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ONE

The anger of the sudden storm had been dispelled from the clouds,
and the wind made the most of the respite, blowing and veering,
buffeting them into odd shapes and chasing them all over the sky. Blue
patches appeared, lit up by the sun and by the reflection of fiery blows
rising from the earth below.

Hammers were ringing on the anvil, clear and solemn like weighty
bells of precious bronze. The clanging woke a sheltering stork. With
joyful flapping of wings, it found a favorable current and took the
shortest way home to the nest. Swooping over the church steeple,
over scattered shingle roofs and tin roofs, it rose in the air for one
more view of the little town among the hills and then dipped steeply,
stralght for the nest, encouraged by the children calling from the
road: “Storks are homing, babies coming!” The great black and
white bird lowered its legs, gave a last flap of its wings, and settled
on the untidy nest near the smithy.




This left the children free to watch the bearded smith in his big
leather apron and to admire his bold sleight of hand as he seized the
animal’s leg. The startled foal jerked its head and reared, struggling
to escape the relentless grip. The mare harnessed to a farm cart a
few feet away neighed angrily, but the foal resisted the fire and the
paring knife.

Wisps of blue smoke twisted up from the scorched hoof. “Scram!”
The smith turned on the children. “Get out of here and find some-
place else to play.” As if they were in his way! Still, it was never wise
to be around when Balko the smith got worked up, and so the kids
went off. . '

“Hell-fire and brimstone,

Let the smith pass;

The pony’s broken loose
And kicked him in the ass!”

They chanted in chorus; he wasn’t going to get away with it. One
voice started and the rest took it up, even the tiniest. There were seven
of them, barefoot little urchins falling over each other as they chased
round—the town crier’s grandchildren from the yard, the tobacconist’s
kids, and some from the neighboring cottageé. One of the girls, pig-
tail flapping and her skirt above her knees, was hopping along with
a jump rope.

The children started chasing each other, jumping up and down and
squealing as they swerved round the linden trees on the edge of the
sidewalk. The smallest of the lot, a freckled boy of six or so with
short, bristly hair, tried to get possession of the jump rope by tickling
the back of the girl's neck, just under the plait of hair. She hung on
to her precious toy, and they started a tug of war, back and forth,
pulling and tugging, the others taking sides and shouting encourage-
ment, until all at once the boy jerked backward and sat down. Laughter
and wails mingled, and the children disappeared like thieves behind
the yard gate.

The little girl was left on the street, skipping first on one foot and
then on the other and then both together. She stood still for a

minute, pitying a little donkey drawing a huge barrel of stable ma- -

nure. The poor little thing could hardly put one foot before the
other; it was no use, the driver’s yelling “Gee up! Gee up!” as though
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he wanted to see how high he could drive his own voice up, to en-
courage himself. It was hot, and the sun beat mercilessly down.

The sound of the boys shouting in the yard brought the girl in
after them with a hop, a skip, and a jump; she went over to the ladder
and the dog kennel, hens and chickens clucking and flapping round
her feet, and did not stop until she had reached the line of snowy
wash hanging between two old walnut trees.

The carpenter appeared in the shadow of the half-open door on
the other side of the yard. The children could not be sure Brtko's
wife would not appear, too, heftier and more to be feared. Brtko
scratched behind one ear, wondering, probably, whether to bother to
hear his wife out to the end.




“It won’t cost you anything and they can’t bite your head off.”
Her voice came from within the kitchen.

“We'll see,” he answered. “It's no good forcing things, Eveline,
and 'm not going on my knees to them, neither.”

He stepped out.

The dog squeezed out between his master’s felt boots and shot
over to the children on the grass. He was a mongrel, white with a
yellow smudge over one eye.

As the door slammed, the little girl’'s voice rose in greeting: “Praise
be to the Lord!”

Brtko the carpenter turned to face the children, one hand making
sure his folding rule was in its right place in his back pocket. The
children said nothing. The carpenter straightened his baize apron
over his chest and scratched his short hair thoughtfully. “For ever
and ever, amen,” he mumbled in the direction of the little girl
crouching on the grass with the rest, watching the scene as though it
were a play.

“Essence!” Brtko called the dog to him, and they went out of the
yard together. A train whistled not far off.

The smith at his open forge was too busy to break off and chat
with him, even if Brtko had had it in mind to stop; but he was in a
hurry, too. As he passed the low cottage windows, he glanced in and
the shadowy rooms seemed uncared-for and deserted.

There was something up, although nobody else in the street seemed
to notice it. Even the dog looked up at his master, puzzled. Brtko
checked up on the time, in case he had made a mistake, and shook
his head uncomprehendingly. All the years he had lived near the
station he had never known them to close the level crossing at this
hour bf the day.

It was a train—a special train, not in the timetable, and it roared
past as though the engine driver were afraid he'd be in for it if he
didn’t reach the end of the world before sunset.

Brtko and the dog stepped back a few paces. Dust and noise came
switling out from under the wheels, and the military train blocked
their view of the main street continuing beyond the line. Essence
gave vent to his dissatisfaction in short barks, but in the dreadful
uproar Brtko could not hear him; he could only see the angry jerking,
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and it irritated him all the more. Trucks loaded with guns and
manned by soldiers in camouflage uniforms flickered and clattered
past them.

At last the brake van at the end of the train roared away out of
sight, and they both felt relieved. The sun came out from behind the
clouds.

The one-armed tobacconist was sitting beneath his enamel ToBac-
CONIST AND NEWS AGENT sign, staring out at the sleepy street. It was
all he could do to keep awake in the afternoons; as soon as the days
grew warm, he would drag his shabby old cane chair out and sit in
the sun. He came awake slowly, not realizing at once that the dog
was by him. “Bad dog, you,” he said with a little smile.

“Hi there, Gejza,” the carpenter called out.

“Woke me up, he did—the devil take him. You're not getting any-
thing out of me today.”

The man smiled as the dog pricked up his ears, looking from one
to the other as if he knew it was all put on for his benefit.

“Not even a pinch of backy for a pipe?”

“Not a single pinch.”

“Not even enough to roll a fag?”
“No »

“Oh, come on, just one.”

“NO b3}

“Not even a fag end?”

“No, no, no!”

Then came the culminating point of the scene: as the tobacconist
repeated his determined refusal, Essence gave three short, sharp
barks, and the two friends laughed at the success of the joke.

Essence sat up and begged, softening the tobacconist’s heart. Brtko
took three cigarettes from the case generously held out toward him
and slipped them into his breast pocket.

Between the butcher’s shop and the municipal weighbridge the
dogs were waiting for their share of the bones. The horse-drawn
cart had come out of the slaughterhouse yard, and it was high time.
Today there was a bigger pack than usual—rumors of a generous
hand must have been spread from kennel to kennel all over the town.
The dogs were getting irritable and worrying the mare, for the
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heightened rivalry made a tension in the air; growling angrily and

impatiently, they demanded their customary rights.

The butcher’s assistant stood in the doorway in his white apron, a
bow! on his hip, and waited for the right moment to throw the next
lot of bones into the middle of the pack.

Brtko was uneasy and took good care to keep an eye on Essence,
the only dog not rushing at the prize. He stood there waiting for the
word, hard though it was. “Go!” Brtko gave the order at a moment
when the dogs were all busy with another lot of bones and failed to
notice one that had fallen to one side. Essence leaped through the
air and landed right on his target.

“Good times ahead, it seems like,” said the butcher, dreamily watch-
ing the busier end of the street, near the square.

Brtko turned expectantly as the sound of a trumpet rang out. The
trumpeter—as yet unseen though audible indeed—seemed to be
intent on drowning the noise of the street with his blaring instrument.
Obviously this was no ordinary occasion. The dragoons had only
been quartered in the town a few days before.

The people on the sidewalks stood still, and the windows blossomed
with woinen’s fair-haired and dark heads and smiling girlish faces.
The“trumpet sounded even louder, and round the corner came a village
priest riding a bicycle. Behind him, as though the figure in a cassock
had a sdcret mission to show the soldiers which way to follow, rode
an officer, erect in the saddle. Then down the narrow trough of the
street flowed the stream of hussars, two by two, in time to the march,
as though the most important thing in the world was the impression
they were making on the onlookers and the remarks being passed
on the elegance of their bearing.

With smiling faces, the dragoons returned the greetings waved
from the windows and sidewalks, but the trumpeter blew down the
sounding brass with cheeks puffed out, no thought for the approving
nods and cries of the onlookers, no eye for Brtko and his dog, not even
for the barefoot imps of mischief.

Into the thud of hooves, the sound of the church bells fell softly.
There were three gray pigeons on the steeple roof, and the hands of
the black clock on the shaded side of the steeple pointed to five.

In the middle of the busy street, Brtko stopped to compare his




watch with the steeple clock and then felt free to enjoy the sight
of people strolling up and down Main Street; things were livelier
now.

For a while he watched the carefree boys with their girls in flowered
dresses. Then his gaze came to rest on an extraordinary hat; the
wearer was taking her little dog for a walk, and the worst of it was
that Brtko had forgotten all about his. The lady was disgusted:
“Keep him on the lead, can’t you? Tessie, Tessie darling, come along
nicely, now. There’s a good girl. Shoo!”

It was nothing but a harmless flirtation, limited on the part of
Essence to a few sniffs and longing glances. Brtko begged pardon in
endless apologetic bows and embarrassed smiles, backing helplessly
into a stroller. Then, seized by a sudden interest in the curly-headed
baby in the baby carriage, he tickled it under the chin, making
funny noises and snapping his fingers for his own delight as much
as for the mother’s. Essence was at his heels, displaying an equally
fascinated interest in a black and white flock of nuns tripping with
shy feet hidden beneath full skirts and fingers clasped round their
rosaries. Eight of them, two by two, passed along Main Street, and
the people made way for these women who had forsworn the things
of this world. Brtko ran a finger round under his collar trying to dig
out the curiously uneasy feeling it gave him to think about them.

His carpenter’s ear detected in the noise around him the familiar
ring of axes, the thud of hammers, and the groan of planes. This
clatter so dear to his heart was coming from a timber pyramid soaring
up in the middle of the square, an amazing monument to pride and
arrogance, its gleaming white tip high above the tops of the chestnut
trees round the square.

The pyramid thrust up and up as though pushing out a white
tongue to lick the blue paint off the sky. Brtko slapped his knee and
whistled through his fingers, for this was one of those moments when
he wanted the dog by his side.

Essence seemed to have decided he had had enough of waiting for
his hesitant master and set out to point the way forward himself.
From time to time he turned to make sure he had not gone too far
ahead. Bumping against a soldier’s jack boot and rubbing softly against
a girl’s calf, he sat down on his slim rump and pricked up his ears.
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“After him, boys!”

“Come on, let’s get 'im!”

They might mean him; he had better he careful. Even Brtko felt
in his self-conscious way that they might mean him. It was only a
game, after all—the boys showing off in front of their girls. Brtko
scratched the dog’s ears and put on a determined, decided expression,
tossing his head. “Ice cream, ice cream” came from a sunburned
fellow in a red fez, pushing his ice-cream cart almost at the double,
and furiously ringing the little brass bell tied to the handlebar. “Ice
cream! Ice cream!” Then Brtko left behind him the tinkling bell and
the hoarse cries of the local Turk.

He explored the one open edge of the square with careful attention,
as though he and his dog had been given a secret mission to record
the smallest detail concerning the building of the pyramid. Brtko
seemed to be calling on all his powers of invention and his crafts-
man’s skill in order to commit to memory the testimony he would
later be called upon to render. He made a conscientious note of the
comings and goings on the framework, considered the breadth of the
base and the way one story was being built on the one below. From
this distance, he could not recognize the faces of the men working
there, but he could see them passing beams and planks in driving
haste. Against the white of the scaffolding, they looked like great big
black ants.

Brtko knew well enough what a job it must be to set up a monster
like that. The very proportions of this pyramid suggested a pagan
Moloch overwhelming mere man with awe. The carpenter made
no secret of his admiration; or was it just the uneasiness that we feel
when faced with some vast exotic creature, unknown and therefore
incalculable, that made him walk more quickly?

He had made the round of the square and suddenly did not know
what to do next. He stretched out a hand toward the pyramid and
then, catching the eye of a chimney sweep grinning from ear to ear,
pretended to be fumbling with a button. He hesitated, a prey to that
feeling of uneasiness again. What was he to do with those hands of
his? He looked down at his blistered palms and up at the pyramid
and down at his hands again, and in powerless anger he struck out at

the dog.
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Shocked by this unexpected attack, Essence growled and bared his
teeth at his master. With his tail between his legs he disappeared in
the crowd, hurt to the quick.

A great pile of panels lay there, unloaded that very day or perhaps
but an hour or so ago. Brtko clambered halfway up, testing the quality
of the material, tapping here and there, assessing how hard and
seasoned the timber was, measuring the thickness of the panels and
sniffing in their good smell.

Then he called the dog to him.

Essence did not intend to be dragged away from what he had
discovered. It was even a dangerous business, trotting about on that
polished slab of marble, and there were many remarkable features to
be observed on the stone monument lying overturned under the
chestnut tree. There were words cut in the marble:

Josef Turna

Mikulas Gazda

Emil Bruder

Gave their lives for Freedom.

His head to one side, the dog seemed to understand what he read.
He listened for his master’s whistle, and, when he thought he had
the direction right, he sat up and begged, waving his paws wildly, as
if expecting a reward. What could he expect from the giggling chil-
dren and indifferent grownups parading past? Essence lifted a leg
and sent a thin stream over the stone, then ended his performance
with a neat jump down. All he cared about now was not to annoy
anyone; nose to the ground, he picked up his master's scent and
pushed his way through the legs of the throng to where the carpenters’
benches stood under the open sky.

It was just at this moment that the crowd parted to make way for
an important person: a tall man accompanied by two of the Hlinka
guards was approaching from the sidewalk. Catching sight of him,
Brtko drew back hesitantly and mingled with the crowd. He had really
come here meaning to meet Marcus Kolkocky and tell him what he
thought of him, but he had soon changed his mind. With his hangers-
on round him and the crowd about, Marcus Kolkocky was far too busy
to notice an insignificant little man in a carpenter’s apron. He stretched
out his hand and pointed at the tip of the pyramid, looking very
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pleased with himself. He ran a hand over the scaffolding, slapped the
bearded carpenter on the back, and listened to the report made by
the foreman, a small fellow in an open-necked shirt. The report on
progress seemed to be satisfactory, and Kolkocky was able to proceed
to the most important moment in his tour of inspection. He ran up the
wooden steps and onto the pyramid, and then he appeared in the
second story and waved to the crowd below. Brtko followed the gaze
of the rest of the crowd. He hated Kolkocky and yet he knew what
the commander had it in his power to grant by a mere wave of his
hand. Never, never would he lower himself to ask a favor of the
man. Standing here so far below him, Brtko realized that quite clearly,
and his regret and powerless fury were written in his face, while the
people round him could laugh and take life easy.
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TWO

Eveline could not resist unloading herself on her husband; she made
no bones about what she thought at the best of times, and why spoil
the pleasure of a good row?

“They're all better off than we are,” she burst out, and the shortness
of her complaint may also have been due to the difficulty of pronounc-
ing a longer speech kneeling on one knee by the fire. She was picking
out red-hot coals for the smoothing iron.

“It’s not a bit of good giving you good advice; you always know
better. Why don’t you better yourself like Skablo and Petrus and the
rest of them? You wouldn’t do such a thing, would you? Why don’t
you find work? That wouldn't be like you, would it? Why don’t you
whistle their tune? Think you'd choke on it?”

Now that the iron was as full of coals as it could be, she was free to
watch the effect of her words. Her free hand straightened the print
frock under her apron and tried to pull it down to cover her bare
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knees. Her clothes were tight and narrow and threatening to burst
at the seams with the robust vitality of her body. Even the sloppy
old slippers seemed too tight for her feet.

She threw the poker into the corner, but not even that clatter
roused her husband. There was nothing she could do to disturb his
calm, so deeply was he engrossed in what he was doing, and what—
she was convinced—was as pointless as everything else he did. Perhaps
he really did want to get the last bit of engrained dirt off the cracked
washbowl. He was sitting on a bench with the bowl between his
knees as though he were soldering a patch on it, but all he was doing
was wasting her precious scouring powder, rubbing away obstinately
with a bit of rag. She shook a hand in his direction in helpless fury.
“What's the use?” And Brtko did not bother to lift his head as he
waved in her direction.

“Carry on, carry on your own way. I don’t interfere with you, and
don’t you interfere with me.” He went on rubbing the washbowl
clean.

“Tust you wait, I'll give you interference!” she raged, and ran out
of the kitchen. She did not go far. The iron in her upraised hand, she
paused on the doorstep looking round the yard as though she wanted
to light her way across. The dog licked her bare leg in passing and
got a kick for his pains. “You filthy beast!” The wind in the branches
of the walnut trees drowned his whimper, and his white legs pattered
off into the shadows. Eveline swung the iron, and then the coals,
glowing as she swung them through the air, blinked through the
holes in the sides of the iron and made a fiery path in the deserted,
commonplace evening air.

She seemed to Brtko to have worked off her anger, and the angry
stamping of her feet seemed but the echo of their quarrel; but in fact
she was reminding him of her presence.

Tono Brtko looked determined not to notice anything his wife did
or said. Standing by the fire, he was scooping warm water into the
bowl on the floor, using a little pan. He watched the stream of water
falling and splashing, like a child who has discovered something
that is not only harmless, but a pleasure as well.

“Stop splashing!” Eveline shouted at him. “You're worse than a
kid.” Then she gave up; there was no use wasting her breath, and
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there was enough ironing in the basket to keep her going till midnight.

The stream of water falling from the pan struck the bottom of the
bow! and then rose in a geyser of spray and steam. He felt like an
artist creating a great work, something that called for passionate con-
centration and endless patience. He had taken off his boots and
tucked his trousers up above his knees, and now he took his jacket
off as well. With a tentative finger he tested the heat of the water
in the bowl and added a pan of cold. From beginning to end this was
a ceremony that could not be carried out in rush and haste but called
for conscious enjoyment of measured gestures. Carrying the bowl of
water over to the bench, he wiped the floor round it, pulled it nearer
to his feet, and threw a wary glance at his wife as he sat down. He
wanted to make sure he was going to be allowed to enjoy his foot bath
right to the last moment, or else be ready for the attack on his freedom
that was being prepared. He was not at all sure. Just as he lifted
his feet, Eveline banged the iron down on the upturned saucepan
she used as an iron stand, rested her hands on the ironing board like
an orator about to address the throng, thrust her imposing bust for-
ward, and let go:

“No sense, that's what's the matter with you, not a grain of sense.
Everybody knows it, it’s only you don’t know yet that all you have to
do is open your great mouth and yell on-the-watch and theyll run
to set you up fine. You're the only one who's fool enough to keep out
of their way; you're the fool that doesn’t know a thing; it's always you
as can't help it. . .

She followed it up with one more hopeless sigh. “It was an un-
lucky hour indeed when the good Lord punished me by tying me
to a fool for the rest of my days!”

Brtko had finally decided not to let himself be drawn. Leaning
back against the wall with his arms crossed and his feet in the steam-
ing bowl of water, he half closed his eyes and let himself dream that
his wife’s reproaches were aimed at somebody else, somebody he didn’t
even know. Warm water has the miraculous power of driving worries
right away; it was sheer enjoyment, and it washed the poison right out
of that insistent voice.

And yet he suddenly spoke to her: “Say, Eveline, d'you know

what?” His voice was mild and he looked like a man who has found
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the answer he wanted at last. Then he lost the thread; fumbling for
a cigarette in his jacket pocket, he drew the lighted match toward his
lips and his eyes widened. At that moment a furious barking outside
the house startled him. He lifted his feet out of the water and poised
them in mid-air, listening; there was no doubt about it—steps were
passing the window and approaching the door.

The two of them looked toward the door as an impatient knocking
demanded entrance.

“Come in,” Eveline called out, and Brtko blew on his match.

Perhaps it was the shock that did it. Eveline put her iron down,
but instead of standing it on the upturned saucepan she used as a
stand, she put it on the blanket folded over the ironing board
balanced precariously on two chair backs. The door swung open, and
there stood Marcus Kolkocky, local commander of the Hlinka guards,
and his wife, Rose, Eveline Brtko’s sister.

The new arrivals stood stock-still, as if stopped in their tracks in
a wild dash begun in a moment of folly. Everybody looked embar-
rassed, taken by surprise and not sure what the outcome of this
sudden confrontation was going to be.

Kolkocky’s smile, assumed for the occasion, died away; he had
expected to be greeted with open arms, and the inexplicable fixity
of the pair in the kitchen made an unfortunate impression on him.

Things look very different when a moment of tension makes us see
them as others do, and Eveline’s glance as she recovered from her
surprise was full of shamefaced excuses. Her eyes roamed from one
piece of evidence of slovenliness to another: the embarrassing poverty
of the striped sheets on the unmade bed, the yellowish gleam of the
pale electric-light bulb on a row of bottled tomatoes on the dresser,
the pile of unwashed saucepans in the sink that the newcomers’ sharp
eyes did not miss. She felt as though the iron in front of her was
burning into her skin, and, catching sight of her husband with his
feet in the washbowl, she would have liked nothing better than to
hurl it at him. How eloquent were those well-licked plates and the
overturned saltcellar on the oilcloth of the kitchen table! In those few
seconds Eveline registered the elegance and trim superiority of her
sister, with the silver-fox fur and the wonderful hat, the discreet gleam
of smiling, gold-filled teeth, and the violet velvet dress with its V
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neck. She was daintily clean and well kept, and glittering with beads
and earrings. Hastily, as if she had just remembered it, Eveline tore
off her pinafore, and she would have torn off her print dress, too, if
she could. Now she could compare the two men, her husband and
her sister’s, and she could not bear to look at the one sitting there
motionless with his shoulders hunched up, looking like a scared
tortoise faced with unexpected catastrophe.

If annoyance or a sudden inspiration had not made Brtko splash
about in the water with his feet, perhaps Kolkocky would not have
burst into that loud laugh of his. He raised his bulging brief case
high above his head in both hands, like a weight lifter triumphantly
determined to break all records. “We've come to your rescue! It’s
high time you pulled yourselves together. Rescue, my dear in-laws,
that’s what we're after, rescue is what we've brought you!” His voice
resounded over their heads as if they were drowning and floundering
among broken ice. The hand was out—they had only to catch hold
of it.

