Fort Hays State University

FHSU Scholars Repository

Master's Theses Graduate School

Spring 1934

Ilvan Smirnov: A Problem In Americanization (A Novel)

Thelma Hruza
Fort Hays Kansas State College

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholars.fhsu.edu/theses

b Part of the English Language and Literature Commons

Recommended Citation

Hruza, Thelma, "lvan Smirnov: A Problem In Americanization (A Novel)" (1934). Master's Theses. 227.
DOI: 10.58809/MJIR1020

Available at: https://scholars.fhsu.edu/theses/227

This Thesis is brought to you for free and open access by the Graduate School at FHSU Scholars Repository. It has
been accepted for inclusion in Master's Theses by an authorized administrator of FHSU Scholars Repository. For
more information, please contact ScholarsRepository@fhsu.edu.


https://scholars.fhsu.edu/
https://scholars.fhsu.edu/theses
https://scholars.fhsu.edu/gradschl
https://scholars.fhsu.edu/theses?utm_source=scholars.fhsu.edu%2Ftheses%2F227&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/455?utm_source=scholars.fhsu.edu%2Ftheses%2F227&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://scholars.fhsu.edu/theses/227?utm_source=scholars.fhsu.edu%2Ftheses%2F227&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:ScholarsRepository@fhsu.edu

IVAN SMIRNOV
A PROBLEM IN AMERICANIZATION
(A Nowel)

Being

A Thesis Presented to the Craduate Faculty in
- Partiel Fulfillment for the Degree of
Master of Science

by
Thelma _Elgum
Fort Bays Kensas State College

u



#

I wish to acknowledge my indebtedness te Dr. Ro Re.
Macgregor, my major professor end advisor, for the imspiration eamd
courgge to attempt as extended a piesce of creative work as the
. novel,
To President W, A, Lewis, I owe much for his im-
\; terest in the novel as a fulfillment of the thesis requirement for
1) the liasters Degree, and for his interest im and kindly criticism
. of the characters in the novel, "Ivan Snirnov.® President Leuis,
“ in bis far sighted wisdom end his knowledge of the necessity for
g the human race to have some form of sslf-expression, encouraged
and fostered all courses and projects which lead to that expression.
He felt, as Dr. Maocgregor, that creative writing is the ecrown of all
efforts in the fields of English amd literature, eand, though the ef-

forte of those who enter that field may not be crowned with comme

P
ciel success, one of the greeat purposes of culture is answered--the
artistic expression of the relation of the individual to his environ-

%’*"mn%o As evidence of the mastery of the field of English, ereative

Sy,

}mrk is the best test that may be provided, end, therefore, a novel

‘«z\%}ﬁ.a truly a fulfillment of the regquirement of the Masters Degree.

I wish to acknowledge my apprecietion of the help



Dr. Barl F. Morris end Dr. George A. Kelly have given me in my re-
search in abnormal psychology and mental hygiene; alse for their
interest in my efforts to portrey the development of a sensitive
character under various environmentel conditions to which our for-
eign population are subjected.

To Dr, Streeter and the many people who have helped
me gather material, to the people of Colorado whom I interviewed
concerning the sugar beet industry end its labor problems, to the
Russo-Cerman people who so kindly gave me word pictures of their
lives in Russia end in fmerica, %o the friends who bhave so kindly

read end criticised this novel, I wish to express my appresiation.



Book Omne



IVAN SMIRNOV
A PROBLEM IN AMERICANIZATION
by

THELMA HRUZA



The contemplation of truth and beauty
is the proper object for which we were cre-
ated, which calls forth the most intense de-

sires of the soul, and of whiech it never
tires.

~-=William Hazlitt.
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Iven mimqv; his eyes wide and fixed, crouched on
all fours on the yellow bank of the irrigation ditch, eager, alert,
tense; crouched watching his reflection ripple in the water below
him. For moments he waited, motionless except for the slow fall and
1if¢ of the long fringed -eyelids. The last long rays of the setting
sun struck the water, reflected into his face, but still he remained
motionless.

Suddenly he bent forward; expectancy was written.inm
every line of the slender figure., He smiled; a soft sigh broke his
tension; peace filled him; he sank back om his feet, squatting--a form-
less heap., A soft whisper blended with the slush of the water against
a nearby weed.

"You come, my mother, my water lady. I wanted %o
tell you that we won't be here any more. All of us Smirnovs are leav-
ing the colony; we go to the country; we work for Kransky.® The gut-
teral Russian lost its harshness in the liquid tones of the child voiece.

He paused, listening, then shaking his head, answer-
ed, "Yes, there are beets, but it is not all bests. Father has many
things for which he gets money every week. Think, mother, every week.
e will be richd rich! like--like--1ike,” he hesitated, searching for
a comparison, "like Kronkow., Father says we have to get money, that is

all that matters to anyone; for then we can get land., lioney gets every-
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thing. Did you love land, my mother? But if money gets everything,
why did not father pay to keep you from dying?” Again he was silen?,
but for a moment only. "Perhaps he did not know whem you died that
money gets everything; because at the same time he told us that, he
told us he had learned many things in America. Iiaybe he learned that,
after he came to imerica.™

Ivan squatted, silent for long minutes; then bsgan
_slowly and rhythmically rocking, with his eyes fixed om the reflec-
tion before him which diffused as he moved , and might have been two,
three or more pecple. He softly hummed "rock-s-by, rock-a-by” as he
had heard the Cerman mothers do while they sat in front of the shacks
with babes at their breaste, Their white breasts fascinated him.
Often, pressing close to a shack wall, he peeped arcund & corner afb
one of those women. lany times he had been caught by scme passerbyy
and punished with a kick, or shemed as a peeping Tom. There was no
need for his pee?ingg for such women were always somewhere about the
colony. But he knew no one stared at them as he did., The punishment®
did mot kill the desire to watch the baby hands kneading and pummel=
ing the overfull breasts; to watch the soft flesh pulled and released
by sucking lips; bﬁt it made him more wary, and now, when he sew &
woman with her child at her breast, he was possessed with an overwhelm-
ing feeling of guilt and shame.

As he rocked and hummed, he felt himself in the ayms

of the woman whose image his faney called from the water, and whose
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reflection, he firmly believed, was mingled with his in the irrigation
ditech. He lost himself more and more in the spell of his droning chant,
of the sparkling ripples of the water, and of his imagination. His
hends worked, opening, closimg, opening, closing, Suddesly shame flood-"
ed him, broke through the world of famey. Shaken by the feeling of
nameless guilt, he stiffened. He stered dezedly about him. The water
flowed by him untroubled by imeges; for he was again only Ivan Smirnov,
lonely, vowanted son of MNicholas Smirmov.

Before him lay the irrigation diteh and fertile fields
extending to the foothills of the Rockies; to the right were more fields;
to the left, the shacks of the Russian-Cermen sugar best workers, the

factory, and the town.

The Smirnov shack was set apart from the German colony
of which it was & pert. The Smirmovshad 1ittle comtact with the other
members of the colony. Their shack was never the meeting ground for
confersnces, g£ossip, end plans as were the other shacks; for the Smirp=
novs were Russiens, tolerated by the German neighbors because the Smire
povs were the friends of Henry Kronkow, an influential German. But they
were not accepted as equals by the race-conscious Germans who had lived
for many years in Tussia before coming to America, but who had never been
Russianized,

The Smirnovs were a gloomy lot, taciturn and surly.
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Days went by without conversation, except brief commands and grunted
answers. Lxcept Ivan, the youngest child, none looked to the sky but
to prophesy storm; none, to the sarth but to note the condition of
the soil and listen for its command to labor, They were an earth-
bound people., They rose with the first flush of the dawn; scooped
the cold beans or porridge from the kettle, sometimes with battered
tin spoons, mors often with unwashed fingers; then hurried with bent
heads and shuffling feet to the fields.

Three years in America had madé little difference
in the Smirnovs, either in outward apnearance or inward enlightenment.
The three years might be called a period of syatmtiz&tioﬁ and crys-
talization of forces already dominant. Ivan was the only one deeply
colored by the new environment.

Nicholas Smirnov was a sguare, squat, black-visaged,
black-browed, black<haired, grim Russian, whose restlessness had driven
him from Russia. In America that restlessness had crystalized, and all
the fierce energy of the man had centered in the desire for one th_iné=-
coins. Teamzie, his wife, had been the only human being toward whom he
had any affection, except the German, Kronkow, whom he had known in his
youth, and who had been instrumental in bringing him to America. Tamzie
had given birth to eleven children, then sickened and died, Six of the
children survivéd her; Karl, the eldest, an ugly hulk almost as large
and strong as Nicholas; Catherine aﬁd Ann, squat ‘a.nd square as their

father; Alex and Peter as like in eppearance as tWo peas from the same
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pod, but one a glib jester, the other agile of body. They were Smir-
novs, every one. .

: Ivan was different, A lonely lad, he was as a bit
of down cast emong thistles., Three brothers had died in infancy be-
¢tween Iven and Pster who was five years older than he. Ivan was three
when his mother died. From birth he had been a shy, frail, sickly,
child, Her death had marked the beginning of a new life for him--a
1ife in which he was forever alone; although it was a life spent with
a father, with brothers and sisters--a 1life comntrolled by the wavering
shadows that hover between the comscious and subconscious.

Added to his own memories of his mother,were the
whispers of his brothers and sisters who talked of her wh?n Nicholas
was not present. Her neame was never spoken aloud, nor was it ever
menti_.oned. in the presence of Nicholas. She loved Ivan although he was
the smallest and weakest of all her children; but Nicholas hated him,
for.mcholas thought Ivan hed teken the beloved Tamzie's life., 'When
she would pleed with Ticholas to be good to his youngest son, and would
tell him it was not the child‘’s fault that she had grown weak and no
good, Nicholas reminded her that she had borme ten children and still
danced and laughed; but after Ivan, the spring had gone from her walk,
the roses from her chesks., After Ivan’s birth she lay on her cot, white
faced and weary, and always the little ome nuzzled and fed from her

breast, Tamzie’s last words had been a plea that WNicholas should care

for Ivan as he did for his other soms.
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In the confusion that followed her death, Ivan had
huddled in a corner of the bare room unnoticed. The first night after
his mother was taken away, he had burrowed alone into the tumbled covers
where he had spent the nights of his three years, held close to her.

Ivan was six when the Smirnovs were first drafted in-
to the child laboxr avmy of America, Small of stature, physicelly weak,
under nourished from birth, his days were many of them pain filled, and
would have been unendurable were it not for the world of fantasy the
sensitive introvertive child hed built around him, He had started to
build the imeginative world soon after the death of his mother. One
night, after listening to the stories of his sisters and brothers, he
had dﬁaamd s0 vivid a dream that he remembered it when he ewoke. There
was tall grass everywhere, and there werse many flowers. The air was
sweet with fragrance. Streams of water ran on every side of himg some-=
times the water washed his legs, and he stood in it, Then the water
turned to a womsn., She was very near him, almost touched him., He felt
her presence, but he could not move to get closer. He wanted to. EHe
tried again and again, but his feet were fastened. She came towerd himj;
slowly she lifted hexr hands to him., Herfingers hovered above his shoul-
ders. iiaves of pleasant anticipation filled him; he would capture the
knowledge of how it felt to be held close to her, a knowledge that eluded
him., Then she was gons, and he was awake, He called to her; he shut his
eyes tightly to bring her back; but she would not come. Shut out from

the companionship of those about him, he had turned again and again %o
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thoughts of this dream woman, until at last he could bring her image
to his eyes almost at will.

| Soon after the Smirnovs came to Colorado, Ivan begen
to spend his leisure time on the irrigation benks staring into the slow-
1y moving water, thinking.of the drsem woman. In his little boy m:l.m9
thoughts played at tag with each other, until out of the waters pic-
tures arose; floated for a moment then disappemdaathe_pictm of his
dream women fused with his own reflection as he 133’ helf eweke and half
asleep with his eyes fixed upon the water. As he watched and longed for
her, she came more and more clearly. Then there were pictures of &
1ittle houss with thick walls end a bushy roof., Iven knew there was &
big stove inside, and sometimes people slept on the stove. There was a
palace with guerds in brilliant uniforms merching around it. At first
Ivan only watched these pictures, then he began to talk %o the .Woman
who was always in them. One day she was talking back to him, her voice
strangely blended with the sound of the water as it rushed through a
nearby gate., It was long before she came near him, but he felt a glow
as though something wearmed him when she was inm his thoughts. Then, in
the night of a cold winter, she held him in her arms. As he lay close
to his sister, the dream women hovered near even before he sank into
deep sleep. Suddenly she cauzht him to her, almost erushed him. Half
waking, half sleeping, the weight of her arm held him; erotic sensations
drugged him, Suddenly he was startled to full wakefulness; the axm that

pinned him to his bed was his sister’s, but the sensation of the half

waking, half sleeping moment was not lost.



Then there were the days in the beet fields when his
body seemed always to ache. As the hours crept slowly forward, thoughts
of the water pictures grew more and more vivid as he wriggled up and
down the beet rows, pulling, cutting, pulling, cutting. Then the pain
'bet;sveen his shoulders was very sharp, he thought very hard of the dream
woman in the water, He pictured her im the beet rows., The same psy-
chology that permits children to build their imaginary world and play-
nates permitted Iven to believe she was there with him, or, if not
there, then in the water waiting for him. He talked to her, sometimes
aloud, sometimes omnly in thoughts. Together they listened to the call-
ing or singing &f the liexicans in the nearby fields.

The lexicans never seemed heavy and tired, yet they
worked as long hours, and were as quick :’uf not quicker. Again and again -
Ivan tried to work as those Mexicans did, standing on his fest, bending
from his wailst. With the one hand he would chop two widths with the
broad beet hoe; with the other, pull all but the strongest from the clump
of beet plants left. But he was slow and ewkward. His people seemed to
be built to stay close to the earth, they squatted on their feet and had
a peculiar waddling movement as they wriggled down the rows.

Tvan A4 not-kuow b squatttng was his beritetie. His .
great grandfather had squatted under an overseer’s lash in distant Russia,
squatted and spat vile invectives until one day he lay worn out by work,
by the lash, and by hate. His grandfather had squatted over exile firss

in frozen Siberia, had squatted in damp mines until he, too, had died
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worn out by toil and hate. The Smirnovs were rebels against the tra-
diticns that surrounded them. Now Ivan's father with his brood squatted
in the beet fields of Colorado, a part of the treadmill of American in-
dustrialism. |

If Iven geained releage from the monotony, the routine,
and the indifference in a dream world, he also found belm for the weary
loneliness that enveloped so much of his life through beauty, beauty in
the distant mountains that reared above the foothills. At morning he
saw their crimson glory dim to blues, mauve splashed, purple lined,
green fringed; at noom he saw their lavender heights, cloud shrouded;
at evening he saw them gilded, crimsoned, indigoed, changing until at
last they were part of purple distance. There were moments when that
beauty enveloped him, warmed his chilled heart; moments when all the
world seemed a kindly brooding mentle, wrapping him in its peaceful
£01ds., Then his heart beat more rapidly; tears stung his eyelids; he
threw his axms wide to embrace the esgeime of life. Again, the cold
grandeur, the majesty awed him; the mountains and the stars were far
off; a great stiliness engulfed him. He was utterly alome, &an atom in
the uvniverse.

Nicholas Smirnov threw himself into the new life
america offered with fevered intensity. He swept his children with
him, Ee made of them one machine. To Nicholas, the labor was &s no-
thing; for he had known labor in Russia; he accepted it as part of liféo
Only one thing irked him, that was idleness when no coins were added to

the slowly increasing pile; only one thing roused him, that was the sight
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of his own coins.

Tor the third year since coming to America the last
of the beets had been hoed, end Nicholas was unable %o find regulaer
employment for all his femily. He trudged the six miles from the eol-
ony to Henry Kronkows. Henry greeted him heartily, bub Wicholas was
laconic.

“Here are the rest of the colns for our passage.

Other men have paid theirs more guickly, but they have saved none for

themselves, Thres y2ars I have been here, but coins are few. It isn'? 5

as if I spent them for food and drink and merry-making. Our food, we
earn and s:l;orembeans gleaned after the thresher has passed, potatoes
that we cull, meal from the grain gathered from the chaff. The promises
of ‘mx;ey aré slow in fulfillment.”
5 "You are impatient, my friend. Ten years have I been
.here;, and still I ﬁave few coins. You h.a..va many backs to cover, and d&o
not.forget there is freedom here, no armies., '"hat you earn you keep,
no prince tekes it from you, because he is a prince.” A kindly smile
1ighted Kronkow’s face.
. Micholas scowled. “Many backs there are, but many
hands work."
©Yes, yes, Nicholas. But you are at the bottom of
the ladder. I make more them you, because I rent the land, I served
my epprenticeship as the laborer just as you are doing. The owmer

makes more tham I, for the lamd is his; the factory earner mekes even

T

e
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more., It is right for they have put in more money."™

"But they do not work as haxrd, they are not cold
in winter, burning in summer, Their hands are not rough like mine,
They wear fine linens., Because your belly is not so empty as in
Russia, because you are not in the amy, do youn think it is right
that they wallow im lwury, waste their coins while we work, amnd
heve only a hendful of coins at the end of the season? Is money all
that mekes them different?™

Wicholas worked himself into a fine frenzy, shout-
ing, gesticulating, Kronkow’s better judgment, sound advice, and
logical reasoning only enrsged him.

At last he shouted in rage, "If it is only momney
that Igives you power, I will have money and lamds. Your people will
come crawling to me as you grovel before these others, I will nod
wait yeers and years to get it. I will no longer plod, be a beet
worker with pay only once in 'a while, I will have money every week.”

Nicholas was not an idle boaster, so Iven had gone
o the Aitch to tell the water friends that the Smirnovs were lsaving

the colony. They were going to work for Kransky.
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Nicholas and Ivan Smirnov scuffed the dust as they
trudged the road between the Smirnov "dobe’ and the Kramsky house.
Hicholas’s arms swung loose from his broad, massive sh@uiderao But
Iven‘’s hands were clenched in tight fists held close to his slender
body. He gazed steadily into the west.

"Father, thers is gold dust in the sky.?

The west was a blaze of golden light as the sun
sank back of the mounteins. The stray clouds had golden linings that
shone in glittering rims at the underside. Long golden light shafts
shimmered end denced as they shot from the gilded peaks to the wallsey.
Through them, as through a golden gossamer, the mauve, lavender, or-
chid, and rose of the enchanted foothills snared the wvagrant fancy--=
an ephemsral world that venished with the sum.

But Nicholas neither lifted his eyes nor answered,
although the word gold echoed and re-echosed the thoughts that turned
in hie mind. It was gold, or its equivalent--coins--that he soughtv
now, but the gold dust of western skies could not feed his hunger.
| Change had come to the Smirnovs, end it was as Nicholas had prophecied.
He would have money, and that at regular intervals.

It was a year since the Smirnovs had moved inteo th.e
Kransky ‘dobe,;? a rioerlass, one-room affair, fifteen by twenty feet,
with a moxkey stove, several crude benches, and a hastily put-together

table for furniture, Wicholas was Kransky’s general hand. EHe hed a

beet contract on the °side.? ot a wesk of that year had NNicholas fail-
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ed to mske the ¥rip to the Kransky residence for his weekly hire, In
vain Evensky hed tried to pay him once each month; had tried to pay him
with a cheek, In strident voice, liicholas declared that coins were the
wage of an bonest man; he knew nothing of the money peapéer of the imeri-
can; and he cared nothing for it. Kransky hed promised %o pay each
saturday, and, on each Saturday, Nicholas demended to be paid.

Silent, unresponsive, unemotional, the Smirnovs
might be through the week, but on paydey a rising excitement filled
them. For that brief time, there was a common emotion; for one thing
stirred all the Smirnovs, the glitter amd clank of coims. Tater flow=
ing in the irrigation ditches, the distent mountains, the e¢ool, greem
£ields of beets with their crumpled, shining leaves brought peace and
dreamy content to Ivan; it lulled him to rest; but the glitter of coins
roused him as it did his kin.

The love of money had sunk deep into the soul of
Vicholas Smirnov, but he had not words to express ito‘ As they returnedl
to the ‘dobe’ with the coins safely buried in his pocket, & grin twist-
ed Nicholas® lips when Ivan querried, "7hen you see the light on the
coins, does prickling run up and down your back so you went to »ub it
on your shirt? Then you see fingers go around coins does yours go shub

ﬁtoo? Don’t you fesl the coins burning againsﬁ you down im your pockets,
now?® .
Ivan lay his hand over the coins, pressing them

closer to Nicholas., The muscles under them conmtracted. Nicholas
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tensed. How did the boy guess? He had never held coins., Had not
liicholas seen to that? Only Nicholas touched the coins., How did the
boy know the feel of them against Nicholas® leg? But there was even
more than that when Nicholas held coins in his hands, a great strength
£illed him.

The other Smirnovs eegerly awaited the return of
Wicholas and Iven. Their black eyes glittered, as they bunched near
the door. MNicholas entered first, Kerl followed, them Catherine, Anmn,
Alex, Petegyand Ivana. They squatted in a ciréla in ‘the center of the
. room while Nicholas kicked aside the rags in one cormer. He lifted a
flat vock and took from under it an old shawl bundle, He cavefully
laid the bundle in the center of the sager group., Ivan squirmad with
excitement as he watched the edges of the shawl gently laid back by
his father’s quivering hands. Ivan's heartboats quickened; the blood
pounded in his temples; the saliva kept him gulping. FHe hesitated be-
tween the desire to give way to tears or laughter, but he remained
silent. Then he watched his father hold high the new coins; drop them
one by one onto the pilse, _

Ivan had been five when the first coins drépped inteo
the 0ld shewl. He had watched the pile grow ftam ten dises to the
gleaming mound. In the firet yeears, it hed been slow to increase but,
since the Smirnovs had moved to Kransky's the pile was much larger. The

thrill of the coin ceremony grew for him as he heard the clink and saw

the glisten of the ever growing pile., His throat contracted and stopped
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his breathing as he watched his father 1lift the shining pieces; then
let them slip through his fingers, tinkling as they struck the other
coins., No woxrd broke the silence, only the clink of coins, the huh-hu-
huh-hu of deep breathing, guick sniffs. The light of the smoke-smudged
kerosene lamp shortened and flattensed the squatting figurss into gro-
teaqué images whose sallow faces, thrust over the coin hegp, were stari-
lingly twisted in the half lights.

Nicholas®s face, as it leaned over the coins watch-
ing them run through his fingers, lost its surliness. Some of the glow
of the coins seemed to stay with him, even after he had csrefully wrapped
the o0ld shawl around them, and returned the bundle te its earthy resting
place., His voice welled up from deep within him.

»It is good, and it is right. In Russia are many
poor men who have never felt their own coims., Serfs, slaves, they have
been; peasants still, never free men. But I am free, free! Some day I
will buy land, then we will get more land and more land. Ach{ money
gives you everything., Here what is mine is mine. In Russia everybody
wants his own land, he thinks he has it but--" He shrugged expressive
shoulders, "The land isn’t his. He only has what he raises, and only a
little part of that. Always there is the fear of famine. It is hell %o
starve., I work for myself here, and have no fear of starving, but my
erandfather worked only three days for himself, the other days he must
work for the Prince. Then there was famine, he took from the fields

what was rightfully his:; but he was cast into the dungeson; put into chains;



beaten.” He talked on end on, terrible stories of punishment endured,
of hatred stored, of revenge waited.

"But ﬁhen you have money--" he paused, his gleaming
eyes swept the group, "and I shall have momney."” He closed his great
fist and lifted it, as though to clench his vow,

Then he sat silent, chin sunk on his breast, eyes
fixed, long audible breaths lifting his hairy chest. (ne after an-
other, the Smirnovs crawled among their sacks, HNicholas, eyss still
thoughtful and burning, was the last. Soon the room filled with heavy
breathing, with snorts and grunts of weary sleepers., Only Ivan lay
with wide eyes seeing in the streaks of light filtering into the daxrk-
ness;;glittering coins floating about--coins on which rods ben? gray
faced crsatures shrinking from huge ogres who swung heavy whips. Then
long talén&, feaching out, dragged in the coins, tumbled gray eifs
and ogres together. Suddenly the coins had wings; they did gay famn-
tastic swirling meneuvers. Ivan’s fingers onened and closed, opened
and closed. Finally, he too slept, the echo and re-echo of, *I shall
have money,® filling even sleep. On those nights there was no place

for a dregm WwWoman.

During the winter months Jicholas worked with the
sheep that Xransky fed on shares with the owner of the ramch. Karl,
Peter, and Alex occasionally found work with neighboring ranchmen.

Catherine and Ann helped with heavy cleaning in the nearby town., But



for Iven there was nothing., Trom the time when the last beet was
harvested until he could begin work in the spring, Iven shivered
through the day near the little stove that served as heater and cook
stove, or he searched the countryside for fuel. He filled the endless
hours by playing gemes with his dream people, but the games had to be
in silence, for the harsh criticism of the Smirnove hurt and frighten-
ed him., There were days when he helped Nicholas clean the long
troughs for the corn and molasses, or shovel the beset pulp from the -
wagons., It was a dreary time for Ivan; for Wicholas vented his ill
humnf én the boy, always taunting him.f@r his weakness.

Until his ninth year, Ivan‘’s world head been circum-
scribed physically by the fields, the shacks in the colony, and the
irrigation diteh that flowed by it. His social contacts had bsen
lmmited to his femily end the colony inhabitents until the Snirnovs
moved to the Eransky ranch. With this move, Ivan’s contact with the
mass group had been broken. But & new world opened. Nicholas had %o
send him to school. Iicholas's wrath broke all bounds when the truant
officer made his demands. Being forced to send this scerawny youngest

to school
son of hiel who had always been a thorn in his flesh, swept eway his
regard for the freedom of smerica. Suddenly Russia ‘became the para-
dise of men. Nany and wordy battles were fought, but at last the
truasnt officer wom. Colorado laws provided for compulsory education,
but there were many violations. Too often enforcing officers were

interested in children as laborers.
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That first vear of school left many indelible im-
pressions on Ivan. There were those days when he could no longer £O
barefooted, when the children laughed at the sacks tied around his
feet, laughter that shemed him--a shame that was quickly forgotten
in the story the teacher was telling, the story of a fairy who lived
in the water, but who came out to give to a lost child anything he
might wish. Did not Ivan know people who lived in the water, who came
out to be kind to children? There had been another day, when, drsad-
ing the laughter, he had worn a pair of high heeled shoes which Cath-
erine had found in the eity dwmp. Another time he had worn his fath-
er's boots. MNot even the laughter had mattered then, he was too weary.

| But that was in the past, Now the January air was
crisp, and snow clumps sparkled in shaded hollows as Ivan started to
school his second year, Nicholas had found one reason after another
to keep him from going in the early months of the fall and winter.
There was no money for clothesy no monsy for shoes; he must works all
the excuses of the past year renewed, apnd with increased vehemence.
But Ivan was at last free.

As soon as the Smirnov ‘dobe’ was out of sight, Ivan
leaped and skipped in time with the nonsense rimes that dYumbled in his
thoughts. He pranced and side stepped, a gay charger on his way to
battle. His steps slowed as he listened for his heart beats, th-rump,
th-th-thrump thrump thrump-theth=thr-ru-ru-ump. He seng in a monotone,
%To school-to school--iow I can heer stories--stories--stories--hurray

==hurray--stories.”



Suddenly he stopped; lifted his hands; turned them
over; looked at them. He had remembered that last year when he went
to the school his hands had looked 1like that. Every morning the teach-
er hed said, "Let mes ses your hands.”

He shook his head as he spoke zloud in broken Lng-
lish, "i long time, I not kn@w what she say. I no onerstant her talk.
I glat first she call me,®

He still stared at the grimy little hands with their
broken nails and heavy callouses, Again he heesrd her sharp voice,
"Perrible, terrible, ugh! Don't you ever wash?”

She had grabbed him by the arm, hurried him %o the
wash stand, end washed his hands. He had delighted in the fesl of
her soft palms as they rubbed the soep over his hands. He had smiled.
But one morning it had been different. She had cried out in an angry
voice, "Those hands have not been washed. Lave they? Answer mef HHave
they?®

Iven had shook his head in negation. She had stamped
her foot and shook him., Someone hed tittered. She shouted, "ihy don®®
you? Haven't I told you over amnd over you must wash before coming to
school? You are bad, dirty, dirtyl™®

Then she had pushed him away. He couldn’® tell her
no one washed at home; that water must be brought from the ranch yaxrd
unless the water was in the ditches.

That was last year. But today Ivam loitered, the



struggle between memory and the present desire wrestling. There were
the stories, the pretty clothes, the books, the colored chalk with
which one traced letiers on the boerd. It happened sometimes that
one was permitted to dig forts for the lsaders, or hunt sunflowers
for the Indian houses. Of course when the work was dons, one was
shoved aside, but just being nesr laughing boys and girls made ome
happier.

Ivan®s shoulders lifted; his ehin thrust forward;
he marched om. It m recess when he reached the building., A4 vivid
young weman, as eager for experience and adventure as any of her pu-
pils, greeted him. "Hello, sonny, are you a New Year‘’s gift?" S&he
didn’t wait for an answer, “"You are certainly a sweet one if you are.”

An informative miss whispered, "Miss Alice, he is
Ivan Smirnov, a real Rooshin., . Teacher always had to have him wash
his hands. They are terrible.”

Ivan started; his face paled. Guickly he clesped
his hands behind him., The teacher laughed, "When you have a face and
eyes like that, what difference do hands make? Going to let me draw
you, Ivan?%

She grabbed a sheet of paper, and with quick sure
strokes sketched a heart shaped face., The little V of fine black
hair that dipped on Ivan’s forehead was the top, his pointed chin the
tip. The children gathered about them, elbowing their way closer to

the cuickly moving hand that worked over the white paper.



Whispers passed among them, "It looks like him.®

"It does.”

*] didn't know he was like that."™

"Teacher likes him., She only drawe us when it°s
something special.”

Ivan stood tense, not a muscle gquivered. His
hands were still clenched behind him., The only sound was the scratch-
ing of the pencil on papser.

“Tﬁeras » She held the psper up for inspection, "Not
many people have that distinctive facial outline.” She pointed out
the lines, the heartshaped outline, the sweep from the crown of the
head to the jaw, to the chin, the large well spaced eyes, the arch-
ing, thin brows, the almond shaped eyes lifting at the cormers, the
fine nostrils. Soon the youngsters were finding good points. They
left the picture; they were using the model. Then one child had Iven
by the hend leading him back to some peper cutting the pupils were do=
ing in spare time.

“You don’t have scissors?®

Ivean shook his head.

»T have two pairs, a little one and a big one. You
cen have the little ome.™ It was a little girl who the year before
had worn a orisp tomato-red-dress. Ivan, attracted by the color, had
touched her skirt. She had engrily struck him, pouring out a stream

of words which were meaningless %o him, but the manner and tone showed
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the anger that prompted them.
"You can have some of my paper,” another child offered.
Ivan held in his hands and arms the papers, scissors,

paste, ribbons--all the implements of paper cutting and pasting which

had been showered on him. His eyes were wide with wonder, The wonder
look was reaching deep into Miss Alice’s heart, The tears stood close
in her eyes. But for her the wonder look could not blot out the startled
hurt in the big eyes when Ivanm hed hidden his hends behind him. A4s she
watched him, he l@@kéd up at her, Slowly the wonder look faded. A beau-
tiful smile spread from his eyes to his lips, then over his face., ' Such
glory the woman had never seen on human face before. She moved quickly
to him; caught him in her arms; crushed him to her; laughed into his
hair a little smothered lauch that flooded Ivam with joy; thenm she guick-
ly released him.

Very soon Ivan had forgotten that last year there had
been three classes, ""hites,” "Rooshes,” and "ilexes.” liiss Alice had
cuickly wiped out the class distinction on the schoolground. In her
philosophy of 1life there was no class distinction, and she taught as she
1ived. But Ivan liked the "White™ people best. He liked the pretty,
alert faces, the sureness in all they did, the dainty clothes of the
little girls, the clean "smell”™ of them.

Ivan’s English came slowly and awkwardly, but he never
spoke his native tongue nor the German while at school. fhen baffled

for a word, he remained silent., He refused to talk Germen with the Rus-
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sian-Gexman children. This information reached licholas in a short
time., For although he was not German end, in questions psertaining to
the group, he was never consulted--in fact, his opinions when expressed
were pointedly smabﬁed and disregarded--yet the Cermans considered him
one of them against any effort to Americanize them, or in their own
words "teke away their rights.®

Even before Nicholas entered the °‘dobe’, he was
shouting at Ivan. %So this is what school does for you., Tou are
ashemed of youf native tongue, ashamed of people that ere almost your
own., You teke up with the trifling ways of these foreigners? Don’s
you know the Americams laugh at us on the street, make fun of us? And
why, I ask you? Aren’t we just as zood as they are? I will tell you
why. So they can make you young ones want to talk like them, dress
1ike them, and act like them., Then you will want to spend our money.
The Gexmans and the Slavs in this country have been too easy, they let
themselves be run over., These Americans don’t want us to have money;
they want to keep us always working for them so they won'’t have to
' work., They know they can’t keep us that way if we don’t stick togeth-
er. That's what they have these damn schools for, trying %o force us
from sticking together. Uell, they don’t get mo son of mine to like
them. Why do you suppose you know how %o speek German? That's to
help you out. You don’t need English. Remember when the Germans talk
to you in German, you telk to them. You better be proud they talk %o

you. Yasn’t the folks angry in Russia because the Kronkows sent me



to school %o learn German with Henry? Russians sfere jealous because
the Cexrmamns were quality stuff, ILverybody wanted to be their friend.
But the Gemans. looked down on the Russians, wouldn®t have anything
to do with them., Now here you are in imerica, and the Germans try %o
talk to you, but you won’t talk to them in the language that I taught
you myself, you have to talk that school language. Here they have
made me almost one of them, These Americans don’t kmow it is am honor
to have the Germans come to their country. But I am telling you. You
just vy talking English when they ask you things in German, just try!
I will use the straps om you."

Iven made no answer, only shrunk dseper into the
shadows of the room, The Smirnovs told the tales of slights from
imericans, of interfersnces., Someone was always tréring to gat them

%0 go to church, inviting them to the night school that was provided

by some people of the town., Some of the Germans were going; they werse

learning the English language; but not many., lost of them were sure
they could get along without the English., Wasn®t there enough of the
Germans to help each other? They didn’t have to go to strangers for
help. O©Of course, thers had t@ be a few men in the colony who could
speek English, but thei‘é were the ministers and a teacher or two who
had had to flee Germeny because of too radical views. But in the days
that followed, Ivem still refused to answer in German although he did

not snswer in English

Throughout the community was much talk concerning
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this bad influence the school was having upon the childwen; the "out-
landish™ ideas i% was putting into the heads of youngsters. There was
much bitterness that the CGerman students must be sent to the Znglish

school against the wishes of the parents., In the schools, the Cerman

age was not taught, but the ach@ols were maintained through taxes
which the Germans must help pay. Very few paid taxes, bux'the com=
plaint was made in anticipaiion of the taxes of the future; for all
knew that they would some day own the land., The children remained
loyal to Mies Alice, but the discussion came into the school, amd i%
required all her ingenuity to keep intermational peace imn this "no
m§n°s land® of America.

She was determined that the slender, white faced,
daxrk eyed child that hovéred always just at the edge of things but
never truly beceme a part of them should not suffer from this melee.
At school she could save him, but over the home she soon learned she
-had no control. She visited his home, but withdrew hastily, disgusted
that such sguelor could exist in a civilized country, angered at the
bigotry of Nicholas, and smazed that out of such surroundings could
come the boy Ivan, She was surprised that he could be eleven years
old. To her he was a child.

It did not teke long for her to learn all that there
was to know of his physical being. Incident aefter incident that had
happened in the past year was recited to her, either by Ivan or by

some child seeking recognition and knowing information concerning Ivan



was one way of getting it, Ivan’s flushed face, as he waiched her
when these tales wers being told, gripped her with a yearning tender-
ness.

One day she drew him to her,and, rubbing her cheek
against his, she whispered, "I am glad you are in school.”

His eyes glowed., "iliss Vite was sorry last ysar
ven I tell her I cam no more come back. I had vo vork. I tell her
I vill my hends vash in the water ven it is by the ditch. I feel
tears in my eyes den. She put her arm arount me, and she gifs me a
1iddle book and she says not to forget to reat i, But it is dark
'&en I do not vork in zummer. I omly read it dres times.” He looked
up shyly. "I like Miss Vite, but I luf you. Ven de vaier voman
comes I vill ceall her you.™

She laughed her husky laugh, "And I love you, Ivan.
Love you, love you, love youo"

This second year he learned rapidly; he learned
much from the rscitations of other classes, for he listened avidly
to all that went on. Too, Miss Alice spent much time madigggm
talking with him.

His hunger for beauty grew, as his appreciation in-
' creased, He found sensuous pleasure in color; in the fesel of things
as the smoothness of satin, the softness of velvet, the sleekness of
fur. Sach created a new emotion or a different semsation. As his

eyes had opened a new world to him, so did his ears; the world of

sound. The sound of running water, of wind, of the implements in the
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field, even the clop, clop, clop of the hoes, held for him rhythm.
Greatest of all was the violin music which Miss Alice played for him
when the others had left the school, Her eyes fixed om his, awake to
every change of emotion mirrored in the white face and deep eyes, she
lost herself, Her music would not have satisfied am artist, but the
sensation starved child was swayed by every tone--now crying out im
actual physical pain as the high thin notes tautened the overwrousht
nexrves; sobbing as the deep low tones f£illed his being to overflowing;
wriggling gt some dancing, sprightly movemsnt; scrsaming in terror as,
sick at her power over this human being, liiss Alice viciously dragged
her bow across the strings in a rasping discord. Then she must lull
him back to rest and confidence.

His desire for knowledge seemsd never satisfied. She
gave of all she had, She told him of far places, of bulldings, peo-
ples, scenes, of characters from books and from life. She tried to
tell him in words simple enough for his young mind, the meaning of
love, truth, faith, loyalty. [lost earnestly of all, she ¥ried %o teach
him the true value of money.

When she talked to him of money, the reforxmer in
Miise Alice surged forth. Lverywhere she turned, she saw the same God,
money and possessions. That an artist dwel? im the soul of this boy
no one had the time to know or care; the only interest im him was that
he might with his puny efforts help Wicholas Mrmv care for more

acres of beets., Lven in her school work, she must give her time, not
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to foster the creative imagination that she might £ind in the few,

but to drilling into the many the minimum essentials for sucscessful
entrance into a dollar and cents existence. That money should and
did become the dominating force emong these immigrants did not suw-
prise her, From the hour the first thought of coming to imerica had
come to them, the gee& for money hed dominated every asction., Before
they could secure their passage, they must have money or their friends
must have the money to purchase the fare for them.

Thether they took passage by the southern or the
northern routes, these immigrants were croﬁded into stinking steer-
ages., Miss Alice fought nausea often as she listened to stories of
the sea trips of her German patrons., Tagged and herded from the cars
to the docks, they were sent into steerages. Ifany of the steerages
were divided into three divisions, one for the single men, one for the
single women, and one for the femilies. DZach individual or family
carried their belonzings wrapped in crude bundles. There wers six to
eight hundred human beings crowded together in these thrse compartments.
The northern lines were worse, especially when the sea was rough, for
the steerage passengers could not get on deck to light and air,

The smells--unwashed bodies, stale food, vomit, and
at times the putrid flesh when some mother sought %o k@ép her deed
child from the water grave to which she had seen so many consigned--
the noise--constant pound of engine; the wash of water; the clacking

of tongues; the cries and rushing feet of children at play; blows and



curses; scresms of those in pain, pain from dissase, infection, pto-
maine, childbirth; the constant sobs of someone crying--were always
with them, Above them rang gay laughter, light chatter, and the
strains of fllusive music. On the upper decks might have been an-
other world, The difference between the two was money.

In America, the immigrant was immediately thrust
into the great industrial ermy. "hether that army was the textile
mill of lew England, the mine of the middle state, the packing house
of the middle west, or the beet field of Colorado, every ensrgy must
be expended that the individual might exist.

‘ In Colorado, the mines had brought in some foreign
labor, but since the first sugar faet-ory had been opened in Grand
Junction in 1898 and the raising of beets had becoms & recognized and
permanent industry, labor was an absorbing problem. As more factories

ement had been entered into by the two

were built, a gentleman’s agre
big sugar compenies owning most of the factories. Competitive buying
was eliminated. GCrowers were bound to the factory im their section.
lors and more beets were contracted; thus opening up gold mines in
such arable lend as could be put under ditches. But, to keep the price
of production at a minimm end assure profits for both grower and fae-
tory, cheap lebor was essential, For that reason, the family system
of contract labor was adopted. The head of the family contracted %o
cave for the beets at so much an acre, His whols family worked. Ger-

mans were brought in from Kansas and Nebraska, new immigrants ceme f£rom



Russia, Very few of those families made over six hundrsd dollars per
year from the beets,and very few of the femilies hed less then six
members, Many families did not make more than four hundred dollars.
Steandards of living wers deplorably low.

Again, the difference was money. Seeking security,
the Cemman, the Slav, the Russian, saved most of the scanty wages with
the idea of renting a.nd then buying land., The immigrant soon made
everything subservient to the one purposs, the accumlation of wealth
in lands and in money., Bodily health, spiritual and mental vigor,
comfort meant nothing, The larger the family the more beets could be
cared for., Women were prized according to their breeding capacity.
The Zuropesns were a prolific people, but infant mortality was high.

Miss Alice felt that in Ivan had been instilled the
worship of momey as a symbol of power and of equality and fresdom, as
in those others. But she saw in him en opportunity to build a cru-
sader for the true values of life., She could break down this money
worship, teach him the true place of money in the scheme of things.
She would make of him a crusader who might free his people from bond-
age. She would teach him that the true way o full and ebundant life
was through truth and beauty, end that the value of money was only in
making possible such a life.

“"Never, never forget, Ivan, that the beauty of those
distent mountains, of the green fields when the water lies on them, of

the very imeges that you build in your mind, are of more worth than all



the gold that man can acquire, Oh, Ivan, it will be hard, but do not
let them break you, meke an unimeginative machine of you. God didn’t
mean that man should be thato Man was made for life, and his rod and
staff are truth and beauty. Do not fear rebellion if it is in the
cause of truth.” .

