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IT WAS NOT that he gave much thought to such things, but
childhood memories troubled Marvin. His mother’s wedding, now ;
not his father’s. It was Mother’s wedding. The minister had stood
on the square of bright carpet, unfaded and unworn because pro-
tected eight months in the year by the sheet of embossed zinc on
which the base-burner stood. After the wedding everybody had
thrown rice at his mother. The pulpy white grains, smelling of
cinnamon, clung soggily to her like April snow.

He remembered, but it could not be true. He had not existed at
all, then. He was Nothing. Besides, he knew that it was not boiled
rice people threw at brides. It was just that he had heard the story
of the wedding so many times, had heard it when so small that
rice to him meant only breakfast cereal.

The first time he had been allowed to cross the street alone; that
was certainly a true memory. He remembered how very large it
made him feel, to be able to see the house all in one glance. Before
that the front of the house was a stoop and three windows on a
background of gray clapboard, but from across the street he could
see the second floor, which had four windows, and the sucked-in
third floor which looked like a fish. Mansard roof and scalloped
shingles the cause of that impression,

Grandpa and Grandma Lang lived on the ground floor.

When Marvin went to New York with his mother to visit
Grandma McAneny, Mother would tell strangers who came in to
drink tea that Grandpa and Grandma lived on the ground floor.
It puzzled Marvin when she also explained that the Old Folks lived
on Grandpa’s pension.

“They make 1t stretch ond bank the rents . . .

Marvin decided that the pension was the matting on Grandpa’s
floors, which gaped at the seams and did not quite meet the base-
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4 LOWER THAN ANGELS

board; obviously stretched. Grown people talked too much about
things that did not make pictures.

Grandma McAneny lived by herself and Mother brought her
things to eat. Little bags of tea and the ends of bacon, with a loop
of whiskery brown cord through them. The toilet was iu the hall
and was very dark, and often Marvin danced outside the door until
a fat man came out, looping his suspenders over his undershirt.
Grandma McAneny cried a great deal; she had a funny smell, and
roaches. For some reason it was not nice to notice the roaches
when other people were there.

Usually there were other old ladies there, waiting to drink the
tea. They always said what nice manners Marvin had. Mother
would smile a special smile and say she prided herself that Marvin
was as well-behaved as the next.

“My father was in service to a belted earl,” Grandma Mc-
Aneny explained. “He was very particular about manners, and I
guess it was passed on.”

“And what a nelegant name, ‘Marvin,” ”’ the visitors would say.

“The Old Folks wanted to call him Martin—Martin Luther,”
was Mother’s reply. “But I put my foot down. I won my point. I
was determined.”

“You was always a determined one,” Grandma McAneny said.

Marvin was glad when they stopped talking about him.

From Grandma McAneny’s windows one looked out on a giant
spider’s web of washlines, forever hung with gray underwear.
Sometimes the wind swelled the shirts and drawers, so handless
arms reached passionately for trunkless, footless legs that leaped
coyly away. That was fun; about the only fun one had at
Grandma McAneny’s, but he was never allowed to watch very
long. Grandma or Mother would pull him away from the window.

“Twill be giving him dirty thoughts. . . .’

He did not know why clean-washed clothes should be able to
give him dirty thoughts.

From Grandma Lang’s kitchen windows one looked out on the
back yard, all snug behind the whitewashed fence. The yard was
one big flower garden, with round beds and crescent-shaped ones,
long narrow beds and a star-shaped one. The oleander and the rub-
ber plant sat out in the garden all summer; in the winter the
oleander was put in the cellar, where its leaves fell off, and the
rubber plant was moved into the front room. All between the
flower beds were paths made of ashes, sifted. In the beds were
pansies and four-o’clocks and marigolds that stunk.

’r»



1900 5

Marvin was not allowed in the garden alone.

For a long time Father did not count. He was an entity on
Sundays only, surrounded by the New York Journal in sections.
After dinner he put his collar on and took Marvin for a walk.
Beyond Sixth Avenue it was “‘country,” and one had to walk care-
fully because cows had been pastured there.

When he was four he began to go to Sunday school. Annie '
Schroeder, who waited on customers in her father’s delicatessen on
Fifth Avenue, was his teacher.

“And what did the Projjical Son’s father do when he came
home again?”’

“He fell on his neck and said to kill the fatted calf.”

Did the Prodigal Son’s father fall on his own neck or on the
son’s? Marvin visualized the scene first one way and then the
other as he walked home, the blue, pink and gold motto card in
the pocket of his blouse.

“Step on a crack, you'll break your mother’s back.”

Six years old and Marvin went to kindergarten. His mother
took him every morning and was waiting for him at noon, be-
cause school was five blocks away and trolley tracks had to be
crossed. On rainy days he sat at home, because he was delicate.

Winter was when Marvin wore a flannel cloth soaked in cam-
phor oil pinned around his neck.

Marvin’s parents lived on the second floor. The stairs were
covered in brown linoleum with shiny brass binding.

On the third floor lived the Tenants. Every spring the old
tenants were replaced by new ones. Sometimes they had children,
whom Marvin passed shyly on the stairs, hugging the wall and
walking sideways. He was not allowed to play with them. The
third-floor dwellers probably all had names of their own, but for
years Marvin knew them only as the Tenants.

There was an exception. For one winter the people upstairs
were the Catholics, and Marvin’s warnings to flee the company
of the Catholic kids were more pointedly administered than when
just Tenants occupied the third floor. Marvin gathered that
the Catholics had sneaked in as mere Tenants, but once safely
ensconced had revealed their true classification.

“Momma, what are Catholics?”

“Hush! They are idolaters. And dont say Mommal”

That did not help any at all. It was a harder word to say,
idolaters, and didnt mean anything, either.

But the Catholics paid their rent. That gave them a certain
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dark immunity, so Marvin was not allowed to mention “Catholic”
where he might be overheard, any more than he was allowed to
name roaches.

Grandpa Lang was the landlord. Even Father paid him money
to live in the gray house. God was a lord, too; and one had to
pay money to enter His House too.

When Father visited with Grandpa and Grandma he spoke
German. It sounded to Marvin as if they were constantly clear-
ing their throats. He learned to say ‘“‘kuchen” with a slice of
caraway cake as reward for not pronouncing the word “koo-ken,”
but Mother was not pleased.

“You shut your ears to that Dutch gabble and talk English
like a proper American should.

(“Now dont run and tell your father and the Old Folks what
I said, do you hear me?”’)

Sometimes when Father came upstairs from a visit with
the Old Folks he and Mother would have an Argument.

“Why did you marry me, then?”

“Now, be reasonable, Margaret. Did I say anything to make
you talk like that?”

“Why dont you go back and live with them, then? All I do is
waste your money. I throw it away. Ha-ha!” -

“You're getting hysterical. You must be overtired.”

“Overtired? Me? With nothing to do all day except waste
your money?”

Sometimes Mother cried and then Father would stamp around
the flat and then kiss her, and give Marvin a penny to go down
to the store and buy himself an apple-on-a-stick.

“But eat it on the stoop. You'll get everything all sticky.”
Usually when he went back inside they were having a Nap.

Sometimes Mother did not cry, and then Father would put
on his collar and go out for a walk. He would be back for sup-
per, only he and Mother didnt talk to each other. The next day
everything would be all right again.

Father was a superintendent in Bohan’s, on Fulton Street.
Marvin had been to see him several times with Mother. Father
walked up and down the aisles in the basement, where washtubs,
flowerpots, wallpaper and shovels were sold.

“Number Sev-vun! Sev-vun? This lady wants to see a child’s
chamber.

“Qilcloth? Two aisles over, madam.

“Hello, Margaret. Well, Marvin! Come to help your father?



1900 7

Dont spin on the stools. A granite No. 2 saucepan, Miss Spitz,
employees’ discount.”

If one got on the trolley going the opposite way from Bohan's
one came to Coney Island.

There Marvin rode the merry-go-round and dug in the sand
with a broken aluminum spoon Mother or Father brought along
in a pocket. He was allowed to eat molasses popcorn and to have
a strawberry milkshake, which a man drew from the udder of a
plaster cow that moved her head jerkily from side to side, all
day long. There was a scramble to get into the front seats of the
open trolley on the trip home.
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MARVIN NEVER deliberately probed the past. Memories came
to him in this wise: the salty-rotten smell of salt marshes brought
fleetingly to mind the trolley rides home from Coney Island;
golden oak recalled the pews in the Lutheran church. A noon
whistle reminiscent of ferryboat sirens brought back to mind
series of childhood episodes, unrelated, a set of mental magic lan-
tern slides projected without order on the backs of his eyelids.

The time a man gave him a celluloid button with the picture
of a man on it and “For Mayor, Seth Low” lettered around the
rim; a much bigger boy whose lapels were covered with dozens
of other celluloid badges took Marvin’s away from him on the
stoop of his own house.

The time the boy in the seat in front of his at school could
not get permission to go to the basement because it was nearly
lunchtime ; and wet his pants.

The time he was given a handful of lichee nuts by the Chinese
laundryman; and Marvin was warned by his mother never to go
near the place again because the Chinese were heathen and did
dark and wicked deeds.

The time he first dared yell “Get a horse!” at a passing auto-
mobile.

The time .

Marvin was just seven years old and in the first grade. His
mother still took him to and from school, four times a day now.

Arithmetic and reading.

“If John has six apples and William has two apples, how
many apples have they together?”

“Aye-bee Ab; aye-dee Ad. I see the cat. The cat can run. Go
on from there, Marvin Lang.”

8
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Meaningless black wriggles on the paper suddenly become
words.

“Now you can read the funny paper yourself.”

School that smelled of dust and rubber; Miss Cooper making
him blackboard monitor.

Fire drills, and Miss-Slocum-the-principal waddling up and
down the shuffling lines, cutting at the sluggish ones with a long,
rubber-tipped pointer.

“This school must be emptied in two minutes!”

Snow, head-high, piled along the gutters.

Flannel and camphorated oil.

Warm rains, puddles and Grandma Lang’s cough syrup; an
onion and a lemon boiled in sugar-water. Violets in the vacant
lots. New houses being built, and the smell of pine shavings and
fresh mortar.

Grandma Lang in the middle of the street with a peach basket
and a coal shovel, scraping up horse manure for her garden.

The ceremony of putting out the oleander. Hot days, and
thundershowers coming up across the bay.

“Keep away from the stove, Marvin. Keep away from the
bed. You may get a shock.”

Father putting in the screens on Sunday. Sudden gusts of
wind sending the gas mantles showering on the supper table like
hot snow. The gorgeous torch ceremony of “burning off” a new
mantle.

Summer and vacation.

Summer gone, and school again. The dignity of being in the
second grade. New shoes, new blouses, pants with three buttons
in a row on either knee.

“When can I have pants that button down the front like
"Father’s?”

“Hi-yi, Marvin’s stable door is open!”

Shorter afternoons and homework.

Marvin called upon to recite multiplication tables whenever
there were visitors to Miss Whalen’s room.

“An three times twelves thurrysix!”

“John had five marbles and Lewis had two, that makes seven
marbles, and Jack had eight, that makes fifteen. Three into fifteen
goes five times.”

Reading was silly and singing was worse. History was all
about dead people.

Winter again.
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“Ya-ah! Marvy blieves in Sandy Claws! Marvy blieves in
Sandy Claws! Baby! Baby!”

“Mother, aint there a Sandy Claws?”

“Yes, there is, and theres a Brownie in the chimney this min-
ute writing down everything you say.”

Bohan’s Santa Claus listening abstractedly to a list of desires.

Christmas, and all faith in Santa Claus justified because of
the set of soldiers with guns, and cannons that shot split peas.

“I think Sandy Claws left something downstairs with
Grandma for you.”

Winter and spring and summer.

Marvin, the delicate child. Onion cough syrup and cod-liver
emulsion.

Swollen glands, earache, second teeth, rotten teeth. German
measles, chickenpox, “‘bronicle trouble.”
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NOTHING MUCH TO remember, because one day was so
like the next.

Then Grandpa died.

When Grandpa died, Marvin began to live.

One morning Marvin was not awakened for school. He was
allowed to open his eyes of his own accord. He blinked, yawned,
dozed again.

The room was unusually sunny, like a Saturday or Sunday
morning. It was very quiet in the flat.

Marvin jumped out of bed. He slept in the hall bedroom. He
walked into the sunny front room, parted the cold, noisy bead
curtains that hung in the frame of the double doorway which led
into his parents’ room. Their bed was not made. The blankets
were not even,thrown over the tortured brass footrail. Marvin
did not stop to wonder, because it was cold in the house. He trotted
into the next room, where the never-opened folding bed and
trunks stood in perpetual gloom. The dining room was tidy.

Marvin did not look into the kitchen, but darted through the
right-hand door into the bathroom, dropping the lower part of
his flannelet pajamas as he reached his goal.

He flushed the toilet and washed his hands like a little gentle-
man (“Always be a gentleman, Marvin!”) and then entered the
kitchen. It was delightfully warm, and his clothes were laid out
on the chair that could be metamorphosed into a stepladder with
one flip of the hand.

There were no dishes on the tubs or in the sink.

Marvin began to feel alarmed. He shook a little with nervous-
ness but thought it was because of the cold. He put on his stock-
ings, black except at knees, toes and heels where they were sort
of greenish. Then he pulled on his underwear as far as he could

II
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without removing the top half of his pajamas, pulled on shoes
and pants.

Just then Mother entered the room.

She carried the pajama pants Marvin had forgotten to re-
trieve. Her eyelids were puffy and red and her nose was swollen
and red.

Marvin guessed at once there had been an ‘“‘argument” and
wondered. Usually his parents “argued” at night or on Sunday
afternoons.

“Mu-mu-mu-"" his mother said. “Mu-mu-marvin. Gu-gu-gu—""

Marvin began to cry himself.

His mother wiped her eyes on the pajama half she still
clutched.

“Gu-granpa died last night, Marvin. He’s dead.”

Marvin sat down on the floor and howled.

He did not weep for grief. He wept to be sociable.

Some time later Father came up from downstairs. He had
been crying too. That surprised Marvin so much he stopped
weeping.

“T'll make some coffee, and you take a cup down to your
mother,” Mother said.

“All right,” answered Father, staring out the kitchen win-
dow. ®

While the coffee water was boiling Marvin had his breakfast;
a soft-boiled egg, bread with the crust trimmed off, warm milk.

“Can I see Granpa?”’

“Later.”

