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USINESS was bad for the Kettle Real 
Estate and Investment Company, but it 
was no worse than Kettle’s temper. The 
whole office had listened while he 

vented some of his irritability on Jimmy 
Lawrence, late corporal of artillery, A. E. F., 
who had been out of uniform and back on his 
job just one month. 

Jimmy had taken the first of the monologue 
blandly, but when Kettle, on the point of turning 
away, glanced at the floor and saw protruding 
from the shelter of the boy’s desk the tawny tail 
of Blix, the wounded war-dog which Jimmy had 
brought back from France as his single trophy 
of the big show, he said: 

“Another thing: You leave that dog at home 
hereafter! You’ve had four weeks to settle down 
to business and you haven’t made a beginning. 
The war’s over; and you ain’t a hero any more. 
You get into the harness and do as the rest do. If 

you’re goin’ to stay here, you’re goin’ to settle 
down. Get that?” 

Reference to the dog had sent a flush into 
Jimmy’s freckled cheeks, and when Kettle 
started back towards his private office, Jimmy 
rose. 

“Just a minute— Kettle,” he said with a 
significant pause where the “Mister” 
customarily had been. 

His employer stopped and faced about, 
glowering. 

“I want you to look out there at that 
steampipe.” Lawrence went on, indicating a 
escape-pipe on the roof of the adjoining 
building. “I’ve been looking at it that four 
weeks you’ve mentioned. I’ve been sitting at 
this desk and making an honest try to pick up 
the routine where I left it in July, 1917: but the 
notion that something under my nose is going 
free has— well, it’s grabbed a big part of my 
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goat. That steam is supposed to serve a purpose, 
as I am, but it’s sneaked off, slipped past a 
valve, and it’s wandering up toward God’s own 
blue sky, not giving two whoops in—in your 
private office—whether school keeps or not. 

“That’s the way I feel, Kettle.” 
“What are you driving at?” 
“Just this: You expect me to push this job 

along. The world expects me to push some 
similar job along. But I don’t want to do it. I 
want to slip out and go my own sweet way.” His 
voice had risen; so had his color. “I stood for a 
lot of growls in the army—had to, because you 
can’t have an army without ‘em. I got my share. 

“But I got something else out of the army. I 
got a notion that jobs like mine, under men like 
you, are all rotten nonsense. I’ve a fat hunch 
that life holds something else for young fellows 
besides sitting at a desk and plugging along 
toward, among other things, old age, where you 
can’t enjoy living. I want change and friends. 
That’s all I want—for a while. 

“I’ve got just one pal—Blix, here.” At his 
name, the great police-dog limped on his 
slightly misshapen leg from beneath the desk 
and stood beside Jimmy, looking up unnoticed. 
“I’m going to keep this pooch with me; and 
when you ordered him away, it was the last 
pound that started the old pack-mule bucking. 

“I’ve done a lot of fighting and a little 
bleeding for other folks recently. Before I did 
that, I had a notion that the only way to live was 
to keep fussing with the affairs of other folks, 
but I found that I was mistaken—among other 
things I found in France. I want a little more air, 
a little more elbow-room, a lot more freedom. I 
don’t want to be pestered with other people’s 
troubles. 

“You can peddle your job elsewhere. I’m 
through!” 

He moved toward the hat-rack. 
“But where are you going?” Kettle asked—a 

hint of conciliation in his tone, for Jimmy had 
possibilities. 

The boy motioned to the window. 
“Look at that steam,” he said, smiling again. 

“It doesn’t know. It’s sneaked out; it’s free. So 
am I. So long, gang. —Come on, Blix—we’re 
on our way.” 

And there ended Kettle’s first lesson in New 
Men of America. He learned as Jimmy 
Lawrence and a few hundred thousand like him 
have learned, that to shake a young man from 
the rut into which he has slipped is a dangerous 
thing—that is, if you value his return to that rut. 

 
HREE days later, on a wonderful July 
morning, Jimmy Lawrence with Blix beside 
him tramped along a white Michigan road, 

headed north and in a hurry. His haste was not 
that of desperation, not even that of a man under 
the cross of worry. It was a glad haste, and the 
light in his blue eyes, the smile on his freckled, 
unshaven face, were of eager anticipation. 

He walked because it was not costly. Alone 
he could have beaten trains, but Blix 
complicated matters, and although time was a 
factor of value, his affection for the big dog was 
so great that it overrode any annoyance at the 
delay. 

