
Crown Poin1934

Nothing ever happens here.

That’s not right. Not much happens here. But that’s why most folks like it, most folks 
I mean. Especially old farmers and their old wives. They like dull. They like nothing 
changing. They like growing things and pulling them up out of the ground when it’s time. 
Things grow good here because it’s hot and wet and the sun shines a lot. Summer here is 
like a hothouse.

You take a good look at a map and you see why. We’re down here south of big Lake 
Michigan which is like the low spot in a huge puddle, like a drain in a bathtub, the 
country all around being the tub proper. We’re not too much above lake level, so the heat 
and humidity sort of stick around long after sundown. You can really hear the com 
growing when the wind is right and your hearings working good and the wind ain’t 
blowing too much. Sort of a low down squeaky sound, like mice in rubber boots running 
across a fresh waxed linoleum floor.

Crown Point ain’t much of a place, but I like it. It’s pretty in a way. Maybe because I 
know it like my foot. And know the people, too. Or thought I did.

I don’t go to school no more because I got me a job with a future. I’m learning the 
automobile trade with Ross. I started last year and it put me right in the middle of things 
when it all happened. When the shit flew. When the lead flew too.

I was right next door. I know Sheriff Marion and I knew her husband Bill. The smartest 
unluckiest man there ever was. I know most everybody in town these days, except the 
slickers down from Chicago still poking around to find out just what happened.

Seeing as what I live here in town now, not out on the farm no more, I’m a guy the 
newspaper men like to talk to. I was right there when it all happened. They think I know 
more than I’ve told so far. I live right next door to the Court House and County Jail. It’s a 
small room that Ross lets me have out in back of this garage which is the place where I 
work. I am an apprentice for Ross. He’s a swell guy. He gave me a future and it ain’t got 
nothing to do with planting and growing.

Like I said I like Crown Point. It’ll suit me just fine until I get to Chicago. It’s in my 
plans to move up in the world. Ross gave me my first chance. But for now, Crown 
Point’s a good enough place and better than most.

Take a drive down Court Street. Tall oaks and elms grow there on both sides of the street 
and it s almost cool and dark along the street even in the middle of a summer day when 
just carrying a tire up to the top of the shed can make you sweat like an old whore on 
nickel night.



It’s one of the oldest streets in town and that’s why it has most of the biggest trees. It also 
has the biggest houses with long low green lawns that are kept trimmed as neat as a rug in 
one of the living rooms. On nice days, the bankers and merchants and country officials 
walk along the morning shaded sidewalks of Court Street and tip their hats and say how- 
dee-doo to each other.

Later on, the ladies stroll down Court Street saying how-dee-doo too. They’re going to 
their luncheons or their garden club meetings or to play bridge in fan-cooled rooms and 
drink iced tea and dream of fall which is much cooler and nicer around here than it is in 
the middle of summer.

There’s plenty of money here in Crown Point. But even the richest man can’t make the 
wind blow when it’s 95 in the shade and just sitting under a tree on a wicker chair makes 
you drip sweat in gullies like the sides of a tall glass filled with ice. You don’t know what 
hot is like until you spend a summer in Crown Point.

They call me Sonny Whiler. I was bom on Armistice Day, eleven minutes after eleven 
o’clock on the eleventh day of the eleventh month. At least that’s what my mom used to 
tell me. It was only my mom and me. She told me my dad was killed in the Great War, 
but I’m not too sure about that, her being so beautiful and leggy and leaving me with my 
Uncle Jeth on my eleventh birthday.

“Cain’t do much more for ya, Sonny. You’re getting too big, grown up like, and you’ve 
got to leam men things now. Uncle Jeth will take care of that.”

She hugged me quick and patted me on the head like we were in some kid movie we saw. 
I watched as she turned her back and lifted her dress and plucked some money from her 
stocking top and gave it to Uncle Jeth who was grinning because the big door in the 
hallway was open and the mirror in the back of the closet gave Uncle Jeth more than an 
eyeful that time. Still grinning from ear to ear, he took the money and it was the last time 
I knew I’d see it. Last time I ever saw my mom, too.


