
“You’ve got your nerve,” Gaudy said, and kissed him 

“I wonder," Pete asked of the darkness, 
“why men do it?" 

“Do what?" Gaudy asked. 
"Get married. Get themselves all this 

trouble —" 

"Well — I know why you did.” She hadn’t 
exactly planned to say it. But it had been at 

the back of her mind for a long time — ever 
since she’d known Pete didn’t care about the 
kid or her or anything but himself. “You did 
it to save your nice little hide, darling,” she 
said. “So what?” 

“So hell,” he said. Now he was quite mad. 
He was sick of her and the kid and the stuffy 

little apartment and the way the manager had 
clapped Jimmy Fields on the shoulder when 
he’d come around to show off in his new 

uniform. 
“You haven’t done so badly yourself, sweet- 

heart,” he said. “You wanted three square 
meals a day and no pay check. You’ve got 
’em. So what?” 

“So hell,” she flung back at him. All she 
could think of now was how to hurt him — to 

get at him where he really lived — if he really 
lived anywhere. “Sure, I married a meal 
ticket. And I got a draft-dodger — dodging 
behind skirts and diapers.” 

He lay there, with clenched fists, shaking 
as though with fever. 
She might be pretty, 
but she was mean as 

a wildcat. If a man was 

to sweat all day and 
come back to a shabby 
home and a squalling 
brat and like it, he 
must have something 
that he, Pete Broghley, 
assuredly hadn’t got— 
respect or something. 
Without it, the place 
was a mess — he was a 

mess. Suppose they 
made him floor mana- 

ger? Suppose they 
moved into a decent 
apartment and got a 

girl to clean and cook 
for them? It wouldn’t 
mean a thing. They’d 
still be Pete and Gaudy 
Broghley and just 
where they’d always 
been. 

Suddenly he swung 
himself out of bed and 
began to dress. That 
would frighten her. 

She asked, "Now 
what are you doing?” 

He said. "I'm quit- 
ting.” And she laughed. 
She wasn’t frightened 

— just scornful and irritated. 
“You would,” she said. 
He blundered about in the dark, stuffing 

things he didn’t want into a suitcase — feel- 
ing like a little boy, ready to cry his heart out, 
but grim and determined too. He was through. 
You couldn’t live with someone whom you 
despised — or who so obviously despised you. 

He went out, slamming the door, and the 
kid’s bitter crying followed him down the 
dark, miserable street. 

At about the same time. Sam Levinski, 
stretched under something that was supposed 
to keep out the wind ahd rain and didn’t, had 
also been trying to sleep. Every one of his 
painfully acquired muscles ached like an ab- 
scessed tooth. But he’d slogged twenty miles 
under full kit, and the top sergeant — who 
had been known to declare that the Levinskis 
were bringing him to his grave — had looked 
kindly at him. Somehow Sam had felt that in 
that apparently purposeless spending of his 
last strength, he had really done something — 

given the meek and downtrodden of the earth 
a boost — put up his frail fists for the in- 
tangible things that were the breath of a 
civilized man’s life. 

He wondered if his mama would understand 
why he was happy .. 

By the merest chance, Sam Levinski and 
Pete Broghley became buddies. They were in 
the same squad. They enjoyed — if that is 
the right word — the attentions of the same 

sergeant. Their army cots in camp were side 
by side. They were both enlisted men. But 
there were a number of differences between 

them. Sam had joined up because he believed 
in things and Pete because he didn’t. 

“Me,” he said, "I married to dodge the 
draft. And I enlisted to dodge my wife.” 

“You’re kidding,” Sam said with perfect 
confidence. 

“Like hell I am!” 
But Sam didn’t believe him. He was a 

lonely fellow since his mama had died, and he 
couldn’t get it into his head that having a 

wife and child wasn't the most wonderful 
thing that could happen to a man. 

“You haven’t heard your wife talking and 
your kid howling,” Pete said bitterly. But it 
didn’t make any impression. Sam remarked 
that people had to learn to bear with each 
other, and that it came hard on young people 
who’d been brought up to suppose they didn’t 
have to bear anything. Maybe Pete and his 
wife had quarreled. But that wasn’t impor- 
tant. The important thing was that they 
belonged to each other — that they had some- 

one to live for and if necessary die for. 
“You’ll make it up,” Sam said. And before 

mail time he’d sidle up to Pete, who was try- 
ing to read and keep his mind off things. “I 
guess you 11 be wanting to write home,” he’d 
say wistfully. 

Well, the upshot of that was, that just to 

keep the funny little guy quiet, Pete started 
writing postcards that he tore up afterwards 
—all but one which Sam insisted on posting 
for him and on which he had written sarcastic- 
ally, “Love and kisses.” He knew Sam had 
read it, and been made as ridiculously happy 
as though he had written it himself to some- 

one he loved. 

Pete loathed the Army, and despised him- 
self for belonging to it. He’d joined up in a fit 
of temper — just to show Gaudy and make 
her go home to her parents, where she’d be as 
welcome as a burr in the family pants. She’d 
see then what a swell meal ticket she’d lost, 
and be sorry. 

He couldn’t help being strong and young. 
But he tried hard not to be efficient. He was 

smart at that too; so the sergeant had it in 
for him, and Pete became a familiar figure in 
the guardhouse. Pete wouldn’t have cared if 
it hadn’t been that Sam took it so desperately 
to heart. 

“You could be a swell soldier!” he’d say, 
“You’re not like me —” 

And then Pete made the ridiculous dis- 
covery that he was Sam’s dream. He was 

everything Sam wanted to be and couldn’t be. 
He didn’t know, of course, that to Sam he was 

what the first glimpse of a new land, shining 
through a September mist, had been to Mr. 
and Mrs. Levinski. 

Sam didn t know that himself. Soon after- 
ward, Pete made another discovery, equally 
disconcerting — that when he was in the jug 
Sam wrote home to Gaudy, saying her hus- 
band was sick in hospital and what a grand 
guy he was and that he sent his love to her and 
Billy. (Gaudy never answered, so evidently 
she was still sore.) 

Worse than that, Sam seemed to take Pete’s 
deliberate shortcomings on his own shoulders. 
Because Pete messed up his job, Sam tried 
harder to be a first-rate soldier himself. He 
couldn’t do it. His body was sound enough, 
but frail with the frailty of centuries of barren 
living. All he could do was use his mind 
when his body failed. He’d learned a lot of 
Japanese tricks, so that he could throw the 
strongest man in the regiment. “Try that on 
a forty-ton tank!” the sergeant said, dusting 
himself off disgustedly. 

There’s a lot of time in the guardhouse. In 
it Pete found himself remembering things — 

the pies Gaudy baked when she’d been in a 

good temper, and Billy-the-Kid’s ecstatic 
chuckle of welcome. (Maybe he wouldn’t like 
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