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Author’s Note

ALL THE CHARACTERS in this novel are wholly fictitious; any
similarity to persons living or dead is accidental, and not in-
tended by the author. The family names were taken at ran-
dom. Persons living in the region of this story are assured that,
if they bear any of the names of my characters, their ancestors
are not depicted here. The names Posey, Buchan, Broadacre,
Langton, and the others may be found in all parts of the
Anglo-American world.
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Part One
PLEASANT HILL






PLEASANT HILL

HT WAS ONLY TODAY as I was walking down Fayette
Street towards the river that I got a whiff of salt fish,
and I remembered the day I stood at Pleasant Hill, under
the dogwood tree. It was late April and the blossoms shot
into the air like spray. My mother was dead. Crowds of
the connection had arrived the night before; and I had
come, a boy of fifteen, after breakfast, out into the yard.
Under the tree I could still taste the salt of the roe herring
that Aunt Myra Parrish had kept serving to the kin and
friends from Washington and Alexandria. There was old
Uncle Armistead, my father’s brother and twenty years his
elder, born at the end of the Revolution and older than
even his eighty years: who deaf and half blind said only
“Hanh?” to remarks directed to him, and he never asked
a question. My mind now echoes Hanh? to the smell of
the herring and I can see the black coffin of my mother
lying in the hush of the front parlor, a white, long room.

My name is Lacy Gore Buchan,* the third son and the
last child of my parents. My father was the late Major
Lewis Buchan, a native of Spotsylvania County, Virginia,
who died as I shall relate at the beginning of the War, in
Fairfax County at Pleasant Hill, a “place” that came to us
through his mother, who was a Lewis of Spotsylvania. My

* Pronounced Buck-an.
3
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father, through his father Dr. John Buchan, was the grand-
son of the “immigrant,” Benjamin Buchan, a Scots adven-
turer who ordinarily must have followed his compatriots
west of the Blue Ridge had he not won the hand of Mary
Armistead the very year of his landing, I think 1%41;
Mary Armistead thus became my great-grandmother, and
by means of certain dower properties to which she fell heir
—after her father's displeasure with the adventurer had
been conquered by the grave—the name of Buchan, ob-
scure in origin, became assimilated to that unique order
of society known latterly as the Virginian aristocracy.—Of
my mother’s people I know, first-hand, much less. She
was Sarah Semmes Gore of the Valley of Virginia; on the
Gore side, Scotch-Irish; on the Semmes, of Maryland stock
that had migrated to the Valley around 1800. My mother
might have said of my father, “Thy people are my people,”
for she became a pure Buchan—in all but religion; she
could not have added, “and thy God my God.” She re-
mained a Presbyterian.

The death of my mother is a suitable beginning for my
story. There, for the last time, I saw our whole family
assembled from that region, down to the fifth and sixth
degree of kin, besides three or four of the Poseys, the
family of my remarkable brother-in-law, George Posey
from Georgetown, who had the year before married my
lovely sister Susan. A year later came the war; we were up-
rooted from Pleasant Hill, and were never together again.

Of the Poseys I shall have a good deal to say hereafter.
They were a respectable family of Anne Arundel County,
Maryland, quiet, presentable, and at one time, in the
day of old Samuel Posey, George’s grandfather, possessed
of considerable landed property and servants; but other-
wise, like the Buchans, undistinguished. Mr. Rozier Posey,
George’s father, moved down to Charles County, and in
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George’s boyhood the family left the land and settled
permanently in Georgetown, in a tall red brick house on
Vista Avenue, overlooking the Potomac. The family, I
say, was unexceptional. I cannot understand why they came
out, in the old phrase, “at the little end of the horn,” as
they grievously did.

That, perhaps more than anything else, is the reason
why an unmarried old man, having nothing else to do, with
a competence saved from the practice of medicine, thinks
he has a story to tell. Is it not something to tell, when a
score of people whom I knew and loved, people beyond
whose lives I could imagine no other life, either out of
violence in themselves or the times, or out of some misery
or shame, scattered into the new life of the modern age
where they cannot even find themselves? Why cannot life
change without tangling the lives of innocent persons?
Why do innocent persons cease their innocence and be-
come violent and evil in themselves that such great
changes may take place?

These questions must go unanswered. I have a story
to tell but I cannot explain the story. I cannot say: if
Susan had not married George Posey then Susan could not
have known Jane Posey and influenced her. But of course
I might not have known Jane either. Could I have known
her without Susan, I might have married her, for I loved
her. That no doubt was the life I wanted. But what I
wanted and did not get would not have changed the events
by which all these people were tortured. It would have all
happened in some other way.

I see figures on the lawn that morning at Pleasant Hill,
I hear voices. Of that large company I remember the ordi-
nary tone of the conversation, the hospitable anxiety of the
nearer connection for the comfort of the more distant
kin and friends; it was like a family infare but that my
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sister sat in the back parlor with my poor father and the
kindly smiles never broke into laughter. Only Uncle Armi-
stead sat in the front parlor by the coffin all day. Aunt Myra
—his sister and my father’s—went in to him, or took the
kin in to the presence of the dead: a small decisive woman,
Aunt Myra, with deep eyes and a long straight nose: she
would say to Uncle Armistead: “Brother, go into the cham-
ber and lie down.” The “‘chamber” was my own mother’s
bedroom where the family sat informally. But Uncle Armi-
stead only replied, “Hanh?” and took another toddy from
Sam, the little colored boy he had brought with him from
Falls Church.

But as I went aimlessly about the lawn, a mysterious
exile from the other children, I seemed to see the home
of my childhood with new eyes. I could feel that people
were waiting, waiting; but it was different from our wait-
ing for my mother, over many days, to die. The waiting
was hurried; there was hurried deliberation in Aunt
Myra's managing everything. Out of this changed tempo
trivial incidents emerged, and were fixed in my memory:
and changed even was the air of the place.

I remember George Posey coming out into the yard,
not restlessly but inquiringly, swinging a riding crop and
looking from tree to tree and off into the slanting fields.
How big and mature he was! He was actually only eleven
years older than I was—a man of twenty-six, married
a year to my sister and the father of a baby girl in whom
I took no interest. He was a good six feet three, and stand-
ing he always rested squarely though easily on both feet,
his head back, his arms limp at his sides: he seemed taller
than he was because he looked at you from the angle of
his backward tilted head. He stood looking at the long
gallery, two storeys, on slender square posts, across the
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whole front of the house; and his lips moved. I thought he
had spoken to me. I ran nearer.

“Brother George!” I cried.

He motioned me to him, put his hand on my head, and
smiled down at me.

“You're my friend, Lacy boy.”

He resumed his gaze. I too looked up at the gallery sag-
ging at one end, at the cracked paint on the weatherboard-
ing, at the wisps of smoke struggling out of the big red
end-chimneys, then off up the ridge towards the negro
cabins, a pink brick row, and towards the stables and,
back of them, near the woods, the big unpainted tobacco
barn. I looked at Brother George but he was as fixed as a
marble in Mr. Corcoran’s gallery. A phrase of my father’s
comes to mind, for at that moment Brother George’s face
was a “study.” His eyes roved to my mother’s garden,
down towards the lower end of the ridge by the side of
the house: the garden was a big square bordered by box,
the inside a tangle of shrubs from which now I saw the
first shoots of April green. And on the hither side of the
garden I saw the horseblock, an old millstone standing on.
edge and half buried in the ground: there began the long
line of gnarled cedars winding with the muddy drive along
the side of the ridge, the mile and a half to the old Ox
Road, the “big road” that led into the great world—Fair-
fax, Occoquan, Pohick, Alexandria, then down the Poto-
mac by salt water to the cities beyond the main!

Then for the first time in the wonder of death I saw the
whole place all together. Looking back through the cloud
of George Posey’s life and my sister Susan’s, I think that
he too saw as a world, as a strange place, the home of
his wife’s family, as if he had never seen it before. How
handsome he was! How strong! His hand on my head, I
glanced from the gray homespun of my trousers and jacket
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to the rich broadcloth of his black double-breasted coat
with the big square lapels. It fitted him like a glove, and
the silver buttons glistened in the sunlight. He turned
my head and looked down into my eyes.

“Son, I've got to go.” Putting on his black silk hat, he
glanced at the front door where people were still going in
and out. “Go tell Coriolanus to saddle my horse!”

I was off like a shot towards the side of the house to the
path that led to the stable; then I slowed to a walk, in
doubt that a boy should be running on the day his mother
was dead. Round the corner of the house, out of sight of
the porch, there was little Jane Posey, Brother George’s
sister, just my age, stooping in a bed of new violets. She
looked stiffty dressed up, in poke bonnet, blue velvet
jacket, with the pantalettes showing white at the hem of
her dress. She looked up with doe-like eyes and said,
“Hello!” I paused, but she picked violets as if I had passed
on. I suppose it was out of the wonderful loneliness of
that day that I wished to say something, or rather to plead
for the chance to say something later, at some certain mo-
ment, in a world in which nothing could be counted on,
it was so quietly bustling and strange. I said, “Wait for
me.”