Once, several summers before, Jimmy had 
spent a brief vacation in that great belt of 
country which spans Michigan’s lower 
peninsula where once white pine grew, where 
now the Jack and Norway pines have the 
solitudes to themselves. There are lakes and 
rivers, with fish a-plenty; there are swamps with 
birds and beasts; there are people—very few 
and very far between; and their lives, though not 
far from others when measured by miles, are 
vastly different from the lives lived by usual 
men. They are isolated. 

 
HIS last held the strongest appeal for 
Jimmy. When he left Kettle’s office, put on 
his good old army shoes, tucked his slender 

packet of bills into his shirt pocket and started 
south from Chicago to circle Lake Michigan and 
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strike up into the Wolverine State, he knew that 
the big thing which impelled him was to seek 
refuge from people. For years he had lived 
among people; for months he had been crowded 
in barracks and billets; throughout his life he 
had been more concerned with the troubles of 
others than with any affair of his own. His job 
with Kettle had been to handle the tangled 
transactions of other people; his job in the army 
had been to offer his life to help solve the 
difficulties of nations. All of that had been very 
natural, because Jimmy Lawrence was simply a 
human being; but now he believed he had 
earned respite. He wanted to taste life lived in 
the sole interest of Jimmy Lawrence; and he 
was in a hurry! 

He caught a ride on a motortruck the first 
day, and that night slept on the seat of another 
which he found conveniently stalled just outside 
an Indiana town. The next night he spent in a 
straw-stack with Blix curled close to his body, 
and now he was already in a different country, 
with villages farther apart, the open spaces more 
expansive. He felt that a new life was before 
him. 

“There won’t be any towns after a while, 
Blix!” he cried, and the dog shoved his cold 
nose into a hand. “There’ll be just woods and 
waters; there won’t even be a railroad within 
sound. There’ll be nobody around to interfere, 
and life’ll be just what we make it—not a 
human complication!” 

He whistled as he walked. 
A farmer accosted him, asking if he wanted 

to pick strawberries. 
“Not a berry!” 
“Good money in it.” 
“No use for jack! No use for anything but 

time, and it’s too valuable to waste making 
money,” grinned Jimmy; and the farmer, though 
a practical man, grinned too. 

 
T noon Jimmy rapped on a back door, 
declared need of food and his willingness 

to work. A woman, broad of hip and shoulder, 
eyed him skeptically. Reluctantly satisfied, she 
said that she needed some spading done in the 
back yard, and in a jiffy the boy was at it. 

“Diggin’ in for chow!” he chuckled to the 
dog as the sod rolled back. 

While he was so engaged, the woman held 
discourse across the fence with her neighbor. 
Their talk was concerned with church politics; it 
ran into argument, and the temperature of the 
argument soared until, when the woman set a 
plate of food out for Jimmy, she was in such 
humor that she spent time trying to find fault 
with his faultless work. 

“That’s what living too close to folks does, 
Blix,” he observed as he shared the meal with 
his pal. “Other folks’ troubles sure make life 
uncomfortable for this man’s army!” 

That afternoon he fell in with a boy who was 
hitting it up for the next town, which was an 
aspiring place with many factory-stacks 
belching smoke, and ornamental lights along the 
main street. 

“There’s work there,” the other explained, 
“and I just got to get a job.” 

“Somebody going to go hungry if you 
don’t?” Jimmy asked. 

“No, but I been in the army. Been foolin’ 
round long enough, and I just got to settle down 
and get somewhere.” 

“I’m going to get somewhere,” said 
Lawrence with a laugh. 

“Where’s that?”—eagerly. 
“Don’t know, just. It’s a place where there 

aren’t folks around who’re so darned concerned 
about getting somewhere that they don t get any 
fun out of going’ 

His companion said no more about the 
matter, but looked at Jimmy from time to time 
as though puzzled. 

“Worrying about getting ahead?" laughed 
Jimmy when the other turned off the main 
street. “Well, so are we Blix; the longer, we’re 
in a place that’s thick with people, the longer A
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we’re going to delay the fun!” 
He came upon a place that appeared to be 

getting ahead. It was the building, so its 
ornamental sign indicated of the W. Hill Gilt-
Edge Realty House; and Jimmy remarked to 
himself that it looked just like that! A man in his 
shirt-sleeves stood in the florid doorway, cigar 
uptilted until it almost met the down-tipped 
brim of his derby, and his black eyes were set 
greedily on the slim figure of a girl who turned 
from him and walked down the steps stiffly, 
carrying a sample-case in either hand and a high 
flush in her cheeks. She was more than pretty, 
and the impression created by one glance at her 
was in great contrast to the coarseness of the 
man. Jimmy saw the latter turn into the doorway 
again, and for an unnamed reason experienced a 
hot resentment. He eyed the details of the overly 
decorated, flimsy building and the showy 
gardening about it. The whole place was made 
for show. He raised his eyes to the sign again 
and grumbled: 

“Gilt-edge—huh! Gold brick!” He looked 
about to see the girl hastening down the street. 
Troubled, probably! He shrugged. 