The picture of his father flashed before Ivan;
Nicholas, as he towered over him in wrath demeanding that he use the
German tongue, denying him the right to attend school; and, in the

boy heart, valor to oppose this autocrat waxed strong.

Quickly the months passed. The Master Alchemist
had added the last ingredient in the mixture of spatial and temporal
relations of sun end earth that brings spring ¢%o Colorado. All wine
ter the great state lay dormant. ''ith the spring, a mighfyatirring
cane, a pulsing of new life, a resurrection.

Spring, dropping one by one her days, beckoned to
summer., The heights of the Rockies, shrouded in misty veils that
drooped like bridal garments over the virgin white peeks, shimmersd
under the sun-rays that pierced the clouds, and lifted the snow
blanket higher and higher from the forested slopes. Crystal clear
streams hurried to join their brothers in the valleys. On forgotten
trails, bearded prospectors, enswering the never silent call of ad-

venture and gold, urged forward lazy pack mules., 01d lumber camps
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threw off their lethargy, and new sites were marked. Mining camps
took on new vigor., The hum of industry sounded everywhere in the far
off places., The pines retained their brilliant gresnnsss, aspen buds
tugged at their coverings, shrubs, naked for the winter, put forth
their tender shoots and leaves. The columbine, choral bells, mints,
hairbells, and numsrous snow flowers nodded on the lower slopes.
liountain jays flitted from tree to tree calling their greetings. Ths
tinkle of cow bells sounded higher and higher ase the snow line re-
treated. |

Sprinzg had come to Colorado, everywhere was the
stir of life. The foreign colonies that hovered on the edgss of the
towns were stirring--Japeness, liexican, Russian-Cerman; ysllow, brown,
olive. The huts, shanties, shacks, and adobies belched forth their
hunan stuffing. Lean dogs nosed throusgh thawed garbage -by low doors.

Before the Russo-Ceymen shacks, piles of raés and
frayed bedding lay in the sun or hung on improvised clotheslines.
Heavy women shoveled the winter's accumulation of ashes from floors
into the paths that skirted their buildings. Shutters were toran from
the half windows that the spring sunshine and winﬁ might enter and
purify the dead air, Children raced at tag, hopskotch, and ‘wolf,°
or fouzht and brafiled until *boxed? and jerked home by older sisters
and brothers., BRabies rolled and waddled about the pathways between
the shacks, tasting, spitting, drooling. Ifen squatted in groups,

their gutterai voices rumbling from whiskered depths.
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In the vallsys, thrifty farmers prepared their fer-
tile fields for garden and cereal crops. At night, the air crisped
with thé sting of chill breezes. Frost spars crusted the rims of shal-
low pools. But the noon-day sun warmed and mellowed air and earth.

Then the water filled the irrigation canals., Ivan
was on the stens of the school house when Miss Alice arrived. His
eyes were a‘i;arrys his cheeks flushed.

"iiss Alice, the water is in the ditech. I saw 1%
thie morning. It rushed down, shwwmn, shushhh, shwum. It hurried
to catch up with the wet it made in fromt of it. Big foem was om it.
1% tumbled thistles, leaves, grasses, over and over. Sometimes it
pushed them aside.® His hands and arms waved in his efforts to dram-
atize his tale. "Oh, I love that water, like I love you. I wish I
could catch it in my arms like you.®

His eyes sparkled and danced as he rushed upon her.

"Sensuous, sensuous,” she shook her head as she bent
to kiss him, He was =0 eager for her éaresaa Then holding his pale
face between her hands, she asked, "Chice mio, don't you ever laugh?
Zven irn joy, you are silent.™

They rushed gaily about getting thiﬁgs ready for the
day. -Ivan struggled with his excitement, The hours dragged slowly
forward, The noon hour passed, he was back in his seat. e held his
book before him, tried to reed, but the printing faded. 4 strange hum

f£illed the room. Then the figures in the picture on the page noved ,
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stretched their limbs. One that looked much like Ivan walked across
the sheet.

Ivan heard it eall, "Hello, how are you? Do you
know who I am?®

He answersd, "Sure, you are Ivan Smirnov.®

The figure retorted, "You're wrong, I em King Midas.
See, everything I touch turns to gold.® The little creature walked
off the page onto the desk. %Ses my footprintsi®

Ivén peered at them., Zach tiny footprint was gold,
wThey are gold.”

"Yes., See your desisa“

wIt is gold. Oh, my father will like me if I bring
you with me., Then he can have gold, and although I am littlest, I
will give him most moneys."

Wﬂrst I em going to turn Miss Alice to gold.™ The
tiny ons started away.

"ol Nol® Ivan called., "I went her just as she is.”

“You ean®t have her that way. She shall be gold.”

wNo,” Ivan snapped, “I will chase you back in the
-book.”® A struggle followed in which Ivan seemed to lose his identity.
He was Hobin Hood. He was calling, "I will save liiss Alice. My sword$
my trusty swordl” The battle raged, but liidas drew gcloser and closer
to Miss Alice.

Then Iven cried aloud, "Don‘t let him touch you, liss
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Aliced Don’t let him touch yould®

Silence followed his ery. A deep flush dyed his
cheeks, Then a titter of laughter ran over the room, Startled and
humiliated, Ivan buried his face im his amms.

"That’s all right, Ivan., Sand man Just got you.
Come, everyone to work,” lMiss Alice called.

But Ivan weas disgraced. "hen school was dismissed,
he slipped from the room without stopping to speak %o anyone. FHe
hurried along the r@ad; Then a small inner voice began nagging him.
whet would Miss Alice think because he hadn’t said good night? Why
had he run away? She had thought he was asleep and dreaming. IHe
turned from the road, crossed the field and climbed the bank of the
irrigation ditch. Therg he wendered along picking up hendfuls of
dirt, casting it into the water, watching the ripples.

He didn?t want to think about what had happened;
he didn't want to think sbout running ewey, He tried playing he was
George Washington; then he was an Indien scout. But it didn't do any
good, that inner voice kept calling, “You ran away, you ran away."

The sun hovered at the horizon before Ivam neared
the Smirnov shack. But he didn’t go to the house. He lay on the
ditch bank trying again and again to maintain the part of the hero
that he would meke himself. He had been Uncas the last of the Mo-
hicens, Robinson Cruso alone on an island, Achilles om his chariot.

These self-centered heroes were often engaged in weird conflict and



occupations because they were o?ten Just names.

Dusk hed Fallen as he hurried to the °dobe.® He
was at peace with himself. In the morning he would tell Miss Aliese
that he was sorry he had run away, that he was not dreaming really,
just making pictures. His heart lightened, and a smile curved his
lips.

Wicholes met him at the door, a scowl on his face.
»there have you been? Lucky it is this school foolishness is over.
Tomorrow there is a job for you near the colony. You will forget
this idleness. 'I'o bed with you, for in the morning you leave early.”

"] can’% tomorrow, I have to tell liiss Alice."

“What you got to tell Miss Alice? You %ell her
nothing, You set out the onion and the cabbage.”

Ivan stood stricken and silent. Then he turned
back toward the bank, He had run eway; now he would not see liiss
Alfice again,

| “Where you going? Get inmto the house,” Nicholas
called,

Ivan dAid not hear. He climbed ‘the benks squatted,
peering into the water; tears brimmed im his eyes, overflowed and
ran down his cheeks., The refrain beat in his thoughts, “I won’t see
her any more, She won’t think I am dear.”

From the door, Nicholas glowered; surprise and

anger conflicted., He saw Ivan leap to his feet, stare about him,



then start dom the bank. The boy was not coming to the house., Anger
filled Nicholas. The whole injustice of the school filled him with in-
dignation.

"Ivens™ he shouted.

Ivan stopped. ""here do you go? Get into your bed.
hat do you do?"™

»I go to iiss Alice.” Iven’s jaw set as he answered.

"You come into this house.” Nicholas moved forward.
Ivan hesitated aﬁ instant, then ran.

"Ivan, come back hers, I say, come back.” But the
boy did not stop. A moment Nicholas looked after him, then followed.
He muttered as he van, "The imp of the devil, theat school has en evil
spell on him, That comes of using good money for that. He shall be
taught a lesson.™

Wicholas caught the suspenders of the fleeing boy.
Ivan kicked and threshed, crying, "I must tell her., She will think
bad of me, Let me go0.™ He sobqug striking, kicking, biting.

"You will disobey me?” the curses of the man and the
cries of the boy mingled. “hen he had vented his anger, and Ivan no
longer struggled against the blows, Nicholas grasped him by the collar
and jerked him along to the house. Long, hopeless sobs racked the boy.
Wicholas shoved him inm the door. "Never try that again. I will beat

you within an inch of your 1life.”
The next morning, his body bruised and sore, his eyes
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red and swollen, Ivan shuffled the four miles to the truck farm where
the six Smirnovs were to work. Nicholas®s gutteral warning followed
them, "Bes sure you get your money. And mind you bring every piecs
back with you.®

Ivan slunk behind the others., o attention had bsen
given him, but he was sure éach of them was thinking about him. He
wanted to tell them just why he had scted as he did, wanted them te
know the truth, o know that Wicholas was wrong. The fear that he was
being eriticized by them, pérhapa laughed at, sent wave after wave of
sick misery through him. But the unecertainty as to whether he could
explain to them, convince them, held him silent. He rehearsed speech
after speech; he was almost satisfied with one of them when Peter in-
quired, "How much coins will we have?”

“That is what I was wondering,® Alsx answered,

"Who can count them to know if we get them all?
Father counts them always, but I haven®t learned., If they were the
Russian, I could,"” Karl was concerned as the eldest of the group.

Catherine and Ann made no comment. Ivan received
a distinet shécka They had not been thinking about him at all. All
they could think asbout was money, He could count their coins for %hem.
He had learmed to do that in school. But they would never thinmk of
that, They never paid any attention to him except to yell at him to
work faster, or to push him around if someone wanted his place or some-

thing he had, He wondered what his brothers and sisters thought about.



He knew they 4idn’% s@e picturass in the water becauses he hed asked
them about that, nor did they play war, or hero. He couldn’t find
anything they 4id think ebout. Perhaps Karl thought about the town,
because sometimes he wanted to go thexrs, but Nicholas would never
let him., In the summer there wasn’t time to want to do amything., The
Smirnove got up before the sun came up, and Aidn’t quit work until
the dark-eameu Then everyone wanted to slsep., In winter, when thers
was no work, sometimes they got tired of sleeping. Then the boys
wrestled or whittled wood sticks., There were times when the boys
bunched togptherg falking9 but Ivan was always pushed out of those
cir@leq as being too little., It was man talk. Maybe it was man talk,
but if he couldn’t listen, he could read and none of them could.

Ivan was suddenly very lomnely. He wanted to talk
to those brothers and sisters, share .:_his thought with -'them, £ind
what theirs were., He turned to Catherine who worked next to him,
"Catherine, what do you think about while you hos?®

»Think?" she said vaguely, only having half heaxd.

w"Yes, what is going on im your head when you hoe?"

"Hothing.™

wBut, Catherine, something has to, Always things
are going round and round in your head. What do you think?®

I saidjnothing., Vhen it is hot sometimes I wish
it was cloudy, or it would hurry to be night. Sometimes I wish I had

a new dress like the Kronkow girls. But not very oftem."



“"But don’t you wish you were not working, or you
were pretty, or you had a palace, or you were a king, or you could
do something so everybody would look at you end like you? Or don’t
you wish you could see fairies, or have someons love you? Oilg Just
lots of things. And while there are things up in front that you can
just see, back behind ave a lot of them running along that you can’t
keep up with.”

*You better quit thinking like that, you will bs
crazy. You can’t 4o all the things, so why think agbout them?®

"Why ;san*?t I?2 Do you ever want to run away from
father? or hurt him like he hurts you?” He bent toward her, his eyes
wide and frightened.

She looked up, startled. She scowled. “lhat are
you talking about? He doesn't hurt you unless you meesd it., You do
not obey him. He gives us food and clothes, TWhat if he beat you,
and starved you? See, he trusts us alome im the fields.®

*But that is for money. He doesn’t give anything
to me, I earn it.® Ivan’s 1lips quivered.

wYou shut up. You better not let anyone else hear
you say that.®

“ifhat are you two doing?® Karl shouted, ¥ou better
get to work and shut up.™

Ivan turned back to his work, defeated again in his

efforts to know what went on in the minds of those about him. His



thoughts turned from those about him to the water psople., With them he

could talk; they gave him answers., Easier and easier, it became to shut

out those unresponsive ones.

He was an instrument vibrating with every emotional
fancy; he quivered with sagerness when heppiness touched those about
him; he cowered with fear when anger held them; yst he lomged to striks
blows when the hot blood surged im him. Ke wept in sympathy when sad-
ness seized them. All the undercurrents of life swayed him. lioods of
the outside world need not be expressed, he felt them; and his own mood
was one with them, but all this turned in upon itself, enriching and
deepening the resonance of the instrument, but muting the tones the

world waits to hear,



IIX



47,

Since the early morning, a mounting exhilaration
had spread throughout the Smirnov family. Nicholas had burst forth
in rambling disconnected words and sentences before the.sun.mountad
to the zenith. In the pink of the morning, as they hurried to the
field, the excitement had been among them; it was thers as they saw
the last star fade from the blue morning washed sky; as they. saw the
erimson dawn dye the east and reflect from the mountain peaks, bath-
ing the fields about them in its rose glow; as they saw the foothills,
black-bluse, lighten to indigo, then to rose-traced purple; as they saw
them claimed by green., It blazed within them as they heard a milch
cow in her distent enclosurs moo plaintively, a dog howl%pbeiaance
to the new born day, a roostsr céow his greetinges to his harem. They
were suddenly keenly semsitive to sight and sound about them. Through
the long June day, faster and faster rose and fell their hoes. The
sun played hide-and-seek with the woolly clouds, dappling the fields
with shadows., Nicholas only grunted when Iven tried to keep up with
the rapidly moving shadow line., 'hite thunderheads in their purity
challenged snow sheets on the distant mountains, In the late after-
noon, blue cloud masses mingled with blue earth masses in an ever-
changing harmony. Again Wicholas only mumbled when Iven stopped to
watch the peaks appear and disappear, commenting that in the mountains
there were showers, There were no reprimends today, though one of the

Smirnovs dared to 1ift his eyes from the soil to ses the glory_@f the

skies,



Change was indeed ﬁpon thé Smirnovs.

As the shadows of evening began ¢o fall, the hoe
strokes were short and gquick. GCone was the sasy swing, the swesping
slice of workers without aim or goal, of workers whose todays and
tomorrows are one and the same, Muscles were tense, syes glittered,
teeth clenched, lips were close compressed. The chop, chop, step,
of the hoers had a staccato rhythm; the step from plent to plant no
longer left a shuffled trail; muscles drew the feet high, set them
down quick and firm., .Then the Smirnovs reached the end of the row,
icholes looked to the west. The long twilight was almost over, the
dark would soon settle down. He looked back over the field, the six
Snirnove moved unsasily, waitinz his directioms., He turned to them
umncertainly-=ilicholas, who had never hesitated if it were possible
to make one more stroke. .

Alex shouted, "I'll race you %o the other end.”

A ery went up. Seven Smirnovs leaped to their rows,
the contest began. Clop! clop! spacel clop! clop! spacel Iiicholas’s
great strength went into each slash, deep and long were his strokes.
Farl®'s stolidity, keyed to speed, torse great gouges into the soft
dirt; Catherine and Ann, bswildered looks in their blank eyes, fum-
bled their strokes, missed ground, dropped farther and farther behind.
Peter skimmed the top, shaving the weeds but failing to cultivate the
porous soil, Alex®s powerful and pliable muscles responded, and he

forged ahead. Ivan, wide-eyed, his face marking the strain, the ten-
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sion, the eagerness, chopped even with Alex, until his breath came in
sasps, perspiration shone on his foreheed and lip, his fingers cramped
on the hoe, then relaxed and refused to close. Slowly and more slowly
he moved, the broad beet hoe turning in his hands, Tesrs filled his
eyes,-<baffled, filled with rage, he stumbled along, forgstting he was
still a youth emong men., He remembered only that again in a contest
with the Smirnovs he was failing. Thirtesn years of age, I;a might have
passed for tem, slendsr to the point of scrawniness, svery muscle was a
hardened cord., But tonight there was no jeering when Alex, having reach-
ed the end of his row, turned back to finish out Ivan’s row., 1lo one
thoﬁght of calling him lazy tonight, Too intense was the excitement;
too keyed the emotions.

As they made their way to the 'dobe,° they still
must £ind outlet for their emotions in physieal action., Peter and
Alex raced, shoved, scuffled, and boxed with each other and all whom
they came near., Nicholas, unbending for the moment, sent Alex whirl-
ing into Peter’s arms where they balanced for a moment on the edge of
a ditch, then tuwhbled together, shouting.

But the longest day ends., Around the o0ld shawl
souatted the Smirnovs; with them squatted Kronkow and a stranger. The
stranger’s fingers passed through and through the pile of coinms., Ivan'’s
fingers curved in response, Tonight that heap of coins was taking om .

new significance.

Ivan listened to the stranger telking to Kronkow,



then he listened to Kronkow tramslating into CGerman., “He would have
you bring the money to the bank." :

Nicholas shook his head wigorously, "I will not take
it one step. He said he would bring the paper for the land here, and
get the money. There is the money. I want the paper.™

Ivean looked at Wicholas with a feeling of sheme,
not unmixed with contempt. Why didn®t Nicholas speak enough English
to transact his own business? Instead of punishing Iven when he talked
in Boglish, Nicholas better listen to the English and try to learn.

Then they were piling the coins., Then the coins had
been stacked, the stranger counted them into big canvas bags, The
fruit of seven years of labor was stored in three canvas bags., The
four years on the Kransky ranch hed added coins quickly; the last two
years the Smirnovs had rented beet land which they worked in addition
to Nicholas's work and the beet contract at Kransky’s.

As the stranger counted the last coins into the bag
he said, "You Rooshins meke me sieko Some day a bunch of you will be
robbed, then perhaps you'll use the banks, One Russian I know, got
cured., He had éne thousand dollars hidden in a straw tick. While he
was in town one day, his o0ld lady decided to clean house., She started
in the bed roocm. She took out all the straw ticks and emptied them,
then hung the ticks on the line., She had gone into the house for a
match when the old fellow came in sight of the house., He saw the

ticks and knew what was happening, He saw the old lady come out of
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the house and go toward the straw pile. I guess he gave his horse
the surprise of his life, The old lady thought he was crazy the way
he tore into that yard. She knew he was when she lighted the match,
for he started yelling. He plumped intoc her, and sent her sprawling,
Then he lesped into that straw pile on all fours, Before his wife
could get out of the way, she was half covered. But he crawled out
hugging that money bag. That cured him of hiding money around the
house., He went to the bank with it that very afternocon.

Henry Kronkow dutifully leughed. "Have you heard
this one? A Cerman bought a farm. He paid thirteen thousand dollars
for it, Then he got rsady to pay for it, he anéd his wife hitched up
to the spriné wagon, put a milk can in the back and drove to town.

They went to the real estate office; carried the can in., Papa open-
ed the can; it was full of moneys. The real estater and papa started
couﬁtinge Mama was having a rock in the roeking chair, They finish-
ed countihg, Papa said to the real estater, °Nine thousand dollars?’
The other fellow say to papa, 'lNine thousand dollars!® Papa rush over
to Mama, ‘Memal Msma! there is only mine thousaend., Vat is the matter?’
lama say, ‘You is wrong. It is thirteen thousand. I count it myself,’
“But, mema, ve both count it.® Mema got up end looked at the can. She
walk up to it, measure 1% on her leg. 'Ach! pepa, put it back in.°’ She
stert stuffing in the money. Papa look at her, the real estater look
at her., She smile at papa, papa smile at her. They take the cam, car-

vy it ¢o the wagon, put it in, go home, go to the potato cellar, dig
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away the straw, take out a bigger can, take it to the real estater,
Papa and the real estater count it while mama rocks. It had thirteen
thousand dollars im 1¥.™

The stranger gave Nicholas the paper on which Nicholas
had marked a rude X, Nicholas sat very quiet until the stranger had
zone, He answered Henry's questions in monosyllables until Henry, dis-
courazged by his silencs, also left. Then Nicholas hugged his knees and
rocked back and forth, back and forth. His silence was brokem; he guf-
fawed, gurgled, chanted msaningless nothings of uncontrollable happiness.
The circle looked on in wonder, grins on their faces.

Leaping to his feet, he shook the paper in the air;
he let out a bellowing roar. Ivan felt the blood surgs as he watched
his father's mad whirl about the room, stamping, singing, yelling.
Wicholas grabbeﬁ his sons and daughters one after the other, and whirled
them until dizzy and unbalanced, each staggered to the wall when Nich-
olas released him. Then he strutted and swaggered from one end of the
room to the other, crashing one wall then the other with his clenched
fist.

He shouted, "I, Nicholas Smirmov, have my own land,
already I have more than these Germans who were here when I came. I
will show them! I will be rich., I will have money, land. Some day
they will come to me, me! Nicholas Smirnov! the Russian! Didn't I tell
you money gets everyvthing?™

FHis shoulders squared, a great rumbling roar swelled
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from deep within him, mounted louder and louder until the building
trembled, until the ear drums revolted zgainst it.

The exultation, the excitement, and the anticipa-
tion of the day left Ivan shivering end uncertain., He wanted to shout
with his father, but also he wanted to weep., This last bellowing roer
shocked him; bruised every tingling nerve; left him frightened, stunned.
He fled from the hut, his hand crammed in his mouth to stifle the
soreams that rose in his throat. Something overwhelming, sinister,
hovered over him; it was as though he looked into the depths of a black
abyss where grotesque savage beasts snarled and fought, tearing at esch
other with long fangs while laughing great bellowing guffaws such as
had come from the distoﬁte& Tace of lNicholas Smirnov,

. He could not shut out the contorted faces of the
Smirnovs as, dazed, they staggered against the walls from their fath-
er's armms, Ivan fled %o the highest point of the bank, where he pressed
himself close to the moist, cool earth, burfied his eyes., The moon
bathed him in her blue light; frogs eroasked their n;ght chorus, A% last
he lifted his head, and peered into the dark depths of the water. His
troubled face grew calm; the lids were heavy. He was smong his own peo-
ple, the folks of his imagination trooped forth, his mother and I{iss
Alice, seemed very near. He whispered, "koney doesn't give you the
mountains with the moon over them; it doesn’t make the gresnness of the

fields, the lavendar of the flowers., It doesn’t give you truth and beau-
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ty. Those ars what I must live by."”

The last summer and fall on the Kransky ranch was
a panting half-real time. Into the Smirmov consciousness was deeply
imprinted the knowledge that they were land-owners. It was a subtle
force permeating every action, every thought, Until this time, there
had been 1littls feeling of permanence for the Smirnovs., True, with
r«egular employment at Kranskys, there had come a feeling of safety, a
certainty that coins would continue to pour in; but the Smirnovs were
still strangers on a foreign soil; there was no sense of belonging.
Coins can never give the feeling of &aminaneaiu) of power, of irmportance,
of reality that possession of land gives to the Hurcpean. The Smir-
novs were creatures of the land. Zvery Smirnov generation had lived
hoping to raal;!.y possess the land. lio man appreciates the land un-
i1 he has the feel of it, until he rejoices when it rejoices, suffers
when it suffers, expands and blossoms when it expands and blossows.

Anticipation filled their work burdened days.,' until work was no longer

a burden. _

As the Smirnovs waited to complete the beet harvest
befors going to their new homs, thers was a new quality to their step.
The plod took om:a staccato beat, a quick-step rhythm. The curtain of

dull existence lifted from the black beady eyes, a glow took its place.
The faces, stolid, uzly, became distinctive in their animation. Antiei-
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pation brewed a potent elixir; tomorrow was no longer an abstraction,
it %&.s a beckoning wreality.
\ icholas burst into the adobe the last week of Auzust,

"Eransky will make the last water run this week. Soon
the beets will begin to ripen.”™

Karl grappled with Peter and Alex, He was about to
flocd them when Wicholas leeped into the fray.

"The old men will show the striplings he is a match
for the whole.™

The three sons greeted him with a ysll of delight.
Bodies heaved; breaths ceme in gasps; muscles bulgsd under the strain.
Earl was a young Hercules, but not yet hed his muscles been trained
to the long endurance of the older man; too, the three youths had
wrestled fiercely together. Nicholas had not forzotten the tricke of
his military days, nor of the days when he had held his place as
strong-men against all comers while he led the frse-booting serving
men of Prince Marslov. Slowly but surely he tricked or tired out each
youth, and threw him flat on his back on the packed earth where the
vanquished one lay breathless, & dezed look on his faeéa Cnly Karl
remained.

Ivan's face twisted with each effori, in mathyy <
muscle swelled with muscle; ¥et he shrunk sickened by fear oi‘ physical
hurt when a body hit the floor, whenm a hand slipped, leaving the long

blood-marked scratch where it clawed for a new hold. The two girls
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urged their favorite om to greater effort or booed a loser. it last 1

Wicholas lifted Karl bodily from the floor anéd sent the threshing body ke

crashing at his feet. Placing his foot upon the inert body, Nicholas
1ifted his right arm high, his mouth opened to let forth the shout of
the victor. : i

Then he saw Ivan stering at him from a distant cor- '-';-‘:
ner, "Ah, and here is one of my sons that is not¢ in the fray. The
1ittle rabbit hides by his burrow. Out with you; join the fray; ses
.what your msclés can do. Only the women stand by the walls when the
male battles.®

Crouching, he stalked toward Ivan, who, chilled by

fear, though filled with the sympathetic sxeitement that combat puts

in the veins of men, stood motionless, Wicholas grabbed him, lifted h_,,
him into ;bhe' air, carried him back to the center of the room. Then 'i:‘
Ivan lay én his back on the palm of Nicholas’s hand. His first im- i Q
‘pulse to struggle stilled as he looksd up at the smutty ceilimg. The
fear of high places gripped him, the fear of falling sickened him; ce‘
but against the impulse surged the desire to be ome with this group, ’j
%0 lose his comspicuousness by vaunting bravery--bravery, while his f;;
blood ran as water, while perspiration stood out on him, while his ';
clénched hands were cold. Happen what might, he hed to win his fath- L.
er's plandits. Slowly he straightened, stiffened. Nothing happened 3 | ;;

the hand beneath him held steady. He whispersd to himself, "My fathj» '

er will not let me fall, If I can act not afraid, he will not know;
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he will think I em brave; he will claim ms as son.”
Careful to maintain his balasnce, he spread wide his
hands and feet, Elood filled his veins, strained at every vessel;
his head was full; his eyes bulged; he conldn’t breathe; he must do
something. He drew a deep dbreath; gave a wild yell, "Victory."”
| Nicholas, eyes starting in surprise, slowly lowered
iven to his fest., Ivan, safe, felt the full horror of what might have
happened had he fallen, felt the bones zive under the impact, felt his
breath driven from him. He staggered, caught his balance, bit his
lips to keep back the tears. On the floor the three fallen wrestlers
sat staring at him; by the wall, the two girls leaned forwaerd with
open mouths and round eyes. Iiicholas stood with hands on his hips
caping, then he mubttered, “I’ll be dsmned.®
. Yhen the beet harvest was over, Ivan would go imto
the new land, land that he had helped earn, with a new feeling., ke
had wo:n the epproval of his kind. In him grew a new savegery, & de-=
sire to smash and tear, to hurt and wound., During the long days of
the beat harvest as he grasped the roots and shirred the leaves end
evown, each blow of the curved knife gave vent to his fury., In him,
cpew the consciousness that he had conquered not only the antegonism
of his family, but had conquered himself. .No longsr née& his face
show the timidity end fear that flooded him., He had a mask. Bouyed
by this security, he actually met life with a new attitude. It anger-

@d him; he was bitter at the falsity around him; but he found life
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He ceased to be only the seeker; he began to demand,

tolerable.
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From the ridge at the north of the Platte River,
Iven looked out over the valley stretching from east to west. The
wheat and alfalfa fields made a green checkerboard. Black loam bands
followed pigmy men and teams, 3Silver ribbons marked irrigation can-
als running full of water., The new green of the trees marked the
Platte. To his right the towm of Fort Morgan thrust its towers and
chimneys above the trees., Beyond the river rose the dume, gray=d@tteé
prairie. Spreading ever to the south im a rising line, the prairie
reached to the horizon. At long intervals gray ranch houses sprawled
close to the ground; occasional windmill towers doubled themselves in
mirvages, Ivan hed watched the ever changing panorama of this view
through the seasonal changes for a year and a half, but he hsd not ex-
hausted its lure. |

The Smirnov’s first winter in their new home had
been a severe one, Cutting snows driven by bleak winds swep? from the
porth over the irrigation canal, down on the little shack that sguat-
4ed in one of the bends of the ditch, This dwelling of the Smirnovs
was a claep-board shack, ten-by-twelve, with a halfl window on each side
of the building, a door with a patched paﬁel on the south, a stove-
pipe with a rusted tin collar stuck through the north end of the roof,
The inside was even more blesk than the exterior. A rusted monkey
stove served for heating and cooking., A long pile of gunny sacks and
rags kickéﬁ 40 one side in the day served as beds at night. The air

was always foul with the steam of cooking beans, potatoss with their



jackets, soured cabbage, or none-too-fresh bones.

‘ Immediately after the arrival of the Smirnovs on
their ovn acres, licholas had begun work s a general laborer for
Franz Alles, a ranchman whose rench bordered the Smirnov J,anﬁo 1%,
t00, was under the new Riverside ditch. He had teken the Alles beet
contract for his family., Part of the time, Karl worked for Alles.

Nicholas found it more difficult to manage his own
ranch, to provide and manipulate tools, o sow end rsep his erops,
and, at the seme time, handle a beet contract and work mlllti‘me foxr
someone else then he had anticipated. There were times Auring the
first summer, when Nicholas's face showed strain, but he muttered,
we've got to do i%, it's momsy."™ During the thinning and blocking
season, the white moon often looked dom all night on the bent backs
of the seven Smirnovs.

The pictures of that year mingled with all the past
flashed on the screen of memory as Iven, gazing before him, thought®
of the new experience that he was entering. It was a c¢lsar lay morn-
ing. All the Smirnovs were serubbing and brushing., Ivan‘’s face. still
smarted with the rubbing, He looked down on the shack and the yard
where Anne, more skillful with the scissors than the others of the
family, acted as barber. Each man in turn, she seated on an upturned
box. She hagsgled and gashed the coarse black hair 0 an even line at
the nape of the neck; then she shortenmed it om the sides and front as

best she could. Her long, whitish pink tongue circled her thin lips



in an effort to help the shears.

A% that moment Alex shouted, "That you trying %o do,
pull my hair all out?®

“You, Alex, shut up., OCan I help it that the hair
elips between the blades?”

She chewed on with both her tongue and scissors.

“How, sey woman, you toock half my ear that time.”
He had jumped from the box.

Ann grabbed him by the suspenders and again pulled
him down on the box.

w7411l you si¢ still? I didn’t hurt your esr. Any-

° way, I only scratched it. It is just red! it doesn’t even blesd, IT

you make another move, I will leave your hair just as it is, one side
long, one side short.”

wind won't you the fine one be? Anne, I dars you
jeave it.” Peter wiped his red face on the remains of an old shirt,

wShut up, you, your turn is coming next. I hope she
pulls yours out."™ Alex twisted Yo see Peter.

"Hold still, will you?” the irate woman beat on the
broad shoulder with her clenched fist%.

*Shut up, the lot of you. e wi;l never get there
if you keep squabbling.” Karl put generous smears of sheep's fat on
his coarse black hair, plastering it to his skull. The Smirnov men

aid not attempt to part their hair., It hung, lank and thick, as though



anchored at a central pivot, |

“There, thers, Karl, Did you ever hear of a wedding
not waiting for the groom?® The air rocked with their guffaws,

Kerl flushed a dull brick red, "iw, shut up.”™ But
ne was not displeased. He wore a bright blue suit. Its padded shoul-
ders bunched high on the mmacléd freme. The double breast and fitted
waist of the coat broadening an already broad freme. The pegged-top
trousers emphasized the wide hips and failed to hide the bowed legs.
The pointed toed reddish tan shoes squeaked with each step, and Karl
swors every other step for the shoes pinched his toes. An orange and
white pinstriped shirt, an orange tie, and an orange bordered handker-
,ehief completed the ensemble.

Ivean joined the group. FKHis black hair lay like
spun silk accentuating the heart shaped face; the fime 1ines of his
brows 1ifting to follow the elmond eyes were sharp angles., KHe look-
ed at Kerl’s brilliance in awe; this beau brumiel brother held him
spell bound. Ivan was excited, for that day Karl Smirnov vas 10 merry
Alexia Kronkow, The Smirnovs were all going to Kronkows for the wed-
ding., Then Alexia would retura with them., Iven did not know just
where they would put her, but the idea of a new person living smong
them stimulated thought. Too, it was Iven'’s first social event. Sinece
te Smirnovs moved north of Port lMorgen they had been invited to com-
munity gatherings and to the German gatherings, but Nicholas said they

had plenty to do wiﬁhout'ahasing over the couwntry.
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Several months before, llicholas had called Karl to
him and said, "Earl, I have been too busy to notice you have a long
time been & men., It is not good that a man live alome., It is time
we find a wife for you., It is time you have sons to carry on when we
are 0ld. I will talk with Henry Kronkow tomommw The next day he
had gone to Kronkows.

The men taiked of many things, but lficholas sould
not broach the subject that had brought him, TFinally Kronkow said,
"jJicholas Smirnov, what is it you would tell me? You are not the man
who leaves off his own work, or stops the work of his neighbor to talk
the talk that might be left until the holiday."

It is so, Henry Kronkow. I again come to you for
help, It is long past time that my son, Karl, should marry. But I
am in a strange lend; no other of my people is here, I do not cars
to send back to Russia for a wife to him. That would you have me do?"

"What you ask me, is not.easy to answer., When therse
is no woman of a man‘s race, then it is hard indeed, but not as hexrd
as when there is no man of a woman’s race. Have ybu thought of a woman
of my people?”

Wicholas bowed, "Yes, Henry, the women of your race
are strong women, well able to bear men children; and they are trained
%o work and obey, but, if it is as it was in Russia, a woman of your
race that would mexry a m. of mine would be an outcast from her people.

Is it not so%™
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KEronkow thought for a moment before he answered.
*Truly have you spoken, and I am not sure that the same will not be
true in this country. We sesk to keep our race clean from the taint
of foreign blood, but you differ from your people, Nicholas Smirnov.
You have dwelt in the colony of my people, and they have found your
ways good; you have worked for my people; you speak the language of
my people; you are g man whose word is homor. You are filled with
the desire to sccumlate goods for yoursslf that you may not be in
want, It would be a shame to our people if they could not care for
themsselves, if they r&ust depend on the charity of others, or must
steal, Alrsady you have land; you have strong hands to help you. In
all ways you are like my people. There is no reason you should not
be worthy of recognition.” Kronkow patted Nicholas om the shoulder,

Wicholas threw back his fine shoulders. "You homor
me, Henry Kronkow. I have nothing to be ashamed of in my blood. Rus-
sians have a great country. DBut yours have been a stiff necked people.
Vhen we lived in the seme village in Russia, when we were at the same
gehoal, you suffered from your friendship with me.”

nind you, Nicholas, know why it was, In Russia, al-
ways the Russien was envious of the Cerman beceuse we had privilesges;
we had money; we kept to ourselves, ith all other psoples in Russia,
you mingled, but we kept ourselves epart from you. /e cast our girls
from us if they meke the love with the Russien, and if the German youth

nade the love with the Russian girl and married her; we Yook her from
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her people, but we did not meke her éne of us. Bub, Nicholas Smirnov,
you ars not as a Russian to me, you are as my German brother. If you
would wish it so, I will offer my Alexia as a wife to your som Karl,
Jay God grant that my people forgive me.®

"Henry Kromicow, no greater honor gould you show me."

The two men embraced. Without spesch, they stood
for many minutes. :

"Henry, with the setting sun, I will bring my somn
Farl to meet your daughter Alexia.”

Karl'’s eyes had been eager as he watched his father’s
rsturn. :

{licholas announced with pride, "I have found the
woman. Ve will go tonight.” |

That night the betrbthel was mads. Kronkow and Wich=
olas bargained long.

Kronkow demanded, ""hat has your son to offer my

daughter?®

Nicholas retorted, "His two strong arms and & willing
back, "

“Hump, what is that for a women such as she?”

%It is enough. Uhat has your daughter to offer my
son?®

wTo offer your son? Why should eny full blooded woman

offer your son anything? Remember, Nicholas Smirnov, I know the custous
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of your peopls. The bride gives herself. The groom buys her wedding
clothes.™

Nicholas was nettled, "Henry Kronkow, 1 am & busy
and an earnest man; I did not come here to bandy words; I ceame to meke
the settlement. Forget not, my comrade, it is you who mentioned your
daughter when I told you I had come for your advice in choosing a wife
for my Karl."

wAhd why did I msnti@n her? OQut of kindness to you.
e have long been friends. It is to hold that friendship that I am
thinking. Tor what better.way is there than in mingling of blood? Do
not forget that I may be cutting off my Alexie from her kind, The
finger of scorn may be pointed at her. Iiot even for the sake of friemnd-
ship, would I dare permit such a union were this not a new land, and
there ere many new ways."

*You are right, Henry, and I em gled that it is so,
but my son shall give your deughter of his mamhood, and he shall give
her shelter. lMore than that no man can ask, He shell furnish music
for the wedding feast, and he shall quench the thirst of the guests.™

wily daughter shall receive him, and bring forth chil-
dren %o him, children that shall be a blessing in the strength of his
manhood and a solace in his old age. What more can a man ask of a waman?®

*Have you forgotten so much of your homeland? Do you
forget that the woman brings with her, her bedding and her bride’s chest?
You see, I know the customs of your land, my friend.®

"Nicholasobhava you provided bedding and a bride’s chest
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for your daughters? This is a2 new country, and every man s‘émgles
to live. It is not becoming that you remind me of my duiy to my
daughﬁem"
. wI4 is your daughter who is coming to a man, not

mine. 1fine shall be provided. I only regret you have no sons that
I might give the pledge of my daughters to them.”

wf$ is right, Nicholas., It gives me much sorrow
that I have no sons., Cennot your Kerl come to me? Be as my own son?”

wHe is the first borm, the strongest of all men.
Besides, a men should not divide his house. It only weakens it, and
helps not the home of his friend. A man’s riches may be counted im
his sons.™ |

wTt shall be as you say. To Alexia shall be given
fea,thsx;'bedsp one to lie upon, and one to ewer'h‘er, geese to the num-=
ber of four shall she have, one pig she shall have that there may be
meat for her in the first months. Few avre the Cermans, liicholas, who
have the geese and the pigs, dut I £ind it good. Little thought we,
when I ceme to stay in your village, that some day we should be sitting
over a table in America betrothing our sons and daughters.”

®Youth seldom thinks of the future, my friend." Long
they telked and earnestly of the homeland. They talked of the changss
in the village after their dsparture, of friends they hed. One by one
the Kronkow girls filed up the ladder to the sleeping loft, but the

voices of the men droned on, Frau Kronkow nodded., Alexie and Karl sat
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speechless, atgring at eagp other in the far side of the room., Then
Karl, chin sunk on his breast, slept noiselessly. Soft puffings end
ploutings of‘her loose 1lips, told that Alexia also slept, though she
sat upright in her chair,

To Iven it seemed that ey and the wedding day would
never GOme.

It was high noon when the Suirnovs arrived. Already
the yard had meny wagons to which horées were tied mﬁ%hing the feed
that had been broﬁght for them.

The factory hed been rumning in Fort Iorgen since
1908 and witp 1% had come the Russo-Germans. ¥hether the Kronkows
and Smirnovs had met all of them in the year they had been there made
po difference; they were friends end must be at the wedding, Knots
of men in overalls, in tight Russian coats, in custom made suits, in
mail order suits, were gathered discussing the wedding, the crops,

the regulations of the factory. The gutteral Cerman was broken now

and then by an &nglish word that had no equivalent in the German tongue,

yet had become 2 part of their speaking vocabulary. Groups of women
in broed-skirted, tight-waisted dresses, with fancy sprons tied around
their ample waists and black silk shawls tied over their heedes, talked

with women dressed in the current styles of the period, home made and

factory made, . They talked of the bride and of the groom., !Many lement-

ed the passing of the old days--a father would deliberately betroth a

daughter to & man of @& foreign race, & Russian, unless--then there were
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half guarded sidewise looks. No, that was not the case here, It must
be for the seke of the old friendship; and Smirnov was a ‘coming’ mem.
ilready he owned land; he worked that land and had steady work on the
Alles ranch. The Smirnovs were good workers. Some questioned why
Ficholas did not merry, he was not an o0ld man, and he was a good figure.
Eager were the tales of the beauty of his wife who had died. ¥as she

a Russian? It was whispered there was much mongol blood, a slave girl
trained for the imperial masters. But inevitebly the talk drifted to
children and their petty ailments, to the work of women. Remedies and
recipes were traded.

Children derted in and out among their elders, among
the horses and wagons, a'scremning, chattering, yelling, tegging, fight-
ing, teasing horde. Young men, clownish in their aelf-consciousness,
approached young women who appeared innocent of the male presence un-
+il one girl more bold than the rest, with a suddén start and high
gigsle, gasped, “éoo=h, are you here?” The ice broken, soon they wers
joking, laughing, ple:yfﬁlly scuffling, participating in mock quarrels.
The male, deep voiced, boasting, strutting; the femals, preening, twist-
ing, zigzling; young animals under the guise of play, sovght  the enswer
to 1ife, Those youths would not have to wait as long as Karl for their
mates, nor would they wait as dociley.

Wicholas hnd Henry moved forwerd together. is the
bride and groom stood befors the minister, their attitudes were as they

had been throughout the courtship, Alexia, unstirred by what was heppen-=
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ing, was docile, passive, calm, receptive. Karl was restless, flushed,
eager with the urge of passion long restrained.

