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The whole company called him "the Monk," because he had no
2irl friend in town and seemed always embarrassed when the boys
1iscussed their sex experlences. At times he would interrupt thelr

filthy talk with wigir a gentle but somehow i-pressive gesture:

1)

"Phat's enoughl If you pleasel” The answer was of course a Homerle
suffaw; but, surprisingly, the conversation dled down, shortly
afterwards, or became a trifle more discreet.

What was wrong with the Monk? Some of hls room-mates sugrested

| _ A S ol 1 AR
that he was secretly married and faithful to hiih glthouzh he
claimed to be sinzle. Others suspected that there might be relisious
reasons for his prudery; but he was not a church-goer. .as he Jjust
morbidly bashful? Or was it simply his high age whiech prevented
him from having any fun?

He was indeed pretty elderly - at least thirty-five, if not
older; ﬂf any rete, by far the oldest man in the outfit which con-
sisted mostly of youngsters in their teens or early twenties. His
face appeared strangely shrivelled - dried out, yellowed and brittle,
as if parched by & merciless tropical sun. There was something
slightly Mephistophelian about his physiognomy - due, perhaps, to
his restive, black, curly hair and temsés dark, bushy eyebrows.

But he hed slso features of a melancholy clown, in his ever-crumpled

uniform which was much too wide for his lean, haliry body; with his

a-
long, pointed nose, and the absurd gravity of his + B
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r were pensive and near-sighted. He had the -11 "
drooping, colorless mouth of & WOIT ed ol Ne
He was a very poor soldier =~ pathetleally hel less, for
all his diligence and good will. However hard hie tried, he Just
couldn't learn the manu@l of arms and inevitabl gssed up the
1ank movements of his platoon, during the close-order drill.

The First Sergeant despised him, "A sad sack llke FOU f o
shoubd—ibehda shouldn't even be in the Army," he would shout at

n -- exasperated by so much clumsiness. "Where do you come

L

rom, anyhow? What kind of a bird are you?"

The Monk's nationsl origin was as difficult to define as his
pre-Army status. His speech sounded exotic, without having the
charascteristics of any particular foreign accente. According to
his rather noncommittal intimations, he wes born in one of the
smaller South-American republics (sometimes he mentioned Eguador,
at other times Paresguay); brousght up in Rumania; naturalized in
Turkey. At any rate, his home, 1f he had eny, was terribly far
away «

As for his civilian profession, he was egqually vague and
evasive. Only on one occasion, when the Commanding Officer
:

chellenged him with a direct juestion in front of the company,

he had to sive up this secretive attitude. "My profession, Sir7"
he said -- dreamy and sbsentminded. "Well, 8ir, I was a sculptor.”

For one reason or another, this reply provoked a roaring laughter
== intonated by the men and heartily joined by the captain.

But the Monk remained dignified and composed -- curiously self-
assured, for all his demureness.

Most of the boys had only a faint notlon of what that asoctually
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was -~ & sculptor. However, nobody believed that the Monk had

ever been anything of the kind. Some fellows suggested that he
might have been a watchmaker -- maybe because he seemed so
childishly fond of his own chronometer, an old-fashioned, volu=-
minous piece of heavy, lusterless silver. Others believed that

his past was simply that of a tramp, ani;;:ﬁ::zsihoodnfor-nothinq.

Then the story came up that the Monk used to make & living as
a member of a travelling circus. In fact, one of the boys clainmed
that he had seen him, soveral years before, with a troupe of wander-
ing acrobats who produced thelr stunts in a small Californian
town, near the Mexican border. According to this report, the
Monk - fantastically dressed up = was introduced to the audience
as "the quickest portraitist of all time end 1lndeed stunned
his customers by the uncanny speed with which he cut their pro-
files in black paper -- taking 25 cents for one silhouette.

Urged by his comrades to confirm or deny the story, he Just
shrugged his shoulders and smiled enigmatically. "No kidding!l™
they insisted. "Is it true, or ain't 1t?" His answer was only,
"Gentlemen! If you please! A little more discretion!™ But some
days afterwards he startled everybody by producing a pair of
pointed scissors and several sheets of black, glossy paper.

The whole outfit marveled as he cut the mess sergeant's silhou-
ette, in practically no time.

He did indeed a neat Job. Squatting on his bunk and manipu-
lating his tools with remarkable dexterity, he cut the profiles
of his fellow-soldiers and then mounted the black silhouettes
on little pleces of white cerdboard. All the boys looked more

or less allke in the Monk's artistic presentation; yet some of
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consplcuous features -- an asuili: nose,
of spectacles -- were grephically depi
ctenesses surpassed their respective models
manly charm, The CIs -- rather plessed =2nd
the silhousttes to the folks back home. It wa: nite ¢ 1NCBES.