It was funny to be out on the streets with no other kids
around. A peddler came walking up the gutter, yodeling; behind
him plodded his horse, pulling a very small cart. It was the horse-
radish man, Marvin remembered. He had not seen the horseradish
man since he had started school.

When the 12-0’clock whistle blew the kids came home from
school.

“Hey, Marvy! Your granpas dead.”

“I know it, dont I?”

After lunch Father took Marvin for a long walk. They went
down to the Shore Drive and looked across the water. Marvin
saw a dead fish. On the way home Father bought him a waffle
covered with powdered sugar from a man in a red wagon with
a stove in it.

When they reached the house Marvin twisted his hand from
Father’s grip and retreated to the curb.
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“Marvin! What’s the matter?”

“I dowanna! I dowanna!”

He pointed to the doorway, where a huge rosetted black
crape quivered in the breeze.

“Dont be silly! Come along, now. That’s only the crape.”

“It—they hung Grandpa up on the door.”

“Marvin, you're a little fool! Come along!”

Jerk, jerk, up the steps, feet scarcely touching them.

“Here, look at it. Feel it!”

Marvin screamed. He screamed and stiffened his spine, his
arms, his legs. He shut his eyes.

Mother came running to the door, Grandma behind her.

“The neighbors are all gawking out of the windows. What
is the matter?”

“Your son thinks the crape is my father.”

“Marvin! Shame on you, baby! And the undertaker inside
too.”

Upstairs at last, and alone again. Marvin played with his
soldiers.

The next day Father went to work, but Marvin stayed home
from school. Mother was constantly downstairs. She came up
from time to time, her head wrapped in a dustcloth, her skirts
pinned up.

“I'm trusting you to keep away from the stove, now. And
dont play with matches. There are buns in the cupboard.”

No red eyes, no grief. Just bustle and a strong smell of yellow
soap.

In the afternoon he was taken to Bohan’s, and Father bought
him a black tie, employee’s discount.

“He looks so natural.”

“Is he laid out already?”

“They just finished when I came down. The Tenants sent a
real nice wreath. I guess youll have to ask them down for the
services.”

Home again.

“Now you can see Granpa.”

He was pushed into the transformed front room in the down-
stairs flat. All the chairs had been pushed back against the wall,
and the dining room chairs brought in to make the line solid. The
center table was gone. Between the windows was a long, black box
with silver handles. Grandpa was in it, lying on his back, his long
nose in the air, his beard trimmed, a calla lily in his breast-clasped
hands.
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Flowers were banked all around on the floor, and two big
potted palms stood behind the coffin.

“Isnt it pretty!” Marvin exclaimed.

“Du kleiner Engel, du!” Grandma said, kissing him.

The doorbell rang, and a man came in with the dresses that
had been dyed black for Grandma and Mother. Before he had
gone a boy arrived with another wreath.

“Can Freddie come in and see Granpa?”

“Certainly not!”

“Cant he just come in the hall so he can smell how nice it
smells ?”’

O‘NO !”

The services were held after supper, a sketchy supper served
off the washtubs in the kitchen upstairs. People started coming in
before Marvin had finished his prunes. When he was led into the
front room the beds were piled high with hats and coats. Mr.
Schlegel, the Lutheran minister, was in the dining room with
Father, sipping a glass of Grandma’s dandelion wine. Downstairs
the front room was filled. Nearest the coffin four empty chairs
were reserved “for the immediate family.” Two old men from
the G.A.R. post, canes between their knees, sat on either side of
the empty chairs. The air was thick with the smell of roses, car-
nations and mothballs.

Everybody talked in whispers. When Father came in, with
Grandma holding to his arm, everyone hushed. As soon as
Grandma and Father were seated, Mr. Schlegel came in. He
walked up to the coffin and looked down at Grandpa, his bulging
brown eyes all moist.

Mr. Schlegel parted his brown mustache and Marvin saw his
chin for the first time. Then he started speaking in German.
Grandma just sat looking straight ahead, and Marvin occupied
himself with watching the tears that oozed from her unblinking
eyes choose the'wrinkle down which they coursed to her chin.

After a while Mr. Schlegel began speaking in English and
shortly Mother began to sob. Marvin wondered whom Mr.
Schlegel was talking about. It seemed to be a brother of his who
was the most wonderful man in the world. It was very tiresome,
so he began to sob too.

Soon the sobs came louder and faster than he could help, and
the man from the Tenants got up and took him by the hand. He
led him out on the stoop, where the man emitted a gusty sigh and
lit a cigar. He fished in his pockets and pulled out a lump of sugar,
blew on it, rubbed it on his sleeve, gave it to Marvin.
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They stayed out there until the people began to leave. They
trickled out in ones and twos, Mr. Schlegel among the first.

Then Father came out, thanked the Tenant, and took Marvin
upstairs. Marvin was so tired his father undressed him, and
Marvin did not remember beyond his shoes being taken off.

He was awakened early the next morning. Mother and Father
were all dressed up again, and Grandma was in the kitchen too.
In his best clothes and new black Buster Brown tie Marvin was
sent out to the street with strict orders not to turn the corner.

Pretty soon a long black wagon with glass sides drove up and
stopped in front of the door. Two coaches pulled in behind it.
The drivers got down, looked at the house critically, and filled
pipes.

The two old men from the G.A.R. post arrived, and the under-
taker’s wagon.

“Marvin, come in and take a last look at Granpa.”

Obediently Marvin went into the front room. Grandma was
sitting next to the coffin, still oozing big round tears and chewing
on her false teeth. The two old soldiers and Father were stand-
ing in the middle of the room, uncomfortably erect.

“Yes, sir, he was a good man,” one of the old soldiers said.

“A fine man,” the other seconded.

“A better father never lived,” Father said.

Mother led Marvin up to the coffin. He had no choice but to
stare at the corpse. It didn’t look much like Grandpa. .

“Are we all ready?” asked the undertaker, sticking his head
into the room.

Mother started to cry out loud, and Grandma began rocking
back and forth, calling out:

“Gottfried! Gottfried!”

And Father put his hands up to his face and made strange
noises.

Marvin fled the room. He ran outside and one of the coach-
men picked him up by the elbows and popped him into the first
carriage. It smelled horsy.

Marvin saw that all the children on the block too small to be
in school, and a few delivery boys in white aprons, four or five
strange men and old Mrs. Polack were standing in a double line,
facing each other across an imaginary path that led from the
stoop to the long, black, glass-sided wagon.

The undertaker signaled from the door and the drivers went
into the house, leaving their hats on the seats of their vehicles.
Very soon after that they came out, carrying the coffin on their
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shoulders, the undertaker and Father assisting. Behind came one
of the old soldiers, leading Grandma. She had a black veil over
her face. Behind them came the other old soldier, leading Mother.
She had a black veil over her face, and was leaning away back as
she walked.

The coffin was shoved into the long wagon. Grandma and
Mother climbed into the carriage with Father close behind. The
two old soldiers got into the other coach and began smoking.
The undertaker went into the house and came back with the
flowers that had not found room on top of the coffin.

They drove to Evergreen Cemetery.

It was the first time Marvin had ever been to a cemetery. It
was as big a treat as Coney Island. There were gravel roads be-
tween all sorts of fancy statues and stone vases.

At last they got out of the coaches and walked over the mushy
ground to where a pile of yellow mud made an ugly mess on the
baby grass. Two men in overalls were standing next to a neat
hole, and from nowhere Mr. Schlegel came up and joined them.

“I'm afraid it is too damp here for Marvin,” Mother said.

“He shoudt see his grossvater undergroundt,” Grandma said.

“I’'m afraid,” Mother said with a sideways jerk of her head.
“It’s too damp. Marvin, go back to the coach like a good boy.”

Marvin went, dodging past the men carrying the coffin. He got
into the wrong coach, as the smell of tobacco warned him, but a
folded newspaper on the seat proved to have funny pictures in
it. After he looked at them all twice he amused himself picturing
Grandpa with long white wings sticking out through the back of
his brown vest. Then the folks came back from the graveside,
Mother and Grandma crying harder than ever, Father looking at
his fat silver watch.

The procession trotted away briskly and soon after leaving
the cemetery it stopped again. Everybody got out and went into
a big, white frame building with a wide porch all around it.
Inside it smelled sort of queer, sort of sweet and yet sort of sour.
Everybody sat down, with a loud scraping of chairs, at round
tables and a man in a white apron like a butcher’s came up and
wiped off the tables.

Everybody had coffee and knockwurst and fat rolls, but the
coffee did not taste like it did at home. The coach drivers gob-
bled their food and then went into another room through a door
that had a little window in it. The funeral party had to wait
awhile until they came out again, laughing and quite jolly, wiping
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their mouths on the backs of their hands. One of them gave
Marvin a pretzel.

Marvin always remembered every detail of the funeral be-
cause it was the beginning of things happening. From then on
everything was different.

When he returred to school proudly conscious of the black
badge of sorrow at his throat he found himself become a person-
ality. Even fourth-grade girls plied him with questions about the
corpse and listened respectfully to his answers.

The Sunday after the funeral it rained. Marvin was excused
from going to Sunday school; read, instead, from his Little Folks’
Bible Tales, profusely illustrated with line drawings in which the
artist had sapped his talent concentrating on flowing draperies.
Marvin thought the halos on Christ and the saints were the brims
of straw hats cocked overmuch on one side, and wondered at the
toughness of the celestial ones.

Marvin loved the Old Testament stories best; the Queen who
was thrown out of a window to be eaten by dogs; Samson getting
his eyes poked out and finally gloriously crushing himself in one
burst of wrath, strength and humiliation.

He lay on his belly under the dining-room table, David hiding
from Saul. His buttocks twitched with delicious alarm whenever
Father or Mother walked past, he- and she-Goliaths fruitlessly
seeking to devour him.

They were talking about the funeral, of course.

“It’s going to be hard on my mother.”

“Easier, I should say. Your Father was always bossy.”

“He was head of his house.”

“Well, at their age living together just gets to be a habit. It
dont mean much, except harking back to when they was younger.”

“She’ll be lonesome, though.”

“She’s got her garden, and birds.”

“I think youre hard.”

Marvin sensed that an “argument” was brewing, the way his
mother’s voice grew higher, and his father’s lower.

“I think the sensible way to do would be to ask my mother to
come up here and live with us.”

“You're just saying that to mad me.”

“No, I aint. Look, be reasonable. She could have the hall-
room, and Marvin could sleep in the spare room.”

“She can do your cookin and cleanin and Qarnin, then, and
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what else you need a woman for you can get from that red-
haired Jezebel in crockery.”

“Now you're talking like a fool—"

“I wont stay.”

“For God’s sakes, be reasonable! Lissen! If my mother comes
upstairs she wont charge us no rent. That’ll be $12 a month. And
she can rent the ground floor.”

“She’ll moren eat up the twelve, and what good is it to us if
the ground floors rented?”’

“We'll get it in the end—not soon, please God.”

“You've asked her already?”

“Well, 1 talked it over.”

“It was her idea, wasnt it?”

“N-no, no, it wasnt.”

“When is she moving up?”

“Whenever you say.”

“She can come tomorrow.”

“I knew youd be sensible.”

“I’ll start packing at once.”

“Dont be a damn fool.”

“I wont take anything dont belong to me.”

“For God’s sakes—!” L

“I didnt bring my widowed mother in on top of you, did I?”

“That’s different. This is my mother’s house.”

“She can have it. I wont be in her way. All I ask is that you
let me see my Marvin once in a while.”

At this point Marvin set up a roar from his hiding place. He
scuttled out from under the table and clutched his mother’s
knees.

“Dont go away, mother! Take me with you!”

“See, even your son doesnt want to stay.”

“I do wanna stay. I dowanna go away!”

“Hush, Marvin!”

“Marvin, shut up!”

Mother picked up the sobbing Marvin, dragged him to her lap
as she sat down in the Boston rocker. He put his arms around her
neck, stuck his nose under her ear and sobbed.

The grown folks didnt say anything at all. Father paced the
room awhile and then picked up the papers and went into the
front room.

Nothing was said at supper beyond “butter, please!” or “any
more coffee?”
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They must have talked after he went to bed, Marvin reasoned,
because the next night Father carried up bundles from down-
stairs wrapped in sheets. He brought up bed linens, bolsters, vases
and chinaware. Mother cleaned out his hallroom noisily.

“Do I have to sleep on the folding bed? Cant I have my own
bed ?”

“No !))

“I want my own bed, mother.”

“Stubborn Dutch, like your father. Go play in the kitchen.”

Marvin did get to sleep in his own bed, however. Grandma
wouldn’t part from her rosewood double bed, with its towering,
carved headpiece on which pine cones, cabbage roses and what
might have been celery tops twined. On that bed, on that identical
hair mattress she had lost her maidenhood, conceived and given
birth to her two sons. The “lost” son should have died on that
bed, as Grandpa had, to make perfect its hallowed part in the
Lang life; he had chosen the less expensive death of being blown
into uncollectable atoms in a quarry over on the Palisades.

So Father lugged the huge bed upstairs in sections, panting,
groaning, scraping the paper off the hall walls.

Grandma sat in her own rocker in the front room, directing
operations.

“If dere is anything you vant, help yourself,” she told Mother.
“All else I selling.”

For the first few days of Grandma’s tenancy she stayed in the
hallroom, except around mealtimes when she peeled potatoes and
set the table, and wiped dishes afterward. She did not exchange
many words with Mother, or with Father either for that matter.
The ground floor was locked.

Then a man from Atlantic Avenue came and bartered for the
unwanted furnishings.

They talked about his coming.

“The Jew,” they said, would bear watching. So that’s what
Jews were.

Marvin helped watch him.

Grandma’s flat was very cold; and with the rugs rolled up
and the front bedroom empty, voices and footsteps sound extraor-
dinarily loud. Marvin discovered that when he said “Hello!” in
the front room a voice in the bedroom adjoining replied “’lo!”
Maybe it was Grandpa’s ghost! He ducked behind Mother.

Grandma and the Jew talked in German. They argued, shook
their heads. The Jew talked to Mother in German.
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“Talk United States,” she told him. “I’m not Dutch.”

“I tell you mother these pichures aint no good to me. It costs
me good money to move em away. Nobody wants colored angrav-
ings no more.”

“That dont interest me, I’'m sure,” Mother said.

“Tell the old woman she should be reasonable,” the man
- begged. “I give her thoidy-five dollars for everything, cash
rr;oney, and clean up so could you rent the place five minutes
after.”

“It’s none of my concern,” said Mother.

The Jew resumed his debate with Grandma. He called her
grossmutter. Finally a bargain was struck. He counted out money
on the marble top of the bureau, and went away promising to
move the stuff in the afternoon.

