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MY ANTONIA

said, until you saw him die. Most men were garne, and
went without a grudge. .
"The postmaster, going home, stopped to say that
. /g_randﬁ:ther would bring the coroner back with him to
'\ / spend the night. The officers of the Norwegtan church,
he told us, had held a meeting and decided that the Nor-
“weglangraveyard could notestend its hospitalitytoMr.
Shimerda. ,

Grandmother was indignant. ‘If these foreigners are
so clanpish, Mr. Bushy, we'll have to have an Ameri-
cari graveyard that will be more liberal-minded. I'll get
right after Josiah to start one in the spring. If anything
wastohappen tome, I don’t want the Norwegians hold-
ing inquisitions overme to seewhether I'm good enough
to be laid amongst "em.”

Soon grandfather returned, bringing with him An-
ton Jelinek, and that important person, the coroner. He
was a mild, flurried old man, a Civil War veteran, with
one sleeve hanging empty. He seemed to find this case
very perplexing, and said if it had not been for grand-
father he would have sworn out a warrant against
Krajiek. “The way he acted, and the way his axe fit the
wound, was enough to convict any man.’

Although it was perfectly clear that Mr. Shimerda
had killed himself, Jake and the coroner thought some-
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thing ought to be done to Krajiek because he behaved ™
f like a guilty man. He was badly frightened, certainly,
_ and perhaps he even felt some stirrings of remorse for

- his indifference to the old man’s misery and loneliness.
| At supper the men atc like vikings, and the choco-
J late cake, which I had hoped would linger on until to-

morrow in a mutilated condition, disappeared on the
 second round. They talked excitedly about where they
| should bury Mr. Shimerda; I gathered that the neigh-
o bours were all disturbed and shocked about something.
I It developed that Mrs. Shimerda and Ambrosch want-

wd the old man buried on the southwest corner of their

the corner, Grandfather had explained to Ambrosch
at some day, when the country was put under fence

®and the roads were confined to section lines, two roads.

would cross exactly on that corner. But Ambrosch on-

ly said, ‘It makes po matter.’
~ Grandfather asked Jelinek whether in the old coun-
try there was some superstition to the effect that a sui-
cide must be buried at the cross-roads.
Jelinek said he didn’t know; he seemed to remember
hearing there had once been such a custom in Bohemia.
Mrs. Shimerda is made up ber mind,” he added. ‘1 try
to persuade her, and say it looks bad for her to all the
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neighbours; but she say so it must be. “There I will
bury him, if I dig the grave myself,” she say. T have
to promisc her I help Ambrosch make the grave to-
morrow.’

Grandfather smoothed his beard and looked judicial.
‘I don’t know whose wish should decide the matter, if
not hers. But if she thinks she will live to see the peo-
ple of this country ride over that old man’s head, she is

mistaken,’

XVI

Mgz. Sumvrrpa lay dead in the barn four days, and on
the fifth they buried him. All day Friday Jelinek was
off with Ambrosch digging the grave, chopping out the
frozen earth with old axes. On Saturday we break-
fasted before daylight and got into the wagon with the
coffin. Jake and Jelinek went shead on horseback to cut
the body loose from the pool of blood in which it was
frozen fast to the ground.

When grandmother and I went into the Shimerdas’
house, we found the women-folk zlone; Ambrosch and
Marek were at the barn. Mrs. Shimerda sat crouching
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by the stove, Antonia was washing dishes. When she
- saw me, she ran out of her dark corner and threw her

: "’f arms around me. ‘Oh, Jimmy,’ she sobbed, ‘what you
' tink for my lovely papa!” It scemed to me that I could
@B fcel her heart breaking as she clung to me,

i Mrs. Shimerda, sitting on the stump by the stove,
B kept looking over her shoulder toward the door while

¢ the neighbours were arriving. They came on horse-
back, all except the postmaster, who brought his fam-
ily in a wagon over the only broken wagon-trail. The
i ‘Widow Steavens rode up from her farm eight miles
¢ down the Black Hawk road. The cold drove the wom-
E en into the cave-house, and it was soon crowded. A
- fine, sleety snow was beginning to fall, and everyone
was afraid of another storm and anxious to have the
barial over with.

Grandfather and Jelinek came to tell Mrs. Shimerda

that it was time to start. After bundling her mother up
;;'; in clothes the neighbours had brought, Antonia put on
" anold cape from our house and the rabbir-skin hat her
| father had made for her. Four men carried Mr. Shi-
" merda’s box up the hill; Krajiek slunk along behind
' them. The coffin was too wide for the door, so it was
: put down on the slope outside. I slipped out from the
[ cave and looked at Mr. Shimerda. He was lying on his
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side, with his knees drawn up. His body was draped in
4 black shawl, and his head was bandaged in white
muslin, like a mummy’s; one of his long, shapely hands
lay out on the black cloth; that was all one could see
of him.

