folded in her lap. After four
or five minutes that were more like four or five hours,
there was the sound of a light step on the front porch
and a soft knock at the door. For a brief moment, as
she hurried to the door, the terrifying thought occurred
for the first time to Orlean that they might, just pos-
sibly might, be going on Clair’s motorcycle. And the
way she was dressed she couldn’t last on a motorcycle
for fifty feet.

Opening the door she was immediately relieved to
see a sedan parked in the dark before the house, its
headlights on and its engine idling quietly. And then
Clair stepped into the door’s light. He was wearing
dark blue pants and a black jacket, with a gleaming
white shirt topped by a dark blue bow tie. The tie was
slanted at about the same rakish angle that she’d al-
ways seen him wear his leather cap, and it looked
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much better that way to her, somehow, than if it had
been stifily and properly straight.

From Clair’s point of view, he couldn’t help but
think for a fleeting moment that he’d never before seen
the young woman now standing in the doorway. Or-
lean’s long dark hair was parted in the middle and fell
in soft, waterfall waves to her shoulders, gently framing
her face and making her wide brown eyes seem even
larger, and faintly, heart-tuggingly wistful. She wore a
long, simple white dress with a white knitted shawl
over her shoulders. And the single color off-setting the
white was a long, happy, yellow silk scarf that was
loosely tied around her neck, its two ends falling grace-
fully before her down to below her waist.

“Well,” he said, smiling and groping for the right
words, but not being able to find them, “—I see ya
decided against wearin’ a tent.” Her welcoming smile
faltered and he added quickly, “I mean, you are a
knockout!”

Her smile returned, wider than before. “I'm" all
ready.”

“Let’s go.”

He shut the front door as she stepped out, then took
her elbow to help her to the car. He opened the car
door for her to get in, then closed it carefully and went
around to get in the driver’s side.

_As he put the car in gear and started up the street
she said, “This is a beautiful automobile.”

“It’s Sherril’s. We’re all gettin’ t’gether over at his
place.” Then, after a moment, he said, “Listen, Or-
lean.”

“Yes?”

“There’ll be a big crowd at the Pavillion, an’ lots of
drinkin’ an’ smokin’ an’ all, t’night. But I only want you
t