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The Dog of Pompeii
oy
Louis Untermeyer

Tito and his dog Bimbo lived (if you could call it living) under the wall
where it joined the inner gate. They really didn't live there; they just slept
there. They lived anywhere. Pompeii was one of the gayest of the old Latin
towns, but although Tito was never an unhappy boy, he was not exactly a
merry one. The streets were always lively with shining chariots and bright
red trappings; the open-air theaters rocked with laughing crowds; sham
battles and athletic sports were free for the asking in the great stadium.
Once a year, the Caesar visited the pleasure city, and the fireworks lasted
for days; the sacrifices in the Forum were better than a show. But Tito saw
none of these things. He was blind—had been blind from birth. He was
known to everyone in the poorer quarters. But no one could say how old
he was, no one remembered his parents, no one could tell where he came
from. Bimbo was another mystery. As long as people could remember
seeing Tito—about twelve or thirteen years—they had seen Bimbo. Bimbo
had never left his side. He was not only dog, but nurse, pillow, playmate,
mother, and father to Tito.

Did | say Bimbo never left his mastere (Perhaps | had better say
comrade, for if anyone was the master, it was Bimbo.) | was wrong. Bimbo
did trust Tito alone exactly three times a day. It was fixed routine, a custom
understood between boy and dog since the beginning of their friendship,
and the way it worked was this: Early in the morning, shortly after dawn,

while Tito was still dreaming, Bimbo would disappear. When Tito woke,
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Bimbo would be sitting quietly at his side, his ears cocked, his stump of a tail
tapping the ground, and a fresh-baked bread—more like a large round
roll—at his feet. Tito would stretch himself; Bimbo would yawn; then they
would breakfast. At noon, no matter where they happened to be, Bimbo
would put his paw on Tito’s knee, and the two of them would return to the
inner gate. Tito would curl up in the corner (almost like a dog) and go to
sleep, while Bimbo, looking quite important (almost like a boy) would
disappear again. In half an hour, he'd be back with their lunch. Sometimes
it would be a piece of fruit or a scrap of meat; often it was nothing but a
dry crust. But sometimes there would be one of those flat rich cakes,
sprinkled with raisins and sugar, that Tito liked so much. At supper time, the
same thing happened, although there was a little less of everything, for
things were hard to snatch in the evening with the streets full of people.
Besides, Bimbo didn’t approve of too much food before going to sleep. A
heavy supper made boys too restless and dogs too stodgy—and it was the
business of a dog to sleep lightly with one ear open and muscles ready for
action.

But, whether there was much or little, hot or cold, fresh, or dry, food
was always there. Tito never asked where it came from and Bimbo never
told him. There was plenty of rainwater in the hollows of soft stones; the old
egg-woman at the corner sometimes gave him a cupful of strong goat’s
milk; in the grape season the fat winemaker let him have drippings going
hungry or thirsty. There was plenty of everything in Pompeii, if you knew
where to find it—and if you had a dog like Bimbo.

As | said before, Tito was not the merriest boy in Pompeii. He could not
romp with the other youngsters and play Hare-and-Hounds and |-spy and

Follow-your-Master and Ball-against-the-Building and Jackstones and Kings-
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and-Robbers with them. But that did not make him sorry for himself. If he
could not see the sights that delighted the lads of Pompeii, he could hear
and smell things they never noticed. He could really see more with his ears
and nose than they could with their eyes. When he and Bimbo went out
walking, he knew just where they were going and exactly what was
happening.

“Ah,” he'd sniff and say, as they passed a handsome villa. “Glaucus
Pansa is giving a grand dinner tonight. They're going to have three kinds of
bread, and roast pigling, and stuffed goose, and a great stew—I think bear
stew—and a fig pie.” And Bimbo would note that this would be a good
place to visit ftomorrow.

Or, “H'm,” Tito would murmur, half through his lips, half through his
nostrils. “The wife of Marcus Lucretius is expecting her mother. She's shaking
out every piece of goods in the house; she's going to use the best
clothes—the ones she's been keeping in pine-needles and camphor—and
there’s an extra girl in the kitchen. Come, Bimbo, let’s get out of the dust!”

Or, as they passed a small but elegant dwelling opposite the public
baths, “Too bad! The tragic poet is ill again. It must be a bad fever this time,
for they're trying smoke fumes instead of medicine. Whew! I'm glad I'm not
a fragic poet!”

Or, as they neared the Forum, “Mm-m! What good things they have in
the Macellum today!” (It really was a sort of butcher-grocer-market-place,
but Tito didn’'t know any better. He called it the Macellum.) “Dates from
Africa, and salt oysters from sea caves and cuttlefish, and new honey, and
sweet onions, and—ughl—water-buffalo steaks. Come; let’s see what's

what in the Forum.” And Bimbo, just as curious as him comrade, hurried on.



Being a dog, he trusted his ears and nose (like Tito) more than his eyes. And
so the two of them entered the center of Pompeii.

The Forum was the part of the town to which everybody came at
least once during each day. It was the Central Square, and everything
happened here. There were no private houses; all was public—the chief
temples, the gold and red bazaars, the silkk shops, the town hall, the booths
belonging to the weavers and jewel merchants, the wealthy woolen
market, the Shrine of the Household Gods. Everything glittered here. The
buildings looked as if they were new—which, in a sense, they were. The
earthquake of twelve years ago had brought down all the old structures
and, since the citizens of Pompeii were ambitious to rival Naples and even
Rome, they had seized the opportunity to rebuild the whole town. And they
had done it all within a dozen years. There was scarcely a building that was
older than Tito.