Rough boards covered with paper had been placed on
jacks in the yard, and the food piled on them. At ome end, were the
kéga of beer., After the ceremony, Kronkow pounded on an old itub, and
everyons flocked to the tebles. DZach family bdbrought its own mug, plate,
and ‘spoon. The bride and groom led the line, Karl's voice shrill with
emoiiano the bride comfortably grunting at his digs and pinches as they
heaped their plates. Soon everyone was eating and drinking. Time ef-
ter time, the revellers refilled their plates and mugs. Loud and free
were the laughter and jokes. Squere, équat women waddled from kitchen
to table and back to the kitchen again, bearing piles of food, renew-
ing the table. Only Ivan did not eat and did not drink., He was too ex-
cited, His eyes glowed; his cheeks were white; his lips were parted,
as he drifted from group to group, never smiling, never speaking, listen-
ing, listening, Children had tried to draw ﬁﬁn into their games, bub
he hung back., 4 friendly woman pushed him toward the table, but he
drifted aside., He did try to eat a roll, but he could not swallow it.

Then scme one stole the bride’s shoe. Alexia laughed,
wMy shoe, Kerl, my shoe, someone has stolen it frém my foot.”

The Snirnovs were on their feet to a mam, black
threatening looks mingled -with a certain stupefaction. How could omne
steal a woman's shoe? But quickly the smiles returned. Henry explain- '

ed 1t was a custom of these German peoples, Soon the culprit had the
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ghos up for sale to the highest bidder. The money, he laid before the

bride. Asain and again, the shoe was sold. At last, glowing and happy,

a hesp of money befors her, the bride stooped to replace the valuable
shoe.,

Henry Kronkow cried aloud, "ilama, where is Alexia'’s
pillow?®

It was handed to him, -He quickly took it %o Karl.
"Here, Karl, dent this pillow with that fist of yours. The desper the
dent, the deeper these fellows have to go im'their pockets.”

Karl grinned, doubled his fist, I hope the fist
does not ‘g0 through so thin a pillow."

Then he plunged his fist into the yielding feathers.
The pillow passed from hand to hand, each man dropping his contribu-
tion to the bride's fee into the hollow. Many jokes accompanied the
coins until at last the dent was filled.

The cresk of the fiddle bow across loose strings

and the wheeze of the accordian brought the idlers to their feet.
»] have the first dance with the bride.”

wjjo, I spoke to her the day of the announcement.”

wYou are slow, I put in my bid when I thought I

‘would ba the best man, ™

w] pin & five doller bill on the bride, does anyone

raise that?®

wYou win, I want to dance with her more than once."
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Calling, Challenging, scuffling, mingled with the
ghouting of children and the stamping of the horses.

Soon tolthe high scresching tones of the violin and
the whine of the accordian, both o0ld and young whirled in mazurka'’s,
polkas, schottiches amnd sqnéra dances., As keg after keg of the brew
was emptied the dance grew faster, the laughter louder, and the Jest
broader, Lvery man scrambled to dance with the bride, and each pinned
his bill on her dress, or dropped his coin in the reticule that hung
at her belt.

The groom was gsnerous, "Sure you dance with her,
Sure, cause I have the last dance.” The yard rang with cheexrs.

The bride had lost her blank indifference. Her eyes
burned, and two red spots rode on her round cheeks as she dipped and
whirled flirting her numerous skirts until the white hose showed above
her high laced shoes. If, in the excitemsnt, a too ardent dancer de-
manded his right to kiss the. brids, éhé turned sager eyes to her hus-
band, who magnanimously granted the request, Then another bill was
pinned to her dress.

7hen it grew dark, flarss wers lighted and the eat-
ing, drinking, and dancing went on. Kronkow and Yicholas leaned om a
nearby wagon wheel watching the melee of the dancers. Satisfaction
filled both their faces.

»That son of yours has a way with the women. There.
#ill be no trouble in his family.™ The father of the bride dug en el-

bow into ITicholas's ribs.
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"That girl of yours is the mate for any man.”® Niche
olas's eyes traveled over her as they had many times bsfore, To build
his femily he must watch carefully. He noted again the stronz thighs
and muscled arms with their promise of untiring power, the broad hips
that meant easy births, the full breasts that gave promise of nourish-
ment for her young. Usually her eyes wers soft and gentle as the ayes
of cattle. She never chirped nor sang, and she never cried. Silently,
guietly, unceasingly from the early daybreak to the night, she plodded
her way.

lWicholas sucksd in his brsath. "Henry, thers will be
many children., Children means more labor; more hands to work means I
can care for more land.™

Thy hed he not thought of that before? There ware
Peter, twenty, and Alex, nineteen. He must find wives for them. Karl
mizht have had a son old enough for the fislds if he, Iiicholas, had not
been so busy with his money-getting that he forgot boys became men,

His friend broke into his reverie. ®ihy don’t you
take a woman? There are plenty who would havse you., You are not an
old man."

Nicholas's face darkened. "You forget Tamzis., A
man does not lay with a woman like that, and ever take another, You
did not know Tamzie;“

wijo, Word of her ceme, but you, my friend, have nev-

ey spoken.”
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"It was on a feast night after a wedding that I met
Tamzie., I was a restless one then, as .yau know. I was the strongest
man on the estate or in the village. I could 1lift a mill wheel myselfl,
e had bsen dancing all the afternoon when someons shguted the traders
were coming. You know they used to come through in tﬁe spring, and g£o
back in the fall. They were always a gay lot of thieves, so we callsd
them in., Soon their fires were glowing; pots of food were hung over
them, The men were in érows bickering and trading. They had several
girls with them. Our village was too poor for them; they wers for the
army officers or the govermment officials. Our women gathered .about
their women, exemining their clothes, trading recipes, and talking es
women will., In the evening, we all mingled together, dancing, drinking,
and jesting. They had their strong men, and meny times I was hard put
to hold my own against him, Then it was whispersd that in the wagon
of the chief was a besutiful woman who had not joined the revels., OFf
course, everyone wag curious. After much urging, the c.hief brought her
out. Her face w@as pointed like a heart, her hair was longer, softer and
blacker than any in our group, her eyes were shaped 1ike almonds, and
her brows were black lines lifting at the cormers. She was slender like
the wheat stalk, and moved like the grass in the wind, Her eyes were
not bright beads as our women's, but soft like darkness. Her lips were
searlet. I had drunk much vodka, eaten much meat, danced long, and
wrestled with many. My blood was hot in my veins! The sight of the

woman f£illed them to bursting. The chief commanded her to dance., A
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jittle sigh ceme from the depths of her. It blew over ms, and fanned
she smoldering fire to a consuming blaze. She danced, and, as she
danced, the moonlight in her eyes watched the circle of hungry onss
about her, then her eyes met mine, went away, and came back., She
danced ever closer and closer to me, I could stand it no longer, I
walked out to her and held out my hand. She put her hand in mine. I3
was 1ittle and soft. I feel it there today. Ve finished her dance
together. The trader chief scowled. When we stopped, he took her
arm to pull her away, but she drew back, and pressed close to ms. Our
host insisted that the chief let her dance, The chief mumbled she
was not for peasant swine, but we danced. Befors the night ended, I
asked the chief for Tamzie, e bargained. He wanted much for her,
and I had little to give., I was heartbroken., She vowed she would die
if she could not stay with me. Thea I went to Prince Marslav., e un=
derstood each other; we could be mutually helpful. The next forning
the caravan went on without Tamzie. She was mine,

wShe has been dead these many years, but shs is in
here,” Nicholas ecrossed his hairy arms over his broad chest, “she is
1ike the Pever in the blood, burning forever.”

»gtrange, Nicholas, none of your children should be
like her, unlsss it is this ome.” Kronkow pointed to Ivan who stood a
few paces away. Ivan had heard the story of his mnéher from Nicholes's
lips. She had been beautiful; she was 1ike the moonlight end the sumn-

1ight; she did whirl in the dence; she was sweet and soft and lovely.
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Ivan had sometimes doubted about the dreeam woman, but now he knew.
He bent forward eagerly to hear his father's reply.

"Yes, strange they avre not like her, whem I would
have had them hers for memory. But had they been, perhaps I would
have hated them; for I could never forget, and they could not be her.”

Suddenly he turned to Ivan; he stared at him as one
who looks -at a face he should remember. His voice guivered, low and
desp, "Perhaps it is she. He is different f‘r@m‘ the others.™

For a moment, joy flooded Ivan. He was like Temzis;
then the 'different® echoed and resechoed. Suddenly he was tired,
frightened, repelled by the noise about him, He yearned for the peace
of the water, idly rippling in the ditch; the women would be waiting.
e fled into the night.

Then there was no more %o eat, no more to. drink, the
wedding feast ended, Karl brouzht the bride home. Her feather beds
he placed in a corner prepared for them, He loitered outside the shack
while the others made ready for the night, In the shack iAlexia slumped
wearily on a box. She watched with dull eyes the shadows where Cather-
ine and Ann were undressing. In another corner Nicholas, Peter, and
Alex pulled off the new overalls, and crawled 1ntl@ their old,

Finally Alexia spoke, "Whers is the curtain?®

No one spoke for many minutes; all sound was suspend-
ed in the dark shack, Into that silence, Ivan walked.

Bicholas answered, “There is no curtain., 7e ars &
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The undressing and dressing proceeded. Alexia be-
came part of the shadows whers the featherbeds lay. Thers were shuffles
and sighs as weary bodies were stretched and settled. Then one by one
the sleepers were marked by deep breathing and snores. Only Ivan lay
and listened. Ivan, watching the doorway, saw Karl enter; a glesm of
white for a moment between darknesses, he then became a part of the
shack’s dusk. There was an inarticulate grunting as Earl slid in be-
side the drousing Alexie., The day was ended, loneliness settled its
veil over Ivan., Slowly tears @e washing eway the mystery of the day
and the night. As the motion exhausted mind slipped into uncomscious-
ness, the dream woman reached out her hand and led him into cool amd

peaceful paths beside sparkling streams of water,

The year following Kerl's merriage was a jumbled one
jn Ivan’s memory. The constant labor from which thers seemed no hour
of relief left him weary to the point of exhaustion. liore amd mors
his thoughts turned to the constant strugszle for money end land., TFor
him there wes no thrill inm the knowledge that the old shewl filled and
emptied to pay more on land, Coins did not stir him; he hed lost the
feeling that seemed to £ill the other Smirnovs. He wondered if he
could hold the coins himself, if he would react as he had in past years.
He wanted to possess coins for himself; perhaps, he could find joy in

them sgain.
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Alexia also brought new thoughts, new sppreciations.
In the shack were crude chairs, a table, a cupboard, and outside were
meny more geese, some chickens, more pigs, a garden and a well. Nieh-
olas complained whem part of her bride‘s fee was used for a well. But
Alexia could not keep things clean when water must be brought from
Alles’. So a new atmosphere had grovm up about the shack. Above all
things, there was order. Uherever Alexis moved, order followed. Ivan
began to make comparisons, first betwsen Catherine snd Ann eand Alexia,
then between the Smirnovs and the Kronkows, Alexia told him of houses
in which she had worked. Some of the Cermans were gstting bstter homes;
for instance, the minister and the butcher in the town.

It was not only in the house that Alexia worked. She
was in the field day after day with Karl, t%‘l;en the day was done, she
bustled about cleaning, feeding, meking benches, cupboards, shelves.
Ivan, although too weary to know or care much about the significancs
of things, helped l;.sro If he questioned why, he always answered, why
shouldn’t he? She made his physical being more eomfortablao iven the
food was more palatable although long hours of scolding and nazging
failed to make Catherine or Ann into cooks.

Although Alexia made life more emdurable for Ivan,
he was more conscious and more ill at ease under Nicholes’s constant
stare, Nicholas, who still worked at Alles’ ranch, sesmed more gloomy
end aloof, In him were signs of change. Coins no longer loosened his

tongus. He dropped them solemmly, one by one. Then the Smirnovs
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squatted together in the circle around the shewl, a chill ssttled over
Ivan as his father’s eyss slowly began %0 circle the group. When they
came to him they slid off as their glances met. Then Nicholas's fingers

would clutch deep into the coims, Ivan’s eyes dilated. Gould Nicholas
read his thoughts? Did Nicholas know Ivan wanted to kick the pile epart,
dash them at him, take What he believed was rightfully his? Again their
glances would meet, lock, then both shift.

But Ivan was Zripped in a new excitement before the

-
¢

spring came., Karl hauled rough: boards from the town and began building
an extra room on the shack. Alexia was usinz the last of her bride'’s
fea, All hands helped with the building. Henry Kronkow worked with the
Smirnovs., There was the sound of sawing and hammering from the early
morning until the dark, In a few weeks it was done. 4 bed was brought
into the Onirnov house for the first time., Cn it was placed Alskia’s

bedding.

i The room Was har;ily finished when all of them were
back in the fields., Alexia, heavy with child, labored from dawn until
dark, but her face was drawn until the last task was finished., Iven
watched her with a puzzled frown on his white facs. 'When the shack was
still, except for the breathings and mouthings of. the slespers, Ivan
awakened to see her by the light of the kerosens iw.p bending over yards
of white cloth. One night, he rose silently, and went to stand beside
her, He was embarrassed; he could not find words, Suddenly, as he

watched her, she seemed much alone, far from him. Then her eyes lifted
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and looked into his, they wers weary.

"Alexia,” he timidly leid his hand om her arm, “why
do you not go to your bed? Your face tells ms you are Very weary."”

Her head and shoulders drooped; her hands lay limp
in her lap, brown, rough hands on the soft whité cloth. The fine
stitches in the tucks and hems seemed too mimute to come from such
hands., Then she whispered, as if too tired to raise her voice, "These
must be done, Go back $o your bed, Ivau. It is well with me,”

Yhen he had gone back, he heard a deep sigh, then

the cloth was lifted and the work wemt on. As Ivan drifted into sleep

‘the face above the white cloth faded, and in its place was the dream

woman ‘s,

As spring edvanced, the Smirnovs grew tense. Then
one morning Nicholas spoks, "I think you will not go to the fields,
Alexia,™

lorning after morning, Nicholss and Karl looked in-
quiringly at her befors they left for the fields. She shook her head,
and they turned away, epprehension in their eyes. O(ne day Nicholas
spoke low to Karl, "Do you suppose it is because she was not married
by the priest?®

"Henry Kronkow éays his minister is as 2ood as any
prisst. DBesides, the evil fortune has:not% placed sickness on her. Her
mother says it is often that way with the first born.”

"Let us hope s0, but she is long from the fields.”



‘%She will gladly g0, Karl answered proudly.

The spring rains had not come; the snow on the moun-
tains was light; the free water run was the shortest in years, Then
ons afternoon late in May, the clouds rolled high. Black and threaten-
ing, they were torn spart by vivid flashes, and, as the ugly gashes
closed, the earth trembled with the reverberations of the thunder. High
above the earth, the moaning wind mingled with the thunder, but on the
earth was sultriness. OChickens no longer chased gresshoppers, but
huddled with drooping wings and open bills around thelr roosts; dogs
whined, slinking with lolling tongues and hanging teils, closs to their
masters; cattle bunched by fences, mooing unsasily.

Ivan, child of the so0il, quivered with the uncer-
tainty of nature, Far in the distance, he heard the whine of the wind
as it ewooped down on the earth, and in it there seemed to come the
whine of a woman in pain, He dropped his hoe and raced toward the
shack, looking back over his shoulder, he saw the plowed earth lifted
up by the rushing wind, and swirling dust clouds thrown aside, At the
door of the shack he paused for breath. Within he heard the low moan-
ing and frightened jibbering of a woman who, for the first time, hovers
at the edge of the abyss into which every woman must enter who brings
forth life. He thrust open the door.

vplexia, what is 1t%%

wCall my mother, my time is upon me.” The great arms

closed around the protruding belly, liftinz it, huzging it to her as a

paroxysm of pain dragged another groan from her.
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The wind clutehed the shack, then released it, leav-
ing it quivering, Ivan hurried out. In his ears rang the groans of
the woman., Stabs of thought pierced his memory:; questions flashed on
the screen of his consciousness. Did the women of the water, the dreem
woman, Tamzie, moan like that before he could live? The rain began to
fall, first in scattered drops flattening in the dust with a muffled
plop; then in a steady beat, and at last in a driving pour. Ivan hur-
ried on unheeding. IMiss Alice, Temzie, money, lend, toil--his temples
throbbed, unshed tears stung his eyes, but thought pounded mercilessly.

Tamzie, Alexia, have much pain, then something lives
==jlexia ecries like animals that are hurt, killed--pain--pain--Temzie
died--Alexia might die--pein that there are lives, lives that thers is
money, money that there is land--lives that thers is noney--somsthing
suffersd that ;omething elss might be--sacrifisce, that was what '’'iss
Alice had called it--Tamzie, then I em here, work, work, work so that
there will be more money.

Grief, fear, bittermess, engulfed him. He shivered
under the pour of rain., It caught at his thin elothes, beat him,
chilled him, But somewhere out of the storm, the drsam woman csams
very close; the fear of life and the bitterness that dwelt deep in his
heart drifted farther and farthsr_and farther away.

The driving rain ceased, the drops were fewer and few-
er, then stopped; .a rainbow rose out of the northern horizom, lifted

over the firmement and ended in the river to the south. Through its
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prismatic colors shone the trees, the distent horizon. 'hers it dis-
appeared in the river, the dream woman lifted white awms., The fear left
Iven; aesthetic joy f£illed him. Beauty once more laid claim upon him.

When Ivan returned to the shack with lirs. Kronkow,
everything was in 'conmsiono The rain had stopped work so everyons
was at home. As Ivan and Frau Kronkow stopped, there was @& loud ery.
Karl came from the shack.

T think she is needing you.”

Ivan shivered by his father, “Can she stop the cry-
ing?®

Nicholas looked down at the boy., "You 4o not know
much of births, my son. The crying does not hurt her. It is betder
s0. '"ho would have thought she would teke on so, It is not good that
you know so little of 1life. In Russia, you would have knowvn of mating,
of birth, and of death. It would have been all around ¥ou. Here you
are too much alone.®

Iven slunk eway. He knew of mating, that was in his
own home, but of birth and death he knew nothing.

Then night closed in., Ivan haed not long listened
to the snores and deep breathing cut from time to time by moans from
the built-on room, when Frau Kronkow hurried in, stumbling over the
legs of a slesper in the darkness. Scolding, commanding, she drove
the Suirnov men from the shack. Catherine and Aon were in the room

of the sick woman, Nicholas, Peter, and Alex rolled themselves in
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their covers on the ground not far from the shack., Karl sat on the
steps, his head against the jam, and soon slept. But Ivan hovered
about the shack, first near Karl, then beneath the window in the built-
on room., Again and again he cirecled the building. In the early dawn,
the moans ceased with one loud cry. Ivan, shivering with uncertainty,
pressed close to the building. He heard a thin ery. The o0ld woman
called from the dooxr,

"You can come in. It is a boy."™

In the dim light of the lamp Ivan saw her wrapping
a wizened red and wrinkled form in a blanket. Ivan stared, it was an
ugly squirming and twisting thing, yet the old lady fussed over it

talking tender nothings.






With the birth of Nicholas, Karl‘’s son, & new sele-
ment had come into Ivan®s life. Ilany nights while he lay on the bank
in the flood of white moonlight too weary to mové, too weary even %o
roturn to the shack, the water pictures almost ceased to be pictures.
The figures seemed in the air about him and, with them, was elways
the baby. His thoughts ceame back to the baby again end sgain, He
watfhed him kicking end mewling. Fe watched those around him. o
one ever paid any attsntion to him. Some of the Smirnovs, usually
Iven, carried him to the field in the morning; fastened a cord to his
waist band that he migzht mot roll into the water ditches. It was Ivan
who fixed a shelter for him. At night someons carried him home, and
1aid him on the rags in the shack or on the ground while the meal was
cooked in the blackened kettle that hung over the open fire. From
time to time Alexia 1ifted the child to her overful breasts, or in
the field, knelt beside him, letting the breast hang t0 him as the
four-footed beast., Ivan alone seemed to have any active reaction to
him, He wanted the child to be recognized. He cslled the attention
of member after member of the family.

wijexia, Nicholas knows me., See, he watches me when
1 move around the room. See, Alexia, Aw, why do you not look?"

"Yes, Ivan, I see.™

wat Pirst I wondered if he would sleep always. Al-

exia, why did he stare so, and yet he looked like he Aidn‘’t sse any-

thing., You could walk right past him, and he didn't pay amy attention.”
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Ivan continued walking about the room watching the
child’s eyes follow him, %“Alexia, why don’t you hold him?v

"Why should I hold him? He isn’t erying.”

Ivan stooped over the baby, lifted him and held him

eloss, Vhen he laid him down, the baby smiled, ©"Ch, Alexia, he smiled.

He is so soft and round., Do you not like the feel of him? See! He
holds my finger so tight. Little shivers go all over me from him." He
rubbed his cheek against the baby’s bare chest.

“He is a good baby. He never cries. My sister cried
all the time. What a bother she was,” Alexia answered.

withen he is undressed like this, the curves of him,
the softness of his skin, or something about him, makes me think of
the .clouds across the moon, of the water moving slowly in the ditches,
of cool grass, or of soft rain., I love him. Whatever is in him that
is like all those things, is what *iss Alice seid money camnot buy,
Alexie, you should hold him, love him. Little babies like to be held
up close to someons, 4 baby shouldn’t just be to all of us like this
room or these rags we sleep on, or the clothes we wear., Tamzie held
me, now I can have pictures of her, He should be just yours, so he
knows nothing is just like him to you, that you love no one as mugh as
him, I don't know what it is, but he should be ome by himself, every-
one should be one by himself; being liked in b‘&hes doesn’t make you
shivery.,™

"Ivan, where do you learn all that telk? You are

not like a little boy at all, But you must not spoil him, Telking is

== B A ey
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no goodo."
Ivan was silent but im him bad grown dissatisfac-
tion at the eternally beingz dealt with as a group, being ignored as en

individual. If he had been permitted a normal outlet, the fancy world

of his childhood would have been absorbed in the intersst of adolescence,

his ego would have received the proper inflation and he would not have
rebelled., But he was without outlet for either thought or emotiomn.
Hicholas, Ivan was sure, was always brooding over him, sinister amd
stern. Karl was absorbed in work; Peter and Alex were sufficient for
themselves. That left only the women with whom Iven could talk. FHe
hed long given up trying to ask Catherine and Ann questlons. Alexia
would %alk to him, but she was so practical. Dresms did not enter in-
o her interpretation of life. One must think in texms of fact®s.

The rest of the Smirnov men worked about the com-
munity, and made outside contacts, but Ivan was bound to the Smirnov
acres, His size was a handicap. Week after week, Karl, Peter, Alex,
and Vicholas brought home coins. Lven Ann and Catherine brought in
coins from time to time., PBut Iven never had the opportunity, never
contributed to the pile. But he knew what his work meant; he knew its
value in coins. He had laboriously figured it out. To have coins of
his ovm became something of an obsession. Day after day, e thought
about it, planned it, saw himself reach into the pile in the old shawl

and elaim his hemdful. FHe had %o have coins.
One day as Farl and Ivan hoed in the field, Ivan
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kept thinking of momney.

"Warl, do you want money?” he burst forth as they worked.

"Ye have money.™

"I mean for you, 4o you not want a bundle of money youre
self?"

"It is mine."™

Ivan stared at him, "You mean you could take monsey from
the shawl and spend it?"

"o, you dull one, you know only father cam take--"

"Then it is father’s., It is not yours., You cannot
buy a shirt for yoursslf, or a-a-a book."

"Why should I, Does not father buy ell that I need?”

"But I want my own coin. I want t0 carry it in my
pocket. " '

wand lose it? Your head is not right.® Karl started,
dropped his hoe, grabbed Ivam, "Have you been taking coins?”®

Ivan tors free, a red flush spreading to his hair,
"o, but they arve some of them mine, and I hate them in that old rag."™

Karl stared after him, doubt still on his face, as
Ivan hurried away to the opposite side of the field. Ivan hoed savage-
ly, muttering, "The fool--he knows nothing. but labor--}iss Alice had her
own coins--father thinks he can be Prince ilarslov if _he gets land snough
-=T could be Prince HMarslov, I could be anybody, but I am the only omne.

I am pretty-=I will have money.”

o e i Sy, o
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Slowly, more slowly, the hoe loosened the soil around
the beets. He approached the lateral where Alsxia had started water
¢rass, Again Ivan beéan to mutter, “ilexia planted it, but she only
planted a 1little of it, so all of it is not hers. 3She nakes money gZathe-
ering and selling the cress, I know some peopls to whom she sold it. I
could send it by Alles. Alexia used the mongy for curtains and things .
father wouldn’¢ buy for her.”

He wade deep furrows with his hoe, drew conventional
desisns, then, recalling himself, rﬁshed feverishly with his hoeing,
nis thoughts keeping pace. He dropped his hos, and, hurrying to the
eress bed, he quickly gathered the emount he had seen Alexia gather,

He fixed a pool of water to keep it fresh, then hastened back %o his
hoeing that his acreage for the day might not suffer.

Alles sold the cress. Ivan had coins of his own.

Sut when he hed them, there was nothing he could do with them. Ivam
wnew the value of coins only in great heaps that wers exchanged for
lend, implements, animals.

Iven had hed the coins for alm@s? two weeks when his
father, coming unexpectedly around the cornsr of the shack, saw Ivan
polishing them, Ivan quickly shoved them into his pocket.

"hat do you have there?” Ilicholes demanded.

"Hothing. ™ |

»I haven't handled coins all these years not to know

ons when I see it., Give them %o me."-
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Ivan took the coins from his pocket, Nicholas
snatched them. ;
"You thief, you thief, you will teke the coims, will
you?” He kicked and struck Ivan as he crouched stiicken by the unex-
pected attack. %I've watched you as I put them away, your eyes gquiver-

ing on them. You brat, you son of the evil one, first you take my Tam-

‘zie, then you take my coins.®

Ivan rolled guickly aside and leaped to his feet; The
other Smirnovs rushed around the house to ses what the racket was., Ivan
secreamsd, chill with rage, "Give me back my coins, They are mine.™

Nicholas struck at him, "Thief.”

Ivan rushed in with flailing arms., “You lise. The
boss sold cress for me. You lis,™

Micholas®s square fist smashed full into Ivan'’s face,
the other fist struck his brsast. Ivan gasped, wavered, them fell,
blood trickling from his nose and lips. Iicholas kicksd him again and
again, then whirling on the gaping group, shouted, *3at out. All of
you, And don't one of you dare to touch him. The thief,"

They fled. INicholas looked over his shoulder at
Ivan., Turned to him, "You would cell me a liar, you would try to
strike me, me, youwr father,”

He crouched over the unconscious figure, lifted h:.ls
Poot as if to kick again, then strode around the shack.

Two days afterward, Alles called ificholas to him.

"Tvan wanted me to tell you I sold some cress for him, KHe has a nasty
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looking bruise and cut on his face, It is none of my business, Smir-
nov, but I hope there is no connection between the' twoo."

Nicholas grunted and walked away, but that night he
worked himself into a rage as he e@ounded the law of the Smirnovs
since tribal times, obedience to the father. Iio son of his should
ever strike him and go unpunished as long as strength remained in his
arm, “And if it heppens, a son of mine is tempted to live always in
rebellion, and so far forgets himself as to strike me again and again,
he shall forfeit his 1life, for he is not worthy of lifse.”

Ivan, his face marked by purple bruises and & long
cut over his 1lip, crept to the ditech. WNo pictures came in the water;
purning hate blurred his thought, and erushed the tendernsss in his

heart.

The sumney of 1911 and the following  winter were the
worst the Smirnov's had known in Ameriea. From the early part of May
to July, heat wave followed heat wave in rapid succession. Their in-
tensity and duration had not been squaled for many years. Throughout
the sumner and into September there was little moisture., The sun beat
down with mmil@ss intensity from the segred. blue of the sky onto a
perched earth, By the trail, weeds curled and dried, grated harshly

on passing wheels and crumbled to dust; grass withered so that stock

had %o be driven from the range; corn on the dry land rolled its leaves
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and much of it never tassslled; alfalfa fields were slow to bring
forth even a second cutting. .

That £all, Alles brought in a bunch of cheap lembs
from the drylands., He took Wicholas from the bsets to help with the
sheep, Nicholas rebelled, for never had the Smirnovs harvested & beet
erop without him. Too, his crop on his own acres was short; he wanted
to be sure to £ill his contract. But Alles was firm, WNicholas went
about his duties brooding over the inability to follow his own die-
tates, brooding over the Smirnovs who pulled, stacked, and topped in
the Alles beets., To him they were not individuals trained and inter-
ested in the thing they wers doing. They wers machines that must be
watched and driven., Didn't the company man constantly supervise his
seeding and cultivating, didn’t Allees watch every prosess, spurring
him on? Sometimes he visioned himself standing over the Smirnove
eracking the long lash as he had seen overseers doing in Russia in
his boyhood. Of course, one didn’t use the lash unless there was re-
bellion. There wasn’t, among the Smirnovs, unless it was the young
one., It would be hard to strike him again, Nicholas wes sure that
Tanzie looked at him from Ivan'’s eyes now, and he gou‘ld never strike
Teamzie, |

0dd he had never struck her. Among most Slavs a
man beats his wife black and dlue, or his friends think he is afraid
of izero There were even the old proverbs that admonished man against

indulging his women. ©“He who does not beat his wife, is no men,”

S  eain
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wStrike a wife and & snske on the head,” "One devil is afraid of the
Cross, the other (the wife) of a stick,” "The dog may howl, but the
wife must hold her tonzue."™

A few times he had wanted to, but, when he looked
into the solemn duskiness of her eyes, the strength went from his arm.
Tamzie could do many things with her eyes, and her body. Omnce they
had heard a wedding song of a br;.de_frm-tha south, and Tamzie had
laughed, "Shall I-sing it for you?"

Then she had danced a strange writhing, whirling
dance that was not of his people, and sang, "Strike your wife only
with zood cause, and when she greatly vexes you."

That was it, she did not vex him as other women 4id
their husbands, but he had known never would he strike her wheam she
possessed him as then. Sometimes, she sang the old folk song of the
young wif;as what sort of husband are you to me? You do not pull ny
hair nor 4o you strike me.”

Tamzie hed been a good women; she had given him
meny children., Even after Iven was borm, twice ehe had been sure
there would be another, but sach time she lost them, and he hated the
serawny child mors.

Now he hated him doubly. The boy had withdrawn frm:q
hi{n completely and, with him, he had tsken the presencs of Tamzie.
“hen Ivan looked at him sinece the affair of the coin, there was a

strange> quality in his eyes, they were Temzie’s eyes, accusing him.

L}
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By night, Nicholas had convineced hiuself that Ivan
would lead the others from their duty in the field., He was astounded,
almost angry, when he learned the acreage had not fallem off. Quickly ‘|
his eyes darted to Ivan, his fists clenched, for in the black syes that
surveyed him so levelly, he was sure for a moment he saw amusement and AT
contemptuous superiority. He knew Ivan had deliberately spurred the s
amirnovs on, so that he, Wicholas, might feel he was of little uss. }f
They did as much without him. ?

The first of llovember brought a cold wave, HNicholas
was frantic. He cursed Alles for a fool. There wers still Smirnov
beets in the field. Alles should not have brought shesp so early.
Beets should always come firato Thers was no other way, the Suirnovs
must agein work at night.

Ivan gasped. Fe hed poured every bit of energy he
possessed into keeping the acreage up while Nicholas was out of the
£ield, The thought of night work eppalled him. He uttersd an ejacu-
lation.

Wicholas whirled, "What did you say?"

No one answered, but the air twanged with temsiom.
That night Ivan carried the lantern in front of the puller. As morn-
ing epproached, he often stumbled and sometimes fell. Wicholas drove
the puller on, forcing Ivan to scramble from beneath the horses fest,
If the light went out, Hicholas threw clods at Ivan until he started

on. Then the stumbling grew t0o frequent, he climbed from the puller,
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kicked and shook Ivan back to full consciousmess. At last Ivan lost
all sense of plaea and time, he floated along, the water women always
ahead of him, beckoning him on when he thought he could ne longew g0,
when he could no longer keep from sinking into the black abyss just in
Pront of him., Then Nicholas said they would rest.

But it was only for a few short hours that the Smir-
novs rested. They were again in the fields, automatfons, dehumanized,
gray masked, silent except thickly mouthed orders from puffed lips.
Red rimned, bleary eyes ﬁeered stupidly from half closed lids. The
acreage fsll off from day to day in spite of ilicholas’s rage or sud-
denly inflicted punighment on a laggard.

On the morning of November 13, Ivan rose when liich-
olas ahoai: bhim, swayed, staggered a few steps, dropped. He lay inert,
eyes half opened. icholas shook him again and again. Alexia spoke,
wPerhaps he is sick." '

"He cannot be, you got to get those beets finished
today,” he 1ifted Ivan to his feet, but 1t did no good.

Azain Alexia spoke, “I will give him hot cabbags
soup, perhaps he will be betver.”

Nicholas strode away. Alexia féreed the hot liquid
between Ivan’s lips. But he did not rouse. The Smirnovs went to
their work leeving him in his stupor.

Refore night a cold wave that had bezun in lontana
swept south and eastward. In some places the thermometer fell sixty

and seventy degress, The Smirnovs worked frantically finishing the
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beets, Their fingers were blue with ecold. ficholas, coming from town
with the pulp wagon, walked beside his horses trying to keep warm,
beating his hands and cursing in fear that his beets would freeze be-
fore they could be siloed. He cried ail,@‘ui.d.9 "It all comes from beating
that Ivan. Lven the weather has been terrible, since. IHe is an evil
blight, I must leave the beet field to care for shesp bscause of the
curse, "

As evgning came on, Iven awoke, Ie rose dizzily to
his feet; looked asbout the shack. No sound broke thsl stillness., Fear
geized him, He had overslept, what would Nicholas do? He was cold.
He was sick -all over. He ¢tried to hurry as he went toward the fisld;
but languor gripped him; his legs moved slowly as though weights held
them; they had no strength in them; his arms wers limp at his sides;
the cold shiiveled him. Hs joined the others; Karl thrust a knife in

his hands; he moved slowly, painfully, mechaniecally.

The November cold issued in a series of storms.
Farl also worked with the Alles’s sheep. Alex and Peter had work on
nearby farms. £ven Ivan helped occasionally with the Alles's shsep.
Then one day when the roads were drifted full, and only a wagon trail
had been shoveled, Farl, hauling pulp from the faetory, w20t a horse
down.” He was beating it when a neighbor bringing a lcad of pulp
stopped him, The enimal had to be killed. Whether the injury had



101,

come from the £all and effort to get on its fest, or from injuries
the man inflicted, was not known, hut the neighborhood was ugly about
it, The man was a Russian., The Americans talked of criminal action,
the Germans recalled tales of Russian crueliy. Alles fired him,

liicholas screamed aloud in his wrath., Shaking his
£igts above him, his face purple and contorted, he swore, "Is no%
this year a hell emough without you gstting ocut of a job? ﬁirst the
drought; then part of ny beets freeze; now you make the fool of youre
sslf. The evil is upon me. Iy head splits with the pain.®

The incident, unfortunate as i¢ was, led to a new
activity for the Smirnovs. Karl, to placate his father’s wrath and
to show the °pig heads® that he 4idn’t need work with them, persuaded
Wicholas to loan money, taking sheep for the interest. If the money
could not be repaid when the borrower sold his herd, then the Smir-
novs should have the right to cultivate land of the borrower until
such time as the money was repaid. It was usurious, but many wers
short of funds, and, with weather conditions as they were, banks hesi-
tated to advance more loans.

After Karl was dismissed, Iven worked regularly at
the Alles rench., He took on new importance in his own estimation.
The work was hard, the sxposure tréing, but he made ne complaint. EHe
was carrying an egual load with the other Smirnovs. It was not until
the first month passed and his coins were brought in with the resty,

that the inflated ego received its blow. He was still a "%id,* end
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he received 'kid’ wages. Lveryone took it for granted, Before he
rebelled verbally, he knew it was useless; he would only be laughed
at, or taunted with his small stature and his aligﬁtnasso But inward-
1y the seething indignation grew, He longed for the spring when the
water would be in the ditches. Iiow there was no peace, nNO surcease
from his fmrbulent thoughts; his longings stirred the rebellion; he
could not lose himsglf even in his drsams,

But before the spring brought the water in the
ditches, a crueler and uglier impression than he had ever befors known
was stemped on Ivan's memory. The elder Kraum #as secking a wife for
Josef Kraum., Ilicholas was asked to inspsct the Kraum housshold and
the groom-to-be. Wicholas offered Catherine, the eldes?, and with her
the bride’s chest and the bedding of the Cexman brids. 3But ﬁhen Josef
visited the Smirnov home, his choice fell on Ann., Nicholas was in a
dilemma; if he betrothed Ann, then Catherine, the older, would be lefd
on his hands; but if he refused to give Amn, then, perhaps, thers would
be no other offer for her; for he was a man among aliems, and he would
have both daughters on his hands.

The latent vanity that lies in every woman burst
forth in Ann. If she ever had claim to attractiveness it was in those
days that the Smirnovs waited Nicholas's decision. She was not modest;
she flaunted her good fortuns before Catherine, Iven grieved over Cath-
arine’s hurt, but could not understand her desire for the slow, deliber-
ate Josef,

Wicholas brought the decision %o the waiting Smirnovs.
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Ann had been chosen, Cathsrine shrieked in her rage. Jealousy and
disappointment maddened her., ©On her had been placed the stemp of the
unwanted. Ijo man would choose her. Clawing, spitting, sereaning,
she flew at her sister, "You cast the evil spsll over him, I watched
you turn your eyes on him."

Wicholas grabbed her by the nape of the neck and
shook her like a puppy. ©“Be still, you Jezebel. o wonder a man fless
from you, shrew that you are. Back to your dung heap, else I club you."

Put she would not be silenced., icholas bsat her %o
submission. An impression was indelibly printsd in Iven’s memorys three
men pressed back against smoke greased walls, their faces startlingly
etehed in the shadows of the room, their lips curled back from yellowed
teeth; two women in & cormer, imdovable, expressionless, eyelids drawn
to slits; a baby's face, swollen, discolored, convulsed with texrror;
where the light rays crossed, 1Ticholas's features, distorted; the rise
and fall of his arms, showering flailing blows with heavy leathsy on
the writhing wamen at his feet; cries of pain, shrieked curses, mingled
with the thud of lsather, the scuff of feet, gasped breaths, baby's

gcreams,

Peter had bsen away from the Smirnov shack since the
big snow the last of January., He was working for Harry Bauer, a German

reader, He did not return wntil the frost was zoing from the ground.
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It was evening when he walked into the shack. He went directly to
where Nicholas sat with his elbows on the table staring beforse him.
Peter laid down a small bag of coims.

"Here are my wages. I have spent nothing.v

Nicholas looked keenly at his son. IMany lines were
on licholas’s face., The winter had taken its toll. His fingers open-
@l the bag; wently spread the coins before him. Peter still stood be-
fore his father. o word of greeting passed among the Smirmovs. Alex
was not at home, Nicholas glanced up. Peter met his gaze, then look-
ed uncertainly about him, at the braces of the roof from which still
hung strips of smoked meat, bags of dried corn, of wheat and beans.
He looked at the walls, the rough boards smoke grimed and soiled, a®
the beaten dirt floor, at Alexia's home-made furniture. Then he jerk-
ed himself erect.

wFather, I went the girl, Maria Bauer. I want %o
marry her. Will you telk to her uncle?™

Hicholas frowned, "You meen the pale jade whom Bauer

. brought from Russia last year? That one is like the willow, she will

never work in the £isld, never bear strong children. The weskness is
in her family, Bauer says."

| Peter leansd eagerly forward, "But she works all the
time. She puts good food om théir tablé; she keeps the house even
better than Alexia; she séws them the overalls and the shirts; she tends

the babies.®
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"No, I know what I know., It is only the milk of
kindness that Bauer keeps her, ©She has the pretty facse, but more than
pretty faces must the Smirnov memen have,®

Peter's hands clenched as he atfuek the table, "But
I love her and she loves me, Doesn't that make the difference? I
will work doubly hard for both of us., And any mam lies who says she
does not pay her way.”

Ivan, squatting in the corner near the stove, shrunk
lower; for Wicholas was slowly rising to his feet. IHe bu&geﬁ in his
anger., He swore by the shades of his ancestors, by all the evil of
the world, He accused Peter of defiance, of attempting to bring ruin
on the femily. Peter, for a moment, stood his ground, but habit was
stronger then love or a flaring desire for fresdom. He backed to the
door, closely followed by liicholas.

"You will stay. on this place if the first woman you
see you must want. You wili stay among men until I find the woman for

you. A wonder your sisters are safe from you. ¥hat food is that pale

" women? What kind of children would hers be?" 3Suddenly he stopped,

then he lesped forward, grabbed Peter, and, sheking him, eried, "Have
you been with that woman? Tell me.”

Peter's face was very white, his eyes blazed, his
jaw set, "No. Keep your evil tongue from mention of her."

Nicholas shoved Peter from him, "Remember, never

speak her neme again,”
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Peter turned away, opened the door, Ivan jumped %o
his feet and rushed forward, driven by an overpowering impulse. There
was nelther thought nor reason in his blind charge. He faced his fath-
er. "Nicholas Smirnov, what does Tamzie think of you? She was like
the willow, and yet she bore you many children. You loved her and
weanted her, what if you had been forced to let her go? Think you, she
will rest easily in her grave when the heart of a son of hers grisves
for the woman he loves?”® -

| o sound broke the stillness, not even audible breath-
ing, For the moment the very night winds seemed silent., Nicholas Smir-
nov shrank into himself, his face grayed. Fear and horror, gripped the
1ittle group, One had dared to speak aloud the name, Tamzie. A ory
like a wounded animal burst from Nicholas, brushing Iven and Peter aside,

he rushed into the night.

The spring, cold, damp, unfavorable, hed not ended
" when Peter Smirnov was married to Rosa lieisel, heavy, flat-footed,
colorless., Narie Bausr left for Chicago to live with aunother uncle,
the day the amnouncement of the Smirnov wedding was mads.