I ran again, as if being out of sight made it proper,
and vaulted the rail fence into the stable lot. I shouted,
“Uncle Lanus!” Then I saw him, his white wool first,
and the faded brushed broadcloth above the tallow-grease
on his boots. He sat on a stool, his hands folded; he
raised his eyes gently, with the polite attention of an old
gentleman whom nothing can surprise.

“Brother George says saddle his horse.” Then, as if I
suddenly knew something important: “Quick!”

The old man placed his hands on his knees and rose. He
vanished into the stalls, and I looked at the back of the



Pleasant Hill 9

house. One of the negro girls was hanging a red quilt over
the rail of the upper back gallery: it had come from my
mother’s bed. Over to the right beyond the out-kitchen,
by the smokehouse, Henry Jackson, the yard boy, now
that the severe old Coriolanus was out of sight, was whis-
tling; ‘one of the young wenches passed and he laughed
and slapped her; she giggled. I felt an almost uncontrol-
lable desire to laugh. I looked down at the pawed earth.
There was a piece of old strap. If I wanted it I knew I
had better get it into my pocket before the old negro came
out again. With one motion I had it and it was in my
pants pocket. I looked again towards the smokehouse. The
negroes had gone. I lifted my gaze beyond the smokehouse
to the rear of my mother’s garden down the ridge towards
the three big chestnut trees. By a low wall I could see Mr.
Higgins, the overseer, squatting on his heels and smoking;
just below him two negro men with shovels were scarring
the red earth with the new grave.

Coriolanus was talking to the big bay mare, and now
he led her out. But he did not lead her to the gate; he
stopped. There was anxiety in his weathered face, as if
he did not know what he was expected to do. “Come here,
Lacy,” he said, and when he said it, his anxiety left him.
I came nearer. He handed me the bridle and turned away -
as if he would have nothing to do with this business. He
sat down on his stool, folded his hands, and looked me
calmly in the eyes.

“I knowed he’d do it,” he said.

He couldn’t have known anything of the kind, but there
it was; I actually got a little comfort out of the fact that
someone imagined he had predicted Brother George's
impulse, which had surprised and excited me. And I was
more excited than ever now that I was leading Queen
Susie, the fine mare Brother George had bought from
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Colonel Tayloe the day before he had become engaged to
my sister; I led her through the stable-lot gate, down the
short lane by the side of the house and into the front yard.
There was Brother George on the far side by the horse-
block, one foot on the block, holding his elbow on his
knee, his chin in his hand. I pressed right on, but all
the way I admired him all over again: the frank, open face,
the careless, cold blue eyes, the cheerful mouth with the
corners curving upward in a kindly smile. He never looked
any other way—only even more that way sometimes, when
he broke into a sudden laugh that startled you at first; yet
in the end you laughed too, without reason, and you felt
you were only waiting for him to tell you what to do.
I had heard my father say that George could make any-
body do anything. In my boyish delight I would have any
day followed him over a precipice, just for his bidding.
I know distinctly that I thought of him always boldly rid-
ing somewhere, and because I couldn’t see where, I sup-
pose I thought of a precipice. Yet I am sure he had never
done anything crudely bold that would arrest the atten-
tion of a boy.

I was at the block, the mare whinnied, and Brother
George noticed me. I held the bridle out to him, but he
ignored it. He took his foot off the block and stood erect.
I followed his eyes to the front gallery, where Sister
Susan was coming rapidly down the steps. He advanced to
meet her, pausing to flick a spot of mud off his knee with
his whip, for the world as if he were walking towards
some natural object, like a gnarled tree, that had engaged
his curiosity. The permanent smile was on his face. They
met about fifty feet from where I stood holding the mare,
halfway between the block and the steps.

My sister was not beautiful, but she was lovely; the hazel
eyes, set deep in their sockets under a wide low brow, domi-
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nated her face. Her hair was like an acorn, her skin fair
almost to monotony, not pale but without trace of color;
she was like pear blossoms against a lingering winter land-
scape. Her face was all structure, with just enough smooth
surface to bring all the strong lines together into design. I
know now, what I could not have known or cared about
then, that she had got that face from papa, who had got
it through his mother Margaret Lewis from her people, the
Washburns, a family greatly distinguished in the Revolu-
tion, whom recent members of our own family are proud
of being descended from: in the old days the Washburns
were unlike other people for their saying so. Some of them
over in the Valley of Virginia had always said that if only
Mr. Jefferson had not been so perversely democratic they
would be the royal family. Well, papa—who had been a
fine horseman in his youth—used to say that perhaps he
could have qualified as Master of the Horse; but he was
not sure, he was perversely democratic too: he was only
Major Lewis Buchan by grace of the county militia that
had not fought since 181z2.

Brother George was taking off his hat, smiling, while
Susan, speaking in a low tone, looked him gravely in the
eye. For an instant Brother George hung his head as if
he were impressed by her earnest words, whatever they
were, and she smiled at him and placed the tips of her
fingers on his forearm. Standing so, she raised her voice
and I heard the one word—"papa.” That must have been
too much for Brother George. He said—raising his head,
the permanent smile a little tighter on his lips—he said:

“No, damn it!”

Her fingers lingered on his sleeve. She withdrew them,
clenched them at her side, and turned so quickly that I
heard her hoops swish under the heavy black silk of her
skirt. Ladies did not run in those days, but she very nearly
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ran, with the rigid plunging and dipping of the hoops,
until she sailed up the steps and with the same motion
went through the front door. Not until the door had closed
behind her did I see Brother George. He was smiling, not
after the vanished figure of his wife, but at Mr. Higgins,
who had slid noiselessly into the scene, and was squat-
ting on his heels (he never stood up, he only walked or
squatted) not ten feet away from Brother George, a little
to one side. He was a hatchet-faced, impassive young man,
quite honest—said my father—of the small-farming class
for generations: if he never entered our front door, we
never entered his simply because we were not wanted.
Mr. Higgins, squatting there in his black store clothes,
did not smile. Brother George turned on his heel and
approached Queen Susie. He looked a little surprised
when he saw me; he had forgotten that I was there. He
must have forgotten Mr. Higgins, who shifted his balance
a little, took his pipe out of his mouth, and said:

“I like that mar’ better ever’ time I see her.”

Brother George had heard no words but only a voice.
He looked off over my head as he took the bridle from
my hand.

“No, God damn it!” he said. He put his foot into the
stirrup as he threw the bridle over the mare’s head, and
he was off before he was well seated, down the lane under
the broken cedars.

Mr. Higgins’ expression had not changed, nor did it
change when he spoke to me.

“Boy,” he said, “hit ain’t right fer a man to gallivant
off on a day like this.”

I remember, of the minutes before he spoke, a suspicion
that I should not have been present, that I did not want
to be there in the midst of things that I could not under-
stand; perhaps I went far enough with Mr. Higgins to ap-
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preciate the correct sentiment that he had expressed.
But now that he had expressed it I resented it.

“You can’t say nothin’ against Brother George.” I burst
into tears.

The next thing I knew I was running to the house by
way of the dogwood tree, towards the crape myrtles under
the windows of mother’s bedroom. Then I was around the
side of the house. There was Jane Posey, a large bunch of
sweet violets in her hand, sitting on a root of the big
sugar maple that went up the side of the house and
canopied the roof. She was not “little Jane” any longer
since the birth of Susan’s and George’s even smaller Jane:
both were named for Brother George’s mother whom I
knew later as Aunt Jane Anne, after the families became
intimate. So the Jane there under the tree I had never
thought of as little, only as Jane, a large child for her fif-
teen years, with mournful brown eyes and, as I look back,
a docility of nature that made her a joy to her family. I
suppose my face was wet, but before I could feel my shame
Jane said, “Hello,” exactly as she had said it before. “I
waited,” she said. Now I felt ashamed; so I said, “Let’s
go around back and play.” The meek round eyes fixed me
in wonder. “We can’t play,” she said.

I was blushing when I heard: ‘“Mercy, child, where you
been all this time?” It was Aunt Myra, severe but kind,
looking round the end of the house from the upper gal-
lery. “I've looked for you high and low,” she said. Jane
got up and walked slowly round the house towards the
steps, and when Aunt Myra disappeared I knew that she
had not been looking for me. I looked about me; the yard
was deserted, I could hear only the plunk of an ax in the
distance and a calf bawling over the hill in the cuppen. I
was alone in a world that had been created by George
Posey, out of the dead world of my mother: an emotion
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that the years alone can enlighten, for a child, expecting
nothing of people, is shocked only when what happens
has not happened before. It was the first time anything
could happen at my mother’s death! Yet the savage sense
of propriety so acute in children told me that I had wit-
nessed an event extraordinary and violent, more violent
even than the death which had not happened to me till
now but which could always happen in the world in which
I lived. I thought: Suppose papa should die? I could un-
derstand it, and I went round to the back gallery and
up the gallery stairs, thinking that George Posey could
never have anything to do with death.