FPor a wh he Monk's 1 3tlee seemed to incresse, thanks to his

%

unexpected artistic skill., Even the First Sergeant seree to s5it for

a gilhonette. But it was just on this occesion -« the climax

Monk's career -- that he spoiled his chances naybe through
clunsiness, or because he waes too execited, or perhaps out

resentment sgainst the mean, isnorant "tor kick." Whatever the psycho=
logienl reason, the portrait he produced turned out to be an
caricature af The powerful man wes considerably annoved and expressed
his feelings in e cataract of unprintable words. Althoush the First
Sergeant was by means particularly popular, the whola company ﬁrﬂ;n-
thized with him in this matter. The opinion prevailed that the Monk
had wantonly provoked the fury of the tyrant, and, by doing so, had
made things pretty fibﬂﬁh, not only for himself but also for his
comrades. Naturally, the "sad sack™ was even less respected after
this Incident then he had been before the discovery of his talent.
What pood wes his undeniable a .Y as ailhouettist 1f 1t brought
him and others in trouble?

pffvn-'
There was only one ¥ who seemed to carse for him == at least

——) » o .
temporarily, Corporal Maric Menutti swarthy little Italian
: Maw~:e J

from Brooklyn, N.Y.,ﬁﬁgéﬁfﬁdesd quite a character -- rather influentia

in this unit of basie tralnees and, moreover, senerally accepted as
a "repular guy." He had the reputation of being a lad*un-klller, and

enjoyed it a lot when the rookies raved sbout his smorous adventures




as
his grin became a little apprehensive )pned one of his admirers

nicknamed him "“Brooklyn-Casanova:"™ he hed no idea what IlHT[of
meant and suspected a hidden insult.

It was the Monk who reassured the corporal by explalning to
him, in a nicely-phresed little speech, the character and career
of the 1llustrious lover. Merio announced that he was tickled to
death and greatly appreciated the scholarly and slightly lasci-

f_.‘g e tounane .,
vious lecture. "What do you guys want?" he asked
rathonsbedbmmewibden. "That cuy here aln't = sonk, if a Monk means
a dumbell or something. He's a damned lot smarter than you guys
think he is, Knows something about women, too."

But the others remained skeptical, Even Menutti's undisputed

authority could not convince them of the Monk's competence in

erotic matters. "A lot of talk, that's all," they demurred, while

the corporel still chuckled about CasanEVQkaiiﬁhi;:i;;Hiig pranks.
"Just some fancy words he's picked up somewhere..." But Menutti
grinned, "Them big words can come kind of handy, at times..."

For a few days the dark-eyed little chap == Marlo Menutti fess
of Brooklyn -- was fascinated by the Monk's elaborate vocabulary.
It was his ambition to learn as many "fanecy words" as possible
-- espaclally medical terms, Words like "paranoia"™ ("palanoia”
in his pronunciation), "sadism,”™ and ™masochism™ were most
attrective to him, "Now, what's a sadist again?" he would ask
for the twentleth tima)ﬂnd he Jubilated when the Monk polnted
out, with solemn pedantry, that a sadist is a kind of person

who experiences illicit lust when inflieting physical OT im0

mental palns w® on others,

an'io ]
Unf‘ortunately,% took it for granted that nobody, except

he and his instructor, were able to understand the technical
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expressions which he thought a kind of whimsical gibberish
made up by the clever Monk, "Serseant Petersen has a definite
touch of palanoia, don't you think 80, Monk%?" he would shout
cheerfully through the mess hall -- referring to the mess serreant
who happened to stand nearby. It was the embarrassed teacher
who had to pay for his pupil's blatant naivete: Sgt. Petersen,
who did not dere to punish the popwbed corporel, revenged himself
by keeping the "sad sack™ on K.P, duty for the next two weekende.

Even worse was what happened when Brooklyn-Casanova tried to
impress a girl, at the U.S8.0, dance in town, by opening the con-
versation with thescasual remark: "I'm quite a sadist, if yon
know what I mean..." She knew only too well, and presently lost

digqleased
her temper. This time Menutti was aeriauslyjﬁunnand: the big
words had spoiled an acquaintance which might have developed into
a pleasant little romence."It's all your fault," he scolded
the rueful Monk. "Didn't you tell me that a sadist At et
1s a Casanova and a mesochist gets a kick out of beating up his
wife? Hell, now I'm all mixed up..."

Thies was the end of their friendship. Not that Memutti dropped
the Honk completely: his attitude toward the "sad sack" remained
patronizingly gracious. But it was clear that he no longer
cared to learn fancy expressions from him,

So the Monk was alone again -- an outsidey, a stranger. He
looked more haggard than ever and seemed to become increasingly
despondent. No doubt, the rirorous training began to tell on
him, It wasn't easy for a man of his age and constitution to

cateh up with a bunch of younsg athletes and husky farmer boys, .




ﬁ;;;;} "It's not a child's game," he would mumble sadly when
limping back from the obstacle course or & 15-mile hike with
full pack, His volice sounded hopelessly tired when he surgested,
at the rifle range or out in the woods, during a trvinm night
ablel. "Now, gentlemen, let's study the situation! Lat the
¢W”V
_\P- with which such remarks were acknowledged by the other
f juite so loud and hearty anymore as it used to
t weeks of the The Monk was
fénny. The fellcws felt sorry for him.
without sdmitting it, to be sure

-~ that evening when he was on guard duty, for the first time

in his militery career. He looked particularly wretched thuat

ol
night, in his martial outfit, with helmet, rifle, fartrigde belt
2 ] » » 2

leggings, and all -- shaking with excitement, as though he were

in for a deadly adventure, not just a few hours of dull G.I.
routine, His lips trembled as he kept murmuring his "General
Orders for Interior Guard Duty"™ =-- repeating them, over and

over again, as if they were magic formulas to protect him against
evil spirits. "To walk my post in a military manner," the Monk
prayed -- his old, dried-ocut face twisted with anxiety under the
heavy helmet., "Being elways on the alert... Observing everything...
T

Yes yes yes... To speak to nobody except in the line of duty...