“Rose, darling! Is it really you? I can’t believe my eyes!” Eveline
gulped with emotion across the ironing board. Her hands fluttered
desperately in the air, waving away the embarrassment between them.
“Oh, I'm so terribly glad you've come.”

Her voice grew more convincing as sincerity came to the surface,
hope began to glimmer, and dreams that might come true seemed
promisingly near.

Rose Kolkocky was not to be outdone in gushing affection. “My
dearest little sister! How I'd like you to believe I've never forgotten
you for an instant!”

The tapping of high heels grew hurried. The two sisters tried to
make their joy even more certain in convulsive embraces, broken
sobs, shrill squeals, flattering admiration, and mutual assurances that
never, never again would anything in the world come between them.

“You're as pretty as ever, Eveline. Every time I caught sight of you
I was ashamed we'd let such a trifle come between us . . . I don't
know what came over us . . . You haven't changed a bit!”

“You're looking well, yourself, Rose. What a lovely hat! Did you
buy it at Imrich’s? Let me have a good look at you, now.”

As the cries of mutual admiration died down, curiosity rose in its
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place; they held each other at arm’s length, as when the partners in a
czardas take a good look at each other before whirling round again
in even wilder tempo.

“Before you lose your heads altogether, take a look at this!” Marcus
Kolkocky shouted, and started waving his bulging brief case about
again like a railway man trying to stop a hurtling locomotive in the
darkness with his lantern. Every movement brought a white shirt
cuff peeping out, and a gold watch glittering underneath it—or was
it the dazzling sparkle of his diamond rings?

Tono Brtko ran a hand over his sweating forehead, eyes, and
face and in his uneasiness tipped his bowl of water over.

The water trickled gaily over the wooden floor in little streams.
Marcus Kolkocky's laughter was like a cold shower: “A flood!” he
hooted. “A flood! Help, help, we're drowning! Take to the boats!” He
hopped about between the puddles on tiptoe, taking care not to splash
himself with this miserable poverty, holding up his trouser legs and
yelling: “Help! Help! A flood!”

“Mother of God! If that isn’t just like him! It's no good my telling
him don’t wash your feet in the kitchen, don’t splash it all about here,
don’t spill the water, why don’t you take it out in the yard. . . . It's
no good; whatever you say and whatever you do, it’s all the same.
.. . Here’s a chair; do sit down now, please. I'll have things straight
in no time. What a mess!” Eveline clutched her head in her hands,
looked round wildly, jumped this way and that, and finally got hold
of a bucket and a floorcloth. “Now that’s it, for heaven’s sake sit
down and make yourselves at home, won’t you?”

Rose clasped her hands in horror, her eyes nearly falling out of
her head: “Fire! Look, over there!”

She pointed to the ironing board, where smoke was rising from
the folded blanket where the iron rested on it.

Barefoot, Brtko dashed across the kitchen and threw the remain-
ing water in his bowl over the iron. There was a hissing sound and
a cloud of steam rose from the cloth, hiding the others and revealing
only shadowy figures jumping about the place; they were coughing
and snatches of exclamations came through.

“Bravo, Tono, bravol We'll have to put you in charge of the fire
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“Open the door first!”

“We'll be suffocated in here!”

“Mind your hair, ladies!”

“Phew, what a smell!l”

The hectic laughter, at times spontaneous and at times forced, had
gradually died down and receded before a ceremonial which called
for dignity if not for admiration. Even their feet below the table were
calmer now, except for a pair of bare feet with toes sticking out,
rubbing one against the other as if to call each other to order and
behave appropriately in the rapidly achieved tidiness of the kitchen
and in the presence of such grand guests. There would no longer be
any need for Eveline to subdue her radiant smile; her unruly hair had
been forced into its bun, and in her new jumper she looked more
festive. Her plump hands, lying on the table, were longing to
caress all the magnificent gifts. Rose, too, could hardly hide her
satisfaction at being the bearer of so much generosity. “I looked after
the food and Marcus bought the drinks,” she confided cheerfully,
putting her hat at a fetching angle.

Brtko was the only one who appeared deep in thought, as if some
vital problem was racking his brain; he ran his fingers through his
short-cropped hair.

“And it's not just any old stuff to drink either,” said Marcus, and
brought out of the brief case on his lap a third bottle to join the two
on the table. “Just take a look at this,” he chanted like a conjurer,
“Just see for yourselves.” The bottles passed from hand to hand, and
the variegated labels were duly acknowledged. “French brandy, real
French brandy.” Marcus made sure they realized it. “That’s the sort
of stuff only brass hats get hold of these days. This is cheese from
Holland, and that's—"

“Spanish sardines,” Rose twittered delightedly, and went on:
“We've even brought a bit of butter . . .”

“. . . and some sugar and rice and rum,” Marcus broke in. We'll
drink like sailors getting into port, and drink to our in-laws. May they
make their fortune!”

“And think nothing but good of us,” Rose added in sentimental
tones.

“Let bygones be bygones,” Marcus went on, laying food out on the
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table. “We'll turn over a new leaf; things are looking up. We've never
had it better, so help me, and it'll be better still before it finishes.”

The brief case was empty now and flew in an arc from his hand to
the corner of the room.

“Didn’t I always say so?” Eveline was moved. “Mark my words,
Tono, blood is thicker than water. The good Lord has shown great
mercy on our family. He’s raised Marcus to high office, and He
won't let you go on slaving over your carpenter’s bench forever. We've
had rough words in the past, but—God forgive us—we've made it up.
Didn’t I say so, many a time?”

She turned to her husband with sudden determination:

“Get the wedding set out of the cabinet, go on, get a move on—
and glasses. Don't forget to wipe them first! I can’t even begin to
tell you how happy I am . . .”

With her finger to her lips, Rose indicated that a great moment had
come. She unfastened the magnificent piece of costume jewelry she
wore round her neck, enjoying this opportunity for ostentatious
generosity. Getting solemnly to her feet, she put it round her sister’s
neck and fastened it there, her little fingers raised delicately.

Eveline half closed her eyes in luxurious ecstasy, raising her hands
as if to abandon herself completely to this unheard-of pleasure, letting
dreams of wealth unfold behind her lowered lids. She came back to
earth as her sister kissed her on both checks. Feeling the trinket be-
tween her fingers, she stammered her thanks: “A valuable thing like
this . . . what a wonderful present . . . how can we ever repay
you?”

“What's that? Repay what?” Brtko shouted, but fortunately nobody
took any notice of his protests.

The cork popped and drink gurgled into the glasses.

“Let’s stand and drink a toast,” Marcus Kolkocky suggested.

The glasses clinked in the air above the table, and they all looked at
Marcus as he gave an energetic tug at his tie. Clearing his throat, he
declared solemnly: “Look at a calf, now, the way it sticks to its mother.
Why does a calf stick to its mother? Because that’s family feeling,
that’s what. Here’s to our family and may we stick together. The
family!”

“The family!” they chorused, and drained their glasses. Marcus filled
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them up again and went on as they raised the liquor to their lips
again, “While we're on the subject, let’s agree that what's past is past,
drowned in brandy and rum and wine, damnit; you'll feel fine now
you're in on this with us, and we'll feel fine, too. To us!”

“To us!”

With the next round he went on: “Third time lucky, brother and
sister, that's the way we always drink and that’s the way we always
will, and for God Almighty, Tono, stop glowering and get the stuff
down your throat before I start getting angry and breaking the place
up.

This full-speed beginning to the festivities was almost too much for
them, and they all sat down with a noisy scraping of chairs. Not all:
to the surprise of the others Tono Brtko stood towering over the table
like an ominous portent above the surface of a lake. This moment
seemed to him the one he had been waiting for. He took a good look
at his companions and felt the need to screw his courage up a bit
further. One more neat one and he'd show them, they needn’t think
he wouldn’t. And another one to keep that one company. And a third
to cap them both. “A lot of hot air,” he grumbled, and neat drinks
didn’t seem to be such a good idea any more. If Eveline hadn’t been
pulling at his jacket and nagging him to sit down because nobody
cared what he thought, anyway, he would have sat down, but, as it
was, he had to stay on his feet. He drank again, and they all fell
silent.

“Have you gone mad all of a sudden?” Eveline’s voice was pregnant
with menace.

“I'm thirsty. This is the medicine for me.” It was the best answer he
could have given, and now he could sit down.

“Tono’s just like a kid—you could tell from his face he'd got some-
thing on his mind,” Rose twittered amiably.

Her comment encouraged Brtko to get to his feet again, but his
wife thrust him back into his seat.

“Let him have his say,” Marcus interceded.

Tono was taken aback by his brother-in-law’s readiness.

“T'ime enough,” he said nonchalantly, and waved a vague hand. “I
saw you today, on that . . . precious tower of yours, the devil take
it

26

“ ‘What wouldn’t I give . . """ Eveline began to sing, to cover up
the awkward moment; the others joined in:

“If you'd only give

3 .
What's yours to give . . .

At length even Brtko tried to add his voice to theirs, but all he could
get out was a curious creaking sound. He could not dissemble or
overcome his scorn and dislike of his brother-in-law. He got up again
and waved a hand to get silence. “You shut up, woman,” he growled
at Eveline when she tried to stop him.

“Let him have his way, Eveline, he’s just like a baby.” Rose took his
side.

Brtko had lost all circumspection. His hatred was ready to burst
out with no thought for the consequences, and even Kolkocky had to
lower his eyes before that scornful gaze. Marcus settled himself more
comfortably in his chair, rested his head in his hands, and pretended
interest in what Brtko was going to say. He even encouraged him to
get going: “You've got the floor, Tono, go ahead. We're all listening to
what you've got to say.”

“I've got the floor whether you give it to me or not.” Tono’s voice
still seemed to be held in check. “Wonderful presents you've brought
us, haven’t you? Generous gifts, hrrm, lots of stuff . . . but what
about our share of the inheritance, eh? You generous benefactors, you,
what've you got to say about that? Hrrm! You bribed the tax man,
that’s as clear as daylight, and you shut the Public Attorney’s mouth
with money, too, didn’t you, so as you could pinch the ground from
under our feet and the roof from over our heads, and what about the
bees, I say, what about the swarm? Died on me, they did, the very
next spring. . . . And what was it you said when I came to ask for
a job on that Tower of Babel you've built yourself in the square, eh?
What sort of a song were you singing then, eh? I've got better and
cheaper carpenters than you, that's what you said, wasn’t it> What
have you got to say for yourself now, eh?”

“I'll call the next tune,” Marcus yelled, “and make it a rousing one,
a czardas, something to keep that mouth of yours busy!” And he
snapped his fingers in time to the tune.
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Eveline seized anxiously on the chance to finish the argument with-
out a fight, and Rose joined in the chorus:

“Better to be poor and good;
Let the world run as it should.”

Brtko was waving his arms in the air wildly, protesting at the in-
justice done to him; he stamped and banged on the table and wanted
an answer to his questions. They were holding justice up to scorn,
and he felt like a child left alone in a blazing barn. “Shame on you,
shame on you,” he was shouting, “why don’t you answer me if you're
as clever as you make out? Now’s the time to be talking, now!”

They did not want to hear him, shouting the song at the tops of
their voices to drown his importunate and persistent nagging. They did
not stop their noise until Marcus waved a hand for silence and said:

“Bygones are bygones, Tono, aren't they? We're all one happy
family, aren’t we? Let’s have another round—a round of brandy this
time.”

“Brandy! Brandy!” the women shrieked, and Eveline jumped up
to take the bottle, anxious to help Marcus to dispel the threatening
clouds of dissension. In her excitement she spilled a drop, letting the
glass fill too full, and Rose squealed excitedly: “Oh, look, there’s going
to be a christening—Eveline’s going to have a baby!”

“It'd better be twins,” chortled Marcus, “to make up for lost time.”

“I'm too old for that sort of thing.” Eveline tried to look prim and
handed the first glass to her husband. “You'd better come to your
senses, you old windbag.”

“I'l not touch another drop until I've heard the truth!” And Tono
angrily pushed his wife’s hand away, drink and all.

The atmosphere was getting tense again, and Marcus yelled:

“Tll give you carpenters, you loud-mouthed troublemaker.” He
rose threateningly in his chair, holding on to the arms with both
hands. “Just you listen to me, you aborted grub, you! Do you know
where I could be today if it weren't for you? All because you wouldn'’t
join the guards? An alibi man, that'’s what they think I am—d'you
know what that means? Getting myself an alibi, in case. . . ? You

.. you . .. Ali Baba yourself, you . . . hahahaha!”

He took another drink to wash away his anger with the pun he was
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so proud of, and went on in a friendlier tone: “Now just let's get
this straight once and for all. . . . Birds of a feather and all that . . .
may I drop dead on the spot if I didn’t come here just to do you a good
turn, Tono. Don’t worry; I'll make up for that inheritance of yours
over and over again, if you just listen to me like the gospel, as sure
as my name’s Kolkocky,” and he banged on the table to lend emphasis
to his words: “I've made you the Aryanizer of old Lautman’s shop.
.. . What d’you say to that, eh? Here’s the license for you—now
d’you believe me?” .

He fished a piece of paper out of his pocket and flung it in Brtko's
face, wiping the sweat from his cheeks as if the performance had been
too much for him.

Eveline’s voice rose ecstatically. “I knew it! T knew it! T swear
I knew something like that was in the air, all along!” And with a
tipsy cackle she flung herself into her brother-in-law’s arms.

Holding her firmly in his lap Marcus began another song:

“I've got a wonderful girl all the same,
A girl with a wonderful shop to her name;
She sells tatters, tatters, tatters . . .”

“Who's talking about tatters?” Eveline was in high spirits now,
waving her hands about in time to the song. “We'll have better-class
stuff than that to sell.”

The women hurried over to the stove to prepare a bite of some-
thing to eat; Brtko was still gripping his glass tight. He could crush
it if he tried; he had only to close his fist tighter round it and it'd
be in splinters. It's a funny view of the world you get through a
glass, all changed, narrowed, distorted, and yet so clear he thought
he could hit a target like the monstrous head beyond the table, the
head that belonged to Marcus. Brtko closed one eye to take aim and
felt he was pressing a trigger. A flame flashed at the point where his
target was; the blinding gleam of his brother-in-law’s jeweled cigarette
case took his breath away. As if he had read Tono’s thoughts, Marcus
said: “Don’t worry, you'll soon have made your little packet, too.”

“It’s an easy life, isn’t it?”

“Who said easy? What are you talking about, anyway?’

“What I said. An easy life for swindlers.”

“Who do you mean by that?”
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“D’you think I mean the few decent men who haven’t dirtied their
hands?”

Kolkocky thrust his hand out, palm upward, and Tono seemed to
see a handful of corn.

“Take a peck, now, do take a peck,” Rose twittered by the stove,
holding a sandwich to her sister’s lips.

“T wouldn’t mind a peck, myself,” Brtko answered, as though the
words had been meant for him, for his eyes were still fixed on
Kolkocky’s hand.

“How can you tell whether it’s poisoned or not?” he thought
aloud. “There’s plenty of people have grown fat at the Aryanization
trough, as fat as pigs; but I've a feeling it might make me sick.”

“Come on, now, you're the reason for the celebration round here;
you'd better get your strength up again,” and Rose fluttered round
him, bringing him down to earth again and popping a sardine in his
mouth as he opened it, which made the others laugh.

“You're a fine one, feeding my hero like a baby.” Eveline pre-
tended to be angry.

“Don’t expect too much of him all at once. It takes time to get
used to living like the rich. I remember when we first . . .” They
sat down at the table again. “And it’s not so long ago,” Rose went on
with her tale, “my beast of a doctor forbade me to smoke. Just think
of that—not a single cigarette!”

Eveline could not get over her amazement. “What did you do?”

“TI'm going to have one just to spite him. Why don’t you light up,
too? Come on, have a cigarette,” and she turned to her sister and
Tono. Marcus put cigarettes between their lips for them and brought
out his expensive lighter with a flourish.

They all puffed away and felt terribly important, like mischievous
children enjoying a forbidden game. Soon the cloud of cigarette smoke
enveloped them; they fell silent from sheer tiredness, and into the
dumb murkiness the wooden cuckoo spoke from the clock on the wall.

“Time for a drink,” Kolkocky shouted. “Let’s drink to our good
fortune. One for the road!”

The glasses gleamed as they were moved upward and down again,
a ceremony repeated many times until the tinkling grew wilder
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and the eyes burned and laughter came in ragged snatches. They were
determined to drink themselves under the table.

The rows of bottles on the floor grew and grew; expressions were
wilder and wilder, hair disordered; a lady’s hat flew through the air
to land on the striped bed cover, the diamond-studded cigarette case
felt cool to Tono’s toes under the table, a tie with a gold tiepin was
draped over the edge of the sink among the dirty dishes. The cuckoo
thrust its beak into the smoke and called midnight.

“T'o-no, Tono, Tono, To-no,” they were clapping in time to their
hoarse voices, and Tono Brtko, his eyes staring, his hips twisting
convulsively, stepped back from the table and said in a loud voice
with no attempt to hide his ridicule:

“As the ladies and gentlemen wish. . . . What's the difference
between a poor man and a monkey? If you like I'll do more than
drink—T'll be your fool as long as you ask for it.”

“Hooray!”

“Bravo!”

There was silence for a second. Tono gave another look at the
company driving him on to show what he could do, and then the
glasses started toward him in a chain. He tipped them down his throat
one after the other, and the others watched tense and silent as the
contents of twelve glasses gurgled down. As the last disappeared, Rose
called out dreamily:

“Isn’t he wonderful?”

“Bravo, Tono!”

“Hooray! Hip, hip, hooray!” Their applause was a little embarrassed
and a little relieved, but Tono was not going to allow their drunken
admiration to flag. He dashed the last glass to the floor, and with one
leap, he landed on the table.

Barefoot and in his shirt sleeves, with his trousers rolled up to
his knees, he towered over them looking down on their tousled hair
and flushed faces; he felt like a peddler at a fair, wiser than the fools
listening to him with admiration. He spat on his hands and flung his
arms wide to ask for silence; then with the wild determination of a
drunken man whose hidden energy has not yet been called forth, he
held two fingers on his upper lip and shouted: “The Fithrer is going to
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speak! Silence for the Fithrer!” Then he barked rapidly: “Vanvilich,
veinen, veinsinige!” He followed it up with eyes rolling ecstatically
and convulsive jerks of his body, imitating Adolf making a speech;
the onlookers watched in awe and admiration. Angry scraps of in-
comprehensible words were spewed from his lips: “Undzunach,
undendredfulr, brotrot, glukvernichtamal herrgott  beidenvollen-
polendrunknicht, ibeljubel firends, hinaus, fermeshausmaschinen
lassen hipheil, hipheil, hipheil!”

As he finished he looked exhausted and quite sober. His eyes were
glowing with scorn. Kolkocky was so moved by what he had heard
that he shot his arm out in the Hitler salute as the orator concluded,
and shouted in all seriousness: “Sieg Heil!” :

“Geill Geil!” Tono repeated mockingly, and jumped down to the
foor.

“Isn’t he fun?” Rose called in delight, but Tono heard nothing
and saw nothing. His hands to his mouth, he wanted to get rid of the
awful taste on his tongue, but all at once he did not know which way
to go, whether to dash for the yard or not to risk it and make for
the washbowl. Everything began revolving round him, and the sour
flood caught him. Stumbling, he fell full length on the floor. They
all stood frozen to the spot and watched drunkenly as he raised him-
self on one elbow and looked first at the mess in front of him and
then at them. Carefully chewing each syllable he addressed them:
“What the hell do you think you're looking at? Never seen a drunk
before? Look here . . . right here . . . under my nose . . . your
world seen in a mirror . . .”

The sight of the filth spreading over the floor in front of him so
angered him that he slapped his hand down in it, and they jumped
away as if it were an evil omen. Rose crossed herself hastily. Eveline
came to herself and rushed at her husband with fists clenched and all
her energy to spare.

“Let me get at him, just let me get at the swine . . . the foul
beast . . . drunk like a sot . . . I'll show him!”

The blows rained down on him, and a resigned grimace flitted
over his face. As Eveline’s arms began to flag he muttered: “Feeling
better now? I've never felt worse. . . .

Kolkocky sighed and put on a moralizing tone. “That’s the way it
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always is. You do your best to help him, and there he is, rolling about
in his filth like a . . . like a swine.” He hiccoughed. “Excuse the
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language. . . .
Brtko dragged himself over to the bed and fell on the striped cover.
It was more than Rose could do to get her hat on straight.
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THREE

Eveline had washed to the waist and rubbed herself dry; she still had
to tidy her things away and do her long black hair; it fell down over
her bare shoulders. She whistled and hummed, longing for someone
to talk to, and there was Tono fast asleep as though this was just
another ordinary day, instead of being practically a feast day. She
had brought in two pails of water from the well, the fire was burning
merrily in the stove, and all she had to do was to grind a handful of
coffee. She felt so restless that she would have liked to move the hands
of the clock forward.

The brassy sound of the mill entered Brtko’s dream in the form of
bells playing a tune. “Who's there?” he asked at the door of the
gingerbread cottage.

“It's me,” replied Eveline happily as she carried the coffee mill
over to the door.

“You look strange,” said Tono, still half asleep.
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Washed and neat, in a flowered dress with full gathered sleeves, she
reminded him of an enormous exotic butterfly.

“Are you getting ready for a fancy-dress ball?” he asked.

“Im a new woman today.” Eveline was bubbling over. “I'm so
happy. Do get up! Come on! I had to go beyond the bridge for the
milk this morning; just imagine, Andras’s piebald was in calf, and it
was born dead. Did you have a good sleep? I didn’t get a wink all
night. . . 7

The clatter of the brass mill turned into a tolling bell.

“What do you think I'm getting ready for you?”

“A coffin,” he murmured sleepily.

“Are you still asleep?”

“I dreamed I saw a white butterfly.”

“That means luck, a lucky white butterfly, a white flag, neighborly
charity . . .V

He couldn’t get used to her amiability and had to sit up and put
his feet on the floor before he felt really awake. He yawned and
stretched.