“I denk he sheats me,” Grandma said. “Lets carry op die
lamp mit die red globe unt dot liddle table.”

»

The sun never reached the room where Marvin slept now. He
complained of that one day, and said the light from the dining
room hurt his eyes after he went to bed. Grandma said he should
sleep with her.

Grandma let him sleep on the outside edge of the bed. The
high bolster hurt his neck at first, and the feather bed suffocated
him. But it was good to have somebody to warm his feet against.

Saturday afternoon a man and a woman came to look at the
ground-floor flat.

“It will be repapered in the front room, of course, and the
floors will be varnished,” Mother said.

“Any bugs?” asked the man.

“Certainly not,” Mother snapped.

“Look on the bedroom walls,” the woman told the man.

“Look all youve a mind to!” said Mother.

“It’s pretty clean,” the man reported. “What do you say to
$I ?”

“I say good-bye,” Mother replied. “The price is $20.”

“Too high for way off in the dumps, like this,” the man said.
“We aint got no kids, remember. Ideal tenants.”

“My mother-in-law says if your wife will keep the down-
stairs hall clean and the sidewalk swept she’ll knock off $2.”

“But we got to shovel the snow in the winter, bein ground-
floorers,” the man objected. “Make it $17.”

“T'll ask my mother-in-law,” Mother said.
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While she was gone the man pulled Marvin’s ears.

“How old are you, son?”

“Nine-going-on-ten.”

“Well, a man already, eh? Do you have the top-floor flat?”

Marvin laughed at the joke.

“I sleep with Granma,” he giggled.

“So you sleep with Granma, hey?” laughed the man. “Well,
tell your old man he cant object to you sleeping with his mother.
He sleeps with yours, dont he?”

The man leaned back against the wall and roared.

The woman laughed too, but not so heartily. “Chester!” she
said, her voice sort of angry.

“That’s a good one,” the man said.

Marvin thought they must be crazy.

Then Mother came down and said that $17 was all right if
the lady would polish the mailboxes, and the man said they would
move in on the first.

Now there were two Tenants.

Father came home from Bohan’s with rolls of wallpaper, big
red roses climbing up a gold lattice on a creamy background. He
brought home cans of varnish and every night after supper he
worked in the downstairs rooms. Marvin watched him a little
while the first night, but the smell made him sick.

Grandma congratulated herself. Neither tenants had children.
The wallpaper would last for years.

From the money that would have gone to Grandma for rent
Mother bought Marvin two sailor suits. One was white and had
long pants; that was for Sundays. The other was blue and had
short pants. That was for warm days at school.

School was out a few weeks after the New Tenants moved
in. Marvin was promoted. His report card showed him excellent
in arithmetic, fair in reading, passing in history, drawing and
writing.

“Suits me,” Father said. “Arithmetic—that’s what you need
to know to get on in the world. The rest is junk.”

May had brought new faces to the block, and Marvin, now
that he heard himself to be “old enough to look out for Number
One,” looked forward to days of play with the new children.

There was a boy next door with a name almost the same as
his, Martin; only his last name was Larsen, and his folks were
called the Swedes. Martin Larsen said phlegmatically that he was
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Danish, which would have been interesting had he not possessed
two other sterling attributes. He could call on his mother for un-
limited supplies of thin, hard, crisp, dimpled bread spread with
sweet butter, and he had an extra little thumb, nail and all, on
his left hand.

The same old kids lived in the house next to where the Lar-
sens lived. But on the other side, the house next to the corner, a
family had moved in with eight children, the four oldest boys,
the four youngest girls. All were apple-cheeked and flaxen-haired,
and they were the Grubbs.

“I'm English.”

“I’'m Amurrican.”

“So are we but real Amerrycans are Indians. You have to be
something else if you aint Indian.”

“Marty Larsens Danish.”

Marvin’s introduction to geography had widened his compre-
hension of the world to all of the United States of America. Be-
yond groups of states—Middle Atlantic, New England, Southern,
and so on—his knowledge of the planet was vague.

“Mother, what are we?”’

“Hard up.”

“I mean, are we Dutch?” 3

“What are you talking about ?”’

“Well, Amy Grubb is English and Marty Larsen’s Danish
and what are we?”

“Amurrican.”

“But only Indians are Amurricans, mother.”

“Good grief! Well, I'm English and your father is Ger-
man.”

“What am I, then? English or German?”

“I fear me German, but there’s hopes.”

“Shall I say I'm English-German?”

“Run around to Schroeder’s and get me half a pound of loose
butter and a quarter’s worth of eggs.”

Marvin strutted his new knowledge.

“I'm two things. I'm English and German.”

He wished he was Danish. The Larsen house always smelled
of food. Mr. Larsen came home with parcels wrapped in news-
paper transparent with oil. Opened, they birthed exciting fishes
with heads and tails, brown and fat and delectable.

Mrs. Larsen always gave him buttered cartwheels of crisp rye
cracker. She cut him chunks of butter-yellow cheese. Coffee cake,
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a half-inch deep with cinnamon-flavored crumbs, was the Sat-
urday treat.

The Grubb flat smelled of cabbage and diapers. Marvin visited
it but once. He went up with Amy and came down alone, Amy
having been pressed into active service as a baby-minder.

Martin Larsen was called Mart or Marty. With Marvin he
played cops and robbers, pirates, Robinson Crusoe.

Amy was a good playmate. Unlike most girls she did not
want to play house. Amy had enough of housekeeping in reality.
She was a good pirate, a grisly cannibal for all her blondness.

“The vacant lot” at Sixth Avenue was the chosen playground.
Actually some ten city lots in area, it was waist-high in weeds.
Two abandoned foundation excavations were tawny lakes after
rains, lairs and caves in dry weather. The ground was dotted with
trash piles from which the children retrieved legless chairs, bot-
tles, leaky saucepans, moldy quilts, a baby carriage chassis, to
play with.

Amy found a cardboard box.

“Lets make windows and doors in it and set it on fire!”

Mart had a knife, but Marvin hung back.

“I'm not allowed to play with matches.”

“Did your mother say you wasnt to play with a make-believe
house out of cardboard, burning?”

“No, she said I dasnt play with matches or the stove.”

“Well, what are you scared of ? I'll light it. You dont have to.”

The logic convinced Marvin and the fire fascinated him.

Mart Larsen cut windows on the four sides of the box; he
made a door, and contrived a chimney. The children set the house
in a corner of an excavation and made a pathway of pebbles lead-
ing to the door.

Amy went home and returned in jubilant haste, having suc-
ceeded in sneaking a match without being put to work hushing
the youngest.

The conflagration was most satisfactory. Smoke poured
through the windows, ruddied by flame. The roof swelled, fire
burst through, and sparks whirled high.

Marvin, Amy and Mart; fire worshipers, cave people exulting
in the bondage of the sun. They danced around the flames.

“We ought to have fire ingines.”

“I know!” This from Amy enthusiastically.

“Lets play I'm a lady and this is my house burning up and
you be the firemen and you come and put it out and rescue me.”
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“All right!”

“But how we gonna put it out?”

“You boys can do wee-wee on it, and make believe it’s the
water tower!”

A moment’s pause for Danish Mart to comprehend. Marvin
waited on his decision.

“Sure, that’s a swell idea. Come on, Marvin. Amy, you yell!”

The boys scrambled to the top of the embankment. Presently
Amy began to cry for help in shrill falsetto.

“Clang! Clang! Whoo-oo-00!”

“Giddup, there! Clang, clang!”

The fire department wheeled into action. The fire was low, the
paper walls of the house mere heat-bloated black shells. The em-
bers expired with a satisfactory hissing and steam, Amy watching
so fascinated she forgot the need for rescue.

“I know, lets play doctor. Not It!”

“Not It!”

Marvin was “it,” and his duties were explained to him by the
practiced playmates.

“This’ll be the operating table.”

Amy spread a gunnysack and a moldy quilt on the ground in
a corner of the abandoned cellar. | -

“I'll make some knives.”

Marty broke off twigs, stripped them of their leaves. Marvin’s
blood was a little chilled by the sinister preparations.

“Let’s play store,” he suggested hopelessly.

“No. Now you must ring the bell and say you are awfly sick.
You must call us doctor.”

Marvin obeyed.

The doctors went into a hurried consultation. They thumped
the patient’s chest, took his temperature, examined his tongue.

“Youll have to have a nopration.”

“Now you lay down here.”

Except for bursts of giggles, some from embarrassment, some
from plain ticklishness, the patient bore the operation very well.
To make sure of its success the doctors did it over again.

“Now let Marvin be a doctor and you be sick, Amy.”

Amy was most willing. She turned her knives of twig over to
Marvin, who rearranged his clothing and donned professional
profundity.

A few minutes later he was backing away, horror and shock
twisting his mouth.
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“She—she—"

“What’s the matter ? Didnt you ever see a girl before?”

The patient sat up and stared at the retreating surgeon with
vexation, amusement, surprise.

“That’s the way girls are.”

“My mo-mother aint like that.”

Shock, horror, changed sides.

“How do you know? Did you ever see her naked?”

“Yes,” Marvin lied bravely.

““Gee, Marvins mothers made like a man! Marvins mothers a
ma-yan!”

The Langs lived in a “railroad flat.”

You mounted the steps and came to the second-floor hall,
which ran lengthwise on the left to the front of the house, where
it turned and another stairs led to the third floor.

There were three doors that gave entrance to the flat, but two
were never opened. One could not be opened. It was the hallroom
door, and Grandma’s big bed blocked it. The other was the front-
room door. The door that served as general entry opened upon a
narrow, dark little hallway, off which was the bathroom. Then
one turned right into the dining room. The floor was covered
with green Brussels carpet. There was a round walnut veneer
table beneath a gaslight shaded by a huge glass morning-glory in
clouded white and green. Six chajrs with claw feet and red
leather seats were ranged around the table. Two windows looked
out upon the back yard and the neighbors’ yards. Now there hung
between them a brass cage with Grandma’s birds, a pair of chaste
and unproductive canaries. The walls were covered up to the
plate rail in green leatherette paper embossed with fleurs-de-lys,
and above that in brown-and-gold oatmeal paper. The base-burner
was put in the coalbin, down in the cellar, in warm weather, and
the hole for the pipe in the wall was covered with a metal plate
bound in brass, with a decalcomania bunch of flowers in the
center. There was a Boston rocker in the room, in which Mrs.
Lang sat to do her mending. On the walls above the plate rail
were two pictures, both on the same side of the room. One was
“Pharaoh’s Horses” and the other Landseer’s “Dog as Chief
Mourner.” Both were wedding presents. The plate rail had little
brass hooks underneath on which hung the fancy cups whose
saucers were balanced above.

From the dining room one went into Marvin’s room, although
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he had occupied it for but.a few nights it was now so named.
Before it had been the spare room. In it was a white-enamel fold-
ing cot, two trunks and a dressmaking form covered with old
sheets. There was one window in the room, opening upon the
airshaft.

Next was Mother’s room, although Father used it as much as
she did. In it was an oak bureau with an oval swinging mirror,
two cane-bottomed chairs and a brass double bed, covered with a
white spread. Over the head of the bed hung an embroidered
motto: “God Never Sleeps” and under the bed was a white china
pot with a lid. Father’s neckties hung on the gas bracket. There
were two rag rugs on the floor.

A double doorway, hung with a bead curtain, led from Moth-
er’'s room to the front room. There was another round center
table with a lace doily on it, and a Bible and a blue vase with gold
flowers on it. The floor was covered to the walls with an 8 by 10
rug, roses on a blue background. Grandma’s rocker was an addi-
tion to the room. It was a spring rocker with a sagging seat,
upholstered in green corduroy. Besides, there was a Morris chair,
a fragile gilt wooden chair of imitation bamboo, with a cane
seat, a shiny mahogany chair with a ferocious face carved on the
back and arms terminating in clenched fists, hand carved. The
sofa was against the hali-side wall, tan corduroy. Marvin never
failed to fish something out of the dusty crevice between seat
and back—hairpins, usually, but sometimes pennies or a long-
lost lead soldier. An extra bureau stood in another corner, and
on top of it was the Lang library: Marvin’s two-volume set of
Bible stories, Grimms’ fairy tales and a Bible in German, and a
three-volume set of the speeches and public papers of Abraham
Lincoln. Across the front of the room were two windows giving
upon the street, and to the left, next the never-opened hall door,
was the door to Grandma’s (and Marvin’s) room. The walls
were covered with a cheerful red paper, pink over the couch
where many heads had rubbed. The pictures were ranged in a row
over the mantel, where an onyx clock was flanked by two ala-
baster vases holding cattails. The pictures were “Lee’s Surrender,”
“Bismarck and Napoleon III” and “The Stag at Bay.”

It was a lovely home, one that Marvin need never be ashamed
of. It was always dustless.

When Marvin began to mope in the corners and to sit for
half hours on end with a far-off look on his face, Mother said the
boy needed a physic.
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“Did you go to the toilet today, Marvin?”

“Yes, I did. Right after breakfast.”

“Did you do Number Two?”

“Yes, of course I did. Lots.”

“See, mom? He dont need a physic.”

“Vell, I dont vant to be buttinsky. You de childs mutter. I
dont vant to butt in. But if he vas my yoongster, I know vot I
do. Abfuehrungsmittel!

The last word was a doom.

“Marvin, if you arent sick run out and play.”

Marvin still moped.

“Marvin.” Father took him aside one evening. “Do you ever
play with your own self, with your body, there?”

“No, I dont. Gee whiz!”

“Dont swear at me, young man. If ever I catch you— Do you
know it will rot and fall off?”

A new worry. Marvin avoided going to the toilet as long as
possible.

“He’s naturally delicate.”

The tonic was increased, changed for another brand guaran-
teed to be twice as strong. When school opened again Marvin’s -
lassitude vanished. New interests, new playmates, a new teacher.

The tonic got the credit, and Father wrote a testimonial. It
was rewarded with a carton of six free bottles and the testimonial
was printed in the Chat.

“Cured Anemia. Anemic Child Restored With One Bottle of
Pfahr’s Nu-glo. Only Son of Prominent Merchant Made a New
Boy.’)

The advertisement was clipped and put in the Bible. Even the
teacher, Miss Carmody, told Marvin she had seen the testimonial
and hoped that his good health would continue and be reflected
in his work.

Abstract arithmetic, North and South American geography,
English, spelling, penmanship, physical training, music. Home-
work.