-~
=

to nobody - 1s that clear? To quit my post only when properly
relieved... Naturally... To report all violations of orders

I am instructed to enforce... To enforce! Oh my Lord! How can
I enforce anything?.... To call the corporal of the guard in
all cases not covered by instructions...”

The corporal of the guard was #ario Menutti. "That's a good

onel™ he cried -- exceedingly amused by the sadly grotesque
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spectacle his former teacher and protege offered. "The Monk has
quite a touch of palanoia! That's rich!l”

"Being elways on the alert...,”" repeated ;he konk with desper-
wordy

ate obstinacy -- acknowledging Mario's }--.hn with a mildly pleesed

and absent-minded smile, as 1f they were exasgerasted complliment:
roﬁ MM La l’.{‘
to which he would rather not pay my @ttention.

The are= he had to guard extendeé from the officers' mess to

the Protestant chapel, with the cemetery situated between --

about 400 yards sltogether, His shift was from one to thres o'eloek

in the morning: "That's the time when nothing ever happens,
the sergeant of the guard observed, contemptuously.

Until twelve o'clock or so it had been reinineg hard; but now
the night was pleasant -- rather warm for October. The roads and
trees were still wet. Cnce in a while im a little shower of drops
would fall from the bushes ~-- producing a soft, rustling noise,
Ciksbbosapaund covaiad-vilbhedpyndoavess A'ter such an interlude of
gentle sounds, the stillness seemed to become even NS REPYP
more impenetrable., It was very dark -- the darkest night, and
the stillest one, the Monk remembered heving ever witnessed.

He walked slowly, stiffly erect -- in as military a manner as
possible -~ speeding up only when he had to pass by the cemetery.
He didn't like cemeteries; it wes just an old aversion.

When he had made his round ssews three times his rifle began
to feel »mg» heoavy. The stillness became oppressive -- llke

— orafgne -
something tangible; a black romw velvety}h/
stifling. The Monk hankered for some sound, sturdy nolise --

the bark of a dog or a child's laughter. But there was nothing ==

Just this merciless, eerie silence,

N

Should he teke a chance and smoke a cigarette? No, that wouldn't
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be compatible with the military attitude he was supposed to maintain.
What time was 1t? He consulted his fine old watch, under the
dim light in front of the officers' mess hall. Only thirty-five
minutes past one. How long two hours can be: They can indeed seem
endless...
He continued his walk. Being always on the alert... "hy was he
so nervous? Why did the darkness sc¢are him? Why hedsees was he
unable to overcome this irrational fesar of graveyards? Maybe it
was beczuse he had been so indescribably frightened, as a boy of
five, when the old TUkrainian maid took him to the village cemetery,
back home, in Poland, and told him all those welrd stories about
death and ghosts. He hated to remember things tkhat had to do with
his childhood. He loathed memories. But now, in the uncanny silence
of this mild, cruel night, he couldn't help remembering. The images
came, the voices -- unwished-for, powerful; all the sinlster scenes
and characters which had dominated his restless, uprooted l1life;
the humiliations, sorrows and confusions; the bitter and absurd
exveriences which he concealed so carefully from his tough, innocent,
ignérant comardes. Was there nobody, nothing to protect him agalnst
this overwhelming assault of spooky recollections?
When he passed by the cemetery for the fourth time he heard a
voice == or rather, & kind of sigh, a raucous groan from the
ground ., He started; stopped -- paralyzed by terror, He walted.
Nothing stirred. Finally he whispered, "Hello... who is there...",
almost breathless with fear. Nothing. It must have been a mistake;
the wind in the dry leaves, perhaps, or an animal. The best thing
to do would be, to go;:;alking -- always on the alert; in a
strictly military manner..e.

But what if it was a human being, after all? He mused and wondered,
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while marching, more erect than ever, toward the Protestant chapel.
There had been a groan, no doubt -- and it sounded unmistakeably
humane. Maybe a wounded soldier? Or a suicide? A lunatie, perhaps?

Or a ghost... He shuddered.

He was breathless with apprehension as he approanched the ominous
apot again -- the cursed place near the graveyvard where the terrible
sound had struck him.

There it was! His eyes =- used to the darkness -- discernedt the
contours of a low, voluminous figure -- moving slowly, cumbersomely
across the road on its hands and feet. This could = not be & hallueci-
netion, or wee else he was more neurotic than he believed to be. It
was not an animal, either, It was a woman, She groaned. Evidently, she
was badlyhurt -« in a car accident, perhaps? Or she was ill -- fever=-
stricken;hmaybe in a dying condition...

To call the corporal of the guard in all cases not covered by

instructionseee

The Monk's first impulse was to ery for help. But, egorageously,
he took a few moare steps toward the creeping figure and managed to
articulate a hoarse, shaky, "Haltl"™ The woman failed to react. Un-
disturbed, with stubborn energy, she continued her unnatural, toil=-
some Journey on the wet, dirty ground, The Monk -« perplexed, motioné
less == gsald in an anxiously lowered volce: "Advance to be recognizedl™

-= and presently hated himself for having pronounced this formula --
so obviously absurd, under the circumstances.