Mrs. Shimerda came out and placed an open prayer-
book against the body, making the sign of the cross on
the bandaged head with her fingers. Ambrosch knelt
down and made the same gesture, and after him An-
tonia and Marek. Yulka hung back. Her mother pushed
her forward, and kept saying something to her over
and over. Yulka knelt down, shut her eyes, and put out
her hand a little way, but she drew it back and began
to cry wildly, She was afraid to touch the bandage.
Mis. Shimerda caught her by the shoulders and pushed
her toward the cofhin, but grandmother interfered.

‘No, Mrs. Shimerda,’ she said firmly, ‘I won't stand

y and see that child frightened into spasms. She is too
litde to understand what you want of her. Let her
lone.’

At a look from grandfather, Fuchs and Jelinek
placed the lid on the box, and began to nail it down
over Mr. Shimerda. ] was afraid to look at Antonia.
She put her arms round Yulka and held the licrle girl

close to her.
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The coffin was put into the wagon. We drove slow-

L ly away, against the fine, icy snow which cut our faces

ke a sand-blast. When we reached the grave, it looked
very little spot in that snow-covered waste. The men
ook the coffin to the edge of the hole and lowered it
ith ropes. We stood about watching them, and the
owdery spow lay without melting on the caps and
houlders of the men and the shawls of the women.
elinck spoke in a persuasive tone to Mrs. Shimerda,
34nd then rurned to grandfather.
- ‘She says, Mr. Burden, she is very glad if you can
ake some prayer for himhere in English, for the neigh-
hours to understand.’
k' Grandmother looked ansiously at grandfather. He

; m off his hat, and the other men did hkewise, |

b1 ougi t his prayer remarkable. I snll remember it, FHe

: gan, ‘Oh, great and just God, no man among us
Pknows what the sleeper knows, nor is it for us to judge

what lics between him and Thee.” He prayed that if
praj
pny man there had been remiss toward the stranger

Bome to a far country, God would forgive him and sof-

fren his heart. He recalled the promiscs to the widow

ind the fatherless, and asked God to smooth the way

" fore this widow and her children, and to ‘incline the
_ rts of men to deal justly with her.” In closing, he
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said we were leaving Mr, Shimerda at “Thy judgment
seat, which is also Thy mercy seat.’

All the time he was praying, grandmother watched
him through the black fingers of her glove, and when
hesaid ‘Amen,” | thought she looked satisfied with him.
She turned to Orto and whispered, ‘Can’t you start 2
hymn, Fuchs? 1t would seem less heathenish.’

Fuchs glanced about to see if there was general ap-
proval of her suggestion, then began, ‘Jesus, Lover of
my Soul,’ and all the men and women took it up after
him. Whenever | have heard the hymn since, 1t has
made me remember that white waste and the little group
of people; and the bluish air, full of fine, eddying snow,
like long veils flying:

“While the nearcr waters roli,
While the tempest still is high.’

Years afterward, when the open-grazing days were
over, and the red grass had been ploughed uzi&é_}_: - and
ander until it bad almost d'i‘sappe_;red from the prairie;
when all the fields were unée??“éncg? and the roads no
longer ran about like wild things, but foliovgcd‘ the

rveyed section-lines, Mr. Shimerda’s grave was still

there, with 2 sagging wirc fence around it, and an un-
painted wooden cross. As grandfather had predicted,
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Mus. Shimerda never saw the roads going over his

head. The road from the porth curved a little to the

east just there, and the road from the west swnng out
alittle to the south; so that the grave, with its talf red

L grass that was never mowed, was like a lirtle island;

and at twilight, under a new moon or the clear evening
star, the dusty roads used to look like soft grey rivers
flowing past it. I never came upon the place without
emotion, and 1u all that country it was the spot most

~ dear to me. | loved the dim supersttion, the propitia-
| tory intent, that had put the grave there; and still more
- 1 loved the spirit that could not carry out the sentence

— the error from the surveyed lines, the clemency of
the soft earth roads along which the home-coming wag-

. ons rattled after sunser. Never a tired driver passed
E the wooden cross, | am sure, without wishing well to
- the sleeper.

XVil

WHEN spring came, after that hard winter, one could

" not get enough of the nimble air. Every morning I wak-
. ened with a fresh consciousness that winter was over.
' There were nonc of the signs of spring for which Tused
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