It ;e:as not a gay wedding. Nicholas was a hard tesk
master, He insisted on the interest on his money %o the last cent.
garl, strong man of the country, had not forgottem the eriticism of

the Germans. He was insolent, often insulting, when he won some con-
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test of strength. The tension after the severe winter had not relaxsds
there had been tg@ many losses. In the group that gathered around
Peter and Alex, thers was much banter, Josef eber led. TIinally, he
turnsd on Alex,

“Hey, when will your old man get time to pick out a
wife for you?®

Some wit answered, "That will be some time, Didn’t
you know Nick takes them on only when he gets another bunch of land.
He won't do that until another winter.comes, and he can get some poor
devil’s sheep.™

Dull red flooded the faces of the Smirnov brothers.
Ivan who stood near felt the slow spread of burning hatred well wp
against his father,

Josef ebsr gave no time for an smswer, "“Pete wouldn’t

be teking the step yet, but the old men thought he might run the bluff,

- ond take the Bauer girl, She was a pip, 014 Nick doesn’t believe in

beauty. A man has to spend too much time keeping that kind in line. He
picks so the boys don®t have to worry about losing their girls. They
aée so homely no one else will have them. 2ut they make good workers."
Peter and Alex leaped to their feet. Only the tuning
of the fiddles anﬁ the approach of the older men prevented trouble. But
Tven saw Alex’s eyes blazs; heard him hiss something to Josef; saw the
startled look in Josef’s eyes as his glance derted to his sister ignss,

a pretty, lively girl of Pifteen., Them Alex, laughing & raucous laugh,
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never turned his eyes from her; his short upper lip, drawn back from
the yellowed teeth, quivered. =She turned to him as though drawn by
a magnet., The intensity of the man pulled him from his commonplace-
ness., He stalked as an animal who has chosen ites mate, and defies
the males of his pack to take her from him., Each time Asmes®s brother
i moved toward her, Alex moved more quickly. He was always there before
Josef,

Then he swunz her high in his arms, "You are going
to marry me, tonight, now, We will see what our fathers say %o 1%.7

She buried her head on his ahoulder, and celung
tightly to him, Straight to his father, he strode. "I want your
consent to marry her, now."

Nicholas looked at him, at the girl in his awms,
Strong were the arms that @lung around Alex‘’s neck; strong were ths
1imbs and firm hips that rested in his son’s arms; full wers the
breasts bound by the tight waist. He threw back his head end bellow=
ed a great laugh. He slepped Alex on the back,

*That is the spirit. Take hsr.™

Side by side, father and son made their way through
the silent crowd to where the girl's father and brother stood.

Nicholas spoke coldly, imperiously. "iy son wante
thisz girl, He would marry hexr now. The dowry does not matter.®

Alex still held the girl. Her fa.tﬁar touched her

shoulder., "Is this what you would do?"
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She nodded her head without lifting it from Alex's
shoulder. Alex gave a shout of triwmph, "That preacher$ that preacheri®

On her father’s face was a stricken lock. That was
no proper way of meking a marriege. HNever would it be forgotien how
Aznes Yeber had permitted herself to be courted, and by a Russian.
l1etters would go back to Russia; the name of ‘eber would be whispersd;
for, over there, the people did not know this med country.

The bride and groom for whom the feast was planned
were forgotten. Iverywhere was the buzz of voices. Alex carried Ag-
nes to the minister.

Wiy son, you must put her down.”

But Alex refused, Instead, he lifted her to his
shoulder. Uhen the ceremony was over, he swaggered out through the
crowd, Agnes still on his shoulder.

Ivan, t00, left the crowd, wandered lazily homeward,
every nerve fiber ¢ingling. The still moonlight from the indefinite
blue of the sky flooded over him; the dream woman pressed clcse besids
him; she was not Tamzie, She was now a mixiture of all the women he
had ever known. She beckonsd flitting maidens to her, maidens that
rode the moonbesms, maidens who were like the pale laria, the blooming
Aenes, liss Alice. His fest forgot the earth, he was lifted up, shut
away from the sordidness of existence, but he was a physical being
alive with sensusl impulses, The physical realization of manhood mingled
with the world of fancy, and the creatures of his imegination left him

breathless.
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Five years the Smirnovs had lived on their own land,
In the past year, two mors rooms had been built on the original shack;
two more still dawns had been broken by baby criss, but there had been
no hours of agonized waiting. IF@rtunatelj, both babies were boys;
there would be no reason for rifalry there, That was good, for there
was constant bickering smong the women, and even the men seemed to
argue incessantly.

Hicholas withdrew more and more Lfrom the family.

He was closer to the land, In him was a genuine love for his own
acres. "It is not much yet, but it is mine.” He told Ivem, “Always
remember, when & man has land, he has Ecmething that doss not burn,
that cannot be stolen, that will forever be his friend: for it will
never turn on him, In lifs, it will be a bed for you, it will =ive
you food, and 1% will receive you when you die, T'ie are from the
earth, we live on the earth and of the earth, and in death we shall
go back to the earth.”

Ivan felt the bond of sympathy that flowed between
the earth and Nicholas as he spoke. 'Then Nicholas lifted soil in his
broad and powerful hand, Ivan watched the fingers cradle lovingly
about the black burden, heard the voice caress it as Nicholas mutter-
Qd, “From the earth I earned the coins that gave you to me; all day
1 work close to you; my feet, they are ever on you; my thoughts, they
ave only for you. I will be true to you; sive me back my hundred fold."

Ivan firmly believed the earth responded. In those
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moments, Ivan respected Nicholas Smirnmov, In those moments, they
might have rsached an understanding, but two men loved the same Woman,
her husband and her son., BRecause the husband had known her in the
flesh, the memory of her, driven out by his own ruthlessnsess %o her
son, could not be recaptured, The son, knowing her only in the
spirit, drew closer and clossr to her until she possessed him., So the
two watched each other warily, nor guessed what stood between them,

each blaming the other.

The August moon etched the Smirnov domain in black
and silver. The hcuse with the two ridges of roof cast Slongated
shadows beside it. The flickering fire in the stone inclosure lapped
at the blackened sides of the iron kettls, and lightened the faces of
the women as they stooped over the steaming mess in the kettle. Agnes
and Rosa moved back and forth from the open door éf the house to the
kettle, their elastic shadows stretching and shortening, sometimes dis-
appearing under their full skirts. Their bare feet padded the harden-
ed ground. Alexia stooped batween buckets of water on her way %o the
pen where the grunting, sqnegling pigs fought with each other over
their evening meal, or she directed the water to new furrows in her
garden., On the cool earth north of the house, thé three children lay
curled together, asleep. Alex and Peter leaned against the shack play-

ing munbly-ty-peg. Karl worked on a plecs of harness near the sheep
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pens, Ivan lay on the ditch bank, As he looked dowm omn the scems,
it seemed the moonliszht softened the contours, cast a spell over them.
The Smirnovs were in haymony, each busy upoﬁ his own pursuit.

Cnly Nicholas was sbsent. He had left early in the
morning without a word to anyone as to where he was going, or when
he would return. Ivan®s thousht turned to him, to Wicholas's hatred
of him. He felt it in a hundred ways. MNicholas gave him the heaviest
labor, the longest hours, the most monotonous work. In every wey,
Nicholas attempted to humiliate him both in the faﬁily and emong their
acquaintances. He belittled his ability, complained of his work, called
him ‘dodderer,’ ‘dolt.® Iven remained silent, but in his own thoughts
he continually drew comparisons between his own eppearance and that of
icholas., He compensated for his inferior strength bY assuring himself
Ilicholas had only the brain of an 0X.

Iven had an occasional gleam of what this attitude
might be doing to him, He saw himself as a jealous misfit unable to
adjust himself to the environment in which he must stay, and fear
startled him, He wented to be 1ikads.he wanted recognition end praise,
but he never received that. So he continued the childish hero worship.
He watched pictures flash in the ditches; he lived in fancy.

So silently had Nicholas entered the yard that Ag-
nes cried aloud when he stood beside the fire., TFor a moment everyons
paused, looking at him., He looked about him; when his eyes rested on

Iven, they nerrowed, then went on. He walked over to the coruer of
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the building; sat dowmn with his back to the wall, Ivan‘s thoughts
were restless; for him, peace vanished from the scens, Then a flotilla
of bubbles sailed down the ditch. In their midst floated castles,
hovela, the dreem women, and baby faces, Agnes, llicholas, the Augus?
moon, the scens below him, wers all forgotten. Ivan wove his web of
fantasy, becams a hero to his water audience, From desp in the world
of reverie, he was called by the sound of hié own nems., He sat blink-
ing his eyes, blinded by the force of the prsaento_

The Smirnovs all stood looking at him. Zach held
his plate and spoon. Nicholas laughed loudly.

wy01] zive you something to dream about, then you
won't have to watch the pollywogs in the slimy ditch water., You can
moon sbout your own pollywogs. I see you like rubbing and handling
other people’s offspring; you can try it on your om. I've got a
200d woman for you."™

Every action was suspended where the words hgd found
it., On every face was written a startled, "llo, not Iven.” To these
men and women with whom he lived, he was the ‘different’ one, a boy,
although they never troubled to think why. Suddenly they were conscious
of icholas®s hatred; they knew it had alwayes been there; and that it
had grown with the years. In them rose a desirs %o put a shield before
this youngest one.

But what would thsy shield him from? Had they not

desired the privilege of marriage before it came %o them? Perhaps
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Wicholas was being kinder to this younzest one who they all knew looksd
like Temzie, their mother. As they looked at Ivan, his eyes startled,
his curvgd lips lax, they held their breath waiting for some sound, soms
action. '

Wicholas, too, waited. He, too, wondsred why there
should not be a ‘good' woman for Ivan as thers had been for ths other
sons, why had he used that way of punishing Iven? 'as that punishment?
Ee knew Ivan was not ready for the earthiness marriage brought his sons.
He sensed the sensitive dreaminess of the youth, knew how easy it would
be to erush him., In that moment he knew he wanted him crushed, wanted
that more then the money his services brought. He should have crushed
him when he was & baby; but he could not without losing Temzie also.
But he had lost her anyway. Since the night he had beaten Ivan because
he thought the boy had stolen the coin, Nicholas had not been able 1o
get the feel of Tamzis., Or had he beaten the boy because he stole the
coin? Nicholag couldn’t be sure. That was perhaps why he had lost
Tenmzis, Never had she stayed gpart from him, thwarted him, She had
been as close to him as his own breath; she was part of his heart beat.
Alwaye thers had been the image of her warming him, helping him on. But
now ehe had withdrawn. He had watched Ivan, and he was sure Temzie had
entered him., She looked out of his eyss; she was there now; she smiled
through his 1lips; she was in the 1lift of his head. Had not Ivan been
able to raise pictures of her.from the water that he, licholas, could

not see? Had he not heard Ivam Yalking to her sometimes when the night
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was far spent? Then a son stole the wife of his father, was he not %o
be punished? He had waited long enough, FHe would erush him foresver.
There were times when e madness seized him, when he felt his hands
around the white throat. Yes, he had even drsamed it, but this was
better.

"hat can more gquickly crush a man than a shrew of a
woman? What can more blur his vision and his dreams? ¥hat can more
quickly stesl the boyish curve and the rich red from his lips? The
stripling hadn’t begun to bs & man. This woman he hed chosen would
make one out of him or choke him. Nicholas had seen Ivan shrink from
Rosa, he had seen his eyes dwell on a pretty face, yes, and he had
seen the glow as he watched Agnes and Alex,

But why was the white faced one staring at him?
Wicholas’s courage was 0ozing away, It had teken courage, but that
stillness--there was not even the crosking of frogs or the hum of
night insects. Had everyone stopped breathing? He dared not look to
sse,

Ivan sat loose and waiting. At his father®s first
words a flood of memories swept about him; the smiling faces of his
dream crew pressed close to him, his cheeks tingled under imagined
caresses, yielding bodies pressed upon his; back of them all the dream
woman beckoned, smiling, mocking. But his father's eyes drove them
away; llicholas's eyes made him shrink; the strength that held him up-

right was slipping from him. Then the eyes relsased him,



icholas spoke, “She is Julia, Rosa’s sister.®

Breaths that were gasps, =2lmost whistles, burst from
the seven listening Smirnovs. The children stirred uneasily in their
sleep and whimpered., Rosa straightened; a sneer curled her lips as
she looked at the men who dared mate this stripling of a youth that
stood before them to that sister, brutal, hardened by work, coarse
from negleet and lust, thﬁt sister for whom the lleisels bowed in shame.
The Swirnovs looked at each other in consternation,

A curtain shut down over.tha depths of Ivan's eyes.
He rose slowly to his feet, dusted his torn overalls, looked over his
shoulder deep into the water that lay bshind him, looked and smiled.
Then he turned to whexre Nicholas waited; on the face turned up to Ivan
was written the conflict df emotions with their underlying hint of fear.

" will not marry her. I will not marry any woman.”

Nicholaé jerked, leaped forward, gripped in blind
pury; ready to strike; to kill, The opportunity he had ewaited had
comne, This son of his, devil possessed, had defied him. 3But no terror
£illed Ivan's heart., Ilo fear filled the eyes that stared at the gp-
proaching men. In him was dwmb misery. Closer Nicholas came, his vein
lined hends worked, then he hesitated, stopped, held beneath the steady
stare of his son; fear crept through the savage hatred and held him
silent. ILong they stared at sach other.

Wicholas’s voice was choked, "I have chosen. I will

be obeyed,™






If people hed no vices but their own, few
would have so many as they have, For my own
part, I would sooner wear other people’s clothss
than their vices; and they would sit upon me
just as well.

==Chesterfield.
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Horth of the Platte where the Riverside ditch mekes
the prairie to bloom, men looked only to the narrow oﬁsia bound on
the one side by the river, on the other by the irrigation ditch. He
gave no thought that at his back door lay miles and miles of "brakes?
where the long fingers of the numerous drains to the Wildecat spread
themselves, making a series of ridges end valleys, These arroyos hed
been the haven of the cattle men in the decades when the South Platte
valley and the land drained by it had been cattle country.

To the south of the river men looked to the far
horizon; at sunset to the west where the turquoise tip of Long®s Peak
lay embedded in the rose of an afterglow; at sunrise to the eastern
slopes. The south, $00, had its paradise fed by the waters of the
river, a broad flat band stretching slong the river, It was more
juxurient then the north oasis. Along its irrigation canals great
tpees threw their shedows over long cool grass that matted on the
banks. The south valley whispered of age and traditions; there, men
jistensd to their whispers. The irrigation canals on the south side
had Tun their stresms while the north was still sandy slopes where
cattle grazed or aspiring fermers plowed, sowed, and then wept whemn
4he winds swept over the tilled land carrying the s0il to unknown
places. But on the south, as on the north, there was only a fertile
valley that separated the river from the prairie, the sage brush

covered duns prairie that had beexn grazing land for cattle since the
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Pirst settler followed the buffalo and the trader.

' The devslopment of the north side of the river val-
ley was new, harsh; the very possibilities of its ecivilization unknown
because 1t was untested. It was in the formation period; its destiny
was being molded by those who took its lend in charge. True, the Deuel
and Snyder canals had been opened as early as 1871, but they served on-
1y a ribbon along the river’s edge. It was not until the Riverside, &
result of enginesring skill, ran its ditches that much of the land was
reclaimed, Soon on this morth land was heard the clack of many tongues,
Russo-German, liexican, Oriental. From the north ceme sguare, squat,
dark peoples trodding on flat heels; and slender, sinuous, brown, blacke
syed psople, dresa.ed always in bright colors, singing and lavghing.

The south knew its worth., There was an air of per-
manence even about the buildings. Tere was an atmosphere of hospi tal-
ity. The broad Bijue, the ever full Platte and Beaver, the placid TFort
riorgan, invited the boats of adventurous youngsters., Irom the south
came the average American, alert, pProsperous; he measured his success
by his possessions a&s his foreign brother from porth of the Platte, but
ne demanded for himself and for his, a degree of culture and a standard
of living that comes as & heritage of free men under freec institutions
in a country that gives lavishly o him who taekes or dares %0 gamble.

Trom the north side of the river, Ivan cane--a product
of the cmdes'_b forces that were going into the making of that section

one of the garden spots of Colorado. And yet, within him dwelt that
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divine spark that once lighted makes the martyr, the saint; the re-
Tormer, the artist, or the poet. Over him had been emptied the sedi-
ment of the Middle Ages as it existed in the pessant people of Zuropsan
races., FHe hed known the backwash of primitive wrath, of lawlsss vio-
lence, of insatiable greed, of lust; but enwrapped in his world @f fan-
tasy drawn from within himself, he hed escaped its taint, hed escaped
either assimilation or emnnihilation. A canvas with its background
ready, he waited ths blocking'in of the picturs, He went south of the
river wvhere monsy and land wers not fétishes, vhere tha individual, not
the group, dominated, where charity, hops, and love were written largs
in the hearts of men. There he came to know the greatest of these--love.

He left the bank of the irrigation ditch for the dune
prairiesy but he did not forget the lure of the water. 4s he went into
the cattle land south of the rivars he took with him not only the world
of fantasy, but also the grief, the memory of his rebellion against the
law of his father. Wingled with the grief was exultation.

In the first days, Ivan missed the irrigetion ditches.
He lornged to tell the picture wouan of his new 1ife, BPut most of all,
ne wanted to tell her of the gold and white girl who played on the big
poreh of the ranch house amd in the yard around it., Since the first day
he came to the Northups, Iven had looked with wonder and joy at Xlaine,
the seven year old daughter of Stan Northup. She reminded him of the
dolls he had seen in the window of one of the stores in town., She was

more beautiful then any picture he had ever dreamed., He longed to touch
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her tumbly gold hair, her white face with its rose petal eﬁeaks, the
beautifully formsd red lips, the dimplsg fingers and arms.

One nizht as he sat on the porch after the day’s work
wae done, she came toward him carrying a book in her hand. He held his
preath; his throat ached with the inteneity of his emotion., Would she
bring the book to him? If she did, could he hold her hand in his? pat
her cheek as he had seen some of the men om the ranch do? ruffle her
heir as the cook did? OCloser she came, her blue eyes beneath their long %
1ashes fixed seriously upon him., Then she laid the book on his knes,
and opened its pages to a bsautifully illustrated story.

~ wRead,"she comnanded . e -

He vead, stanmesring with joy and embarrassment. He :
stumbled over many of the simple worde as he pointed them out with his
rough finger. It was the story of a princess and her slave., As the
story advenced, Slaine lsaned heavier and heavier on his knee, He put
his arm about her, énﬁ she snuggled closer; blue syes met black in a
look of comradeship. Ivan knew he was not reading well, and shame
£i1led him, Soue words he did n;t know, but he substituted others.

Ivan had not learnsd to pray, but he breathed a
thankssiving for the school as he picked out the words. That night
he began to live, He became a social being. He performed a service
without sense of duty or obligation, but from the lovefor the .service.

He felt himself essential to the happiness of another being, Jjust as

he was essential to the creatures of his jmegination. He basked in
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the knowledge that he had been chosen, had besn recognized as an in-
dividual by this superior being. He ceased to be a Russian; he was
not a son; he belonged to no group; he was an individual,

| “hen the story was ended, Zlaine closed the book
very carefully and methodically., "Thank y@:z., You don't rsad very
wesll, but I like your reading, Now you can take me on your lap and
tell me a story. Then I will have to & to bed."

Ivan was not sure how to hold her. He had held
Nicholas. Junior and the other Smirnov babies, but they were not as
large as Jlains., He was in a panic that he should not please her,
but she ordered him very freely in the manner that she preferred. In
the quiet hush of the evening, the golden head lay close to the black
one; her two white hands were elo.sely clasped in his weathersd ome.

Ivan was suspended in a world shot by glowing lights
playing about and through hin, This dainty creature in his lap filled
his body with tingling sensations.

He told her the story of the water fairies who an-
swer wishes, the story he had hesrd in his first year of school. “hen
he had finished he would have held her longer, but she elinbed dowmn,
1if+ing her lips for a good night kiss.

wGood night,” she called, Then she was gone,

RFut the pressure of her lips were still on his; the
soft weight of her hands in his still waxrmed him; her light body still

pressed his. She was a princess; he was her slave., He saved her from
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crocodiles: he picked beautiful flowers which turned to fairies whemn
she held them in her arms; he carried her im his arms through great
f£loods of water, up long flights of beautiful stairs, She put her
arms about his neck, kissed him; then she was not a child but a beau-
tiful woman. He longed for the water; somehow im thoughts he could
not meke the figurss stand out; he could not see them, He could only
think them.

The story hour became a rite. H£laine cams the nsxt
nizht, andlthe next, and the next., First, while she stood beside him,
he read from the book she broughty then, as she lay in his arms, he
told her a story. Through the day as he worked he thousght of storises
to tell her. But think as he might, a story each nicht soon exhausted
his meager supply of experiences.

Ivan hed confidence in Tad, the Northup cook; for
Tad hed initiated Ivan into the Northup service., So ome night Ivan
approached him, "“Tad, vai kint of books has fairy stories?”

wFairy stories, what do you want with fairy stories?
Har, har, ask the Northup kid, she reads 'em. First thing you know
she'll be wantin® you to tell her some, ™

wDid she vant you?"®

wPell her stories? I°d say she did, and her old
lady was half sore because I didn’%. ¥hy, that kid runs around with
that darn book of hers asking every man on this outfit to read to her

and tell her stories. I[Tot that many of us could. She's a mighty cute
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kid, but she sure can be a nuisance. Better tell her where %o head
in at the start or you'll be a nurse maid, That 01d ledy of hers is
alwaye achin® to load the kid off on somebody."

Ivan stared at the cook in smazement., The man hed
avoided the honor of serving the child.

"How do you get along with the Ilissus? Don®t let
her boss you too much, Stan will tell her where to head in if she
gets too tough,” Tad continued.

"why do you not like lMrs. Horthup?”

wagosh, I don’t just rightly know, You would have
to know Stan's wife what's dead to sppreciate it. And you would have
to know Stan?s mother. low them were women. Stan's mother was a
Boston school teacher what had known Stan’s ded before he came %0
colorado %o buy cow land. 'hen he got his ranch started she came
along out here, Brought her books anéd her edication with her. She
was sure a help building up this country. Then Sten's first wife was
a lady just like her. Us boys were humen bein® to her, just like Stan.
she was always lookin’ out for us. But this one=-I bet if ths truth
was known, she just lasoced o0ld Stan when he didn't rightly know what
he was doin!s; Hs met her in Chicago. Her dad was one of them fellers
shat sell cattle at the stock yards, brokers or something like that,
they call "em, maybe it is commission men. He took Sten home with him
one time because he had a hankerin®’ afier a ranch, Stan met this

woman. She mede a big play for him, and if the durn fool Adidn'% 20
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back there Christmas come and marry her. hat 40 you suppose she
thouzht a ranch house was 1like?"

Ivan shook his head, It grieved him to hear this
man talk about Mrs. Northup as he did, but Ivan could not stop him,

“She'd read about them in story books, thought
they were big Spenish castles where there was royal visitors all the
time, <You know them foreigners that used to have ranches in the south-
west? Tell, when she got here and found Jjust this ramblin?® rench house
which is mighty comfortable-like, dbut not a palacs, she was surs dis-
appointed. The only dukes and dukesses she had to entertain was plain
honest folks like Stan., She sure bawled him out plenty. She thought
his erudeness, as she called it, was Tiestern airs or personality in
Chicago, but she found out it was just plain cause he didn'® know no
better, TFirst year, you could tell 1% hit old Stan pretty hard, but
after that he never paid any attention to her uwnless she gets to ridin’
things too hard; then he hog ties her and tells her whers to head in,
But he sure is wrapped up in that kid., He was completely happy after
the kid was born., Zlaine wes his mother’s name, Sort of fancy neme
for a New Imgland schooimam, but she waah a fancy woman. I'm sure
sorry he end his first wife didn®t have any kids., If they had, Svan
wouldn’t a married this woman., She's sure good lookin® with her vel-
ler heir end white face., ZIZlalne looks a heap like her, but I hope she
won't be like her, All she thinks about is mixin® in with them town

folks, She don®t have anythinz to do with the ranchwomen.
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It was for Nell Worthup that Ivan did much of his
work., She never took the trouble to be kind or courteous to the men
on the ranch., They wers 1nferiors,-and as such, must kesp their place.
Zhe had ﬁot learned that on the rengs, men are friends, not master and
servent. There were many things Nell Northup had not lsarned, one was
the task of womanhood, She pitfied herself, in the first place, for °
having hed to give birth to the daughter of a man as stupid as Stan.
ilell had been reared by a nurse and she expected the seme for her
daughter., She refused to forgive Stan when he would not provide a
nurse for his child, Then Zlaine took such an overwhelming interest
in Iven, Well mbre and more turned the child over to him. It was
taken for granted that he should cars for the girl in .the absence of
her parents, It was Ivan who, when she went to school, tried to help
her with her lessons., Together they read them; talked about them.
Ivan studied on them long after she had gone to bed, Tor Ivam, she
played her violin and piano lessons, for Iven she practiced her danc-
ing, 4nd to him, whatever she did, she was perfedt. She expanded un-
der his admiration; she lost much of her seriousness. But Af she per-
foumed for him, she foreced him to learn for her, &he critiecized his
speech, his menners, his dwvess. ke made every effort to mest her ap-
proval,

wIvan, you still say ‘de’ and *dat.,®* You know there
are no words like those."

%It ie because they sount d--that way in my language.”

wThere you say °'sount.’ It is sounde=d==d-=d, You say
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duh.

"@ah-=dub==duli, "

"That is good. And, Ivan, you must straizhten your
shoulders, See, do this way. Put your -heel to the wall. So. Then
flatten your back against the wall, So0. Now put your head agains?
the wall, your chin in. Now give a little push with your head and
walk off, Now you try it."

Ivan stood up to the wall.

"No, no, do not bow your back out, pull it back. Ch,
Ivan, your shoulders are so stooped. That comes from working in the
fields. Daddy said they had almost killed you, you poor white faced
kid., Now, that is better.”

So, as he went from building %o building, Ivan
squared his shoulders and 1ifted his chest as she had directed him %o
do. As he worked in the garden, he repeated over and over the phrases
she had corrected, the words he mispronounced.

But Zlaine was not his only teacher. Iirs. Northup,

interested in her social aspirations and entertaining, impatiently

corrected his mannerisme.

wIf Stan must insist on having mep around the house
as _sewanta,, I suppose I must put uwp with them. I am to have a dinner
next month, and you will have to serve 4%, You have shown great im-
provement in the past ysar, but the idea of trying to train a clumsy

farner as a butler is exasperating. If I could get a butler closer
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tha;z Denver, I surely would.®

Elaine interrupted her mother. "He is not elmnsyn
liother. He is very graceful. He has learned several of my dance
steps very easily, and he does beautit‘_ullx; dsnces of his own., Tie
" dance together, %00, Don't we, Ivan?¥ ;

Ivan flushed with embarrassment, but lirs, Northup
was too hurried to give thought to the child's words., "No doub®t, no
doubt, Thank heavens he is not as homely as his race usually ars.
That would be the last straw.”

che talked on and on as she showed him points of
service he had not learmed. Stan Northup had joined them. Ee stood
uneomfortably by while his wife scolded, nagged, commanded, demanded
in a running stresm, During the meal, he gave'lvan broad winks when

wrs, Northup corrected some error or censursd some of his servies,

and, although Ivan’s face flushed as he stemmered apolozies, the humil-

jation was lightened by the man's friendly_ conradeship. All Northup
meals in those days were foxrmal affairs. They were a traiming school

for Ivan.

Ivan alwaye apologized when corrected. Ome tiue
Mrs. Northup broke in irritably, "Why do you glways apologize? That
isn't necessary. Just see that you do not repeat the mistake.™

®“But I em ashemed that I do not do as you wish. I

should Xnow., It--it hurdsme in hers when I do not know," He lay

his hand on his throat.

i R



She looked at him in surprise, perhaps thought of
him as a human being aside from a servant.

"Don't be silly about it. Lveryone has %o lsarn.
Excuse my impatience. Stan is so inconsiderate,” she cast a wither-
ing glance on her husband who sat with his eyes fixed on his plage,
vhe refuses t0 have servants who are really trained for this work,
Howsver, it is just as well, for onejthat was, would not stay in this
place, If you are any Zood, I camn be sure you will not stay very long."

| _Elpine could no longer remain silent, “Father, do you

not think Ivan's posture has improved? It is my instructions that make
him walk like a soldier,"

"FPor Pete'’s saks, are .you after him‘tao? Lay off
the poor devil., Your mother is bad enough without you getting started.”

®Oh, please, Mr, Northup, I want ilaine to do it.

“You see she is helping ms. It°'s sort of an exchange, I help her with

her lessons, and she helps me know what I should,™ Ivan hurried to

the child’s chair,

"Some e#chma, but, if they get too hard on you, just
let me know, and I'1l takse you out of their clutches for a few days."”

Iven glowed at £laine's pleasurs, but a dsspair
gripped him when he recalled that many of the things he was being
taught were things he should lmo‘%, things Zlaine had always kunown. He
shrank again from being different. He seemed to have no place that he

really fitted into., The comments on his personal asppearance rankled.
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Mrs, Northup complained at his broken and discolored nails, at the
calouses on his hands,

He looked at his hands, remembered the teacher®s
"Ughl you are bad, dirty, dirty." That could he do with them? He
took them to Tad.

"Ted, iirs, Northup doss not my nails like.®

"Too bad, isn't 1$? That she goin? to do about 1t%?
Take you to one of them manicurists?®

"That are they?®

"You sure aint up on your society, are you, Roosh?
That's dames what pare your nails.”

“Do you go tol them? How do you keep yours liks
ghe wants them?"

»Oh, I aint in her part, besides dish water, bread
dough, and things like that keep ‘em in shepe.”

“ilay I wash the dishes and do the dough?®

*Towie, wait till I tell the o0ld man and boys that!
Say, kid, are you in earnest? If you are, Jjust take that old parin’
knife, the ons with the sharp point, and clean ‘em out. Here, let me
show you."® .

Tad went to work. Ivan bit his 1lip to keep from
crying out as Tad gouged. Tad kept up a running ezplanation.

»Thers you are, me boy. Ilow you wash dishes for a

. while., Try usin' some cream on ‘em to soften %em up. But why don’t
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you tell the old shrsw where to head in? Sten will back you up. You're
letting yourself be a regular mat for her to kick around. Don't get
soft. Say, youngster, you'rs not lettin’ this butling business get un-
der your skin, are your"

wI do not 4o well what lirs., Horthup expects.™

"No? A4Ain't that too bad. 35Say, are you expecting to
do perfect what everyone asks you to do?¥

%I try."

"You are the funniest darn kid I ever saw. Tou betier
get over that. Try sesing the funny side of things, or this world will
get to be a pretty bitter pill, especially with Hell Forthup around.”

Ivan had come to bas sort of a favorite on the ranch,
somsone to whom everyone could tell his troublss, his pet jokes, or his
reminiscences, and be sure of en interested listener. Someone on whom
everyone could try his theory of success, and have soms hope the sub-
ject would reelly practice it; someons whom everyone could sdvise, crite
icize, or commend, Yet, each resented the eriticism given Ivan by the
othsr,

lirs, O'Flynn, the foremsn’s wife, mothered him. She
saved cookies for him, cut out plctures from her one magazine for him
because he liked them, She helped him with his work, for there wers
many things he knew nothing about. He was gardener, care-taker, repair-
men, maid, butler, and a buti for Rirso. Northup’s temperanental outbresks.

lrs, O'Flynn taught him the short cuts in cleaning, the nystery of pol-
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ished silver, the trick of high luster varnish, the way to £fluff pil-

lowe, 3She taught him flower culturs and the weys of a kitchsn gar@eno'

She taught him how to raise chickens that they might be ready for the
table in the shortest possible time. She even taught him how to wash
and iron the fins teble linens in case he needed to 4o them., And,
while she tauzht him those things that were necessary to carvying on
his work, she gossiped with himj told hiwm all the heppenings of the
countryside and of the town, People of whom he had never heard;”be«
came characters in his book of growing knowledge. She pictured the
home 1life of th@hﬁbrthups with the detezil of an inmate, but there was
too much prejudice in favor of the first Mrs, Northup and of Stan.
“hen she learned Ivan had never been to church, knew nothing of the
merey or wrath of God, she began the interpretation of her faith to
him. She prayed night and morning éor him. Ivan shuddered at the
tales of divine anger and punishment, cowered before the progpect of
sternal damnation, but drank with joy the promiss of love end salva-
tion.

The cowhands chaffed the silent, slender Ruesiam who
so willingly did their biddinz when he worked with them., B3But they re-
sented his refusal to teke part in their revels, Kis appreciation of
any kindness intrigued tﬁem, and his habit of apologizing whenever
they corrected him kept them open-mouthed. They wers accustomed to
being roundly cursed for corrections. Fe was soon given their stemp

of aspproval, "He's a white man, if he is a Rooshin."™ FEut they planned

Jo.
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to put some "backbone in him."™

Mike O'Flynn, the Rorthﬁp foremen for over forty
years, hated Russians in general and the bset workers from across the
river in partiéular, He hated those that worked south of the river,
but they were only a drop in the bucket of his immense wrath as com-
pared with those north of the river that could own land “that should
belong to white men.” Perhaps influencsd by his wife's interpreta-
tion of the boy, he "warmed’ to Ivan., He resented that Northup would
not let him make a cowhend of Ivam. Uhensver he had a chance, he tried
to instil into Ivan hatred for the work he was doing. He taught
Zlaine and Ivan to rops, and theirlprogress pleased him. Constant
toil had not stolen the elasticity and coordination of Ivan'’s muscles;
a natural rhythm in his movements lent itself to roping. But to teach
him to ride was a harder task. He had so0 little time; he generally
rode with Elaine which meant following her. :

The Northups haed guests tﬁroughout ths year Ivan
had been there, and he had served them with a certein degree of ef-
ficiency, But the occasionythat was calling forth all the extra train-
ing, was a momentous one to Nell Northup. It marked her first effort
to entertain newly acguired Denver acquaintances, Every man on the
ranch knew what was to take place. Hach man had to have the regzalia
of the deys when the Northup ranch was in its glory; the grouvp had to
ewing in beside the cars when the guests arrived and escort them %o

the houss, There would be no question as to an opportunity for horse-
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manship; the Horthup horsss hated cars, The ranch house had been re-

decorated, New silver and china had been added to the overfull cup-

boaxrds.

As the day approached, Ivan was more and more nervous

about his part. Not only the table serviecs, but the footman®s duties,
bothered him, Sten rosred with laughter as Ivan held the match for e
cigar or cigarette, his hande trembling, his eyes almost crossing in
his effort at concentration. 7hen he tried to prepare the drinks as
ell Northup had taught him, Stan wagged a bony finger at him, Wﬁré
you sure you haven't tried them before you brought them in? Man, look
how your fingers hang ontc that bottle. It won't gst away from you.
Just take it easy. O0ld man, if this spres doesn’t go off just as the
1issus wants, the world will keep on turnin® just the same. Better
hike out with the boys for a while., In the morning our torments will
be upon us."”

Ivan gladly fled. Mike O°Flynn, Tad, aud the cow-
hands leaned against the bunkhouse, One of them called as Ivan ap-
proached, “Hsllo, tailor‘'s model, %here is that liveryl By golly,
you look like an underteker im 1%.Y

Tad patted Ivan on the shoulder, "Don’t mind Jim.

He ie just jeslous he cen’t wear one of them bla&k and white unaforms.
Put, lad, why don't you let iMike O'Flyun make a man out of you? He
says you got a natural gift for the rope, and you kin learn to stick

t0 the saddle, Tell that old wench to 4o her hashin® herself.”
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"Why is it you say, meke a man of We? then I work
in the beets, you say, get a man’s job."

liike O'Flynn answered, "Son, Tad’s job is no mors a
man’s job than yours, Only in the old days no woman could do it. omen
have always been able to 4o yours., But any honest work you do is all
right, don’t let them kid you that way. The only thing we mean is that
you can do what we are doing as well as you can do that job in thers,.
So why don’t you?®

wBut Iir, Worthup does not need any more cow hands,
and he does have to have sameone help in that house, I meed a job; I
get good money from it. Why should I not do 1t?P™

Ivan looked from one to the other., In this past ysar,
he had not had the irrigation ditches to turn to, althousgh he had found
one only two miles from the house, and did go thers oscasionally. With
all the intersst teken in him, the flood of new experisnces, he had not
Palt a great need, Tonight, as they talked and jided, he longed for
the ditch bank; he wanted to flee, wented to get away from the taunte,
get away from )Mrs. Northup'’s nagging. He attempted no more answers., He
remained silent, tears forming hot screens before his eyes, a lump in
his throat. .As they talked he thought--they talk about my being =a man,
what 1f they knew I wanted to cry. I wonder if they ever want o exXyT
They don’t; they cuss., I'1l just keep still; they only look at the mask.

Somatimes this year I have almost lost the mask, or been the masgk, which-

ever it is, but this o0ld dinner--
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iike 0'Flynn’s kesn eyes had penetrated the silence
of the youth, ©“Ivan, I'm riding over to the leased range. o be sure
the water is there before we turn in the cattle., Don’t you want to
ride with me? It will give you a chance to really ride. These shord
jogs with Elaine are not practice.”

The other men waited eagerly. That would make a
forty mile ride, and that om ﬁhs night before the Northup dinner. Ivan
went. Three men watched him 20, Three men watched him return., Twinkles
zleaned in every eye as Ivan rolled from the saddle; slowly made his
way to the ranch house.

Ted shook his finger at 0'Flymn., %It°'s a hornet’s
nest you have upset. Can you picture that kid juggling soup for her
highness’s guests tomorrow night? That Deuver banker end his wifs will
be sure she lariated a cowboy for the night."

The night reng with laughter. Put a frown was on
O'Flynn's forehsal., ihen Tad went to the house, he.carrieﬁ & bottle
of lirs., O'Flynn's liniment.

Put not even that pungent healer could loosen the
sore museles. Vhen Iven stumped into the living room the following
day to get his final directions, lirs. Worthup burst into tears. The
Plowers had been wrong; her favors were a dissppointment; her dessert
vas mot smooth, Iiow, & limping butler-- 0ld Stan coneoled her, but
his sense of humor zZot the better of his discretion. A% last he gave

up, and howled with laughter. OChagrin was turned %o wrath and passed
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from Ivan to Stan. Ivan’s flesh quivered with the charged atmosphere.

It had been an intermingble day. Zven Tad’s imper-

turbability was broken. He ff%ited when the guests caused dinner to be

held thirty minutes, He looked at Iven’s white face with anxiety.
it last it was over. Elaineslipped into the kitchen

where Ivan washed dishes.

“Ivan, I praysd you wouldn't drop anything., I watched

from the head of the ataifa all through dinner.”

Tad gulped, "Themk God your prayers wers answered,
laseie.”

Ivan just held the child closs., Tears were in his
eyes as he went back to his work.

wiw, shucks, kid, don’t do that, it isn’t worth i%t."

wIt isn't the dimner, it's Dlaine praying for me.

It's having somsone care snough t0 pray for me.”

The door of the back porch opened quietly, a black
clothed figure with gleaming white shirt front slipped stealthily out;
closed the door silently; stood for a moment listening, then %ip toad
to the yard gate. Muffling its latch, he 1ifted it, opened the gate,
passed through, then hurried across the exposed ranch yard to the
<hadows of the bunk house where flickering lights end low voices mark-

ed life, Yo greeting cams until the black figure entered the shadows;
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then bodiss shifted, clothes rustled.

Ted chortled, "Say, Bo, three years of butling has
made a good slipper out of you."

There was a long sigh, Stan Northup's.voice sounded
his relief, "Gosh, Ivan, I thoucht you were after me when I saw you
coming out. Did you get filled up on their bally-hoo? Did you ever
see such a bunch of mavericks corraled in one bunch? Not a one of
them can talk either hoss or cow. Iliot sinee this ranch was foundsd
has there been such an outfit.”

Tad shifted ﬂis waight, spat, "Depend on a wamen.
If anybody had told me, Tad C’Rourke should be concoctinz the dishes
I have been fixin® this week I would have told him he was loco, But
I'm t2llin® you, Stan Northup, soms of these days I am quittin’. It
aint no right thing to ask a honest cook to spoil his profasaign by
takin® up with forelgn dishes.®

like O°'Flynn'’s dsep voice answered, "ihat about this
whole ranch? First thing you know this place is zoinz to bs one of
them dude ranches like they are getting up in Wyoming. Iiike C'Flynn
will never be a foreman of one of them things. Already we have to
put on fancy vests and chaps and lead horses around for dames. There
has been a lot of chenges in this section of the country since I rode
in here, a gangling kid that could hardly reack the stirrup of a cow
saddle they put me on, I growed up with the ranches lhers. The over-

land trails had made a big demand for oxen in the °€0°'s so thers wers
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herds all over the prairies even when I came., But the railrosd soon
Tixsd that so the freighters fed out their cattle for the ﬁeaf market,
They mads such & big haul on that, that the companies decided the Colo-
rado range was worth buildin® a cattie business like they had in Tsxas.
By 1870 the whoie sastern part of the state, clear to the mountains,
was taken up., I started ridin' for Stan's dad in 1875. We had the
fastest bunch of punchers on the Platte, and we gave any bunch in the
state a good run for their monsy. Stan, hers, started ridin® the
trails in 1880; he was only ten then but he sure could handls a rope
and a hoss., DBut them days didn't last very long, Barbed wire put a
finish to that."

Stan intsrrupted, "It wasflt the barbed wire that
put the finish, it was that fool law in 85 that wouldn®’t let any
fences be put on the public range. You couldn?t keep the nesters shut
out from the water holes, By the end of the eizghties it wasn't a £i%
place for a white mem to livse."”