The beastly creature, down there -- thuyhaasive raptile on the
muddy ground -- produced & barking laughter-- a rather dreadful little
detonation. At the same time, she mede a beckoning mation with one
hend =« interrupting her movement across the road and resting now

in a more human, if savage, squatting position.
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To_spesak to nobody exespt in the line of dutVees

MEY UL TR 25T,
He hesitated -- biting his li;sl almost crying with —

Smabeddl. After a long pause he sald, "Who are you?" -- very softly,

¢ Slek
as M addressing himself to a Amelesn child he had

found on the roadside.
TeSjorse _

Her }F-l.tiﬂ to this mild appeal wai-%fﬁfﬁfﬁfﬁﬂ and shockingly |
out of place. "Honey...,” was all she -= accompanying &n\égxr
fatucus words whth a deep, cooing chuckle. She seemed young and
fleshy -- rather sttractive, peamsesesy in a wild, slovenly way.

Her features were hardly discernable in the darkness; besides

half of her face was covered by her dishevelled hair and the fringes
of a large, dirty shawl loosely wrapped eround her head and shoulders,
She looked like = sloppy mermaid just emerged from a puddle =-

with her hair and clothes dripping, her brow and hands smeared all
over with mud. No doubt,she had been outdoors for the best part

of the rainy night -~ crawling about, probably, between the ceme-
tery end the officers' mess hall. She was deplorably wet.

"Are you sick?" the Mornk asked her, somewhat apprehensively.

She zlggled and shook her head. "Honey.es," she repeated, with
cheerful obstinacy. It sounded cordial and warm, almost motherly,

"Yourng lady! If you pleasel™ Now the lonk's eyes were actually
full of tears. He was terribly _-\?JJ l"ﬂ-_f\‘d.

"Horey... honey... honey..." She teased him -- grinning all over
her broad, dirty fece; half erect now, kneeling in the middle or
the road, an obscene and exotic rigure. )

I ot & an,

The Monk mede his voice as firm as possible. : T he

said -- standing at attention, as if reporting to an officer -

"I must ask you to follow me."

She nodde® and lemghed, "Sure, honey, sure: I'd love to. But I
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. have to arrest you," the Monk sald, with a desperate effort
hide his embarrassment.
He expected her to protest or W lament, but she smiled instead.

"That's 0K, with me, honey,"™ she sald, obedient but not without

dignity. There wes a little twinkle in her eyes s she added: "But

I warn you, brother: I'm heavy~weicht... You'll rind it quite =a

me =-- skinny little guy vou ars..." TPt LGS

didn't really have to carry her (which would have Leen far
beyond his physical powers). She proved rather co-operative anad
tried to move her feet =- with her arms clasped around his reck
and her soft, heavy body leaning egeinst his sldes A few times
she stumbled -~ losing her equllibrium; she would have fallen, if

it hed not been for his firm and steady support. She laughed long

and loud, with her face on his shoulder. "That was kird of close..s,"

she glggled, childishly amused. Then, clinging to him, in a passio-
nate whisper: "You're & 200d guy... honsy... You ain't aad at me...
Not youe.s not you...," she repeated, all in tears again.

After this abrupt little outburst she kept qulet and tried to

walk as nicely as possible, until they reached the guard house.

- n" W
to enter? o

At this point the Monk faltered. Should he dare
b Wi he showe@ up with a drunkem
Thers would be & riot, no doubt, when ne sLol up

; story, which seemed indeed
srostitute. Nobody would believe hls story, wnich geemecd
& o

se him of heving brought thils
i - mig 2Ve ccuse l_'.i-.'. QL AEWV -Ln(__} ol {
unbtelievable., They might even &
: get away

. A
y Empe Wl gituation! He'd never ¢
impossible woman to cump. What & .

/ 3 marti: " "dishonorable
with it. Nightmarish notlonsy -- "ecourt martiel, 8

discharge" &= jumped to his mind, He trembled.
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1y on his shoulder. He looked at her --

o
-

thewh

[

Ve face, slishtly bloated under the dishevelled hair., Her
] o

eyes were closed., Had she fallen asleep? Her breath sounded almost

TEY

iixe snoring. She sesamed peaceful, relaxed -- a mass of warm, breathing

b | ] 1 - T e, =) Pewr W s
flesh in his weak SNaky arms,

He Telt sorry for her. She was beautiful. No, sbe was hideous, of
course; but she might have been beautiful -- with a elean face and
decent clothes, and without that terrible odor. It wasn't the liquor
alone, although the aromas of gin and whiskey prevailed in the evil

mixture of smells surrounding her like a poisonous cloud. Her socaked
w7
Y

SHWL stank, and so did her hands and hair. She must fave been sick;

Sde was smeared all over with the nauseous stuff.

Hi® was not asleep. She sensed what he was thinking. Rather abruptlvy
L vl
she whispered, "My name 1s ﬁhﬁ*ﬁ&}" == %0 comfort him, as it were.

"That's all right,™ he seld. And they sntered.

Menuttl awas playlnre cards with the sergeant of' the guard and two
privates, They stopped playing -- flabbergasted -- when the incredible

couple appeared in the open door.

The konk wes blinded by the ¢laring licht and by &n overpowering,

L

aching sense of shame. corporal, I report...," he began primly;: but
his words were drowned in & penerel uproar, It was Mario who intonated
the violent storm of laurhter. The whole cane rresently Jolned in --
fncluding & couple of soldlers who had baen sleeping, slde by side,

on & norrow metress. They shrieked, zuffawed, cepered, Jjubiteled --

all in reptures; electrifisd by the spectecle.