“I’'m glad to see you keeping good marks in arithmetic, Mar-
vin. Thats the way to get ahead. Where would I be today if I
couldnt do numbers in my head? I'd still be behind the counter,
thats where I’d be.”

Thanksgiving Day.

Marvin was given a penny to buy a false face. The florid
cardboard countenance, with sweeping horsehair mustaches and
imperial, above an old blouse of Mother’s and an older ruffled
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petticoat of Grandma’s made the family laugh. Marvin went out
with a paper bag and visited all the flats, all the shops. He re-
turned with six peppermint sticks, four pennies, two apples, a
banana and a black eye. One of the Fourth Avenue toughs had
hit him with a flour-stocking, smashing the mask. For dinner
there was chicken with sage stuffing, and Marvin was given the
wishbone, a leg and the tail.

Sundays Marvin went religiously to Sunday school, except
when it rained. He collected motto cards, exchanged ten for a
bigger, more colorful one. Ten of those, representing a hundred
Sundays, were exchangeable for a framed motto, lithographed to
imitate cross-stitch, choice of “Gott ist mein Schafer” or “Suffer
little children to come unto me.” Marvin preferred to keep his
cards. He didn’t like the Dutch motto, although he might have
given it to Grandma for Christmas. He did not like the sentiment
of the second. He thought it meant that children had to suffer
before they could come to Jesus.

There was nothing in the theology he absorbed from various
earnest young women with starched blouses and boned collars
or from the earnest young superintendent in starched collar and
black-braided coat to make him think otherwise. All dwelt on the
beauty of suffering, of self-denial. S

Marvin firmly believed, because he was given no alternative,
that:

God was three persons, one of whom was Jesus.

God made the world in six days.

He made it in the dark the first day and it was all water, so
He made light to see by. Then He made land.

God first made trees and grass; then fishes and bugs and ani-
mals. Then He made a man.

God rested on the Seventh Day

As an afterthought God made woman. Adam and Eve wore
no clothes but didnt know they were Different.

God planted a tree, and when Adam and Eve ate from the
fruit thereof their eyes were opened and they saw that they were
naked, and were ashamed. So God kicked them out of the park
when they put clothes on, and made them work.

The world got worse, so God drowned everybody and every-
thing except Noah and his family, two animals of every kind,
and, of course, the fishes. With the exception of the fishes every
living thing destined to survive went into the Ark.

“Did God really make everything ?”
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“Marvin Lang! What does God think when He hears you
ask a question like that?”

“Well, why did He make bad things?”

“We must not question God. What seems bad to us may be
good according to His purpose.”

“Does he think hooking apples from Greenbaums stand is
good-according-to-His-purpose, maybe?”’

“Marvin Lang, I am going to speak to your father!”

Marvin gave God up. He didn’t understand Him. Why did He
save mosquitoes from the flood, and roaches?

And if it was bad to show yourself naked, why did God punish
Adam and Eve for putting clothes on?

He didnt dare ask the questions, and they worried him only
for unrelated hours.

Marvin brushed his teeth every Sunday morning. He took a
bath every Saturday night, except when he had a cold or swollen
glands. The family insisted on these sanitary observances, and
set him a good example. Grandma couldn’t brush her teeth every
Sunday because she took them out every night and put them in
a glass of water in which a teaspoon of salt had been dissolved.
Marvin’s mother cut his nails, and trimmed his hair until it was
palpably a barber’s job.

Marvin was ten years old, going on eleven.

He had been to Prospect Park four or five times, to Coney
Island three or four times. He had been to the Aquarium once and
to Central Park Zoo once, and to Evergreen Cemetery every
Decoration Day to put a geranium and a cotton flag on Grandpa’s
grave. Grandma went to the cemetery at least once a month, by
herself, on the streetcar. She wore a black hat with jet beads and
a stuffed black bird.

The neighborhood changed. The Grubbs moved away and so
did the Larsens. They were only renters. Other boys and girls
came to the block. More and more of them were Scandinavians.

“Marvin dont know how babies are made!”

“Ha-ha! He believes in the stork!”

“Look at Missus Friedsamms stumick. Maybe he thinks its a
stork inside of her.”

“Listen, Marvin . .

Marvin listened, and believed. After all, he had never seen
a stork, and babies kept arriving in the neighborhood con-
stantly.

»
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He felt ashamed for his parents. Their bed took on a sort of
revolting fascination for him.

“Marvin’s mopy again.”

“He needs a physic, not dot I tell anyvun how to bring up
children.”

“Maybe we better try another tonic.”

Marvin was almost eleven when Grandma died.

She didn’t get up for breakfast and wouldnt have a cup of
coffee in bed one morning.

“The gas crowds around mein heart so. I shouldnt of ate her-
ring salad las night.”

Dr. Kruger was called in that night.

He sent out for some sharp-smelling medicine.

“It’s her heart. She must be kept quiet.”

Marvin went back to “Marvin’s room.”

For two days everybody walked on tiptoe and talked in whis-
pers. Gradually life resumed its normal pitch. Sometimes Marvin
didnt see Grandma for two or three days in a row, until she spe-
cifically asked for him. Grandma looked funny with her teeth out.

“Marfin, sei a good boy.”

“Yes, grandma.”

One evening Mother went into the hallroom with Grandma’s
tray. Marvin and his father heard the crash of china and tin,
and a sharp cry.

They hurried through the rooms. Mother was on her knees
beside Grandma’s bed. The beef tea was all over the floor.
Grandma was lying on her back with her mouth open. She was a
dirty gray against the white pillow and sheet. Marvin saw that
her eyes were not shut, but rolled back so only the whites could
be seen. He turned and ran. Ran into the kitchen, shut the door,
climbed up on the tubs beneath the quarter gas meter.

Somebody went out. Came back. Dr. Kruger came in.

Now there was a coffin with palms and rose wreaths in front
of the windows in the second-floor parlor. Otherwise it was
Grandpa’s funeral all over again. The undertaker, the evening
services, the ride to the cemetery, the stop for lunch at the tavern.

Mother aired the hallroom thoroughly, washed and ironed the
sheets. Then Marvin was alone in the room again.

“Gee, Marvin, aint you afraid of the old lady’s ghost?”

One terrible nightmare. Marvin felt a heavy body pressing him
down. It was Grandma, with her eyes rolled back, sitting astride
him in the bed.
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Mother came running in, her bare feet noiseless on the carpet.
Marvin saw her and shrieked louder.

Father came in and lit the gas. The gas jet screamed too.

“What sort of nonsense is this?”

“I dreamed—I dreamed—"

“Well, if you know you dreamed what is there to yell about?”

“Can I come in your bed a little while?”

“Marvin Lang! Shame on you for a big baby. Come on, go
to the toilet and then go back to sleep.”

Marvin knelt in front of the cold, enamel chamber pot under
the reproving eyes of his parents. He climbed back to bed. The
light went out, and he put his head under the covers.

Father was now a Landlord.

Being the Landlord’s grandson had been a distinction only
one other child on the block could match. Being the Landlord’s
son was an honor unshared.

“Besides with the money in the bank, and the insurance, you
can tell Old Man Bohan to go fly a kite.”

“Theres $600 in the Dime Savings and $1,100 in the Pilots
National, and after the funeral and doctor is paid I guess there
wont be $50 left of the insurance.”

“How much do you think the house would bring ?”

“Maybe $6,000—but theres a $1,200 mortgage.”

“We can count on $7,000.”

“That ought to be enough.”

Marvin listened to his parents and watched them make rows
of figures on the paper bag that the groceries had come in.

“Where do you think we ought to look?”

“What’s wrong with Jersey?”

“Jersey! And everybody making fun of us. Besides I'm afraid
of malaria.”

“How about further up the island, around Jamaica?”

“It’s so out of the way. Besides, those parts dont grow any.”

“We ought to look at the ads in all the papers, even the
Times.”

“That’s what we ought to do.”

For night after night, after the supper things were cleared
away, Mother and Father pored over the fine print in the classi-
fied columns of the newspapers. At the same table, under the
morning-glory lamp, Marvin did long division with facility and
kneaded dates and capitals into his brain.
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“Look, this sounds sort of good.”

“But Yonkers! Who wants to live in Yonkers ?”

“The capital of Brazil is Rio de Janeiro—Rio de Janeiro—
Rio de January.”

Marvin was not particularly curious about his parents’ con-
sultations. He gathered readily that they planned to move some-
where, but were not at all sure themselves where. They were
going to buy a house. Well, he would still be the landlord’s son.

Strange men came to the house at night or afternoon. They
walked around looking bored, flushed the toilets, opened closet
doors, spent long times in the cellar. }

“Now, Lang, lets talk business. You're a man of common
sense, I can see that . . .”

One night a man who had been through the house a dozen
times came with an envelope full of papers. Father brought out
a tin box also full of papers. They talked a long time while
Marvin helped Mother with the dishes, and they went out to-
gether before the spoons were wiped.

Father returned, hours later, jubilant.

“He took it for $6,500. We close tomorrow! And what’s more,
we live here next month rent free if we havent found a place!”

Mother hugged Father. ~

“Now we have to decide. Lets go to Staten Island Sunday te
look at that place.”

“I want to get away from house furnishings.”

“It’s a vacant store.”

“We can look over the neighborhood.”

Sunday morning the Langs took the ferry to Staten Island.
Then they took a trolley car.

“To think this is New York City just the same!”

Marvin gazed out the window of the galloping trolley. He
saw farms with corn in shocks, just like pictures in his geography
and reader. The trolley paused to let people off at what seemed
to be arbitrarily chosen stops, with no houses in view. It clanged
through villages with elms showering down their gold upon the
streets.

“Belle Bay is next,” the conductor said to Father. “You want
the Center ?”’

“Yes, I guess so,” Father said. “Do you know where Schurz
Avenue is?”

Father pronounced it Schoortz, as he had learned from
Grandpa.
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“You mean Shoyz Avenyoo? I'll let you off there.”

The trolley entered another village. Frame houses, huddling
closer and closer until only a narrow “areaway’ separated them.
Shops—hardware, harness, butcher, grocery, hardware, general,
gents’ clothing, dry goods, a quick lunch.

“Shoyz Avenyoo!”

“Hurry up, Marvin.”

The motorman watched them off. Clang! Ding-ding!

Buckety-buckety, the trolley rocked off, rourided a curve.

The Langs looked about.

They stood at a minor four-corners, in front of a lunchroom.
“Meals At All Hours. Regular Dinner 35c. Tables Reserved For
Ladies.”

Across the street was a two-story brick building. The gas
company’s office. A dentist upstairs. “Gas. Dentist. Zahnarzt.”
Diagonally, a Methodist church. Opposite, a drugstore. “Ice
Cream Soda. Cascarets.”

Now the clipping was consulted again.

“Number 38. I'll ask in the restaurant.”

Father came out.

“Right down the street, here. On this side.”

The far side of the street. House after house. One-family, two-
family. Sycamore trees and elms. Tiny lawns, privet-edged. A
woman potting plants. Some men and boys raking leaves.

This side of the street. A coal depot behind a board fence. A
six-family yellow brick tenement, with fire escapes zigzagging
down the front. Four identical frame houses. Then a tan two-
story-and-attic house, the porch replaced by a two-window store
front. “For Sale or Rent. House and Store.”

“This must be the place.”

“Yes, there’s the number.”

“It looks real nice.”

A man in a coat over his undershirt, carpet slippers under
sagging trousers, came out of the house next door. He removed a
meerschaum pipe, carved to represent a claw holding a bowl, from
his yellow mustache. Blue eyes, a straight nose, yellow hair clipped
to skull.

“You inderesded in dis blace?”

“We were just looking. Are you the owner?”

“No, de owner liffs in Stabledon. Bud I god de key.”

He fished in his pockets, pulled out a key, inserted it in the
store door, walked in ahead of the Langs. The shop smelled of
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fresh paint. The Langs looked around, wordless. Ceiling of
pressed metal, painted white. Green walls. Brown floor. A door
reached by a steep flight of four steps, in the rear.

“Gome in de house.”

A dark, empty room, two shuttered windows giving out upon
a weed-grown yard in which an ash tree stood stark-naked. A
rusty ash can, a heap of boxes, a red fence.

“Dis way.”

A big pantry, yellowed newspapers still in the shelves. Cup-
boards, with little heaps of starved roaches in the corners. A big
kitchen, with a coal range and a place for a gas range. A sink
with little heaps of starved roaches and flies in the corners.

“Dis way.”

Up steep, dark stairs. A hall that cut the house in two. Straight
ahead a bathroom, kerosene in the toilet bowl. A long tub, enam-
eled pink, with claw-and-ball feet. Three squarish rooms. The
walls painted—green; blue; green.

“You vond to see de cellar?”

“We might as well.”

Slop, slop, clump, clump, tap, tap, down the stairs.

The man found a candle in a tin box on the inside of the
cellar door. He lit it, sheltered the flame with a huge, freckled,
gold-haired hand and led the way.

“A hoddair furnitz. In good condition.”

The furnace like a petrified octopus.

A coalbin. The shop counter, gleaming ghostily white. A dirt
floor, with the glistening trails of slugs.

““Nice and big,” said Father.

They climbed upstairs again. Through kitchen, pantry, un-
named rooms, into the comparative brightness of the store, out
on the sidewalk again. The man carefully shut the door, locked
it, put the key in his pocket.

“You lige id?”

“How can I get in touch with the owner ?”

“You chost wride Arnold Schleiermacher, Stabledon.”

“Thanks, I will. Maybe you better write it down for me.”

“You vait, I ged hiss gard.”

They waited on the sidewalk. The sun was warm, when the
big, gray, white-fringed clouds didnt get in the way. Marvin
snuffed the strange-smelling air. It was scented with salt, wet
leaves, smoke and Sunday roasts.

“Father, when can we eat?”’
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“In a minute.”

“Are we going to live here, maybe?”’

“Wait and find out. Dont ask so many questions.”

Marvin sensed that his parents were not sure of themselves,
did not know the answer, were brusque to him to preserve a
superiority they did not feel that moment.

The man slipslopped out of his house, gave Father a card.

“Hey, don geep id. I ony god id one. Goppy de name.”

Father copied the name on the edge of the clipping.

“What sort of store was there before ?”

“Hardvare.”

“There’s hardware stores on the main street.”

“Blendy.”

“What sort of stores does the neighborhood need, do you
think ?”’

“A good saloon,” chuckled the man. “Dere iss none two bloggs
from here.”

Father smiled, handed back the card.

“Now, lets eat. The restaurant at the corner looked nice and
clean.”