Tito had heard a great deal about the earthquake, though, being
about a year old at the time, he could scarcely remember it. This particular
quake had been a light one—as earthquakes go. The weaker houses had
been shaken down, parts of the outworn wall had been wrecked; but
there was little loss of life, and the brilliant new Pompeii had taken the
place of the old. No one knew what caused these earthquakes. Records
showed they had happened in the neighborhood since the beginning of
time. Sailors said that it was to teach the lazy city folk a lesson and make
them appreciate those who risked the dangers of the sea to bring them
luxuries and protect their town from invaders. The priests said that the gods
took this way of showing their anger to those who refused to worship
properly and who failed to bring enough sacrifices to the altars and

(though they didn’t say it in so many words) presents to the priests. The
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tradesmen said that the foreign merchants had corrupted the ground and
it was no longer safe to traffic in imported goods that came from strange
places and carried a curse with them. Everyone had a different
explanation—and everyone's explanation was louder and sillier than his
neighbor’s.

They were talking about it this afternoon as Tito and Bimbo came out
of the side street into the public square. The Forum was the favorite
promenade for rich and poor. What with the priests arguing with the
politicians, servants doing the day's shopping, tradesmen crying their
wares, women displaying the latest fashions from Greece and Egypt,
children playing hide-and-seek among the marble columns, knots of
soldiers, sailors, peasants from the provinces—to say nothing of those who
merely came to lounge and look on—the square was crowded to its last
inch. His ears, even more than his nose, guided Tito to the place where the
talk was loudest. It was in front of the Shrine of the Household Gods that,
naturally enough, the householders were arguing.

“I tell you,” rumbled a voice which Tito recognized as bathmaster
Rufus’s, “there won't be another earthquake in my lifetime or yours. There
may be a fremble or two, but earthquakes, like lightnings, never strike twice
in the same place.”

“Do they not2"” asked a thin voice Tito had never heard. It had a high,
sharp ring to it and Tito knew it as the accent of a stranger. *How about the
two towns of Sicily that have been ruined three times within fifteen years by
the eruptions of Mount Ethae And were they not warnede And does that
column of smoke above Vesuvius mean nothinge”

“Thate” Tito could hear the grunt with which one question answered

another. “That’s always there. We use it for our weather guide. When the
6



smoke stands up straight we know we'll have fair weather; when it flattens
out it's sure to be foggy; when it drifts to the east__"

“Yes, yes,” cut in the edged voice. “I've heard about your mountain
barometer. But the column of smoke seems hundreds of feet higher than
usual and it's thickening and spreading like a shadowy free. They say in
Naples—*

“Oh, Naples!” Tito knew this voice by the little squeak that went with it.
It was Attilio, the cameo-cutter. “They talk while we suffer. Little help we got
from them last time. Naples commits the crimes, and Pompeii pays the
price. It's become a proverb with us. Let them mind their own business.”

“Yes,” grumbled Rufus,” and others, too.”

“Very well, my confident friends,” responded the thin voice, which
now sounded curiously flat. “We also have a proverb—and it is this: Those
who will not listen to men must be taught by the gods. | say no more. But |
leave a last warning. Remember the holy ones. Look to your temples. And
when the smoke free above Vesuvius grows to the shape of an umbrella
pine, look to your lives.”

Tito could hear the air whistle as the speaker drew his toga about him
and the quick shuffle of feet told him the stranger had gone.

“Now what,” said the cameo-cutter, “did he mean by thate”

“I wonder,” grunted Rufus, "l wonder.” Tito wondered, foo. And
Bimbo, his head at a thoughtful angle, looked as if he had been doing a
heavy piece of pondering. By nightfall the argument had been forgotten. If
the smoke had increased no one saw it in the dark. Besides, it was Caesar’s
birthday, and the town was in holiday mood. Tito and Bimbo were among
the merry-makers, dodging the charioteers who shouted at them. A dozen

times they almost upset baskets of sweets and jars of Vesuvian wine, said to
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be as fiery as the streams inside the volcano, and a dozen times they were
cursed and cuffed. But Tito never missed his footing. He was thankful for his
keen ears and quick instinct—most thankful of all for Bimbo.

They visited the uncovered theater and, though Tito could not see the
faces of the actors, he could follow the play better than most of the
audience, for their attention wandered—they were distracted by the
scenery, the costumes, the byplay, even by themselves—while Tito's whole
attention was centered in what he heard. Then to the city walls, where the
people of Pompeii watched a mock naval battle in which the city was
attacked by the sea and saved after thousands of flaming arrows had
been exchanged and countless colored torches had been burned.
Though the thrill of flaring ships and lighted skies was lost to Tito, the shouts
and cheers excited him as much as any and he cried out with the loudest
of them.

The next morning, there were two of the beloved raisin and sugar
cakes for his breakfast. Bimbo was unusually active and thumped his bit of
a tail until Tito was afraid he would wear it out. The boy could not imagine
whether Bimbo was urging him to some sort of game or was trying to tell
him something. After a while, he ceased to notice Bimbo. He felt drowsy.
Last night’s late hours had tired him. Besides, there was a heavy mist in the
air—no, a thick fog rather than a mist—a fog that got into his throat and
scraped it and made him cough. He walked as far as the marine gate to
get a breath of the sea. But the blanket of haze had spread all over the
bay and even the salt air seemed smoky.

He went to bed before dusk and slept. But he did not sleep well. He

had too many dreams—dreams of ships lurching in the Forum, of losing his



way in a screaming crowd, of armies marching across his chest, of being
pulled over every rough pavement of Pompeii.