 
FTERNOON, and the country; but 
afternoon brought clouds, and as evening 
approached, they thickened to an ominous 

mist in the southwest. 
“Rain won’t stop us, Blix.” Jimmy 

grumbled, “but it’ll slow us up. Maybe only 
hours, but we haven’t many hours to squander, 
fussing in a country filled with folks and 
difficulty.” 

The rain started before dusk, gentle at first, 
but with that growing vigor which forecasts a 
night’s downpour. The country in which the two 
tramped was well settled. On either side of the 
road were prosperous farms, and some that 
approached the distinction of estates. 

“Too prosperous for a couple of soaked 
bums!” chuckled the vagrant. “Not a haystack in 
sight. Not a building that hasn’t locks and 

keys!” 
But shortly they rounded a bend, dipped 

across a concrete bridge that spanned a gentle 
stream, its surface freckled with raindrops, and 
came out on a less pretentious place. Next it was 
a country-club with green bunkers rising from 
fairway swards, and across the way was an 
imposing bungalow. But this was quite 
different. 

The house« was tiny, unpainted, the shingles 
warped and moss-grown. Over the doorway was 
a woodbine which crept along the face of the 
structure, prying loose the clapboards. Behind, 
in the gloom he could see a tumble-down stable 
and, berry-bushes in rows, and from the very 
appearance of this detail it was evident that the 
acres belonging with the house were not many. 
His eye lingered on the barn. It was shelter 
enough, and he walked through the gate to ask 
permission to avail himself of its roof for the 
night. 

The door was open, and as he stepped to the 
low porch, an old man who sat at a red-covered 
table looked up; an old woman, across from 
him, put her teapot down sharply. 

“Who is it, Pa?” she asked querulously. 
The man rose and approached. He was thin 

and bent and wasted, and his sight was not 
good, for he came close to Jimmy before he 
said: 

“Good evenin’, boy. —No, Ma, it ain’t 
Harry.” 

“We were just coming up the road when the 
rain hit us,” Jimmy explained, a hand on the 
dog’s head. “I wondered if we could sleep in 
your barn to-night.” 

The old lady had arisen and approached 
also. 

“The barn!” she cried. “Bless you, sonny, 
you’re wet through! Come right in here and dry 
off, and get somethin’ in your stummick!” 

Jimmy protested—not that he disliked the 
idea, but because her welcome was so genuine 
and the supper-table told of such poverty that he 

A



It Can’t Be Done 
 

5

shrank from sharing their few possessions. 
“Come right along!” the old man insisted. 

“Lordy, we’ve got a boy of our own 
somewhere!” 

Jimmy entered, and the old lady, opening 
the stove door with her clean checkered apron; 
thrust more wood into the fire. She drew up an 
ancient armchair and made him sit close to the 
oven’s hot breath. 

“While I get a warm bite,” she explained. 
The boy protested that he had interrupted 

their mea1, but that had no effect, and while she 
fried eggs, the old man stood by, talking. 

 
HEIR son, it developed, was in France. 
Jimmy said he had been there too, and they 
pounced on him to know if he had known 

their Harry. He had not. Harry, it seemed, was 
still in Europe, seeing that the Germans 
behaved. 

“Land, an’ you can bet we’re as impatient as 
he is!” the old lady declared, closing the 
damper. “Ain’t we, Pa?” 

Pa sighed. Indeed they were, he agreed, and 
Jimmy noticed that in the old-eyes was a worry, 
and about the mouth a worn patience. 

“Did you have any troubles about sendin’ 
money to your folks?” Pa asked. 

“Not a bit. I haven’t any folks.” 
“Poor boy!” whispered the woman. “But 

maybe if you had, they’d been fixed like we are. 
.... It was all right, and then Harry got sick and 
was put in another regiment and some of his 
papers got lost, an’ the money stopped.” 