It was Marvin’s first meal in a restaurant, barring the post-
funeral lunches he had twice shared in. A waiter distributed
napkins and silverware, black at the edges, after polishing the
ring-marked mahogany top of the uncovered table. Then he
brought glasses of water, a basket tray with rolls and slices of
bread, butter in chips. The Langs sat stiffly upright, hands in
laps, bending a little this way and that to accommodate the
waiter’s ministrations.

Some others were eating in the place, but Marvin was warned
that etiquette forbade staring at them. “Be a little gentleman.”

The waiter handed around menus in purple script, a little
blurred. :

Father cleared his throat.

“You—er—advertise a 35-cent lunch—"

“Oh, that aint on Sundays,” the waiter replied cheerfully.
“Sbusinessmans lunch. Now we serve our reglar Sunday chicken
dinner, half a dollar.”

The Langs were too embarrassed to get up, but even Marvin
felt as if they had been lured inside under false pretenses.

They ate thick chicken soup, yellow and full of rice. There
was celery, usually but a biannual treat, at Thanksgiving and
Christmas. They ate chicken fricassee, with Irish potatoes, car-
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rots, turnips and cole slaw. They ate ice cream with sponge cake
and drank coffee from big saucerless mugs.

Father tipped the waiter a dime.

Marvin felt very grand. He also felt very uncomfortable
from too much food. He belched a little, and said “Scuse me
please” like a little gentleman.

The Langs rose heavily, and trooped to the cashier’s desk.
Father paid with the exact change and took three toothpicks, which
he distributed.

“Lets walk around the neighborhood a little,” he suggested.

They walked up past the vacant store to the end of the street,
turned left, walked another block past frame houses, to a corner
where a saloon made a landmark. Turned right, past a plumber
shop, a hay, feed and grain store, more homes. They came to the
car line again, and seeing a trolley approaching, waited and
boarded it. It proved to be the same one they had came to Belle
Bay on.

“Ja find jer address?”

The conductor jingled the change sagging his leather-
reinforced pocket.

“Yes. What sort of a town is it?”

“Oh, good enough. I hear they gonna open a movin-pitcher
house this winter, if they kin git it past the choich people.”

“About how many people live in the place?”

“Oh, about a thousan, I guess. It’s a nice place. Ony half a
mile to the water from the corner there. Lots of folks come
through in the summer to go to the beaches.”

“Thanks. I'm thinkin of settlin there.”

“Theres lots woise places.”

St. George at last. The sun was low as they waited for the
Bay Ridge ferry. Mother and Father were wordless in thought.
Marvin got a penny and put it in a slot machine for chewing gum.
After hammering the metal box he got a little oblong of gray
chocolate.

The ferry; smelling of wet wood, horse urine and soft coal.
The Langs stood on the ladies’ side of the bow, watching the
heights of Brooklyn draw nearer.

It was an hour’s walk to the house. Before they reached
home it was night, and Marvin was hungry again. Mother
warmed over some stew and poured it over slices of stale bread.

“Are we gonna live on Staten Island?”

“You'll live with us, Marvin. Dont worry. We wont leave
you behind.”
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Bed, and presently breakfast and school again, and home
again.

“Watch out of the window for Father.”

Father came home whistling, slapping his thighs with his
folded Journal.

“I guess we ought to hear from Schleiermacher tomorrow.”

“Did you mail the letter?”

“Of course I did.”

“Hadnt we better decide what line of business you'll go
into?”

“I was thinkin. How about delicatessen? We didnt see a single
delicatessen store. It’s a nice residential neighborhood, lots of
trade. Saturday nights and Sunday nights especially. And in the
summer—you heard what the conductor said. Lots of people come
there.”

“But you dont know anything about the delicatessen busi-
ness.”

“I know how to run a store, dont I? What do you suppose
I got charge of Bohan’s hardware department for? The principle
of one store is the same as another. I guess I can slice ham and
cut cheese and dish out pickles and herring.”

“Think how cheap we can live too, all our food at wholesale.”

“There’s that to consider, certainly. We'll save more money
in a delicatessen than in a hardware store.”

“I can make potato salad and baked beans.”

“Sure, and Marvin can deliver to the neighborhood.”

“Gee, father! Will you get me a bike with a wire basket onto
the handle bars?”

“Easy, now. Were just talkin, and not to you.”

“There’s nothing like a little store of your own.”

“Independent.”

“No boss.”

“What about store fixtures?”

“Oh, there’s companies specialize in that. Just give em the
word and they fix the place all up with iceboxes and counters
and shelves.”

“And out in the country like that. It’ll be grand for Marvin.”

The Langs moved to Belle Bay just before Christmas. For
weeks before, Father spent all day Sunday at the Store.

Marvin was amazed when he and his mother arrived at 38
Schurz Avenue. The windows of the shop had been whitewashed.
Big paper signs announced in fancy handlettering; “On or Be-
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fore December 21 This Place Will Open as a First Class Delicates-
sen. Lunches. Sandwiches.”

Father had come over with the first van. A second and smaller
load was still on the way. He bowed Mother and Marvin into the
shop. Marvin had never seen him so playful.

“Oh, how grand!”

“Not bad, hey?”

Masking the door to the living quarters was a big oak icebox.
On both sides of the shop were counters, backed by shelves,
glistening white. One half of one counter was topped by a glass
showcase. At the door end of each counter were big rolls of
brown wrapping paper.

“Look, here’s the cash drawer.”

It rang a little bell when pulled open.

“You should of been here to see the salesmen!”

“When does the stock arrive?”

“It’'ll start comin in tomorrow. The canned goods. The
smoked meat and perishables Friday. We'll open Saddaday.
That’ll give us three days to get settled. Marvin dont have to go
to school until after New Year’s.”

Marvin stood behind the counters and imagined the shop
filled with customers. Yes, mam. A quarter’s worth of_liver-
wusht. And dill or sour? X

“Marvin, come help me put up the beds.”

He fell asleep at a later hour than ever before except Christ-
mas nights or New Year’s eves.

Early the next morning crates and boxes, cartons and kegs
began to arrive. Father ran around with a hatchet. “Put em any-
wheres. Roll that barl behind the counter. What do you want?
Yes, I'll want ice beginnin Friday. Whats in that box, Marvin?
I know, but cant you read what it says? Its the coffee grinder!”

The space between the counters was filled with boxes, opened,
half-filled, empty. Small boys begged for the empties and were
thankfully donated all they could carry away. Father ran down
to look at the furnace, the operation of which was still mostly
a mystery.

Mother stacked cans on the shelves. Salmon, corned beef,
condensed milk, sardines. She turned the job over to Marvin
and tackled the bottled goods. Catsup, horseradish, olives, sweet
oil.

Marvin spaced his cans meticulously, pyramided them with
the precision of an engineer. Father screwed down the coffee
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grinder, emptied a fragrant gunnysack of roasted beans into the
big red canister. No one rested, no one thought of eating in all that
welter of food.

A woman poked her head in through the open door.

“Have you any bread ?”

“Not yet, madam. We are just gettin ourselves fixed up.
We'll be open on Saddaday an pleased to accommodate you.”

“Well, it'll be a blessing to have a shop so handy. Wish you
luck.”

“Thank you, thank you very much.”

Did you hear what she said? “A blessing the neighborhood’ll
have a shop so handy!”

Father did a wardance, waving his hatchet.

Oh, it was grand to be alive! Marvin was so happy he felt
like crying. He was a member of the family in active service. He
was helping; not just helping like with the dishes or the dusting,
but working.

“T'll go make some tea and open a can of these here peaches
an some crackers for lunch if I can find the can opener.”

“Hey, that’s poor business. We cant be takin food from the
shelves for ourselves. Here’s some change. Buy the stuff.”

“Can I sell em to Mother, huh, can I please?”

“Sure thing, son.”

“I want a can of them cling peaches an a box a Uneedas.”

“Yes, mam. Thatll be—how much, father?”

“Fifteen cents.”

“Fifteen cents, please.”

“Here you are. It certainy is a blessin to have a shop so
close.”

Father whooped, Mother laughed, Marvin jumped up and
jigged on the counter. Life was perfect. They had their lunch
in the store, loath to leave it. Father would get up with his
mouth full of tea and cracker and pry the lid off another box.

“Shoof!”

“Shoof? Whats that? We never et shoof.”

“(Gulp) Soup! Cammel soup!”

Night came and Father lit the big gas globe. A pilot light
burned in it constantly, even during the daytime, and all that was
needed to illuminate the shop was to pull a chain.

Marvin sold his mother two cans of the tomato soup and an-
other box of crackers. The money jingled in the till.

“Forty cents already and we havent opened yet!”
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By nine o’clock the shelves were loaded with canned and
bottled goods and the place really looked like a store. And the
morning and the evening were the first day.

Next morning a grimy boy brought bundles of handbills in
a soapbox wagon. Carl G. Lang announces . . . Table Delicacies . . .

“Mr. Brannigan says its two dollars and do you wanna put
an ad in the Banner?”

“What do you think about an ad?”

“I guess we ought to. It gives us a solid sort of beginning.”

“How much are the ads, son?”’

“Mr. Brannigan says five dollars for a quarter page.”

“All right. Here, wait, I’ll write it out.”

The delivery boy seated himself in his soapbox wagon and
stared at Marvin while Father and Mother composed the adver-
tisement.

“Put down homemade salads.”

“Yes, an free delivery.”

“Imagine! Just like Bohan’s ad in the Eagle.”

Marvin was started forth with the handbills. “Put one in every
single letter box. Dont throw em around loose, it’ll make folks
mad.”

Marvin felt self-conscious at first, walking up the stoops of
strange houses and stuffing the dodgers into the mailboxes. He
visited every house on both sides of the street to the uttermost
limits, returned for more of the bills.

“Anybody say anything to you?”

“I didn see anybody atall.”

“Dont skip a single house, now.”

“Can I have one of them appricots?”

“No, we cant afford to be takin food from our stock. It's
money outen our pockets. Here, you can have two.”

At one house a boy smaller than Marvin forbade him to
mount the stoop and Marvin, unsure of his ground, skipped that
place. At another house a fox terrier barked shrilly from the
top step. Those were the only two of a hundred houses that
Marvin skipped, although an angry woman snatched the dodgers
from the letter boxes in another and screamed after the boy
never to stick his trash in her vestibule. Four blocks from home
Marvin passed a red-brick school just as the boys and girls
trooped out for the lunch hour, which reminded him he was a
stranger in a strange land and vulnerable, and hungry. He ran
all the way back.
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In two days Marvin distributed 250 handbills, and covered
Belle Bay’s ten paved streets.

“There isnt another delicatessen store in the whole
town.”

Mother and Father were working in the house now, laying
rugs and unpacking trunks, moving furniture.

Marvin had a big room to himself, with windows on two
sides. One was directly opposite the window of the house next
door, not ten feet distant. The other opened upon the flat, tar-
and-gravel roof of the shop. The window opposite his belonged
to a bedroom, Marvin could see. There was part of a dresser
mirror and a white-enamel bed visible in the daytime but at night
the shades were drawn.

The handbills delivered, Marvin’s next job was to clean up
the back yard. He piled the trash and burned it, Mother watching
from the window to see he didnt catch fire. Broken bottles, bits
of rusted metal, old cans, were pitched into a corroded old ash
can. Father lugged it through the house to the curb because the
alley door wouldn’t open.

On Friday the tubs of butter and the big round cheeses, store
and Swiss, were put in the icebox. A man left a dozen quarts of
milk in a shiny new can with a dipper hanging from the lip. A
tub of pot cheese came and a tub of salt herring; mackerel in
brine, chowchow and sweet pickle.

“We can make most of this stuff in the kitchen after we get
started.”

“I ought to make potato salad. Marvin, run to the grocery
and get me a peck of small potatoes.”

A boiled ham. A huge chain of frankfurters. A smaller one
of knockwurst. Limburger under a glass dome and a blutwurst,
cervelat, a round globe of pickled onions.

“Carry the potatoes into the kitchen. Oh, I forgot. Run
around the corner to the butcher’s and order me two nice tender
roastin chickens and a fresh ham about ten pounds. Tell em to
send it right away.”

The kitchen smelled deliciously of baking beans.

A jar of pickled pigs’ feet. A pan of headcheese, of souse, of
scrapple. Food enough for an army. Food enough to last the
Langs for forty years, by themselves.

A box with a padlocked lid was set down beside the front
door for bread and rolls. The baking company supplied the box,
supplied the stenciled inscription: AUNT NELLY’S BREADS ROLLS
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PASTRIES EXCLUSIVELY AT LANG'S. TRY OUR HOME MADE PIES
AND CRULLERS,

A dour old man carrying a wooden box and a hangover en-
tered the shop and bargained for an inscription on the windows.

“Put DELICATESSEN in a curve on both windows,” Father
directed. “And under one put LUNCHES and under the other
CARL G. LANG PROP.”

Marvin watched, fascinated; the old man opened his box to
reveal tubes and bottles of paints, gilding; brushes, rags, mahl-
stick. He wiped a section of the windows clean and set to work,
rapidly lettering backwards. It was the first time Marvin had
seen an artist.

After the sign painter finished Father began to decorate the
windows. He nailed up crepe paper and fringed festoons. He
piled up cans and boxes, left space to display meats and cheeses.
At midnight all was in readiness for the grand opening.

Mother, her face red, her fingers bandaged, her hair in loops
over her ears and forehead, brought in the big roast fresh ham,
two heaping platters of potato salad, two roast hens, and two
small pans of baked beans.

Then she sat down and cried.

Father patted her shoulders, stooped and kissed her ear. He
seemed to understand why Mother was crying but Marvin
couldn’t understand it at all, so he took a dried apricot from be-
neath the paper lace at the edge of the box where the gap
wouldn’t show.

“Just about brcke but by golly all set to go.”

“How—how much is left?”

Father dug into his pants pocket, pulled out a little wad of
bills.

“Nine dollars is all we got in the world.”

“But the house free an clear!”

“Yes, an I paid ten per cent cash on every bit of stock and
the new fixtures are on ninety days.”

“There’s nothin to worry about; lets get to bed.”

“We have to be up early tomorrow. Lay me out an apron.”

Marvin was routed from bed at 5:30, without protest. He
had a white apron with strings that went around his waist three

times.
A hurried cup of coffee and a dish of rice flakes for all. It

was cold in the house.
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“Your job'll be to tend furnace as soons I get the hang of it
to teach you how.”

(Marvin, dont go near the stove. Marvin, dont play with
matches. Marvin, your job will be to take care of the furwnace!
Maturity !)