-

.

It was too wor derful to be true: this kind of thing happens only
in dreans. What e sight! What & Forgsous farce! The Monk -- his features
Mgzen to a wry, peinful grimece -- tried to salute the non-coms, but

the fantastic female in his arms wouldn't release his hand. She eluns
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0 him == singing, st ering, groaning. "Pistol packin' kama,"™ she
roarec and at the sams time made s clumay atte ot Lo klss the polinted

tip of his nose which was consplcuously red in the pallor of his distorte

— . . e _— " - =
hat a mess she was! What a gaudy, delighiful, Liftu;‘, seductive
wreck! Her face avpeared hardly human -- covered with mud and what

¥ 2 ~

remained of Ler make-up: picturesque stains of blue, crimson, orange,
black, Gesticulating, she allowed her shawl to glide form her shoulders
and to reveal the massive splendor of her curvy lines. She wore @

cheap kind of evening gown -~ very tlght, a harness of glittering,
supple silver, Her syes -- black and wide -~ seemed sightless under her
savage heir. llo doubt, she had a certain wild, luscious beauty -= the
primitive grandeur of rampent obscenity -- as she caressed with fumbling

Monk's Youw've
finrers th?ﬂhus?t;’ eyebrows, sallow cheeks and stiff 1lips. WA

T

good guy," she whispered, with her obscene mouth touching hls withered
brow. "You're all right... You'll teke care of mé..."
hilarity interrupted her stmmﬂe:ﬂdﬂa-

her @ head slowly toward the

crowd -- bewildered, as)she hed not bsen aware of their presence, up

to this very moment. "'xcuse me,"™ she said, with an abrupt little
glegle, and then raised one arm -- saluting the aszemdbly with a wide,

ey

swinging gesture: "Hello, DOYS.s.”

At thisz point she lost her balance -- overwhelmed, as it were, by
the orcunic laughter, or simply because he had taken her arm from the
Monk's shoulder. Her towering body swayed; she trlied to take a few

\downwardg falling
steps, but it didn't work: she stumbled, sagged -- gliding

. F e R Rl e . e
and seft;q;3-iili-ﬁhtnﬁiiiny-uyeﬂ closed, mought ajar; tragically

=5

helpless, bonelesa, heavy, aa lf dazed by a hit or by a sudden sweep

of irresistible, infinite weariness,

o
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Already on the floor, she wnispered, with a ayowmotized, blissrful
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The naxt ornine ﬂ-(_nr_"'“{_."_'._. on the post knew the astounding story:

& i B S - Rt Y s ™ Marml-§ 8 o - 1 %9 x A v 1
N8 MONK == minc ou, feliows! the donklii == had picked up = arunk
— 2L LY !
WioTe and turned he: L t0 the guard house. 1t was a tremendous
T s ! . $ " = e — 3= v maniwes ] § - s N ™ & i " - W
welsatlon -- tle funniest, most puzzling iiclident in the annals o
?
= i J ~ .
is i C A
a i
“obocy ever found out how the women hag anased to sneak throuszh

the g=tes, into the reservation. None of the M,P.s admitted to have
seen nher. "hen she woke up, late in the afternoon, at the Stetion
Hospital, she claimed not to remember anything; her mind - if she
Nad any == was completely blank. The only information she gave was
that 8be came from Texas and was on her way to Chicapo, She said
that she had no profession but Just liked to have a pood time, She
less s Some heel -=- ghe Suggested -~ must have made her

drink & lot of rotten gin. She ha 8 goed laugh when they asked her

whether she wes a spy. "No, 8ir boyl" she chuckled. "Not mel Not
Ll
Fo<laul"
-
Before leaving the post, she made a casusl remark about a fellow

whom she vaguely reecalled heving met -= :"a kind of skinny guy,"

she salid dreamily. "Damned aecent, thoush. A damned decent kind of
ow," But when the guards inquired 1f she cared to see her boy
friend agaln, she shook her lead, shruppred her shoulders, and sighed:
"What's the use? Just remeamber me to him...

Waybe it wss this farewell nessage which started the rumours ebout
the ldonk's intimaey with the strange, intoxicated woman. There wes

a8 great deal of gossip -- spreading renkly and fantastically y Until
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1t took finelly on the shape of & definite story. The lionk -- accordins
to this popular version -- had alemost been caurht by 2 colonel while
Loaaldu
doing, you know what, 1ith‘h9ﬁ#=u’72 the bushes. He would have besan
in a fix, if 1t were not for that brilllant idea of his, to “"arrest"
the dame and take her to the guard house. And it worked! He zot away
with it: it was a regular triuwsph. The Commandlng Offlcer commsnded hinm
for his elertness and correct behavior. The Monk was promotas toc a
Private-First-Class., The Firet Serpgeant shook hands with him. Only
yesterday a half-comic, half-pitiful cheracter, he had established
himself, literally over night, ss a "smart fellow,” "a swell Joe,"
"a peach,” and -- highest G,I, compliment} -- ve a “rosular EUY o
Magieally transformed by LaAlad’s tou'h es by a good fairy's kiss, the
very Monk who used to be awkward and melancholy, now appeared to his
pals es a paragon of wit and manliness., He hed taken & chance, and got

way with 1t. He had hed an adventure. They sdmired end envied him.