“Oh, those poor little creatures.” She flew to the door with a drop
of milk in a little pan. “I forgot all about them.” With a superficial
smile she watched the black tom making up to the dog with a cunning
show of palliness.

“Good morning to you, neighbors,” the one-armed tobacconist called
out on his way to the shop. “You're up bright and early this morn-
ing, aren’t you?”

“That's right, we're nice and early,” she replied, and hurried back
indoors without really answering him.

“Three years I've been saving this pot of honey.” She was all
sugary smiles for her husband sitting at the table. “I swore we
wouldn’t touch it until we'd made it up with Marcus and Rose. Do
you remember the day they brought it? Just think of it . . . the
whole town will be talking about us now . . . they came here of
their own accord. They need us just as much as we need them.”

The honey was dripping from the spoon onto the slice of bread—
clear, scented, blessed honey; it would be a shame to lose a single
drop.

The cups on the table were steaming. Brtko sat there in his under-
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shirt; he hadn’t even managed to put his suspenders on. He had to
satisfy his hunger first. Eveline was sitting at the table, too; it had
been a long time since they had had breakfast together like this. The
dog barked outside.

It's not easy to make a dog see that cats are friends. The moment
the tom had finished the milk, he had lost all interest in his pal and
refused to play. He felt much safer up in the walnut tree, while the
dog stood there with his muzzle in the air, threatening revenge.

The clothesbrush was part of the holiday atmosphere; Eveline
would never have allowed him to go off with a fleck or a bit of
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Huff on his best suit. “I'm not letting you go off to your own shop
looking like a beggar.” :

Tono thought that the yard, in front of the door, was not a
suitable place for all this. “Stop it, for heaven’s sake.” He tried to fend
her off. “I'm not a kid.”

“You're worse than a child half the time. Don’t you forget that
from now on you own a shop. Do you think I'm letting you go there
in muddy boots? You must be mad!”

“You don’t have to do it where everybody can see us,” he protested.

“Why not? It’s nothing to be ashamed of, is it? Everybody’s going
to envy us now, that’s what!”

It was no good, Brtko's trying to hide one foot behind the other;
it was no good trying to get away from her and go the way he'd
like to, just slipping out of the yard; Eveline hadn’t half finished with
him yet. She brushed him in front and she brushed him behind, and
then she took his hat and spat on the brush.

Unfortunately another of the neighbors came across the yard just
then, a potbellied, bald-headed fellow with a meerschaum hanging
down his chest. “It was late when your party broke up, wasn't it?
Good morning to you!”

“Morning to you, Mr. Piti.” Brtko wished the ground would open
and swallow him up. It was the worst that could happen—for this
old gossip to see him like that. He'd have it round the town in no
-time. There he was, looking at him like a monkey in a cage.

“Tono, you look just like a bridegroom escaped from the altar at
the last minute! What are you dressing him up for, Eveline, the
wedding feast?”

“No wedding, no feast—right to Paradise he’s going.” Brtko’s wife
added her own little joke.

“I heard the goings on, couldn’t help hearing—didn’t get much
sleep last night. What time might it have been when they went home,
now?”’

“I dunno,” the carpenter muttered, and the man shuffled away.

Brtko felt worse and worse; his best suit was tight and his collar and
tie seemed to be strangling him. He felt all wrong wearing a hat,
and Eveline kept plying him with good advice:

“Now, mind you, don’t let anybody cheat you. You know what
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people are like. No credit for anyone, either, mind. The man isn’t
living who can afford to give things away, and money begets money.
It wouldn’t do any harm to have a motto up on the wall like old
Hole did, ‘No penny, no paternoster’ or something. . . . Get out!”
That was meant for the dog, which kept getting in the way of her
feet.

Brtko had gone. There was no use in Essence’s putting his head out
of his kennel and whimpering. There was nothing left but the wind
swinging the gate to and fro on its hinges.
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FOUR

A tinkle overhead startled Brtko as he went through the door and
made him twist round to look up at the gadget. “What the . . .
what they want with a bell up there? Newfangled notions . . " he
muttered half to himself.

He opened and closed the door over and over again, trying the effect
of the bell, as delighted as a child with a new toy. He stood in the
doorway for a moment, his head thrown back, and considered the
practical value of the gadget. Then he stepped back into the street
and compared the wording of his Aryanizer’s license with the sign over
the shop, ROSALIE LAUTMAN, WIDOW—BUTTONS, LACES, RIBBONS, tO
be sure he had come to the right place.

“Nuisance contrivance—no use at all” His finger jabbed a final
verdict in the direction of the bell. Not until he had gone down the
steps right into the shop did he realize his judgment had been
premature. Carefully, on tiptoe, as though afraid of waking somebody
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up, he took one step at a time forward into the darkness until his eyes
got accustomed. In the shadows beyond the counter the old lady was
sitting bent and motionless, like a living ghost. He cleared his throat,
and something stirred and rustled as though the sound had wakened
a sleeping owl.

Rosalie Lautman was sure it was her rheumatics that had wakened
her, as usual. She suffered from other, less-serious troubles of old age,
too, so that there was little room left in her mind for what was going
on in the town or in the world at large. She needed all her attention
to straighten her painful knuckles. There were days when it gave her
a lot of trouble to bend them at all, and, once she had managed that,
it took a long time to straighten them out again. At last she asked
with lively interest, “What might the young gentleman be looking
for?”

It was not often she had the honor to serve a young gentleman
obviously dressed in his best; he deserved her most respectful attention,
and so she took up her stand by the counter. But she had not yet
worked quite free of her own private troubles, and had to keep
rubbing the fingers of her left hand with the palm of her right hand
to bring them back to life. Thinking her customer’s attentive gaze
showed his way of sympathizing with her trouble, she confided in
him with the ready communicativeness of old age: “The young
gentleman isn’t troubled with the rheumatics, I dare say . . . such
a nasty thing to have. My fingers are like icicles all day long . . .
the doctor said it was gout. ‘Not gout, Doctor,’ I said, ‘old age, that’s
what it is, old age coming into its own. . . .'”

Brtko was genuinely sorry for the old lady. “That’s nothing . . .
you ought to have seen old Severak. Not the ice-cream man, his
brother—the one who used to dig ice. You know who I mean. Look—
that's what his fingers were like . . . all twisted and knotted with
gout.” Brtko gave a feeling and realistic imitation of the sufferer’s
plight.

“All twisted up like that? You don’t sayl Dear, dear . . . the
poor creature,” the old lady lamented, although all she had under-
stood from his gestures was the pain of knotted fingers. No more than
that. For years she had had to rely on her eyes alone, for her hearing
had long since ceased to serve her. She did not take her eyes off her
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interlocutor’s lips and gestures, especially when she felt the occasion
was an important one. This time she had realized at once that she
was talking to a well-brought-up young man. “What did you say the
lady’s name was?”

She ought not to have said that; it irritated Brtko quite unneces-
sarily. He began shouting: “It wasn’t a woman, for heaven’s sake . . .
Severak, not the ice-cream man though. His brother—the iceman.”

“So that's how it was!” She nodded comprehendingly, one fore-
finger crooked against her upper lip.

“All his life long he ate nothing but salt herrings and now and
again dumplings on Sunday. Dumplings with poppy seed and some-
times with a bit of jam. Dumplings!” He raised his voice.

“Now I say there’s nothing to beat stuffed fish on the Sabbath.”
The old lady’s voice was almost greedy; she was delighted that chance
had brought her so pleasant a companion, so sympathetic to her little
pleasures and her troubles alike. She chattered on: “It’s really not at
all expensive. Just one egg,” she counted the ingredients off on her
fingers, “or two eggs if it's for a lot of people, but one egg is more
than enough for me . . . or you can use a drop of milk instead, and
if you don’t happen to have milk you can make do with water . . . a
couple of spoonfuls of flour and a handful of bread crumbs . . . you
don’t need good teeth, it simply melts on your tongue . . . a real
delicacy. Some people like it best with a sharp sauce and some prefer
it sweet. I had to remind Imre—he’s not as young as he was and he’s
inclined to be forgetful—Imre, I said, don’t forget that bottle of
vinegar. . . .”

Running on like this, she began to realize that her visitor was not
with her.

“That'’s all right, let’s drop it,” Brtko said apologetically, and rubbed

his hands. “I . . . er . . . I've been made your Aryanizer, as they
say . . .” and he thrust his hand deep into his pocket to fish out the
license.

The old lady moved her head forward a little and watched his lips
closely; there seemed to be something she had missed. “I beg your
pardon?” She cupped her ear in her hand.

“I've been given the job of Aryanizing this blasted—er, blessed
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business,” he declared heavily, thinking it would be child’s play to
come to terms with this deaf old chatterbox.

The old lady’s eyes were on her customer’s lips, and her heart was
warmed by such a succession of “b’s.”

“Buttons!” she cried joyfully, and started bustling about, pulling
out boxes and spilling their contents on the counter. “Buttons, of
course! Now what kind will the young gentleman be wanting? Big,
small, pearl buttons, colored ones, polished or plain, we have a very
large selection indeed.”

Box after box came down from the shelves and onto the counter.
The old lady displayed them before him one after the other, tipping
their contents out as he stood there dumfounded. She did not look
straight at him; it is not wise to look at the hands that are making their
choice. That must be left to the customer; but she could not help
having her say: “There’s no relying on a gentleman’s taste, I always
say. If the young gentleman asks my advice, now, these would go
well with a light suit . . . no, no, these would be better, a nicer
shade of gray. . . . The young gentleman doesn’t happen to have
a scrap of the material with him? No, I thought as much, just like a
man. .

The silent customer did not seem to be satisfied, and the old lady
felt called upon to explain the true state of affairs: “I'm afraid supplies
haven’t been coming in as they should lately. . . . I have heard
say there’s a war on. Nothing Imre does seems to be any help. Poor
man, the trouble he takes . . .”

“Mrs. Lautman!” Brtko's patience was running low. Perhaps it
wasn't going to be so easy to come to terms with the deaf old creature
after all. He set about explaining things in his own way, in a loud,
impassioned voice. “I've been made your Aryanizer. That means, you
see, that I'm your Aryan and you're my Jewess. Because you're Jewish
you've got to be Aryanized and that means I'm Aryanizing you and
your business. See? From now on this shop belongs to me and I've
got it all down here in black and white. Now do you understand?”

Engrossed in his own explanation, he did not notice the old lady’s
worried expression; there was something she had not understood and
would not understand. Her hands dropped helplessly to her sides,

and, raising her head, she tried to smile at him.
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In the split second between the explanation and its failure to get
home, he caught sight of her face through the holes in the button he
was pressing to his eye like a monocle, A face crisscrossed by deep
lines and the tiny waves of innumerable wrinkles; a hairy wart above
the left corner of the mouth looked like a dead spider, belly turned
up. Brtko rapped on the counter with the button he held between
his fingers.

“Here it is, all in black and white,” he said firmly, pushing the
license over the counter toward her. “Just take a look at that” He
might have been offering her a box of chocolates or a generous gift.

The old lady’s interest quickened visibly at this advance. It was a
long, long time since anybody had gone out of his way to give her
pleasure.

“The young gentleman is so amusing,” she said kindly. “What has
the young gentleman brought me this morning?” Her hand trembled
as her long-sighted eyes tried to decipher the joke hidden behind what
was written on the sheet of paper.

“Oh, most interesting, most interesting indeed.” She nodded affably;
then, not quite sure she had not made a mistake, yet proud at not
having been forgotten, she ventured to add: “Is the young gentleman
from Taxes and Excise, perhaps?” '

“Who said ‘excise™ Aryanize, that’s what I'm talking about.”

“Now I thought to myself the minute I set eyes on you—such a
nice-mannered young gentleman, I thought. It's very kind of you,
it really is . . . Imre is so conscientious it’s almost a fault. Thirty
years now he’s been taking care of my accounts and all my tax re-
turns . . . he brings me a fish for the Sabbath, every Friday as
regular as clockwork—dace or whiting, even a carp now and again.

Such a reliable man, a good friend of my dead husband’s, and most

correct . . . a heart of gold,” she ended, pushing the license back
across the counter to Brtko. “You must forgive an old woman, my
hearing’s not what it was. . . . How old will the young gentleman

be, now? Not forty yet, I'll be bound. Oh, dear, dear . . . I've got
two daughters myself, you know—won't the young gentleman take a
seat?—pretty as a picture, both of them . . . Clarica and Pirica . . .
and my poor dear Heinrich . . . well, well, what's past is past.
.. . What did the young gentleman say his name was? I beg your
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pardon? Ah, of course, Mr. Brock. A most unusual name . .
do sit down, Mr. Brock. . . . Do you come from these parts, Mr.
Brods” b DR

“I'm not Brock—Brtko's the name, Tono Brtko!”

“Well, well, who would have thought it? They grow up so quickly
and everything changes as the years go by . . . they get married
.. . leave home . . . I don'’t get about much these days, but I
don’t really mind. The young gentleman may find it hard to believe
me, but the world has changed so much, so very, very much . . .V

An elderly man stepped down into the shop with an agile step; tall
and broad-shouldered, he held his shaven head with dignity. He
moved with a brisk military step, but his face was kind; there was an
angler’s creel dangling against his waterproof. With a wink at Brtko,
he greeted the old lady.

“Good morning, Rosalie.” Leaning his stick against the counter, he
stretched his arms wide. The old lady followed his pantomime with
friendly interest, although she knew it by heart.

The sportsman was getting into his stride: “Just imagine the size
ofit! . . . thatbig . .. a pike it was. My heart rejoiced, Rosalie, my
soul was filled with delight . . . but when I looked into its eyes—by
all that's sacred, I don’t think there’s any of God’s creatures can look
as soulful as that fish did. Never be hard of heart, says I, and off with
her, back into the water, back you go, my beauty. . . .”

“Imre,” Mrs. Lautman’s voice was beseeching, “we’re keeping Mr.
Brock waiting. . . .”

“Oh, dear me, we mustn’t do that. How do you do, Mr. Brock? The
old lady isn’t far from the mark is she, Brock the Badger? A carpenter
you may be, but there isn’t much of the Christlike in you, is there?
What the . . . what the . . . welll get to the bottom of this to-
gether.”

The old lady was delighted to find her judgment confirmed; it com-
forted her to see her old friend being so affable to her visitor. The
fisherman flung his arms round the other’s shoulders and hugged him
like a long-lost brother.

“Now don'’t start getting in a temper, Brtko,” he spoke softly as the
other frowned. “It's not my fault you've come fishing in barren

»

waters. . . .
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“What do you mean by that, Mr. Kucharsky? Is it supposed to be
a joke? I don't know what you're talking about.”

“T'll soon make that quite clear.” The older man lowered his voice.
“In the first place, just get this into your head: you'll never get rich
fishing this pond.”

“Who said I wanted to get rich?”

“What are you pushing your nose in here for then?” The older
man’s voice was sterner than he intended, and to soften the effect of
his anger he went on more gently: “I'm glad, really, that you've come
in to Aryanize her, and not one of those swine.”

“Exactly what are you talking about, Mr. Kucharsky? It seems to
me you're poking your nose into things that don’t concern you.”

“That’s just where you're wrong, my dear fellow!” He raised an
admonitory finger. “It’s true I don’t own shares in this business, but
in a manner of speaking it'’s my preserve. . . .”

“I've got a license to Aryanize this place and from now on it belongs
to me!”

“Now keep your hair on, Brtko; I'm not taking your license off you.
Look here: you're not a bad chap; you're not even a member of the
Hlinka guards. I think you ought to take a different line. . . .”

“What are you getting at, Mr. Kucharsky? What do you want?”

“Don’t worry; I don't want anything off you. I only want to warn
you that you've swallowed a foolish bait. They've put something over
on you.”

“On me? You mind what you're saying. D’you think I'm going to
stand here and let a man like you provoke me? I ought to throw you
out of here . . . you've no business hanging round this place at all.
I could inform on you, that I could! And I will, too. You're a bolshie,
thatjs what you are, and don't think I don’t know it.”

“Don’t get so het up, Brtko, it's bad for you. Has it ever entered
your thick head that old Mrs. Lautman couldn’t live on what she
makes by selling buttons?”

Brtko raised his head, uncomprehending.

“That’s another tale, eh? Just have a good look at what they've let
you Aryanize. . . . Look here—mildew, cobwebs, empty boxes . . .
go on, take a good look at these old shelves and the paint peeling off
and the smell and the rotting stuff. That’s pricked your bubble, hasn’t
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it? And a deaf old Jewess thrown in. The big bugs have taken all the
prosperous shops themselves; don’t you worry about them. Kolkocky
wasn't out to make your fortune, my lad. They've pulled a fast one
on you, that’s what.”

Brtko's hesitation became a shade more determined. He took one
step toward the door.

“Hold on, Brtko!”

The carpenter paused irresolutely. “I'll go and ask him about it.”

“Who are you going to ask about what?”

“And if that's the way things are he can have his license back. He
can stuff it up his jumper.” His voice started to rise. “Just let him try
cheating an honest carpenter!” He was shouting, now. “Good morning,
Mr. Kucharsky!” He made a second attempt to move.

“Now, just keep your hair on, Tono. Don’t you know your own
brother-in-law by now? Do you seriously mean to go and reproach
him for having taken a first-class store for himself and left you with
a useless hole? Don’t you know that wouldn’t be any good, and don't
you think that might be a very dangerous thing to do?”

“What am I to do, then?” Brtko asked helplessly.

“Nothing. Just leave it to me. Now sit down and listen.”

Brtko did as he was told, while the fisherman walked up and down
the little shop, explaining the situation. “First of all, as I said before,
old Rosahe doesn’t live on what she makes on buttons, and hasn’t
for y years The ]ews support her as best they can on charlty . Sit
down, I tell you, things aren’t as bad as all that. You won't ]ose on the
deal. Their charity will have to stump up a bit more, that’s all. Katz
the barber will see to that and you—"

“What about me?” asked the carpenter.

“You'll just leave the old lady alone. That's all. You'll even make a
bit on it. What d'you say to that?”

Brtko did not answer.

Kucharsky spat on his hands, spread a piece of newspaper on the
counter, and tipped the fish out of his creel.

“Come along, Rosalie, and choose one for the Sabbath,” he called
with the kindness of a giver anxious to please. He watched as the old
lady hobbled in from the kitchen with a tray and put it down on the
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counter to feel the fish, one by one. Then she finally made up her
mind.

“Why take the smallest of the lot?” he cried, and the only answer
the old lady had for this generosity was an affectionate little glance.

“Come along, Tono, and choose one for the Sabbath, too, now you're
regent of this Jewish kingdom. You might just as well bring something
home to make your wife happy as well.”

Brtko did not wait to be asked twice.

With polite little gestures the old lady drew the men’s attention to
the tea on the tray. “Come along and drink it up while it’s hot, now,”
she said in a motherly manner.

She stood behind the counter and the men in front, sipping their
tea slowly and savoring the idyllic moment. The older man kept his
eyes on the widow without seeming to watch her. Taking what seemed
to be a favorable moment, he downed his tea in two gulps, banged his
cup down, and wiped his mouth on his hand. In joyous haste, like a
peddler calling his wares, he said very loudly: “Well, now, Rosalie,
things couldn’t have turned out better.” The old woman seemed to
sense what was coming as she watched her friend telling her the good
news. “This is the way things are, Rosalie; this gentleman, that’s right,
this fine noble spirit, as you have guessed, is the very man we've been
talking about. He has agreed to come and help you in the shop. He'll
be around for a month or two, as long as you need him. You needn’t
worry any more.”

The fisherman picked his cup up, buried his nose in it as though
licking the sugar off the bottom, and watched the old lady over the
rim. Her face was glowing with sincere gratitude. She crossed her
arms on her breast as though in prayer. “I always knew you were
goodhearted, Imre; you always were kind to me. . . . Why deny it?
I'm old and I need somebody to help me . . . God bless you.”

She gave a little shiver, rearranged her shawl on her shoulders,
and came round from behind the counter to stand before them, bowing
slightly to these men who were so thoughtful for her needs. She put
one foot forward in its old-fashioned boot, uncertain whom to thank
first.

“We are never left really alone in the world, though we may fear
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so at times,” she said trustingly. Then, to the point, “What is the
young gentleman’s Christian name?” ‘

“He’s Tono,” Kucharsky shouted the name, “Lily’s cousin.”

The old lady bent her head on one side. “So that’s it,” she said, as
if everything were now quite clear. Her moist eyes gleamed happily
as she gazed at her new assistant. She came up to him and felt for his
hand with trembling fingers. “You will be like a son to me,” she whis-
pered, and stroked the thunderstruck Tono's sleeve.

“Why, if I wasn’t forgetting your vinegar, Rosalie!” And the fisher-
man drew a bottle out of his creel.
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FIVE

On Saturday there was a surprise for Brtko. He had become a shop
assistant without even having had time to accept or refuse the job, and
without even stopping to think why he had listened so attentively to
a talkative old woman. Next morning he had hurried off to the shop
early.

The cows were just emerging from yard gates, standing sleepily in
front of the cottages and lifting their heads for the sound of the
herdsman’s horn. Its clear note drove the last scrap of night out of the
farmers’ eyes, and they came into the street in their underwear, bare-
foot or with slippers hastily thrust, on, driving the cattle before them
as if they had just jumped straight out of bed into the cowshed. The
sun was blazing hot even first thing in the morning.

Brtko had disappeared the evening before soon after the fisherman,
leaving his fish lying on the counter wrapped in its piece of newspaper.
The old woman had made him a cup of coffee and had wanted to give
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him a bite to eat, but he said he had to go home and change first. He
did not go back to the shop yet did not dare to go home; it would have
looked queer to wander about the streets in his Sunday best, with
collar and tie on and a hat that looked almost good enough for a
bishop. He would have looked equally out of place at the inn—and
what could he have said when they started asking what he was all
dressed up for? They would have made fun of him, and that was
something Brtko could not stand. Anyway, he had become involved in
the sort of thing nobody would approve of who hadn’t got mixed up
in it himself.

He found himself down by the river; here, hidden among the
bushes, he could enjoy the pleasures of solitude and pretend that
nothing really bad had happened.