He woke early. Or, rather, he was pulled awake. Bimbo was doing the
pulling. The dog had dragged Tito to his feet and was urging the boy
along. Somewhere. Where, Tito did not know. His feet stumbled uncertainly:
he was still half asleep. For a while he noticed nothing except the fact that
it was hard to breathe. The air was hot. And heavy. So heavy that he could
taste it. The air, it seemed, had turned to powder, a warm powder that
stung his nostrils and burned his sightless eyes.

Then he began to hear sounds. Peculiar sounds. Like animals under
the earth. Hissings and groanings and muffled cries that a dying creature
might make dislodging the stones of his underground cave. There was no
doubt of it now. The noises came from underneath. He not only heard
them—he could feel them. The earth twitched; the twitching changed to
an uneven shrugging of the soil. Then, as Bimbo half pulled, half coaxed
him across, the ground jerked away from his feet and he was thrown
against a stone fountain.

The water—hot water—splashing in his face revived him. He got to his
feet, Bimbo steadying him, helping him on again. The noises grew louder;
they came closer. The cries were even more animal-like than before, but
now they came from human throats. A few people, quicker of foot and
more hurried by fear, began to rush by. A family or two—then a section—
then, it seemed, an army broken out of bounds. Tito bewildered though he
was, could recognize Rufus as he bellowed past him, like a water buffalo
gone mad. Time was lost in a nightmare.

It was then the crashing began. First a sharp crackling like a monstrous

snapping of sharp cracking, like a monstrous snapping of twigs; then a roar
9



like the fall of a whole forest of trees; then an explosion that tore earth and
sky. The heavens, though Tito could not see them, were shot through with
continual flickerings of fire. Lightnings above were answered by thunders
beneath. A house fell. Then another. By a miracle the two companions had
escaped the dangerous side streets and were in a more open space. It
was the Forum. They rested here awhile—how long he did not know.

Tito had no idea of the time of day. He could feel it was black—an
unnatural blackness. Something inside—perhaps the lack of breakfast and
lunch—told him it was past noon. But the sharp tugs told him so. Nor was it
a moment too soon. The sacred ground of the Forum was safe no longer. It
was beginning to rock then to pitch, then to split. As they stumbled out of
the square, the earth wriggled like a caught snake and all the columns of
the temple of Jupiter came down. It was the end of the world—or so it
seemed.

To walk was not enough now. They must run. Tito was too frightened
to know what to do or where to go. He had lost all sense of direction. He
started to go back to the inner gate but Bimbo, straining his back to the
last inch, almost pulled his clothes form him. What did the creature wante
Had the dog gone mad?

Then, suddenly, he understood. Bimbo was telling him the way out—
urging him there. The sea gate of course. The sea gate—and then the sea.
Far from falling buildings, heaving ground. He turned, Bimbo guiding him
across open pits and dangerous pools of bubbling mud, away from
buildings that had caught fire and were dropping their burning beams. Tito
could no longer tell whether the noises were made by the shrieking sky or
the agonized people. He and Bimbo ran on—the only silent beings in a

howling world.
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New dangers threatened. All Pompeii seemed to be thronging
toward the marine gate and squeezing among the crowds, there was the
chance of being trampled to death. But the chance had to be taken. It
was growing harder and harder to breathe. What air there was choked
him. It was all dust now—dust and pebbles, pebbles as large as beans.
They fell on his head, his hands—pumice stones from the black heart of
Vesuvius. The mountain was turning itself inside out. Tito remembered a
phrase that the stranger had said in the Forum two days ago: “Those who
will not listen to men must be taught by the gods.” The people of Pompeii
had refused to heed the warnings; they were being taught now—if it was
not too late.

Suddenly it seemed too late for Tito. The red hot ashes blistered his
skin, the stinging vapors tore his throat. He could not go on. He staggered
toward a small tree at the side of the road and fell. In a moment Bimbo
was beside him. He coaxed. But there was no answer. He licked Tito's
hands, his feet, his face. The boy did not stir. Then Bimbo did the last thing
he could-the last thing he wanted to do. He bit his comrade, bit him deep
in the arm. With a cry of pain, Tito jumped to his feet, Bimbo after him. Tito
was in despair, but Bimbo was determined. He drove the boy on, snapping
at his heels, worrying his way through the crowd; barking, baring his teeth,
heedless of kicks or falling stones. Sick with hunger, half dead with fear and
sulfur fumes, Tito pounded on, pursued by Bimbo. How long he never knew.
At last he staggered through the marine gate and felt soft sand under him.
Then Tito fainted...

Someone was dashing sea water over him. Someone was carrying

him toward a boat.
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“Bimbo,"” he called. And then louder, “Bimbo!” But Bimbo had
disappeared.

Voices jarred against each other. *Hurry—hurry” “To the boats!”
“Can’t you see the child’s brightened and starving!” “He keeps calling for
someone!” “YPoor boy, he's out of his mind.” “Here, child—take this!”

They tucked him in among them. The oarlocks creaked; the oars
splashed; the boat rode over toppling waves. Tito was safe. But he wept
continually.

“Bimbo!” he wailed. “Bimbo! Bimbo!”

He could not be comforted.

Eighteen hundred years passed. Scientists were restoring the ancient
city; excavators were working their way through the stones and trash that
had buried the entire town. Much had already been brought to light—
statues, bronze instruments, bright mosaics, household articles; even
delicate paintings had been preserved by the fall of ashes that had taken
over two thousand lives. Columns were dug up and the Forum was
beginning to emerge.

It was at a place where the ruins lay deepest that the Director
paused.