What made him so damned clever and courageous?

They tried to pry in%to his secret, but his snswer wes cnly a vague
and absentminded smile. Finelly he silerced them with = pentls resture:
"Gentlemen! If you pleasse! A 1llttle more discretion!™

At this point Corporel Menutti interfered: "Loave hinm alone, you
guys!l Haven't I always told you? He's sharpr as & whip. He won't tell
you nothing. Much too smart to glve hlmself eway. -- But you'll tell

#8_nme, Monkiel" he added, in an affectlionately lowd@red volce. "I'm
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your pal, I've always stuck to you == even when you wasn't vet
bigshot like you is now. You must tell me how you did it! Diq voy do
it with cadlsm, Monkie? Or did vour Lulu heve a touch of palancia?™

"Nom, Mario," the Monk sauid -- softly and solsunl—. "There 1s
nothing paranoiac about my friend Lulu."

"Just tell me what she is 1like!"™ Corporal Menutti insisted. "Has
she a8 nice profile? I mean, & nice profile all the way down... Why
don't you make a picture of her, Monk? Make a plecture of her anad you

tocether! Just the wey it was when you were uaving vour fun - you

and she. You know what I mean -- with no clothes on, and Sadism, and
a1l
fdd.mm @

"All right," the Morx saeid, with a faint, pensive smile. "I'1l1 try,
LT vou want me to."

He began presently to work =- squatting on his bunk; iR
Canbrabbowy: 1is head deeply bent to thoe gloasy peper; his lean hands
manipulating the scissors with uncnn?% dexterity. Hovody was esllowed
to wateh him or to talk to him, while he was intent on his delicate
Job. They waltei and whispered -- eaper to have & look at the obscene
"’Tﬂn*foﬁb
:giligia’they anticipated. He worked -~ silent and concentrated; a
baroque figure; a stranger; an ertist -- protesque but not without
a certain queer authority.

It took him a little longer than usuel to finish the silhoustte,
After rifteen minutes or so he announced at last, "Centlemen! I am
ready." The whole panp dmewle® r . shed to his bunk -~ laughing and
shouting with expectation. "Let me see first!™ Mario cried. *I'm your
pal == ain?t I?"

"All right then, you may see it first," the Monk said. And he showed
hin the silhonette. The corporel stared at i%.

"Is it real dirty?" the others asked. But the corporal falled to




o)lDw
answerd All he had to say was, after a short silence: "It's all
right, I suppose." Then he let the gang have a look.
They saw two human figures -- a woman end & men -- neatly
profiled against the white background, They did not stand close
together but were separated from each other by a cross and a
gap whieh looked like an open grave. The woman was young and
proud and very beautiful. There was a faint elory around her head
-- & halo of youth and innocence, as it were. The man =- gaunt and
stooplnge -- wore a foot-long mentle and a big slouch heat, which
gave him the appearance of an 0ld, romantic wanderer ~- a beggar,
a sorcerer, or & priest. But, curlously, it was the woman whose
cesture seemed sacerdotal. The wide motion of her spread arms
did not suggest embrace and tenderness (and, anyhow, she could
not have reached the man, over the cross and the grave). This
generous salute meant something else =-- a blessing, a benediction,
enthusiastically presented to the humble pilgrim.
The soldiers did not laush. They gazed at the silhouettes, and
kept quiet. This room-mate of theirs -- their fellow-rookie, the

Monk -- was too puzzling for words. To what kind of trickery was

them all about the fun he

he up, this time? Why didn't ﬁ%itgw
had had with Lulu, s any other guy would have done? Why was he
so mysterious? Why couldn't they understand him? Why was he so

different?

THE END
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"auickest portrai-
tist of =a ime" and indeed sturnned his customers
jneredible speed with which he cut their profiles in black
takine 25 cents for one silhouette.
room-mates to confirm or deny the
just shrugged his shoulders and smiled enigmatica
kiddine!" they insisted. "Is it true, or ain't it?"
was only, ‘u-ftlemaﬂ If you please! A little more discretiont!"
But the fol lowing day, he produced, surprisingly,
pointed sciss@rs and some sheetls of black, glossy
began to cut silhouettes, with considerable skill

breath-taking tempo (=
J"i ‘.I -‘{E—))

It was quite a QEhsatlonjﬁtun Monk looked more baroque than

ever - squatting on his bunk and menipulating his

uncanny dexterity. But he did jndeed a neat job. The like

he produced, in practically no time, satebhSReeseunnteheon 75T
very—nice to look at and even ruseqmleﬁ vaguely the respective

ard & = =1 = >

model.,The uonk‘ﬁ prestige &admnmuuﬁers&v increased ,papistas

thanks—to-his-unexpected art;saiﬂ-tnkuntwH+a==nﬂuhila_hbunins&t
[t £ f'f' ). E =







hewseemadeor the pointef=BEgTORIng the-gm#ﬂn-aa-nero uf but
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compaey . Even the officers were kﬁﬂ?&ﬁ&&@, ﬁnﬁ one sunday after-

noon it happened that the captain in person dropped by, at the

)
barracks where -the lionk was guartered, and smilingly agreed to

to sit for a silhouette. However, the portraitist - all flushed

/)]

and flurried with servile excitement - was not guite at his best

—

qnﬁh'*:t “T,LacL;~sslj} caricatured, 7\ , the captein's manly

profile. The company commander, evidently hurt, refused curtly

)
A
3
o
=

to accept the picture as 'a humble souvenir," as the lionk

pur
ct
[
ct

with desperate asligmmemes susvity. Due to this glaring failure,
his new glory faded away, almost as abruptly as it had begun.