He took off his boots and his best clothes and paddled about in the
water in his underpants. Then he lay down, fell asleep, and dreamed
bad dreams. After swimming back and forth across the river a few
times he felt refreshed, as though he had washed away the musty
aftertaste the old lady and her shop had left in his mouth. He no
longer bothered his head about what was going to happen next morn-
ing.

When the shadows began to lengthen across the river, he sat up,
pleasantly excited although he did not know why. Hurriedly, as
though someone had ordered him to do so, he pulled the Aryanization
license out of his coat pocket and read it through. Then he weighted
the piece of paper with a stone; he knew what he was going to do. He
imagined what his own name plate would look like over the shop,
drawing an oblong in the sand with a twig. It was a most successful
oblong. A mad hope, perhaps roused by the pleasant rest he had en-
joyed, brought to the surface of his mind the thought that something
might be made of the shop after all.

Later on, sitting at home with his feet in the bowl of steaming water,
he let his tongue run on:

“It’s a lot of hard work, Aryanizing a shop, Eveline, I can tell you

that. . . . The old Lautman woman came clean: ‘It doesn’t matter,
she said, ‘whether it's Peter or Paul they send in to Aryanize me.’
She’s going to help me till I get my bearings . . . be my assistant.

. . . You know what I think, Eveline?”
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“Out with it, out with it!”

“The way I look at it, a shop is like a cow. A cow’s got to have hay,
and a shop’s got to have money. If you put money into a shop the
goldll come streaming out like milk from a good milker.”

“That’s all very well-when are we going to get it? When?”

“Maybe next week, I dunno. Maybe tomorrow—maybe not till
next month. Watch me!” He invited his wife’s attention, throwing his
arms about and putting on a pitiful grimace. He spoke with the
thickened voice of the deaf old woman: “T'm an old woman, Mr.
Brtko. I've been waiting day in, day out for someone to come and
Aryanize me. One Aryanizer or another, Satan or the devil’ . . . can
you imagine it?”

“Did she give you the keys?”

“The keys? She’s going to give me the keys tomorrow. Tomorrow
she’s going to hand over the till as well, all the ready money and the
stock. ‘Everything, Mr. Aryanizer, every single thing, you'll get it all
tomorrow, she said, so help me God.”

The hands on the steeple clock pointed to seven and the sound of
hammering was already coming from the square, where the carpen-
ters were at work on the third story of the giant pyramid. Brtko made
his way along the wall, bare legs beneath his blue-striped plus fours.
The suit, only recently fashionable, with a straw hat, and the slow
way he wandered along looking round him as he went, made him look
like a foreign tourist who had got up early to see the busy morning in
a strange town.

He stopped short when he came to Rosalie Lautman’s shop. He did
not know what to make of what he saw there. The shutters were
closed.

As alone in her deafness as if she were in some kingdom far from this
world, Rosalie Lautman was sitting at breakfast in a state of great con-
tentment. She had passed a good night, it was Saturday morning, and
once the Sabbath has come all haste must be put aside. It is not for
man to desecrate the day of rest ordained for him by heaven. The
kitchen had never seemed so flooded with sunshine, and the hand-
embroidered cloth on the kitchen table looked more festive than usual.
The chimney sweep and his smiling girl, with the words “You love me
and I love you” were still clearly visible. There was a lot that could
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be done to make the place more comfortable; the broad dresser could
be taken apart and the narrow cupboard pushed nearer to the pantry,
and the washbasin and jug on the washstand could be covered with
something, and how many times had she promised herself to stand
the cactuses in their pots nearer the light from the window?

More out of habit than out of piety, she left the three-branched
candlestick on the white tablecloth. The flame of the Sabbath candles
must never be snuffed; they will burn out of their own accord, leaving
wax trickling down the stem and hardening in a narrow, twisting rope
broken here and there by the sighs a lonely soul can scarcely help.

Rosalie Lautman in her bedroom slippers with their cotton pom-
pons, in a white nightcap and—who was there to mind?—in her long
nightgown, was finishing off her breakfast. She did not hear the knock
at the door, but she saw the door open a crack and Brtko's close-
cropped head peep in. Throwing her worn flowered dressing gown
over her shoulders, she livened up: “Come along in, now, don'’t stand
on ceremony.”

Brtko did not wait to be asked twice. He was so glad there was
nothing wrong; that was all. He had hung about in the street waiting
for the old woman to open up, roll the shutters up, and let him in.
Not until he got tired of waiting did he make up his mind to go round
through the back yard. It was not so easy, for he realized that he
could get into trouble for visiting a Jewess, if any malicious eyes saw
him and used their knowledge. The steeple clock ticked on, though,
and he had to do something.

“Morning,” he said cheerfully, once he saw that everything was
all right; he sniffed the air in the room and found it stuffy, reminis-
cent of the night.

“I had my sleep out this morning, you know what it’s like on the
Sabbath. . . . Once a week you can take your own time over things.
Why should I hurry, anyway? I'm so glad you're here. Come and
tell me all about Lily.”

“We've got to hurry up and open the shop; there’s a lot of people
in from the country and we could do good business.” He gesticulated
to get this meaning across, but perhaps he overdid it.

“I know exactly how you feel,” she said mildly, “it's happened to
me so often when I set the alarm. Why should I, now I'm getting old?
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I just get up when the birds start singing under my window. Now
sit down, do, and make yourself at home.”

“Some birds singing under your window,” Brtko muttered, and
repeated as loudly as he could: “We'll have to go and open up the
shop” he was shouting now. “Keys! It's locked! Shutters!”

“The shop? Whatever are you thinking of, on the Sabbath. I've
never opened on the Sabbath in my life.” Then she added after a
pause: “Now don’t refuse; I know quite well you haven't had any
breakfast.” She handed him a slice of Sabbath bread on a plate and
poured him some tea. “T've got some fish left from last night, if you
feel like a taste,” and before he could answer she had got to her feet
and trotted off in her down-atheel slippers, trailing her long night-
gown behind her. She disappeared into the pantry.

Brtko did not see the step in front of him and stepped on nothing-
ness. Losing his balance, he flung out his arms to save himself. “What
the bloody . . .” he swore and struck a match, for the passage between
the kitchen and shop seemed to be getting darker and darker. It
smelled like a moldy cellar. The old woman had said she would go
with him, and for the moment he felt even those few steps in the
direction of the shop were a concession; there was hope he might
gain more.

“Here I am,” the old lady called happily, and her footsteps pattered
along the narrow passage. “Tll explain it all to you very carefully,
absolutely every little thing.” She sounded as delighted as if she were
having a party. She handed Brtko a candle to hold and started off.

“Shine the light this way, will you? A bit higher—that’s right.”

Brtko held his peace like a true assistant.

The old woman started pulling boxes down off the shelves. Flat ob-
long boxes, some of them big and some of them small, she laid them on
the counter and began explaining: “Now this is the shelf where we
keep buttons. There are all kinds, as you can see: mother-of-pearl,
bone, linen, and all sizes and colors as well. Take these pearl buttons,
now.” Her words came faster as her professional glibness took posses-
sion of her. “When you come to the price it’s not so easy. Now a set
of these pearl buttons, that’s a dozen, is one crown forty.” She turned
the cardboard box round and let her glasses slip from her forehead to
her nose to make sure she was not making a mistake. “Yes, that's
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right, one crown forty. Neighbors and regular customers like the
Pilcers, or Mrs. Hauptmann and the Golias family, though, get them
wholesale price. . . . That's the same, you see, because they're always
coming in for them. You can go down to one crown twenty, but
never sell them at less than a crown. You'd better ask me first.”

She put the boxes back on the shelf.

“It’s no use looking for magic in shopkeeping. Wait a minute; don’t
be in such a hurry, there’s a time for everything.” She almost scolded
him as he spilled one of the boxes in his earnestness. He started pick-
ing the buttons up with a guilty look. There was no point wasting
words here; should he take a stick and drive her out? Show her by
sheer force that she had no business messing about the place any
more? Buttons were not the same as planks, though, and ribbons were
not sawdust. He wouldn’t need help from any old woman to wield his
plane or his saw; he'd have no need for Eveline or for Marcus; he
could manage without anybody else at all. The candle lit up his
helpless face, and he shrugged his shoulders.

“Now this is where the laces are kept,” the old lady went on, and
opened another box. “This is a very pernickety thing to sell. It’s in
fashion one day and out again the next—it can have you bankrupt
before you know where you are. Never have 1 had so much useless
trash on my hands as in laces. And just look how the threads catch
on your fingernails—it needs very careful handling, indeed. On market
days I'll take the laces myself and you'd better stay farther back and
deal with the buttons . . . mind you, my boy, it's the easiest thing
in the world to measure out lace—once you know how.”

Brtko fished his carpenter’s rule out of his pocket.

“Oh, dear me, no,” she said firmly, “we’ve got a proper instrument
for the purpose.” She picked up a yardstick that was lying along the
edge of one of the shelves and went on: “My poor dear Heinrich was
a stickler for neatness. Everything had to be kept in its proper place.
These scissors, now, have been hanging on this very nail for forty
years.”

She showed him how to measure laces and ribbons, and when in
sudden fatigue she fell silent, Brtko felt this would be a good moment
and he raised his voice to a shout:

“Mrs. Lautman, shouldn’t we open up shop?”
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right, one crown forty. Neighbors and regular customers like the
Pilcers, or Mrs. Hauptmann and the Golias family, though, get them
wholesale price. . . . That's the same, you see, because they're always
coming in for them. You can go down to one crown twenty, but
never sell them at less than a crown. You'd better ask me first.”

She put the boxes back on the shelf.

“It’s no use looking for magic in shopkeeping. Wait a minute; don’t
be in such a hurry, there’s a time for everything.” She almost scolded
him as he spilled one of the boxes in his earnestness. He started pick-
ing the buttons up with a guilty look. There was no point wasting
words here; should he take a stick and drive her out? Show her by
sheer force that she had no business messing about the place any
more? Buttons were not the same as planks, though, and ribbons were
not sawdust. He wouldn’t need help from any old woman to wield his
plane or his saw; he’d have no need for Eveline or for Marcus; he
could manage without anybody else at all. The candle lit up his
helpless face, and he shrugged his shoulders.

“Now this is where the laces are kept,” the old lady went on, and
opened another box. “This is a very pernickety thing to sell. It's in
fashion one day and out again the next—it can have you bankrupt
before you know where you are. Never have I had so much useless
trash on my hands as in laces. And just look how the threads catch
on your fingernails—it needs very careful handling, indeed. On market
days I'll take the laces myself and you'd better stay farther back and
deal with the buttons . . . mind you, my boy, it’s the easiest thing
in the world to measure out lace—once you know how.”

Brtko fished his carpenter’s rule out of his pocket.

“Oh, dear me, no,” she said firmly, “we’ve got a proper instrument
for the purpose.” She picked up a yardstick that was lying along the
edge of one of the shelves and went on: “My poor dear Heinrich was
a stickler for neatness. Everything had to be kept in its proper place.
These scissors, now, have been hanging on this very nail for forty
years.”

She showed him how to measure laces and ribbons, and when in
sudden fatigue she fell silent, Brtko felt this would be a good moment
and he raised his voice to a shout:

“Mrs. Lautman, shouldn’t we open up shop?”
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“Now do stop talking nonsense, my boy; I told you plainly enough
that we never sell anything on a Saturday.”

The sunny room was more cheerful, although it looked more like a
secondhand shop than a bedroom. There was too much furniture for
a rather small space, and you could hardly squeeze through between
the enormous double bed and the dressing table with its oval mirror.

Rosalie Lautman stood in the doorway watching the carpenter
with serious concentration. Here he was in his element; indeed he
could forget everything else in the world. He was deep in things
he understood, bending down to see how wobbly the legs of the
mirror were. “I'll bring my tools along one day next week,” he
promised, turning to the old lady.

The widow Lautman smiled happily and left him to complete his
examination of the bedside table. He was kneeling in front of it as
if before an altar. “What this wants is veneer,” he shouted, moving
his hands as though wielding a brush; he lightly flicked a finger
against the carved ornament and found himself holding twisted
laurel leaves in his hand.

The old lady noticed nothing. “My poor dear Heinrich was terribly
attached to this bed. If he ever had to sleep away from home it upset
him terribly. Habit,” she sighed sadly, “it's all a matter of habit.”

“In a week it'll all be as good as new,” Brtko promised.

She did not understand what he had said, but she sensed the kind-
ness in him and was pleased to have so friendly a helper. He was
showing an unusual interest in her personal affairs. He flicked the
fringed shade on the great, old-fashioned lamp that hung from the
ceiling like a pink sunshade and called it a “very fine piece of work”;
and they laughed together as the beads swung and tinkled.

An idea struck her, a kind and generous thought. “I'm not rich,”
she said, “but there’s sure to be something of Heinrich’s that would
do,” and she knelt in front of the open wardrobe, pulling out a pile
of old clothes. Shirts and underpants, an old suit, stiff collars, odd
scraps of material that nobody knew what to do with, and—almost
brand-new patent-leather shoes. She handed him a rolled umbrella,
and he picked up the bowler hat from the foor himself, put it on
his head, and looked at himself in the mirror.
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SIX

The priest in his chasuble turned toward the sacristy, and the servers
on each side took a step forward; Eveline Brtko’s face took on the
look of a triumphant duchess. She lowered her lids and Pursed ‘her
lips preparatory to accepting honors such as fill a man with delight
and waft him to the clouds. She felt it in her bones that the great
moment was coming now, any minute now. When t.he sound of tl.le
organ pipes had died away, when the smoke of th(? incense had dis-
solved in the air, the congregation would start moving out of ch}uch
in ones and twos and in groups, chattering about the latest fashions,
last market day, and the latest war news; but first and foremost 'the,y
would be gossiping about her—and here was the cause of Eveline’s
clevating sensations. They would be rememberil}g.that it was noF S0
long ago that she and her husband had used to sit in the forlorn little
side chapel at Mass—and now? She was there among the great ones
of the town, close to her brother-in-law, the local commander, the
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¢ chief, and the bank manager. The honors she was now expect-

m;; (and they would not remain her all) she could have imagined
only in her wildest dreams, before; they brought with them the
perspective of more and greater honors, of unimagined but tempting
social opportunities.

The waves of sound of the organ finale reached the street and,
brought the beggar on the pavement to consciousness of his duties.
He arranged his shabby hat, turned inside out, on the ground between
his knees, stuck out his tongue and put a wooden whistle to his
cracked lips. He had long straggling hair down to his shoulders,
framing an ashen face, and as he shifted to make himself more
comfortable as he sat cross-legged, an iron cross gleamed at his throat.
He blew a sad tune on his whistle, an onslaught on the ears of the

passers-by. If his eyes had not been blinded by shrapnel, from where -

he sat leaning against the church wall he would have had a view
of innumerable legs, processions of legs passing at the level of his
head. The piercing sound of his whistle rose and wailed above the
festively dressed throng.
Eveline received her neighbors’ respectful salutations with flattered
satisfaction, sure that they were not meant only for her sister. She
hung on Rose’s arm, smiling out at the world with her full lips; she
looked predatory when she showed her teeth but charming while the
happiness she felt showed in two fascinating dimples. She was con-
vinced that she had helped herself to rise to this pinnacle of beatitude.
Her light, rather transparent dress showed up her charms to the best ad-
vantage and stressed her thick calves as well. She held a white hand-
bag lightly under her left arm while the fingers of the left hand kept
going to the brim of her straw hat although there was not the slightest
breeze—but the bank manager’s wife had been seen to do the same.
Eveline was prepared to show generous and heartfelt magnanimity to
all who paid her due attention as they passed. The two sisters walked
past the little shops round the square, among the crowds moving
in both directions. Eveline looked round to make sure the men were
following, and there they were on their heels, as is right and proper
in one family. Marcus Kolkocky in his elegant uniform and jack
boots was walking along by the somewhat insignificant but oddly
dressed Anton Brtko. Tono had bared his head and was using his
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bowler as a fan; he was sweating in his jacket and stiff .collar. ‘He
did not know whether to greet his acquaintances with a stiffly ralseg
right arm, as Kolkocky did, or simply to raise his hat. What luck he.ha.
had, to be able to dazzle his wife with such rich booty—wh'at dlfi 1;
matter that the shoes were pinching his feet until he felt qult'e faint?
The only thing that mattered was that they were new: Ros'ah.e }I:z;lut;1
man had given him her word of honor that the deceased Heinric a}
had them on only once and hadn’t even gone 01§t of the room in
them, because he was taken ill there and then. He'd bought them to
wear to the grave, poor fellow, but she hadn’t had the heart to bilry
them in the dark ground with him. It was contrary to custom. Let
the dead be naked, which could also be taken the other way abo.ut.
He had not said anything about that to Eveline, though. The evening
before, he had come home with his bag stuffed full, and.holdmg a
decent suit, an umbrella, and a box tied up with string. Even
Eveline fell silent at the sight of such trophies when he reached‘t}}lle
high point and unpacked an undamaged lady’s straw hat and high-
hoes. .
heeNlic\lzvsshe was waving merrily to him; turning back to her sister she
remarked, “Doesn’t my Tono cut a fine figure?” ' o
“That's only the beginning, my dear; just you wait until things
ving. '
re%}g’;;oeti Zley %hink so?” Eveline was looking .at her d%m reﬂec’ﬁon
in a shop window, and Rose took the opportunity to adjust her al:,
too; at the same moment the two sisters caught sight o.f Mz. Hrenek,
the bank manager, carrying his corporation before him and ackcom—
panied by his child and an overdressed wife in a Huflfed-out cloak.
“Doesn’t she look awful?” Rose muttered in an aside; 'the manager
gave them a low bow and the ladies exchanged little smiles. .
“She looks like a night watchman’s wife,” commented Eveline.
“Shshsh!” returned Rose, and they turned the .corr‘ler by th.e
chemist’s, making for the main street. The bells rang in time to their
step and they passed through the crowd as if the people were drawn
i et them.
UPI—JIEISE ttl?egtr:wn was out. Pinks and yellows predominated over pale
daffodil and lime, plump women over slim, fa'shionable extravagance
over sober modesty. There was a liberal sprinkling of gay folk costume
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worn by the villagers in for the day, and a remarkable variety of uni-
forms, from those of the soldiers to those of the fire brigade. The two
sisters passed triumphantly through the kaleidoscope of color and
made for the band.

The ﬁre\—yb\gigadg:“bﬁapd_was assembling in the shadow of the still
unﬁriwimsfﬁméawoodé'n pyramid for its promenade concert. The bearded,
fathéfly figure of the conductor, smith Balko himself, stood by his
music stand leafing through his music, his horn-rimmed spectacles
almost at the tip of his nose. He did not have to look round to know
that the crowd of curious, impatient, and friendly critics was growing.
On a fine day the audience is eager to be pleased; the conductor is
pressed to perform his utmost, to reach his greatest-heights—and not
only the conductor; what about the drummer? Comfortable Uncle
Piti, wearing his forage cap, had the advantage of being town crier
as well as drummer in the band. The audience would get the perform-
ance it expected even from the gaunt cymbals player, Imrich the
hatter; it was his favorite saying that his cymbals were as much a
sports training as a musical instrument to him. A good conductor
can persuade the poorest of bands to produce divine music, but it is
not an easy achievement; here one had to remember that most of the
brasses were already of considerable antiquity. Nobody could wonder
that the trumpet groaned senilely, that the clarinet wailed with
fatigue; the conductor knew all this, but he could not help jerking
about angrily whenever he heard a flat note—it was like getting a
finger in the way of the hammer on the anvil. Looking down his nose
through his spectacles, he followed the interplay of movement and
sound, calling the trombonist to attention and urging the cymbals to
come in on time, and exacting absolute obedience from the whole lot.
Promenade concerts are intended to elevate the mind, but it should
not be forgotten that they have also a highly beneficent effect on
the digestive juices. Lively marches drive the promenaders along,
preparing a healthy appetite for Sunday dinner. It was said, and there
was certainly a grain of truth in it, that when Balko’s band really let
go even the nuns looked mischievous, the old women round the
church door in their black bonnets dropped their rosaries for joy,
and the hardened dragoon sergeants looked as innocent as freshly
bathed pink babies. And when they started “Remember, my darling,
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the kisses you gave me . . .” Balko would have the whole of Main
Street dancing, forgetful of dignity and proper behavior. That was
the right song to play at the right moment; it could just as well be
called a marching song of praise, or a merry prayer for a fine sum-
mer’s day. Balko’s baton became a magic wand, and happiness knew
no bounds—at least, not on the ground. Up there on the high
scaffolding of the giant pyramid, deserted today, all was silent. Lo?k—
ing up at the monster towering against the blue sky and the scurtying
white clouds made your head swim. It looked as though the tip of
the pyramid, and not the clouds, were on the move. But that was
illusion, the sort of thing drink does to you.

The inn on the square offered a wonderful view of the Sunday
promenaders—like a box at the theater. The door stood wide open and
the sound of loud merriment came from within. Marcus Kolkocky
stopped in front of the open door and took Brtko by the arm. “Hadn’t
we better catch the womenfolk up?” Standing on tiptoe, he shaded
his eyes and searched for them in the throng. Then, as they moved
forward agaih, Marcus continued: “Now to come back to what I was
saying. You were talking about the minister. Well, he came here‘ and
I was giving him a hand up at the celebrations, and then h.e said to
me: ‘Kolkocky,” he said, ‘you're a fine fellow, but get this into y01’1r
head: you could have got much further than you have, and you.ll
make it yet—here’s my hand on it!"” Kolkocky flung his hand out in
a gesture worthy of a cabinet minister, paying no attention at ‘all to
the unhappy expression on Brtko’s face. “Then he said to’me, Now
in the first place you've got to put your own house in order.” He kneV\z
all about you—what d’you say to that? ‘A traitor under your own roof,
he said, ‘that’s the worst thing of all. He can stick a knife in your
back and you'll never know what hit you.” Then His Excellenc’y said
one thing more: “Then you can put the town in order as well.” And
I said to him, ‘You can count on me,’ I said, for apple-pie order.””

“If you say there'll be order, there sure will,” Brtko got O}Jt.

“‘There ought to be a victory pyramid in the square” And 1
said: “Your Excellency, a victory pyramid there will be I'll turn the
place upside down.” ' 5

“I've heard you're knocking down the old granaries . .