“Come here,” he called to his assistant.” | think we've discovered the
remains of a building in good shape. Here are four huge millstones that
were most likely furned by slaves or mules—here is a whole wall standing
with shelves inside it. Why! It must have been a bakery. And here’s a
curious thing. What do you think | found under this heap where ashes were

thickeste The skeleton of a dog!”
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“Amazing!” gasped his assistant. “You'd think a dog would have had
sense enough to run away at the time. And what is that flat thing he's
holding between his teeth? It can't be a stone.”

“No. It must have come from this bakery. You know it looks to me like
some sort of cake hardened with the years. And, bless me, if those little
black pebbles aren’t year old! | wonder what made him want it at such a
momente”

“I wonder,” murmured the assistant.

13



Mummy No. 1770 by Patricia Lauber

Museums have a limited number of mummies. Every time one is
unwrapped, the number grows smaller, and so autopsies are not often
performed. But sometimes a museum has a mummy that is not important
to its collection. This is a mummy it does not want to display and a mummy
about which almost nothing is known. As it happened, the Manchester
Museum had just such a mummy. Its wrappings were in poor condition and
no one knew what period it dated from, where it was found, or who the
dead person was. The mummy was known only by its museum number,
1770. This was the mummy the museum made available to a team of
scientists who wanted to use modern techniques to study the wrappings
and body in detail.

It was also a mummy with a mystery. X-rays taken years earlier had
shown the mummy was that of a young person. The lower parts of the legs
were missing, and close to the leg bones was a rounded object. The x-rays
did not reveal what it was, but its shape suggested a baby’'s head. Was this
the mummy of a mother and child¢ Had the mother died shortly after
giving birthe Was she perhaps an unwed-mother who had been punished
with a violent death? Those were questions the scientists wondered about
as they began their work.

After new x-rays were taken, the unwrapping began. Insect remains
found in the bandages were carefully removed for later study. As pieces of
cloth were lifted away, the lower part of the mask came into view.
Beneath it were the bare bones of the neck and skull. These were in small
pieces, but even so, once the pieces had been cleaned it was possible to
see that the left side of the nose had been damaged by the iron hook the
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embalmers had used to remove the brain. The team was surprised to see
red and blue paint on the skull bones. How and why had the bones been
exposede

Gently removing more cloth, the scientists found the mummy’s arms
were crossed on the chest and the hands had gold fingertip covers. The
inner organs had been removed and the space filled with bandages and
mud. The organs themselves were missing.

A small, hard object that had appeared in the x-rays proved to be a
Guinea worm, a parasite that is taken in with drinking water. Within a
human host, the young forms of Guinea worm develop into adults. The
adults mate, and the male dies. The female, which may grow three feet
long, wanders through the fissues under the skin. She generally comes o
rest in the legs or feet of the host. There blisters form. They burst on contact
with fresh water. The female’s eggs are released into the water, and the
life cycle starts again. If invaded by bacteria, the blisters may form
dangerous sores.

When the Manchester team unwrapped the legs of mummy 1770,
they found, as the x-rays had shown, that both legs had been amputated,
the left below the knee. The mummy'’s right leg had been lengthened with
a piece of wood to make it the same length as the left. The wood had
been splinted to the leg bone. This meant there could not have been
much, if any, flesh on the bone when the splinting was done. The feet
were artificial and had gold toenail covers. The right foot was made of
reeds and mud, with the ends of the reeds serving as toes. The left foot

was simply a mass of reeds and mud.
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By now the scientists could see that there was not even a trace of a
baby. The rounded shape that had shown in the x-rays was actually a pair
of beautiful slippers that had been placed on the soles of the feet.

In one way, mummy 1770 was disappointing—it was very poorly
preserved. No one could even be certain of its sex, although members of
the team came to fee that the young person had been a girl and spoke of
the mummy as female. Very little skin, muscle, or soft tissue were left, and
the bones of the skull and lower trunk were broken. The scientists could not
tell when the fractures had occurred. In a living person, tissue called callus
forms at the place where a bone is broken. It holds the bone together until
the fracture heals. Callus in a recently dead person sows that the fracture
occurred during life. But callus thick enough to last thousands of years
would take several we3eks to form. So if there is no callus in a mummy—
and there was none in 1770—there was no way to tell whether the fracture
occurred after death or shortly before. The scientists suspected, however,
that the bones were broken after death. The damaged mask and the lack
of jewelry and charms spoke of tom robbers and rough handling.

In other ways, mummy 1770 was both interesting and puzzling. The
evidence indicated that the body had been in a state of considerable
decay when the embalmers worked on it. The wooden leg was attached
to bone. All the internal organs were missing and so was the left kneecap,
which suggested the ligaments holding it in place had rotted away. The
red and blue paint on the skull bones was a sign that the hair and scalp
had been missing.

Why had the body decayed? Why were the legs amputated? The

scientific team could think of various explanations.

16



One had to do with the Guinea worm. Perhaps infections had cut off
the flow of blood to the legs and feet. In an effort to save the girl’s life,
doctors had amputated her legs, but the patient died. But if that was the
case, why hadn’t she been promptly embalmed?

Or perhaps the legs had been cut off in an accident, such as the
collapse of a building. If the girl had been buried in rubble and not found
for some time, that might explain the decay.

Or suppose the girl had drowned in the Nile, where decay would set
in quickly. The body might have been attacked by a hippopotamus.
Although hippos are plant eaters, they are likely to attack floating objects
that appear threatening. One bite from a hippo could easily cut off a pair
of legs.