* * *

Upstairs, in the back room that I occupied with my
brother Semmes, the trundle bed on which I slept was
standing, unmade, in the middle of the floor. It was the
dark side of the house. A dull light ;came through the
small panes, and the charcoal fire in the brazier, for there
was no fireplace, had gone out since early morning. I
stared stupidly at the dirty water, still unpoured, in the
blue china bowl on the washstand. I looked at my hands;
they were dirty. I moved to the big bed and looked over
the footboard. There lay Brother Semmes, in his shirt
sleeves, on his back, his hands under his head. He did not
move. He had the most expressionless face I have ever seen,
and he looked me up and down with a neutral gaze.

“I'll go down in a minute,” he said. He threw one leg
over the side of the bed, and out of the deep feathers he
brought himself with a wrench to his feet. He stood, in his
black satin waistcoat, rubbing his arms and swaying a lit-
tle to get his balance: he looked older than his twenty-three
years. I was immensely fond of Semmes, and when I think
of the end he came to I remember the long, mask-like face,
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which never acquired any of the lines of his ordeal, the
high sloping forehead, the bushy, Scotch black hair, and
the long nose with the Washburn button on the end of it.
He was a humorous-looking fellow without humor; the
slight puff of flesh over each eye gave him a meditative
look which accounted no doubt for his having written
at the age of sixteen some romantic verses which had found
their way into the first issue of the Washington Star in
1852. But he hadn’t continued this talent, and he was
now a medical student in Washington. He and Brother
George were devoted friends; it was through him, of
course, that Brother George knew our family in the first
place; and I wondered if he would ask me, now, where
George was.

“You didn’t clean my boots this morning, sir!” A shy
look came into his drooping eyes that told me he was say-
ing that life went on, we had to go on as we had lived, with-
out mother. Semmes was the most sympathetic brother a
small boy ever had, the most temperate, the most perfect in
consideration. I suppose he did lack imagination, he had
rather a quality of mind that runs things down in a bee-
line of logic, that was misunderstood.

He had not said enough about the boots.

“I brushed them myself. How do you ever expect to
amount to anything?”

He put on his coat and straightened his collar; he moved
his eyelids, which was his version of a smile.

“Did George go away?”

1 said nothing.

“He said he might go. They don’t understand George,”
he said.

He went over to the tall dark wardrobe, opened one
of the doors, and took out a round bottle which I knew
was his favorite, apple brandy. He found a small glass on
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the dresser, poured a little brandy into the bottom of the
glass, held it up, saying, “Have a drink, Lacy?” and then
drank it off. He corked the bottle and put it back into
the wardrobe.

He took a step towards the door, hesitated, came back
and sat on the bed. “Lacy,” he said, “I hope papa will
move to town.” I had thought of “town” as a far-off
place where other people lived, kinfolks mostly, whom one
visited in the winter, but town was for those other people,
and I recalled that older members of the family had said
more than once, with peculiar emphasis, that Brother
George after all had been raised in town.

“Aunt Myra said she’d stay here with papa,” I said.
“Said she wasn’t going to tell papa—she’d just stay on.”
Aunt Myra, a widow, had been living with her husband’s
people in Maryland; now, I thought with delight, she
would live with us. I saw her sitting in mother’s low
rocking-chair in the bedroom downstairs, hearing my pray-
ers at night—""Now I lay me down...Now I lay me”—
but I couldn’t finish it, for I wondered if Aunt Myra, an
Episcopalian, would make me learn new prayers with big
words, like the Catholics, such as Jane Posey had to say
at night. I couldn’t look at Aunt Myra in mother’s chair
—there were the gray curls under her cap where mother’s
golden brown hair had been. I went to the dresser and
fingered a hairbrush. “That’s all right, son,” Semmes said.
“Don’t take it hard. Why, you’d probably go to Alexandria
where you could see all the boats and eat oysters in all the
months with v/ You'd have somebody to play with be-
sides darkies.” :

I thought of the time we were in Alexandria when I
was a mere child, going into the grandest hotel I had ever
seen, The Marshall House, with the long front porch and
the row of split-bottom rockers where bearded men sat
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languidly in the sun. We walked into the lobby, as we
always did in public, single file—at least mother followed
close after papa, who marched to the desk in a distinctly
military style, as if he were about to report something or
were leading a parade: the children came after them, and
at the end old Lucy Lewis, my mother’s maid. At the
clerk’s greeting papa said, “We need rain, sirl” “We do
that, Major,” said Mr. Jackson pleasantly. After papa had
signed the register, and had begun leading his procession
towards the dining-room, I looked at what he had writ-
ten: L. Buchan Wife & 4 Family—r serv't: Burkes Sta. Va.
One day I asked him why he wrote Burke’s instead of
Pleasant Hill where we lived, and he said, “Ain’t* that
where we get our mail?” Then, looking at Susan—it was
during her betrothal—"Susie lives at the post office, don’t
she?”” But we ought to have been 5 Family, and I remem-
bered a sister dead before I was born, who came between
Susan and Semmes and died of croup in her first winter
because old Lucy had let a draft into the room through a
window that she had raised to let out the smoke from
a windy fire. Papa was a great reader of history—Gibbon
and Doctor Robertson’s History of Scotland, where our
ancestors had lived, and the campaigns of the Swedish
hero whose word portrait in The Vanity of Human Wishes

* I may as well say here that my father did not speak dialect but the.
standard English of the eighteenth century. In pronunciation the criterion
was the oral tradition, not the way the word looked in print to an un-
educated school-teacher. For example, although he wrote ate, he pro-
nounced it et, as if it were the old past tense, eat. He used the double
negative in conversation, as well as ain’t, and he spoke the language with

at ease at four levels: first, the level just described, conversation among
amily and friends; second, the speech of the “plain people” abounding in.
many archaisms; third, the speech of the negroes, which was merely late
seventeenth or early eighteenth century English ossified; and, fourth, the
Johnsonian diction appropriate to formal occasions, a style that he
could wield in perfect sentences four hundred words long. He would not
have understood our conception of “correct English.” Speech was like

manners, an expression of sensibility and taste. This view no longer holds
in an era of public schools and state universities.
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papa thought the “most moving in English poetry, sir.” So
he passed over his father and named his eldest son Charles
Twelfth and Charlie had vainly tried to make a secret
of his middle name.

But all this time, as I stood there with Semmes, I was
staring at a picture on the back wall but it was some time
before I saw it: a black and white silhouette of mother
and papa in a small walnut frame. The two figures were
black paper pasted on white, cut out with scissors by an
armless man who glanced at passersby and then, in less
than a minute, gave them their silhouettes. He had cut
them out with his toes. This very picture—papa in march-
ing posture, chin drawn in and coattails flying; mother
just behind him, hands clasped and head inclined—had
been made as we went into the Marshall House on that
day, and the artist handed it to papa as we came out. And
mother said something like “Mr. Buchan, purchase it, it
will amuse the children,” and he handed the man four-
bits.

Whether I felt it then I do not know; yet I see the sil-
houettes, mother and papa together for the last time; for
afterwards the picture became lifeless; the small black sur-
faces were all edge and outline; the black bodies retreated
in the next year into the hard shade of the past.
What Semmes had just said—Alexandria and the boats—
had ended a time in my life, had I but known it; and I
suppose I did know it, for I asked him: “What school
could I go to?” And Semmes said, “A better school with
maps and blackboards on the wall. To old Mr. Leary,
where papa went to school.” I remembered Mr. Leary,
hearing about his great age and his Latin, and I didn’t
want to study Latin any harder than Mr. McGovern taught
it down at Langton’s Cross Roads, in the log house on the
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triangle of land given to the school by Mr. Langton,
papa’s friend.

Semmes rose, put his hands in his pockets, and walked
to the window. I followed, and looking down on the
brick walk between the house and the garden I saw
Henry Jackson going round the end of the house with
an armful of wood.

“He’s carrying it to the front door.” I said.

Seemes seemed not to hear me but followed the negro
with his eyes. “It don’t make any difference where he totes
it.” He turned away from the window. “Twenty negroes
are too many for this place.”

That was the beginning of my introduction to the world
where people counted and added things, the first intru-
sion of change into my consciousness, and I only dimly
knew what it meant. I had heard it said that it wasn’t
much worse to sell negroes than to buy them: I suppose I
thought that some people had negroes as naturally as
others did not, that it was all chance, and nothing could
be done about it. In the resentment of boyish perplexity
I said:

“Anyway, papa didn’t buy the niggers. He freed Jack
Lewis and give him a horse and he freed Agnes too. And
all their little niggers. And sent ‘em to Pennsylvania.”

I saw in Semmes’ eyes a momentary agitation as he
returned to the bed, sat down, put his hands on the bed
rail, and leaned forward in thought. I said defiantly:

“Used to be more'n twenty!”

He said nothing until I came over to the foot of the bed
and sat in the straight chair.

“Papa thinks those negroes are free.” He rose and taking
off his coat laid it on the bed. “Good God, boy, look
around you—there hasn’t been any tobacco in the barns
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for nearly ten years. And how much corn do you think
papa makes? Fifteen bushels to the acre!”