“The old granaries are going to disappear from the face of the
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earth. I'm going to blow up the old fire station, and d'you know
what’s going to stand there instead? A statue with its . . . with
a fountain. T'll flush the enemy out of here.”

“Is it true you're going to need a lot of men on the job?”

“Don'’t think I don’t know.”

“You're bound to know, Marcus.”

“What am I bound to know?”

“You're bound to know all there is to know.”

“You're telling me. . . . D’you think I haven'’t got eyes in my
head? If you don’t take yourself in hand in time, you'll make just one
little slip and you're in it up to the neck. Get me?”

“T don’t get you and I don’t see what it's got to do with me.”
Brtko sounded despondent. Had someone seen him the previous
evening, coming out of Rosalie Lautman’s yard with his bag full of
stuff? They were just drawing level with the shop now. You never
could tell what envy would do. “What are you telling me all this
for?”

“That’s what!” Kolkocky snapped, standing with his legs firmly
apart and one stern hand pointing at the name above Rosalie Laut-
man’s shop.

Puzzled, Brtko started sucking his thumb, like a child who hasn’t
quite got the point of his telling off. Kolkocky'’s solemn warning was
punctuated by the martial fanfares of the band:

“I gave you that Jewess’s shop, a shop on Main Street. It's got the
best situation in town. A gold mine, that's what it is. And what are
you doing?”

“Me?” Brtko cried in dismay.

“Who else? You, of all people. You have to go and act like a
white Jew! Just get this straight: a white Jew is worse than just a
Jew, because he’s not a Jew, he’s a Jew lover. You've got one week,
d’you understand me, one week to take that Jewish name down and
put your own up there. Anton Brtko, Tailors’ Accessories. O.K.>”
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SEVEN

Everybody in the town called the town crier Uncle Piti, or Uncle

for short, perhaps because he was so kindh.earted and. suc}}l) ahtall;el;
The only striking thing about him was his ‘roundf tlght fi Y, tlas
a barrel, carried before him as if worthy of. admlratlc?n, a'mos
though it were his badge of office, invested w1tb a n.laglc of 1;5 OW}I;
Everybody knew there was something W(,)’I'th listening to when
ing. “Ovez, oyez, oyez . . .
StaXrex(jr Cflz;llmcr:)ul% reac}{ out yan of}l;lcial proclamation, but to makia Sa;
simple duty into a performance enjoyed by wort:.hy citizens r];o tf;l )
than by the market women, by old men an.d children, even by '
dogs and horses and pigeons—that was more like an ar't; that vi/'as rea K
worth dropping whatever you were doing and going to flsteal. o
duty is something that can be dashed off any f)ld way, but for Un
(and this was what everyone knew) drumming was a ceremoglly, a
festive occasion for an amateur player who has taken the trouble to
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learn his part by heart and fill it out with the stuff of his own imagina-
tion.

That was why the people left the market and crowded round
when he appeared. Wherever they happened to be, at the ginger-
bread stall, the cobbler’s, the potter’s, they all hurried away from the
canvas booths and down Main Street to the wooden pyramid. If you
think drumming is just beating little sticks against taut ass’s skin, you
are wrong. The sound of the drumsticks may recall the whisper of a
breeze, the rustle of leaves, drops of rain pattering on a window, the
hissing of flames or the crackling of dry branches—and it may be a call
to arms. It may be gentle or aggressive, but one thing it must be able
to do—and that is the drummer’s law—drown whatever other sound
may be in the air. It is no easy thing to drown the noise of market
day, the sounds of trumpets blaring, wagons rattling, horses neighing,
geese squawking, boys shouting and women chattering—the hundred-
odd sounds that run together and make the pandemonium of market
day. And then, to read an announcement and to read it dramatically
are two very different things. There is no official document in the
world so sacred that it cannot be enlivened with a little fun, and
that was why people enjoyed listening to Uncle Piti. He was the
only man who knew how to put even the most solemn declarations
across, drawing out the vowels like spaghetti and bringing his sing-
song cadences to a sharp finish with the snap of a broken chain. He
had mastered the art of evoking respectful attention and of diluting
this respect, so that an official appearance could even provide an
occasion for a good laugh.

There were enough people gathered round, and the town crier in
his uniform cap tucked his drumsticks into the brass rings provided
for the purpose on the strap across his chest, solemnly pulled a sheet
of paper from the cuff of his uniform jacket, cleared his throat, and
began:

“This is to bring to the notice of the public the duty of all dog
owners—Alsatians sheep dogs Saint Bernards pug dogs lap dogs whip-
pets and other vermin—to pay the dog tax within ten days. Dog owners
ignoring this order will be punished by the knacker’s taking them
without notice in a sack with a wire noose round their necks to the
knacking ground beyond the slaughterhouse, where they will be
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finished off by the provisions of the law at public expense. Signed and
sealed in the name of the law finis the end on-the-watch bangbang-
bang . . .”

Even the horses bared their yellow teeth in a laugh, even the
pigeons flapped their wings happily, even the axes ringing on the
timber giant sounded livelier as Uncle Piti produced a fast roll to
finish off his proclamation, gentle and encouraging like soft rain
cooling the heat of the day.

Brtko came up to him and said: “Good morning to you, Uncle
Piti.”

Uncle shrugged his disclaimer. “Those were the days, lad, but it’s
all over now. This drum of mine’s off to the museum.” He raised his
head and pointed at a loudspeaker wired overhead. “They'’re putting
wireless all over the place to turn people’s heads with now. Hey, Brtko,
don’t be in such a hurry; what about taking me on as a carpenter’s
apprentice?”

Men and women standing about in twos and threes were discussing
the news and moving off; even the tiny woman with an enormous
rucksack on her back seemed to quicken her step. Brtko opened the
shop door wide for her. “Step inside, step inside, I'll be happy to
attend to you . . .

The festive atmosphere of market day drives away gloom and
sadness. The village women could turn the pretty things over to their
hearts’ content even if they bought not a pennyworth in the end—
brooches, buttons, and buckles, with a glitter that pleased the eye and
cheered the heart. Not one of them but longed to have her say,
impress her own tastes on the others. They haggled over the prices—
better talk yourself out of breath than risk being swindled by a slippery
shopkeeper.

Rosalie Lautman was as busy as a bee, no thought for her aches
and pains in this moment, one to be wrought like precious metal,
with warmth, delicately and carefully, with decision but with feeling.

“Now I've something extra special for you, dear,” she hinted
temptingly, and one eyebrow shot up in curiosity as she bent down
to feel under the counter for yet another flat bow.

Brtko came in from the street like a sergeant victorious in battle,
pushing his prisoner before him—the poor little old woman, thin and
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tired, hadn’t even the strength to resist. She kept her thoughts on
her own troubles, with perhaps half an ear for the chatter pouring
from her captor: “Therell be plenty of buttons when we're dead and
buried . . . come along, Auntie, don’t be shy . . . we've got enough
buttons to pave the street and still have enough to fit out the whole
of your family, grandchildren included. Do you want gold buttons?
Officers’ buttons? . . . Come this way, please; this is my department
at the back, here.”

Brtko was supposed to catch what slipped through Rosalie Laut-
man’s net, and they did not trespass on each other’s ground.

“Extra-ine buttons! Shining buttons! Cheap buttons!” Brtko stood
behind the counter calling his wares like a boasting stallholder in
the market place. Box after box came down from the shelves. He
counted out buttons by the dozen, tapping one against the other:
“This isn't bone, if you please, this is metal—the finest steel. Can
you hear the sound of it, my dear? Itll last a hundred times as long
as you do.”

Rosalie was opening the box of kerchiefs, slowly, as though she
were lifting a great weight. There was only one woman intending to
buy, but the rest had come to look on, to haggle about the price and
fill the shop with their noise. This was the moment of real excitement,
when the words flowed easily and convincingly, and when she felt
she was speaking to them all and listened to by them all.

“One lovelier than the other, beautiful hand-embroidered kerchiefs
they are, really first-class,” Rosalie Lautman was praising her wares.
“You could traipse from shop to shop all day and you wouldn’t find
better. Just you go and try, and then come and tell me how you got
on. I don’t mind waiting, I'm not in a hurry . .

“What's she asking for them?” one of the women asked another
nearer the counter, and she shouted: “What about the price, Rosalie,
how much each?”

“How much? How much?” There were more inquiries.

“Here’s a deep yellow one, or a pale lemon,” the widow went on,
“mauve and blue—you won't find a bigger choice at the stores, not a
thread out of place, pretty as a picture. Friend or family, there’s
only one price: three crowns, not a heller less . . .”

Her last words were drowned in the chatter. In all the flurry
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Rosalie’s spectacles had slipped from her forehead .to herbno}sle; 2(115
though there was no hint of protest against the }?nce to be ef ;
she brought the cloth close to her eyes in a professmnal manzller,“AL‘l
it was superfluous to look for flaws in such ﬁr?t—class gczlo s. 1
quality, A-1 assortment,” she added a word which camehlts o;v:
weight. “If you take my advice you'll go and try somew eriel e sa,
why shouldn’t you? You'll be back in no time. Do you want toh ;11:17
closer look? . . .” And she spread them o-ut'one by one, -o 11?g
the kerchiefs up to catch the light and enjoying 'the admlratlon. mt
the eyes of her customers. The point of the busme-ss was Eot jus
the sale itself; selling something meant more t}'xan just ex‘c ‘angll)ngt
goods for money. Selling did not mean chea‘ting, it meant galr‘nn‘g ut
not being cheated oneself. It is a sin to swmdlle others, but 1.5 >1E‘2?I
an even greater sin to be swindled without trying to prevent it:
assortment,” Rosalie repeated her argument firmly. ,
“Satan or the devil, assortment or no assortment, you 1l let me ha‘vle]t
it for two crowns, won't you, Rosalie?” And a fat market woman VVI;Z(
a rucksack on her back yelled shrilly, holding up two fingers to make
ear.
hef‘OO}if,e rdilr me, no!” Rosalie pursed her lips. She dic.l not need tg
have good hearing to know what was meant. [hrusting onehhin
toward her assailants, palm outward, with the other she drew the box
iefs toward her.
! ‘l‘{;ﬂn;it better at Rubin’s fo(1:1 three crowns,” one of the women
and the others muttered agreement. '
retlo%rct)j:lll’ie only smiled with furrowed brow, as though she hai just
been told a funny story that ended sadly. She could hear no et}t)clir
than the day before or the day before that, bu.t she had noﬁtrog e
realizing what they had said. Outraged by the insult thus offere .to
her wares—for what else was the price offered?—she began clearing
the boxes away.
Brtko was surrounded by his own troubles. . ) -
“Darker ones, please, and they ought to be bigger,” one of the
's was saying.
Cuslt—;);n f:d“;nad e};lofgh of the caprices of his cus‘tomers, who kept
him on his toes looking for things and displaying the'm (?‘n ‘ﬁle
counter. “Bigger ones, bigger ones,” he imitated her voice. “What
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d’you want bigger ones for? Why don'’t you take these and bury £hem i

in the garden—if you water them well enough. they'll i "
1 dIn the end' he had to call for Rosalie’s he%p:, “M};s. IgJ:ra?l‘;Vm];fgiﬁe
lady Wa’nts bigger and darker buttons than these.” He held 7
in fI}ﬂle air for her to see. “Have we got anything like that?” e
. il;:nbcelile Szzzri;h; 'c(lioorft}'ﬁk(lledkand two rosy-cheeked farm women
: ide, trilled skirts and light-colored kerchiefs;
carried a basket and the other held a goos . ('me
noisily into the shop, they brought igvithe t?lrelile rtlcn)zeciral?t‘e Buift“}ig
market place and its cheerful greetings. P
“Good morning, God bless you!”
::God bless your business this morning!”

. The devil’s pitchfork tickle your backsides!” an old woman on
er w.ay' out st?rted shrieking, and the others hopped about on ba
feet,. lifting their skirts to their bare knees. Fven Rosalie had to lau }rle
fﬁr in an .attempt to be useful Brtko had decided to lay the dust gor;
the cellarlike Hf)or. The can he had found looked more like a cracked
z?remta,d aﬁd with one .ﬁnger pressed to the hole in the bottom he
5 ech ed the flow, drawing figures of eight on the floor. In the general
ughter Brtko took over the new customers. ; |

“INo combs and elastic, thank vou 'd li
: . We'd lik i i ’
got such a thing about the p]ace.'y’ e fikea bitof ace i e
) dIi]ace, cﬁddy;)lu say? Trainloads of the stuff—we sell it by the mile,”
n e - . . ’
and he pulled his spring rule from his pocket and let it shoot up into
Just look at the juggler! He's going to measure lace by the inch

would you believe it?” i
»” the woman with the
00se u
called out to Rosalie. i ner her amm

With her face pressed against the glass pane in the door the widow
3;35 tryi]ngfto see the hands on the steeple clock. She was tired after
€ rus i
the r of customers and felt hungry, for it was two in the after-
The watering can stood on a chai
: air by the wall, dripping the ti
away, while Brtko slowly and thoughtfully let the coinsp sli%) thro&lg?lj
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his fingers into a cardboard cashbox on the counter. Then he seemed
to pull himself together and started making them into little piles.

“It's no gold mine, son, you can see that; but it's enough for an
old woman like me.” He raised his head. “I'm going to fry a cauli-
flower and boil a few potatoes. Would you like a hard-boiled egg to

o with it?” she asked solicitously.

He nodded, still busy counting the day’s takings.

“Tll tell you what I feel like,” she went on dreamily, “a soft white
roll fresh from the oven, from Brandl the baker’s. That'd taste good
right now, wouldn't it?” She half closed her eyes and sniffed the air.
“Ooooh! . . . ooooh! . . .” Her sounds of enjoyment were remin-
iscent of an owl at midnight.

Brtko separated the coins from the paper money and joined in
the old lady’s ooh-oohing scornfully: “Ooooh! Qoooh!” looking as
though he enjoyed her secret pleasure.

“What do you think!” Eveline appeared suddenly and unex-
pectedly, chattering nonchalantly. “What do you think happened to
Rose just now? A swindler, a dirty cheat of a woman it was . . .
we were in the market and I was helping her to buy a cockerel, and

instead of fifty crowns the farmer’s wife gave her thirty—the nerve
of it, when she’'d paid with a hundred-crown note! . . .7

Her manner was so matter-of-fact that Tono Brtko could not help
imagining the scene in the market place, the cunning farmer's wife
with a cockerel in her arms and Rose shrieking and haggling over every
penny until in the end she paid her bargain very dear.

Eveline’s eyes fell on the takings, opened wide, and her voice took
on a lighter tone as she went on:

“Isn’t it awful, Tono, stealing all that money? Don’t you worry,
though, she won't get away with it even if Marcus has to turn the
whole police force out and the fire brigade as well—every man worth
his salt will be after the creature. That'll make you sit up!” And as if
it was not money, but a bit of dust that had to be swept out of sight
before an honored guest set eyes on the table, she put out her hand,
held her open handbag at the edge of the counter, and swept the coins
and the notes into it with one energetic gesture. “Bye-bye,” she twit-

tered, waved a hand from the doorway, and was gone.
“Hey, there, hey, Eveline! . . . The devil take your nonsense about
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honesty! Magpie, that’s what you are, a magpie!” He was still dum-

founded, looking through the street door. Hearing a bark, he threw
the door open: “Essence! Essence!” Then he hesitated, looking back
toward the kitchen. Whatever happened, he did not want it to look
as though he was a thief. What if the old lady decided to come back
for a bit of change? She might need .to hop out for a bit of salt or
paprika or something. He locked the shop door behind him.

Once outside, he took the shortest cut he knew, across the square.
In front of the pub, he had almost to fight his way through the farmers
in their broad-brimmed hats and narrow linen trousers, gossiping on
the pavement while their carts, lined up one behind the other,
made it impossible to get by on the road. He left the noisy building
of the pyramid behind him and rushed on, knocking into the passers-by
until people turned their heads to watch him. He threw a quick glance
into the barbershop but did not slow down until he passed the
chemist’s. He greeted no one, though people passed him going in
both directions. Putting forth a sudden spurt as though the tape were
in sight, he nearly ran into trouble: a bulldog dashed out of the
butcher’s yard and growled ferociously, showing its teeth. With quiet
patience he stopped to soothe the animal, until it unwillingly gave
way and let him pass. He shot into the tobacconist’s, looking like a
hunted zebra in his striped jacket.

The tobacconist was just serving a sportsman and threw over his
shoulder a welcoming “Sit down a minute, I'll be right with you,”
while going on with the job in hand.

Brtko remained standing, fidgeting about and rubbing his hands,
trying to make the tobacconist see he was in a hurry.

“Now let me see, I think that’s all,” the sportsman muttered into
his spade beard. “You're sure it’s real boned® How long d'you think
it'll do service?” and he picked up a pipe from the counter to look
at it in a better light.

“If you trust my advice, I can tell you this very pipe was made by
the best craftsman in the region, sir. This one, and just one other,”
and he pushed a second pipe over to the customer. “If you go by
me you'll take this one. It's not more expensive, but it’s better made,
better made and nicer to look at. Shall I wrap it up, or would you
rather have the other one?”
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“All right.” The sportsman scratched his chin. “T'll stick to the

one you said. No, wait a minute, I'll have the other.” .
“Take my advice. This is what all the foresters and lumberjacks

»

and charcoal men buy . . . S
“Really? Then I won't have that one; 1 expect you're E%l.t;wr )
“Very good, sir.”” The tobacconist started adding up the bill: t v}\lze;

four, six packets of backy, ;lw%nty pa”ckets of fags, a dozen matc

Bosna pipe, let’s see, that's . . .

an%ratko waspwzli(ing about anxiously while thﬁa spo’rtsman‘kept look-

ing from one pipe to the other, still not sure in l'ns heart of bzarts.

He put one in his mouth, chewed on it, moved it from one side to

the other, spat it out, and tried the other. ‘ o
“There we are, then,” the one-armed tobaccom’st muttered, licking

his pencil. “Eight and six, fourteen and nin'e, letts see, two fmd t.wlci,

cight, fourteen, errerr . . . that makes a nice little sum, tthtgz,;elg t
crowns forty hellers all together. Shall T wrap it up for yO,l;l, sirs
“You know, I think I'd rather have the other after all,” the sports-
man decided, and Brtko groaned, “Gejza!” It was no good. ‘
“The Emperor Franz Joseph himself didn’t'have. a ‘}aetter pipe
than the one you've just bought,” the tobacconist said; “what more

do you want?”

At last the customer made up his mind.

“Thank God for that!” the tobacconist rejoiced as the custor,ner de-
parted and he could lock the door behind him. “If you hadn’t com;al
I'd have looked you up myself, Tono, I swear I would. I haven't beglr
such a good story the last seven years. It's not even a story—a 1id S:
that's what it is; if you get it right this box of cigars is yours. (’),K

“Gejza, Gejza man, you're the sort of fellow I can t?ust =

“Tf T couldn’t trust you I wouldn’t be telling you this, don’t wc))’rry.
Now listen, Tono: who's got the shiniest jack boots in the town?

“The shiniest pack boots?”

“Give up?”

“Gejza, can you help me?”

“Of course, it's worth it—the best joke . . . .

Essence tapped on the door, begging to be let in. He had picked up
his master’s scent and followed him here. His paws scratched at the
glass as he jumped up and down. They let him in.

»
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“What's he doing here?”

“Just think what I felt like—Eveline came to the shop after me
and left him outside in the street. With one swoop she stuffed the
day’s takings into her bag and whoops—she was gone.”

“Hahaha! That’s 2 good one, Tono, a good one, but mine’s better.
Now where was I? Stop growling, Essence. Oh, yes, I remember. Now
your benefactor, your brother-in-law Kolkocky, once he'd stolen all
he could and made his pile, decided he ought to give thanks to his
lucky star and go and stroke her face. That’s pretty, now, isn't it?
So on the stroke of midnight—now listen properly, Tono, if’s getting
good—on the stroke of midnight he went out into the garden and
started praying like a pagan with his hand stretched out to the sky.
The silly star believed him and his hand miraculously reached right
up into the sky and caught hold of the star. And being an honest man,
his fingers closed round the star and he took all the gold off it
and the poor star went out, phut! And since then Marcus Kol-
kocky has had the shiniest jack boots in the town. What d’'you say to
that?”

“Gejza, can you lend me some money?”’

“Money? Whatever for?”

Somebody rattled the doorknob, and Essence growled at the im-
patient tinsmith's apprentice with his beret pulled down over his ears.
He was so impatient, you'd have thought it wasn’t the tobacconist’s
he needed, but another, more private spot. He glared somberly at the
two gossips inside, eagerly talking and gesticulating—obviously an
important transaction, and then he saw the tobacconist counting out
notes and coins into the carpenter’s palm.

The two ran into each other in the doorway. “Is this a bloody
theater, or what?” the young fellow growled.

Brtko made all haste back to the shop and cursed as Mrs. Balda
crossed his path.

“Well, well, if it isn’t Brtko the carpenter. What's happened to my
kitchen steps?”

“Kitchen steps?”

“What did you think you were supposed to be making me, a
mahogany bedroom suite? How much longer d'you think I'm going to
have to wait for you to mend that one stepr”
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“Can’t stop, Mrs. Balda!” He gripped his belly in both hands and

made off as fast as he could go.
As soon as he reached the shop door, he saw that all was well.

Furtively he put the notes and coins where they belonged in the
cardboard box.
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EIGHT

Slowly the square filled up with people, and the more experienced
soon appreciated the importance of the occasion. Their eyes fixed on
the loudspeaker in the leafy chestnut tree, they seemed to be im-
patiently waiting for a fireman in full-dress uniform, feathers in his
hat and all, to emerge from the loudspeaker even without a ladder,
giant instruments blaring away.

“A tin box like that and we shan’t need a drummer or a band,”
somebody unkindly remarked to the people round him. “You're wrong
there, young man.” Uncle Piti was up in arms. “Just you wait until
we get a bit of snow. A couple of feet of snow, and somebody’ll have
to clear it away or all your wires will be frozen up. . . " He looked
up at the loudspeaker and fanned his neck with his cap. “What you
think, Danny?” He turned to a barefoot boy standing near.