A crocodile was another possibility, because it would certainly attack
a floating body. The problem with this idea was that crocodiles do not
usually bite through bones. They are much more likely to grasp an arm or a
leg in their huge jaws and shake it until tears loose. On the other hand, @
crocodile attack might explain why the embalmers went to so much
trouble over a body that was hauled out of the Nile—why they made a
face and chest mask, lengthened a leg, made artificial feet, applied gold
covers to the fingers and toes. The ancient Egyptians, believing that
crocodiles were earthly forms of gods, considered anyone who became
food for them to be sacred.

As things turned out, there was another explanation for the state of
the body, and it took everyone by surprise. When the carbon-14 dating
was completed, it showed that the mummy was far older than its
wrappings. The wrappings dated to a time when the Romans ruled Egypt,

around A.D.20. The mummy's bones dated to around 1000 B.C. This meant
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that 1770 was a mummy that had been wrapped twice. It had been
preserved and wrapped after the girl died, then rewrapped more than a
thousand years later. Now some pieces of the puzzle began to fall into
place.

There was no need to explain why the corpse had decayed, because
it hadn't. Rather it was the mummy that had been damaged by water and
then had decayed. The soft tissues of the body were probably missing
because they had stuck to the original wrappings.

The way the second embalmers had prepared the body made clear
that they did not know whether they were dealing with a male or female.
This meant they did not know the mummy's identity. But the trouble they
took shows that they thought they were dealing with someone of
importance. The tomb from which the mummy came must have led them
to that conclusion. At fimes in ancient Egypt royal mummies were moved
to new tombs. If they had been damaged, they were repaired at the time
of the move. Quite possibly 1770 was a person of royal or noble birth whose
mummy was damaged when a tomb was flooded.

X-rays had shown that the mummy’s wisdom teeth had not yet grown
in, and so the girl must have been less than 20 years old. The dentist on the
team now examined the roots of the second molars. Their stage of
development told him that 1770 had been 13 to 14 years old. He was
surprised to see that the teeth showed no sign of being worn down by
sand. He also found that two teeth in the upper jow were oddly placed. A
space between them near the gum formed a trap for food particles.
Usually such a trap leads to infection, which damages the bone of the jaw.
But his had not happened to 1770. The lack of wear and damage

suggested that her diet was soft perhaps mostly liquid. Or she may have
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swallowed food without trying to chew it much. Most likely she had not
been very healthy.

She must also have breathed mainly though her mouth. The badly
formed bones | the inner part of her nose would have made it almost
impossible to breathe any other way. If a person always breathes though
the mouth, the gums around the upper front teeth become irritated and
the bone behind them pitted. Pits in the bones of 1770’s mouth shoed that
she had indeed breathed through her mouth.

By this fime the Manchester team had learned a great deal about
1770. She was a young person who had lived a short life with considerable
suffering. She had had to breathe through her mouth, had sore gums, ate
only liquid or soft food, and had been infected by Guinea worms, which
cause fever and an itching rash, as well as blisters. Finally, by means still not
clear, she had lost her legs around the time she died.

One final step remained to be taken—to find out what 1770 had
looked like. The skull had broken into about 30 pieces, some of them very
small and fragile. The pieces lay in a jumbled heap and were mixed with
mud and bandages. Once the pieces of bone had been cleaned, one
member of the team made casts of them in plastic. When the plastic
pieces were fitted together, much of the left side of the skull was still
missing. A plaster cast was made to fill out the basic shape of the head.
Now small pegs were placed in the plastic skull and cut to precise lengths.
Each showed how tick the soft tissues of the face would be on a 13-yhear-
old person. The face was then built up with modeling clay. First it fook on a
general human appearance. Then it took on an appearance of its own,
shaped by the underlying bones. This model was used to cast the head in

wax, so that changes could be made if more was learned about 1770. The
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wax head was painted, at last was 1770—an attractive teenager, perhaps

of royal or noble birth, who had laughed, cried, and lived 3,000 years ago.
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Zlateh the Goat

by
Isaac Bashevis Singer

At Hanukkah time, the road from the village to the town is usually
covered with snow, but this year the winter had been a mild one.
Hanukkah had almost come, yet little snow had fallen. The sun shone most
of the fime. The peasants complained that, because of the dry weather,
there would be a poor harvest of winter grain. New grass sprouted, and
the peasants sent their cattle out to pasture.

For Reuven the furrier, it was a bad year, and after long hesitation he
decided to sell Zlateh the goat. She was old and gave little milk. Feivel the
town butcher had offered eight gulden for her. Such a sum would buy
Hanukkah candles, potatoes, and oil for pancakes, gifts for the children,
and other holiday necessaries for the house. Reuven told his oldest boy
Aaron to take the goat to town.

Aaron understood what taking the goat to Feivel meant, but had to
obey his father. Leah, his mother, wiped the tears form her eyes when she
heard the news. Aaron's younger sisters, Anna and Miriam, cried loudly.
Aaron put on his quilted jacket and a cap with earmuffs, bound a rope
around Zlateh's neck, and took along two slices of bread with cheese to
eat on the road. Aaron was supposed to deliver the goat by evening,
spend the night at the butcher’s, and return the next day with the money.

While the family said goodbye to the goat, and Aaron placed the
rope around her neck, Zlateh stood as patiently and good-naturedly as
ever. She licked Reuven’s hand. She shook her small white beard. Zlateh
trusted human beings. She knew that they always fed her and never did

her any harm.
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When Aaron brought her out on the road to town, she seemed
somewhat astonished. She'd never been led in that direction before. She
looked back at him questioningly, as if to say, “Where are you taking me?”
But after a while she seemed to come to the conclusion that a goat
shouldn’t ask questions. Still, the road was different. They passed new fields,
pastures, and huts with thatched roofs. Here and there, a dog barked and
came running after them, but Aaron chased it away with his stick.