The image of papa rose up before me, strange for the
first time—his head bowed in humiliation as if he had been
accused of wrong; that at least was the réle I thought in
my ignorance that Semmes had put him in. It struck me
that I ought to hurt Semmes’ feelings if I could; I
sulked in my chair, and the double wrong, the criticism
of my father by my brother, the violent behavior of
George Posey on the day of my mother’s funeral, came
out in—

“Brother George swore at Sister and rode off.”

He jumped up and walked across the room; he turned
to face me.

“Are you sure he swore at her?”” He looked more solemn
than I had ever seen him. “Didn’t he just swear!”

“Yes, brother,” I said, and he came over and patted me
on the shoulder. He began to pace back and forth between
the bed and the window. I knew that he was excited,
for he was holding his left forefinger against his nose—an
invariable sign, in Semmes, of unusual agitation.

“Lacy, they don’t understand George Posey.”

There was a knock at the door. Semmes halted, then
reached for his coat, while I went to the door. It was
Henry Jackson, cap in hand.

“Miss Myra say is Marse George goin’ to be here for
dinner? She say hit’s twelve o’'clock now.”

I started to speak, then looked at Semmes, who was
looking at me. He laid his coat on the footboard and
thrust his hands into his pockets.

“Henry, did you see Miss Susie?”

“Naw, sir, I ain’t seen Miss Susie. I ain’t seen nobody
but Miss Myra. She done call me from the yard.”
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“Well, Henry, tell Miss Myra that I don’t think Mr.
George will be here for dinner.”

Henry said “Yassir” and started down the gallery steps.
I listened to his deliberate feet until they were silent. I
went to the window and looked down into the yard. Old
Coriolanus was leading a horse and buggy down the lane
towards the front of the house. Somebody else was leaving.
For no reason he stopped and just held the horse’s rein.
Henry Jackson, a dozen paces away, seemed unaware of
Coriolanus. With a slow, sidling gait he approached the
older negro, and the two of them stood, as if they were
each alone on a mountain top. Henry said a few words,
which I could not hear, into the general air. Coriolanus,
ignoring Henry, talked as if to himself, but angrily, and I
could hear his words. “I knowed he would, I knowed hit
yestiddy!” The two negroes separated as if they had never
met.

Semmes was speaking.

“The negroes are talking about it,” he said. He put on
his coat and stood at the dresser before the looking-glass.
He picked up his hair brush, glanced down at the sleeve
of his coat in the glass, and put the brush down.

“Lacy,” he said, “it’s all right.” He went to the door.
“I'm going down to sit with papa.” And he was gone.

I flung myself upon the bed, Semmes’ big bed, as I was
not permitted to do, and put my hands behind my head,
lying motionless in the deep hush. I could hear no sound.
The house seemed empty, and I thought how deserted it
would be if we went away to live in a town. I thought of
myself now as all alone, the halls empty and no life inside
the closed doors. The dead coals in the brazier smelled damp
in the chilled air. Across the room, hanging on two wooden
pegs driven into the plaster, the greased blue barrels of
my gun held a ray of the western light. I could see myself
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taking the gun down, and lifting the rawhide strings that
held to the pegs my powder horn, that I had made myself
two springs ago after papa had had a steer butchered, and
the brass shot pouch that papa had passed on to me the
day after I got the gun. I didn’t go hunting that day be-
cause I played soldier in the Revolution. The pouch had
come down from my grandfather, Dr. John Buchan, who
had not fought but who had saved the pouch as a souvenir
of his brother Ben, my grand-uncle, a private in Daniel
Morgan’s Virginia riflemen, who had been killed at the
Cowpens in 1781.

In my feelings of that time there is a new element—my
feelings now about that time: there is not an old man
living who can recover the emotions of the past; he can
only bring back the objects around which, secretly, the
emotions have ordered themselves in memory, and that
memory is not what happened in the year 1860 but is
rather a few symbols, a voice, a tree, a gun shining on the
wall—symbols that will preserve only so much of the old
life as they may, in their own mysterious history, consent
to bear.

I thought of the grandfather that I had never seen,
whose portrait hung downstairs in the front parlor, look-
ing down out of a long face upon the scene of death. The
puffy bold eyes and the big mouth told me that he had
never known fear; the set of the shoulders in the bottle-
green coat, the buff waistcoat with one button unfastened,
and the high stock a little askew bespoke what papa always
said about his father: “Dr. Buchan was an elegant gentle-
man.” I didn’t quite know what that meant, yet I fancied
that the old man was examining the people in our house
that day with astonishment, as if his elegance meant that
people didn’t ride suddenly away from places where they
were expected to be. My new brother George had needed
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intensely to leave, to escape from the forms of death which
were, to us, only the completion of life, and in which there
could be nothing personal, but in which what we were
deep inside found a sufficient expression.

Was Brother George an elegant gentleman? Only a
simple boy could have thought of the question. He was
the handsomest, most affable young man I had ever seen.
My eye went back to the shotgun on the wall. The sun
had moved and the metal no longer shone. But I saw it
shining in my mind, with the light that had made it the
most fascinating gift that a little boy ever received, and
the light spread until it was a brilliant day in May. That
had been nearly two years ago, and George Posey had come
riding up in a new gig right after dinner. Mother had
gone in for her nap, papa was abroad in the neighborhood,
and Sister Susan, whom of course he had come to see,
would not appear until she had been asked for. George
Posey tied his horse to the rail down by the horseblock.
He looked around the yard, and when he lifted out of
his buggy a large carpet-bag I knew that he had been
looking for a servant. Did he not know that in the country
negroes disappeared every “evening,” the time of day that
began for us at dinner, to return to the big house only a
little before dark? He set the bag down, and reaching to
the seat of his gig picked up a gun. I remember my sur-
prise. Men didn’t hunt that time of the year, though little
boys might shoot squirrels the year round. The carpet-bag
in one hand, the gun in the other, he walked towards the
gallery. I didn’t know him very well, and I didn’t greet
him. But as he came to the steps he said, “Howdy, Lacy.”
I said, “Good evening, sir.” He saw that I was looking at
the gun.

George Posey laughed with all his face but his eyes.
They remained cold and motionless. “Would you like to
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see the new gun?” he said. Before I could say yes he handed
it to me, stock first, and the polished walnut glimmered;
I could see my face in it. I held the gun in both hands; it
was a muzzle-loader, breechless, the front sight a round
silver bead; and the ramrod fitted snugly under the two
blue barrels. I opened the side of the stock; bright brass
percussion caps fell into my hands. George said, ‘“Here,”
and he handed me a tin box of powder and a cotton sack
of shot. “Number eight,” he said. I couldn’t take it in,
and I said, “It’s a mighty nice gun.” He stood smiling at
me. I looked at the top of the barrels: Duckworth and
Simmons, London, Established r76r. I moved the gun
towards him to give it back.

“No,” he said, “it’s yours.”

That was the way George Posey did everything—by sur-
prise. I was embarrassed, and I said not a word of thanks,
but kept looking at the gun. He too was silent but smiling,
as I stared at him in wonder. He said, ‘“Has Semmes come
back?” “No, sir,” I said, and looked at his heavy carpet-
bag. He had come to stay with us a while, and I remem-
bered tomorrow. “You want to go to your room,” I said,
“I’'ll tote it.” I reached for the bag, but he said no, he'd
take it, it was too big for me. He led the way round the
house to the back gallery steps, up the steps, to the door
of the room next to mine and Brother Semmes': you
could only get to those rooms from the outside, they were
cut off from the rest of the house—the “boys’ rooms” they
were called. He hesitated at the door; I opened it and he
walked in. I didn’t know how to leave him; so I stood
at the threshold, unconsciously holding the gun at “order
arms.” George Posey laughed and said, “You’ll be a sol-
dier!” I blushed and started to go away.

But he called me and said, “What time did Semmes
leave?” I said that he had left before dinner, with Jim
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Mason who had come for him, and they ought to be back
from the Court House long before dark. I could see that
he wanted to know something, yet after some hesitation
decided not to ask about it, and he looked down at his
boots, which were muddied at the heels. I thought out of
gratitude for the gun: I'll offer to clean them, as I did my
big brother’s and of course he’ll say no, but it'll please
him. Then I thought: he might not say no. And I decided
to let Jack Lewis do it. I said—with my back half turned,
I was so embarrassed, in the kind of rudeness that my
mother took almost as seriously as lying—I said: ‘““Well,
good-by, Mr. George.” He answered in a low voice,
“Good-by, son. Be careful you don’t shoot anybody.”

I thought how lucky it was that mother was asleep: I
wouldn’t have to show her the gun and overcome her
scruples about my accepting it. Hadn’t I already accepted
it? I went off towards the woods beyond the field back
of the garden. The lane was dusty for the time of year;
the ground was warm; soon I would be going barefoot.