“That’s hard luck,” Jimmy said. 
“Yes!” breathed Pa. “Right now, especial, 

when there’s so much trouble about!” 
Jimmy glanced at Blix, asleep on the door-

mat. Trouble! He shifted in his chair and 
scratched his chin. He had come out of the rain 
into trouble! 

His clothing dried; the eggs were done, and 
he sat with the old people to eat fine white bread 
and jam and real milk, and while he ate, they 

chattered on in thin, aged voices about their 
Harry and their hopes of his early return. 

In their talk were pauses, and in the pauses 
both seemed abstracted, worried, with 
something very definite weighing on their 
minds. Jimmy glanced at the contented Blix 
from time to time and wondered how far he 
could get the next day, and thought about a 
stream where he had caught trout to his heart’s 
content, and occasionally he did not give close 
heed when they addressed him. 

Nice old people, dear old people! But he did 
not envy their Harry anything except their 
devotion; and Jimmy was young and thought 
himself free, and even that devotion did not 
impress him deeply. He thought of the boy, 
returning from France to settle down and run 
this little farm, staggering under debt, worrying 
over crops and taxes, walking in a treadmill. 

“An’ Harry’s smart,” Pa was saying. “If he 
was here now, he’d know what to do. For old 
folks, courts an’ lawyers an’ the like are a mite 
confusin’.” 

“Courts?” Jimmy asked the question more to 
be polite than because his interest was real. 

“Yes, you see it’s about our mortgage,” Pa 
explained. “It was in court yesterday. So we 
heard.” 

Another silence in which the old couple kept 
their eyes on their plates. 

“We’ve never bad a mortgage—before,” the 
woman said. 

“An this shouldn’t be botherin’ us, Ma if 
Harry’s papers hadn’t got lost, or if he was 
here—either one. 

 
IMMY looked from one to the other. Yes, 
trouble was real enough for them! “You see, 
we was dependin’ on that money,” the man 

explained. “Harry took care of us when he was 
here, an’ he was helpin’ us with money from the 
army. Then it stopped, an’ when he was in New 
York State, just ready to go on a boat, he asked 
us to come see him an’ say good-by, we just had 
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to, but it cost a lot. Then Ma was sick, and the 
horse died, and we had to get this new stove, 
and what with the berries failin’ last summer, 
we had to borrow money.” 

“And get a mortgage,” added Ma. 
“I see,” was Jimmy’s comment. He looked 

at Blix again and saw one amber eye on him. 
To-morrow, he thought, they could make 
twenty-five miles without trouble. 

“Mr. Hill ain’t a hard man,” Pa went on, and 
Jimmy was suddenly aware that these two were 
actually bursting with trouble, so filled with it 
that they must talk to him, a stranger. “He was 
real kind when he give me the money. Even 
wanted to buy the place before that. I don’t 
think he’d turn us out! 

“I don’t think Mr. Hill would be hard, even 
if he did go to court. He warned me he’d have 
to, that he’d be obleeged to.” 

“He’s a banker?” Jimmy asked. 
“No. Sometimes I wished we’d went to a 

bank but I don’t know much about banks. Harry 
would. Mr. Hill’s a real-estate man. He has lots 
of mortgages. He knows honest folks always 
pay their debts, an’ I don’t think—” 

The boy’s mind went back to that sign “W. 
Hill Gilt-Edge Realty House,” and the man with 
greedy eyes—and the girl.  

“Just as soon as Harry’s money comes, we 
can pay it all,” Ma said seriously—then sighed 
sharply. “It’ll come sometime, Pa. It might be in 
the morning mail, even!” She rose to gather the 
dishes. 

Jimmy insisted on wiping while she washed, 
and as he helped, he complimented the old lady 
on her housewifery. He said he envied Harry, 
having such a mother. 

“Just like our boy!” she cried. “Always 
payin’ his ma compliments!” 

She looked away quickly, then. Harry liked 
his old father and mother, she went on after a 
moment. He liked the place. That was one 
reason they hadn’t sold when Mr. Hill wanted to 
buy: Harry would miss his old home when he 

came back. Of course, they couldn’t buy another 
place that would make a home for them with 
what he had offered, because everything even 
land, was so high. It was mortgaged now, but 
they must keep it for Harry. And they must have 
a roof over their own heads. No, Mr. Hill 
couldn’t be a hard man. He was real interested 
when they told him they couldn’t sell because of 
Harry. That was why, when they had to have 
money, they had gone to him. 