“Me? 1 like the look of that thing up there, and I like your drum—
but I think I like the drum best,” he added shyly.
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The loudspeaker crackled, and inexperienced handling of the
| microphone sent highly unsuitable words into the air: “Sonofabitch!
- When’s the thing going to work? Where’s that fool got to? Maslicka,
X Maslicka, hey, you!” The nervous haste accompanied by strange
noises, rustlings, and whispered conversations made a curious im-
* pression; then an asthmatic voice yelled until the houses round the

square shook like the walls of Jericho.

“Brothers! I can feel your ardor, I can feel your longing to hear
our voice, our free voice, the voice of our nation, the voice of our
leader, the voice that calls us to battle. Into battle, brothers! Into
battle for a united and Christian Europe!”

“Brothers! Together we are living through a historic moment,
when the thing our fathers and our fathers' fathers longed for has
become reality.” The speaker’s voice fell to a funereal note. “Yes, what
our fathers longed for. . . . I ask you,” it went on, “I ask you who
has won this victory? What explanation is there but our tireless en-
thusiasm, for the fact that we have turned out today in as great
numbers as for a procession to the Virgin Mary, Mother of God?”

The urge to show off to such a large audience encouraged the boys
to practice cycling acrobatics round the edge of the square. The
benches were occupied by the old people, and here and there a
shopkeeper came out to watch. They seemed to feel it was like the
beginning of a carnival, waiting for the foats and the torchlight
parade to set off through the town. Three covered carts moved up
the road with a policeman on each side loudly hurrying them along—
probably Walachian gypsies on the move.

“Yes, brothers,” the voice came from the loudspeaker again, “this
victory pyramid, in the shade of which you are listening to these
speeches, this magnificent monument made of the finest elm, this bold
pile soaring to the skies will carry on its tip the slogan of the day, the
slogan sacred to all our hearts. In a few moments, brothers, you will
witness this historic moment and see our slogan high above the town,
and [ call on you to hear: On the watch! On the watch!” A martial
refrain followed.

High above the ground, swinging against the rosy evening sky,
were letters carved in wood; as they turned their heads in that direc-
tion, they could make out the word “G O D.”
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i ion, “ or
“Look at it,” said Piti to his young companion, “you can secehf-
i ris-
yourself—God in chains, stretched on the rack . . . is that a i
tian thing to do? Forty years' service and they throw me out on my
neck. Isn't it a sin?”

The drummer went into the barbershop.
i 1 ” he said instead of the usual
“T can’t stand it out there any longer,

reeting. )
i ”Wh%at’s the matter? What's wrong now? asked the barber. -

“You might as well be shut up in jail for all you know of w ?ts
going on. Can’t you see? Can't you hear? I said so all along, Joe: da
Tower of Babel like that thing out there in the squar’e means no g(;lo .
Well. and now it's there on our doorsteps. Aren't I .nght, Mz. Kucdax;
sky?” He turned to the customer in the barber chair and got a nod o

eement. . ‘ N
aglrUncle Piti tugged at the barber’s white coat to bring him w’lthm
confidential distance: “Feel more at home, like, when you haver:t ggyt,
your Aryanizer round the place, eh? Work goes better, do,?sn tdlt}.1
His voice sank to a whisper: “Is it true that he’s got . . .” and he

inted vaguely in the direction of his fly. ) o
PO}‘IINE;.”VTghe }l;arber Joseph Katz stroked his head. Well, it’s just
that his ear’s running . . .”l )

Kucharsky spluttered with laughter. . N

“I hope }Il’rrf not disturbing you, gentlemen? Uncle Piti asked

litely. : ) '
Po'f(gfycourse not,” Kucharsky assured him, “not in th'e leg'st. ]](;e
here was just telling me about old Sojka . . .7 and he winked at the
barber. _ .

a;(atz flicked his shaving brush this way and thfit, toying “ﬁthbth]i
silk-smooth lather. He whisked it from Kucharsky's brow to 5 e kz'ac
of his neck and back on both sides, all over the rﬁ)und head, t;: n?g
care to avoid the ears. Imrich Kucharsky was sensitive about lather in
his ears. “You knew old Sojka, didn’t you?” asked th-e l’)’arber.l -

“Was there anyone knew old Sojka better than I did?” Uncle Piti

> 1.7,

dded. “An angel, he was a downright ange . '

nO“Granted that he may have been an angel, from my point of view

ith li imples, tiny
1 head. Covered with little red pimples,
D B O o than ” and he illustrated the interest-
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little ones, no bigger than this . .




ing little pimples on the palm of one hand. “ i

hii head’used to shine Iikg fireflies on ainiugﬁ:tdn?gjﬁste legles ”

f g don’t know anythi.ng about his pimples, but he was fond of his

ood, 'that I do know. Right up to the last minute he had a wonderful
appetite. Lying on his deathbed, he was, and asked for rolled stuffed
veal, cut in thin slices.” Uncle Piti’s mouth opened wide as thouoh
he“could see the dish in front of him. “That was a man for you oug”

) 1 uss:d to do him first with the three, then the noughf t}'le.n.I’.d
; ave him and massage him and rub his skin up nicely; h’e used to

ike that. But the end of the summer old Sojka’s head looked lik

marble, no, like alabaster, I'm not kidding. I got him read } e
the grave, too, may his soul find rest.” ) i

:Good afternoon to you all.”

1 Well, well,’ if it isn’t neighbor Brtko come to join us. Business
Zsack,htha;l you've got time to go visiting? Here, will you take me on
OW&; sJ Oir:. older, or won'’t your” The drummer laughed heartily at his

“Uncle Piti could go into busine i ing j 7
“I\A/[ncg ;vhat might ygour stock be, ];itl(:?’}’ns o elling ol
“Me? I 'dunno . . .” B ! i “p
Pl e o - Iater;tj{o scratched the back of his neck. “P raps
Now' why should you hurry away, Mr. Brtko?” The barber
stepp?d in. “Just sit down and have a look at the papers. Nov(:fr
t(})1 ﬁms},l’ what I was saying about my customers that like thei; head;
shaved,” he went on glibly, “do you remember old Kohn>” Thumb
ind forefinger took off a layer of lather and shook it into .the basl;1

Now he was a stickler if ever there was one; the minute the lilie nf.
the valley came out in his garden off he trotted to me. Tap. ta St i
the old gentleman had a stick, remember? I didn’t have t(I)) ,seept}h -

lilies of the valley, I just knew they were blooming when old Ko(l)lse
came along to have his head shaved. Poor old fellow, in the end hn
gotﬁ:F 1 nastif1 thingilr(;alh nasty: he used to jerk his head,’ like this ’?

_ they all watched him ridiculing Kohn'’s na i ing 4

hlS“ performance. The barber hanéged his razorStZo dalrlliiela;igt? e
Just you try it. I'd like to see you going at somebody’s‘throat

e y 1 n y l y
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“Brtko’s the man for that,” and he passed the razor on.

Brtko took it, laid it across his throat, and they all fell silent until
the barber shouted:

“It doesn’t take much to make a murderer of a man, these days!”

Uncle Piti started off in a calm voice: “I knew a real case like
that. Remember the chimney sweep that lived beyond the old mill?
Three sons he had, that's right, and the eldest, John, was a nasty piece
of work from a baby. He was a chimney sweep by trade, too, and he
fell for his brother’s girl. One Sunday, when the other was hurrying
off, he said to him: ‘Lend me your razor a minute; T'll get the bristles
off you in no time. Your girl won't half go mad when she sees you.’
Well, he finished him off all right, for all eternity. A razor’s like a
surgeon’s knife, I'm telling you. . ”

Kucharsky's head was shaved to a nicety and Uncle Piti waited
for someone to add something to his story of the chimney sweep.
One by one they turned their eyes away. “I'd better be moving off,
it seems to me, gentlemen.”

“ITs it as late as all that?” Kucharsky pretended to be surprised.

“No need to lay it on so thick, gentlemen.” The drummer got to his
feet. “I don’t need telling twice. I know everything . . "

“I's not good these days to know too much,” said Kucharsky,

making as though to go.
“You're fed up with me, I can see that. Can’t wait till my back’s

»

turned . . .
“Uncle Piti, how can you talk like that?”

“Uncle Piti got out of bed the wrong side this morning.”

“You're all wrong.” The drummer raised his hand. “You might as
well know: you needn’t be afraid of me. You've nothing to fear from
me. Nothing?” He suddenly changed his tone as though he had
realized his advantage and determined to use it. “D'you think I don’t
know about your goings on? I've got you where I want you.” He went
on in a calm, almost scornful voice. “I know all about the lot of you.
I can inform on you, and you, and you.” He pointed at each of them
in turn as though it were a counting game. “I can turn you in, the
whole lot of you, and make a bit of money on it. What the hell—that
wasn't what I wanted. I came in here for you to help me. What

a hope! You'll help Brtko, perhaps . . . d’you think you're the only
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clever ones? Tell you what . . . I won't turn you in, after all. . . .
As if T could! Good day, gentlemen!” He slammed the door be-
hind him.

“Well, it seems to me you've got us in a nice mess, Brtko,” Kuchar-
sky broke the silence.

“Me? I haven't said a thing to anyone. . . .

“Not even to the tobacconist?”

Brtko dropped his eyes. “Who can I trust if not my neighbor?” He
sounded near to tears.

“I've paid off your debt to the tobacconist,” Kucharsky said coldly.
“There’s no need to be afraid of Piti, he won’t do us any harm. . . .
I wanted to tell you the Mutual had agreed to pay you something,
but don’t think it was easy to get it out of them. Mr. Katz here and
Blau the secretary had their work cut out to convince the charitable
brothers that it was necessary. They'd better tell you themselves.”

Brtko opened his eyes wide. Behind the curtain separating the back
of the shop off from the front part a shadowy figure moved to and fro,
wearing a hat.

“There’s no need for me to introduce myself, I hope,” said the
small man with the long white beard, rubbing his hands as he stepped
from behind the curtain.

“Blau the printer,” Brtko muttered.

His brush under his arm, the barber went to lock the door.

“I came here today, Mr. Brtko, to tell you in the name of our
Mutual Aid Society that we have every desire to comply with your
demands, provided they do not tax our poor resources too far . . .”

“Mr. Brtko is a good man,” the barber broke in.

“We voted the money to be paid over to you, Mr. Brtko,” the
secretary went on; “trust us as we trust you, for it was the will of
God to make you the instrument of His goodness to the widow
Lautman. Do her no harm, I beg of you. . . .”

“Now there’s no earthly reason why Brtko should want to do her
any harm,” the barber interrupted him. “Things are just the way I
explained to the Mutual. The widow Rosalie Lautman, our fellow in
the faith, has lived a blameless life totherlpe old age of seventy-
eight and found such favor in the eyes of the Lord that He has
sent her the kindest Aryanizer He could find on this earth. An
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Aryanizer who will not only help her in the.shop but vxfill turn fireman
shguldtheplacegouplnﬁames, which“ God forbid. Not even a

~chicken will scratch for nothing, though, as the saying is, and to

this day the good Lord has not been able to diSCOVSI‘:' an Aryanizer }‘th’O
would be content to do the job for the honor of it alone, and that's

here the trouble lies, gentlemen. . . . ’
) “It is not fitting to make a joke of it when others find life hard to

i ’ n to interrupt.
bear.” It was the white-bearded secretary’s tur p
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NINE

Ms. Rosalie Lautman, who had found such favor in the eyes of the
Lord that she had been granted seventy-eight years of blameless life
and the precious gift of deafness, thanks to which she preserved un-
spoiled to the very end the illusion that the world was full of kind,
friendly people, felt and showed her gratitude to the man who helped
her. Coming back with the shopping, he began:

“We've got plenty of time to spare today. We'll start with the
living-room furniture, and then we can go on to the shelves in the
shop. They’re not much to our credit, and that’s the truth.”

She sensed his kindness without needing to hear his words; as he
handed her the bag of potatoes he had fetched from the market,
she said, “Today I'm going to make something my poor Heinrich was
very fond of. Do you like potato lokshen?”

“Lokshen, lokshen—show me the man who doesn’t!” Brtko grinned.

“The dough mustn’t be too thin or too thick. Just right. It's the
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dripping that’s most important, though. I'll fetch that bit of last year’s
goose fat I've got in the larder. Wouldn’t you like some on a slice of
bread right now?”

The old woman did not feel so lonely any more, while the carpenter
had found his refuge at last, a refuge from the people who were trying
to talk him into doing things he could not see the point of. He was
back at his own craft, although in rather curious surroundings.

First he put the stand under the big dressing mirror right, and then
he started taking the bed to pieces, handling the wobbly carved
ornaments carefully. He took out his tools—the saws, vise, and planes
—and put some glue on the stove in an old pot, to warm up.

The old lady smiled contentedly. It was not difficult to imagine her
furniture looking as good as new again; nobody would be able to
tell it was half a century old. She looked at the fresh veneer on
the bedside table with frank admiration, touching it childishly with
one finger, reveling in the smell and the shine of its newness. “You
are handy,” she said, and ran her hand over his short-cropped head
as he knelt on the floor among the tools of his trade. She went out to
look after the shop and toward midday began her preparations for
dinner.

In her starched white apron and lace-edged cap she looked neat
and fresh when she poked her head into the living room. Her
assistant had a grateful audience—Danko Elias, Kucharsky’s little girl
Erzika, and his own Essence. Rosalie announced, “Dinner in an
hour” as she looked through the open door, trotted away again, and
was back in a moment with another suggestion: “Why don’t you put
the phonograph on, children?” She took a duster to the old-fashioned
contraption with its big horn. “There are records in here.” She bent
down and pulled a cardboard box out of the lower drawer of the chest.
“And what records!”

The sound of the music reached her as she stood in the kitchen
stirring the dinner, and through the open door the smell of cooking
passed into the living room. Lifting the saucepan lid, Rosalie tipped
the little lumps of dough into the boiling water; as the dumplings
turned and tossed in the bubbling water, they seemed to be keeping

time to the lively, cheerful Yiddish song she was humming to herself: '
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“On the top of the stove, her hair in two plaits,

She sat sewing her new white frock, tampa, tampa,

"

tampala . . .

Who could fail to enjoy the cheerful tune? Who could fail to feel
happy with such a friendly, hopeful song in his ears? The trilling
of the pipe was mischievous, tempting feet to start to tapping and
bodies to sway; even the four-footed listener was affected. Essence
wagged his tail in tantalizing pleasure, putting his head first on one
side and then on the other, as though he was listening with each
ear in turn. Pinally he could not resist getting up on his hind legs,
begging and staggering about. ‘

The widow looked as though she would never be able to solve the
problem of how many plates to put on the table with its white cloth;
then she used her fingers to count it up.

Brtko had to keep explaining things to the boy, who had drawn
closer to watch him at work, “Meths—that’s the most important thing
of all. Just a tiny drop and you get all the oil out of the veneer, and
then the polish’ll last. Then comes the shellac.”

“Shellac? What's that?”

“Shellac is made of birds’ droppings,” Brtko lectured him, putting :

his lighted cigarette down on an empty tin. “They gather it on trees
far away in Africa.”

The cheerful song was being played again as they sat round the
table. Brtko asked for a second helping of soup and went on with his
story as he ate it with gusto.

“It isn’t the clothes a man wears that matter. . . . I was just finish-

ing off the table I'd been mending for the gentleman up at the Big

House when a real dandy dashed into the room—silk tie, diamond
pin; you could smell the brilliantine on his hair a mile off. A real
gentleman, you'd have said, until he opened his mouth . . .” He
looked so pleased with life as he chattered that the old lady couldn’t
help joining in:

“Now my Heinrich enjoyed his pea soup just the same as you,
the very same. When the lokshen were just right, not too soft and not
too hard, Heinrich always said. ‘Rosalie, your lokshen taste like
manna.” ‘Come, now, Heinrich, they're just the same as they always
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are; only you've got up a good appetite today, being S0 busy.’(;No,dno.,
He wouldn’t have it. ‘Your peas, now, they taste like 'almon s to a}lf:
“What an idea! Almonds are bitter, 1 always thought; is that a ,comﬁ i-
ment? They taste good, Rosalie, they taste good a’n”d that’s wfat
matters, and that's what [ like about your peas . . . She was har
away in her memories, forgetful of her guests and the food on her

late. ‘
’ “What happened to that gentleman who tried to catch the white

butterfly?” Danko wanted another story. )
“Firs; you tell me what your dad says about you. . 1
“Dad? Dad says, ‘My seven daughters are seven.preuous pfaars
and my only son is an imp of mischief.”” Dz‘mkoar‘alse,d a morlnt(;lry
finger and gave an imitation of his father’s voice: “ ‘He'll wangle his
a of anything!"” .
qu}?;r(t)llclcf laugh}éd dflightedly, and even the o,l’d lady smiled.
“What are your sisters called? Tell me thfxt. i
“I can tell you, I can tell you,” Erzika cried out eagerly anh I:agagl
in a singsong voice: “Zipporah, Perla, Rivka, Malkah, ‘Safa , ea(i
Judith, Hannah . . .” and the two children went sklppmgbroun
the table as though it were a nursery thyme. It would have' 661:1 a
wonderful game if Essence hadn’t got too excited and started ]Emplr}li
up and down and, catching his paw on the edge of the stove, broug

the plate of lokshen down with a crash.
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TEN

In the street Brtko ran into his neighbor. The encounter surprised
him, for Balko the smith rarely came out in the evening at all, and
at most would sit on the seat in front of his cottage for a while.

“Off for a drink for a change?” Brtko asked.

“I dunno. Can’t make up my mind,” Balko replied, tugging nerv-
ously at his mustache. “T . . . I'll make them sit up, the lousy
bastards; that's what they are.” He lowered his voice: “I really don’t
know what to do next, but something’s got to be done. I'll go round
and talk to the men in the band first.”

“What's happened, anyway?”

“Happened. Happened. Nothing's really happened, as you might
say, but there’s something in the wind. That . . . that Peter Carny
came round a while ago. ‘Are you the conductor of the fire-brigade
band? As if he didn’t know me, the whippersnapper. ‘Me? 1 said.
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‘Have you just arrived from gay Paree or what?’ A kick in the ass,
that's what he needs, the swelled head . . .*

“I know Carny all right: he was born with a swelled head, he
was.” Brtko had had a really unpleasant encounter with the fool
not long before. Who could help Essence’s making the most of an
unguarded moment and surrendering to the joys of love when
Elias’s bitch came his way? The carpenter had had no idea what was
going on in front of the shop, and, when they came to tell him,
he hadn’t taken it too seriously, either. Why not let the dogs have a
bit of fun? Are they creatures of reason? Brtko gave his opinion,
even if everybody did not agree with him, in the crowd round the
excited dogs. One black mongrel and one white, they were doing
their best to extricate themselves when Peter Carny came up in
his Hlinka guards uniform and his jack boots and gave Essence a
blow on the rump with his fist.

“Keep your hands off him, will you? If anybody’s going to beat
my dog, it's me.” Brtko went to the defense of his Essence, and that
was his mistake. His attitude roused the righteous indignation of the
self-appointed guardian of public order. “You shameless curs,” he
yelled, thumping the dog even harder, “you ought to be ashamed of
yourselves, and with a Jewish bitch, too, right under the victory
pyramid.” A voice from the throng intervened. “It isn’t Elias’s bitch;
the baker took her over.” “Bursik brought her,” another defended the
animals. “That doesn’t make any difference, she was a Jewish bitch
first.” Peter Carny saw no mitigation of the crime, and nobody opposed
his view, for the dogs with whimpers of relief had at last freed
themselves from their embrace. “Yes, yes, I know Peter Camy only
too well,” Brtko sympathized with the smith.

“Well, he came in and said, ‘Orders from the commander. Eight
o'clock sharp on Saturday morning, Mr. Brtko, the band will be
drawn up in the square.” What's going on in the square on Saturday
morning? That’s what I'd like to know. A carnival, or what?”

Brtko smiled, relieved that it had nothing to do with him after
all. “Sounds funny,” he said. “You got me worried, looking as though
the world had come to an end.”

“All right, all right, you don’t know anything yet, so keep your
mouth shut. I . . . Tl let you in on it, Aryanizer or no Aryanizer,
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that'll make you sit up. First you tell me what you've got in that bag
of yours, though.” '

“Nothing to speak of, a bit of shopping, that’s all.” Brtko tried to
hide his leather bag, but it was too late. The smith put out a hand
and shook it by one corner until it rattled. .

“I thought so! Tin potatoes they sell these days? Now stop telling
lies—you've got your tools in there!”

“Any law against it, may I ask? So I've got my tools in there, and
so what?”

“I know more than that, neighbor. I know you went sneaking into
your shed last night to steal those tools. What about it, eh?”

“They’re mine, aren’t they?” .

“What did you want them for in the middle of the night, eh? Going
to break in somewhere?” The powerful smith bent his head to put
his ear to Brtko’s mouth.

Brtko answered loudly as if on purpose to show he had no secrets:
“I've been mending the shelves in the shop, if you must know.”

“One confidence deserves another.” The smith was satisfied. “And
since it concerns you and your Jewess, you might as well know: the
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Jews have all got their call-up papers. They’re being sent away to
work somewhere. Don’t let on I told you, mind! I'm just assiny it
on‘.‘ i)og{ft }:ake me up on it on oath, mind.” ! ¢
nd the swine,” the smith went on wi ici
h%s words had had on his neighbor, “think ‘t}‘}?il?al::/ }zl:riici?%ettfufnﬁeecé
1}1;5 chest proudly, “n?/ band is going to play for ’them 1';1 the squafe.”
e spa‘t{ eloquel;ltly. Remember what I said.” He shook his finger at
Brtko. “I haven't told you all this. . . . You knew it anywa fl'd ’
y(’)u? I thought as much, from the way you didn’t have a Zvor}c; to1 s: t
It's natural, I s'pose; you've got your spies in high places haven}’]t'
you—-brother-in—law Kolkocky and company. . . . What do tiae
to d-rlve the Jews out of the town for, can you tell me that? Ar}é Vtv}imt
getting in anybody’s way? Eh? Do they get in your way, yoxi Christi:z

Aryanizer? Eh? G i roul”
o eySidewalk. ood night to you!” He left Brtko stans‘ding there on

.Rosalie Lautman had turned her grandfather chair to face the
window; it was her favorite place to sit, looking quite lost in th
dePths of the great chair. She did not mind the sun, although h :
neighbor was always warning her, “At your age, Mrs.iautmagrx oer
ought 1}0t to sit in the sun.” “Why not, my dear? The sun won’t’ }?]urut
me, we've come to terms. . . . Now she added to herself, “The ra
of the sun are good for me, warming up the joints.” ’ ”

The steeple clock stood at eleven; the pigeons were circling the
steeple and carts rattled along the street in both directions %rtk
caught sight of the postman, but he hurried past and ner;r eveO
lookec.l toward the shop. Perhaps things weren’t as involved as th )
sorr‘letlmes seemed. That morning Brtko had told the old lady he WouelEC){
finish mending the furniture next week and had stowed hisytools aw
under the bed. Now he suddenly thought it might be better to taliy
them back home after all. He went into the room on tiptoe and kneeles

beside the bed; he could not see the old lady, but he could hear her

calm breathing.
“Is that you, my son?”
Brtko shook himself and got to his feet
“I thought you'd come and talk to me .
. When are you going to give
me all the news about Lily? Fancy her having triplets li%(e tiat. gé}‘ie

98

is naughty, though, never coming to see me.” She leaned on her
elbows to peep round, but, seeing no one there, she sank back again.