Father lit the glass gas globes in the windows. He opened
the bread box with his key, carried in loaves of fragrant, still-
warm white bread, powdered with flour. Marvin took out the
sack of rolls. Six dozen rolls! He piled them in a wire basket.

“Now for the customers!”

Footsteps sounded hollowly outside. Marvin and Father and
Mother stood professionally alert behind the counters. The foot-
steps passed. A team clop-clopped up the street. More footsteps.
Men passed, some without turning their heads, others peeping in
curiously, with a sort of childish coyness.

Daylight made the gaslights dim.

A little girl ran into the store.

“A dozen rolls.”

Marvin jumped. He ripped a paper bag from its nail, counted
out the rolls, took the little girl’s dime and handed it to his
father. The cash drawer tinkled its little bell. There were no
sweeter chimes on any church.

“Maybe we should of made the first sale free?”

“A dime isnt wortha free sale.”

Presently the little girl came back.

“Momma says she wants the extra roll!”

Martin looked aghast. “I put in twelve!” Twelve-make-a-
dozen was a first-grade truism.

“Momma says she always gets thirteen to the dozen.”

“Give the girlie another roll, Marvin.”

“And here’s a appricot for you, girlie.”

Six times twelve is seventy-two. “We'll be shy six rolls,
father. Why dont the bakery give us thirteen to the dozen?”

A woman with a shawl around her head came in for a loaf
of bread. While it was being wrapped she stared around her,,
missing nothing.

“Anything else?”

“That’s all, thank you.”

By eleven o’clock half the rolls were gone and five loaves
of bread had been sold. One customer came in for a bag of
flour. The Langs did not sell flour.

“Probably her credit at the grocery is gone.”
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“Strickly cash business, that’s what we’ll do.”

Between eleven and noon, trade became brisk. Women and
children came in for a dime’s worth of boiled ham, six franks,
a quarter’s worth of mixed baloney. More ham, a quarter pound
of butter, a half pound; a loaf of seeded rye. A can of salmon.
Have you any stale bread? A pint of milk please. How much are
the baked beans? My, that roast ham looks good. “Wont you
have a taste of it, mam?” No chicken salad?

“What’s yours please?”

“I think this gennelman is ahead of me.”

“Father, how much are canned pineapple?”

The Langs made themselves sandwiches and forgot to pay for
them. At six o’clock, after a midafternoon lull, the store was
actually crowded. A steady stream of customers trickled in and
out from seven o’clock to midnight, almost.

Father wrote a sign on a bag: “Open Sunday morning 8 to
10. Evening from 5.”

He propped it in the window, turned out the lights. He
emptied the cash drawer into his apron. The family retired to
the sitting-dining room. Father dumped the money on the table
and it made a pleasant muted jingle.

“T’ll count the bills. You count the quarters and halves an
Marvin can count the small change.”

Clink clink clink.

“Now how much you got?”

“Pennies, nickels an dimes—seven thirdy-two.”

“T got four sevenny-five.”

“An I got sixteen dollars in bills! How much is that?”

Marvin wrinkled brow and pursed lips, achieved the sum.
“That makes twenny-eight dollars an seven cents.”

The three looked at the piles of money with awe. “More than
a weeks salary in one day!”

“Geewhillajers, father, that’s two hunnerd a week nearly.”

“Well, we cant expect to do that busness every day. Sadda-
days the big delicatessen day. Monday’ll be slack with people
eatin leftovers.”

“And it’s not all profit, remember.”

“No-0-0. Not even half of it. But bettern ten dollars clear.”

Marvip went to bed in a golden daze. Wealth, success! The
future . . . who could tell? A bike with a coaster brake and a
folding stand and rubber handle grips. A goat team and
wagon . . .
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For Christmas Marvin got new shoes, a shirt with a collar
band and gold-plated collar buttons, a celluloid collar just like
a man’s, and two snap-on ties. He got a tube of Colgate’s tooth
paste for his very own. He gave his mother a comb-cleaner of
knotted string, wrought in Brooklyn manual training class, and his
father a set of cuff links, gold lions’ heads with ruby eyes, bought
for ten cents in the general store.

“I’'m sorry we couldnt afford the bike, Marvin. When things
get goin a little better an we can see our way clear . . .”

“Gee, that’s all right, father.”

Sunday rules applied to the store for Christmas Day. There
was no Christmas tree. Marvin felt very grown up, instead of
disappointed. The Langs dined and supped on leftovers, bits too
small to sell; potato salad, sausage, cold pork, milk, rolls, bread,
smoked fish. Father and Marvin tended store alone Christmas
night. Mother went to see Grandma McAneny. She returned
before closing time.

“Mas eyesight is gettin worse, an her rheumatics .

“An old lady like her ought to be in a ninstitution.”

“I was thinking . . .”

“We had a fair day. Took in about ten dollars.”

“We got extra room . . .”

“Turn the lights out, Marvin, an lock the door.”

Marvin darkened the shop, put the perishables in the icebox.
He twisted the tail from what was left of a cold chicken, and
munched the luscious greasy morsel as he rejoined his elders
inside.

“My mother is different! It was all right for your mother to
come an live with me!”

“My mother wasnt no pauper. She owned the house.”

“My mo*her aint a pauper!”

“Well, what has she got? How much will she put into the
busness ?”’ .

“That aint the point. She earns her own way.”

“A fine reputation we’ll get. Old Lady McAneny who scrubs
out the bank and the gas office an lives with the Delicatessen
Langs!”

“She’ll earn her keep right here. She can peel potatoes, soak
the beans, clean the house. It’ll be a load off my shoulders.”

“Until she goes blind, besides crippled with rheumatics.”

“Till she goes blind. Then you can set her up with a tin cup
an some pencils down by the ferry where she wont be recognized ”

b2
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“Come along to bed. It’s after midnight.”

“I wont put my body into your bed. I'll sleep in the icebox.
Its got a warmer heart than you have.”

“Marvin, you get upstairs!”

“Say Merry Chrismus to your father, Marvin.”

Marvin kissed his parents; his father’s stubbly cheek, his
mother’s salt-wet one. He felt sorry for his mother but he
hoped Grandma McAneny wouldn’t come to live with them.
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GRANDMA McANENY went to an institution and the Lang
household went on as before. Mother slept with Father, and not
in the icebox after all.

Father took all the bills to the bank at nine o’clock every
morning, keeping the silver, nickels and copper from the pre-
ceding day’s sales to make change. The shop netted $45 profit,
about the first week; not counting in overhead, like taxes, gas
and such stuff, of course.

New Year’s Day Marvin set out his new shoes, collar and
shirt to wear to school the next day. He was up early to help
open the store and shake down the furnace. At 8:45 he started
for school.

Since the shop had opened Marvin had stirred little beyond
its doors except to make deliveries. The novelty had worn off.
He was glad to be able to go back to school.

Belle Bay Public School housed all eight grades. Marvin
walked through the crowds of boys and girls, who ignored him
pointedly. Outwardly stolid, he was in a blue funk. His hands .
sweated, his lips parched.

“Wu-wu-where’s the principal’s office?”

The big boy gave no answer, but jerked Marvin’s cap over
his nose.

Marvin pushed the cap back, and entered the building. A
teacher went out of her way to show him Mr. Burns’s office. Mr.
Burns, small, fidgety, spectacled, looked at Marvin’s transfer
card.

“Lang, Marvin Luther—hm. Why not Martin? Lessee your
report card. Hm. You'll have to brush up in your histry and
spelling. Miss Folger’s room.”

Marvin stood mute, regarding Mr. Burns’s back. Then he

47
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turned, tiptoed into the hall. A janitor, approaching with pail and
mop, directed him. “Miss Folger? Upstairs, room 21.”

Through halls smelling of rubber, chalk dust and disinfectant.
Up slate steps, iron-grilled. Room 2I.

A blonde young woman, her hair coifed high, black dress with
white collars and cuffs. “Yes, I'm Miss Folger. A new boy? Isnt
that nice? Now where shall we put you?”

She walked along the aisles of desks, selected one, tapped it
with her pencil.

“You may sit here. Has Mr. Burns your cards? Good. What
is your name? Marvin Lang? A very nice name, Marvin. What
is your favorite study? Do you like to draw? We have the draw-
ing teacher on Monday. I'll give you your books as the class
recites.”

Marvin had never met such a nosy woman.

Bells clanged and Miss Folger left the room. More bells, then
a shuffle of feet on stairs. Shuffle of feet behind walls. The
cloakroom doors opened and a line of boys and a line of girls
entered from opposite sides. They found their seats, stood beside
them, staring at Marvin. Marvin sensed hostility with the curios-
ity. That was natural. He didnt care. He had a hard time
ahead of him for a day or two. He dreaded it but did not_ques-
tion it.

“Stand up, Marvin.”

Marvin stumbled to his feet. He felt his face burn. His hands
fumbled for his pockets, dropped to his sides. He was in the
outside row on the boys’ side of the room. A pert little girl with
silver-white hair, golden lashes and freckles, was beside him.
She stuck out her tongue. A dark-haired, dark-skinned girl in
front of her turned, stared and sniggered. A spitball hit Marvin
on the ear and he winced. A colored boy stood in front of him.

“Now, children, all ready?”

Thirty young shoulder-pairs straightened, thirty young chests
arched, mouths opened. The class room sang. Miss Folger waved
a pencil in air.

“Good morning dear teacher good morning dear teacher . . .

Gee! What a sissy bunch. Over in Brooklyn they gave that
song up in the second grade. I’'m not afraid of these sissies.

“Window monitors, please. Now, class. Hips—firm! Arms
upward—fling! Hips—firm! Arms outward—fling! One-two,
one-two . . .”

An outflung hand caught Marvin a stinging blow on the
cheek. He turned in indignation. The boy on his right was staring

”»
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straight ahead with angelic innocence, but all the others around
were grinning.

“Smarty,” whispered Marvin. “T’'ll get you!”

“Who is whispering?”’ lilted Miss Folger. “Eyes all front.
Fingers on shoulders—place! Arms upward—fling ! One-two, one-
two. Class, seated! I hope you all had a merry Christmas and that
Santa brought you everything you asked for.”

A chorus of boos and groans at mention of the name of the
patron saint of children and thieves. Miss Folger paid no attention.

“After our long holiday I'm sure we are all eager to work.
I know I am. First we will take up arithmetic and I wonder what
child can tell us the last problem we worked on?”

Marvin was glad that arithmetic would start him off in the
new school. He would show these sissies! But what a liar the
teacher was. Why did teachers always talk in that singsong pretty-
pretty way and make believe school was fun?

“That’s right, Betty. We were dividing by hundreds. Now,
just for practice, we’ll all go to the board and I'll give a prob-
lem.”

Shuffle, stamp, push. Marvin was pinched twice. He was
crowded away from the board, wormed his way into a space, saw
there was no chalk.

“Now, the problem is to divide—make your long division
sign—{four-thousand-sev-vun-hun-dred-fift-ty by—what is it, Mar-
vin?”’

“I havent any chalk.”

“I have no chalk.”

“I have no chalk.”

“Miss Folger.”

“Miss Folger.”

“Alvin, break your chalk in half and give Marvin a piece.”

Marvin received a damp piece of chalk an inch long.

“Now I will restate the problem—

“As soon as you have finished, turn and face the class.”

Marvin worked at top speed. Finished, he wheeled and faced
front.

“Well, well, a new boy has beaten everybody. Well done,
Marvin. Class, arent you all ashamed to have a newcom—Ah,
Priscilla! And Raymond has finished. Hurry, everybody. Merle
—John—Frances—good work. William, you are the only one not
finished. I'll count to ten and then times up. . . . Times up. Now
read your answers.”

Marvin announced his result.
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“How many have the same answer?”

Hands shot up all around.

“—seventeen—twenty—twenty-three! Fine! I see we are all
going to be very proud of Marvin, our new classmate, very
proud!”

“Ya big show-off !”

Marvin dodged to the right, and into that ear was growled:

“Gonna be teachers pet, ainchu?”’

The edge was taken off his triumph.

It was all Miss Folger’s fault (Marvin thought, as he found
his desk) because she talked like a gosh-darn old ninny. All proud
of our new classmate! Holy Gee, he’d hafter fight!

More arithmetic. Then reading. Marvin was not called upon.
Spelling, then, with the boys lined up opposite the girls. Marvin
discovered that his entrance had made the division equal, fifteen
of each sex.

“Nec-es-sary. Marvin!”

“Necessary. N-e-c—"

“Go on.”

“Ne-c nec, c—no, I dont mean that—"

Glibly Beatrice, the albinesque brat, spelled the word.

“Sit down, Marvin, and open your speller.” -

(“‘Sit down, you big slob, lettin the girls win!")

“I havent—I mean, I have no speller, Miss Folger.”

“That’s right. There is one on the desk. Take that.”

The girls won, with nine standing when the last boy was
spelled down. While the girls were eliminating each other bells
clanged through the building.

“Recess ! Girls, stand ! Mark—time left—right! March!”

The girls marched into the cloakroom.

“Boys, stand! Mark—time!”

Down the slate stairs, the girls out one side of the building,
the boys another. The fresh, cold air felt good to Marvin. He
put his hands in his coat pocket and looked around, shy as a wild
animal. '

One of the boys from his room came up and stood squarely
in front of Marvin.

“Whatcher name, kid?”

“Puddin Tane. Ask me again and I'll tell—”

The boy pushed Marvin in the chest.

Another had crept up and knelt behind him. Marvin’s feet
spun into the air. He came down heavily on the gravel.
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“Hi-yi!”

“Whoopee !’

“High-divin champeen!”

Marvin got up dizzily, brushed off his clothes. The fourth-
grade boys had formed a ring around him, swelled by some
curious ones from the fifth and third.

“Whats up?”

“A new boy.”

“Oh, the delicatessen kid.”

“Hello, baloney!”

“Gimme a slice of ham!”

Marvin received a resounding thwack on the buttocks. He
lurched forward, arms wide. Somebody pushed him in the chest,
sending him reeling backward. His cap was snatched off. When
he turned to look for it, he was tripped.

Marvin was scared through and through. He wanted to cry.
He wanted his mother. He stood up, a hole in his stocking. The
skin scraped off his knee.

“Baloney! Baloney!”

“Hello, limburger!”

There was but one thing to do, and Marvin did it, although
he hated it and had to spur himself to the necessary task. He put
his head down and charged at his nearest tormentor, fists flying.
The unexpected charge made his chosen opponent retreat a pace
or two.