"Stan, I etill think it was the closin® of the range
that broke your dad. He just couldn't bear the thoughts of having to
keep cows shut up in fences. I remember when they put that Platte and
Beaver canal in, he used to cuss by the hour. That was in '82. And
when the squatters begin plowing the ground for wheat, it sure was the
red flaz for ﬁime"

"You didn't like it any better. Lxcept for this gar-

den around the house, there ain't a foot of Northup land ever been plow-
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ed, but for fire guards, and thers won't be while I em alive. PRut

it sure aint the old days. Nell has been after me ever sinca I married
her to build a differsnt houss, Thy isn't that good enough for any
woman? [Nine rooms on the floor and six upstairs--what mors can she
want? Cf course, if she is gzoing to have a bunech like is in thers now,
it would need two or three houses.”

Soon they were in the “do you rememders.” Iven sat
open-mouthed; forzotten wers the Northup szuests with their constant
demands for liquors, lights, wraps, tables, chairs. Ivan rode with
the fastest as thef fled from Indians, fouzht to sawe herds from rustlers,
stood their ground before blizzards. He was foreman when being a fore-
man meant something according %o Mike 0°Flynn, when twenty men called
lTorthup Ranch home, and a string of orns hundred fifty horses wore the
Horthup brand, and as many as forty thousend cattle wers in the NHorthup
herds.

like had started the flood of reminiscences, and Miks
stopped them, brought the group back to the present, "ar in Europe was
increasing the demand for beef., Prices were not catapulting, but thers
was more profit in cattle than thers had been for sevsral ysars. Illorthup
needed monsy; his men were helping him fisure msans of raising it, Ivan,
back in the present, made his way to the house; back to light more cigar-
ettes, shake more cocktails, carry more wraps, move mors chairs, place
more foot stools., Between times he perched on Tad’s stool by the kitchen

cabinet and studied or read.



143,

Sten Horthup had reasons to seek greater profite,

for his wife was making heavy demands om him., She was entertaining

. more lavishly each year. She was using the ranch as a dr&wing caxd

for city weary dwellers. She had even picked up the thread of her so-
cial life in Chicazo which she had dropped in her chagrin at finding
Colorado ranch life unromentic and prosaic, Before she had come to
the ranch, she had painted too vivid pictures, the reality could not
stand the test. But now that she had a circls of gay women, tired
business men, a qprinklins of artists, she felt the ranch interssting
enouzh to satisfy the sophistication of her Chicagzo seguaintances.
The ten years she had been away from them had not made the changes in
them that it had in her; for they ram in a treadmill.

Nell Northup was bringing a new type of people 1ﬁto
Ivan’s life, men who toiled, not with their hands but with their braius,
who gambled with other psople’s money; women who ussd their womanhood
as a comnodity which was traded on the market for luxury, women who
played at the game they called love, women who nelther toiled nor spun,
who hid under the name of wife or even mother. ‘

Mre., 0'Flynn did not like to have Ivan in the midst

of them., Ivan reassursed her, "Mrs. C'Flynn, there 13&0% one of them
1ike you.® |

Minnie C'Flynn's wiry little figure straightened, her
gray eyes snapped as she snorted her disdain, "ind I guess there isn't,

or lell Uorthup wouldn®t have them hanging around thers. I don®t like
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them. They even try to vamp lilke C°Flymn, old and dried up as he is.
That ki@ a young feller like you do azin them? It isn’t no wise faix,

“You are staying on this ranch too much, A young
feller should have soms fun., %Vhy don't you g0 to town with the boys?
Wow I don't approve of their carousing around, but there is such a
thing as just naturally being too good. A man isn’t made that way,
unless he's a saint, And you ain't a saint because you never go o
church. It is just one of two things, if a man doesn’t git rid of the
01d Adem that is in him by tearin® around with a gang, he bottles it
vp inside him, and it stands to reason it will pison him. On the other
hand, if he is too good, it’s a sign he isn’t healthy, or the spirit
is just plain beat out of him. He gits so mild he is sissy. %omen
have got in the habit of sayin’ they want a well beshavin® man. So
they 4o, but they don't mean one of them meek kind, If they do find
one of that kind they kesp pryin’ to see if they can't rouse him, IT
they can't, they are plumb disgusted, and )i.f they can, they are worse
disgusted.”

"But, lirs., O'Flynn, I don®t have time."

"Don’t you be givin® too much of your time to Elaine,
She will be growin® up and mekin® friends 2nd then whers will you be?
You're spoilin® her. And don't you be givin® all your time to thein
women of ifrs. Northup®s. It don’t hurt them to hunt their own foot-
stoole. The idea of a grown man having to carry their shawls for them .

and put them over their shoulder$: They don’t fool me; they’re just
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tryin® to flirt with you; they®ll ruin you for honest work, then
where will you be? A good woman is a blessing of God, but a bad one
is sure the horns of the devil. Sinces you got all fatted ﬁ@ and
cleaned up with that sleek black hair sweeping back from your broad
forehead, and dippin® down to a point in the middle mekin® your face
look the shape of a heart, it makes you naturally intersstin’ to a
woman., <That black and white makes you look so slender; fact is, if
they made man angels, I believe you would be a good one; and your
eyes are s0 big and luminous. Your mouth was just made for kissing.
I bet your mothsr was proud of you. Ybu: lips is so red, they ars
no wise natural. There you g0 blushing and blushing and apologizing
when thers isn’t a thing to apologize for., I'd swear if you wasn®t
such an unbegiling ersaturs, you do it just to mske a woman®s heart
turn to water.®

Hirs, 0°Flynn, I cant help i%, honsest I can?t.”

*Go on wid you. ¥Who wants you to help it? Do you
ever hear anything from that no count family of yours?®

"o, I saw my brother on the street one day, but
he didn®t speak to me,"™

Ivan cursed the tears that would came in his syes,
Twenty-one years o0ld and still have to have the feeling of tears. He
wouldn®t listen to the woman any longer, he would-- He stopped, what
would he do? In the house were people, people, people., The men ig-

nored him except as they needed his service. As though he dAidn’t un-
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derstand what they talked about. Stocks, bonds, banks--always money,
money, money--just as the men whom he used to talk to for Nicholas,

But these men didn't work for theirs és the men icholas kﬁawo They
sat in big offiges--hadn't he heard one of them describe his new suite
of offices for lirs. Northup-=they bought and sold scraps of paper. He
had asked ons of them %0 explain about those stocks.and bonds end or-
geanization of companies, The men had looked surprised, but had explain-
ed. Afterward, he told lirs, Northup her memn apparently contemplated be-
ing e financier. Then lirs. Northup lectured Ivan on his relationship to
her guests, ©She had concluded with a statement that rankled.

“Remember this, no guest is really interssted in the
servants of the hostess except for the serxrvice they give, or occasion-
ally to amuse themselves, Do not bore them by trying to appear intelli-
zent, They do not expect it of you., They know you aren’t, or you would
not remain here.®

But Mrs, lorthup no longer resented Ivan as a sserving
man, his silent sloofmness, his quick, courteous spologies, his unusual
appearance, his unresponsiveness to the interest eny woman showed him,
added much o the atmosphere of her house. She now insisted that he re-
main in livery at all times except as he gardened. He was iﬁdispenaabls
as far ga Zlaine was concerned., Irs, Horthup never gave the child a
thought except as Elaine interfered with Gemands on Ivan's time,

Ivan was reconciled to the work, the jesrs, the

¢lizhts; because only through that could he continue his compenionship



149,

with Zlaine. FHe was willing to make eany sacrifice for that comrade-
ship. Fe hated the parties; he hated-the indifference of the men; °
hated the jeers end open snsers of the two cowhands, the disapproval
of Tad, and of Mike C°Tlynn; he hated the fellow-sufferer attituds of
Stan Northup. But mos® of all he hated the women. They discussed him
in his presence; they asked lirs, Northup guestions about him while he
laid wraps ebout their shoulders or adjusted foot stools, questions
which she enswered evasivaly and indefinitely. Hed it not been for
these thingé, he would not need the mask any longer, but as it was, he
ussd it much, He walked among them like a wooden Indian. DPut he could
not avoid flushing at their comments and edvsness, One woman in par-
ticuler drove him to the diteh bank., He had to talk about it, and the
water people were his only confidents aside from BElaine,

She was & %all, slender, langorous woman, unattached
to any member of the groups she came with. She plainly srmused hersslf
at Iven's expense. She did not conceal her efforts to invite his at-
tentions. Che talked of her failure, with the other guests;, as he
moved among them., She constantly sent him on errands, kept him by her
whenever possible, called for him whensver she knew he was about the
house, asked his advice on personal things; and then laughed at his con-
fusion when she was unable to strike from him the response she desired.

As Ivan squatted on the grass coversed bank, staring
into the water, he was disappointed. The pietures did not leap up to
meet him as they Aid when he had watched them every day. The dreseam

women finally ceme, and then Flaine, then this new kind of woman that
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harressed him, He moved uneasily as he watched her in the water world,
cshe was catehing his hand, his coat, pulling him down besids her; yes,
even on her lsp, running her finger tips over his spine; she aidn’t
pull him toward her, just left thoss hated pointed fingers rest there,
‘ae she let them rest on hie hand when she wanted him to do something
for her or thanked him for some service, but he felt an irresistible
foree drawing him closer to her, A flame seemed to burn within him,
tormenting him until he yielded, For ome joy filled moment he held
her, then slowly she grew larger end larger, and he was belng smother-
ed, crushed, then the water was 2 blaunk or rippling waves.

»Iven Smirnov, if it ever happens you do forget and
hold her like thet, she will smother you; she will piay with you,
make you forget sverything for her, then she vill one day be tired of
you, You have heard icholas tell Henry ¥ronkow of the fine ledies 1n‘ -
prince Marslov®s house; how the prince lost a great estate for one of
them, then when she could get no more from him she laughed at him.
°4 poor man is a fool to fall for a pretty fece,® Henry said. Nicholas
anawered,.“ﬂny'man is a fool to fall for a pretty face, but there is
something about them that gets yﬁu anyway.' cShe isn't pretiy. Besides
I have Elaine.™

The dresm women seemed to mock, “Does Llaine satisfy
what this woman has called up in you?®

The water was flooded with pictures; Farl's wedding,

the pulsing darkness of the room that firet night; Alex's wedding, again
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he saw Agnes on Alex's shoulder, saw her in his arms as he went out of
the ecrowd. Ivan again walked among the maidens, end the dream wousan,
that was no longer Temzie but all the women Ivan had known and dreemed,
called from the moonbeams, from the breezes.

Horses' hoofs clattered on the road, slid to a stop.
A girl’s voice called, “Ivan, Ivan, are you there®™

Ivan leaped to his feet, "“ilaine! Zlainsi®

He laughed aloud as he hurrisd to her. 'hy had he
thought she was not all he needed for complete heppiness?

»Elaine!® he called aggino

They tied her horss to the fence and went back to-
gether to where Ivan had lain watching the pictures.

“Ivan, what have you been doing here? Yhy didn't
you bring me? I hunted for you to ride with ms.%

Ivan hung his head, The memory of his efforis as a
child to showlothers‘his water pilctures flashed before him. He couldn’t
te1l her what he had been doing; for he couwldn®t heve her laugh at him.
They had understood each other so perfectly these three years.

»] can't tell you, ﬁlaineo You wouldn®t understand,
you would laugh at me.”

"Thy, you know I never laugzh at you. Plasase tell me,
or I will think you do not love me.®

BEleck eyes met blue., Elaine moved ecloser %o him,

burrowed her hands into his. “Please, Ivan.®
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Then he told her of his childhood, his mether, his
loneliness, of the picturss that kept him compeny. He watched her as
he talked, Her seyes grew rounder and rounder, sometimes tliey f£illed
with tears that overflowed on her cheeks, There was no laughter.

"Oh, Ivan, I've had pictures too., Only mine were
little ones in the 1illy pool. lMine Jjust never stayed the seme, They
were not wonderful like yours., TFirst thers was a little girl like me,
then the picture was like my father only he had fancy trappings like
the prince in the Sleeping Princess. Then the picture was like my
mother, she was a Red Cross nurse, then a nun, then an actress with
lots of plumes and jewels, and then she was an angel., After you cams,
a knight rode on & charger, and he was like you. Aren’t you glad we
both had pictures? Tell me mors about you.™

#There ien’t much more to tell, only I've been heppy
since I ceame hers, TFirst, I was sad bscause I had not obeysd my fath-
er and married the woman my father picked out for me, but I was glad,
too."

Elaine bristled. "I guess you better be glad,be-
cause you are zoing to marry me. The idea of you marrying an ugly
Rooshin woman., You shall not.”

Iven smiled and patted her hand, but back of the
smile was a little ache at her words, only he of Rooshins was not ugly
o her,

WPell me some more about hereo”
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®"hen I cams to work for your father, he said i%
was not an easy job becsuse I didn’t know so many things I éoul& have
to do, I believe.your father was sorry for me was why he hired ms,
but I wanted work, and I wented to get eway from my psople. 'hen Ted
took me into my vroom and said, °This is your room,° I couldn't talk,
I just sank down in the chai¥. A room all by myself, and a bed., "hen
I got up, my legs were shaking, I patted everything in the room, the
bed, the dresser, the drawers, the book shelf, the books, the chair,

the rocker, the pictures, and the peper on the wall, I love it yet.™

“But Ivan, that room isn®t very nice. TFather scolded

mother when she had them f£ix it into a room for the houseboy as she
ecalled him then, It was Jjust a storeroom.”

#I know now, Zlaine, that it isn't a very nice room,
but it is so much nicer than whers T had lived. That room is as big
as our whole house was, and there wers seven of us to stay in it. I
heve bezen so happy here. It is snother case where there must be a
sacrifice if thers is to be happiness. That first night, I shall
never forget. Tad ceme up afier supper, dinner, I mean, and said if
I would came down he would show me where the shower was. The only
shower I knew was the kind it rains, but I went. %hen he said lirs.
Vorthup demanded that the house smployees shower at least once a day,
{4 seemed I was back in school again, and the teacher was saying,
wgghl you are dirty, dirtyl™ And the towels, it is nice to wipe on

towels, Then there was the wash basin at the pump with soap right
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by it. It even makes me. ashemed now to remember how much I d4id no®
know. "

"irs, O0'Flynn says that you are a nature.ily ¢clean
person. She says there is a difference. Iost of the Rooshins look
greasy no matter how much they scour, but you look clesan even though
you are dirty."

"See here, young lady, have you been discussing ms
with Hrs. 0'Flynn?®

%0h, everybody discusses you. Even the women that
visit mema, You know you are very unusual.”

Ivan shut his eves, Thers was that woman intruding
again.

w"I'm glad you didn't say 'different,’ I feel 1like a
sort of curiosity whemever I hear the word ‘different.’™

"why? Anybody would like t0 be you."

wFlatterer,” suddenly he hed the girl in his arms,
he rocked her baeck and forth. "Elaine! I am t00 happy here, It will
not last, Always there must be sacrifice if you have the things that
make you happy. I have everything, everything, money, and you, and I
do not zive anything--just work. Happiness lasts only a little whilse.
Then it will vanish, dut pain lives alweys, to me it must come agein.”

As suddenly as the mood swept him, it was gone. He
blushed furiously. He was not demonstrative for he feared rebuff.

vhat if he had offended her? He was more and more i1l at sase undey
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her steady bright gaze.

»Ch, Zleins, I didn’t tell you about that first
night, aia I?" |

She shook her head, but continued to stare at him.

*I will never forget the "feel’ of the shesets when
I slipped between them. They were the first shests I ever slept om,
the first bed I ever slept in. TThen I thought about my rag pils at
home, I wrigsled like a young pup in relief at losing his first flsa.
It was graé.tﬁ"

They laughed togsther, _laughed inmoderately, both
hed come close to o new and unknown experience., Then eyes looked in-
to eyes, stilled the lsughter; slowly they leened together. THer arms
reached up around him; he held her close; he kissed her hair, her eyes,
whispering, "My angel, my angel.”™ Then he relsased her.

w}jow, princess, I must go home, I will be cast desp
in the dungson for neglecting my duty to the fair ladies. But I had
to come away. If I had not I would never have known about your plstures,
low I am not ‘differsnt.® There is scomeons like me.™

"hy did you call me princess? Am I like a princesse?
Am I in your water pieture?®

»To myself I have slways called you princess. You
are like a princess, more beautiful than the most beautiful pieturs
pringsess I havé ever seen., And I am your devoted slave.”

@Ch, Ivan. You are such a handsome slave. IMch better



i

156,

looking than any of the men mother has.”

"Stop 1¢! I am already Tloating on air, my head
will burst if you keep up your flattery. Let me put you on your
horse, "

e are going to ride doubls., Don't you remsmber
the picture of the princess when the prince carries her off%"

"But I am not a prince, I am only a slave.” His
face was very solemn,

“That mekes no matter. “hen I command you, you
must obey, or why should I be a princess. You get on the horse and
1ift me upo”

So. they rode homs. As they rode into the yard,
the woman who had driven Iven to seek the water watched with jealous
eyes, Ivan's devotion to the girl and his seeming indifferenca to
her, angered her, As the man and child came toward the house, she
auickly settled herself on the settes. She watched with bright, haxrd
ayaé as Ivan stopped Zlaine to adjust the bow she wors on her hair,
then curled some of the golden hair,that was disarranged, over his
long fingar%;watched the girl 1ift innocent confident blue eyes to
the dark ones above her., sShe watched as Ivan stooped and kissed the
parted lips. ©She lamghed mockingly, "I wouldn®t resent a nurse if
he wers as chamming as you., Really, the child is gquite too old for
go much brotherly gallemtry, and quite too young for so much gentle-

manly courtesy. 3She cemnot appreciate her rare zood fortune., If you
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are interested in chanzing positions, look me up., I'm sure you would
find a big zirl more exciting, and more satisfying. VYes? ind I am
sure quite as safe és a child, if that is what you wish."

BElains, syses flashing end nostrils guivering, re-
torted, "No, no. That isn’t what he wents, You wouldn't mind having
a lover like him either, dbut you can't., I am goinz to marry him when
I am old enocugh. im I not, Ivan?®

Ivan patted the hand that lay on his arm, but his
face was flushed and troubled, "If you care t0.7

The woman'’s tinkling laushter followed after them
as the man led the girl away.

wglaine, your mother says we are not to be rude to
a guest. You were very rude.”

"But, Ivan, she i3 making eyes at you all the time.
She is disgusting, I really don't see hbw you keep your head under
it, for she is a dsuced attractive women. There must be somsthing in
you that éé do not know about.”

“glainel”® Iven's volce was sharp, his eyes clouded,
“do not talk so. That is not my little princess talking. "here have
you heard such thinze? You should not even know of them,"

Tlaine began to ery, "I heard father tell mother
that, He sald to get rid of the woman. She isn't fit %o be with rs-
epectable péopleo But mamma seid everyone had her; in fact she was

sort of a fad., She is the New woman, If she wanted to amuse herself
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with a country bumpkin like you, what difference did it make?"
iy dear, we have forgotten her, have we not? e
will not remember there are such people.” But in his mind ran the

thought that there were uglier things than labor, birth, and death,
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The year of 1917 brought an era of chemnge, cata-
glysmic for many. Zlaine Northup was eleven, a slender graceful girl
who danced like a fairy, playsd the violin with the abandon of an
artist, loved passionately the horses in her father’s string, the
flovers in Ivan’s garden, her father and Ivan. Dut she was seifish,
pampered, willful. Whenever she was at home she followed Ivan in
whatever he did, demanded that he read for her and tell her stories,

She brought her frisnds home with her, and thsy, too, prsémpted Iven.

He had to help all of them with their lessons, had to tell them storiss,

hed to do his roping stunts for them, had t¢ dance with them and for

them,

The love he had for the girl hed growm; it filled
his entire 1life; it shut out every umpleasantness. Through her, he
peceived all hie plsasure; through serving her, he gleamed heppiness;
in her approval, he found joy. The criticism of lirs. Northup, the
advice of Mrs., C'Flynn, the jeers of the men meant nothing; he dis-
missed them as Jjealousies because the golden creature prsferred him.
And she did.

“hen she was 111, it was Ivan who stayed with her,
answering her every wanb. When thers were new-dresses to choose, he
picked the colors. ﬁb helped her write poetry, he worked mathematics
for her, he read her history for her then told her the story. TFor
Ivan, there was no life outside the confines of the Northup ranch ex-

cept as 1t touched IElaine.
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Vhen April 6, 1817, came and passed, it left a
country patriotism mad, Suddenly peaceful men who had truly adopted
the country as their own, who werse loyal to it as far as their un-
derstanding went, were dragged ignominiously before a flag they had
hitherto respected and to which they wers willing to do homage; and
they were forced to humble and abase themselves., Suddenly the ab-
stract word, “eitizen,™ stood a specifiec end conerete thing., Inten-
tion, past actions, integrity of charaeter, meant nothing; eitizen
was the criterion by which everyone was judged. Ivan was not a eiti-
zen; citizenship had meant mothing t¢ him, It was a word with only
a dictionery mesning until suddenly men were demanding in strident
voices, "are you a citizen?”

He turnsd to 3tan Northup, "sm I a citizen??

wThank God, no."

The two Northup cowhands had enlisted., GStan sent
them off with hand shaking and back slapping, but swore because he
wae increasing his herds to meet the demand for bsef and he was left
short handad.o Iven now had his turn with the cattls., He rushed from
the corral to the houss. He was again losing hls sleskness.

Mike 0'Flynn, fiery Irishmen that he was, sincs he
was t00 old for service wented Ivan naturalized; wantsed hinm to enlist.

“Ztan, that ‘reller just belongs to you. You ean
make him do whatever you want. You better get him naturalized. Send

him to the army. It would make a man of him."
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"You old Irish fool, what do you want to do? Take
ny last hand? I am lucky he is a Rooshin.®

®That feller isn’t sven a g£ood Rooeshin. ‘A man dossn’t
have no mount of backbons in him if he doesn't belong to some country.
Why if he went back to Russia--and that old man of his should be sent
back thers--Russia wouldn’t have him. They would run him out. Fe
doesn®t talk like & Rooshin, and ths Good Lord knows he doesn’t act
like one, For all his juggling dishes for so long, he is really = white
man, and he should belong to a white man’s country.”

‘Piike, you tend to your own businsss, I won't have
a cowhand left if you keep tryin? to make soldiers of them."

Ivan and Zlaine, their faces serious, hurried to Stan.

“Father, Ivan and I have been talking. We have de-
cided that he should join the army singe=="

"Join the ayay? Just let him try joining the army."”
sten's face was purple. %I just got this old fool settlsd and now you
start in. If everyone joins the army, who is goin® to feed the amy?
How am I goin® to get cattle on the market without cowhands? I supposs
you and Minnie O°Flynn will help.™

“Listen, father, until I finish. Since you have no
sons, Ivan could go for us.”

*That is eleven yeer old reasoning for you. vhat
about those two fellows that just left? How many sons do you suppose

I have to have?®
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"Father, will you please be still? Then Ivan could
vindicate his father and the Russo-Cermans, Now Ivan tells me those
Russian Cermans and his father really think America is a wery wonder-
ful place, Ivan has heard them tell about how much better it is than
either Russia or Germany-<have you not, Ivan? But they just do not um-
derstand about this war, they d;MZ;derstand that when the United States
goes to war it is everybody’s war, and if you o to war you get paid
for it, and if you stay at homs you pay for the war but you get paid
back., That is the reason they have tried 80 hard to get out of buyinz
liberty bonds., It is only land that they think is safe for money. "hy,
Ivan’s father would not even take a check for his work; he had Yo have
coins, That would they know gbout bonds? They would think their money
waz just being given away, and that they would never get it again. That
is what would happen in Ruseia if there was war, ths poor people have
to pay for it, and they never get emything back. Really, it is an awful
lot to expect people to lesrn all in a few months. They even painfted
the Smirnov house yellow because they didn’t want to buy bonds. They
finally 4id, though, Not even I understand all this war business and
bonds perfectly.”™

014 Stan grunted, "I guess you don't understand it
at all, If you got the high idea that this ons Rooshin, who isn’t rsally
a Rooshin at all, will make psople feel any better toward the rest of
them by going to war, you are mistaken. Iwvan, do you want to go to war?"

' wir, Northup, Zlaine thought--*
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"That’s what I thought, 'Elaine thought.® WVell,
Blaine gets over thinking., You avre stayinz here; you will be busy
enough to satisfy both your patriotiec :I.mpulseso-“

Ivan's relation to the war was thus briefly settled.
But another brick was added to the wall that shut him from contact
with his fellowmen. liorthup®s protection sawved him from great annoy-
ance, but the stigma of the Smirnov name was on him. That Northup
later helped him to citizenship, could not erase it., Ivan had again
been made a pawn in a sacrifice that was too great a price for the re-
turns received.

Under the new hurry and rush, Ivan saw less of
Zlaine, but the tie was not broken. ¥hen O°Flynn went to town, Ivan
still sent for little gifts, a bow of bright ribbon, a handkerchief,

a candy favor, & trinket. She still met him at the door when his work
in the ranch yard was done and his duties in the house began, leny
nights he fell to sleep over the books he tried to rsad or study.

New cattle was entering the Northup feed lots to
take the place of fattensed ones that were driven to the pens. Grassers
were brought in; kept a few months; turned into the lots; then sent out
again, It was a time of rush and flurry.

But time and experience never stand still, and man
does not step in the seme river twice. Tlaine had left infancy end
childhood, and now she was approaching adolescéncs, MNell Northup had

sreat social ambitions for her., lirs, Northup had never been able to
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mold her husband into the man she wanted him to be. Marriage had not
satisfied her. She turned first to carving out a place in society for
herself, Now that her daughter had passed the trying and uninteﬁ@eting
age of childhood end girlhood, Nell was determined %o make her a means
of advance. MNrs. Northup rsalized her own attractivsness would soon
fade, she had almost reached the peak of her suceess, but, throuch a
talented and bsautiful dsughter, she might reach unlimited heights. She
must coneentrate every effort on the preparation of Zlaine for the ful-
fillnent of those ambitions.

She found difficulty in making contacts with her
daughter. 3laine had her own interests, her own ideas, her own em-
bitions, Nell Northup began to break down and set asides these ob-
stacles, It was not easy, and she was not a patient woman. Ivan stood
in her way.

First, she telked to Elains sbout Ivan., She eriti-
eized his owl-1like silences, his inability to exmpress himself, his
quaint mannerisms. It was adroitly dons, not pointed comments but
satires, imitstions, caricatures., Then she began diseussin& the com-
panions a girl of Elaine’s age should have., But Ilaine was not inter-
ssted in her mother's qpinions nor in her mother, She listened polite-
ly, but she was bored. After a few of these discoursss, she didn’t con-
ceal her boredom., Nell was not accustomed to borihg psople. In her
owvn mind, she decided the girl was as obtuse as her father. It would

really bs difficult to overcome what now seemed a regrstvable childhood
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influence,

Ivan began o feel the sting of the woman?s disapproval.
It was difficult to keep up all the things he must do., His work was nev-
er satisfactory. =She expected the same service from him as he had given
when his whole time was devoted to the houss. Ivan doubled his efforts,
but lell always found something to complain about.

He noticed that Tlaine seldom met him at the door, and,
when she did, she looked back as if frightened. Then one day when he
came to the house unexpectedly, he overheard lirs. Northup talking to Stan.

"Stan, it must stop. I will not have her tegging around -
with that Ruseisn as though he were her brother. Today she cried when
she was leavingz becsuse she couldn®t tell him zoodbye. She said he would
be hurt because she hadn?t seen him. It certainly wasn’t her fault she
hadn’t. I practically had to hold her last night when she saw him coming
to the house., And she acts just the seme when people ars hers., 'hat do
you suppose they think?®

#If I remember, some of them sort of envied her.”

"Stan, will you shut up? You know as well as I, that
this idiotic companionship must stop.”™

®She has been doing it ever since he came here. hy
raise such a rumpus nowe"

“"She was a c¢hild then. ﬁormally, children outgrow
their nurses, I did.™

“You have outgrown most things of your youth, have
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you not? But.what is the difference? The fellow is respecteble, "’hy,
afyone who has really known him, knowe that. They all think he is as
decent a fellow as they ever met,”

"Stan "Iﬁ‘onr'l;}n,p.l::9 will you never have a senss of the
fitness of things? A4 girl sntering high school and still hanging onto
that Russian scum, still kissing him good night just as shs does you,
in faet more enthusiastically. %hat business has he in the house, sny-
way? 7hat business has an asble bodied man, twenty-two or -three vaars
0ld, doing out of the army, anyway? “hy isn’t he in the army?™

“Because I don‘’t want h_ifh thers, And you keep out
of that."™

"lell, he isn’t any 2ood in the house since you in-
sist on his working all the time. He smells like a stable., HEs bslongs
in the bumkhouse, and that is where he is going to be ssnt. If you
won't do it, I will. He should be discharged. He has no respect for
clase levsls, but sines he is such a valusbles man and you cannot run
the ranch without him, I suppose he will have to hang around. Put he
is going to stay away from Elsins., The trash, the siacker, Uzhi® Her
voice was shrill.

"~ Sten Vorthup was uncoufortable.

"Sure, Nell, sure. If that's the way you fssl about
it. I.«‘Iik.e has wanted him for several ysars, Thinks Ivan could be train-
ed to take his place. I°ll be glad %o have him working with Mike steady.

I have always feolt sort of msan keepingz him at this house job when all
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» the hoys raﬁ%a him so, Put understanﬁ‘phie, I%11 not get anyone to

take his place in the house. Tou're a snob, and about as cheaﬁ as
you meke them, As long as the fellow was any use in teking care of
Zlaine,; he was welcome to work himself to death for her, but sshen you
nsed something to do to pass your tiﬁe, he is kicked out,. You'rs not
putting anything over on me, Nell. TYou'll cut out your dumb partises,
or do the work yourself.” :

- Ivan did not listen to more. He silently left the
house. Ee tried to shut out what he had heard, He did not want to
think gbout it. Thers grew within him a great fear, a feeling of in-
sscurity., His companionship with Elaiﬁé was menaced, Shg was bound
up with his fesling of peace, Jo¥, hope. Before he had known her,
there had baen.nons of thess, Bscause he must Jjudge the future by
the past, a future without her was a blacﬁ abyss, pain filled, and
ite extent unplumbed. He tried to recall the dream woman, Tamzis; any
of the fantasies tﬁat had been the companions of his loneliness before
Tlaine f£illed his thoughts. But only oné face answered him, Elaine’s,
Again ﬁa felt the brand of 'different,’ amnd it rankled. He had been
Pighting his antipathy of the term. His difference from his people in
physical appearance was an asset; hia‘difference in mental attitude,
Blaine thought, made him akin to her.

FEis thoushte derted from éne thinz to another, seek-

'ing escape; but they were diragged back to Zlaine, He had %o zive her

up. FHis companicnship would injure her, Then he reasoned with himself--
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that is not ite--I will not injure her--I will make her more beautiful,
more perfect-=but lirs, Northup sses she is beautiful--she wants her, |
too. ©She is afraid of me--she knows 7laine loves me--but what is the
difference who Elaine loves--that womean has money and power, she ean
take her away from me--I will find a way. But Nicholas is right, monsy
and power gets everything.

Ivan moved about with drawn face and haunted eyes.

He watched the sun, and knew only its heat; he saw the moon, and found
only darkness; he heard the calling and laughing of msn, and marked
only noise; he bowed bensath the rain, and sensed only wmoisturs, The
'fael of life' was gone; there was only bshavior, mechanical reactions,
raith and hope without which no man lives, was going.

Fe mumbled %0 himself, "“glaine will soon be home., I
must deeide, If I stay in the house, 21l the time {that women will drive
me with her tonzue. £laine may believe that I am not doing my work well.
She may think 1ll of me. Her mother will keep her away from me., I will
never sée her except when her mother is with us; I will be avkward under
that women'®s looks., I will not stay there., I will ask Stan if I may
move to the shack whers Mike lived before Stan built the new house for
them, Thy had I not thought of that before? IZlains will come there
with me, I will really have her all to mysélfa I_n my own house, I can
be a figure, I won't be a servant there. %Why have I not thought of
that before?

A look of rslief came into Stan llorthup®s eyes when
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Ivan epproached him about moving, but in his bluff way he questioned.
Ivan felt sure he wanted to know if Iirs, lNorthup had spoken to him.

"What is the matter? Don®t you like it whers you
arse™

"Very much, but I like the outdoor work."” Ivan knew
the little room over the kitchen would always bz a beautiful placs in
MEMOTY o

"Then you want %o give uwp butlering altogether?”

"I wouldn't just say that, lir. Horthup. But if you
can use me outside, I would like that.”

wiissus hasn't been ridin’ you lately, has she®"

"liot in particular, sir.™

"ot in particular, hesh? Sort of a habit with hex.
I don’t blame you; it isn’t a man's Jjob. Then you been doubling up
since the other boys left. Guess I will have to get a woman for the
houss, Iike's been wanting to train you for a foremsn., Says he is
getting too old for his job. Go shead and let him try."”

Because lNorthup had a guilty feelinz about Ivan, he
fixsd the shack as comfortably as the building would permit. In the
one rocm he placed the furniture Ivem had in his room in the house,
In the other, he placed a couch, a table, an easy chair, a rocksr, and
some book racks. He filled the rack with books.

I "4ny time you want more books come to the house

after them., Thought maybe you would be interssted in bookkesping if
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you plam managing a ranch. You will £ind soms books here."

"ir, Northup, you've been good to me., I will try
0 repay you. It doesn’t seem I have ever besn anywhere but here, You
and Tad and Mike seem like wmy fathers.®

"You’re an unusuel youngster., I know you are a man,
but you sort of seem like a boy to me., I guess I do have a fatherly
interest in you. But you have changed a lot since I picked you up
that day, scared, tired, §§§i no place to go. You got brains and guts.
If you keep on stickin® %o me you'll come out all right.®

Ivan waited eagerly for Elaine. Then she knew what
had happened in her absence, she rebelled against it. With the un-~
restraint of youth she told Hell Northup more nearly the truth than
the woman wished to hear, =laine flsd to Ivan., She cried out her
grief in his arms. He told her of the plams he had for them. They
would have many happy hours together, ©She would come out to his shack
whege she would be the princess, and he would be her slave. Then they
inspected the royal domain together. They planned long rides together,
and, just in case they wers not pemmitted to see each other as they
plamned, they would meet at the irrigation diteh. They had the air of
conspirators when'they parted. '

But Nell orthup had also planned. Zlaine was soon
caught up in the excitement of the new venture of hish school. To make
the brsak from the influence of her father and Ivan more complste, lrs.

Northup arranged for Llaine to remain in town. She wanted a private
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school, but Sten refused that. She filled the wesk-ends with parties,
contests, entertainments,and visits, Ivan did not see Elaine for wesks
at a time, Thers were no more bright ribbons, pratty b@xas-of candy,
The first weeks he had brought them as usual, but they lay unclaimed on
his teble for weeks. 'hen Zlaine did coms, she took them with a per-
functory, "Thank you,” then hurried to tell him of some new adventure.
There was not time for secrets to be shared, for drsams to be told, for
plans to be made. Then even the visits stopped.

Ivan had never gone to town except on rars occasions
when necessity demanded, but he began going whenever anyone asked him
in the hope that he might see Tlaine, Cnece and once only, he went to
the house where she staysd, and asked for her, 3Ihe was out., He felt
frozen by the coldness of the meaeid and by his own timidity, He saw
dlaine only once; A gay group of youngsters passed him, entered a drug
store. He followed. After a time, Elaine noticed him. She waved and
called to him.

wIvan, Ivan, how are you? Come over here with us.®

Ivan's heart hemmered; a fixed grin bhurt his Tace as
he approached them. ZElaine continued, "You remember Iven, don't you?
Remember the roping tricks he used to do for us, and the dances?" She
whirled to one of her group. "liadge, I have it. Do you remember that
dance whers you approach your partner, salute, whirl, and all that busi-
ness? 7hy not use that for that number we have to give?"

Ivan was forgotten as they all chattered together.
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Zlaine did not mean to be unkind. She was just young, sazer for 1life
and adventure, intent on her ovn smell world. Nell Horthup wes no
fool, Ivan did not go to town again, he settled back in ths rut of
existence, Thers was only flaine’s gay call as she raced along the
roads, or her friendly smile when they met. But hungry hearts fesd
on morsels; he took out each little incident and trsasured it; he be-
gan to return to his dreem world., In it he built a shrine and placed

therein the memory of his princess,

The war was over but there was still a profit in
wheat, Besides speculation was everywhers infecting the air. The mad
whirljycereated as an aftermath of the maelstrom of war, still gﬂpped.
the world. The llorthup ranch and its inhabitants were inithe great
wash.

Mike O°'Flynn slapped Ivan on the back, "Why, you old
sun-of-a-gun, sort of put one over on ms. Tou actually gone and done
it? Rented a whsat farm. But you'll maks it, you'll maske it. Did you
have the money?"

wYes, I had to empty my money sack to pay the rent
and deposit snough for the salary for the family on the place., Iiike,

I don't bslieve a Smirnov ever before took chances like that with money.
It is plain gambling. Ve are not a betting people. hen Nicholas Smir-

nov hears of this he will be sure I am possessed., His methods are slow-
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er but they are surer. He would never put his hopes on the haywire
ideas of em old Irish cow foreman.® Ivan®s face was grim, although
he joksd.

"You can’t o wrong, son. Heven't I told you just
how to do 1t? And to think I thought half the time you weren®t listen-
ingl®

"I’vs done as you told me. There is seventssn hun-
dred acres and this the third year for wheat. It is the ranch forty-
five miles south and west of here. That is the most desolate country
I have ever seen. !iilss and miles without a tree, and the housss far
spart. I hired the woman and her two sons that trisd to raise wheat
on the land the last two years to do the work. Rented the implements
on the same rent they had.™

"Don't you worry,son. You'll make a killin®,® Mike
chuckled.

"Yes? That is what that woman and her sons thought,
but they barely made sexpenses.” .

"ifheat is going to be worth money for a year or. tvwo
yet, and that land has its good year about one in four. Next year will
be its fourth. Te will zo down to see how it is getting along.™

Mike 0'Flynn was one of those men who know everything
about their own job and have big ideas about many other jobs. IEver
gince the war had created the damand for wheat, and the prairie on the

the
ridge betwsen the Platte andjirkansas was broken, liiks had expounded
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on the possibility of big money from wheat. All the tims he and Ivan
rode the range, Mike talked wheat, wheat, wheat. Vhen he went to town
he spent his time with the men interested in wheat. He knew the dates
for sowing, the best method of-tdking care of newly turned sod, market-
ing costs and conditions, methods of hervesting, men who were interest-
ad in renting implements for wheat farming. He knew availabls wheet
ranches,.the possibilities of crops. Theorstically, he was a success-
ful wheat farmer., Ivan listened carefully and, in the night when he
wished to get away from the thought of Zlains, he went over this date.
He, too, began to listen to wheat men. O'Flynn's theoriss seemed
grounded on facts.

To combet Nell Northup, Ivan needed money. He count-
ed his savingga He had enough to finance the project.

. That evening Ifike met Northup at the gate of the

ranch, swung into the seat beside him, He was burstinz with his news.

"Didn?t I.tell you that Rooshin has a head on him?
He fented that big vheat ranch I tried to get you %o rent. He'll make
more on thet in one year then you will in ten years on COWS. Hs is go-
ing to make a better manager than I ever did. Etlis Just 1in him %o
bring in the dollars."

orthup grumbled, "Yes, and hold onto then, "

Iike 1gnora§‘the remark. "He's & smart fellsr. Look
what he has done since he has been here. Came in 1913, didn®t he? 1In

the six years he saved enougch to turn this deal. Say, I found ou% he
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made a little during the war, t00o., He furnished some of the Russians
north of the river with cattle and sheep, and then took a share of the
profits, ever spends anything except for Elaine., Since she‘is Zons,
he saves all of 1%,V '

"Yes, he and his tribe will bs sittin’ pretty in this
valley when the rest of us are in the poor house. While he is maekin®
money, I'm layin® it out, Mike, I have promised that darn womam I?1l
build a house.”

“what®s the matter with that house? It's been here
forty yeers, Always was the best lookin® house in the country till
they built some of them new ones the last few years, I remember when
vour granddad built it. I was etill ridin® herd., Don't you hate %o
gse it tornm down? Cosh, man, you just can’t do that.”

"You see, it's this way. DTlaine’s going to be oud
of high school in a eduple yvears, then she will be going to collsge.
It doesn't make so much difference what kind of house she's got now
bacauss everyﬁody around her knows us, but, when she gets eway from
here and brings back her friends, they might not think so well of hevr.
vou know, after all, Hike, birds are known by their feathers. You and
me are sort of old fogies, 'fe don’t keep up with the new fangled no-
tions,™

] guess you are right, but it won't seem like the
same old place, Things are changing too fast for me."

- #If you will notice, most of the really progressive
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people are building., There is a whole row of new houses in iforgan,
and they are fine ones %00,"

wo3tan Northup, I don’s ses as that mekes any differ-
ence in the people., I think folks has sort of lost their heads with
all these high prices and this excitement and rushin® around they‘re
doin®, Better slow down a little, or we will be gettin® into trouble.
Them arguments you been puttin® up ars not yours, they're Hell Northup's.
I never knowed you to be quotin®’ women's ideas befors, inother thing,
Zlaine is drivin’ that car too fast. IEven Ivan’s worryin® about it, and,
ﬁhen he thinks anything she does is not perfect, it is time to look imto
it.™

"She is sort of burnin® up daydight but she is a zood
driver, ©She sure is & grand kid."” He sat desp in thought. "But I'm
afraid Nell will spoil her. 411 she thinks is havin® the kid performin’
or going somawhéree She is never at home a minute, I don't hardly get
to see her., Last week she give a recital and two numbers at dinners in
Denvero‘ Every week it is something."

liike rubbed his chin. ©“I wondered when you would get
to thinkin® about that.”

"Pimes change. ‘e are 0ld timers, Mike, old timers.
Times will never be like they used to. Hello, Ivan, li{ike says you are
a wheat baron now. Might let a fellow in om your big 3c00D."