When I got to the woods I crawled through the snake
fence, and advancing with dramatic caution owing to the
gun and the mysterious enemies it had suddenly created,
I came, after about fifty yards, to a little clearing, where
the first thing I saw was the toothlike ribs of a steer picked
whitely clean by the buzzards and carrion crows. At that
moment a rustle in the new leaves revealed wide struggling
wings, high up, and a giant bird clumsily got under way.
I saw the skinny red neck vanish in the leaves. I looked
down at the bones scattered over the ground. I saw a big
white skull with, sticking straight up, a short, thick, mouse-
colored horn.

It was the work of a minute to open my Barlow knife
and to cut and pry the horn loose. Why hadn’t the negroes
beaten me to it? Old Lucy kept a little powdered cow-
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horn in a box and took it in water for her rheumatism.
I trimmed the big end of the horn, admired it, then felt
defeated because I couldn’t plug it up—I should have to
wait and get Henry Jackson to cut me a plug of white
oak; but I cut off the tip and rounded out a small hole
for the powder to trickle through; and that was all 1
could do for a while.

I had almost forgotten the gun. I had laid it across a
rotten stump. Grasping the muzzle, I threw it to “right
shoulder rest,” and said: The British are coming! I shoved
the horn into my jeans, felt for the powder box in my
hip pocket, and carrying the sack of shot in my left hand
and the gun on my right shoulder I ran towards the fence
and the lane. The faster I ran the more I felt afraid,
for the running made the fear. I decided that the British
were really in the lane and that I was not running away,
but going to meet them. I lay down behind the fence. I
took out the tin box. How much powder was a charge
for a twenty-gauge gun? I opened the box and poured into
the right-hand barrel what I thought was a charge, and
from the sack I poured into my hand about a dram of
shot, then tied the shot into a small rag torn from the
corner of my red handkerchief. I rammed it home, ad-
justed a cap, and I was ready for the enemy.

A chicken hawk flew out of the woods at my back,
pursued by a flock of crows. The crows had him sur-
rounded; he couldn’t get away from the leader, who
savagely gored the back of his neck. I pitied the hawk but
I raised the gun and aimed it about six inches ahead of
him on his path of flight. I pulled the trigger, and found
myself lying ten feet from the fence, the smoking gun
beyond reach at my side.

The wind was knocked clean out of me; I lay panting,
looking up into the sky where neither crow nor hawk
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was visible, but only the sudden blue stillness. I thought
of the British in red coats but they were not coming,
unless a redcoat were mounted on the horse now ap-
proaching at a rapid canter that I recognized: I knew that
the rider would not be dressed in red but in a short jacket
of homespun, a grayish brown. I had to face the music. I
scrambled to my feet, rubbing a sore collar-bone; picked
up the gun and leaned it against a fence rail; and put my
elbows on the top rail, trying to look unconcerned.

The rider had slowed down. Directly in front of me he
stopped and looked me over, not speaking. There was a
light film of dust on his black jack-boots; his jacket was
open at the top button, where his black satin neckerchief
hung loose, partly untied. He removed the gray gauntlet
from his right hand, took out a red handkerchief, like
mine, lifted with his left hand his wide-brimmed black
felt hat, and mopped his brow. My father’s long, iron-
gray hair and his long drooping moustache had been dis-
heveled by the brisk canter. He looked severe, as he
lowered the handkerchief, out of deep brown eyes, but I
could see under the moustache the wide mobile mouth,
which began to move, and the deep vertical lines of his
face, which were about to break into a smile.

“General,” he said, “I moved my troops to the sound
of the cannon.” He pulled his moustache. “The celerity of
the movement has somewhat fatigued the troops.”

I began to feel uncomfortable. I said nothing, but looked
solemn.

“Where is your artillery, general?” he said. I moved my
head vaguely towards the gun which I knew he could
barely see behind the rails of the fence. He changed his
tone. “Now, son, did your brother tell you you might
use his gun?”’

“No, sir.”
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“Why then did you take it?” His color mounted and 1
looked for squalls.

“I didn't take it, sir.” He looked puzzled and then said
impatiently:

““Come, sir, don't trifle with mel!”

“Yes, sir. I didn’t take it, sir. It ain’t Brother Semmes’

gun. It’s my gun!”
I had never seen my father astonished, nor was he

astonished now. Every muscle of his face kept its place.

“Let me see it,” he said. I vaulted the fence, reached
back for the gun, and took it to him as fast as I could,
handing it to him by the grip. “It’s new,” he said. He ran
his eye along the barrels. “A handsome fowling-piece.”
He looked at me shrewdly. “Where did you get it?”

“Well, papa,” I said, “Mr. George give it to me.”

“Mr. George?” he said. “Mr. George...I don’t know a
Mr. George, son!” He was getting red in the face again.

“Well, Mr. George Posey, papa. You know Mr. George
Posey.”

“I know Mr. Posey, if that is what you mean.” He was
silent for a moment while he seemed to be thinking
through something. As he handed me the gun, he saw the
big end of the horn sticking out of my jeans pocket. He
glanced towards the woods, then back at the horn. He
smiled. “So that’s it,” he said in his kindest tone. He
wheeled his horse, but checked him, and turned his head
towards me as he adjusted the brim of his hat.

“Son, did Mr. Posey ask for your mother?”

I hadn’t thought of that, but he certainly hadn’t; I
couldn’t think what to say for I didn’t want to say the
truth.

“I thought not,” he said. “He comes in and settles
downl!”
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With that papa spurred his horse to a gentle canter,
and I watched him till he turned with the lane a hundred
yards away. Getting my gear in order for the homeward
march, I began at a walk that quickly became a trot
towards a scene that promised excitement to a small boy.
What would papa say? Had Brother Semmes come back
and would he let me go with them tomorrow? The gun
became heavier as I ran.

When I came into the backyard papa was walking
slowly along the path from the stable lot, and the look of
his face would have led a stranger to think that he had
just eaten a good dinner or greeted an old and valuable
friend. But somehow his composure did not satisfy me;
so instead of running to meet him I walked as casually
as I could up the back stairs, and went into my room. I
listened. Mr. George was moving about, perhaps dressing;
I left my door ajar and peered through the crack by the
hinges. Papa had not gone round to the front of the house.
At that moment he set foot upon the gallery stairs. But
that was as far as he got. He stepped down, and looking
about him he called in a low voice, “Lacy!” I went out
on the gallery. “Yes, sir,” I said. He was staring benignly
into space. “Go,” he said, “and tell John I want to see
him. I shall be in the back parlor.”

I went, and I found Jack in the out-kitchen. “Lacy,”
he said, “what you talkin’ about? You know the major
don’t never send for me till nigh on about sun.” Jack
looked uneasy, and I felt uneasy for a different reason,
for I too was astonished by my father’s unprecedented
request which violated all the rules of a rigid life. But
Jack was my friend, and 1 did not care to remain and be
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questioned. I darted out of the kitchen door and glided
at the trot which, for a boy, is half walk and half run,
towards the gallery; in three seconds I was upstairs and
in my room, and I had closed the door. On the bed, where
I had hastily dropped it, lay the gun. I stared at it dully,
and without thinking, I jerked out my handkerchief and
rubbed a spot of red mud off the butt. How beautiful it
was! I caressed the smooth barrels. Then I heard footsteps
on the lower gallery. It was Jack. I dropped the hand-
kerchief and plunged through the door and down the
stairs, and ran after Jack who had just gone into the back
hall through the door under the gallery stairs. Inside the
hall 1 sat down on the low chair that Lucy Lewis would
come to occup at five o’clock, after she had helped mother
dress. I heard papa move in the back parlor but he couldn’t
see me for I was almost behind the door. Jack was just
inside the door. “Yassir, marster,” he said, “could I do
something?”’ Again I looked through a door crack, this
time at Jack who had thrown on his old broadcloth coat,
above his dirty blue pants, and from the rear he looked
like a cross between a field-hand and a decayed gentleman.
“John,” said papa—he never addressed servants by diminu-
tives or nicknames—*John, 1 want you to go up to the
gentlemen’s guest room and ask Mr....” He paused, then
began: “If you please tell the gentleman there that I
will be glad to see him here at his convenience.”

I knew that when papa spoke that way, so formally and
in a low tone, something was about to happen, and I
thought that I should be ordered to give back the gun.
As Jack Lewis backed out of the room and slid by me
with a serious face, I entered, and stood on one foot by
the tall “secretary” just to the right inside the door. Papa
glanced at me over his steel-rimmed spectacles with the
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square lenses, then continued with his book, the “Helper
book” as he called it, which he kept locked up in the
secretary so that no other member of the family could
read it: a dangerous book, I had heard him say, with the
little truth in it that slavery was an evil, but not in the
sense that Hinton Helper thought, for slavery was a great
evil only to the slaveowners themselves, who were depicted
by Helper as prosperous barons grinding down not only
the negroes but the slaveless whites. He continued placidly
with the book, and I noticed that he had changed to his
long coat, but he still wore his boots. Why had he pre-
tended to Jack that he didn’t know who the man upstairs
was? And why did he wish to see him when he could have
ordered me to return the gun?