 
HEN the work was finished, Jimmy told 
them some stories of the army, and kept 
on talking until they laughed heartily; 

and when they showed him to his bed—Harry’s 
bed—up close under the roof, he felt that he had 
done something to make them forget their 
troubles. 

It was with a sigh of relief that he dropped 
into the clean sheets. He felt sorry for those old 
people; but, he told himself, that was life. He 
was going away from such things as fast as he 
could. And while the patter of rain on the 
shingles lulled him to sleep, he smiled, picturing 
the delightful country, the delightful 
possibilities that awaited him. 

It was a low sound that roused him, but he 
sat up, startled. The rain still fell, and light 
filtered through the circle of round holes in the 
guard about the stovepipe which passed through 
his room. Through them, too, came the sound. It 
was a sob, a low, breath-catching sob. 

Jimmy got out of bed. The sob came again, 
and then he heard the old man’s voice. He 
tiptoed to the stovepipe and peered down. 

They stood together, the woman with her 
face in the clean apron, the man, helpless with 
his arms about her and his wet face lifted, as if 
in appeal. 

“It’ll come out all right.” he said in an 
unsteady voice. “Mr. Hill ain’t a bad man.” 

“But he told you we’d have to pay. Pa. I’m 
afraid—I’m afraid.” 

“Yes, he said we’d have to pay. An—” 
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“But it’s due—was due last week, an’ we 
can’t pay. I’ve kept up best I could but it 
seemed to me to-night my heart would break. If 
Harry would only come! 

“It’s all we’ve got in the world, Pa! It’s all 
we’ve ever had. Harry was born in that room. 
He grew up under these trees. We’ve been sick 
an’ happy under this roof. We had our silver-
weddin’ here—the three of us. We’ve never had 
anything but this, but it was enough—to make 
us content— 

“Why, what'll Harry think when there’s 
nothin’ left for him to come to? Where’ll we go, 
Pa? We can’t go to the poor—the poorhouse!” 

“Oh, it won’t be that bad!” he cried in a 
voice which was more of fright than assurance. 
“You rest on that, Ma. It won’t be that bad!” 

“But I don’t know, Pa. I’m afraid.” Tears 
drowned her voice. 

Jimmy watched until the old man coaxed her 
off to bed, then crawled back to Harry’s pillow, 
a lump in his throat. 

“Damn the world!” he said. 
 

HEN Corporal Lawrence awoke the 
following morning, it was with a grin. 
The little hole in the roof which had 

allowed a few drops to come through last night 
now let in a beam of early sunshine. He 
stretched luxuriously. No dust, good walking, 
feeling fit! One thought only: big places, and 
things as his own hands might shape them! 

He was buckling his belt when he 
remembered what he had seen and heard the 
night before. The smile vanished from his face. 

“It can’t be helped,” he muttered. “If I had 
the money, I’d give it to ‘em without a whisper. 
By George, I’ll leave ‘em all I have got! I’ll 
have to work a day or two somewhere, but 
that’s nothing!” 

That part of him which had wanted to dwell 
on the difficulties of these people was partly 
satisfied, at least quieted, by that idea; and 
breakfast was a delight— that is, the food was a 

delight. Though the old man tried to be kindly 
and interested in his guest, his efforts were 
forced and badly counterfeit. Jimmy, having 
dismissed their simple tragedy from his 
thoughts, was planning on the day’s hike, 
impatient to be gone, for those hours that he 
must work for money would delay his plans. 

An automobile stopped before the gate. 
“Who is it, Ma?” the man asked. 
“I declare, it’s Mr. Hill!” the old lady 

whispered. “Here he comes with another man. 
Pa, I wonder— He seemed like a good man, 
Pa!” 

The caller was the man Jimmy had 
characterized as a gold-bricker yesterday. He 
thumped on the door, and both old people went 
trembling to answer. 

“Well, Thomas, I guess it’s all over,” Hill 
said brusquely. “I have my obligations to meet 
as well as you have yours. I’m sorry for you, but 
there’s no other way round it. The court issued 
an order to foreclose yesterday, and I guess 
we’ll have to ask you to get out.” 

For a moment no one moved. Jimmy 
thought the old people even ceased breathing, 
they were so still in the face of this calamity. 

Slowly Pa raised a hand in feeble gesture. 
“You’re—you mean, Mr. Hill, we’ve got to 

move out?” 
“Sorry. That’s what it amounts to. Too bad, 

but there’s others that are in worse fix.” 
“But our Harry—” 
The old lady could go no further. She 

choked and turned away. 
“When?” 
The old man framed the question as though 

he dreaded to know, yet dreaded to delay 
knowing. 