“Fight! Fight!”

The boys from all grades crowded up, made of themselves a
wool-faced ring of flesh.

“Go on, Fuzzy! Sock im.”

“Slice his cheese!”

Chin on chest, fists clenched, Marvin glowered through red
haze at the boy opposite. He was a stranger, and bigger than
Marvin. In his blind charge he had picked on a boy from a higher
grade. But there was no joy of combat in the other’s eyes. He
looked wildly around, tried to retreat, was thrust back. He doubled
up his fists, swung at Marvin from a distance of three feet.

Marvin felt more confident.

“Hit me, come on an hit me,” he challenged. “I dast you!”

“Sock him, Fuzzy!”

“Smear him, delicatessen!”

Ah, someone was seconding him! He had a friend. Marvin
jumped at Fuzzy, punched him in the belly. He was gripped
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around the shoulders. The antagonists fell, Marvin on top. He
slugged for the face.

“Say nough!” he panted.

Marvin did not hear the warning, did not sense the evapora-
tion of the audience. He was in a fight for the third time in his
life, and for the first time was on top.

“Leggo!” he hollered, feeling his coat-collar gripped.

Instead he was jerked to his feet. Marvin went limp, sensing
authority and adulthood in that grasp.

‘?‘So, is this the way to start your first day in school? A rowdy,
hey ?”

It was Mr. Burns..

“He—hit me—first!” blubbered Fuzzy.

“Did you hit Firman first?” .

“Well, a whole bunch was pickin on me. They hit me and
tore my stockin.”

“Answer my question! Did you hit Firman first?”

“I dunno.”

“Come to my office after school at three o’clock.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And go right to your room now.”

Marvin went, head bowed, through silent, idling boys.

Recess ended. The children filed back into the room. Again
everybody stared at Marvin. Mr. Burns came to the door, talked
to Miss Folger who eyed Marvin sadly, shaking her yellow head.

“You're gonna get it!”

“He’ll make you take your pants down.”

“I'm glad I’'m not you.”

The whispers hissed around Marvin’s ears like hail in dry
leaves.

“Attention, class! We'll go on with spelling. Tablets out.
Pencils—ready! The first word is pen-in-su-la. Remember your
geography! Pen-in—su-la!”

The noon hour was one of the busiest at the store. Marvin
made himself some sandwiches, peeling the ends of liverwurst
and blutwurst for the filling. He waited until it was five minutes
before one, and then ran all the way to school. His calculation
was exact. He arrived just in time to tag on the end of the line
marching upstairs.

In the afternoon there was history. The class showed great
concern over one Roger Williams, of whom Marvin had never
heard before. He was allowed to read the day’s lesson while the
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class recited. Geography was a review and Marvin volunteered
the chief product of Chile. There was nothing in the school books
to identify or translate guano, but someone had once told him
what it was. It was one South American item he would never
forget. In the closing half hour a new subject for the entire
class was introduced for the ensuing half-term. It was called
hy-jee-en. Marvin opened the slim volume and was immediately
fascinated by the diagrams of hearts, intestines, lungs and bones.
There was a full-page plate of an asexual human body with the
skin removed. Local deficiencies in the anatomy had been sup-
plied by some enthusiastic young artist. The first lesson was
about the-bones-of-the-body. Miss Folger read about the bones
with real dramatic effects, flexing her arms, tapping her skull,
passing a hand down her corseted hips.

The bells rang.

“Girls—rise! Mark—time! Forward—march!

“Boys—rise! Not you, Marvin! Mark—time!”

Marvin slumped in his chair. His hair and ears were tweaked
as the boys marched past to the cloakroom, but Marvin stared
at his folded hands. Presently the room was empty.

Miss Folger returned briskly. She gathered up the spelling
papers, took her hat from the cupboard, skewered it with pins.

“Marvin, I'm very sorry you spoiled your first day here by
fighting.”

Marvin gulped, hung his head lower.

“You will get the reputation of being a city tough. You
wouldnt want that to happen.”

Marvin moved his folded hands and bent a sour gaze on the
sweaty stain they had left.

“Why did you have to fight?”

“Gee, Miss Folger, they all picked on me. They said I was
a smarty, and pushed me down and tore my stocking and—and
everything.”

“Two wrongs never made a right, Marvin. You must learn
to bear and forbear, to heap coals of fire on the heads of those
that mock you.”

The vision of himself shoveling glowing embers on the scalps
of sundry bound and helpless youths made Marvin smile.

“Come with me to Mr. Burns’s office.”

Marvin rose with resignation. He was in the grip of powers
he could not combat. He trailed Miss Folger down the stairs,
into the principal’s office.
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- "Excuse me, Mr. Burns, but here is Marvin Lang.”

“Oh, yes. Tell him to sit down. Good afternoon, Miss Folger.”

Marvin sat down on a straight-backed chair and swung his
feet while the principal, back turned, wrote with a spluttery pen
in a very large manila-covered blank book. The hands of the clock
crept to a quarter past three, to half past, to twenty minutes of
four.

Mr. Burns sighed, and rose.

“Well—huh—what do you want?”’

“You wanted to see me.” Meekly.

“I want—oh, yes. You are the new boy.”

Mr. Burns’s chin pressed against his collar and his eyebrows
mounted halfway to his hair.

“You are the boy I found beating another.”

Marvin wiped his perspiring hands on his pants.

“Didnt I ?)’

“N-no, sir. Yes, sir.”

“You may have been accustomed to ganging and scrapping in
Brooklyn, but that sort of stuff doesnt go in Belle Bay.”

“No, sir. But, Mr. Burns, they started it. They—"

“Silence! It is bad enough to fight without trying tg sneak
out of it when you are caught. Lang, you will have to have a
lesson in decency and sportsmanship.”

Mr. Burns reached behind the door, took up a rubber-tipped
pointer, swished it in the air.

“Lean over and put your hands on your knees!’

Marvin obeyed. His heart was a churn and his blood was
water.

The pliant wood creased his backside. It was the first time in
his life that Marvin had been struck by anyone except another
boy, in fair fight. His hands slipped from his knees and he fell
on his face, missing the second cut of the switch.

“Get up!”

Marvin lay on the floor, his breath whistling in his gullet. He
shook his head, rubbing his nose on the rubber mat with the
motion. Burns grabbed him by the shoulder, jerked him to his
feet.

“So you are a coward, are you? You'll not stand to be hit
yourself, hey?”

“Nobody—ever whipped me—before,” Marvin whispered, and
burst into a torrent of tears to prevent which he would gladly
have heen beaten bloody.
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“Maybe that’s the trouble with you. You need a good hiding
to teach you to be orderly. I am going to write a note to your
father. It calls for an answer which you will bring me in the
morning, do you hear?”

Marvin nodded.

He stopped weeping, but could not control the periodic sobs,
too big for his throat.

“Here’s the note.”

Marvin took the folded paper, turned, made for the door.

“Come back here!”

Marvin was tempted to run, knew he could not run far enough
or fast enough to escape, ever.

“Is that how a young man leaves his principal’s office?”

Marvin stood, dumbly.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Burns!” The principal enunciated.

“Goodaffernoon, Mr. Burns!” Marvin repeated.

“Good afternoon Lang.”

Marvin walked home slowly His bottom hurt from the cut
of the whip.

“Marvin! Where have you been? Your mother is worried
to death and there’s a big order waiting for 11 Hamburg street!”

Marvin passed his father the principal’s note.

“Kept after school,” he mumbled. “Where’s the order?”

“In that box. What’s this?”

“Note.”

Marvin shouldered the box and kicked the door of the shop
open. He hoped that accidentally, what with his vision obscured
by the box and all, he would be run down at the corner, preferably
by a fire engine.

The gaslights were being lit when he reached the store again.
Father was waiting on a customer. Marvin passed through to the
kitchen.

“Oh, Marvin! In trouble the first day of school.”

“Well it wasnt my fault! A whole gang picked on me and
knocked me down. Look at my stocking. And when I hit one of
them the ole principal came along and—gee whiz!”

“Dont shout so, Marvin. You havent kissed me yet, either.”

Marvin wiped his lips on his mother’s cheek, took down his
apron and went into the store tying it on.

Father was still waiting on the same woman. But there was
someone else in the shop. Marvin blinked. It was Beatrice, she
of the blond eyelashes and strawtop, who spelled so glibly.
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“Hello, Marvin.”

“Hello.”

“Mommer wants two shillings’ worth of eggs and a quarter
pound of green tea.”

Marvin wrapped up the order.

“Forty cents.”

Beatrice gave him half a dollar. Marvin made the change.

The girl started slowly for the door, hesitated with her hand
on the latch, came back.

“Marvin,” almost a whisper. “Didja get hit?”

(‘Yes.,,

“Did he make you take your pants down?”

“He did not, the big slob. I'd like to see him make me!”

Marvin wanted to show off in front of this little girl who
was so sympathetic. She seemed rather disappointed at the padded
whipping, though.

“Gee, Marvin. He sometimes even makes the girls take their
pants down.”

“Go on! Did he ever do it to you?”

Beatrice shook her head violently. Her eyes were aswim, and
her tongue peeped between her lips.

“Mmmm.” ~

“Well, I guess I showed them I could fight.”

“Gee, I bet you did. Us girls didnt see it.”

“Say, where do you live?”

“Right next door, you big booby.”

“Next door—you mean over there?”

“Sure thing! I been in here before. I came in the first morn-
ing and bought rolls and you skinned us out of one.”

“T didn remember you at all.”

“Say, Marvin, come on over. My uncie has rabbits in the
cellar.”

“Gee, rabbits?”’

“Ooh, there’s Mommer callin.”

A flirt of skirts, and Beatrice was gone. Marvin felt two
inches taller. His behind didnt sting any more.

At nine o’clock Father closed the store. “A poor day,” he
said, scooping the money from the cash drawer, easily with one
hand. Marvin put pans and jars into the ice chest.

“I’'m sorry to hear that your principal complained on you the
very first day.”

“He’s a big—"
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“Ah! A-a-ah! Easy, now.”

“Well, it wasnt my fault.”

Marvin told his story. He started telling it with his head in
the icebox, finished in the kitchen.

“I believe Marvin.”

“But he cant fight and give us a bad name. That boy’s mother
wont trade here, and she’ll talk to her friends. Marvin, if you do
anything wrong it’s cheating your mother and father who work
and toil for you. It’s taking money out of the cash drawer.”

“Well, am I gonna stand an let em hit me?”

“Dont do anything to provoke them. Say ‘yes,” ‘sure!” It wont
hurt you.”

“Well, gee whiz, if they hit me first—"

“You go right in and tell the principal.”

“But—”

“Dont argue!”

Father searched for writing paper, hunted for the ink. There
was one sheet of paper, no ink, no envelope. He wrote in pencil.

“My dear Mr. Burns. I am very sorry to hear my Marvin
was disorderly and I assure you it will not happen again. Marvin
is usually peace loveing and well behaved but inclined to be
nervous and always a delicate boy so the excitement must of gone
to his head the first day. I think he has learned his lesson.
Yours respec’ly Carl G. Lang, Table Delicacies.”

He read it aloud.

“Maybe you ought to apoligise to the boy you hit. Find out
where he lives without fail, and we’ll go to his house tomorrow
night.”

“I aint no girl!”

“No, but you are going to be a gentleman! You cant scare off
customers, you got to learn.”

On February 1 there was $387 in the Lang account in the
Belle Bay branch of the Richmond Savings & Trust Co.

Also a pile of envelopes in the mail.

While Marvin traced a map of Europe, Father and Mother
shuffled the papers removed from the envelopes and did sums
on the backs of them.

“$387 in the bank and bills for $766!”

“But look, $300 of that is for the fixtures, and you said they
gave you ninety days. That gives us until March 15.”

“Well, then, try to see how many times $466 goes into $3871”
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“Listen, send each of them a little bit. Send them each half;
that’ll show you are trying.”

“Theres so much dead stock. Nobodys bought olives yet. We
ought to send em back.”

“We've got low on canned soups and herrings in tomato.
Those are good numbers.”

Marvin muttered darkly, took his homework away from the
table.

“We've got to economize. We must have taken in over $500
since opening. Where did it go to?”

“I suppose you think I put it on my back? I sup—"

Marvin closed the bedroom door on the debate.

Marvin went to the Methodist Sunday school on the corner.

One evening in mid-January a tall, broad-shouldered man,
redhaired and violet-eyed, with hands like a pitcher’s mitt and
huge feet made larger by arctics, had entered the store.

He waited, scanning the shelves, until the store was empty.

“Mr. Lang?”

“At your service.”

“I am the pastor of the church at the corner. My name is
Jackson.”

“Pleased to meet you, reverend.” g

“I would have come sooner, but I wanted to give you folks
a chance to get settled.” :

“I'm nicely settled now, and hope I'll please the neighbor-
hood.”

“We needed a store like this.”

“Nice of you to say so, reverend.”

“Is this your son?”

“That’s Marvin, our only child. Shake hands with the rev-
erend, Marvin.”

“Marvin, we need boys like you at our Sabbath school.”

School !

“Is your good wife at home?”

“Yes, she is, reverend. Marvin, call Mother.”

Mother came into the store, wiping water-wrinkled hands. She
had been putting the washing to soak.

“This is the Methodist parson, mother.”

“Pleased to meet you, I'm sure.”

“I came to welcome you to our little community. A little late,
I'm afraid, but Christmas is our busy season, and you know
how it is.”
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“Oh, yes, we know. Wont you come in and sit awhile?”’

“Well, then, just for a few minutes. I'd like to get ac-
quainted.”

“Marvin, you can close up.”

Marvin put out the lights in the windows; he put in the icebox
the things that needed to go in the icebox. He raked the saw-
dust on the floor, dimmed the big central globe, and went into
the living room.

“—you are affiliated with any other church.”

“Well, in Brooklyn we went to the Lutheran church and
Marvin rarely missed a day at Sunday school.”

“I see.”

“But there ain—isnt any Lutheran church in town, now, is
there ?”

“I understand there is a small group meeting in a vacant store
out on Bay Avenue. But they are Swedes, mostly. Foreigners from
the shipyard.”

“Oh. Well, then! We aint scanihoovians, ha-ha '—no, sir! My
father was in the Civil War.”

“A Boy in Blue, hey?”

“My folks are English—Scotch, that is. / was brought up in
the Presbyterian Church.”

“Is that so, Mrs. Lang! Well. We have a Presbyterian and
a Dutch Reformed church in town.”

“Well, we are all bound for the same station, if we do take
different roads, I always say.”