I moved from the secretary to the end of the room by a
small deal table where lay last Saturday’s Alexandria
Gazette. My eye fell upon Intelligence from the West, and
I turned to the heading: CONGRESS—Speech Concerning
the Relations of the States by the Senator from Mississippi:
My, Davis Attacks Mr. Douglas, Who Replies. 1 recalled
that papa liked Senator Douglas and knew him well, but
disliked Mr. Davis who, he said, had learned from John C.
Calhoun the lesson of secession and would have led the
South into ruin long ago if moderate men like Douglas
had not forestalled him. I didn’t know much about this
matter, and I dropped the paper and tried to think of some
way to appeal to papa about the gun. Then I knew that
if I stayed in the room after Mr. George came I should
have the advantage: papa would be under the restraint of
my presence and of the kindness of feeling that never
failed where his children were concerned. I took up the
paper again. In the right-hand corner of the first page I
saw words that turned my mind from the gun into even
brighter fields:
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35 NOTICE: Members of the Gentleman’s
Tournament Association of Fairfax County are hereby
notified that the Annual Contest will be held on Next
Saturday, May 6th, at two o’clock, at the west meadow
of Henry Broadacre, Esq., near Fairfax Court House.
Members expecting to attend are respectfully re-
quested to communicate with the undersigned so that
colors may be distributed to them in good time.

The Committee:
William Lewis, Chairman
Semmes Buchan
John Langton
James Mason

I put the paper down. Upstairs the girls were stirring from
their afternoon rest: I heard footsteps at the ceiling and
looking up I gazed idly at the starry heavens depicted in
tinsel and azure, and my eye followed the long thin streak
of the late sun where it struck the molding running round
the wall in the angle of the ceiling—a yellowish white, the
Wall of Troy design that one found in nearly every house.
I began counting the little blocks, beginning at one end,
but they were so small they ran together and I gave it up.
Would mother let me go to the Court House tomorrow?
I had never been to a tournament and I saw knights
riding in armor, with feutered lances, clashing in mortal
combat before pavilions gaily colored, in which lay beauti-
ful ladies swooning in the anxiety of their delight. I saw
the Black Knight charging down a dusty course, and I
rose and walked a few steps to the high bookcase with
the glass doors that stood in the far corner of the room.
Opening the doors I tip-toed on the red ottoman to the
tall brown volume of Ivanhoe, which then I sat down with
on the ottoman, turning pages and staring with half-
awareness at the pattern of the paper on the opposite wall.
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There, ever since I could remember, Sappho had been
reclining with her lute while Alcaeus listened with rapt
adoration, in the midst of lovely girls, against an im-
possibly blue sky that enclosed a landscape in the
eighteenth century taste. The broken column in the dis-
tance I had always wanted to pick up and restore to its
place. I felt the book in my hands, but it no longer
interested me. I looked at papa who was still reading in a
low mumble that rose at intervals to “Damn!” as he came
to a passage that irritated him, and shifted his body in
the old Windsor chair.

My mind must have been wool-gathering, for the next
thing I knew I was looking at George Posey standing in
the door at his ease. If papa saw him—he was nearer the
door than I—he gave no sign. George Posey surveyed the
room with his opaque blue eyes, the smile barely per-
ceptible round his lips. He said in a loud voice:

“Good evening, Major Buchan!”

My father, not looking at him, leaned forward, gently
removed his spectacles and placed them between the leaves
of his book, laid the book on the table, and with, to me,
painful deliberation, rose to his feet. For the first time
he glanced at his visitor.

“Good evening, sir,” he said, and lowered his head.
“Oh, yes,” he said, “it’s Mr. Posey.” But he made no
gesture towards shaking hands. ‘“You've been here for
some hours, I believe.”

“Not long, sir, not long.”

“Well, Mr. Posey, I am sorry that we had no oppor-
tunity to make you comfortable.” Getting no reply to
this, he sat down, and vaguely indicated a chair on the
far side of the room. George Posey sat down. My father
pulled a linen handkerchief, almost as big as a sheet, out
of his sleeve, and blew a long and, in the silence, ominous
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blast on his nose. Replacing the handkerchief, he took
from his waistcoat pocket a small mother-of-pearl box,
and opening it he inserted his thumb and forefinger;
throwing his head back he put thumb and forefinger to
his nose and sniffed. After a few seconds that bore upon
me as an hour, he sneezed, and I thought to myself: he is
primed for action. I began to feel sorry for George Posey.

“Mr. Posey, it wa'n’t so much the gift itself. No. It
wa’'n’t that. It was the kind intention of the gift, your
good feeling for our family. I don’t know that we are
entitled to your kindness—no sir, I don’t know that we
are.”

He considered it, and reaching for his black felt hat
which lay by him on the floor carefully adjusted it to his
head. He helped himself to another pinch of snuff. After
the sneeze, which seemed to give him great satisfaction,
he put his left hand on his knee and began tapping it with
his forefinger. The long hand was a claw. I looked at
George Posey with increasing apprehension.

“Major Buchan, it goes without saying that I have the
most respectful feelings for your family.” Papa’s finger
stopped in the air. George Posey smiled. I felt that this
talk about family was dangerous. Why hadn’t papa in-
quired after George’s family, the first thing he always did
when he met anybody, black or white? And why hadn’t
George asked about our folks? I didn’t understand all
this then, but I soon did, in a few minutes; I knew that
papa was telling George Posey in a roundabout way, the
way he always told unpleasant things, that young men
from distant places,” like Georgetown, twenty-five miles
away, who happened to become acquainted with one of
his sons, had no claim upon any other member of his
family. I suddenly became aware of the silence that had
engulfed George Posey’s remark. I looked at papa. If, a few
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minutes before, the addition of his hat had framed his
moustache in such a way as to make him resemble a benev-
olent tiger, he now, as he took in the remark, looked
like a tiger without the benevolence. Momently his ears
were getting redder—that shade of high pink that one
sees in a winter sunset, burning heat in an atmosphere
of intense cold. I shivered in the warm air of early May.
The old gentleman’s nose exhibited a premonitory quiver.

“Now that’s kind of you, Mr. Posey. I tell you, sir, that
we do not deserve your kindness—why, we’ve done nothing
to deserve it...” He waited for a reply but none came.
George Posey, cool as a cucumber, sat with his hands
folded before him, and complacently surveyed ‘“the
major’s” fierce moustaches as if they adorned a kitten.

“Major Buchan,” he said, “I have expressed only my
feeling of respect for your family, sir, I have said nothing
about kindness. If you refer to the gun, why, the boy
would have had one sooner or later.” He leaned forward.
“I didn’t buy it for him. I took pleasure in just buying it;
a new shipment had just come in; then I thought who
I'd give it to, I didn’t need it myself. I was coming here
and I thought I'd just give it to Lacy. He’s a right smart
boy, sir.” And he smiled at me over the major’s head.

I winced a little: what papa had said to him would
have blasted off the earth most of the people I knew,
yet George Posey was affected not at all, and sat imper-
turbable at what I felt now was the end of the storm.
Papa just looked bewildered. He could do no more—he
had fired his heaviest charge short of insulting his son’s
invited guest. He coughed, and covered his mouth with
his handkerchief, a little too long I thought, and I won-
dered what he would do next, since I could see that
George Posey did not intend to leave. Papa replaced the
handkerchief, stuffing it a little at a time into his sleeve.
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When it was all done, he leaned back in the chair, then
took off his hat and put it down on the floor, heaving a
short sigh as he raised his eyes in astonishment. George
Posey sat against the back of his uncomfortable chair, his
arms folded.

“Major Buchan,” he said.

He was speaking, he had actually said those words.
Papa looked as if someone entitled to know all about it
had denied the heliocentric theory or argued that there
were no Abolitionists in Boston. That was the first time I
knew the meaning of the word aghast: he was aghast. But
George Posey was calm. When I thought about it later I
saw that there was nothing papa could do; his visitor
hadn’t been rude in any sense that papa knew rudeness;
he had, as a matter of fact, been courteous. He had simply
refused to recognize the only danger-signals that papa
knew how to give, and he, George Posey, ought to have
been the guardian of his own safety. That is what he was;
but he sensed no danger. That papa was aghast was only
due to his never having seen anybody like this young man.
Papa had run into a panther, and he had fired a charge
that had hitherto been good enough for his game; but the
game had been rabbits.

“Major Buchan, I came here early in order to speak to
you.” He rose and walked to the window, as if it were
his own house; but he had no feeling of victory or of
assertion in doing it. The man was incredibly at his ease,
the way a man is at ease when he is alone. “As I tied my
horse to the rack I saw you riding away from the house.”
He faced papa. “Therefore I did not disturb the ladies.”