"ihenl you, 1ir, Northup,” Ivan stammered, ©I'1l be glad

to. I didn't suppose you would be interested, seeing it is wheat.®
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Stan laughed, "I'm not. OCattle is good enough for
me, Mike had tried to rope me in on that for the last two years. I'm
not that kind of sucker.” -

"Don't mind him, Ivan, .Ha-will be whistling a dif-
fersnt tune when harvest comes in next sumumer,”

But Ivan thouzht about it much., Sometimes he was sure
that Stan was right, he had been a °sucker? roped in by the over-enthusiaem
of a man who knew nothing about wheat. But as he and Mike visited the
vast field from time Yo time, his enthusiasm returned and his confidence.
Ivan, too; had listened to the schemes for quick wnoney, the building of
fortunes on street corners,

He saw the seed bed when the drills had made their
fine lines down the acres, He saw it when the black loam pin-striped
with green lay demp from a slow rain., Hse saw it when the tender blades
nede a soft mass stretching away to the horizon., He saw it a gresn
waving sea, Then he saw it in the glory of its fruitage. _

He looked out over the golden sea. It rippled into
waves under the caressing breath of the-July wind. A soft swishing mur-
aur filled the air. Zech heavy head swayed gracsefully on its slender
stem bowinz and courtesylng to its neighbor, whispering of its golden
horde, Ivan’s heart raced with the beauty of_ita Por long he had for-
gotten beauty except as it swelled in the humen form. He felt himselfl
sway with the movement of the field; his head bowed with the bearded

‘plumes, KHe felt the full glow of the fruiting time of life within himes
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self, He knew the spirit of the harvest,

Soon, all was stir and hurry. The stamping of horses,
the creaking of harness, the clatter of combines, the put-put of enzines,
mingled with the excited voicses of hurrying men. Then the harvest began.
Bleached stubble trailed after the combines, Into -sacks, ran the golden
grain, Truck followed truck hauling away the precious cargo. 5

Ivan®s hands trembled when he received his last check.
The Smirnovs had never used banks, nor had they zleaned in such sums,
Poxr one sslf-satisfying mcma'nt he dreamed of parading his wealth bsfors
the Smirnovs., He would vindicate himself, justify his actions in the
one way that he knew the Smimnovs would understand. In place of the slip
of paper he held in his hand, a huge pils of glittering zold pieces were
in the room; around them, stood the 1lly-kept and smelly Smirnovs, their
eyes bulzing, their mouths open; staring first at the coins ax;d then at' :
him, He, i?n the black livery of the Horthup serving wan, lsaned non-
challantly by the window, ﬁe light from the coins and from the window
focused on him; suddenly they all dropped to their kness., INicholas
1ifted his arns to him, "Iy son, forgive me. I did not lmow how wonder-
ful you were,” |

But it was only a dresm. Never would Nicholas Smirnov
say that. Iven was not sleek and smooth, Eis halr was matted with per-
apimﬁons’his overalls were dust csked. In his hands was the slip of

paper, a slip of paper that he might trade for land, aund within his comn-
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sciousness was a great sslf-complacency, but, within his hsart, was

loneliness,

In the ysars that followed the war, the tempo of
life was spesded until only the kesnest could keep abraast the pace-
satters, Human nature had perhaps not changed but it took on a dif-
ferent venser. The Northups swung with the tide.

As Iven sat in the high school auditorium weiting
for the cammenqament exercises to begin, a kaleidoscopic view of ths
past few yeafs spread before him. And as he viewed it, he repsated
to himself, "lothing remains the seme, all is change, Today we arse
not what we wers yesterday; tomorrow we will not be what we are to-
day.® He looked over the assemblage, He saw among them a scattering
of the Ruseo-Cermans, parente who -looked uneasily about them, ill at
ease in that group, yet tinged with a certain pride. They were par-
ents whose fathers had not cared much for education, but they were
seeking to give their children aﬁvantaéma denied to them., He saw
ranchers who, like Northup, trusted to cattle, who had failed to read
the sigzns of the $ime, end were in financial distress, They had built
up their herds to meet the demands of war, and they hed been caught
with those herds, They had seen the beef market °go begging® while
their mortzagss went on drawing interest, waiting the time of fore-

closure, He saw wheat men who continued producinz the maximum acreage;

S e e, W
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crying for war markets because they must pay war prices for production,
He saw ranchers who had grown beets since the industry first opened in
their section, sweating under the new regulations the factory was place
ing on them, Philippine sugar was drugging a market already gorgsed by
over-production to meet war demands., He saw merchants and shop men who
still flourished, but were beginning to complain of holding worthless
paper. He saw bankers who looked harrassed.

The Northups sat with the social elite. Iven watched
with smolderinz eyes the proud lift of Nell Northup's zolden hesd, She
was polished; adamant, scornful of the pathos about hsr. She felt it
s0 common that her daughter should graduate from the public schools. He
inagined he heafd her explaining, "It is Stan’s democratic idea that
Blaine should zraduate from the public school.” During the war, her
name had headed Red Cross committee lists, charity entertainments, wel-
fare projects. Since the war, there had been a zayer and gayer whirl of
activ;tieaa The mors conservative social group had long been left be-
hind., Many lines marked Stan Horthup's face.

Horthup had built the.house lell wanted, a palatial
structure after the style of the old Spanish dons in southern California.
Put it was not 2 home to Stan., Ivan recalled a conversation when the
house had first been finished,

@] gusss it ie all right. Building has cost a mint
of money, more than I had anticipated. And the inside was planned and

finished by a fellow llell had down from Chicago. e was a friend, but
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he sent a bigger bill tham a highwayman would be expected 0. That
furniture doesn’'t look like a ranch house to me, I don't believe I'll
ever feel at homs in it.”

Ivan had asked, “Does Zlaine like 1%2"

"Yes, she is crazy about it. At times she seems
very like her mother. I've always hoped she would be like my mother,
and I used to think she would., But what time does she have for de-
veIOping character? This always going, going, going, isn®t good for
young girls.”

“Ti{mes are changing, »r, Northup.™

"Some thinge must rémain the same if the world keeps
on being a it placs to 1live in, things like truth and honesty and re-
spect.™

Ivan, in hisz obscure corner of the auditorium, won-
dered if t?xose things still persisted in the form Stan Northup‘’s mother
had known them. Ne, Ivan, had failed to keep the tradition of his peo-

ple. His head drooped as he remembered. Again he felt the hot shame

that had filled him when he had left his father’s roof, but now, as then,

there was mingled with it exultation. Nicholes Suirnov was dead, A4nd

Ivan had not known until Mike C°*Flynn had heard it in the town. Then one

day Ivan met Karl, Alex, and Peter with their wives, on the strest. They
were taking care of their father's will., Ivan spoke his netive tongue

1ess fluently. Xe had had more use of ths Cerman.

%] sm never in the town. 3So seldom have I seen you.
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I am sorry about my father, I alWays wanted him 0 forgive ms,"

It was Agnes who answered, "That doss not matter.
For long he hated all of us, He talked ;lways of Tamzie and of you,
He was forever geotting you mixed. Hs éhought you had talen Tamzie
away from him. He thought you 4id it becauss he beat you when you
had that coin. He tried, sometimes, to drive us all away so you
would come back and bring Temzie. It is better that he is dead. Iow
we can live.™

Alex caught her arm, "Put a curb on that sharp
tonzue. He was our father.®

It had been long since Ivan had heard a woman thus
spoken to0. He was shocked at the appearsnce of the@groupo Karl was
an old man slthousgh not forty; Alexia was broad, he&vy, and her clothes
were in the same style as her mother’a; &gnas; t00, was heavy, although
she'maﬂe en effort to kesp abreast of the times in a tawdry fashion,
She was only a few years older than Ivan, but she had coarsened and
l§0ked unkept. FKosa was uglier than in youth, if that were possibls.
Zach woman had borme children at leasﬁ'svery two years, sometimes
oftener, but death made heavy inroads, Alexla had lost two in suc-
cession in the early months of pregnency. <he was always gizhing, and
was in much pain. |

Tvan Qared not zo on thinking about them, criticizing

them., "ihere is Catherine?"

wshe is at home. She is almost blind, no good teo

P R T Y
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anyone," Karl answered.

What do you plan to do? How much land have youf?"®

Karl answered again, "Two hundred and forty acres.
e will keep on as wa have do;zeo"

Agnes interrupted, "eare not, we will farm it bo-
gether but each shall do as he wishee with his share of the profits.®

Then they all talked together, arguing, bickering.
Ivan frowned, a sense of shock sgain filling him. There ﬁas such cone=
fusion, such clacking of tonsues, harsh, ummelodicus. Hed 1% always
bzen that way? He had not recalled his home with plsasure, but this
was worse than memory painted it.

Karl turned from the rest, "It is only by a chance
that you did not share in the land, OCasting out a son in this land
does not keep him from sharing in his father’s estate;, If Henry Kron-
kow had not heard it discussed, father would not have known about mal-
ing the will.”

] am glad he knew, but it would have made no dif-
ference, I would have returned it. I have money.” '

It wes good to tell them that. Those brothers
hated and scorned him, although his labor had helped earn part of
the l=nd that they denied him shave in., Within him, Iven knew he was
ashemed of them; he dieliked even to talk to them there on the streets,
and he d4id want them to envy him. He enjoyed their looks as Peter

questioned, “Is it true you have made much monsy, thousands of dol-

larg?®



"It is true, and I own my own lend, Mine is under
the Platte and Beaver Ditch, the 0ld ditches are the best.”™

These psople who had always made him fesl as a
stranger, he wouid mgka them sorry; they would wish he lived with
them.

Again Péter questioned, "You have stayed by what
you told father? You have married no woman?®

That startled Ivan. No, he had married no women,
but not because hs had told his father that.

Peter continued, "That Will you 4o in your old age?
You will have no children; who will take care of you?"”

Ivan drew himself to his full height; he spoke with
cold contempt, "South of the river, men do not depend on children %o
keep them. They have children to love and to cherish. Those men %take
care of themselves, and I am one of them.”

The Smirmovs looked at sach 6ther, then at him., Karl
again was spokesman, "Tﬁat comes from separatinzg from one's pesople.
What &ou have done is not gqoda You cannot forget the ways of your
fathers, and not be destroyed. Should you die today, your life iz as
nothing, You are barren, only a name.,"

Ivan twitched, heart and blood sesmed to leap, %o
gather in his throat, I he were destroyed would there bs no son to
1ive after him? Put there was time, He heard the echo from the past,

"The idea of your marrying an uzly Russian woman. You shall not. You
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shall marry me."

vglaine,” he whiépered, as the orchestra began its
overture. The curtains opemed., Ivan gripped the edge of his chalr.
glaine was in the orchestra; he found her; his eyes did not leave hsxr,
Then the curtain closed again., There was the shuffle of feet as peo-
ple settled themselves for another number. In the orchestra wers two
German boys. Their parents sat near Ivan, He listened abstractedly
$0 their eager talk about the boys. Then again Ivan looked for Zlaine.
She was not there. The curtain closed; opened. The members of the or-
chestra ahiféed to make room for a vision that walked among them.
ZPlaine carried her violin in her arm, Perhaps Ivan knew the greatest
joy that had ever come to him in those moments when the girl poised,
with 1ifted violin bow, waiting the accompanist to gzive her the note;
and the greatest ecétasy when at last the bow settled on the taut
strings, and the deep tones of the & vibrated through the hall. Her
golden hair ay back from the white brow in heavy waves., A4 half smils
narted her lips as she lost herself in the meledy she played. EHer
slender body, tightly swathed in green lace that flared in a froth at
her knees, swéyed, Iven's every fiber answered the call of her violin.
There was no present, no past, no future, There was only harmonious
unity., There were no faces, no figures, only lights and shadows focus-
inz on a brilliant central point. 4And there was sound, sound ir which

one floated, rocked gently by the essence of existence, or lay at peace

buoyed up by the spirit.
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He was startled by ths clapping, Jerked back into
himself. In the hour that followed, Tamzie and Zlaine were inter-
mingled; the dream world amd the real; met., The past four years were
swept aside. [£laine wes the comrade again. He looked forward o see-
ing her, telling her his plans. He naﬁ ﬁ ssorat to tell her., Sudden-
1y he knew why he had told no one except to boast of it to his brothers;
She was %0 have been the first who knsw of his land,

The next evening he hurried to the house to ses her.
He thought of Mre, Northup’s irritation; wondered if she would prevent
Tlaine coming to mest him., If she did, then they would meet at the ir-
rigation ditch. He had bgen foolish to let Mrs. Northup worry him, %o
be afraid that this friendhsip would harm Zlaine,

: Stan met him at the door, “Hello, Ivan, come in, Any-
thing I can do for you®™

@] came to see Elaine.” :

| "They left tﬁis afternoon, Nell and she went to Den-
ver, then they are going up to the cottage at Zstes for the summer,”

@] didn®t know." Ivan felt dazed. He stnoé wi?h@ut :
moving,

wCome on into the dem., It is sort of still around
here with them gons, It has surely been a noisy place the last few °
weeks. Getting graduafed is some job., But it was great, &She is a
fine girl., I°m looking forward to having her around home from NOWw On.

Put here I go telking about that girl like an old woman., Iike tells me

ey
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you made pretty good on sheep again, I you kesp on, you are going
to have that old dyed-in-the-wool cowman s=0ld on shesp. How I hate
the smslly devils.” ' ;

wIt isn't a matter of liking things of that kind.
Tt is = matter of momey. I guess most men would rather raise wheat i
then beets, It isn’t nearly the work, but there isn't the money,

either. You've got to make sacrifices whatever you do. I did have ki

good luck, Iy losses were light, and the lambs made the bigzest gain e
T ever had., That fallow who cared for them this year is good."” 4is :
he talked his thoughts were straying--she isn®t hers, I cen't see her _ :
-oshe didn’'t tell me--things ars not as they ssemed--thers has been ;
change. L

wHave you thought of investing your money? Thers
is a ranch west of hers that is zoing at a bargain. I don't know why i
sny men would want cattls now-a-days but things have 0 change, It
is a bargain. He has %o sell or the mortgage will take 1t."

wI have alresdy bought land. That is what I caus
to tell Elainse.”

"here? Vhen?"

wgeveral months ago. It is on the Platte end Dsaver.
The Paine Placs. He was speculating, you know, and was clsamed out.
Had to sell to cover his losses.” '
Northup was frowning. For the moment Ivan was just by

another Russian, and he had taken the place of an 0ld and established
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Americen. "I suppose you will ‘stock it up with a bunch of Russians,
ralse beets, and feed sheep. The country along that river isn’t a
fit smelling place for a white man, Mike O°Flynn thought he could
make a cattle man out of you. He made a blankety blank mistake. If
the whites would stick together like you Russians, we might be gble
to keep Sur-heads above wats‘em You have been feeding sheep five win-
ters, Has it ever been an imérican who tended them? HNHot once, every
time a Russian, or German as you call them. Vhen you buy lemd, do
you buy it of a Russian? No, it is an imsvrican. Vhy didn't you buy
cattle land? You could buy a thousand acrss for what that hundred
cost you."™

Northup paced the floor, Ivan felt very small, in
hin grew a mean wish, that some day he might tell this man what he
should have done. Always someone telling him what to do, but I never
dare give advice, yet I make more money than any of them. That is i%,
they are jealous of me--I will have to answer orthup-=vhy doesn’t he
sit down, he charges back and forth like a bull in its pen-=Shall I
tell him I never hired a Ruseian? There isn’t a Russien around here
to hire, But he knows that; he said I would eall them German. It
won't do any zood, it never does any zood to talk, He thinks he knows
it all,

Iven was calm and courteous when he spoke, -"This is
hardly the time to begin ranching, is it, Mr. Northup, even if you

could teke over a place that was mekinz money instead of picking one
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out of bankruptey. Nost cattlemen ave cutting their herds to a mini-
mun, The day of the big herd is gons. I couldn't afford to take the
losses you have taken the past three ysars, TYour cattle went on the
market at twelve dollars in 1919, a year later at nine, and this year
at six,yet your taxss have raised eontinué.lly, your help is Jjust as
expensive, your general expenses are higher, RBesidss, thers isn't
the market for beef. Then you feed shesp, you feed on & NArrow mNar-
gin, but, if you meke, the money iz big, becausse 'y@u can care for so
many in a small space., True, you lose in the same way, but it is
worth a chance, Prices have held.l there, and feed stuffs are not in
proportion. As for my hiring Germans to '-care for them, an American
farmer that is dependable enough for me to risk my money on, won't do
it: he is on his own, too eager for big profits and quick monsey to
work on shares, The bankers will back him; so why shars with me? Then
he counts the ecost of his labor. The Germen doesn’t, money made in
winter is money gained., I have rented to Cermans for the same reason;
they are dependable.®

' wihe bottom aid zo out of the cattle market in 1919,
and it has been getting woréeo Ranching since barbed wire came, has
not been so much & big profit as a building up of your capitel. You
reinvest most of what you make., But it is clean work and a man's job.

If handling coins is what you'rs interested in, ranching won’t give

them t0 you."”

wThat is why I have taken my chance on irrigated land.
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I will fsed sheep although I do not make much because the land needs
the fertilizer.™

Ivan was tired, unheppy, lonely. He had land, but
no one with whom to share the joy of possession; he hed plans for that
land, but no one to whom he could confide them, He heard Forthup
harangzuing on and on, but he Aid not compreshend. Then one phrase as-
sociated itself with his thouzhts, ". . . always changingz, and it isn’t
for the better.”

Ivan answersd from the depths of his detachment, "Yes,
always chenzing, then I cams here I was an unhapdy, misarabla kid wante
ing aamgthingg hurt by everything., Tlaine was a heppy little girl, lov-
ing everybody, loved by everybody. Then I was a happy fool, thinking I
hed all there was in the world to have, and that I was giving nothing
in return. But I was giving everything, sepping myself dry, pouring it
into a plant that had no roois. I was thinkinz there would be a golden
harvest when I might reap my £ill. There is ndthing, nothing. Elainal
goes on being loved by everybody, finding new ways of 1living., Chenge
is the spice of life to her. I am misersble because things change. On-
1y last night when T heard her play, I made nyself belisve there really

wasn’t chanze; it is just that things seem to changs as they grow and

develop. I was happy in that bellef, But I was wrong. .hen I hold ths

seed in the spring, it is one thing; when I see the plant in the swmier,
it is another thing; when I pluck the fruit in the autumn, it is still

snother thing., All is change, end it isn't for the better.”

I
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He vose from his ghair, rubbed his hand across his
forehead and left the room, not conscious that Stan Northup stered
after him,

That night Mike O°Flynn died. lirs., O'Flynn called
Ivan vhen the first streak of light appeared in the sky. Before
they got back to the C'Flynn house, Mike was dead, Tad cursed as
he stooped over his 0ld friend. Stan Northup slumped and grayed
as Ivan watched him. In Ivan’s own heart was horror. For the mo-
ment, the child terror of death returned. Not since his mother
died, had Ivan come in contact with death. Yesterday ifike O°Flynn
talked with him, planned for the week’s work. This morning he lay
a lifeless husk, rigid, unresponding. By him his wife said her
rosary. From time to time she reached over and patted the ashen
cheek, HXach time Iven gritted his teeth, and cringed back.

Stan Northup called Nell. Ivan waited to see when
glaine would come., He hated to %hink of her coming nesr the thing
that hed been Mike O'Flynn, but he wanted her with him. Sten's
eyes were bright; his lips thin when he ceme from the telephone.

"When will they be here?” Ivan eagerly inquired.

“They won't. Parties, parties. fWhat is a dead friend
when there is a party? Oh, I forget, he isn’t a friend; he's just a
foreman., Yeah, a foreman, the man you have slept with, ate with,
rode with, lived with, The man that has shared your troubles for

nearly fifty years, who stood beside you when your father was put in
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the ground, isn’t your friend since you happen to pay him wages.
Some day that womem will go too far.”

Iven shwddered, Did men feel that way ebout one an-
other? His life was empty, terribly empty. He was swept up in lone-

liness.

It was a busy sumer for Ivan, He and Sten worked
alone., There wers no more gatherings in the shadow of the bunkhouse.
vinnie O'Flynn had gone to her sister in the east. Ted had left the
Northup ranch. 'hen Mike was gome he could not stand the loneliness
end the memory of the old days. “And I can’t stand that wamen. The
idea, leavin® o0ld Stan alone when he was broke up that way. I can’t
stay, even for Stan."

One cock served the Northup ranch, Ivan ate with her
in the kitchen of the ranch house.

A sort of hopsless lethergy had settled over the rench
and over Ivan. During the day there was little time to think of eny-
thing except the tasks at hand. In the evenings his thoughts went %o
Elaine as inevitably as a saint vo his ged. There was alwaysa the
cycle--he hed been happy in her hapﬁinass,, the she hed gone, and there
was darkness--she must return, then there would be happiness again. He
found only one escape, that was in books. In trying to follow the

courses Elaine had taken in high school, he had found much 4ifficulty;
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some he could easily master and they gave him much joy. He rsad
more and more. Here and there he found his thoughts set forth by
others. With books he lost his shyness, laid aside his mask. But
he still hoped to regain his companionship with Elaine. As his fom-
er disappointment faded in the past, new hope sprang up. A4 few times
during the swmer, she had driven into the ranch, but only for a few
hours, She was always surrounded by gay companions. When she came
home for the winter, Ivan assured himself, everything would be dif-
ferent. They would pick up the threads of their lives where they had
dropped them four years before.

Northup bought a herd of grassers in the mountains.
He wanted Ivan to bring them in for winter fattening. Before he
left, Iven went to the house to inquire about Elaine. The housekeep-
er retorted, "She ain’t home, end the Lawd only knows when she will
be, Home is the last place you would expect to £ind either of the
tJorthup women.®

“You 4o not expect her soon?®

"ir, Northup told me to get the house freshened up;
they wers to be home any day now. But that doesn’t mean enything.
They may be in Chinee before they come back.”

Ivan was gone two weeks. All the last day as he and
his two helpers drove the herd, he thought of again seeing and talk-
ing to Elaine, His throat tightened with the seme feeling he had as

a boy when he anticipated some pleasure. In his thoughts she was not
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the careless seventeen year 0ld girl with her ridiculous grown wp
clothes; her sleek hair, her rouge end lipstick. She was the ten

yeexr 0ld child that hed been his comrade. He reveled in the responses
he had her make when he t0ld her about his land, They would plen &
house and a lily pond. He knew she would like the name, "Dresm Acres.”
Then the cattle were corralled, he quickly washed and dressed. He
went to the Northup door, very quietly listening for Elaine‘’s voice.

This time he went to the front door. He hoped lrs. Northup would

' enswer. But it was Sten Northup who opened the door.

Ivan’s breath ecaught as he remembered, It had been
Stan Northup who had answered his ring before,

“Hello, Ivan., I°ve been out to look at ﬁhose yearlings.
You brought them through in fine shape. Come in and eat with me., I'm
just starting.”

»I came to see Elaine,"”

Stan‘'s face was sober, & little lined. He scuffed the
£loor as he answered. “She and Nell left yesterday.”

Iven hated the chill that erept down his spine; a pre-
monition. “When will she be back?™

] guess she won't be back till spring. They finally
decided on Virginia, although I can’t see why Boulder or Denver wouldn’t
have been just as good. Both the colleges have good standing, I don’®
see the sense of college for her, anyway. It isn't as though she had

to meke a living. But Nell insists it is the thing to 4o, Anyone that
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is anyone now days has a college education. You go there to get so-
ciel standing, not education; to meet eligible men., ZElaine couldn’t
meet the right people in a western school; she has to go to one of
them finishing schools or w}zatever they call them. Nell went with
her, Seems like a long way to have Elaine go. I hed planned om hav-
ing her home this winter.”™

Ivan turned away; he couldn’t stand the sound of the
men's voice. He knew he had been fighting against just this; that
he had never had any hope of Elaine’s returning. He had been, again,
fooling himself with dreems. In his room he sat with relaxed body.
He faced the necessity of adjusting himself to life, Always he had
ad justed life to himself. He stripped off the armour he had so care-
fully forged, and stood up what remeained for inspection.

There you are, how 4o you like the looks of yourself
--you are just an undersized Russian, five feet and seven inches--
you have a pretty face, but whers is ius strength?-="hy does this
girl meen so much to you?--She had given you the recognition you de-
mand--You are afraid people will really kmow how weak you are, SO
you keep away from them. ' You are no% sure of yourself.--That is why
you spent all your time on a child-=you thought you had her fooled.
--You heve tried to still your loneliness and inferiority by sself-
hypnotism and fantasy--you pretend that you are indifferent to people,
yet you crave their epproval and companionship. You miss Mike O'Flynn

and }innie and Tad--You may fool other people but you cannot £ool
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yourself--The time comes just as it has now come %o you, whem you

must face yourself--You must see yourself as the dwarfed thing you
are--1%t is even an accident that you have made money--It was Mike

Oﬂﬂm who really made your first momey--You always do what other
men point out, you never think or act for yourself--You won't even
think of Elaine as a young woman--That would mean & new situation

to cope with, and you try to slip through life without change.

Ivan legped to his feet. "It's a lie, a lie, I do
think, I do act for myself. I eam not a weakling.” He rushed from
the house, Lverywhere echoed the cheanting of all the voices he had
ever heard, "a Aumb Rooshin, a dAumb Rooshin.” It was dawn when he
returned. His face was lined and drawn, but his shoulders were
squared and his jaw set. He picked up the mask that he had laid
aside, carefully and deliberately adjusted it.

wDreams, yes, Why not dreams? Isn’t money, power,
love--everything, a dream? Do they not a2ll fade? Today Stan Northup
has them; tomorrow it may be I. If I can be happier with dreams, I
will dream, but I will not be fooled into believing in happiness, it
will not last., I will know that there is no reality. All that exists
are ideas., Things are only what we perceive them, phentoms that van-
ish when they ave no longer thought. Sacrifice, sacrifice, everywhers,
and for what? TFor a heppiness that turns to ashes as you hold it. Why
plan for the future, take from the hour what it has.”

Ivan felt very old and very wise; he had a great contempt

‘for life.
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Iven sat at the window of his living roem watching
the shadows pass back and forth across the Northup windows, Jjust as
he had sat there from time to time the past four years, watching the
shadows cross. There came to him, mfi;led by the walls and distance,
the savage beat of jazz which blended with the whine of the raw night
wind that blew in arcund the loosely fitted window.

The four years that Elaine had been gone had seen
many changes. It seemed to Ivan that he had alwaye watched and wait-
ed for something, something which he 4id not attempt to neme. He
watched the Northup's growing extravagance. He heard the rumors that
floated about the town and country. “Nell Northup is flying high,
and that girl of hers is sp'endinf the 0ld man’s money just as fast
as in the east. She hasn’t been home gincs she went to college. But
their sun has a settin’ day a-comin’. It has stayed up about as long
as it can., "hat goes up has to come down."™

Ivan knew that Nell Northup was playing the markets.
She used tips that came from her friends. But she lost as well as
made. The cattle market rémained ?flat.® Stan was crochety. He
swore at the times, at the world in general, end at Iven in particular.
His friends withdrew one by one before his belligerent attitude. He
railed, "That’s the country coming to when your hired man, a damned
Rooshin, can make money and a white man faces bankruptcy. Answer me,

Answer med Don't stand there staring like an owl."”



And Ivan always answered, "It is unfortunate."

Iven listened to all the arguments, the recriminations,
but he knew that Northup only argued in am effort to convince himself.
The times might have something to do with his financial condition. It
was getiing harder and harder to make money from the land, but the
Noxrthup extravagance had much to do with it, and the Northup stubborn-
ness. Ranches could be made to maintain themselves if herds were small
enough, if as much roughage as the dry land would produce was grown on
the home ranch, if expenses were kept to a minimum. All agricultural
pursuiie were suffering. The irrigated lands had their problems., The
market for suger had not opemed up. The restrictions were greater and
greater. Acreage was cut; sugar content raised; fertilizer required.
Sheep feeding became more and more a gamble. Truck gardening was in-
creasing, but the profits were low. The entire agricultural industry
was in turmoil., Everywhere there was the ery for the "good 0ld days.”

Of all these things Ivan thought, and to himself answer-
ed, "You do not want the good 0ld days. You ere a country that has
gone entertaimment med. Look'at that house yonder., Everything, love,
loyalty, peace, are forgotten in the mad scramble for plsasurs, If you
dance you must pay. It is only I that live in the o0ld days, and I have
lands and money."

The older generation of the Cermens wailed that the
younger was ‘coming to nothings.’ Occasionally a Gexman lost his famm,

made a "flyer?’ in sheep, and lost all his savings, Here and thers a
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girl merried outside her people. The elders nodded their heads,
"Yes, she will make him a good wife, she is trained %o work, to save,
and to obey. She will like the American ways beceuse she will not
have to work hard. But what will heppen to our sons if that keeps on?
They will not be able to get wives among their own people if our girls
marry these dancing Americans, and the American girls are no good to
our boys. All those girls know is how to look nice, and how to use
the can opener. They marry to have a good time and & good living.
Their ways are not our ways."®

Some of the Cermen girls played with the danéing Amer-
icans, but did not marry them. Then there was grief and sheme in
their homes, and there was more bittermess against the younger gem-
eration, A few of the younger Germen men were going into professions,
some were eantering polities. These tried to interest their elders in
government, If they must live under the govermment, why should they
not shape it to meet their needs? The elders only shook their heads,
e léave it alone, let it leave us alone. This always changing is
not for the best.™

Iven hed watched this strange panorema that was life,
watched this people among whom he had dwelt, and he murmured, “Soomn
they will sacrifice for & new idol.®

He stirred uneasily. Often he questioned himself,
wifhy do I stay here to let Stam Northup insult me, to be celled a

hired man and a f00l? Vhy do I not go to my own farm? Sometimes I
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g6t my salary here, sometimes I do not. But I will get it sometime.
I will be paid for everything someday. I em waiting for something,
perhaps to say, °I told you s0?°"

°  Meny times he pictured that telling. As he watched
the shadows cross the window, he found not a detail that he would
¢hange in the pictﬁreo He saw the Northup pens filled with sheep,
Stan Northup’s face purple and distorted watching them, Ivan with a
mask of assumed indifference watching him--the bottom land on the
southeast corner of the Northup range covered with cane waiting for
the silage cutter while Stem Northup swore that no plow should ever
touch his land, and Ivam laughing as he told him he had no land--
Well Horthup ordering him from the house while behind her, guests
stared at him., Fe heard his indifferent answer, remote and detached,
"iadam, I shall be glad for you and your guests to remain as my
guests, but, if so, you will have to endure my presence.” He pic-
tured the look of consternation on their faces as they glanced at
each other, the scramble for the fauning masks which each quickly put
on., They grouped around him, one by one their masks fell in emaze-
ment; for they found him interesting.

But would that be surprising? ¥Yas it not true that
frém time to time men with whom he had dealing sought him out be-
cause they had by chance stumbled onto some age old prineciple that
Ivan, in working out, had given a peculiar twist? At first Ivan had

refused the invitations of those people; avoided them., But more and
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he came to mingle with them; for he was getting something from them
that he could not get alone, ZEach time he caught an exchange of
glances between a husband and his wife, Ivan knew they hed not ex-
pected to find manners or thought in the hired men of a rancher,
@ Rooshin. And hie anger flavred. Perhaps he should tell them be-
ing a butler was good training in conventions. But he always de-
cided ageinst ifg decided to let the good lady wonder. Did he spesk
Russian?--yes, and German, t00--0Oh, she was surprised to learn that.
Had she not known that there were no Russians in her section of Col-
orado? She had heard it, of course, but everyone called the foreign
2lement Russian. After he left these kindly ones, he was sure he
knew what happened. The wife exclaimed, "We must see more of him,
Who would have imagined they were such interesting people, and so
intelligent.®

The husband, beaming, would reply, "Yes, didn®t I
tell you so? But there is something about him--I can’t get nexiv."

An@d he was always asked to return. In four yeaers his
cirecle of acqueintances had widened, for he had gone again eand again.
But that made no difference with the big house where the shadows
erossed and recrossed the lighted window, and where jazz blared far
into the night.

Ivan turned wearily from the window. Yes, he had gomne
as he had watched the big house, but why? He always came back to the

blended creature that had been Temzie and Elaine, to his struggle
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against the forces that refused to recognize him, to his waiting.

7"hile Iven watched the shadows across the Northup
windows, Stan Northup mingled emong his wife’s guests, glancing from
time Yo time at his watch. Their dancing, singing, drinking, and
bridge playing bored him; besides, he meeded to think., But they were
slow in leaving., It was long after midnight when the last car left.
Stan hunched in a chair, too tired to move. iWhen Nell saw him, she
came to his chair, He moved uneasily; foe he knew what she wanted.
The house must be redecorated. She had found a firm that could dupli-
cate the furniture that had been in the original home from which ‘l:he.
Northup?’s was copied, Before she had time to spesk, Stan raised his
hand in protest, ™I can’t afford it, Nell. I've told you before that
I have borrowed to the limit. I can’t do it. Please let’s not go in-
to it again.®

»But, Stan, you do not understand., I haven’t mention-
ed it before, because I was sure it would be evident %o you. Elaine
will be home now, Her eastern friemnds will be visiting her., They
must not find these atrocities, They all cry of 1920, She must have
the proper background, and what would be more fitting for her style
of beauty then the old Spanish? The house is built for it."

wIisten to me, Nell. If you keep up, she will have
parents in the poor house. She may be able to keep out of there
herself, although I don’t put much faith in this college education

she has been getting.™
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“Nonsense, if you are not making money it is your own
fault. I, a woman, em doing very well., I have kept both Elaine amnd
me in clothes. This Russian of yours, they tell me, has cleaned up
enough to furnish two houses. If he can do it for himself, let him
do it for you., I 'really think you should give him a freer hand., He
seems to have financial ability.™

"Are you asking me %o put sheep on this place?” Stam
was on his feet glaring at her.

I am asking you to be yourself. You prat about lov-
ing Elaine and get positively maudlin about her, but everything that
I want for her you complain about. I had to fight to get her in
college. I have had to coax and cajole you about every valation she
has had, the first summer to send her to Haine, the next year to
cruise the Carribean, and last summer to- Canada and Alaska. You are
always standing in her way. I am about through ever asking you to
do anything to help her."

"Nell! Nell! You know I love Elaine as much as you
do, but I've got to think about her future. This place is all I
have=<="

ITell Northup burst into tsars, "Yes, her future! That
kind of future? You want her to have to worry about money as I have,
drudgs, Arudge. The only future she can hope for is a good marriage,
but without a £it home to bring young men into, how can she make eany

kind of a marriage? Iy poor baby, my poor baby,” she sobbed on and on.
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A% last Stan threw up his hands in despair. "All right.
I guess they can sell the house for emough to pay for decorating it.

I'm sure I don't have the money to pay for it.”

As summer approached, everything was in a blaze éf
excitement; Elaine was coming home. Ivan could not analyze his emo-
tioms. Perhaps he was glad, but he was not sure. In the four years
of her absence, he had deliberately b;.:.:l.].t up the memory of the child
and Tamzie as the blended character hg head visioned under the magie
of her violin. He realized what was left was not the reality. He
had no means of knowing what Eleine would do to this ideal. He shrank
from the unhappiness seeing her might give him.

Stan Northup was as a drunken men., There must be
everything for Elaine., He threw himself into every plam. He talked
bf nothing but Elaine. He counted the days until she would start
home. Then one morning a telegram came, Stan opened it, held it im
his hend a few minutes, then crumpled it, and shoved it into his
pocket. His elation was gone. He climbed slowly into his car, drove
out of the gate. Ivan watched him turn the car toward towm.

As Ivan cleaned the cattle pens, he wondered what was
in the telegram, and he became uneasy. It must have to do with Elaine.
He scoffed at himself. What difference could that make, if it 4id?

But scoffing did not stop his thoughts. Iirs. Northixp had gone to be
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with her for commencement; perhaps it was from her.

Four hours later Northup returned. He stopped the car,
but 4id not move, Ivan watched him. Panic seized Ivan; he must f£ind
out about the telegram. .

"What is it, Mr, Northup? Can I help you?®

Stan Northup drew out the crumpled paper. Llaine was
going to Europe with a party of friends. She wanted money. Her mother
approved,

"The banks won't let me have any more money. I have
tried everywhere to get it.”

There was n§ resentment, Jjust a dull statement of facts.
It struck Ivan as a blow. This was one of the things he had been wait-
ing for, éntieipatingu A flame scourged him, It would be his money
that would keep Elaine in Europe, or prevent her from going. He could
keep her sun from setting, for the hour of reckoning had come. He
knew then, that was why he had hoarded during the last year instead of
investing.

"Does she have to go?" Ivan heard a voice asking, but
his thoughts cried, "She must go, that gives me my opportunity.”

Stan slowly shook his head, "No, she doesn’t. But Nell

has wanted her to travel. Those people have money. I°ve never failed

her, I can’t now, but what can I do?"
»I will be glad to let you have the money."

Stan gripped the edge of the car until his knuckles
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and fingers whitened, "I never thought I would come to this. I can't

do it., Your wages aren’t paid for over one<half this year. You un-

derstand I am so heavily mortgaged there is no security for your money."
Yhen Ivan held the note in his hand, his eyes narrowed

as he slowly pulled it between his fingers, "Someday I shall tell her,¥

Spring came again, a gray spring with damp, chilling
weather--gray sky, gray fogs, gray earth, cold winds laden with gray
dust and snow. New calves shivered; staggered bravely a few steps;
then settled back to die., Lean mothers, shaggy from the winter range,
called mournfully for three days then joined the herds again. In the
clammy air nothing was ever wet but nothing was ever adry. Barnyard
soil stuck tenaciously to boot soles. Tempers were ragged.

It was as if a plague rested on the Northup ranch. If
Ivaﬁ had the }idas touch, Stan had its antithesis. Zverything he
touched turned to clay and ashes. He fought stubbornly for his tra-
ditions against the persistent Ivan and fate.

“iir, Northup, let me try a row crop in that valley on
the southeast section? There are two other valleys that I am sure
will raise alfalfa.®

"No! I tell you, no! I’ve let you add hogs. But you
shall not plow.™

»I added hogs, but you lost as much as I made by plung-
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ing in cattle, You will have to leave the market alone."

¥You--Rooshin thief, who is asking you for advige?
You and your breed must always be telling someone how to do things.
What do you know about 1t%? Just bocause I've borrowed mdnay from
you is no sign you own my sowl. If I want to feed cattle, I will
feed them. You keep your mouth shut until I ask your advice. You
think you can tell me what to 4o%"

Ivan did not permit the raging bdluster to pierce his
imperturbable gravity, though he flinched bensath the nemes. Ivan
knew Northup was being ridiculous.

“I do not mean to tell you what to do, Mr. Northup,
but if you keep cattle you must-="

*I must, must I? Get out! Do you hear, get outli®
He shook his fist in front of Ivan'’s face.

Ivan moved wearily away. These outbreaks were becom-
ing oxceedingly tiring. The man had lost all sense of reason. TIry
to make money for him, and resceive curses., It was no use., Ivan
muttered, "Pig-headed fool, and I once had an inferior feeling to him."

The fonowigg morning Ivan had just finished feeding
hogs when Stan came to the pemns.

withat are you feeding?™

Ivan looked at him., He didn't like the tone of Stem’s
voice, He debated whether to answer, Plainly Stan was irritable, was

hunting something over which to work himself into a rage.
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"Bran mash, pulp, shelled corn.®

"You Rooshin double crossin’ houn?, you feed them
that when you know the market is down."™
' "Those hogs go on the markét this week or next, they
must 20 on as tops, and that ration is the only one that will hold
them,”" Ivan spoke sharply.

“"Are you telling me how to feed? I was takin’ care
of stock when you were still rootin® around in a Rooshin swine pen.
You can’t feed corn that way, and I won’t have that dam beet pulp
on the place., In another week you will be wanting to lend me more
money., You're f?md, do you hear? You're fired. It is you have
broken me with your high ideas.”

Ivan’s jaw set. Should he attempt to justify himself?
He decided against it; it would be a waste of time., The man was with-
out balance. Ivan hated quarreling, better be maligned.

"Yes, sir, lir. Northup. Remember you will need bran
and pulp tOmMOTrIOW."

He turned away before Northup should burst in his rage.
Into his dusky eyes came a malicious twinkle. He had really scored;
for Northup wanted someone with whom to quarrel, soneone on whom he
could vent his rage against the fate that he was unable to manipulate.
Ivan made his preparations for leaving. It wasn’t much of en effort.
A few books, a few clothes, a box of papers. It really didn’t meke

much difference., He went out into the yard to find a box. Stan Nor-
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ahead with the day's task, Next morning he would leave.

But before Ivan had left the cabin the next morning,

Stan was there,

"That are you doing?®

"Preparing to leave.®

"leave?" Stan bristled. “hat is this talk about leav-
ing? Don't you know we have to get those hogs on the market this
weelk, got to get the herds divided and in the pastures? Vhy, man, you
can’t leave. You‘re the only person I've got to depend on. If i% is
because of what I said yesterday, just forget it. I get hot under the
collar and I just have to have someone to éake it out on."

"Yes, Mr. Northup, I understand., e will have to have
feed today.® [

»I know, Ivan., But I don't have the money. I asked
about it yesterday, but they wouldn't even run me for the few days
until I sold. The market isn’t dependable, and the Northup name isn®t
worth much these days.™ Stan Northup was a weary old man, beaten by
circumstances.

%111 get it for you. You can give me a check pay-
able when the hogs are s0ld."

"You are fine, Ivan, fine., Not meny men would let am
0ld fool like I am treat him like a dog, then do what you do for me.

It humiliates me.™ He wore a hang-dog expression out of keeping with
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"e will not talk about it.™ But Ivan did talk of
it to himself as he worked among the ecattle that day. "So you think
I do it for you. Well, I don’t. I do it.for myself, for Elaine., I
won her happiness. Some men put their momey into beautiful buildings,
pictures, statues. %hy should I not put mine into a beautiful woman;
own a 1life. That is what Mrs. 0°Flynn's God did, owned human lives.
Lives must always be paid for., Tamzie sacrificed her life for mine.
This Elaine is apparently happy, but she doesn®t know the price of
heppiness, I am buying that for her. She doesn’t even know there is
a price, Neither did Stan Northup until these last six or eight years.
The Russian and German women do worth while things with their lives,
but not many of them are beautiful, But even the beautiful must meke

their sacrifices.™

The sun warmed the earth, ground squirrels were tan
and black streaks on the green slopes, blus and yellow wildflowers
lifted pert heads and nodded in the breezes. Iliagpies dashed edven-
turously out on the prairies, then rushed back to repair their Jap-
anese patterned residences. Sleek red calves did gymnastic vaudeville
acts for proud mothers who caressed them with rough tongues when they
ran to them for approval. OCocks eréﬁed and strutted as they led imn-

dustrious harems from worm to worm., Already summer was sending oud
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As he breathed in the morning air, the depths of Ivan's
eyes shone, "iir. Bull, the world is heppy today. I believe we will

take you out to the herd on the west range. I wouldn’t mind being a
cow on that rangs. That canon has the longest grass on the Northup
holdings, and it is always cool. I wonder if cow heavens aren’t like
that?"