“Well, this’s dated yesterday. Here, read it if 
you don’t believe me.” He thrust the document 
into Pa’s hands, who stood looking down at it 
dumbly, thumbing the paper. 

“I don’t know much about such things, Mr. 
Hill. I’ve trusted you. I’ve—I never went to a 
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lawyer or to a court. I ain’t an educated man. I 
thought you would do— what’s right. Some 
folks said to get a lawyer, but I didn’t. You was 
so kind, when you lent us the money—” 

“Too bad—too bad!” Hill said, without 
sympathy in tone or manner. “You can’t pay, 
and I can’t wait. There’s only one thing to do: 
you’ll have to get out this week. I’ll give you 
that long. That means by to-morrow.” 

 
IMMY had listened without comment or 
movement, but now he rose and walked 
across to the old man; without a word he 

took the paper. 
“Who are you?” demanded Hill, suddenly 

belligerent. 
“Nobody, much. I’m only a guy that wants 

to find out your game.” 
“Give me that fore—” 
Hill snatched at the document, but Jimmy 

turned away. 
“Not so fast, old-timer. Don’t get hard with 

me so soon! You may have to later. . . three 
hundred dollars.” Reading, he retreated along 
the porch, Hill following. 

“Give it to me. You’ve no business with 
that. It’s a legal matter!” 

“So I understand. That’s why I want to see 
it. Three hundred dollars, you thug!” 

“Yes three—” 
“And with that, and that!” —indicating the 

country-club adjoining, the luxurious country-
home across the way. Why, you make Shylock 
seem like a piker. 

“None of your—” 
But Jimmy had shaken out the folds, and his 

practiced eye sought the paragraph be wanted. 
“ ‘Ninety days from date,’ ” he read, and 

with a laugh he tossed the paper to the 
infuriated Hill. “—Ninety days, you have!” he 
said to Pa, turning and clapping him on the 
shoulder. “Ninety days to raise the money in!” 

“That’s a lie!” raged Hill. “You’ll get out to-
day or—” 

“You’ll get out now, or we’ll tangle in the 
flower-beds!” cried Jimmy, stepping forward. 
Hill did not move, and the other man who had 
come with him advanced menacingly. 

“We’ll beat the life out of you, kid!” he 
muttered. “You clear out of this and leave us 
alone, or we’ll—” 

“Do what?” 
“This!” snarled the other, and he and Hill 

rushed at Jimmy, fists clenched. 
The boy squared himself for the unfair 

shock. Ma lifted her voice in a crackling cry, 
and then— 

Blix had thrown himself before his pal and 
stood stiff and ready, ears back and teeth bared. 

The men checked themselves; Hill even 
drew back a frightened step. 

Jimmy permitted himself a broad grin as he 
lowered his hands. 

“If I say the word, this pooch’ll make you 
two think you’re the boche at Chateau-Thierry. 
You’d like this place, Hill; you want it so bad 
you won’t take honest means to get it, but 
you’re not goin’ to get it. You’re goin’ to get 
out, both of you!” 

 
E did not even watch them withdraw but 
turned back to the old people. Ma was 
crying on her husband’s thin shoulder, and 

there were tears in the man’s eyes. 
“I don’t understand it,” he said, pathetically 

bewildered. 
“Just this,” Jimmy explained. “Hill wants 

your property, because anything in this 
neighborhood is a good thing. He wanted to 
buy. But when you wouldn’t sell but needed 
money, he saw another way. He knows you’ll 
be able to take care of the mortgage soon, and 
he wanted to get you out in a hurry. 

“Don’t you worry. We’ve got ninety days, 
and that’s a long time. Harry may be home 
before then: you may get his money any time. 
Lots of things may happen, but I’m goin’ to stay 
right here to see that the right thing happens.” 

J

H



It Can’t Be Done 
 

9

“Stay here?” quavered the woman. 
“Right here—Blix and I.” 
“But—but you can’t. You had other plans. 

You said last night you was goin’ some place 
and in a hurry. Where were you going, boy?” 

Jimmy sat down on the step slowly and took 

Blix’s muzzle between his palms. 
“This dog and I—why, we started out to 

walk away from other folks’ troubles just as fast 
as we could,” he said to her; then to Blix: “But 
it can’t be done, buddy—it can’t be done!” 

 