He experienced another boom - less sensational, though, than

ct

his transient artistic triumph - when Corporal Menutti disoovered

him as an expert in fancy words. Menutti was a tough little
Brooklyn-Italian - generally r&spected as a "regular guy" and

a rather powerful firfure, in this eutfit of basic trainees ,snd
iesemsheRnesd—wgoites. Ccsides he had the reputation of being a
ladies-killer. He enjoyed it enormaﬁ;%y when the rookies raved

[ 4
about his amorous adventures, butghls grin became a little
apprehensive when one of his admirers nicknamed him ®me "Brook-
lyn Casanova": he had no idea what it meant and suspected a

hidden insult. e

oA e
'l

It was the lionk who eslmed-lenutti's.guaims by explaining to
o) A

’f'(u Oy b N i ~ /
him, in a nicely-phrased little speech, the\g:hﬂﬂ_f'career
'ﬂﬁ?ﬁﬂh&iﬂﬂkﬁ? of the illustrious lover, assatvemoure. Ehﬁ
f‘l r‘j-t

eeepwra+mannuunced that he was tickled ?O death and
D#&-rﬂu- o Qipset Bl AR a Aot PN Tow it s

:em%Fgf thre—Tonk'ts rt—once-sahnlaxlv,and.sllnhtlt }asaivleuﬁ

r. "What do youg guys want?" he asked the other privates,
rather indignantlty. "That guy here QuEScompeny-momes 1S
a damned lot smarter than you? guys /think he is. Knows sométhing

about women, too." But the others remsined skeptical. Even’
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"It's all your fault," he scolded the rueful lionk.¥ "Didn't

vou tell me that a sadist is a Casanove and that a masochist

r'rotﬁ =
2 Lo O

o

e
]
=

out of beating up his wife? Hell, now I'm all
-yt

."_:-__,_/ :
- W

This was the end of their friendship. Not that Menutti dropped

mixed up...

—T‘-‘ .
N e the &onk completely: his attitude towards the "sad sack" remained
-~
= patronizingly gracious. But it was clear that he no longer cared
< a ] gly &
- © to learn fancy expressions from him. e
e 3 3 f e PNA O/ Li{m'.;_ﬁ...f{ re
- A / - -
o o0 the Monk waéﬁelone aeaiﬂ}fﬁe looked more worn-out than
“ ever and seemed to become increasingly despondent. No doubt, _,,_,_x
PR G Mfra oL & r" Il
b, L~
> the rlnorOL training began to tell on nlm_ It was ??F easv f%;
S /(‘&‘ 'L‘ g 8 jl '?,_ 1/ Tl 4 ¢ ! \’dL »J "_'
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W;here were things he just was not able to do, however hard he

'5 N /tri, = "Tt's not a child's game,”™ he would mumble sadly when

2 ¢
P B limping back from the obstacle course or some similar ordeal.
s W
e T .
ol Chea am'ays sonfe raflec ve_ ;
e ! thére
et most ﬁ?y%pp’ég;qitian 2 s
A I |

Mtrﬂnp 41s6-ha cbuld thifik of “he-would et least amy s'l.c"*es“t"“

) = at the rifle-range or out on the big parade ground: "Now, gentlemen,

>
Li 1 ' (L
= |1et's study the situation: But the laugh with which such remarks
™ 3
A Wwere acknowledged by the other soldiers was not guite a8 5@
p -3
:j | loud and hearty as it used to be, during the first weeks of
~L the training cycle. The Monk was too pitiful to be really funny.
! H\ﬁ\ The fellows felt sorry for him, /\
T
: lney felt very sorry for him - without admitting it, to be
2 | £\, /  ZY
Ly sure - , that evening when he #->¢§ o= :
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ntil mid twelve or so it had been raining hard; but n
5 » darkK...
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When he passed by the cemetery

a voice - swlsueeusewiitsror-cominsiironsbhenmroliey COr rather,

= T v - " A

a kind of sigh, a raucous groan eamiag from the ground.

4

started, stopped hissswadi - paralyzed by

terror. Kesedsss Haited)

nothine stirred. Fimally he whispered, "Hello... HEEESsw."
Nothing. Maybe he had been misteken... "Anybody tnere " he ked,
in a somewhat more steady voice. "It was the wind in the dry
leaves," he decided 'Or an animal..." He continued his walk -

was breathless, shakehng with apprehension when
approached the ominous spot again - the spot near the
where the terrible ¢§5&n had struck him...