The sun was shining when Aaron left the village. Suddenly the weather
changed. A large black cloud with a bluish center appeared in the east
and spread itself rapidly over the sky. A cold wind blew in with it. The crows
flew low, croaking. At first it looked as if it would rain, but instead it began
to hail as in summer. It was early in the day, but it became dark as dusk.
After a while, the hail turned to snow.

In his twelve years, Aaron had seen all kinds of weather, but he had
never experienced a snow like this one. It was so dense it shut out the light
of the day. In a short fime, their path was completely covered. The wind
became as cold as ice. The road to town was narrow and winding. Aaron
no longer knew where he was. He could not see through the snow. The
cold soon penetrated his quilted jacket.

At first, Zlateh didn’t seem to mind the change in weather. She, too,
was twelve years old and knew what winter meant. But when her legs sank
deeper and deeper into the snow, she began to turn her head and look at
Aaron in wonderment. Her mild eyes seemed to ask, “Why are we out in
such a storm?” Aaron hoped that a peasant would come along with his
cart, but no one passed by.

The snow grew thicker, falling to the ground in large, whirling flakes.

Beneath it, Aaron’s boots tfouched the softness of a plowed field. He
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realized that he was no longer on the road. He had gone astray. He could
no longer figure out which was east or west, which way was the village, the
town. The wind whistled, howled, whirled the snow about in eddies. It
looked as if white imps were playing tag on the fields. A white dust rose
above the ground. Zlateh stopped. She could walk no longer. Stubbornly
she anchored her cleft hooves in the earth and bleated as if pleading to
be taken home. Icicles hung from her white beard, and her horns were
glazed with frost.

Aaron did not want to admit the danger, but he knew just the same
that if they did not find shelter they would freeze to death. This was no
ordinary storm. It was a mighty blizzard. The snow had reached his knees.
His hands were numb, and he could no longer feel his toes. He choked
when he breathed. His nose felf like wood, and he rubbed it with snow.
Zlateh's bleating began to sound like crying. Thos humans in whom she had
so much confidence had dragged her into a trap. Aaron began to pray to
God for himself and for the innocent animal.

Suddenly he made out the shape of a hill. He wondered what it could
be. Who had piled snow into such a huge heap?¢ He moved toward it,
dragging Zlateh after him. When he came near it, he realized that it was a
large haystack which the snow had blanketed.

Aaron realized immediately that they were saved. With great effort he
dug his way through the snow. He was a village boy and knew what to do.
When he reached the hay, he hollowed out a nest for himself and the
goat. No matter how cold it may be outside, in the hay it is always warm.
And hay was food for Zlateh. The moment she smelled it she became
contented and began to eat. Outside, the snow continued to fall. It quickly

covered the passageway Aaron had dug. But a boy and an animal need
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to breathe, and there was hardly any air in the hideout. Aaron bored a
kind of a window through the hay and snow and carefully kept the
passage clear.

Zlateh, having eaten her fill, sat down on her hind legs and seemed to
have regained her confidence in man. Aaron ate his two slices of bread
and cheese, but, after the difficult journey, he was still hungry. He looked at
Zlateh and noticed her udders were full. He lay down next to her, placing
himself so that when he milked her he could squirt the milk into his mouth. It
was rich and sweet. Zlateh was not accustomed to being milked that way,
but she did not resist. On the contrary, she seemed eager to reward Aaron
for bringing her to a shelter whose very walls, floor, and ceiling were made
of food.

Through the window, Aaron could catch a glimpse of the chaos
outside. The wind carried before it whole drifts of snow. It was completely
dark, and he did not know whether night had already come or whether it
was the darkness of the storm. Thank God that in the hay it was not cold.
The dried hay, grass, and field flowers exuded the warmth of the summer
sun. Zlateh ate frequently; she nibbled from above, below, from the left
and right. Her body gave forth an animal warmth, and Aaron cuddled up
to her. He had always loved Zlateh, but now she was like a sister. He was
alone, far off from his family, and wanted to talk. He began to talk to
Llateh.

“Zlateh, what do you think about what has happened to use” he
asked.

“Maaaaq,” Zlateh answered.

“If we hadn't found this stack of hay, we would both be frozen stiff by

now," Aaron said.
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“Maaaa,” was the goat’s reply.

“If the snow keeps on falling like this, we may have to stay here for
days.” Aaron explained.

“Maaaaq,” Zlateh bleaded.

“What does ‘maaaa’ meane” Aaron asked. “You'd better speak up
clearly.”

“Maaaa, maaaa.” Zlateh tried.

“Well, let it be ‘maaaa’ then,” Aaron said patiently. *You can’t speak,
but | know you understand. | need you and you need me. Isn't that righte”

“Maaaa.”

Aaron became sleepy. He made a pillow out of some hay, leaned his
head on it, and dozed off. Zlateh, too, fell asleep.

When Aaron opened his eyes, he didn't know whether it was morning
or night. The snow had blocked up his window. He tried to clear it, but
when he had bored through to the length of his arm, he still hadn’t
reached the outside. Luckily he had his stick with him and was able to
break through to the open air. It was still dark outside. The snow continued
to fall and the wind wailed, first with one voice and then with many.
Sometimes it had the sound of devilish laughter. Zlateh, too, awoke, and
when Aaron greeted her, she answered, “Maaa.” Yes, Zlateh's language
consisted of only one word, but it meant many things. Now she was saying.
“We must accept all that God gives us—heat, cold, hunger, satisfaction,
light, and darkness.”

Aaron had awakened hungry. He had eaten up his food, but Zlateh
had plenty of milk.