As he returned, Ivan surveyed the Northup house. %Huh,
doesn’t look as though the Northup lords have risen yet. WNo wonder
the early bird gets the worm. I am the early bird, only I m an
eagle, I=="

His breath stopped; his eyes opened wide. His throat
went dry and tight. Out of the patio whirled a golden women in a med
dance of abandon, The long rays of the sun caught her. She threw
her arms, beautiful long white arms, to the sky; she dipped and whirled
and turned. Her short golden hair held a hundred glinting lights. She
cried aloud, "I love it, oh, I love this beautiful country. I had al-
most forgotten how the prairie stretched out to meet the sky. Daddy!
Daddy! how could you let me stay away so long?"®

Northup laugﬁed from sheer joy as he watched her again
whirl into her dance of joy. A vivid, flaming, golden creature, an
aurora seemed to encirecle her, Her answering laugh rippled out over
the morning., This was Elaine, Elaine the woman.

If she had come home a woman, Ivan, as he watched her,

Ieaped from a somewhat ascetic adulthood to manhood. The passivity_
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of the four years was gone, the indifference, the lethargy, the wait-
ing, the watching. Fe was tinglingly alive to his finger tips. He
knew what he wanted. For this glorious ereature he had been prepar-
ing since the first moments when he had groped into the wells of his
being seeking an answer to the loneliness that gripped him; sinee his
first questioning of life and its purpose and his relation to it. Per-
haps he had been preparing ewven before that, before conscious life it-
self. The answer to all things had been there, but he had not known.
This woman, this glowing creature drinking in the morning air, em-
bodied the answer, That was why he had kept her sun from setting., Her
glory must not be dimmed when she came %o him,

He fled into his shack., He dashed about lifting this
object and that. Then he fled to the irrigation ditech. He squatted
peering into the water, whispering, “Please, please.™ Then he cried
aloud, "There you are.” The water figure danced in med abandon.

"I will dance with you.® His teeth clenched, his jaw
was white, his body swayed as he stared into the water, little-pant-
ing laughs esceped him. Then he was silent, still.

Softly, very softly, he began to talk. ¥I was always
the slave, but now I cannot be. I will be the knight, and you will
be my queen. I will keep you queen."

His face grew grim, he was in the midst of a strugszle.
He sighed, "My queen, you need have no fear. I shall serve you until

death do us part.”™
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But his emotions were too desp for play acting., He
sank down into the grass, stared into the water, A silver lighted
path opened; Elaine in trailing %thite clouds walked forth from a
glinting 1ight; her shadow silhouetted on the silvered path. She
came closer to him, He stobd waiting. Her shadow fell at his feet.
She lifted her arms he held her hands in his, drew her nearer, near-
er; held her in his arms; but, as his lips touched hers, the vision
vanished.

He leaped to his feet and rushed back to the ranech
yard. He hurried to the house, There he hesitated, looked at his
clothes; at his hends. He turned back to his work, He had not fin-
ished feeding when Stan and she came hand in hand to the corrals.

"Ivan, here is Elaine, Elaine, you remember Ivan?®
Horthup glowed.

 “Sure, Daddy. Hello! Ivam, Cen you still do Mike‘s
roping stunts? O0Oh! Daddy, the darling calves,®

"You ought to remember Ivan. You sure used to stick
to him. Your mother was peevish about it. Almost upset the ranch
tearin? you two apart.™

But she was not listening. She was playing with omne
of tﬁe calves. Ivan hovered obseguiously near.

"By the way, Dad, do I still have a horse?"

"] say you do. Doesn’t she, Ivan?”
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of Glee the First.”

"I want to see her. May I ride right now?®

“Sure., Ivan, bring Glee in., Hlaine ﬁill.change her
togs. Bring King for me."”

As they walked away, Zlaine hanging on her father’s
arm, talked on and on., “Daddy, I can®t believe it is true. To feel
the wind blowing through my hair again, to race out to the rise. Oh!
Ohgf Ohg™

Iven turned away. Fierce jealousy gripped him. &She
hadn’t asked him to ride with her., Stan Northup was going. He, Ivan,
had to get their horses. "I won't. I've got work to do. I can’t
leave things go to rack just to get horses for people to race over tha
prairie.™

A musing look soon took the place of the frowm. A
woman with golden hair flying in the wind was riding a black horse
over the prairie--the horse stumbled--fell, The woman lay moaning
on the ground--a black haired man leaped on the slender pony and rush-
ed to her--stooped without alighting from the saddle--caught the woman
%0 him. She lay in his arms--she opened her eyes. 1o, that wouldn’t
do; he didn*t want her hurt. He swung listlessly to the saddle. The
freshness of the morning weas gone. Flowers drooped slightly in the
rising heat; the barnyard fowls trailed lazily into the shade and

settled comfortably. Calves pushed busily at their mothers® flanks.
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As Ivan swung his rope and the loop settled over the
neck of the spirited black animal, he sfgtad aloud, "It's her first
day home, I guess she would have to ride with her father. I will see
her soon."

But Ivan found himself as effectually barred as though
she were a curio in its cabinet and he an observer hanging on the
rall with a "No Admittance™ sign before him., She greeted him with
the cordiality she showed to all the things of her girlhood.

He complainsd to the water image, "She doesn’t think
any more of my being here than if I were an ordinary rancher. She
must recognize I am a force im her life, an influence just as the
earth and the sun are, I am going to tell her so. The way Stan llor-
thup is strutting around you would think he owned the earth, imstead
of taking me around the shed every few weeks and asking for anothér
loen., It's a wonder he doesn’t get writer's cramp signing his name
to notes.”™

If the Northup ranch had blazed with lights end rocked
with entertaimment undexr Nell Northup’s solitary regime, it threatened
to burst with Zlaine at home. Day and night the long drive buzzed with
racing sutomobiles filled with gay lauching youth, pleasure-sesking
middle age, and defient age. The only lull meant Denver or some other
City or home.

Ivan resorted to subterfugs. Instead of seeing Stan at

the pens or in the yard, Ivan avoided him, then in the evening he went
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to the patio. Tthen he finished his business, if Zlaine were on the
patio, he would speak to her if it were possible., Always he had some
question to ask her, He studied hard and long to find the questions,
They were concerning pictures, statuary, cathedrals, peoﬁleo Zhe an-
swered them, but did not pursue the conversation.

Cne night she and Stan were alone on the patio. After
Stan and Ivan had finished their plans for the week, Ivan walked to
the arch leading from the patio where ITlaine lounged, looking out over
the moon-swept prairie.

"Do you still dream, Elaine?®"

"Drean?® she lifted her eyes to him., “What do you mean,
dream?®® A tolerant smile covered her lips. Lulled by the caressing
winds, the stillness of the prairie, the moon washed plains, she felt
at peace with the world.

"Dreams about yourself. You used to tell me yours."”

»If they were as fantastic as I recall them now, they
must have amused you., Only fools and imbeciles dream in today’s world.”
She looked back imto the night.

Ivan turned away, baffled, hurt. She had forgotten the
dreams., If she had forgottem them, then she had perhaps forgotten
their hours together. He did not want to leave her without doing some-
thing to recall that past Yo her, yet he was unable to face her indif-
ference., Perhaps she tried to tell him he was a fool-=0r an imbecile.

She watched him, For a moment he hesitated at the edge of the terrace,



219,

the moon struck f‘ull on his face, The vears had not greatly coarsen-
ed the fine texture of his skin, and it had not burned i% to the red
brown of most prairie dwellers. 'hers his hat band rested, the fore-
head shone ivory white in the moonlight. The hair still swept back
from its unusual line. He was slender, wiry, and moved with silent
smoothness that epitomized grace. He locoked back at her, his eyes
wide and deep., TFor a moment neither moved.

Eleine smiled, "I didn’t see much of Russia, but I saw
many Russians. They were handsome men, but no more handsome than you,
Ivanisky., Paris had a few exiled noblemen with that look in their
eyes., You will never be old, will you?"

Perspiration dampened his forehead., His veins aehedl
with the rush of blood that burned through them. Was she telling him
that other men had loved her, and she had not cared, or was she mock-
ing him, They both smiled. IElaine turned back to the prairie moon-
light, Ivan went to his shack. The exiled noblemen of his race had

the seame look in their eyes--perhaps they, too, loved.

On a beautiful afternoon in November when the warmth
of the sumier seemed to have returned for a last farewell, Ivan and
Stan were discussing ways and means., Ivan was pleading for sheep.
Stan slid deeper and deeper in his chair. His chin rested on his

breast. Ivan piﬁ;ﬂieﬁ him, saw him again as he had rushed into his
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bills. FHe waved them as he shouted, ®Tell me, what is a men to de?

I told them we were broke, and this is what they call going easy.
Parties, dances, dinners, theatres charged, all charged, or checks
written for which there is no money. Dresses, curtains, coats, hats,
shoes, luggage. A thousand dollars worth of bills in Denver. They
can’t buy on eredit here, no one will trust them. But because these
peoyie here respect what the Northup name once was enough not to black
list me, those wamen will teke advantage of it and go to Denver. fomen
women. And Zlaine, I didn’t think she could do this."”

To cover the bills and to save the old man from utter
humiliation, Ivan sold young stuff that might otherwise have gone in-
to the feed lot or been held over for amother year., But there were
new bills, and interxest was piling up.

Stan Northup was a discouraged o0ld man. His steps
lagged, his sandy hair was rapidly graying. His spirit was breaking.
He no longer boasted of the grand days of cattle ranching; he ne
longer complained of the tixﬁes; he no longer swore at the encroaching
foreigners., He went his way silently and grimly. The week before,
when Ivan had again mentioned sheep, Northup had only turned away; he
had not answered.

But Ivan was pleading again, And @s: he plead, im him

struggled the desire to crush this man who had so often scourged him
with his thoughtless words, against the desire to ease the burden of
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spread them in a weary gesture of defeat. "Do as you like. I must
have money. Get it any way you can.® _

Ivan whispered to himself, "There must always be sac-
rifice, no man has anything he calls his own without it. He is but
paying his price for ©laine. His agony and her ind;.fferencs meke me
wonder if I, %00, will not pay for her in heart’s blood.” Aloud he
drove the man farther into the depths of his despair.

"iir, Northup, I wish you could decide what you will
do about the roughage for another year., The ground would be in much
better condition if it were prepared now."

Sten’s face went white, "Ivan, for nearly seventy ysars
the Northups have claimed this land, no plow has ever touched those
acres except to run fire furrows. It has been our boast it never
should. Isn’t it enough that sheep will bleat in those pens? Iian,
cannot you leave me in peace?™ ‘

Suddenly Ivan had little sympathy. He had known long
days under the beating sun grubbing out his existence for money. Why
should this man squirm at the sacrifice of a time worn tradition?

%] have given you the figures. If you raise your own
feed, grain fatten only for ready money and when the market is risght,
cut your expenses t0 a nimimum, you camn make this place carry itself,
But you will have to live as ranchers, not as your banker or broker,"

»Oh$ God., loney, money, money, buy, buy, buy, bills,
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morigages, expenses. It wouldn't be so bad if I didn’t have to face
it alone, Man, do you know every furrow will be as hot tongs furrow-
ing my body, it will be cutting my own flesh to run plows across those
prairies? It seems I have lost faith with my father and my mother.
My dauvghter, who bears my mother’s neme, is just another Nell Worthup.
I've messed life. My father used to take me out to the top of that
rise and boast it was God's own land untouched by man. There isn’t
better buffalo grass in this country. Call it sentiment if you like,
it's part of me, like my neme, my honor.® He had leaned excitedly
forward, but now he dropped back, "Honor, neme--if it weren't for
you, I couldn’t 1ift my head. I wouldn’t have a roof over me. Homor,
name, mine doesn’t amount to & thing.”®

;van was silent. There was nothing he could amnswer.
As they sat staring into the emptiness of the past and the uncertainty
of the future, Elaine joined them.

“Father, I just had a telephone from Mrs. Derk’s man.
lr., Derk is ill and will not be able to take me to the concert. He
" wanted to send his man, but I didn’t want that. Will you go0? lMother
has a bridge dinner. You and I never go anywherse together.”

"No, I'm i11, too. I don’t want an eighty mile ride,
and then have to listen to an infernal violin wailing the wvery in-
sides out of me. You don’t have to go. Can't you stay at home? e

can be together here.”

“But, father, I've planned on it for wesks., I know the
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violinist. I would go by nyself, but I don’t want to stay in town.
I am tired.™

"Please, Elaine, may I take you?" wild hope made Iven'’s
voice thin. It sounded strenge even to his own gars. Hﬁ recoiled from
her cold, appraising glance. He hated to be appraised by anyone., It
was intolerable that Elaine, the woman, should judge him. She smiled.
He resented the smile., It wasn't kind. It had sharp little points
that pricked him, It was an emused smile. It had been a long time
since anyone had laughed at Ivan.

“All right. Six thirty. ve will take my coupe.™

He bowed and quickly left the patio.

She laughed to herself.

"What are you laughing at?” Northup ingquired.

"Ch, father, I was just thinking this might be worth
advertising, Quite a sensation it might create. IElaine Northup of
the Junior Guild attends concert with former Russian butler, now man-
ager of her father’s ranch.®

"Eleine, you can’t do that.” Northup gripped his chair
arm. His face worked in his agitation. I

w"Can’t I, father? I wouldn®t bet on it if I were you.
The young man seems to interest you. You make géod use of him, why

not I? And he is interested in me, uncomfortably so. I'm bored, do

.you understand? bored, I°d do anything for a bit of excitement., I

hate this damnable useless life.™
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"Don’t be a fool, don't do anything you will be sorry
for. That man’s life is too closely bound up with ours.® He wanted
to tell her their obligation to the Russian. But that ﬁpuld'be con-
fessing to Elaine that he was a failure, and Northup was not ready to
do that. "Ivan is easily hurt. He's different.”

Elaine laughed again, “As I remember him, quite different."

She would have been startled héd she known how nearly Ivan
had interpreted her thoughts. He hurried to town., He was determined
she should not laugh at him again,

It was an unreal evening. Ivam knew by Elaine’s quickly
covered start of surprise when she opened the door for him, and by the
flash of admiration that he met her espproval, He did not know whether
she felt the charged atmosphere as they rode toward the city, but he
thought she did., He was silent, even his usual uneasiness in new sit-

vations was lost. He was conscious that she glanced at him from time

to time. Fe knew before she spoke that she intended t%o.

"Formal black and white is very becoming to you. I
should have remembersd how well you wore it.” Ivan did not answer.
Tas she reminding him that he had been her mother‘®s serving man? He
decided she wasn’t. She was attempting to make conversation. She con-
tinued to wateh him.

"There is a peculiar gquality about you, you look as
though you had a candle lighted within you. Do you have some special

secret when you gleam that way?™
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He trembled under the words, and glowed under her
friendly smile. The mask wrinkled at the edges and began to erumble.
He smiled. He had to look at her, Did she mow he enfolded her in
that one glance, shut har'off from reality? His hand whitened om the
wheel. She couldn’t know that, for she was not used to watching peo-
ple’s thoughts, Then he prodded himself, "Say something, you fool,
say something,®

"Yes, I have a marvelous secrst, the secret of the
source of all life.™ He mentally clepped himself on the back-=fine,
Iven, fine, that is high sounding and intriguing, She will have to
answer you. There is the answer.

"fon't you tell me about 1t?®

His thoughts toyed--what would she do if I to0ld her?
Shall I say, "You are the secret of the source of my life. I have
hunted since a child for it. I have saved for it, suffered abuse in
silence for it, dreamed for it, studied for it. Ifenm have called me
‘different’ and it has rankled, but, if I should have this source of
life, I must be different. Sacrifice is demanded for every happiness,
and sacrifice at a tremendous price. But it is worth it. You are
worth the sacrifice of life itself; for without you there is no 11?3;"

Her voice startled him, so far had he drifted.

“"You will not tell me about this wonderful secret? You

used to tell me your secrets.”

She remembered, remembered their secrets togéthere "Soms
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day, Zlains, if you want to know."

The violinist could not have chosen better to enhance
and complete Ivan’s mood had he known Ivan was in the audience, and
had he known the mood. Ilaine felt the sublimity of this mood, f=l%
Ivan's deep appreciation.

»It is a pleasure to have a companion such as you,
Ivan,™ Zlaine whispersd between numbers,

He couldn®t answer, his throat was too full. She talked
on as they waited for the second part of the ﬁrograma "This artist
has much to do with the success of his progrems., He is what every
woman dreams of, illusive, suave, polished., His personality radiates
to0 those about him. He projects himself beyond the footlights.™

It was over., Ivan waited while Elaine renswed her ac-
quaintance with the violinist. Ivan was as one who has slept desply,
peacefully, then wakened throusgh a beautiful dream to a scented, mur-
muring world where one wanders, half drugged for the moment, seeking
to grasp full consciousness. The beauty of sound was yet so much a
part of him, it would suddenly flood his being only to die out again

as he became a part of his surroundings.

Had there ever been such & night? Moonlight could not

be a reality and yet so unreal. The moon hung, a great silver disc
against an emptiness of phantom blue, color or not color., A white
ribbon of road wound betwesn lines of black cut by frets of gray; un-

dulating waves of earth splashed with sagebrush daubs and their shad-
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ows slipped away and vanished into the horizon, Stillness that pressed
down and in%ruded on the comscious left imprints end mixed itself with
thought, mixed itself as Llaine'’s eyes, with their puzzled depths, were
mixing themselves with Ivan®s thoughts. Confusion filled him., A senss
of detachment was taking possession of him,

Then they were at home; he stood at the arch of the patio.
The moonlight was tangling in her hair, catching in her eyes. "hy didn't
she go, why 4id shse linger as if loath to leave him?

“Ivan, where did you learn about--" she hesitated for a
word, she spread her hands in a gesture, “all that, music composers,
pictures, all the things you have asked me about these last months?® She
did not wait for a reply. “%hat has made you different from your people,
do you really belong to them? I have seen your brothers and their chil-
dren in the towm, They are stolid or errogant and forceful, and ugly.
But you--one doesn't describe you, for one is not sure what you are, I
met the son of a Russian Duke in Italy. Tonight you remind me of him.

He said funny things, cruel mocking things--he said of his people, if
they had what they asked of life they grew stolid, dull, or heartless.

It was only through rough adversity, sacrifice, that they bloomed. Do
you have what you want? Or is it wenting that makes you as you are?

The music tonight seemed at times to come through you to me. I remember-
ed my girlhood dreams tonight. I haven’t dreemed of knights for years.
My dreams seemed to mix with yours, I have a curious fesling about you

tonight, Ivan. YWhy are you, you?"
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Lights blazed within himg thoughts burst; words leaped
to his 1lips, mingled with other words, choked him.

“"I em because of you, I-=you--it--=I love you.® He saw
his intensity push her back, startle her. It startled him. ¥I was
happy, not unhappy alone, you were everything beautiful --1light, color,
form, love, honesty, truth, bravery. I gave everything to you, then I
was happy. 4nd you were happy, too, were you not? Your dreams had me,
my dreams were you. You were mine.” He hesitated before the surprise
in her face, saw disdain take its place. He eried sharply, "Don‘'t do
that, you do not understand, You were in here,” he beat his hands on
his breast. "“Then you went away, your mother sent you away. I was
alone again., Elaine, you don?t know what is to be lomely. You won't
ever let me be lonely again, will ybu?“ He ecauzht her hand, %I found
you again., I bought land for you, I called it "Dreem Aeres.’ e were
to be together there. I saved mpne? s0 when your father couldn’t have
money to keep your sun from setting, I could give it to him, Every
year I make more money, just for you. Don't pull from me. RElainel
Elaine! don't you see when you came back you were gold, sunshine, every-
thing, You warmed me, you gave me life. Don’t look like that. ¥hy are
you angry? I have everything for you; you gave it to me; I will give it
back to you. Marry me, Elaine., You must, so that I may have sons and
not be destroyed. They will conquer the world, they will-- oh, I don‘%
know what they will be, --everything.” Faster and faster poured his

words in his effort to stop the flood of emotions that erossed her face,
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scorn, contempt, disgust. %I have money, we will keep the Noxrthup
ranch just cattle, it will be your palace., I can gi%a you everything,
ears, concerts, horses.™

she stopped him, her voice the clink of steel on brittle
glass, "Not different, after all. A Russian peaaant.and just a men,
There are things money does not buy.”

Her face was strangsly old.

Ivan was alone., He murmured, "The language of my father,
posaessioﬁs9 money was all I could think of., A Russian peasent., ¥hen
I need words to express new thoughts, they are gone. I am only Nicholas

Smirnov’s son.”

A hush hung over the prairie, heat waves to heavy to
1lift themselves rolled close to the horizon. All day the sun had beat
down from a seared sky. The roses in the garden drooped and wilted.

The leaves on the Chinese elms that bordered the long drive hung list-
less. The poplars back of the arbor showed the white of the underleaf
as they waited the breeze. The fish in the pool lay suspended in the
shadows of the miniature bridge. No sound broke the stillness until
from the south came the clatter of the cultivator and the beat of horses

hoofs.

Ivan drove through the yard to the machine shed, His

horses were white with foam., His clothes, dark with perspiration, clung



to him. He had come from the cane field in the southeast bottom
land. He remembered the beautiful picture the land had made in the
late spring when gay wildflowers nodded in the southwest wind. The
long black loam ribboms had trailed after his plow, veivet against
the emerald. As he plowed, he had felt perhaps he was desecrating
the land, that the shades of the past might be hovering over him
despite the beauty., For Stan Northup, driven by his debts and ac-
cunnlating bills, had consented to permit the bottom acres of the
Northup ranch to be cultivated.

Now the cane was curling in the heat. Ivan whimsically
wondered if it might .not be 014 Stan’s wrath that was blistering it.

Three months before, Iven had gone to the patio and
found the listless beaten gld man waiting for him. The strong frame
was bowed, the red tan of sixty years in the open had given place to
palor, He hadn’t moved when Ivan grossed the patio., He had just
started talking.

"Ivan, it seems sometimes that I have sat here forever.
Sometimes I forget that I ever rode the range, that out tl.mre toward
the river was dotted red with my cattle, that we fought for water
rights, fought rustlers, fought for the love of fighting. Then Stan
Northup bowed to no man. Toda.ﬁ’, except for the kindness of a Russian
ivmigrant, men would nudge each other as I pass.”

#Jf you had had a son, it would have been different.

Man's life is not complete until there are sons to carry om for him.
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That is the hope of life. '"e live, make mistakes, but we point a
way for those who go after us. They pick up our load, carry on. I
failed my father in that, but he has sons that were faithful."

Ivan’s mood fitted the old man’s. “Perhépa you are
right. I always hoped for a son, but whem I had Elaine I was content.
I don’t know what will happen to her. But you have not come to listen
to the garblings of an 014 man. Smirnov, I cannot pay you. Here are
the mortgages and notes. I don’t know why you bought up all of them,
why you have had them all come due the same day, but whatever it is,
you have been patient and kind. Perhaps you were right, and the ranch
could have carried itself if I had listened to you, but it is too late
now, I can't 1ift this load.® He raised the handful of papers. "I'm
too 0ld a man, You will do better with it than I have. ¥e will settle
these howefer you like, God! what a fool I have been."

Ivan crawled stiffly from the cultivator. Fe looked to
the house as he straightened stiffened muscles, As if his glamce had
brouzht it, the leaves on the trees stirred. FHe furned to the garages.
“He is out again today. BEvery day for these three months he has gone
hunting money, money, money to pay me., In the few minutes after he
told me he couldn’t pay me, told me to do as I liked, I lived a life-
4ime. I lived all the plans I had made for humbling that old man, for

turning this place into a paradise where I might rule with Elaine. And

in those few moments, I loved Elaine enough to give up all those dreams,

to tear those papers in shreds. In my agony I humbled myself before




him, let him see my great love. But he didn’t understand, just as

she had not understood in the months before. I lifted those papers
and cried aloud, °I love Hlaine, TFor her, I will tear these papers
in shreds.? He scorned me., He thought that I, I, Ivan Smirnov, would
buy the woman I love. ILet him sweat, let him rot. I will not tell
him he did not understand me, not if it were to save his life.”

He struck the horses a sharp blow, The lines im his
face deepened perceptibly. Deep within his consciousness a still
voice whispered, "Perhaps your resignation was only a gesture. You
do want her, you are not willing to renounce your desire for her since
you have had time to think about it. Your desire for her is the reason
you heve not told him he misunderstood. It was only under great emo-=
tion that you could make the sacrifice. You know it is easy to be a
hero when the band plays; but in the still of the night with no one
to aplaud it is a different thing.™

iy conscience talks to me again., All right, perhaps I
do want her. Uhy shouldn®’t I have her?”

"Do you remember what your brother told you??”

»surely I remember. There is never happiness if a woman
feels she stoops to marry a man. But Elaine would not stoop. See what
I have been able to do for myself. That brother said I was the first
guirnov to lose my head over a woman., How does he know what I will get
from that woman? Xe @1dn’t get from Alexia what Nicholas go® from Tem-

zie, because Nicholas could never take another woman, and Karl has an-
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other women before Alexia is dead two years. You cannot bluff me, I
will not tell him."™

"You are irritated because you didn’t get patted on
the back vhen you made your grand gesture. You are humiliated that
anyvone would believe you were not perfect. Didn't Northup have a
right to misinterpret you? 'hy shouldn’t he see you as a ‘Rooshin’
using money to twist from him what you had not been able to get other-
wise. He woul@ remember that you had asked to marry Elaine, and that
she had scorned you. He sympathized with you then, really believed
your story that everything you 4id had been without thought of reward
because of your love, He didn’t resent it as an upstart action from
an inferior. FHe believed it was some Quixote idealism. But now you
are showing your true colors, bargaining for her as Nicholas bargained
for Tamzie. Is it a surprise that he misunderstood you? ¥hy don’?
you be a mean and tell him now?®

»0 shut up! There is the Worthup car, Shall I go
over and meke the 0ld fool speak to me? I haven't been near the house
since he freated me the way he did.”

The car came to a stop. Two men hurried out. They
beckoned to Ivan. They wers lifting Stan Northup from the car. Ivan
ran.

what is it, what has happened?”

wThe doetor is coming, he said bring him home, Noxthup

was talking to me when he dropped. I didn®t know what to do.”
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Ivan opened the door for them. IZlaine’s white, fright-
ened face chilled him, He stood beside her when the doctor told her
there was little chance for her father’s recovery., If he 4id, his
mind must be set at rest from all worries., His condition was the re-
sult of nervous stfain and exhaustion.

“He is %00 0ld a man for such an attack. ZElaine Nor-
thup, I have known this family for a long time, but I never expected
to see the granddaughter of Stan Northup's mother lei her dad scour
this country hunting money as he has done to pay for her wastings.
Thank God, she didn’t live to see the state Northup Ranch is in.®

Ivan shrunk into the shadow of the room as Ilaine
turned to look at him. The iciness of her stare frightened him. In
her warred forces that enviromment, heredity, and habit had fostered.
She hed known there were money difficulties, had known her father
worried about the bills, but she had not known the seriousness of the
situation until the past few months, in fact, did not know just what
was involved now. She did know that Ivan was connected with it, --
21l her discontent with the useless round of life since her return
from college swept over her. The futility of life gripped her. The
intense waiting of Ivan poured over her in its fullness, caught her,
zave her a feeling of being captured and bound by intangible chords
that ecould not be broken., As she struggled, all her emmity concen-

trated on him,
Nell Northup wept loudly. Ivan would have left the

house, but Nell caught his arm.
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"Don’t go, Ivan, you must help us, Stan depended so
mich on you."

Ivan looked quickly at Elaine., Scorn curled her lips.
He turned to go, but lMrs. Northup still clung to him, ™You can’t go.
I won't let you." ‘

Wiother, you forget yourself., Ivan undoubtedly has
his reasons for going. Remember father trusted him. Now he would
not want to lose any money. %hat does a dying man matter, so long
as there is momey t0 think of%®

Iven flushed., "I am not thinking about money. I was
doing what I thought best under the circumstances. If you need me,
I shall be glad to stay.™

"lle do not need you. The Northups have never needed
you, they never shall.” Her voice was deep in her throat.

"Ch, Ivan, don’% pay any attention to her, She is
excited, wrought up; she doesn’t know what she is talking about. She
doesn’t know what you have done for us., There hasn’t bsen a month
for the past two years that Stan hasn't told me I didn't know what I
was doing, if it wasn’t for you we would all be in the poor house.
Please, Ivan.” Her voice fose in a wail,

Ivan remained silent. She eried more loudly. Elaine
turned impatiently. “Don't make any mistake about i%, I know very
well what you have done, But stay if it will keep her quiet. Remem-

ber, stay out of father’s sight. He must not recognize you."
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In the days that followed, Iven could not free himself
from a feeling of responsibility for Northup‘’s illness and Elaine’s
grief, He bore Elaine’s scorn for he could not explain to her that
her father had misunderstood him. He could not humiliafe himself by
telling her his wounded pride had kept him silent., It wouldn®t have
done any good if he had. He told himself, again and again, that the
man need not have raced over the country hunting money. He was in-
sane, a fool, He hadn’t acted intelligently in all these years the
ranch had been going in debt. It was as much Zlaine and Nell Northup®s 3
fault that Stan was 111 as his., They had forced Sten into debt, Torn
by conflicting thoughts, he lived in torment. Ke d4id all that was
possible for the stricken household, but he kept out of Zlaine’s way
as much as possibls.

Two weeks Stan Northup lay between life and death. Two
weeks Elaine had stayed by his side, Day after day, he repsated the
story of his losses, his mother, his father, llike 0'Flynn, his wife,
Zlaine, Then had come the crowning blow, he had resigned himself $o
Ivan’s taking the ranch; he would ask that their places be reversed,
Ivan be master and he the foreman; then they might stay on at the Nor-
thup Ranch, He couldn’t live without Northup Ranch. But Ivan, %00,
had failed him, He would tempt her father; for the ranch he wanted
Blaine, Stan lived again the days and days of pleading for money. He
had groveled, begged, prayedo The Russian should not have the land.,

The land guivered beneath his desecrating tread. If Elaine had loved

him-- but she didn’t and the Russian would force her father to give
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her to him., Her father couldn®t, if he wanted to., Little by 1little,
Blaine pieced the story together.

Zach day the doctor admonished, "You must put his mind
at rest. I don’t know why he frantically hunted money but whatever
it is, is still preying on hie mind, It is up to you."

The long twilight of the hot July day ended. Moonlight,
steel white, etched the earth in lights and shedows. Ivan slumped in
his chair, arms hanging loose at his side, his chin resting on his
breast. His mind was a treadmill where the circle of his thoughts
beat their path. He must be at peace with the Northup household. They
were wrong, it was they who had misunderstood, but he must have for-
giveness for his part in the tragedy. He had not told Stan Northup :
that he had not meant to trade the mortgages for Elaine, and so lor-
thup had put forth his last energy to maintain the honor of his name.

Ivan had been staring at the shimmering band of moon-
light, unbroken by shadows, spreading from the doorway to his feet,
when suddenly a silhouette lay on the silver band. He lifted weary
eyes, LElaine stood in the doorway of the shack, The white band of
mooniight ran over her and spilled on the floor; before her lay a
black shadow on silver. Surprise kept him silent.

"Ivan,®

"Elaine!™ He was on his feet.

#If you still want me, I°1ll marry you,” her voice was

low, hopeless, pain-smothered.



vglaine You A1d understand. Themk God. I could not
bear it as it was, You care!” His head drooped, tears ran over his
chesks,.

Eleine stiffened, her voice cut the airs'short9 sharp

darts, "For the mortage, everything we owe you, I marry you,"




Book Four




How many shaken
¥ith all the fiercer tortures of the mind
Unbounded passion, madness, guilt, remorse;
“hence tumbled headlong from the heights of life,
They furnish matter for the tragic muse.
E'en in the vale, where wisdom loves to dwell,
With friendship, peace, and contemplation joined,
How many, racked with honest passions, droop
In deep retired distress.

-=James Thomson, “The Seasons."
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The drought was broken. The cane unfolded its lsaves;
the roses lifted their heads; the poplars quivered and éanced under
the pelting raindrops, LEven the prairie seemed less brfown, seemed
to have borrowed from somewhere a tinge of green. The slow patter
of rain sounded on Stan Northup®s window.

Stan Northup was a very weary men. He hed been strug-
gling in a black morass for untimable ages. Sometimes he struggled
free of it and, in those moments, he had always found Elaine. But
soon the black pall enveloped him again, and the struggle began all
over again., The patter of the rain soothed him; the fumes cleared
from his brain; the langour of his limbs gave way to weariness.

His eyes darkened. Ivan Smirnov and Elaine entered
his room. They spoke no word as hand in hand they came toward him,
They stood beside his bed. He looked from one to the other. Then
Elaine spoke, "Father, I am glad you know me this morning, I want to
tell you something that I hope will make you as happy as I an.” KHer
voicse was low, full, and firm. “I am going to marry Ivan. Sinee you
have been ill, I have learned many things. It would not be possible
to live without him."

Ivan felt a flood of joy that filled him; a rush of
reverence that brought him to his knees beside her, He lifted the

hem of her skirt and pressed it to his lips. He bowed his head on




her father®s bed and wept. It had all been so strange last night.
She had been in his shack, but she had_been 80..c0ld, then she had
fled, and, suddenly mingled with distant thunder, he was sure he had
heard her crying terribly, horribly. But when he had rushed out call-
ing to her;, there was no sound. Now she had said, she could not live
without him,

He explained, "It isn't grief, it is joy I cannot neme
%o you. So long I have loved her, and now to know that she loves me
in return is almost a greater blessing than I can bear., I will be
kind to her. Rest in peace, and guickly return to health., There
shall be no more plowed fields on the Northup ranch, if that is your
wish, sir.®

Again the o0ld man’s eyes turned to the woman'’s face,
then to the man's, searching, searching. There was compassion in
his voice, "Elaine, why have you done this?®

"Because Northup acres are dearer to me than anything
else, except you., If I lost both of you there would be nothing left.
So much is my fault., Ivan has loved me all these years; you have told
me what he meant to me in my childhood. ©Should it surprise you that
I should again turn to him?"

®If I could only be sure,” her father’s woice broke.
"He has not talked to you?®

wIt is I who went to him and offered myself. You can

be sure, It is the best way. Mother is happy, and I hope you will be.™



"But what of you, child? There ére some sacrifices
too great.”®

She aid not answer but, stooping, kissed him. Her
face was transfisured., He looked at her in awe, She smiled dowm
at Ivan as he knelt by her father looking from one t0 the other. She :
laid her hand on his head for a moment. Then she hurried from the
TO0m,

Ivan turned to the mem, “Iir, Yorthup, I am sorry I
did not tell you that you hed misundsrstood me, that I never meant
to trade the mortgages for Elaine., I was hurt to think vou had not
more faith in me, that you did not realize love for her meant more K
to me than money, that I would give her the ranch, and we would for-
get that you had ever owed me moneyoﬂ_

Peace filled the sick man’s heart. He slept. ‘‘hen
Elaine returned to the room, he tried to talk to her of Ivan, but

she laughingly turned away. She had closed the roads behind her.

Stan Northup sat in his whee2l chair looking out over
the frost bound garden when Elaine ceme into the room. She was list-
less; blue shadows were under her eyes.

#Child, it is not necessary that you stay with me all
the time. I am well now, énd I have been for meany months., We will

have to get used to these worthless legs.”




She smiled down at him, "Tired of me, father? Have I
been so poor a nurse that you would get rid of me?"

vYou have been perfeect, but you are a young woman,
your interssts are not those of an 0ld man, Then you are only six
months a bride. & husband can rightly claim the time of his wife.®
Stan watched her closely as he talked. Sﬁe fingered a group of cards
beneath her hand., "Do I not know the invitations that are stacked on
that table? One always needs friends, my dear, even if one does have
a hushand and a father.™

W“pPlease, father, don®t joke about it. I would rather
stay with you.”

"Elaine, look at me. Are you happy?® His face was
troubled.

Elaine laughed, "Of course I am happy, you goose, And
to please you I will go. Some of these days you will be pleading with
me to stay at home, at least long enough for you to make my acguaint-
ance., I have enjoyed this being of some use. Life had besn such a
gonseless mill.” :

The boast had been easy, but Elaine found it much more
difficult to act than she had anticipated, She had married her father's

hired man; she had married him for money, for security for herself and
ner father; if what the doctor had said was true, for her father’s life,

She was not a snob, but she could not forget the contempt with which
the Russians were treated. She had married one of them. She could not®

kill the contempt she had for convenisnt marriages, and she had made




one. She hated to face her friends, but she meant to keep her word.
iZvening after evening, Ivan came in, ealled for her,
went from room to room seeking her. It was always Stan Northup who
told him where she had gone. Nell Northup, now that herlhuaband was
better, had again entered on her round of entertaimments, It hed
been a great humiliation to have Elaine maxrry Ivang; but Elaine had
never been tractable, she had not paved the foad for the social sue-
cesses Nell had planned. When the Northup finances reached the state
they had, MNell had been thankful that the girl could and did save them
from the disgrace of bankruptey. Nell never guestioned how tractable
Ivan would be. His evident devotion to Elaine would assure them of
money. Besides, as soon as they werse on their feet financially,
Elaine could divorce him. As a divorcee, she would create a greater

sensation than she had as a debutantse,

A change hed come over the Northup household., The
great house was hushed. Sometimes as Stan Northup pushed himself
about in his wheel chair,‘he felt it was a waiting hush; there ssem-
ed an expectancy in the very air.

The joy and eagerness had left Ivan’s eyes. He no
longer called £laine®s name when he entered the house, He spent long
hours in the library with Sten llorthup, reading or listening to the

old man’s reminiscences., He managed the household and the ranches
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with an ease that drew comments from Stan. The house no longer rang
_with Jazz, laughter, and song. lMany people ceme and went., Psople
whom Iven had met, and in whose homes he had visited. They came in
the evenings, husbands and wives together., They left their regrets
that lirs. Smirnov was not in. Ivan, painfully humiliated to have
them know Zlaine and he did not spend their leisure time together,
exerted himself to make them forgat her absence, Stan Northup en-
Joyed those evenings; he watched with curious eyes and let no hint
of surprise show., Illness and adversity had done much to mellow the
0ld cowmean.

Stan always placed their cards where HElaine must ses
them. Hs watched her as she fingered them; he never failed to tell
her the details of the calls. Slowly the pile of simple white en-
graved cards grew, Ivan never made any mention of them; only Stan
talked‘to her of them.,

One late afternoon Elaine came in, walked over to the
tray and fingered through the cards., sShe looked from under lowered
lashes at Ivan who sat dé%p in a book, unaware of her presence. She
xnew when he discovered that she was there, he would lay down his
book, hurry to her., He would inguire if she hed emjoyed her day,
would take her coat, would bring her a chair, would bring her a re-
freshing drink, Then he would withdraw into the shadows, but, when-
efer she lifted her eyes, éhe knew he would be watéhing her. Had it

not hepperted day after day? Did she not plan as much of her time away




from home as she possibly could to avoid those éeeking eyes?

She again fingered the cards; She couldn®t go on the
way she had been; She tossed her head, gave a smile to her father
who also spent his time watching her. She moved quickly to the door
" of the library.

"Good evening, Ivan. Do you have any plans for the
evening?™ Her voice was cooly polite. .

He lsaped to his feet, hurried to her, his eyes light-
ing. "o, is theres something you would have me do?%

*T am tired of bridge. Sinee your friends prefer the
informality of evening calls, we had better take this opportunity of
returning them.”

He stood bewildered amd uncertain, He felt she was
eriticizing those people. "They are interssted in lknowing you, Elaine.
I believe you would like them, But if you do not care for them, we do
not need to Z0."

"One does not so easily disregard one’s social obliga-
tion,™

He flushed but 4id not answer, They went, end Iven
zlowed with pride. He had never known the full extent of Elaine’s
chari., She, in turn, was astonished to find the respect and genuine
affection his friends had for Iven Smirnov., She thoroughly enjoyed
her eveniné° She was ash=med of her petty malice, and, as they drove

home, she $01d Ivan how much she had enjoyed herself. She made no
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effort to flatter him, and he thanked Ner for it.

Elaine was drawn more and more into the activities of
Ivan’s group., Soon their interests kept them much together., She
went everywhere with him, They motored together, danced together,
spent week-ends together, and, although they were usually with friends,
there grew up a sort of companionship between them. She was spending
more time with her violin, and, in the evenings, often took it out and
played for Ivan and Stan. Stan Northup'’s face seemed less lined.

Nell Horthup was chagrined at this change in Elaine’s
life, She found herself in a peculiar position, She made only one
attempt to entertain in the old style at Northup ranch.  Stan Worthup
in his wheel chair, Ivan courteous but cold, and Elaine sweet but re-
strained dampened the spirit of the group. The. party was not a suc-
cess, She was omitted from cértain small affairs that she had attend-
ed, first in her own right, then as Elaine’s mother. The general
affairs still were open to her., Nell attempted to persuade Elaine
to accompany her, but she falled. Then she began a series of lavish
entertainments at the club., One day a group of bills came to Ivan.
They belonged to lell.

Ivan held them for a long time, a frown on his fore-
head. Ivan had added a milch herd and chicken pens %o the Northup
ranch, He continued to build up the beef herds, he was raising and
selling purebreds., In these ways, he made the Northup ranch maintain

jtself. He had begzun %o pay out the notes and morigages which he
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held. He had placed every mﬁmper of the Norfhup rapch on a budget
and an allowance, INell Northup had hers. Hs= knew she had lost
heavily in the market slump, that she still gambled at bridge. He
suspected she sold infoxmation that she was able to getlfrqm friends,
but he had not believed she would dare open en acéount in his name.