At a distance of several yards, his eyes dlscerned

moving slowly on its sessr hands and feel across the roa

It wasn't an animel, although it moved like one. It yas
5 'l

f\ (]!( JoOa~ 1ot f’fl Sby AIOAsacdit , Aan pHog~Et O S Ao T ;,‘,ff.f P A - c,'.,l

'ﬂomén*{The Monk's first reaction was, to call for help.

he walked on - automatically, in a military manner, =2ee=

-
A oy

he stood directly in front of the woman looking down t
o : ]

P

She rested in a squatting position, her @ face half-co

by the fringes of = esiieen shawl which she wore around
T ”r’

head apd shoulders.. ,f”ﬂyﬂs Ay AN Cff‘“'”'
5(; “ I Y'dx Gl r f@’ &) (.f L‘.""- pf’ e ? - | = y 14

- "iho are you?" he @sked, and found it atnangedy difficuylt

"e%f-reﬁssured, but at bottom still perturbed and'puzzled...

be? Maybe g wounded man? And if so, what should

a

{.t ¥ s

“a

at 8

{

R P
o her.

vered

to move his tongue. "Approach to be recognized," h audeiq and

was embarrassed by the absurdity of thés formula...

Y
!

Her answer was surprising. "Hpney..." was.all she said.

No doubt, ghe was deadipfﬁrunk.... a-scandnd

———

e

"Young lady,™ he said, as sternly g

u to follow me..."

ask

A\JHJ]’J »

s he could. "I must
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flesh..4The smgll of liquor was sickening, now that Jsé-.touched

F-ds €& -~ =y

= N
o 4 ! L =
higl from-such proximitye..

VZ [ & ’
She began to sing - "P,stol Packin' Mama" - , innawéiiannekv”;
\ e fr ) 12 Ef &0 e — e W) e -I,-.‘._"I_r_,;‘-t..' be &80 W e fLaf o ;
— Tt 0 b e ln%ﬁrrupheﬂﬂherseiﬁwto-hﬂi&ﬂhimi'5:y name
is Loulou...", in a loweered voice, pressing his erm
Their entrance at the guard house produced an enormous sensa-

tion. Memuttii—who-had been-playias-eerds—with—thesergeant 0T

—tk b ter—

%{ "Corporal, I report...." the Monk began primlyg but—e—rearing
l 5 - = fa
(IzupghtersiRverrupted nim,

e puard

Menutti had been playing cards with sergeant of & :
Trd O ans

4 T Ve bevgo sl
and two privates.,They stopped playing™s
e &t s Al S C e o ffr ey

-and his—ireredible- ..cgéa‘;;a-n-i-an_ Then they burst out ljﬂau_r hing.
. (‘ fe"r-'*".n ‘-jh.f.f'-.-
Other paé¥ates, who had been sleeping on matresses, woke up,

Tl i

joined4n-the elementagl storm of hilerity...

)
An amezing picture indeed: the Monk, pale with excitement -
only the tip of his nose colored by the cold - ; his face distorted
to a painfully wry smile; looking askance at the woman who
clung to him. She appeared even more fantastic ip the glaring
Qo 1y
light than he had anticipated. Her face wajﬂpainted,kn—vfﬁfgﬁt

gaudy-colorcy—misek - blue, crimson, pink, orange. The rain had
trandqformed % her wholé meke-up into a terrific mess....
Dishevelled hair, covering her forehead, as the shawl glided
down and fell - revealing a cheap evening gown - very tight,
W 7/ TS A S
like a harness, of glittering silver....usheﬂw&s%u!#&',’ in

—a—yulger, Slovenly way = with the imposing curves of her bod
: s 'f L t-’li < g o é gy : j_r,’

N e Lo L
her widg*x “‘eyes which seemed sightlet SReSS ...
S f

A | 3 .
«tMlic douvt, she had a mﬁain/‘-.e beauty - the prmit}ve T
o I < ,

4/1 n..db

bLS!h-"‘ on i

orandeur of f wemeE mhesbs~only-fiewh - 23 she epened=loF=arme
#hd exclaimed, with &Wheavy, stammering lips: "Hellow, boys...p(

The answer, a new guffaw - more thundering than even the.
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outburst that had rreeteﬁ her. At this point she lost her —
O n ey b I : &
balance - m-struek, as it were, by the orcanic laughter, or
simply because she had taken her arms from the lonk's shoulder.
TTHer massive body swayed; she ‘tried to make a few sSteps; StuﬂbLed
Turned her head towards the ilonk: "l = oo TG I o
TeII.q.;. They had to carry her to bqﬂ '

T o i1
Fid
a4 3 % e

& 1 .
The Monk, W expected to be ceﬂ?iihaftiale , dishonorary dis-
charge.... Instead, triumph....The Monk IR, (R e T
whore! It wasmare thrilling as if he had captured two Japanese

generalS.aes

Sudden popularity - spreading throughout camp.
He was the guy who had brought a drunken woman to

the guard house..
: Senorhe halias-.
She—

Nobody ever found ou%,how QEF had ﬁlﬂe into camp. When she

L n®®

”

woke up, late the HEIE day, $n the Station Hospital,

she claimed
sommmwe not to remember anything - her mind

if she had any,
seemed complietely blank...

[1
A) W e ={ S

~ow

_ Soldiers took it for granted that the Monk!
gquite accurate
) -

te acousste; jphat e kpew he.

chose to admit.Ahhat a surprisel

s stQry was not

ﬁlrl more intlmntelv than he
A To prs s

S lhe*Breekéanzﬁz:znova
b anmeter GO TE 01 S0.se fho-hero-neither-denied NOT
Tonfirmed- RANEART  TUINOND S &milivk enigmatically...

Officer commended him for alertness and correct behaviour.
: Next month, the Monk was promoted to & Private-First-Ulass.
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