For three days, Aaron and Zlateh stayed in the haystack. Aaron had

always loved Zlateh, but in these three days he loved her more and more.
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She fed him with her milk and helped keep him warm. She comforted him
with her patience. He told her many stories, and she always cocked her
ears and listened. When he patted her, she licked his hand and his face.
Then she said, “Maaaaq,” and he knew it meant, “l love you, too.”

The snow fell for three days, though, after the first day, it was not as
thick and the wind quieted down. Sometimes Aaron felt that there could
never have been a summer, that the snow had always fallen, ever since he
could remember. He, Aaron, never had a father or mother, or sisters. He
was a snow child, born of the snow, and so was Zlateh. It was so quiet in
the hay that his ears rang in the stillness. Aaron and Zlateh slept all night
and a good part of the day. As for Aaron’s dreams, they were all about
warm weather. He dreamed of green fields, trees covered with blossoms,
clear brooks, and singing birds. By the third night, the snow had stopped,
but Aaron did not dare to find his way home in the darkness. The sky
became clear and the moon shone, casting silvery nets on the snow.
Aaron dug his way out and looked at the world. It was all white, quiet,
dreaming dreams of heavenly splendor. The stars were large and close.
The moon swam in the sky as in a seaq.

On the morning of the fourth day, Aaron heard the ringing of sleigh
bells. The haystack was not far from the road. The peasant who drove the
sleigh pointed out the way to him—not to the town and Feivel the butcher,
but home to the village. Aaron had decided in the haystack that he would
never part with Zlateh.

Aaron’s family and their neighbors had searched for the boy and the
goat but had found no trace of them during the storm. They feared they

were lost. Aaron’s mother and sisters cried for him; his father remained silent
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and gloomy. Suddenly, one of the neighbors came running to their house
with the news that Aaron and Zlateh were coming up the road.

There was great joy in the family. Aaron told them how he had found
the stack of hay and how Zlateh had fed him with her milk. Aaron’s sisters
kissed and hugged Zlateh and gave her a special treat of chopped carrots
and potato peels, which Zlateh gobbled up hungrily.

Nobody ever again thought of selling Zlateh, and now that the cold
weather had finally set in, the villagers needed the services of Reuven the
furrier once more. When Hanukkah came, Aaron’s mother was able to fry
pancakes every evening, and Zlateh got her portion, too. Even though
Zlateh had her own pen, she often came to the kitchen, knocking on the
door with her horns to indicate that she was ready to visit, and she was
always admitted. In the evening Aaron, Miriam, and Anna played dreidel.
Llateh sat near the store watching the children and the flickering of the
Hanukkah candles.

Once in a while Aaron would ask her, “Zlateh, do you remember the
three days we spent togethere”

And Zlateh would scratch her neck with a horn, shake her white
bearded head, and come out with a single sound which expressed all her

thoughts and all her love.
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The Friends of Kwan Ming
oy
Paul Yee

When his father died, the peasant Kwan Ming was forced to sell his
little plot of paddy and the old family house to pay for the burial. After the
funeral, Kwan Ming looked around at the banana trees surrounding his
vilage, and saw that he had nothing left to his name—not even one
chipped roof tile. He had just enough money to buy a steamship ficket to
the New World, where he had heard jobs were plentiful.

“I can start a new life there,” he told his mother, “I will send money
home.”

The voyage lasted six weeks, over rocky waves and through
screaming storms. Kwan Ming huddled together with hundreds of other
Chinese deep in the ship’s hold. There he became friends with Chew Lap,
Tam Yim, and Wong Foon—men from neighboring villages. If one friend
took sick, the others fetched him food and water. If one friend had bad
luck gambling, the others lent him money to recover his losses. Together
the three men ate, told jokes, and shared their dreams for the future.

When they arrived in the New World, everyone scattered throughout
the port city to search for work. Kwan Ming hurried to the warehouse
district, fo the train stafion, and to the waterfront, but doors slammed in his
face because he was Chinese. So he went to every store and laundry in
Chinatown, and to every farm outside town. But there was not a job to be
found anywhere, for there were too many men looking for work in a

country that was still too young.
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Every night Kwan Ming tfrudged back to the inn where he was staying
with his three friends. Like him, they, too, had been searching for work but
had found nothing. Every night, as they ate their meager meal of rice
dotted with soya sauce, the friends shared information about the places
they had visited and the people they had met. And every night Kwan Ming
worried more and more about his mother, and how she was faring.

“If | don’t find work soon, I'm going back to China,” Chew Lap
declared one evening.

“What for, fool2” asked Tam Yim. “Things are worse there!”

“But at least | will be my family,” retorted Chew Lap.

“Your family needs money for food more than they need your
company,” Wong Foon commented. “Don’t forget that.”

Then a knock was heard at the door, and the innkeeper pushed his
way into the tiny attic room.

“Good news!” he cried out. “I have found a job for each of you!”

The men leapt eagerly to their feet.

“Three of the jobs are well-paying and decent,” announced the
innkeeper. “But the fourth job is, well...” He coughed sadly.

For the first time since they had met, the fourth men eyed one
another warily, like four hungry cats about to pounce on a bird.

“The biggest bakery in Chinatown needs a worker,” said the
innkeeper. “You'll always be warm next to the oven. Who will go2g”

“You go, Chew Lap,” Kwan Ming said firmly. “Your parents are ill and
need money for medicine.”

“The finest tailor in Chinatown wants an apprentice,” continued the
innkeeper. “The man who takes this job will be able to throw away those

thin rags you wear.”
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“That’s for you, Tam Yim,"” declared Kwan Ming. “You have four little
ones waiting for food in China.”