He walked back to his chair and sat down. If he had
only said that at first! Then I knew why he hadn’t said
it, for he was not now saying it by way of apology; he had
saved it until he could use it to press an advantage. That
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my father had no inkling of this I saw in his still puzzled
eyes; that he could have no warning that his amazing guest
was pressing an advantage I knew from the whole tenor
of his life: he did not live among people who pressed
advantages and he just couldn’t take it in. I looked at
George Posey again. He was silent, waiting for further
bewilderment in his host, not waiting, as it had seemed
for an instant, for his own next words to come to him.
He was never at loss for speech! I heard the echo of
his last words—T herefore I did not disturb the ladies. ..
When George Posey spoke you couldn’t think what you
were going to say, you were dominated by what he had
said, by the sound of his voice, by a resonance that hung,
like the cry of wild geese at night, in your memory of
the highest air. ““That young man is well-spoken,” my
mother had said; and when no one had agreed with her
she said: ‘“You know, Myra, as well as 1 do, that Jane
Gibson is a lady.” She was George Posey’s mother. T here-
fore I did not disturb ... It was like a logical deduction, a
step in a set purpose, not consideration for the repose of
the ladies.

“Ah, yes—I see, sir, I see,” was all that papa said.

It was plain that George Posey was taking his time for a
purpose, for he now did a remarkable thing—he took out
his watch and not merely looked at it but studied it, this,
too, as if he were alone. In place of the watch dangling
on its bright chain, I saw a bass flipping on the surface
of a creek pool, and I looked at papa. He was breathing a
little hard, and as he gazed at the watch his breath rose
to a gasp. George Posey’s head was cocked towards the
window; he was listening. As I began to listen I heard the
increasing clatter of hooves on the cedared lane. Even papa
listened. We all listened for the relief of it, all but George
Posey, who put his watch into his waistcoat pocket and
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sitting back in his chair absently appraised the toe of his
boot. When the horsemen rode across the front yard
George Posey got up again and folded his arms.

“Major Buchan,” he said in an even voice, “I intend to
marry your daughter.”

Papa tossed his head. Big man that he was, he was on
his feet like an acrobat. He threw his head back and
opened his mouth, but no words came. A look of innocent
wonder spread over his face, the incredulity he might have
felt on first contemplating a flying-machine.

George Posey had not moved an inch: I was afraid to
look at him but the edge of his shadow still marked the
exact line on the folding door to the front parlor that it
had marked when he had risen. Then I looked at him.
He backed towards his chair and sat down! His host,
attracted by the movement, glared at him; then he too, I
thought a little wearily, dropped into his chair. George
Posey spoke. '

“Well, major,” he said, as if explaining a fox hunt,
“you see why I thought that propriety required that I see
you first.” Then in a lower tone: “It wasn’t necessary.”

Papa had mastered himself, but at this last remark he
looked at George Posey uneasily. Has this fellow actually
won my daughter, was the thought that I could see in his
face. But I knew it wasn’t that. George Posey was bluffing,
or at best he was saying arrogantly that it didn’t matter
whether the old man gave his consent or not. The “old
man” didn’t know what to say. He crossed his legs and
folded his hands, and suddenly was speaking to George
Posey in his most courteous tone.

“Well, sir, you young men ought to be flyin’ high this
time tomorrow. Perhaps you would like to join them. I
believe they are here.”

George Posey made no reply to that, but smiled his
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tremendous well-being into the room, until at last even
papa was affected by it, and smiled too.

“Major,” and I noticed the lapse of the surname, “I
bought me the prettiest mare you ever laid eyes on; bought
her , yesterday, a big bay, fourteen hands high, from
Colonel Tayloe in Prince William. I'm riding her to-
morrow.”

“Colonel Tayloe is a friend of mine,” said papa, “a
little my senior I believe. I was a private in his company
at the battle of White House Landing. That’s a long time
ago, Mr. Posey, a long time.”

Semmes came in from the hall, followed by Jim Mason
and Will Lewis.

“Good evening, papa. Oh, there’s George. I'm sorry
we’re late, George.”

“Good evening, son. Why, Jim, how are you? Come
here, Will, I want to see you. Did you bring what you
promised?”

“I did, Cousin Lewis. Pa said it’s the best he’s ever had.”
And he handed papa a dusty bottle of madeira.

“Being late’s no matter,” said George Posey. His voice_
slid into the talk like a razor. Everybody stopped to look
at him. Semmes looked at Will Lewis.

“Will, you know Mr. Posey? My cousin, Mr. Lewis.” -

George Posey advanced across the room and held out
his hand. Will Lewis took it and bowed.

“I don’t know the other gentleman,” said George Posey,
looking at Jim Mason.

“Well, then,” Semmes said, “you’ll have to excuse me.
Mr. Mason, Mr. Posey.”

Mason bowed stiffly from the waist without uttering a
word.

“Be seated, young gentlemen,” papa said.

“Major Buchan,” said George Posey, “I must ask you
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to excuse me. With your permission I'd like to see the
ladies. I hear them in the front parlor.” He nodded to
papa and walked past the boys into the hall.

They all looked at each other. Semmes addressed papa,
“I’ll be back directly.” And he left.

“Howdy, Cousin Will,” I said. “Howdy, Mr. Jim. Have
you all seen Mr. George’s new mare?”’

“I'll see her soon, Lacy,” said Will Lewis.

“Will, I've been wanting to ask after your poor mother.
Is she better?”

“A little, not much.”

“Bad, bad,” and he shook his head. He fixed them with
a stern eye, and they waited in respectful silence. “Now,
boys, Mr. Posey is here, he’s a fine young man—why, you
should have seen the light in his eyes when he told me
about that mare of his.” He paused to look into their
faces, which were still respectful. ““Ain’t a better judge of
horseflesh in this country.” And then he said in a measured
voice: “He has the instincts of a gentleman!”

With a leap I was off the bed and on my feet. I stood
on the floor, wondering why I had got up and looked
around for something to do. I looked at the closed door
and I decided that I could go downstairs now, if only I
did not have to open the door. Of my own will I could not
enter the world of death that already demanded of me
unknown actions, the creation of strange desires, and I
felt the ache in my arms and legs, and I was tired. I saw
in the mind’s eye, sitting sweetly in a corner, Jane Posey,
and I remembered what I had told her; but even then I
could not open the door. I saw her holding the big bunch
of violets in her hand. I suddenly wanted to seize them
and trample them to the ground. I went to the big drawer
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at the bottom of the wardrobe and grabbed the glass knobs,
which were loose, and yanked the drawer open about an
inch; it stuck. I jerked first one knob, then the other,
with a see-saw motion that at last brought the drawer with
a rattle upon the floor.

I cast my eye stupidly over the array of useless objects
that lay scattered in the drawer. I picked up a brass bullet-
mold and looked at its two chambers and at the little hole
at the top made by clamping the two arms together like a
nut-cracker. Stamped on the side of one of the arms was
.51 cal., too big for any gun we had in the house. I laid it
down. I saw a faded white ribbon with a brass pin at one
end of it, Polk for President in black letters. I ran my
hands down into the mass of old shirts and papers to see
what they would fish up. In one hand I held Liebig’s
Agricultural Chemistry. 1 tossed it back. In the other I
held a thick roll of papers, tied with a string; I untied it.
The first page, a little dog-eared, showed at the top in
the left-hand corner: To Maj. Lewis Buchan with the
compliments of his friend the Author, G. W. P. Custis.
Arlington December 8, 1850. The writing was a legible
scrawl. Below the inscription was written in a neater,
clerkly hand the title of the work and the opening passages.
I could tell by the way the lines were arranged that it was
a poetic drama. I glanced at the title: Cincinnatus Ameri-
canus: or, The Triumphs of General G. Washington. 1
could see papa’s face a few years before vaguely smiling as
he said, “Custis has written a great many dramas and they
are all about his foster-father under different names, all
Latin.” Then he added: “Custis is a most accomplished
gentleman. A very fine artist, sir! In the heroic style. And
an elegant speaker.” When we went to Arlington every
Fourth of July to hear Mr. Custis’s annual eulogy of the
General I noticed that papa was always fidgety. “The tropes
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get a little more tropical every year,” he would say to
mother. I shuffled the papers and started to roll them up
when a small folded sheet fell out upon the floor. I un-
folded it and read the heading: Woodstock Va. Jan. 21 ’55.
And under that: Dear Niece. It was to my mother, who was
dead. Mr. Custis was dead too. We should all be dead. I
read the letter. Dear Niece: The sad intelligence of your
uncle Michael’s death has I trust reached you ere this, but
I write you on this date of a less melancholy event, as I am
wont to do. I need not remind you and Lewis of the occa-
ston, which is your birthday, dear niece, adding to your
store of years the fifty-first of your blessings to yourself and
loved ones. Today is your 51st Birthday. The day you were
born it snowed in the morning; this morning the snow fell
thick and fast. This afternoon the sun is shining bright and
beautiful; in Woodstock 51 years ago when our dear Sally
was born, in the afternoon, the sun shone bright and beau-
tiful as it is now. The soldiers of Woodstock were on
parade with a Band of Music, and your Uncle Henry
Semmes had the whole company march down to your
Father's house and the Band played and the soldiers pre-
sented arms to the New Born Girl. When your father—alas
for my dear Brother, I would he were here—found out
about it he was very angry and your Uncle Henry was as
proud as he was angry and said Tom was a fool. Do you
remember this old tale, my dear Sally? Your Uncle Michael,
in case you have not been so informed, died a great sufferer
after three weeks of the bloody flux. We are very well here.
Tell Lewis I send him by Ed Brooks who departs tomorrow
for Washington 3 of my choice hams. The Johnsons have
set out for Mississippi, the whole family lock stock and
barrel. Yr. aff. Uncle James Gore.—Uncle Jeems, the short
fat man with the red face and pear-shaped head whom I
had seen only twice, whom I hated a little for being so at
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his ease between the mysterious realms of birth and death!
Uncle Jeems, who lived among the ‘“Dutch” over in the
valley where my mother had come from. I had heard papa
rally her about it—"I committed a matrimonial indiscretion
in the Valley, I reckon,” he said, and mother raised her
head with a gentle expression. “Well, Mr. Buchan, I tried
to prevent it.” And he laughed and came over and kissed
her hand.

