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etimes in the evening the mutes would play chess. Singer
ha?lo:llways greatly enjoyed this game, and_ years bcforfdhc hzl\:
tried to teach it to Antonapoulos. At first his fncnc.:l cou b:ot
interested in the reasons for moving the various pieces a lé::_on
the board. Then Singer began to keep a bottle of some ‘[l‘t}\,g
good under the table to be taken out after each lcs§o:. ;
Greek never got on to the erratic movements of the knights :n
the sweeping mobility of the queens, but he lcnr?cd to make ;
few set, opening moves. He preferred d}c whx_tc pxccf:s a':r;l
would not play if the black men were glve.n'hxml.f Ah‘clr hi;:
first moves Singer worked out the game by himself whi [: a
friend looked on drowsily. If Singer made .bnlllant aitltlifi sA :
his own men so that in the end r.gc b:iad? kmg was killed, An
ways very proud and pleased.
tor'?hpgut::: ‘:’na:t:sl ha)c(l no };t}';cr friends, and except thnhtlhi;y
worked they were alone together. Each day was vcxg‘ muc thinc
any other day, because they were alone so much ::;] n?b g
ever disturbed them. Once a week they would go to ‘dc i ra;):
for Singer to withdraw a mystery book and on Friday rngto
they attended a movie. Then on payday they always :’c;ltav
the ten<cent photograph shop above the Army an u‘kmy
Store so that Antonapoulos could have his picture tal its.
These were the only places where they made custgmary vnsv c‘;
There were many parts in the town that they had never ¢
sec’;}'ne town was in the middle of the deep South. The sfum—
mers were long and the months of winter cold were ;c:z c:lvn
Nearly always the sky was a glassy, bnlluant_ azure a_rlxl e s -
burned down riotously bright. Then the light, ch1|d r;cmtsr -
B e o it The winters were chinglatin
e short months of cold. The wi .
la:o::::i t;::";ummers always were but;;ning hot. Thcr ;?:;:x v;"ass :ff::})y-
5 e main street there were seve '
:nat:(glct}?::cc-sg‘:e;h shops and business oﬁtis. But the larglcst bmld:
ings in the town were the factories, whlch.cmploycd_ a ardgcﬂ g:rr-
centage of the population. These cotton mills were big an "
ishing and most of the workers in the town w::irc vcr): pl?;k
Often in the faces along the streets there was the desperate
of hunger and of loncliness.
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The Heart is a Lonely Hunter

But the two mutes were not lonely at all. At home they were
content to cat and drink, and Singer would talk with his hands
eagerly to his friend about all that was in his mind. So the
years passed in this quiet way until Singer reached the age of
thirty-two and had been in the town with Antonapoulos for ten
years.

Then one day the Greek became ill. He sat up in bed with his.
hands on his fat stomach and big, oily tears rolled down his
checks. Singer went to see his friend’s cousin who owned the
fruit store, and also he arranged for leave from his own work.
The doctor made out a diet for Antonapoulos and said that he
could drink no more wine. Singer rigidly enforced the doctor’s
orders. All day he sat by his friend’s bed and did what he could
to make the time pass quickly, but Antonapoulos only looked
at him angrily from the corners of his eyes and would not be
amused.

The Greek was very fretful, and kept finding fault with the
fruit drinks and food that Singer prepared for him. Constantly
he made his friend help him out of bed so that he could pray.
His huge buttocks would sag down over his plump little feet
when he kneeled. He fumbled with his hands to say ‘Darling
Mary" and then held to the small brass cross tied to his neck
with a dirty string. His big eyes would wall up to the ceiling
with a look of fear in them, and afterwards he was very sulky
and would not let his friend speak to him.

Singer was patient and did all that he could. He drew litte
pictures, and once he made a sketch of his friend to amuse him.
This picture hurt the big Greek’s feclings, and he refused to be
reconciled until Singer had made his face very young and hand-
some and coloured his hair bright yellow and his eyes china
blue. And then he tried not to show his pleasure,

Singer nursed his friend so carefully that after 2 week An-
tonapoulos was able to return to his work. But from that time
on there was a difference in their way of life. Trouble came to
the two friends,

Antonapoulos was not ill any more, but a change had come
in him. He was irritable and no longer content to spend the
evenings quietly in their home. When he would wish to go out
Singer followed along close behind him. Antonapoulos would

.
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