In a burst of decision Brtko came out of the kitchen as abruptly as
if he wanted to take the armchair by storm. “Mgs. Lautman!” he
called at the top of his voice. ‘

“What's the matter? What's the matter?” She looked up, realizing
there was something unusual in the air.

“The Jews are all getting their callup papers. Things are bad,
Mrs. Lautman, very bad indeed!”

“Things are never so bad they couldn’t be worse, my son. Remem-
ber, no woman will ever go on her knees to you.” She half closed
her eyes and wagged an admonitory finger at him. “You mustn’t expect
it, not even from your own wife.”

“You've said something, there,” was all he could say.

Even the pigeons were enjoying the excitement, perched on the
cornices and prepared to fly higher or even to fly right away if the
need arose. The square was unusually busy as work on the victory
pyramid reached its last stages. The carts were standing by, ready to
carry away the scaffolding. A wide space had to be cleared, and the
police were intent on their job. Marcus Kolkocky, Peter Carny and
Maslicka the newspaperman could be seen in the window of the

town hall, as though directing operations from headquarters; they
surveyed the site of the decisive battle to come, and it was clear that
from here would come the word of command touching off the
explosion. The scaffolding was so arranged that one or two touches
would bring it down.

“Attention, please!” said a voice from the loudspeakers. “The
public is asked to stand as far away from the scaffolding as possible,
in the interests of your own safety.”

The call was repeated three times; then with an appalling rattle
planks fell from the enormous structure. A cloud of dust and smoke
rose and shrouded the glory of the brand-new obelisk. There was
another crash, and the very ground seemed to shake.

“What’s happening out there?” the old lady asked. “Is it thunder?”
She had dozed off and did not know what had wakened her. “T was
dreaming of Imre. It was pouring rain all night—did you hear the

thunder?”
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Brtko was intently watching the street.

“I dreamed he’d gone to the dentist . . . my teeth don’t bother me

?t- all }?ow C .six months ago he forgot his umbrella . . . it’s still
ying t?re. I remind him every time he comes but he never remembers
to take it. . . . Is it Wednesday today or Thursday? . . . How dark

it’s getting. What time is it?”
?rtko still stood by the door looking out.

I remember one day,” the old lady went on talking to herself, “he
bad a scarf round his face. I told him the best thing for a mouth;va h
is camomile tea . . . it was his teeth, poor man, an abscess SI
was dark that day, too, like it is now. What time ’is it?” B

h“He lik.ed plenty of light round him. Light and a sharp knife, that's
w. at he liked. Just you calculate it, Mr. Brtko; forty years I s’haved
him and cut his hair, forty long years . .

. that’s enough hai
fill a barn to the roof . . . ten barns . 8,

.. a hundred . . ”
. Klatz the l?arber was lost. in thought, picking up clippers, scissors
'ott es. of lotion, rattling things about instead of putting them neatl :
into his fiber attaché case. In a black hat and a long black ove y
almost to the ground, he looked like some magician, reflected i rC(;at
shzicécilwskof the mirror in his barbershop. ’ e
e kept complaining, all day long,” B id, “sai idn’
feej quite well and complgained ab}c,)ut t}%e thlj;k(;)e: jf,th(jarll(ii lsl}tl?’ i
I no longer understand life at all, Mr. Brtko, but onegthi;l Id
I.(I’lOW: when the powers that be inflict injustice on honest io lo
it's all up. Sooner or later everybody will suffer, yes, even thi e
who thought up the whole business. They'll start s;zvallovvin eixl:}l:
other up, like fish. The big fish eat the little fish and the ]itt%e fish
even sm’aller fish. That's the way things are now. . . . Imre K hS
sky won’t be taking Sabbath fish to the old lady any m(;re It thuC az
of the fish. They've got Kucharsky in jail.” e
Brtko leapt up out of his chair.
“I didn'’t invent that one,” the barber said
:?;e you going, too, Mr. Katz?>” .
. oPe you're not going to convince me I'm just being s
ahmce trip, Mr. Brtko. Haven’t you seen the patrole they’vegsete?(:ui)j
the town? What about the Hlinka guards patrolling the streets, too?
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I suppose you haven't heard they've got machine guns all round the
back gardens, as if there was a siege on? All I'm waiting for, Mr.
Brtko, is for you to tell me it's my duty to make up a battalion of
storm troops with old Mrs. Lautman and attack the guards with our
bare hands. Will you join us, Mr. Brtko?”

“I . .. its time I was going, Mr. Katz . .
you and your secretary said 1 should come for it .
I mean . . . once a week. I've got to go now. Good-by, M. Katz.”

“Good-by, Mr. Brtko. May the good Lord send you a host of
customers all wanting to buy buttons and lace, and a real big turnover
to make up to you for it all. Mind your head!” he shouted abruptly; at
the same moment his case slipped from the chair and his tools crashed
to the floor, and simultaneously Brtko came up against the corrugated
iron shutter pulled halfway down the door.

Brtko managed to get into Kucharsky’s without anyone seeing him.

“All alone?” he barked at Erzika, who just nodded.

He looked round. Everything was in disorder; drawers had been
pulled out and thrown on the floor along with papers, bedclothes,
and an overturned vase; the carpet was upside down and a cupboard
pulled away from the wall. The room was an unhappy sight.

“Mr. Gejza's just gone,” said Erzika.

“The tobacconist®” Brtko asked, sitting down on a chair in the
middle of the mess.

“He said, ‘You come with me, Erizka, and I said, ‘All right, Mr.
Gejza, I'll go with you if you like, and he said, Tl tell you what—
wait a bit and I'll be right back.””

“What for?”
“I don’t know. Then Danko came. Danko said, ‘We're going to

pick blueberries first thing in the morning; then in the evening—
Look what I've got” D'you know what he'd got, Mr. Brtko? An
enormous key like St. Peter’s key to the gates of heaven. He said,
It's the key of the jail and we're going to get the old man out.” And
Mr. Gejza said, “They took him away while he was playing in the
skittle alley, the swine’ .

“Did they ask about me?”

“There were four of them; it's about an hour since they went
Kk what he did to me, one of them.” The little girl thrust
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out a fist sharply. “Look, Mr. Brtko,” and she lifted her skirt to show

the bruise above her knee.
“What did they want?”
“I ‘dunno. Perhaps it was because of the pictures.”
Pictures? They took pictures away?”
1 Yes,'the one with Auntie Lily and the triplets; they liked that one
a St. Did they come to your house, too, Mr. Brtko?”
”Why? Whatever would they want in my place?”
I dunno. The same as here, wouldn’t they?”

The lightning lit up the hilltops, the sky where the plain ended
jand 'the street; it was a flickering light, as if there were a }I:and switchj
ing it on and off again. The rain was pouring down. From the squar
cs?me the sound of footsteps as a patrol moved away, and (:loseirl b .
hind the church, the sound of hurried feet stumbling t’hrou h ud’dl g
Brtko turn.ed his coat collar up and hunched his shoulders% }*];is stees;
E:tragic}ll his };lesitation: Should he go in that direction at all? Shouldrll)’ t
: Hg e other wa.y? A. peal of thunder broke overhead, but what
o owefl was not lightning. Brtko had not noticed that the slogan
Carved. in the timber at the very top of the finished victor rari'd
was fhckering on and off over the square. They were tr ig Poyut tlll
new installation in the dark. Brtko went shrinking along}ll) gthe He
and Essence greeted him with a bark as he turned into hisyown x‘::)lfd,

A .
t that moment the lights went on and then off again, and for a
second the words shone down Main Street: ,

A LIFE FOR GOD AND FREEDOM FOR THE NATION

tOWSr(()jclhl‘n hf;“;in!” EYeline clasped her hands in dismay, and ran
o Wh;rzl.l’ at a sight y01’1, are! You'll catch your death of cold.
Lo : ve got for suppel‘f! and she pointed to the festively laid
e as she ran out to fetch him dry clothes and his best suit. “Hurr
upi_lwehmustr]l)’ t keep them waiting.” ' ’
er heart began to sink as s is dejecti
his soup. “Is it ill right? WanthfnZ:V srllts?”dejecnon. He sat down o
‘It{e nibbled a piece of bread and nodded.
“I can’t say how I'm looking forward to tonight,” she went o
What are you dressed up for?” he asked abse;t—mindedly. "
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That brought her up short. The unexpected question was a hint
that the promised visit to Marcus and her sister, where great company
was expected, might not come off after all. Still, it wouldn’t do to give
in too soon. “Have you forgotten we're going out tonight, Tono
darling? We can buy a bottle of wine or two on the way, and some-
thing to go with it. . .. I've done the wash and tidied the place a
bit. I've pressed your best suit, too; it looks nice now, doesn’t it?”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“You haven’t lost your memory, have you?” She was getting
irritated. “You said you were going to bring the takings home tonight
and it was going to be plenty. . . . What are you looking at me like
that for?”

“I eave me alone, can’t you?”

“Tono, dear.” She determined to try once more, and put her arms
cound his neck. “What's made you so grumpy? Let’s have fun; come
on, now. I was looking forward to tonight so much. . . . Is there
anything wrong with the soup?”

“I'm not hungry!” He pushed the soup and his wife away.

Eveline stamped her foot.

“Hand over the money! D’you hear me?> I want that money!”

“What money?”

“The takings. Have you forgotten? You said you'd be bringing the
lot home tonight. The Jewess was going to tell you where she’d hidden
her treasure. All her jewelry. Precious stones. What have you done
with it? Where’s the money, d’you hear me? Money! Money!” She was
banging the table with her fist by now. “Haven't you got it? All right,
I'll get it my own way!”

He watched her fury, grimly assessing her helplessness. He pre-
tended calm to enrage her even more. “You won'’t go anywhere. I
know you: you won't stir from here. You're always threatening, but
you've never gone yet.”

“T'll show you . . . T'll show you . . ." He had not expected the
effect of his words to be so violent. “You can have your ring—there
are better to be had elsewhere. Here you are; perhaps you'll believe me
now!” She was so furious she pulled off her earrings as well. “Go on,
swallow the lot! Your wonderful gifts! Now d'you believe me?” She

was stamping her foot again.
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“Stop that!”

“T'll stop when I feel like it. 'm not stoppi
: . pping today. Where's he
gold? Diamonds? What have you done with it? Where's ouz
Jewess hidden it? Go on, tell me!” ’

“Shut your mouth!”
:They’re all going to be transported tomorrow, anyway.”
“Shut up!” He was shaking her now.
He’s.gc?ing to kill me! Help! Help! . . . Hahahaha!” The sound
of“the violin next door cut across her hysterical laughter.
Get outl” He pushed her roughly from him.
GOS:; iﬁlmr}:llee,’(’l forward and then leaped back again. “Here I am!
‘}‘{e seized her and shook her wildly.
Can you hear him, neighbors? My dear husband’s gone mad. He’s
left the Jewess all her gold and now he’s going to kill me. He doesn’t

beli hey’ » i
i j Leix;ef; C?f 11 all be dragged off tomorrow.” She was shrieking angrily

He threw her down on the floor.

“Hit me, go on! Go on, harder, harder! Show you're . .
.. . foronce . . . in your life. . . .”

She suddenly realized he had lost control of himself. and fear that
she might not be able to stand up to him seized her’. “Help!
Help! . . . Help! . . . He’s throttling me! Hel-" v

He kicked her away as though she were filth. There were two shrill
'chords on the violin, and Uncle Piti appeared in the doorway, peepin
in fearfully as though he expected to see a dead body. He 7Wpas I1')n §
long shirt over his trousers, with a belt round his waist and his
violin under his arm.

“I thought she'd be . . . psss!” He drew his bow across his throat
eloquently before pointing at the woman lying sobbing on the floor.

. a man

If there was anyone who had doubts about Uncle Piti, he only had
to see him in the inn on Main Street where the wine poured down
throats to the accompaniment of cheerful gypsy music in a comfort-
able twilight. At any hour of the night, you could find the right at-
mosphere and the right company. If you didn’t feel like company, you
could sit alone. Brtko and Uncle Piti went and sat by the wall;’t{ley
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were regular customers in the place—called by some a nice little
house of ill fame as well as an inn where you could feel at home. It
may have been the two pretty barmaids that did it (never more than
two), selected according to the innkeeper's own tastes. Mr. Federko
was equally clever in the matter of supplies; though times were hard,
and indeed the supply situation was unimaginably difficult, there
being a war on, he had the most wonderful selection of strong drinks,
not to mention the sweet liqueurs. A no less important consideration
was the fact that he could offer cigarettes and tobacco in abundance,
and even foreign brands; and then there were meat and eggs and
butter—whatever you might care to ask for—of course, shshshsh, only
for friends or the friends of friends. But since everybody here was a
friend of somebody else, there was plenty for all as long as they could
pay for it, and no distinctions were made. This nice little spot had
been known as Eden in the old days, long before plenty could be found
here in the midst of shortages; Federko had kept the name, but some-
body had nicknamed it Paradise instead.

Neither Brtko nor Uncle Piti felt quite as much at home in Para-
dise as they had in Eden; even the innkeeper had changed a little,
though not so much as to show them the door when they ordered no
more than a liter of the local stuff to start with. They were thirsty, and
Uncle Piti ordered a second one straight away, to be on the safe side,
as he said. When he had relieved his mind of nearly everything that
was worrying him, he drew his chair closer and spread his hands on
the table top.

“You still don’t believe me, do you? I'll put it this way: she’s a
human being, isn’t she?”

“Word of honor?”

“Trust your old pal, trust an old soldier—you can't trust that lot!”

They raised glasses and clinked.

“How much longer are you going to wait?” Uncle Piti wiped his
mustache as he spoke; it was just a week old. Then he lowered his
voice: “Get along and see to it; I'll hold the fort here.”

“I dunno, Uncle Piti, I can’t be sure . . V!

“What don’t you know? What can’'t you be sure of? You think
it was me turned Kucharsky in? I've told you it wasn't. You said some-
one must have told on him if they pinched him, didn’t you? And
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what did I say? It may have been the devil himself, but it wasn't me.

Ca:‘n’t you understand a man’s words any more?”

I understand all right, but somebody must have ratted on him.
T}}‘ey turned him in, they'll turn you in, they'll turn me in.”

“So you're going to shit your pants, eh?”

All . . . right ... Tl go.” Brtko got to his feet uncertainly. The

inn was ringing with drunken song.

o
Hl.Well, well, Uncle Piti, what's on your mind?” A young man in
jnka guards uniform came over from the next table to sit by him
' }\:Vhat doy you want me to say? It’s merry enough in Paradise to-
nl% Ht, but it'll never be the same as it was in Eden and that’s a fact.”
aven't you got anything else to tell me, Uncle Piti?” The youn
man sounded coaxing. i
(43 -
Nothlng.for you. You know what people say: better bite your
tor‘l‘gue out’ in front of Peter Carny, but never say a word.”
So that's what they say. I wonder who?”
[13 3 )
g wouldn't knzw. My memory’s not what it was, son, but there’s
no law against that, is there now? I’ i i
? I'm getti
o law ag getting on in years, you
i«
‘And you wouldn't even know where your pal’s gone to?”
< b )
bHe i gofn(; to spend a penny, if I may use the expression, or to take
a breat ; i ’ i
2 of fresh alj‘ .. . It’s got a bit too much for him.” Uncle
iti poured a glass. “Have a drink with me, Carny?”

Brtko was out of breath by the time he reached the little basement
shop on Main Street. Pressed against the shutter, he merged with the
darkness, and it would have taken a very sharp eye to detect the
huddled figure against that dark background.

The half-moon, fresh from its shower, did its best to hurry across
the sky from cloud to cloud, but in vain. The dark mass broke open
and Brtko felt that the light was shining right down on him as hepfelt:
for the keyhole. He tried to send the shutter up quietly, but it stuck
The devil take it,” he muttered as the thing creaked loudly. Seizin .
the corrugated iron in both hands, he sent it flying up with one rea%
heive, and the clatter roused all the dogs in the neighborhood. i

Better wait a minute,” he growled to himself, and looked round
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cautiously. “Theyll catch me at it and get me for a white Jew,” he
muttered drunkenly, but nobody appeared, no lights went on in the
houses round, the dogs quieted down, and only the breeze blew softly,
cooling his feverish head and face. There was a bottle sticking out of
one of his pockets.

At last the bell rang to silence, and the night sank back into itself
like the surface of a lake after a stone has rippled the water.

Brtko felt safe to go in. “Who's there?” he babbled as a lighter
shadow against the darkness assumed the shape of the old lady, bent
and motionless behind the counter.

“Who's that?” he called out in sudden fear.

There was no answer; his question hung in the air and fell with
the tinkle of the bell to lie on the creaking floor. His fingers groped
toward the mysterious object, and, with a rustling sound, a piece of
paper fluttered from one of the shelves to the floor.

He opened the kitchen door and struck a match; the flickering light
revealed Rosalie’s bedroom beyond, like some forgotten dream. With
another match he lit the three-branched candlestick. As the shadows
flickered this way and that, the furniture seemed to be struggling out
of immobility. He crept toward the bed.

The old woman lay on her back, the bedclothes up to her pointed
chin. She was breathing regularly, the breath passing in and out
through half-open lips. The shadow flickered over the bedclothes, over
the wrinkled face, and passed over the snow-white nightcap tied in a
bow under her chin.

Alone in the kitchen again, Brtko felt in his pocket. Long drafts of
wine trickled down his throat, making him even more undecided than
before. He heard a movement and creaking sounds from the bedroom.
Carrying the candle to his mouth, he blew it out. It was dark. There
was a step, then another; the floor creaked and the door groaned on
its hinges.

In between the shelves in the shop he took another long pull. His
face pressed to the glass door, he watched the blacked-out square. The
outline of the monstrous pyramid was visible against the night sky.

The night was quiet now, and as Brtko stepped away from the door,
he seemed to be looking into the oval mirror in Rosalie’s bedroom and
the wind seemed to carry the sound of voices to him from far, far off.
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The noise of rasping saws and battering axes grew louder and
louder, and then he thought he heard Danko and Erzika, and many
children’s voices, like a choir of angels. The darkness was fading
from the oval mirror and the brightness growing with every moment.

A shattering gleam rent the air, and, in the flickering mirror, lit as
though by sunshine, Rosalie Lautman moved as nonchalantly as if
. she had lived through this moment a hundred times before. She was
dressed in her best with a snow-white bonnet on her head and glass
. beads at her throat; in the bright light she looked youthful. Her long,
~ wide sleeves with lovely old lace at the cuffs were no less becoming
.~ than the almost ankle-length skirt and the white silk blouse. One hand
held a sunshade and the other a fan.

Rosalie stepped right out of the mirror into the square, calling Brtko
with a coquettish wave of her hand to follow her out through the
door. From a distance she surveyed him through her lorgnon with a
smile; she seemed satisfied with his elegance. He had put on poor
Heinrich’s bowler for the occasion, his patent-leather shoes and stiff
collar, and carried a rolled umbrella in his hand. There was a rose in
his buttonhole. It would not be like Rosalie to find fault with nothing:
“You might have run a duster over your shoes,” she greeted him re-
proachfully.

“1 feel as though I'm dreaming, don't you?” Brtko kissed the hand
she held out to him. Arm in arm they promenaded Main Street, and
there was not a sign of the wooden pyramid there.

“I'm not going to bother cooking dinner today. What would you
say to pea soup at Grinspan’s?” asked Rosalie.

“Why talk about soup when you know I've got so much on my
mind?”

“Everyone has his troubles,” replied Rosalie. “Everyone knows what
he has lived through, but nobody can guess what lies in wait for him.”

“I was afraid of that monstrous pyramid in the square; I was scared
of Eveline and I didn’t trust my brother-in-law,” was Brtko's reply.

“Once people stop being scared of each other theyll trust each
other more,” she answered, and, raising a finger, said, “Can you hear
the bells?”

“Are you sure of that, Rosalie?”

“Oh dear, you and your everlasting doubts,” she complained.
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Brtko stared into the quivering flame of the candle in front of him.
Where was he?

Barefoot, in her nightcap with her nightgown to the floor, the old
lady was standing in front of him by the counter. .

“Has she driven you out?” she asked with sympathy in ?er dry,
old voice. “Never mind, never mind,” she soothed him, “it'll come
right again in time.” She handed him a blanket and tripped away
again. '

“Mrs. Lautman!” he shouted so loud that she stopped in her tracks
and turned round. He tan over to her and explained in his urge.n.t
drunken voice: “Look here, Mrs. Lautman, you know Uncle -Plt’l,
don’t you? He could hide you in his attic or in his cellar. He didn’t
give Kucharsky away, and he wants to . . . he wants to prove, he

wants to be a sort of guarantee he didn’t. That's why he’s going to hide

” His voi i ade
you . . . SO you won't be pssss . . . His voice and his hands m

an imitation of a train getting up steam. )
-, beli she'll regret it.” Her
“I¢ll be brought home to her, believe me, g

emotion was demonstrative. “Never mind, you'll make it up tonigh}t’
or tomorrow night. . . . Mark my words: bed is the best consoler.
She trotted away, holding her candle high. '

There was a sharp knock at the glass door, then the bell tinkled
wildly as though giving the alarm.