“Quite right, Mr. Lang. I sometimes pray that sooner or
later all the Protestant denominations will unite against the com-
mon foes.”

“Yes, there’s too much competition.”

“Well, I really must go. I hope you’ll see your way clear to
join us, both of you. And we'll expect Marvin at Sabbath school
next Sunday at eleven.”

“He’ll be there. He missed not going to Sunday school.”

Marvin went down cellar and tended furnace. What made
them think he missed Sunday school? Good grief, as if he didnt
have enough school five days a week, and work all Saturday and
afternoons and evenings. Couldnt a feller have any time to him-
self?

“Well, Marvin, it will be real nice, wont it?”

‘(Huh !’,

“You want to grow up to be a Christian, thats what. Find out
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what its all about. Besides, its bad for business, us not being seen
at some church or another.”

“Are you goin?”

“Well, now, I think it would be best if Mother and I dropped
in, some Sunday at one church, some at another, just sos not to
show any partiality. It dont pay for a storekeeper to take sides.”

So Marvin went to Sunday school, two cents in his pocket
for the collection. The school met in the basement of the church.
After two hymns and a short talk by the superintendent, who was
the paying teller at the bank, the boys and girls gathered in
groups around their teachers.

Marvin was in a group of seven boys, all in his room in the
public school. His teacher was a fat, jolly woman with iron-gray
hair, nose glasses, and a corset that creaked. Her name was Mrs.
Massina, and she was Italian. Marvin had believed Italians were
all males (who worked for the gas company) dagoes and
Catholics.

“Now, what does the story of the widows mite teach?”

“How can we use the lesson of the Good Samaritan?”

“What Jesus meant when he said it was easier for a camel to
pass through a needles eye than for a rich man to enter heaven
was that you cant get into heaven just because you are rich.
I guess none of us will have a hard time, hey, boys?”

After the group lessons there was responsive reading. The
superintendent selected a psalm and read a verse. Then the whole
Sunday school read the next verse in chorus. Then the superin-
tendent read the next verse. Sometimes he would have the girls
read one response and the boys the next.

It wasnt so bad, Sunday school, after you got there, Marvin
thought, but gee, the dressing up!

“Mother, I need a new collar. This one is busted at the
buttonhole.”

“But, Marvin, you only just got it at Christmas!”

“Well, it wore out.”

“Wont your tie hold it together?”

“But if I move my head the tie jumps off of the button and
the collar comes undone.”

“Oh, dear. Let me see it.”

There was a sort of club called the Epworth League. They
wore a “button” and couldn’t ever dance, go to a show or have
any fun. They were a bunch of prunes.

At Sunday school Marvin was taught that God (who was
Three persons) made the world in six days and loved it so that
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He gave His only begotten Son to save it, and wrote a Book
about it, every word of which was True. If you were good you
went to heaven when you died and being a Methodist was being
good. God forbade people to make graven images, to work on
Sunday and a lot of other things that pretty nearly everybody did
anyhow. From the Bible, with Mrs. Massina’s help, Marvin
learned that Jesus turned water into wine, walked on water,
raised the dead, rose from the dead and suffered so all Methodists
could go to heaven, although the Presbyterians and a few others
stood a pretty good chance. From the Bible, with the help of
some of his more advanced classmates, Marvin learned about cir-
cumcision, menstruation, fornication, sodomy, incest and whores.

At school Marvin maintained high marks in arithmetic, passing
grades in history, English, hygiene; in spelling and geography he
had his ups and downs.

He played marbles and pitched cigarette picture-cards. It was
gambling but it was fun. He had no more fights. As soon as
school was over in the afternoon he went straight home; if he
was late his mother was worried. His father also was apt to be
cross. Marvin helped tend store, made deliveries. He ate baloney
ends, bits of cheese, crumbs of butter, broken crackers, dried
apricots and prunes and had no appetite at mealtimes, so tonics
were still administered. Every Sunday morning he was given
four cents, half for the collection, half as pocket money. Custom
at the shop fell off abruptly after the first six weeks, the novelty
gone for the neighborhood. Lang’s was an emergency depot.
Marvin’s overcoat sleeves and mittens did not meet, but many
children had no mittens.

" Bums came and asked for handouts. If there were customers
present Father handed out black coffee and a roll; if no one was
in the store he gave the panhandlers nothing.

Sisters of Charity came softly once a week, hunting in pairs.
Father always gave them a loaf of yesterday’s bread and a can
of something, nodded acknowledgment of their “God bless you!”
When they left Father would observe they gave him the creeps
in their spooky getup and cats’ feet, but you had to stay on the
right side of them. Lord knows what might happen if you get
the nuns and Jesuits down on you.

The. Langs always had full bellies; that was one good thing
about the store. Each month Father paid a little on his bills from
two months before.

“Business’ll pick up in the summer.”
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“Yeah, the crowds will be comin through for the beaches.”

Spring came. The maples bloodied the sidewalks with red
blossom-corpses, the ash buds swelled, the elms made a green
froth against the sky. Marvin felt a delicious languor, sitting on
the bread box outside the store; was given sulphur and molasses,
which wasnt half bad stuff. Beatrice sklpped rope, sat on the box
beside Marvin.

“You never play.”

“Gee whiz, I got to work all the time.”

“You never came down our cellar to see the rabbits.”

“T’ll come Sunday afternoon.”

“All right. They’re funny. They lay lots of babies.”

Marvin was called inside to put on his coat.

“Gosh, mother! It’s too hot. I'll roast.”

“This is deceitful weather, Marvin. It feels warm but that's
just to fool you. It’s newmonia weather.”

Marvin went out in his coat but Beatrice was playing hop-
scotch with Johanne Sundquist.

Some boys went by with shinny sticks.

“Yea, Marv! Come on an play.”

“I cant.”

Later to his parents he proposed an advance on salary so he
could buy a shinny stick for a dime.

“Oh, Marvin, that’s such a rough game.”

“You’'ll get to going with a gang.”

“And it’s so dangerous, playing in the streets.”

“I want my son to be a man, of course. Why dont you play
baseball ?”’

“Gee, I aint got no glove, and no time either.”

“Business is slack. If there are no deliveries to make after
school you can play. You ought to be in the fresh air more.”

“Can I buy a mitt?”

“Save up your money!”

Friday afternoon Marvin went out to play baseball.

“Ya bat cross-handed.”

“You'll break ya risk.”

Marvin, gloveless, was allowed to play right field. He chased
two fouls, missed one fly. In three times at bat he struck out once,
was out at first on an easy roller to the pitcher’s box, was hit in
the ribs by a pitched ball and forced at second.

He got mud on his pants, had the two top buttons of his
blouse ripped off.

“Cant you play some game that isnt so roughhouse ?”’
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Sunday, after Sabbath school and dinner, he knocked at
Beatrice’s back door.

“Kin I see the rabbits?”’

“Ooh, you bet.”

“Gee, it’s dark down here.”

“You can see the rabbits, though. They’re by the window.”

Marvin saw a dozen twinkling noses, gleaming red eyes;
smelled the sharp lepine stench. Beatrice stood very close to him.

“They lay babies lots.”

“Y'eah ?’)

“Once I seen one hop on top of another.”

“Yeah?”

“Are you ticklish?”

“No; why?”

“I am. I dare you to tickle me.”

“What’s the fun? Lets go upstairs. I dont like the smell.”

Vacation time arrived. Marvin was promoted to the fifth
grade. The nigger boy was left back.

“Suppose on Saturdays and Sundays we made a lot of san-
wiches and wrapped them in paper napkins. I bet Marvin could
sell a lot on the beach.”

The beach; Marvin had been to it twice. Once with some boys
who went to test the water and found it cold and dirty; once
when all went in swimming but Marvin, who watched their
clothes.

“You lay chicky for us, see?”

Sunday morning, after Sunday school closed, Marvin took the
big chip basket in which the rolls were usually kept and went
down to the beach. As he crossed the car line he saw crowds get-
ting off a trolley and trailing off down Schurz Avenue, which
continued down to the bay.

Red earth grew salty with sand, then came sand in which
coarse grasses grew and rustled. Rows of boxlike houses eaves to
eaves, without back yards at all. Smell of sea and kerosene.
Bathing suits flopping on washlines strung across 4 by 8 porches.
Slatted wooden sidewalks half buried in sand. Men in shirt sleeves,
carrying blue serge coats, handkerchiefs tucked inside their col-
lars. Women in starched white skirts, held above the sand. Beer
bottles and greasy papers. Children in button shoes, boys in white
linen suits; girls in white dresses, petticoats and drawers, visible
in so many layers. Children in bathing suits, children in under-
wear. Children with tin pails with American flags lithographed
on the sides.
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Some of the houses were tents. The row facing the water
was of more pretentious structure than the back ranks. They had
scrollwork at the cornices and some had names: “Dew Drop Inn”
and “Co-zee Corner.” There were eating places; a Japanese place
where rice cakes, waffles, sesame candy and souvenirs were sold;
a German place where beer, soft drinks and sandwiches, hot corn,
were served. A shooting gallery, a ring-toss game, a row of
penny-in-the-slot Columbia phonographs with ear tubes, a dip-
the-dip ride.

The beach was dotted with men, women, children. A rotten
old pier, sagging badly, was employed as dressing room for
groups of young men. It served in the same degree that a pillow
over the head serves as protection against lightning. The women-
folk kept their backs politely turned, jerked their children’s heads
around. Women undressed their children on the sand. Men in
knee-length bathing suits, showing hairy chests and backs,
pranced into the greasy surf.

It was congenial, gemuetlich, lively, democratic.

Marvin thought it was swell.

He put his basket down and sat in the sand. Whenever any-
one passed close he looked up and asked mildly, “Sanw1tch L

“Whaddaya got, kid?”

“Ham, Swiss cheese and corn beef.”

They were five cents apiece.

““Ma-ma-a! Buy me a sannitch!”

“We got moren you can eat in the basket.”

Marvin sold eleven sandwiches by one o’clock, mostly te
young, unattached males. He ate one himself. That left a dozen
to dispose of. A policeman, who had been patrolling the beach,
came out of the German beer garden wiping his mustache, straight
to Marvin.

“Hey, whaddaya doon?”

“Sellin sanwitches.”

“Got a peddler’s license ?”

“N-no, sir!”

“Thin git to hell off the beach, see? No peddlin allowed.”

Marvin walked slowly up Schurz Avenue. Near the car line,
just below the Methodist church, he sat down on the curb. People
were still straggling down to the beach. He sold one sandwich;
around four o’clock the ebb set in, people hurrying to catch the
trolley. Sunburned, cross, stockings full of sand; children upset
from the sun and sweets.
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At five o’clock Marvin sold another sandwich. The customer
unwrapped the grease-soaked paper. The sandwich drooped in his
hand like a piece of flannel.

“Wotzis? A cellerloid sandwich?”

“No, sir. Swiss cheese.”

“It tastes like crap.”

The man threw the warm, limp bread into the gutter and
walked off without demanding his nickel back. When he was safely
lost in the crowd waiting for the trolley Marvin shouldered his
basket and ran home.

Father was opening the shop for the evening.

“I sold thirteen!”

“No profit in that. The leftovers are no good. We'll have to
eat them for supper.”

“And a cop chased me. I got to have a license.”

“Why did you let him chase you? Why didnt you stand your
ground? Did you tell him who you were?”

“No. He said I had to get the aitch out of there.”

“T’ll have to see if I can get some pull, that’s all.”

Marvin played ball; visited the beach early of mornings and
pulled off his clothes under the old pier and went in bathing. He
never got wet above the waist unless someone tripped him, ducked
him. He hated the taste of the bay water, was afraid to get it in
his nose and eyes. He kept his bathing excursions a secret from
his parents for fear they would forbid them, until one day he
found his shoelaces knotted, his shirt sleeves tied and soaked in
salt water. He had to run home, barefoot and in his undershirt.
To his surprise Father laughed; Mother, fuming at the rascality
of children without proper upbringing, did not forbid revisiting
the beach.

“Dont go in over your head.”

Most unnecessary advice.

Marvin began suddenly to grow. His shirt cuffs were midway
to his elbows, the drawstrings at the waist did not help keep
contact between blouse and pants. It was agreed that “the child
needs clothes.”

“Cn I have long pants?”’

“Long pants! My God, and him not twelve.”

He went on needing clothes. Plenty of time for a new suit
when school opens. Besides, times were getting harder.

Women began asking for credit again. They had asked that
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from the beginning, and Marvin had been instructed always to
point to the sign which proclaimed “In God We Trust Nobody
Else.”

“If they dont get credit here theyll go somewheres else.”

“Yes, but we still have the goods they would of hung us up
for.”

But Father bought a ledger at the stationery store and allowed
familiar and hitherto good cash customers to have credit. The
list grew.

Women would come in and pay something on account. Then
when the bill grew awkwardly long they would stay away, walk
on the far side of the street, until some evening an appearance
would be made with a $5 bill.

“Hello, Mr. Lang. Will you deduct this from what I owe?”

“There was no hurry, Mrs. Probst.” Polite lie. “Is there any-
thing else I can do you for—ha ha. The cut of ham is nice, right
down the middle without fat.”

“Hm, I'll take a dime’s worth.”

Mrs. Probst walked out with $2.63 worth of food, but there
was an unexpected and badly needed $5 bill in the cash drawer.

“Hello, Lang.”

“Good evening, Mr. Swartz.”

“Dropped by to pay you a liddle something. Got a job paintin
over at Dongon Hills.”

“No hurry at all, Mr. Swartz. Any times convenient.”

““Ja hear about that fine some judge plastered onto John D.?
Over two millyan dollars!”

“Ya dont say. That’s a lot of dough even for Stannard Oil.”

“It’s time them trusts was busted up.”

“Leave it to Teddy. He oughta be re-elected.”

The Roosevelt Admiration League went into session and Mr.
Swartz went away forgetting to pay on his bill.

Marvin played cops and robbers, Injans and cowboys, baseball.
He cowered in thunderstorms. “God is angry, that’s why 1t
thunders. I hope you got a clean conscience, Marvin.”

“Gee, mother, I didnt do a thing.”

“Keep away from the stove, it attracts lightnin.”

And suddenly Marvin found girls utterly distasteful. He
hated their ability to make insulting faces, hated the way they
quarreled shrilly with each other, scorned their namby-pamby
games. Kaffeeklatsch, with tepid sweetened water poured into
thimble-size cups! Dolls! Dressing up!

-
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“Looka the golen rod. It’s yeller. That means school soon.”

“Then can I have long pants?”
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