“The best shoemaker in Chinatown needs an assistant,” said the
innkeeper. “*He pays good wages. Who wants to cut leather and stitch
bootse”

“You go, Wong Foon,” Kwan Ming stated. “You said the roof of your
house in China needs repair. Better get new ftiles before rainy season
starts.”

“The last job is for a houseboy.”

The Innkeeper shook his head. “The pay is low. The boss owns the
biggest mansion in fown, but he is also the stingiest man around!”

Kwan Ming had no choice but to take this job, for he knew his mother
would be desperate for money. So off he went.

The boss was fatter than a cast-iron stove and as cruel as a blizzard at
midnight. Kwan Ming’s room was next to the furnace, so black soot and
coal dust covered his pillow, and the servants had to fight over the
leftovers for their meals.

Every day Kwan Ming swept and washed every floor in the mansion.
He moved the heavy oak tables and rolled up the carpets. The house was
so big, that when Kwan Ming finally finished cleaning the last room, the first
one was dirty all over again.

One afternoon Kwan Ming was mopping the front porch when his
boss came running out. In his hurry, he slipped and crashed down the stairs.
Kwan Ming ran over to help, but the fat man turned on him.

“You turtle!” he screamed as his neck purpled and swelled. “You lazy

oafll You door-knob! You rock brain! You're fired!”
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Kwan Ming stood silently for a long moment. Then he spoke. “Please,
sir, give me another chance. | will work even harder if you let me stay.”

The boss listened and his eyes narrowed. Then he coughed loudly.
“Very well, Kwan Ming, | won't fire you,” he said. “But | will have to punish
you, for you have ruined this suit and scuffed my boots and made me miss
my dinner.”

Kwan Ming nodded miserably.

“Then find me the following things in three days’ time!l” the boss
ordered. "Bring me a fine woolen suit that will never tear. Bring me a pair of
leather boots that will never wear out. And bring me forty loaves of bread
that will never go stale. Otherwise you are finished here, and | will see that
you never find another job!”

Kwan Ming shuddered as he ran off. The old man’'s demands
sounded impossible. Where would he find such items?

In despair, Kwan Ming wandered through the crowded streets of
Chinatown. He sat on the raised wooden sidewalk because he had
nowhere else to go.

Suddenly, familiar voices surrounded him.

“Kwan Ming, where have you been?g”

“Kwan Ming, how is your jobe”

“Kwan Ming, why do you never visit use”

Kwan Ming looked up and saw his three friends smiling down at him.
They pulled him up and pulled him off to the teahouse, where they ate and
drank. When Kwan Ming told his friends about his predicament, the men
clapped him on the shoulder.

“Don’t worry!” exclaimed Tam Yim. “I'll make the woolen suit you

need.”
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“I'll Make the boots,” added Wong Foon.

“And I'll make the bread,” exclaimed Chew Lap.

Three days later, Kwan Ming’s friends delivered the goods they had
promised. An elegant suit of wool hung over a gleaming pair of leather
boots, and forty loaves of fresh-baked bread were lined up in heat rows on
the dining-room table.

Kwan Ming’s boss waddled into the room and his eyes lit up. He put
on the suit, and his eyebrows arched in surprise at how well it fit. Then he sat
down and tried on the boots, which slid onto his feet as if they had been
buftered.

Then the boss sliced info the bread and started eating. The bread was
so soft, so sweet, and so moist that he couldn’t stop. Faster and faster he
chewed. He ate twelve loaves, then thirteen, then twenty.

The boss’s stomach swelled like a circus tent, and his feet bloated out
like balloons. But the well-sewn suit and sturdy boots held him tight like a
gigantic sausage. The man couldn’t even get out of his chair. He kicked his
feet about like a baby throwing a tantrum.

But before anyone could do a thing, there was a shattering Bang!

Kwan Ming stared at the chair and blinked his eyes in astonishment.
For there was nothing left of his boss.

He had exploded into a million little pieces.
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The Shepherd’s Boy (Aesop)

THERE was once a young shepherd-boy who tended his sheep at
the foot of a mountain near a dark forest. It was rather lonely for
him all day with only the sheep for companionship, so he thought
upon a plan by which he could get a little attention and some
excitement to enliven his work.

He rushed towards the village one day, calling out, “Wolf! Wolf!”
and the villagers ran out to meet and help him protect their
sheep. Some of them even went with him toward the flock and
stayed with him for a considerable tfime, watching out for the
wolves that might devour their animals. This pleased the boy so
much that, a few days later, he tried the same trick, calling out,
“Wolfl Wolfl” And, again, the villagers raced to come to his aid.
He laughed out loud to see everyone dropping his or her work
and rushing toward him at his call. How this prank relieved his
boredom! He did not notice the villagers grumbling about how
he had wasted their fime. He did not think twice about their
anger when, once again, there was no sign of wolves attacking
the sheep.

One morning, shortly after this, a wolf actually did come out from
the forest and began attacking the sheep! The shepherd-boy, of
course, cried out, “Wolf! Wolfl” more loudly and frantically than
ever before. But, this time, the villagers, who had been fooled
twice before, thought the boy was again deceiving them. “Ach,
it's that foolish boy playing tricks on us again,” the villagers
muttered to each other, “We're not to be hoaxed so easily this
time,” and nobody stirred to come to his help.

So the wolf made a good meal of the boy’s flock, and, when the
boy complained that no one had come when he shouted for
them, the wise man of the village said:
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“A LIAR WILL NOT BE BELIEVED,
EVEN WHEN HE SPEAKS THE TRUTH."
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