Bero put both hands to his eyes to protect himself from the glare
of the flashlight and the aggressive voice:

“So this is where our little bird’s flown to? And you thought I
didn’t know?” .

“Who's that?” Brtko was blinded by the light. )

“Don’t you recognize me, Brtko, pal? Take a good look!” Carny
turned the beam of his flashlight on his own face.

The song was still going the rounds in the inn. “You see what sort
of a chap you are, drummer.” Carny pretended to be' joking as the
three sat together again in Paradise. “And saying we Hlinka guards are
thieves—that isn’t kind of you, Piti, it really isn’t. Come on,“barr,nan,
another brandy all round,” he cried, and turned to Brtko. :[ou re a
fine fellow, Tono; you know why you're a fine fellow, Tono?” and he
gave Brtkoa familiar nudge in the chest.
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“Everybody can’t be a fine fellow.” Brtko sounded apologetic.

“You aren'’t a fine fellow; you're the finest that ever was—you're like
the tiniest . . . the battered penny that brings good luck. . . . Tell
you what . . . it’s because I've got you"—he leaned over the table
and opened his palm—"T've got you where I want you, Tono.”

“Let me see!” Uncle Piti yelled as though it were a good joke, and
leaned his belly against the table.

“Come on and look.” Camy pulled his chair closer to the table.
“Both of you, come and have a good close look. Now the two of you
flthy swine, fine buddies you are, you're going to watch while I count
three, and before I count three Brtko will put nicely out on the table
all the stuff he’s got off that Jewess of his. You thought you were going
to divide the spoils, didn’t you?” He was yelling now. “Watch,” and
he started to pull the chain out of his pocket. “One!”

“You sound as though you're making fun of me, Carny, a real good
laugh . .

“T'wo!” the young man in uniform yelled.

“You know as well as I do that the Lautman woman’s as poor as a

church mouse. Or . . . don’t you think so? Let’s go back together
and look, if you like. I'll show you all you can hope to find there . . .
a couple of debts, maybe. . . . Don’t play the fool, Carny, it's not

b2

the sort of thing to joke about. . . .

“Three!” Peter Carny thumped the table.

“Wait a minute, Carny, don’t be in such a hurry. . . . I'll . ..
I'll tell you what . . .” Brtko scratched his head. “I'll say you chose
a lucky star to be born under, and that’s a fact. You . . . you must
have got . . . you must have got a pact with the devil to know all
you know.” He dug into his pocket, thumped the table in his turn,
and opened his palm to let the rings roll off.

“Rings!” the blonde gasped.

“Earrings!” squealed the brunette.

The people round the table stared dully, not clear what it was all
about and not even caring.

“Is that all?” Carny asked.

“Frisk me if you like,” said Brtko, putting his hands in the air. He

laughed and added with an unnatural grimace: “I got what I could
off the old Yid.”
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The drummer’s eyes nearly fell out of his head. “Filthy swine!”
he yelled, and spat in Brtko’s face. It was all Carny could do to pro-

tect Brtko from his furious neighbor’s attacks.

The sleepless night ended in the heavy, noisy morning, but Brtko
could not get himself in hand. He kept on drinking, and the alcohol
dripped from the bottle tilted to his peeling lips, ran down his chin,
and streamed over his chest under the open shirt. That's enough, he
said to himself, banging the bottle down on the counter and wiping
his mouth with his hand. Tousled and untidy, he looked like a wild
creature running about the little shop, like a caged animal driven wild
by malicious, calculated noise.

Not even drink could drown the noise coming from the square, the
shrieks and cries and the repeated announcement from the loud-
speakers: “Do not be deceived by hostile propaganda. You are not
being taken far away. You will be well looked after during the har-
vest, in well-run camps. . . .

Then there was another penetrating whistle, and the loudspeakers
repeated the order: “Come to the table to register one by one! Note
carefully: luggage must not weigh more than thirty kilograms per
head. Hallo, hallo, come to the table to register, one by one!”

Uproar. Hubbub. A martial song performed by the band. The
registration tables were only a few feet away from the little shop, in
the shade of the chestnut trees. From early morning the square had
taken on the appearance of an open-air camp, peopled unwillingly by
children and grownups with packs on their backs and bags in their
hands. The glass door of the shop deadened the sounds coming from
without, but it could not keep out the mood in which they were
engendered.

“Where have you been?”

The door opened abruptly with a wild tinkling of the bell; the noise
from the square suddenly rose and as suddenly fell, and the one-
armed tobacconist almost fell into the shop.

“I've been looking for you everywhere, tapping on your window
and banging on your door. I thought you must have gone deaf all of
a sudden—no answer, neither you nor your wife. What in heaven’s
name, [ thought, surely they haven’t jailed Brtko as well.”
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The carpenter had not got his voice back yet. The last alternative
the tobacconist mentioned with such matter-of-factness, as if a
ghastly thing like that could happen to anyone, that it brought a
crooked smile to Brtko's face, and he said:

“If . . . they put you in jail, they just . . . put you in jail”

“You're talking nonsense, Brtko . . . Il swear you don’t know
anything about . . . and you swear . . . you say you know . . .

Brtko spat on two fingers and lifted his hand as though taking the
oath, wildly; he was staggering a little.

“You're in a fine state, man. How did you manage to get drunk as
that, first thing in the morning?”

“'m . . . an honest carpenter . . . and that's . . . enough for
me. . ..

“Nobody’s saying you aren’t, but listen to me. If I hadn’t seen it

10

with my own eyes . . .

“What?> What did you see?” Brtko sounded suddenly sober.

The tobacconist was transformed into an actor, his whole body
inspired, every limb, even the one he hadn’t got, as he described his
experience:

“ . . in the skittle alley we were, Tono, at Federko's, and all of a
sudden . . . we'd got the pins up right and proper and, ‘Tmre,’ I says,
4¢ T don’t win a bottle of rum off you for this,’ and we bet a liter each
way, ‘I swear by my honor as a bowler, may I wear a martyr’s crown
if Idont .. .”

“Ied . . . suit you . . . with that head . . . of hair.”

“Shut up and listen to me. . . . We were making a joke of it and
drinking to the next round, ‘Get that rum ready,” 1 shouted to the
barman. Then I picked up the wood and made to get the king and
all with one throw, and I'd got my hand back ready to let go, like
this, and somebody caught hold of my sleeve. I turned round and the
other fellow says, ‘Mr. Kucharsky, in the name of the law . . ." and
the wood just rolled out of my hand, like that.”

“It isn’t true!”

“Why should T lie about it?”

“They're all liaxs!”

“Maybe, but I'm not. That's the way they came for him, as though
he was any old beggar and not a respectable fellow, two of them in
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plain clothes there were, and a snotty-nosed youngster in uniform,
and they clapped the bracelets on good old Kucharsky. He turned
and called out to me as he went out, ‘I didn’t win that rum, and you
didn’t either. You'd better let Brtko have it; he'll be needing some-
thing to keep his strength up.’”

The tobacconist stood the bottle of rum on the counter. “You knew
all about Kucharsky, didn’t you? Have you heard the conductor of
the band has been making trouble, too? They took him off as well,
but I heard he’d be out before evening . . .”

“They haven'’t got Balko!”

“They have got Balko and all!”

“You're lying!”

“I'm off, Brtko. See you . . .V

Essence wagged his tail and took a couple of undecided steps after
his friend. Gejza turned in the doorway and caught sight of the old
woman coming along the passage to the shop.

“You've still got her here?” His amazement boded ill, although it
l\;vads obviously unfeigned. “Didn’t she get her papers?> Oh dear, that’s

ad. . ..

Brtko became vigilant.

“That brother-in-law of yours has done a nice bit of work, but he’s
abadlot. . . . I wouldn’t be so sure it isn’'t . . . a trap.”

“A trap? What d’you mean, a trap?”

“Maybe he wants to test your loyalty, see? Maybe he’s just curious
what you're going to do with her.”

“What do you mean by that?” Brtko was assailed by a sober and
terrible thought.

“Can you tell me why Kolkocky should leave the old Lautman
woman out when he sent papers to all the others ” v

“I think . . . well . . . you're maybe . . . right,” Brtko had to
admit dejectedly.

“Maybe Kolkocky wants to see whether you're going to push her
out there into that crowd.” He jerked his thumb toward the square.
“How else could it be? You'll do as you think best, of course, but if I
were you . . . I wouldn't take a thing like that on myself, that I
wouldn't.”

The two men looked at the old lady as she sat there, to all appear-
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ances unconcerned. Noticing their interest, she asked: “Is there any-
thing the gentleman would like?”

Brtko took a few thirsty gulps from the bottle and handed it to
the tobacconist.

“Not now,” Gejza said. “There’s another possibility, though.” He
sounded as though he had found a solution, and Brtko perked up a
little.

“Maybe it's special treatment because it's you. Or maybe they
haven’t even got her on their list, as though she wasn't alive.”

“She’s alive, isn’t she?”

“I'm off, Brtko. You're in no proper state, so early in the morning,
too. So long, Tono, so long.”

Essence stretched his head out toward the departing tobacco-
nist.

“We can't satisfy all the customers, don’t let it upset you,” the
old lady said. “Is it true that Lily’s triplets all got whooping cough?”

Brtko was not listening to her. “What did you say?” He seemed to
be drawing a deep breath before going into the attack. Head bent, he
rushed toward the door. “Are you trying to draw an honest carpenter?
Are you trying to get Brtko into trouble? Just you come in here, you
swine, just you dare!” he shouted.

“It’s no good running after him,” the old lady consoled him. “He'll
have got to Rubin’s by now.” Brtko turned sharply at the door, and
the old lady raised her eyes to his. Her troubled glance acted on him
like a challenge, but he did not take her words in at all.

He felt full of courage now, emboldened by the unshaken certainty
that allowed him at that moment to look the imaginary danger in the
face. His kindheartedness assumed the proportions of ennobling vir-
tue. He felt like a knight of old, with a mission to defend the weak
and helpless.

Standing straddle-legged, he shook his fist toward those fellows
outside.

“Just you try coming in here, you bastards. Nobody’s going to lay
a finger on this Jewish woman here! Did you get me?”

To the old woman he said: “I'm not going to give you up, Mis.
Lautman, don’t you worry . . . nothing will happen to you . . . gl
show the swine.” He dashed to the door again: “Crooks! Sons of
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bitches! Swindlers! That’s what you are! A gang of fucking bastards!”
He was shouting himself hoarse and felt tired.

His indignant protest was drowned in a sudden flow of pity. Tears
came into his eyes, and he began to lament his own fate and that of
the old woman and of the whole world. He began counting misfor-
tunes on his fingers: “They’ve put Kucharsky in jail, Uncle Piti thinks
I'm a bastard, they're going to make mincemeat of you, Rosalie, and
they’re going to make Marcus a general on the strength of it all. What
are you staring at? Aren'’t I right? Tell me that! Am I right or am I
not?”

“What a pity, what a terrible pity to take to the drink like that,
all because of a silly woman!” She held her head in her hands.

He was teetering on his feet. Perhaps he had hoped she would
talk him out of his fears, but her timid pity seemed to him a cloak
for scorn. His indignation turned on her.

“Here I am giving you a helping hand and risking my life, and
you don't even hear what I say? D’you think I'm not human, or what,
by all your Jewish gods! Don’t go turning your head away like that.
Listen to me!” he ordered her.

Fear of what Marcus might do in his cruelty and deceitfulness
overwhelmed him, and he felt the urgent need to get it off his chest:
“You've got to understand! They're getting at me through you. They
didn’t send you the call-up papers, and they're out to get me. They
made me take this shop and now they've got me in a trap, like a rat.
That’s the way things are, only you can’t understand because you're
old and silly.”

She nodded agreement sorrowfully: “Why, oh why, did you start
drinking?”

Her pity moved him, and a flood of reproaches overwhelmed him:
“What? You're sorry for me? I'm throwing stones and you answer with
tears? Don't start crying, now, Rosalie, I couldn’t bear that. Here,
here’s my sinful head, box my ears for me, smack me around, beat me
until you've got it out of your system; I'll feel better and my soul'll
be better for it, too. I wanted to harm you . . . I wanted to Aryanize
you . . . come on, take it out on me!”

He was beating his head on the counter as if he’d gone mad; then
he tired and fell exhausted into a chair. The old woman came up to
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him, horrified. “You poor thing,” she said, but only Essence heard her.
Briko was fast asleep. She could give him what he needed most—
fetching a wet towel, she wrapped it round his head and then went
off to the kitchen with the silent dog. ‘

Between nine and ten her neighbor Mrs. Elias ran in, at her wits’
end. “What's the matter, anything wrong?” asked the old lady.

The unhappy mother gestured with her hands, hurriedly and de-
spairingly, indicating the seven heads of her daughters, like organ
pipes, and the last, the youngest of all, the boy. She did it with such
ardent conviction that Rosalie understood her at once. “Danko?” she
croaked. “Has something happened to him?”

“He’s got lost somewhere, Mrs. Lautman, lost; we've been looking
for him since the morning. It's terrible!” She could not stay a moment
longer.

Brtko thought he heard someone calling him; it was a childish voice,
or a woman. Or was he dreaming? “Marcus?” he called out, and
dragged his heavy steps to the door, pressing his face to the glass.

The Jews were being marched away from the overturned War
Sacrifice Memorial in rows of six; Brtko felt Marcus had had a hand
in this. His overlively imagination made the danger seem even more
imminent. He had to do something while there was still time. When
they finished writing down all the names, when they wrote them all
down and found that Rosalie Lautman was missing, the witch hunt
would start. They'd start looking for her . . . Marcus Kolkocky
would point toward the shop. His armed men would rush in—a whole
pack of them—and that would be the end. They would drag the old
woman out, and he'd be dragged out with her. They'd be made an
example of. Look, take note, the shameless pair: the white Jew and
the Jewish plutocrat!

Essence started barking angrily.

“Mys. Lautman! The world is run this way now . . . there are
special laws for Jews.” He felt she was listening to him attentively
now. “I don’t know much about it . . . you'd better look out there,

Mrs. Lautman; can you see your people out there in the square? Can
you see them getting soft, sweet poppy-seed buns to eat? No, no,
they're not buns, they're fish, Mrs. Lautman, stuffed whiting—that’s
what it is. You like stuffed whiting, nice and soft, don’t you?”
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The old lady trotted off toward the kitchen.

“Mrs. Lautman, can’t you hear me?” Brtko ran after her.

She stopped and raised her head. He crossed himself.

“That’s the way things are. It’s either you or me. There’s no help
for it, Mrs. Lautman. I'm sure you'll agree. . . . Can you hear me?
You'll have to . . . I can’t help it, can I? Good-by, God go with
you . . . goon ... now. .
the door.

She half opened her mouth in horrified incomprehension. Had her
friendly assistant gone mad? She could see from his mouth that he
was shouting. “Don’t force me; I beg you not to force me to have to

.. Do you understand?” He pointed to

push you out.” This desperate appeal was equally vain. He began to
scream: “D’you think I can’t see through you? You're play-acting.
You don'’t say a thing, you old witch, you just pretend to be deaf, and
all the time you're as wily as a cat. You're watching me, aren’t you?
After the war's over you'll be going round telling everybody how
cruel I was when I came and Aryanized you, won't you? Don’t think
I can’t see your little game!” He pointed to the door again.

“Get out!”

The old woman started. For the first time, he frightened her.

A loud cry came from the square outside, and Brtko ran to the door.
The voice may have come from a single throat, but it spoke for
them all, now. Four thousand men and women were trying to resist
the violence being done to them, and the noise even penetrated the
shop on Main Street and breathed its foul breath on Brtko. The
wooden pyramid with the words “A life for God and freedom for the
nation” swayed high above the heads of the throng. The people
separated; armed units cut the crowd in two.

“Get out!”

The old woman shifted uncomfortably and looked up at him.

“They'll say I've been hiding you, and I'll get a bullet in the head.”

Essence whined and whimpered.

“Get out!” Brtko screamed madly.

Terrified, the old woman took two steps forward helplessly, and
then stood as if at attention.

Brtko stiffened with surprise.

The crowd moved off in the direction of the railway station, and
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the armed Hlinka guards formed a chain along the edge of the side-
walk; there would be no breaking through that wall, and he realized
it.

He had seen that before, the movement beyond the glass, like
ghostly waves piling onward. He had had to keep telling himself
it was all a bad dream. Somebody had said, “They’ll call all the Jews
together in the square, make speeches, and then send them home
again.” It had been a lie. They were driving them off somewhere.
Brtko was no longer worried about Mrs. Lautman’s not having got
her papers; he no longer minded her sitting there in the back room.
“Forgive me, Mrs. Lautman . . . I couldn’t help it.”

Brtko did not even try to raise his heavy lids. The sight of the
crowds with their yellow mark, the weary feet, and the children
trotting along filled him with horror. He felt as though he was caught
up in the maze of silent marchers, fighting his way out in the cloud
of dust and despair and knowing from the start that there was no way
out. He tried to keep it at bay, tried not to see the black figures crowd-
ing past the door. “Mr. Katz!” He suddenly recognized the barber.
“Mr. Blau” A woman's sobbing reached him. The old men would
keep their dignity even at their own funeral. “They may be going to
their death,” he whispered.

The force of that unbearable silence and his own immobility under
the spell of the word forced him out of his dulled, frozen horror. He
felt the need to stir; biting his cracked lips, he stroked Essence, who
was quiet now.

Shade fell across the overturned war memorial; the square grew
empty. The man standing there talking seemed to be Marcus; then
Brtko recognized him clearly; he was saying something to the officers of
the Hlinka guards gathered round the registration table. Perhaps he
was telling them that he would go and have a wash in his brother-in-
laws’ shop after this cleanup of the town.

With a single leap Brtko was at the old woman’s side. “Hurry up!”
he hissed. “Kolkocky’s on his way over here, he mustn’t see you!” His
movements were the convulsive efforts of a drowning man as he
dragged the old woman along in desperate haste. “Get a move on,
can't you?”

The fear that flared in her eyes terrified him even more and put
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greater force into his instinctive actions. The old woman could not
hear the dog bark and did not know what was happening. She kicked
and struggled: “You . . . you've . . . gone . . . mad.”

He was dragging her along by force—another step, another three
steps, and he had reached the door to the little cubbyhole, opened it
roughly, and pushed her inside. The slamming of the door covered
the crack of the skull against the wall. It was a dry rattling sound, an
innocent fraction of the moment that was to free him from mortal fear.

An enormous shadow passed carelessly by the shop door. Marcus,
his brother-in-law, had not had the slightest intention of coming in-
side.

Brtko took a step toward the door. He ought just to go out and
pull the shutter down, or wait a moment for the old woman to come
out of hiding. Suppose she appeared in a white shroud to haunt him?
He rolled his eyes madly. The vivid image of a terrible apparition
came between him and the door. He crept toward the cubbyhole and
seized the doorknob.

A chill, musty, moldy breath enveloped him. He would have liked
to retreat but could not move. He was held there by the horror in the
old woman’s eyes, wide open.

He had to explain it to her, he had to answer the entreaty she had
not had time to utter.

She was lying twisted on a pile of cardboard boxes. Perhaps this,
her wealth, had decided her fate, and she could not understand it.
Perhaps her hand, lying palm upward, was meant to stress her inabil-
ity to comprehend. It was so terribly important for him to explain it
all to her.

Tono Brtko did not know the answer any more than she did: the
mystery was as much a mystery to him. He wanted to lift his hand
but could not. “Mrs, . . . Laut . . . man.” The sound that came
from his throat was like a shriek. He stuffed his hand into his mouth.
.. . For God’'ssake . . . hehad never . . . he had never done . . .
anyone . . . any harm . .. ever ... he had never ... even
wanted to harm anyonel

He stood in the middle of the shop and gazed with wonder at his
own fingers. This was the hand that had made. . . cradles . . .
tables on which feasts were spread . . . coffins for old men dead with
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honor. This hand had killed. . . . The glassy echo of a strange voice
crushed him. Who spoke? He looker round hastily, and a chill went
through his head and ears. He knew, now. His eye caught sight of a
hook in the ceiling.

The white mongrel with the yellow patch over one eye was a
witness to something he was powerless to prevent. Then, as if a prey to
his conscience, or a waking nightmare, he started running wildly round
the black, shadowy walls. Round and round. Howling. He howled
despairingly, fearfully and sorrowfully, yet so piercingly that he
seemed to have understood everything.

A bell rang somewhere near, and it could all have ended like a
fairy tale. The children from the yard had been out in the woods; they
had not got lost at all but had found their way back to the square,
as empty of life as in the enchanted city. The strange silence that
followed the bells was broken by Danko’s cheerful voice. “Look, it's
not late,” and he pointed to the shutter which had not been drawn
down in front of the little shop on Main Street. They looked at each
other, and then they heard something and perhaps they saw some-
thing, too.

Hand in hand they ran, ran for all they were worth, through the
yard and through the darkness, through the long, cruel night.

Although he was tired out, it would not have been Uncle Piti if he
had not let the children he was hiding hear the end of the story. Stand-
ing there in his long shirt, his belt round his middle and his violin
under his arm, he finished it off:

“Now they are straight with each other. . . . There’s nothing in
this world the heavenly Judge doesn’t sort out. Maybe He has for-
given them all the sins they committed in this world, for you might
say they were martyrs, after all. And so it's quite possible they are
both up there now, promenading along the Main Street of heaven, and
there’s no Tower of Babel up there, nor any of the other mad things
we've got down here, and there’s no need for them to be afraid of
Peter or of Paul, unless St. Peter gets cross, and he’s a kind man, not
a bit like that other Peter round here, that shut your granddad up.
[ know he'll be out again one day, if not in a week, then in a month.
What I'm going to do about you, Danko, I just don’t know, and that’s
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a fact. One thing I'm sure of: I'm going to teach you the Pater
Noster and the Ave Maria. You'll get along much better with them
nowadays than you would with your Moyde Any and Shma Yisroel.
. . . Every age has got its own paternoster and it doesn’t hurt anyone
to know it. Now it's time you went to sleep. . . . I've got so much to
do I don’t know where to turn first.”
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