: He could not go to Elaine, amnd he would not go to
Stan FWorthup. Stan had a&mma; regained his strength, but he was
sensitive about his crippled condition, and he felt very keenly his
uselessness. Ivan was attempting to overcome this feeling. ‘ﬁbrthqp
kept all the accounts, and Ivan placed ‘the beef cattle under his man-
agement., Ivan would not take this new.problem to him.

He waited that night until Nell came in. ™irs. Nor-
thup, may I speak to you a moment?®

"Oh, surely, but, please, if it is anything that will
take much time, may we not wait until tomorrow? I am so tired."

"] am afraid it is something we must take care of now,
Apparently there has been some mistake in these accounts. Here are
things that I believe are yours, charged on my account.®

She was startled but quickly recovered herself. "Im-
possible! "hat are they? Is it not possible they are Elaine’s?”

wghall we call Blaine to see if they are?"

"That is it you wish to ask me?" Ivan started; Nell
shrank back. She would much rather take her chances with Ivan. Elaine

stood in the door.
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Ivan’s voice trembled, “Some accounts I believe were
mischarged., They should be on your mother’s bill. I wish to get
them straightened wp immediately so that the error may be corrected
and will not be made again.”
i Elaine came to the table where he stood. She spoke
coldly, "Why are &ou 80 sure they are my mother's?"

"You have never made a charge to my account.”

"Has mother?”™ "Llaine looked at her mother,

“No," Ivan spoke brusquely, "This is the first time."

"The things are mine. I will take care of it., I am
sorry, mother, you were annoyedoﬁ'

Ivan @id not move. His face was stern; his eyes puzzled.
Those things were not Zlaine’s; they were Nell Northup®’s. =laine had
deliberately put him in the wrong, and she had lied. He went to the
library and, from his chair, heard the murmur of voices, sharp, com-
manding, pleading, followed by sobs mingled with an earnest voice., Then
Elaine passed the door her face was white and drawn., She was soon fol-
lowed by her mother who was still weeping., Shame for Elaine burned in
him, then pity--shame that she had told him an untruth, pity that shs

must protect her mother,

7ith the unstable economic condition, if Northup ranch

was 0 be cleared of its heavy indebtedness, the budgets must be cutb




closer., There could be no new cars, there would be less entertain-
ing, less travel, less help both in the house and on the ranch., Ivan
figured long. ¥Veary and unhappy, he walked out into the night, and,
from force of habit, was at last on the irrigation ditch. His thoughts
‘made their eycle:=if Northup acres were clear of indebtedness, there
would have to be a cut in expenses; to cut expenses would reguire the
cooperation of the entirs household; but, at any cost, Northup acres
must be clsared; and it must clear itself so that Elaine would feel it
had paid itself out so there would be no obligation to him. She must
be free from a fesling of obligation to him,

Ivan's drsam, that Northup ranch should be used only as
a playground and home for Elaine, was gone, That dreem wiat when Ivan
realized what marriage for a mortgage meant, and when in the ditch
water he had seen her face with its cold, hard eyss looking back at
him., Then he had determined he would make lorthup ranch pay for it-
self, but, while he did that, he would make himself indispensabls %o
her, he would be kind to her, he would be everything he knew she ex-
pected of a man so that she must come to him, She would have to love
him, Alweys he watched her, waiting to see her eyes clear and kind.

nut it was going to be a struggls. The couniry was in
the grip of en economic condition that had taken the name of depression.
Thers wers so meny things to distract his mind from its one definite
purpose, winning Zleine lorthup, Tonight he was weary of walting,

weary of struggling., He shuddered, bowed his head., If he could only
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forget.

He thought of Tamzie and Ificholas, wondered if they
éere united. With the thought of them, came the thought of his re-
bellion. He was free from the bondage of his people, but what was
his sacrifice to be? Would it be as his brother had said, would he
be destroyed, would it be as though he had never lived? He legped :
to his feet. ot that, he would not think of it. If that were true,
why suffer the loneliness and unhappiness he had known, why fight al-
ways, why not join Nicholas and Tamzie? But, before he was free even
for that, he must clear WNorthup Ranch_of indebtedness. Aloud he
moaned, "How long, how long."

He hurried to the house. In the patio the three Nor-
thups sat reading, It flashed through his mind, that in the many
years he had been at the Northup Ranch it was only esince he was mas-
ter that the three Northupe had spent much time together. It was on-
ly in the last few months that Nell had bsgun to join them. He hesi-
.tated to tell them that their allowances must be smaller. He shrank
from the criticism they must meke, if not verbal, in their own thoughte.

Quickly he stepped forward. He did not hesitate. Iie
told them what would have to be done; gave them figures. !/hen he had
finished he said, "I do not know what this year will bring. There is
no market, but we must make the effort. If Elaine is ever to be free

from the burden of the indebtedness of this ranch, it must be through

all of us.,"




The three llorthups looked at each other in surprise;
two of them, perhaeps, in consternation. Stan Northup’s voice was
thick, “What do you mean, Ivan?"

"ithen she married me, there were mgrtgagés and notes.
Northup Ranch was by all rights mine, not hers. I want it %o be hers,
not something she has in return for herself. The money it pays back
tc me will, of course, be hers also, but Northup acres must be the-
Horthup s, not the gift of a foreigner.® His intensity end vehemence
held them silent. But Elaine colored, under the eyes of her father,

Stan spoke softly, WIt‘is a Quixotic idea, Ivan, but I
2h0pe we can do it., Perhaps as much for you as for her. The HNorthups
owe you much."®

Zleine retorted, "I hope we can make money, but I don't
care wheillorthup acres belongs to, Ivan or us.” She turned tc Ivan,
®If you make it pay for itself a hundred times, it still belonzs to
you'as much as to us. What is mine is yours, understand that once and
for all times.” Her eyes met his, but, under the humbleness in his,
hers blazed with anger. Ihy must he always give her the feeling that
she was in the wrong? ¥hy must he be so humble?

Nell Northup sighed. ©®Cut your budgets wherever you
want them, This depression has not only taken the land and the profit,
1'§ has taken my ambition. I am an old waman, and I°ve been forced to
recognize it. 'hen Elaine became so thoroughly domesticated, my oppor-

tunity as a social mentor venished. Ive literally dragged this family
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up every rung we've climbed on the social ladder. I can’t do it any
longer. You're not socially ambitious., After all, I guess it doesn®t
matter much, The group I had chosen seem to be the waster’s and they
have gone to pileces under the present strain., I am both disillusioned
and dissppointed. I'm disillusioned for Ive discovered it isn't I,
it’s what I give; without an unlimited purse you just as well drift
into the backwashes. The only rating I had was the dollar and cents
rating, or my ability to create a thrill. Oh, there are & group of
0ld ladies who can, and do, gather together, but there I am dissppoint-
ed. Instead of creating new interests, they spend all their time talk-
ing about the past. Rather than be on the fringe mulling over the past,
I°'d be an eccentric recluse. To a weary old mmnmmbﬂbrthup Ranch seems
sort of a haven, BResides, this group of people you have gathered
around you are charming. If you will permit, perhaps I can become a
passive member of your circle. They do not seem as stodgy and set, as
I had judged them from my superior heights. Anyway, Iven, count me as
a supporter of any changes you may need to make, Perhaps my car can
£0, 1711 probably need help in this new role., Another case of the
spirit being willing."

She rose to her feet, and all of them stood with her.
she lauched, "Is this a benediction? Thanks for the moral support.”

But as she walked away, head bravely erect, tears were in her syes.




o

Stan Northup bowed his head.

It was the late evening on Ivan Smirnmov's third wedding
anniversary. He watched a Viking ship dride the sunset sky, ride into
a crimson sea as did the Vikings of o0ld when they sailed out of their
northland into the west, a royal purple ship traced here and there with
gold. The figurehead aﬁ its prow was a monstrous dog, its nose lifted
as if to scent the way, its long ears slightly ruffled by the wind.
Misty figures filled the boat, and, as he listened, a chant was wafted
to him above the ripple of the water., Lightning cut the southern
clouds., He knew not if the phantom warriors chanted a peace offering
to the water gods who resented their daring, or chanted defiance to
the southern storm king called up by enemy priests to bar their way.

Then the lines of the purple cloud ship loosened,
spread, re-formed, the color darkened. A Roman galley, silver edged,
with its golden oars at rest, lay in a pearly sea, Tropic trees of
erimson rose from a flaming orange island. A boat song filied the air.

But ships dissolved into blue clouds; crimson seas were
drab distances; enchanted islands venished; boat songs were the twang
of mosquitoes. But Ivan still stood on the irrigation bank and stared
into the western distances where-the last faint coloring of the setting

sun was wiped out by rolling clouds.
Then he returned to the patio and its dim lights whawe
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Sten Worthup in his wheel chair waited for him. Soon Stan drifted
into reminiscences of

Seeing the far look in the eyes of
the man who sat with him, Stan shifted to stories of Elaine; for he
knew Ivan’s thoughts were never so far that they did nét return to
listen when her name was spoken.

Clouds rolled high in the sky; the wind was uneasy in
the tops of the trees., From the room back of them, clear and haunt-
ing, rang the notes of the "0ld Refrain.® Ivan was sick and shaken
when it ended., Stan Northup sighed.

"You have been married three years., It has made a
great change in Eleine. She seems more like my mother each day. But
Nell is changeds to00. Peace seems t0 be coming to Northup Ranch,
despite these trying years we call dspression.™

Thers was no answer. The %iolin again sent out its
harmony., 'then the last notes died, slow steps approached the door.
Ivan was on his feet. He held the door for Elaine to pass., Stan
spoke from his chair, "We enjoyed your music, Zlaine. An easy chair,
that music, andla companion like Ivan makes life worth while.®

“Happy, father?® She took the chair Ivan brought for
her., He sat back in the shadow.

"Yes, my child, I wish I could be sure you were as
happy. I would ask no more of life. I% is three years since you
were married. Three years that I have been in this chair. But it

doesn’t seem that long in many ways although meny changes have caoms.
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o were fortunate Ivan took us in hand. ¥Ye could never have weather-
ed the storm. Ve are wasters, my dear, reckless of 1ife as well as
money. "

Elaine’s voice was smooth, “It has truly taken a wizard
to handle this situation. that ars Northup acres doing, Ivan?™

"They are still paying their way. But there is 1little
to o0 on the indebtedness. The milch herd and the chicken pens have
saved us.®

"Not a cattle ranch any more, is it, daughter? But it
is a ranch of pursbreds, and a name to be reckoned with. You keep me
proud of lorthup Ranch, Iven. But why have you éever added your nans?
Nowhere does it appear.”

"iiy name has no place on it. This is the Northup Ranch.”

"Oh, father, don’t you know Ivan well snough, after all
this time, Vo know he is entirely too modest to take the liberty of
putting his humble name beside the name of royalty, however fallsn? I
hate being eternally on a pedestal.” Suddenly she was on her fest, she
whirled to the shadows where Ivamn sat., %I you would swear at ms, it
would be such a relief, I know no one can be as perfect as you appear
to be, nor as meek. It is just a mask to cover something else. 'hy
don't you come out of your shell sometimes? Quit watching me, I can't
stand your hungry eyes on me any longer. AaAnd that patient politeness
of yours. Oh, what a mess I°ve made of everything.” Her voice rose

higher and higher.
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She stood a moment quivering, fists clenched, then
ran into the house, the door banging behind her. An uncomnfortables
silence followed her tumultous words., Then a crash of thunder and
a rush of wind brought Ivan to his feet. |

wiay I help you to your room, sir?®

®Thanks., You have been very kind to us. Three years
is, after all, a long time to live in one of these chairs. A man
learns patience when he must sit and watch the world go by.™

"Patience is learned in many schools,” Ivan answered
as he wheeled him to his room., Ivan’s thoughts kept pace with his
feet, Kind, yes, I have been kind--there has been nothing else to
do==but this house is an empty shell, a play-house where each person
goes about with his mask. ©She need not accuse me of wearing one,
hers is even more evident than mine--we all wait our cues, sometimes
I forget mine., In the past three years I have sometimes thought a
soul bezan to brsathe here. But it was only atmosphere, for one of
the greatest tragedies imerica knows, the life in an avsrage home,

I wish I were out of here, back in my shack-=but I am bound--=yes, I
have been kind. I could laugh, scream--I don’t know what I could do,
whet I will do, before it is over. -

wGood night, Ivan.”

wGood night, sir. I hope you rest well."

"And you, my son,”

The door closed shutting them apart, those two men who
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had come to mean so much to each other. For a moment Ivan stood
staring at it, "My son! I am only Nicholas Smirnov's son. Iven
these walls echo, °VWhy are you here? Why are you here?’"

Ivan hurried to his room. In spirit, h§ was in flight,
flight from the shadows that haunted every nook. He dropped wearily
into his chair, Fitful pictures came, vanished--a child, a boy, a
youth, a man--questionings, strivings--Elaine bound with every thought,
every action--slow agonizing hours, quick emotion flooded minutes--
suspense, rsalization, defeat.

He lay his head back on the chair, and closed his eyes.
Why hed he always been persecuted, he had tried to be kind to everyone;
why was saneone always trying to take from him what he struggled to
build up, what he felt was rightfully his? No one ever recognized him
for himself, welcomed him. Over and over he fought his battle to viec-
tory, only to have the fruit:s snatched away from him dy selfish hands.
He was a suffering down-trodden hero. Lveryone was willing for him to
sacrifice but no one would give him his just returns.

Ivan did not know if he slept, but suddenly he faced a
new world, a world lightened by understanding., There had been no per-
secution except what he had built up in his own comscious. Again and
again he had been recognized but he scorned that recognition. Had not
Elaine called many his friends, and found them z£00d? He had been wel-
comed, but had scorned the welcome because he felt others had a warmer
response than he. He had not recognized that others gave a warmer re-

sponse than he., He fought imaginary battles that became real when there
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was no cause for battle. He wanted things that he was not prepared
to have, so they were taken from him, Suddenly he knew he had never
tasted true sacrifice, he had domne all things with anticipation of
reward, Fe stood again with Zlaine by her father's bedo He heard
her father’s voice say, "But what of you, my child? There are some
sacrifices too great.™

Elaine had made her sacrifice with no thought of re-
ward. He had had his opportunity, and for one moment had been will-
ing, but he had not been strong enoush to give azain and again. When
Elaine offered herself, he had taken her, INow for three years he had
worked uwntiringly trying to build for himself such a place that he
might again bribe her; he was trying to rob her of the honor of sac-
rifice by making Northup Ranch hers. NNo act he ever did but was
prompted by selrishnasso He had been callin%;it sacrifice, had been
crowning himself as a martyr. :

He leaped to his feet, stared wildly about him, went
quickly to the mirror, then hurried to her room. He knocked sharply.

“Come in.®

He thrust open the door., IElaine lay on the lounge be-
fore the open window. The soft glow of shaded lamps softened and chas$-
ened the blue and gold of the room. The gold of the woman blended with
the brocade of the lounge., His eyes fell before the cold steadiness of
hers, but he did not retreat. ke remained in the doorway.

"Elaine, listen to me with as much kindness as you can.
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I must meke you understend.® Quickly he poured forth what she had
meant €0 him in her girlhood; his grief at being parted from her when
she went to high school; the surety that- they would be rsunited as
soon as her school days wers over; the final sense of loss when she
had gone to college; his inability %o keep her from being the center
of his dreams.

I grew bitter, I thouzht I had been a fool, that you
had cheated me, You ses, I had deadened myself with dreams, deluded
myself with hopes. To me then life was a sham, a make-believe., Into
every life comes an hour when one knows his sacrifices are useless,
for all life is uselsss. All was grief and unhappiness and sorrow.
There was laughter, yes, but it was soon forgotten in pain., The mem-
ory of happiness lived only its hour, then it was gone, swallowed up.
The memory of pain lived forever., I decided to shut in my life so
that it would be impregnable to the assaults of the world. I didn't
know that I had already done that. I built ideals, and I built an
ideal woman; she was a blending of you and my mother, I was sensitive
to every contact; I waited for people to hurt me; I was sure everyone
was trying to. I reseated when peopls showed any interest in me, be-
cause they had not showed that interest before I had made money. I
was sure it wasn't @a but the money that attracted them, although I
was always equally sure they could not help being interested when they

really knew me.
"Then you céxne home from Europe. All my fine barrier
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was thrown down. I was possessed by you. I was sure that you were

a symbol of life, that you had been created for me, without you would
be only nothingness, that I must live and have ny being through you.
The reason I had been withdrawn from life was to be rif for companion-
ship with you; I had left my people; I had tried to free mnysslf from
the evils that were in me; I had taught myself all that had been taught
you, because I must be ready for you. You were the master foree within
me, I could be nothing without you.”

An expression of wonder and surprise contested in Elaine's
face,

"That first day you came home, as I lay on the ditch
bank locking at you in the water, you came to me on a band of light,
your shadow lay before you just as it did that night in the shack., So
when you came to me that night, I forgot everything; it was as though
it had been prophecied. I forzot that your father hed misunderstood
what I meant when I said I loved you, and would destroy the mortzages
for you, I forgot everything dbut my joy in you; my dreams had at last
come true, I didn't understand what ‘marriage for a mortzage® meant.®

"fhat do you mean about father misunderstanding you?"
Her voice was smothsred. He gave no heed.

#In the first days of our marriasge all the rich passion
of my life rushed out in my great love for you. I looked at the wild
flower; and, in its face, I saw yours. I watched the great fields of

grain, and, knowing its pulsing life, knew yours, I E=R heard the surg-
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ing of the wind, and listened for your spirit. I felt the soft caress

of the evening breezes, and dreamed of you. Before the purifying flame
of 1%, I bowed my head and whispered, °All is good with the world. Life
is complete in love,?

"1 waited for fulfillment. I waited for the time when
your father would again be well, and you would be free. Then your
father was well,® Ivan's head bent lower; he was silent many minutes,
"You took up life where you had dropped 1t. I was frightened as I had
been when I was a child. TFrightened at the things around me, the things
inside of me. I went badg to the dream world. I began going to the
ditch, watching the pictures rise from the water. It was the picture
that told the truth. Your eyes looked up at me, cold and steady. They
reached into my heart, and crushed it."

I His face was white; perspiration beaded his forshead;
Elaine stirred; Ivan quickly glanced at her. Her eyes were wide, pain
filled; her breath came quickly.

"Go on," she commanded.

"I went back to the water again &%? again, but the eyes
were always the same. I began watching you, hoping some day they would
¢hange. Hope dies hard. You see, my whole life was centered around
you, To your son I had planned to give all that you had given me, all
that I had taken from America, all that the tradition of Russia had
given me; for man is the product of the ages. Nothing is lost in us.

A son would be the fulfillment of my life, and the vindication fer my
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rebellion from my father. Because you withheld yourself from me, I
pittied myself. I never thousght that it might be impossible for you
to love me. I only thought of making myself indispensable to you,
of becoming perfect. Then I had cared enough to zive up everything,
the savings of years, for your happiness, I could not conceive that
you would not respond.

"Believe me, Elaine, it is only tonight that I know
I forfeited my right to a son; that, through my ignorance, I have
not only sold my own birthright but stolen yours from you. I had
not meant to be selfish, yet always I have been.”

Suddenly, he was as a reed shaken in the wind, when
he beheld, as if for the first time, her abundant life, her exguisite
beauty, her rich womanhood bound as a hostage for her father’s life
on the altar of sacrifice. His love, enriched and despened by this
new experisnce, cried out for expression.

"glaine, if I were a poet,; I could make you inmortal
in poetry and song. If I was an artist I would paint you as I see
you, zive your beauty to the world, an eternal tribute to womankind.
But I am only a Russian peasant, only Nicholas Smirnov's son. I've
destroyed you in my bunzling selfishness. I have robbed you of love,
of the right to love; you will not live even in the face of a daughter.”

Quickly he crossed the room and, kn;aling beside her,

took her hand, crushed it to his lips, "I cannot ask forgiveness, but

please understand,”
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Her free hand rested a moment on his head, tears hung
on her lashes. "What did father misunderstanﬂ about the mortzages?”

"He thouzht I wanted to trade them for you. I meant
to destroy them, give th; ranch t0 you that you might be happy."

"And my father ddes not know that?®

"Yes, I told him before we were married.®

Her syes were filled with pain as she whispered, “Fool,
fool, not to have understood.” Aloud she said, "Perhaps some day I
ghall be worthy %6 understand such love. It is I who should ask for-
giveness., Please g0, now,%

He hurried from the room and from the house, The clouds
had opened to let the silver moonlight through. His shadow crept be-
fore him. There was no place to go, Z=Emotion spent and weary, he walk-
ed aimlessly ahead. Again he knelt on the bank of the irrigation ditch.
Fatigue gripped him; his muscles quivered., His eyes were fixed on a
gleam of moonlight that filtered throush the trees and reflected on the
water., His thouchts turned again and again to élaine“s tear filled
eyee; he felt her hand upon his head; heard again her vibrant whisper,
"Fool, not to understand.”™ Then the clouds parted, on the moonlighted
water lay her face, her lips slightly parted, her eyes clear and kind.
His heart loaped, then was caught in a mighty grip. He cried aloud in
pain; perspiration stood in drops on his forshead as he clawed his
breast. Darkness covered him; he sank into black smothering emptiness.

The moon rode high when, weak and miserable, he dragged himself to the
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house.

One afternoon late in October Ivan, wearier than usual,
came quietly into the kitchen. Since the night when he lost conscious-
ness on the irrigation bank, his heart had fluttered and pained when-
ever he exerted himself. He was always tired; it seemed a burden to
bring one foot ahead of the other. Sometimes pain caucht and held him
for a full minute. It always seamed hovering just at the edge of feel-
ing. Ee sat staring at tﬁe closed door thinking of Elaine as he listen-
ed to the gay chatter that drifted té him, Then the door opened, and
she came through., She hegitateé when she saw htm} then, crossing the
room, came to the back of his chair. She laid a cool hand on his damp
forehead,

thﬁt is it, Ivan, are you 11l%"

He 1ifted his head. She pressed it back on her bosom.
She bent over him, her eyes, clear and kind, looked into his. But
torﬁuring pain tore through his heart wiping out conscicusness. (hen
he roused the doctor bent over him. Zlaine stood at the foot of his
bed, traces of tears on her cheeks.

"Pake it easy, son. How long has that heart been act-
ing that way?"

®»This is only the second time it has bsen so bad."

Ivan's eyes could not leave Elaine’s face, but she avoid-
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ed his look.

"You will be all right now., Ifrs, Snirnov, keep him
quiet this evening. Tomorrow send him up, we will look him over."”

In the days that followed, Ivan lived in & strange
world. Dreams and reality had again become confused. He could not
be sure if he looked into Elaine’s eyes and found them ¢lear and
kind, or if it were the memory of the face in the water, He avoid-
ed her as much as possible. He knew he had grown weak; he feared to
know the truth. He had been able to make the sacrifice, gzive her up;
he did not want to hope again; he could not again face renunciation.
He who so long had watched eagerly for every glance from her eyes,
avoided them now fearing the message they might bring.

He wandered down to the irrigation ditch. The blue
vault of the sky with its pin points of stars was remote, chill. The
leaf and weed litter of the dry ditch whispered in the wind. Long
grass fronds, dead and bleached, caught his feet, hissed as he passed.
On a distant slope coyotes howled to the moon; an uneasy cow call
echoed., Tinter stillness hedged in the world. The house was hushed
when he returned, but his bed lamp burned and his covers lay open as
though to welcome him,

As he lay remembering the half memory of Elaine’s hand
pressing his head back to her, the eyes, the smiling lips, the open
‘bed, he pressed his hands to his eyes to shut out pictures, visions

of what might be., The pain in his heart chilled him, the doctor had
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said malnutrition, labor, and éxposure of childhood were taking their
toll. Nicholas Suirnov’s greed was to be paid for even to the sacri-
fice of human life, Ivan slept at last.

He awoke from a beautiful dream, A sweet peace filled
the room., A broad band of moonlight lay across the floor. Ivan trem-
bled; his pulse quickened. He waited with held-breath. A mounting
elation made him tense. He closed his eyelids., That white band of
moonlight that lay acrcss his room, he had seen a band of moonlight
lie across a floor before, and on it had lain a black shadow silhouetts.
It had brought heppiness with it. Then he opened his eyes., He must |
know, The moonlight was caught and held in a long golden veil, a veil
that fell around a silver woman, its radiance drifting through the
ailkénneaa that wrapped her, caressed the curves of her slender body.

Quickly Ivan got to his feet. A black shadow silhouette
lay befors him, touching his toes., He feared to move, so many times
he had dreamed visions only to have them melt into nothingness, The
woman ceme closer, her hands lifted, reached out to him. He hseld them
in his, A timid half-fearful voice whispered, "Ivan.,™

"Elaine!®

She was in his arms, her lips touched his cheek, then
met his.

"The princess has come for her prince," she was crying.

"Haes it been long?™




II
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The Northup house rang with subdued laughter and happy
voices. As Ivan and Elaine came through the door into the patio, one
cried, "Here comes the bride and groom."

Everywhere glasses were lifted and shouts rang out,
"Who will toast the bride?®

Answered in turn by, "Smirnov, Smirnov."

Ivan drew Elaine a little closer; as he looked at her,
she flushed beneath the ardor of his gaze. He lifted his glass high
and cried,."To the Northups, may the men never be poorer, and may
their women always be as beautiful.”

"Bravo! Bravol" cried the guests.

"Play for us, Zlaine. Please play."

Ivan turned to gquestion her, "Will you?"

“Do you want me to?"

“Please, I want to feel the beauty of "The 0l& Refrain®”
when it sings of love instead of lost hopes as it did when you played
it a year ago.”

: Her lips quivered and her eyes misted, but a brave
snile drove away the tears. He went for her violin. She was gquick-
1y the center of the circle. They questioned as she tuned her insitru-

ment,

"You are more bsautiful every day, HElaine.”™
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“Ihat have you done to that husband of yours? He is
a new creature. The melancholy of his eyes has changed., I cannot
read it, but I always want to cross myself,™

"Four years,--and you are perfect lovers., You must
be happy.®

®"Such an ideal family, really I believe your father
and mother have fallen in love all over again,®

"Could they help it with such a glorious exemple be-
fore them? Ralph and I have renewsd our fleame from their candle. It
is contagious,™

"You have stood this terrible depression so success-
fully.”

As they talked on and on, Blaine smiled, but her syss
esagerly watched for Ivan, always her breath caught when his eyes met
hers, the flare in their black depths stilled her.

With the first note the faces around them were gons,
there were only they two, and in both their throats low sobs struggled,
so near had they come to losing the beauty of life, so ekin is such
poignant happiness to sorrow. A bhush ﬁas in the patio aftsr tha.last
notes died away; each guest felt the touch of the sublime. She played
again and again until at ;ast she shook her head, and laid the instru-
ment aside.

Shé.went to her father’s chair., His eyes were mois?t,

"e have enjoyed your music, my child. An easy chair, that music and
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friends make life complets.™

"Heppy, father?”™ she was radiant,

"Yes, and you? I need not ask how it is with you.™
As he spoke he took Nell Northup’s hand. %“There have been many changes
in this year. Northup acres have indeed found happiness and peace. It
is indeed in the spirit that happiness and fulfillment 1lie.™

Elaine whispered, "Life is complete.” Ivan stood by her
side,

A laughing voice cried, “This family party must break up."”

They were drawn among their guests who were soon dancinga
Ivan bnd £laine danced some of the Russian dances he had taught her in
her childhood. As they stood panting from their exertion, Iven whisper-
ed, "The Breat Spirit is kind to man; he has given him many, many ways
to express himself., Perhaps he has made the ultimaie aim of life ‘ex-
pression?."

"Yes, God is good, batter fhaﬁ we in our narrow way un-
derstand. ™

»Zlaine, why did you say God?"

"thy did you say @reat Bpirid?®

#»I do not know, It is only a name for the nameless. I
vecognize it when I see it in the dreams and aspirations of men, when
T feel the sweetness of our love, when I hear not the violin strings
but the harmony of life, the rhythm that rings from them when I watch

the fields of grain, the flowers in the spring. I know it when there
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is the spirit of great sacrifice, vhen man gives unselfishly of him-
self without thought of reward. Love is another neame, but it ie not
great enough. This spirit is greater than love, it is greater tham
life itself, for it gives life. It is the imminent cause of all
things."

Then she answered, ®In my language, it is God."

"But Mrs., 0°'Flynn’s God was circumseribed.™

"Not her God, Iven, but her conception of God., MNan
can never really know God, he can only have his conception, so the
idea of God is ever enlarging. Your conception of aéﬁreat:ﬁpirit is
only another name for God. }rs. O'Flynn's God was anthropomorphized.
Yours is not. Hers has been circuunseribed by creed and dogma, yours
is striving to meet your personal need.”

sgod-=1t is attempting to define the undefinable; when
we zive a neme, is it not?”

"But it is well that man attempts.”

Time truly sped on golden wings for the Northup house-
hold., Another short madly happy year was gone, Ivan and Elaine turn-
ed more and more from the past to the future., Ivan’s vision of life
grew; life was a sacred gift which he believed was held for a brief
span, and is to be passed on better than it is received, until in the

beauty of perfection it is a 'suitable gift to the universe. He no




275,

longer selfishly held himself aloof. He went forth to meet every exe
perience, Together Zlaine and he gave of their time and ability to
every cause. They mingled with the Russo=Cserman people, discussing
with them their problems, and their problems were many. The first
generation wers old men and women, the second were mature, the third
wersa in the heyday of young womanhood and manhood., The Amerieca into
which the first generation had come was not the imerica which the
third generation was facing., The first generation lesmented over the
third, and the third protested against ths stolidity of the first.

Ivan discussed with them the duty of citizenship, the
obligation a man owes to his family, the rizht of children %o a free
and happy youth. He fought child labor., FHe encouraged them in their
worship and attended their churches. Together they rejoiced with
thoss whosé sons made their mark in trades and professions; they found
joy in letters from a doctor, a lawyer, a dentist, a civil engineer; a
minister, All these had gone out from north of the river., They con-
soled the families of a.petty thief, a forger, a confidence man; for
thesa, too, had gone out from north of the river.

In their home, they entertained the third generation,
and both Ivan and Elaine rsjoiced that this third generation were as
one with the American families they mingled with. The next generation
wquld not remember whether they were Russo-Cerman or American, nor would
it be remembered. They were retaining the sturdy honesty and the'thrirt-

iness of their ancestors, but they were acquiring the grace and freedom,
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the love o: the beautiful, the respect for womankind, of their more
gifted Jmerican brothers. Those who watched this analganation pray-
ed and hoped that only the virtues of both beoples might survive. If
the destiny of the individual is to be fulfilled, if nations are to
survive and serve, there cannot be Germans, Russians, Japs. There
must be men, brothers, éith their ‘wagons hitched to the stars.?

Sometimes Zlaine gasped, “I would not have believed
80 many things could be packed in one year, and yet the work on Nor-
thup ranch seems always to go on.®

And Ivan, a caress in his voice, snswered, “You have
put wings on the feet of time,"”

£11 their hours were not spent in plans for others,
They had their own to make and they were sager plans,

“"Ivan, it will be a son. It’s eyes will be dark like
yours., He will be like you in every way."

"There will be a son, yes, for throush him I live and
will carry on; in him I will know that I have been forziven, that life
has not been in vain., And he may be like me if you wish, but this ;
Pirst will be a daughter, and she will be like you. - She shall be my
picture of you, my poem. She shall preserve you for the future, and
her daughter after her, and on and on as long as the human race shall
last.™ |

"Daughters may come any time., But first borns should

be sons, since they must carry on traditions and family names,”
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"Perhaps that is true in most cases, but not in this
case, you forget, my dear, that I have only begun to learn, only
begun to be worthy of life. Vhile you, Elaine, if your daughter were
born tomorrow, and we were taken from her, would grow to a splendid
wonanhoods for her heritage from you and Northup ranch would keep hexr
sale and beautiful until she was ready to take her place in this world.®

"Don't, Ivan. TThen you talk that way, you reproach me
for my stubborn pride and willful misunderstanding. Beginning life?
iy dear, heawe you not always led me? Oh, the precious years I wasted
for us,”

"It is only the more beautiful for waiting. Ours is
as marriage should be, perfect understanding. Even in this, the
crovn of man®s and woman®s life, marriage and parenthood, theralnmst
be sacrifice. Such understanding as ours only can come through sac-
rifice; nothing is ever bought without it. *Je must not begrudge ours.
Only be thenkful that it is voucKafed to ue to know how to appreciate

the great gift when it is ours.”
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The resurrection story was being retold in every val-
ley. Re=creation was enacted wherever there was 1lifs, Joy and sor-
row, peacs and tragedy, walked hand in hand., The first suns of April
warnad the earth when Ivan squatted at Zflaine’s bedside. The gold
hair lay like a great fan on the pillow; the beautiful face was piné¢h-
ed and blue; the lips whité and dry. Only the eyes glowed, grsat blue
wells of pity.

“Ivan, your picture of me,”™ she whispered.

His eyes left her face as the nurses stooped besids him.
In her arms, a tiny face with a crown of golden fuzz showed from the
blanketed bundle, As he watched, the eyelids guivered and opened;
startlinzly blue eyes looksed up, then closed.

“ghe will look like me--but, the son--it is $00 late--
we can't carry on.” It seemed more the movement of her lips than her
voice that carried her words %o him, %I didn®t understand. You see
-=you're,” the voice was lower and lower, stopped, then shs gasped,
T"different.™

she was still., Ivan tried to rise, to move. Thers was
something he must get away from, but he was of stone. The doctor
touched his shoulder. Comprehension came slowly; the mind had refused
to take the blow; he was powerless, held in the grip of emotion o0

graat for utterance or for action., He heard the low inslistent voice




above him; he felt the persistent tug at his arms; he struggled, but
he could not free himself from the deadening weight that was ecrushing
him,

The doctor meant to be kind in the days that followed.
Put everything was lost to Ivan as he lay almost as still and white
as the figure in the room down the hall from him.

He heard from a great distance a voice repsating, “The
heart will not stand more shocks. You must rest, and you must pull
yourself together., Pull yourself ocut of this slough of despondency
you are in., You know you have to carry on. Tﬁere is a daughter wp
there that is going to have a hard time being as fine a woman as her
nother, "

But it was only a woice.

Days passed and Ivan still lay motionless. Again and
azain, as a dirge, he heard the admonition, "You must carry on.” Hach
day Mell Ilorthup brought the child to him., He saw it turn from red
to pink, to white. He saw the wizened look leave its face, the wrinkles
siooth, and the baby plumpness take its place. But he lay wrapped in
thick layers of ice, undisturbed by what passed on around him, yet ob-
serving it all.

Then one day when the child was brought to him, he bet-
tor understood what had welled up against him in his father®s heart,
hatred because his life had been bought at the price of Temzie’s. But
in his own heart, there was no hate, only infinite sadness and remote-

ness, Slaine had been preserved, but the prophecy of his brother was
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true. "You will be destroyed. Ilo sons shall live after you."

He was up again, directing the nbrthué Ranch, but the
weariness was always upon him., Hs was like a spent runner who has
reached his goal yet is not permitted to stop. Everything had center-
ed in Elaine, without her the incentive for life was gone. He had
builded with a definite goal, happiness for her, and that goal was
reached, Through him she had known peace and beauty and the final
Pulfillment of woman'’s life, motherhood.

There was always the cry, "Carry on as she would have
you, carry on for the child.” But no one understood. Time had been
too brief to plan for the hour when they would not be together. THad
not she said it was too late to carry on, and she had known. He had
failed his Meker, he hed not proved fit to carry on to that perfection
which grants return to the universs from which his spark of divinity
had fiomn,

To him the child was Zlaine’s, "The child does not

need me. Elaine gave her everything, she belongs to the Northups. I

want her to be a Northup.®

He haunted the irrigation ditch where Elaine and he
had spent happy hours together. He rode the trails they had made.
e stood at the arch of the patio listening, waiting for her footsteps.

sometines, in the stillness of the night, he called her name. Only the
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echoes answered hinm,

He mumbled as he walked the prairie, "lothing is earned
without sacrifice. I had my freedom from the bondage of my fathers
but, in return, I reap death. I will be destroyed, nothing of me
lives after me. That is the price."

Then one day he left the south side of the river and re-
turned to the north., He turned again to his family., He stood where
the old shack had stood, and saw on the rise to the west of him, and
on the rise to the east of him, and in the valley to the south of him,.
three comparatively new houses, bright with paint, backed by three
roony garages covering three glistening cars.

As he went from one of thoee housss to the others.he
was welcomed, The second generation had met and been awed by this
uncle and ﬁis beautiful wife, but their fathers had never approved of
him., But today the brothers stood in awe before the gray, drawn face
of the youngest. Ivan heard the tales of their successes and their
failures, of their woes at the condition of the country, and, while
he listened with bent head and dull eyes, they looked at him and shook
their heads in sympathy. TFrom one back door %o another, fled messengsrs.

when Ivan was alone in his room, he looked about him.
There wae simplieity in- this room, there was tawdry gawdiness in others,
but in all there was an effort to beautify. It was all so superior %o
the shack of their boyhood, If Nicholas had given them beds to sleep
in, tables to eat from, chairs to sit in, would he, Ivan, have fled from

them?




S%ill messengers went from one Smirnov house to the
other, Then one night when Ivan had been there about a week, they
all met together at Karl’s house; for he was the eldest and head of
the family in the absence of the father.

“hen they had all come together, they sat solsmnly in
a cirele, the elders in the center, then each age in a cirele back
of them until thalamall ones lay or crawled at the outer rim., Xarl
eleared his throat and spoke for them, TIvan, we are glad to have
you with us., 'We hope you have come to stay, that you have come back
to us, and we hope you can begin life anew, In your face, we can
see the sadness that lived in the face of our father when the woman,
our mother, had left him., Lonely is the life of a man who dwells
without a wife, and since the golden woman left you no men child, it
is right that you should taeke another, a woman of our psopls, who can
give you strong men children. Among the Americamns you have built your
fortune, now take it to our people and build up the strength of the
anirnovs, Today we have approached the widow eber. She has already
sons that can help you, land that eaﬁ be added to yours. She is will-
ing that you court her, You have come back to your own people in time,
you are still a young man. She is also young."

Ivan stared at him, at the group gathered around him.
as it of him and to him, they had been talking? IHe rose slowly,
dazedly, to his feet. What was he doing here in this house of strangers?

was it t0 him they talked of another woman? Without a word he walked




from their midst and returned to the lNorthup house.

He worked with the men in the fields, from before the
first break of day until the stars were long in the sky. Through
the long nights he paced back and forth in his room or in the patio,
or sat in the room that had been Elaine’s. Then one night he heard
the walls whispering her name; he listened; he heard her call from
the stairs; he went in answer, but she was not there. From the patio
he heard whispering, laughing. %hen he stood in the door, he sew her
shadow in the moonlight; he heard the swish of her garments as she
fled before his advance. £he beckoned him to follow.

Stan Northup‘’s sad eyéa followed Ivan as he moved
rastlessly about the house., Ivan never spoke, but always he was
listening, waiting her call. It ceme at unexpected moments and from
unexpected i)la.ces, sometimes from the stairs, sometimes from the patio,
sometines from her room.

Stan stopped him as he hurried to the stair. “Ivam,
I'm her father, but you ‘cannot help he:f by eating your heart out like
you are doing. It would be better if you could forget. Doesn’t the
child mean anything to you?®

Ivan was impatient. Elaine would be waiting. ©Yes,
she is the picture of Zlaine. Some day she will come to life, But
she doesn’t need me now, She is & Northup. Elaine has taken care of
her., ©She will be Zlaine some day, Jjust as I em Tamzis. There is no-

thing I can do without Elaine. My wark is ended, I don®t know why I




must keep waiting., Thy doesn't she come?”

He walked quickly away. Once mors he squatted on the
ditch bank. Day after day he had come there and squatted on the bank
staring into the water, trying to bring back the image of her. But
there was only rippling blackness., One refrain beat in his tired
brain., %IL I could only recall her, if I could only recall hexr."

Tonight he was brsathlessly expectant. He bent eager-
ly forward. Then he saw her face reflefted in the water. (Jondering
joy wiped the grayness from his face. He reached down to lay his
hand on her cheek. But there was only water. He lifted his drippning .
hand, dumbly stared at it. Dry sobs shook him.

The sun sank into the horizon; the turquoise of the
mountains lay against the warm rose shell of the heavens, rose that
dimmed to pink as it spread higher and higher, dimmed to a warm flush,
to silver and back to blue. A zolden moon globe slid from behind the
horizon, and rose a lustrous ball. Shadows fell, twilight faded, night
spread her blanket of lulling guiet.

Iven still stared into the water; it suddenly became a
£1lm, wnwinding, uwnwinding, He heard the swish as it slipped by. On
it he saw pictured the incidents of his life. The child, the boy, the
gyouth, the beautiful face of the child Elaine, the girl Elaine, the
maiden #£laine, the dancing golden woman Elaine, the wife Elaine.

Ivan bent lowsr but his eves never lifted from that un-

windinz band flowing befors him, Pain hovered close; & sickesning flut-
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ter filled him, The face on the film dimmed, thought dimmeé.9 then
the face floated near, dimmed, vanished. The moon topped ths trses,
rode high and white. A band of silver flowed across phe water.
Slowly Ivan swayed from side to side; in his throat were muted sob-
bings. '

Suddenly on the silver band of moonlizht stretching
bofore him lay a bladk silhouetts., He struzzgled to his feet, clutch-
ing his breast. ZIElaine was coming. She was there. The water lay like
a misty blanket dimming her features, keeping her from him., She lift-
ed her aris to him; his hands went out to meet hers. His straining
ears heard her voice; faint but clsar like the ripple of waﬁar, it
sounded.,

"Ivan,®

#Elainel®

*Come."

He stepped forward, cried, “I'm coming.”

Then he waversd, pain, stabbingz, tearing, wrenched
from him a ery. A mist rose. A startled bird cried in the tree top.
Then #¥rs was silence.

The white moon sinking to the horizom touched lightly

the lifeless form on the old ditch bank.
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