The letter also became a dead thing. I threw it into the
drawer, and tied the string around Mr. Custis’ drama. I
looked at the letter where it lay and I could barely recall
after five minutes what I had read in it. I was suspended
nowhere, in a world without time. Ahead of me down-
stairs where I could not escape it, was death, and if I went
back in any direction I arrived at birth, my own birth, a
shameful and terrible thing that I could not reconcile with
the perfection of my father’s character, nor could I forgive
my mother her sorrowful inconvenience before I was born.
Do you remember this old tale, my dear Sally. That alone
compelled me to face her dread possession of the physical
body that I had concealed from realization, and now that
body was dead. What was being dead? An image came up
in my mind that I had seen in sleep the night before—a
face of wax below which a sour mortality had turned every-
thing cold. The little boy’s fiction, that grown women were
only neck and head set above a mysterious region that did
not exist, was a fiction of death, and in the conviction of
guilt that harasses children I saw myself responsible for
my mother’s death.

I saw myself walking up and down her bedroom, ten
times, the daily command, with a book on my head—"so
that you will carry yourself straight and when you look at
people you will turn your whole presence to them.” Our
lives were eternally balanced upon a pedestal below which
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lay an abyss that I could not name. Within that invisible
tension my father knew the moves of an intricate game that
he expected everybody else to play. That, I think, was
because everything he was and felt was in the game itself;
he had no life apart from it and he was baffled, as he had
been baffled by George Posey, by the threat of some un-
tamed force that did not recognize the rules of his game.
I admired George Posey even when I did not understand
him, for I shared his impatience with the world as it was,
as indeed every child must whose discipline is incomplete.
He could do the things that I should lose the desire to do
by the time I was grown and my own master. I remembered
the only time I had seen my father blush; somebody had
tried to tell him his private affairs, beginning, “If you will
allow me to be personal,” and papa blushed because he
could never allow anybody to be personal. Uncle Jeems’
letter was emotional and affectionate—that I knew in an
obscure way, but it was not something that Uncle Jeems
had burst out with, it was only a habit that he adhered to
once a year, a kind of minor rite that he had to perform.

I could see George Posey two years ago, the next morn-
ing after the presentation of the gun, walking with papa
out to the stable to show him the new bay mare that his
servant had brought in late the night before. I had taken
the gun to show it to Coriolanus after a promise to papa
not to load it. I had then gone off into the pasture behind
the stable to join Mr. Higgins, who was watching the be-
havior of a young red Durham Bull that he had turned
into papa’s fine herd of cows. The bull was a little fellow,
hardly more than a calf, but he felt no inferiority in his
size; he pawed the ground and stared at us with an appeal-
ing ferocity. Papa and George Posey were approaching,
and the bull at that moment mounted one of the old cows.
Papa smiled and said to Mr. Higgins, “He’s a little young
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for it, but I reckon he is equal to the occasion.” Mr.
Higgins cocked an eye knowingly. “Now, major,” he said
in an injured tone, “that ’ar little male cow shore is a cat.”
With the sudden loss of interest so inexplicable in cattle
the bull dropped to the ground, unsuccessful, and gazed
stupidly at the spectators.

I looked at George Posey. He was blushing to the roots
of his hair. He looked helpless and betrayed. I saw papa
give him a sharp, critical glance, and then he said, “Mr.
Posey, excuse me, I have some business with Mr. Higgins,
I will ask Lacy here to take you back to the house.” Papa’s
eyes were on the ground while George Posey mastered him-
self. Papa said, ““I hope you young folks enjoy yourselves,
we had nothing like these tournaments when I was a
boy....Good morning, Mr. Posey.” George Posey looked
his host in the face and his eye conveyed its coldness. He
lifted his hat. “Good morning, major,” he said. He raised
his head towards me, and I led the way back to the stable
and on into the yard.

When we came to the side of the house I didn’t know
how to leave him, so I said, “Mr. George, I'm obliged to
you for the gun.” He patted my head and touseled my
hair. “You better hurry,” he said, “if you're going with the
big white folks.”

I was going, all right, and I hastened to my room to put
on my new butternut jeans and blue soldier’s blouse with
the brass buttons that had American eagles on them. By
the time I got downstairs and round to the front of the
house the party were assembled.

George Posey was rubbing the neck of his mare and talk-
ing earnestly to his negro man, a little to one side of the
three young ladies, the Langton girls and Sister Susan, who
stood in their finery by the carriage. Jim Mason and Will
Lewis were coming rapidly from the house. Before they
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reached us the negro man mounted the mare and with a
grin at old Coriolanus, who sat on the driver’s seat under
his frayed gray beaver hat, turned the mare down the drive
at a fast walk. Will Lewis had seen the grin too, for as he
came to us he spoke to George Posey. “Posey,” he said, “you
certainly had it all planned out.” And he grinned at him.
George Posey offered no reply, and merely looked hand.
some in the brown beaver hat, the sky blue coat, and the
tight fawn riding breeches strapped under the instep of
his boots. As he moved towards the ladies there was a clink
from the rowels of his silver spurs.

There was a moment’s pause that I didn’t take in till
later, for I, a mere boy, was so concerned with my own
embarrassment, not knowing where I was to ride, that I
could think of nothing but Brother Semmes, who had gone
off to escort our cousin, Araminta Lewis, or Minta as we
called her, to the tournament. I didn’t have him to lean
upon. George Posey was waiting for one of the other boys
to tell him to ride in the carriage, the only place he could
ride, for that matter, his horse having been sent on ahead.
But I could see that neither Jim Mason nor Will Lewis
intended to do it. Jim laughed and with extreme bows
and nods proceeded to hand the girls into the low door of
the old closed carriage. He backed away and he and Will,
smiling at George Posey, left him high and dry, as it were,
and mounted their horses.

Sister Susan put her head to the window. “Lacy,” she
said, “you get on top with Uncle Lanus.” I put my foot on
the front hub and sprang up to the seat. “Mr. Posey,” she
spoke in a lower voice, “you will ride with us.” He took
off his hat and got in. Coriolanus spoke to the horses, and
we were off.

There was laughter inside, and I could hear voices, but
I could not, in the rattle and squeak of the old carriage,
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distinguish what was being said. I turned in the seat to
listen. Coriolanus spoke irritably. “Set still, boy, set still.
Ain’t nothin’ you can do about hit.” I couldn’t imagine
what “hit” was, and as we bumped and rolled down
the drive I looked back towards the house and saw
mother going to the garden. She wore a slatted bonnet, a
wide dark apron and black gloves, and in her hand she
carried her garden trowel. I had never gone off in the
carriage without her, and she herself rode in it only two
or three times a year—the round of calls in the neighbor-
hood in early spring and early fall, and the annual trip to
Alexandria, or perhaps every three or four years, when
papa had made money on the farm, we drove to the Vir-
ginia springs in the mountains, the White Sulphur or the
Old Sweet, but I didn’t like it because I had to wear a
velvet suit and get dressed up every day at four o’clock.

Will and Jim were a hundred yards ahead of us, like
outriders, their long linen dusters trailing round their
spurs. When they came to the Ox Road they turned left
towards the Court House, six miles away, and we followed.
The country was almost in full leaf. The scrub oaks and
pines showed a thin light green, with here and there a field
newly turned and steam rising from the wet red clods. The
carriage dropped into the mudholes remaining from the
winter rain, and lurched out again with a groan from
the leather springs. I was lost in this monotony. I watched
the rump muscles of the straining grays as we rounded the
top of a hill and came to a few small wooden houses; down
the road I saw a dozen horsemen and farther still the white
cupola of the Court House rising above the Roman arches
of a red brick colonnade.

Coriolanus whipped up our horses and we passed the
mounted men with a flourish. I saw Will Lewis and Jim
among them. They lifted their hats, and the other young
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men, following their example, held their hats above their
heads until we had passed. Will and Jim spurred their
horses and followed us. We went at a trot past the Court
House, then turned down a side lane towards a big clump
of trees a little way from the road, where I knew Mr.
Broadacre’s house lay.

In the big yard of oaks and chestnuts there was no grass.
The sun sifted weakly through the high leaves. There was
a babble of voices from the house as we drove up to the
front door. Surveying the yard I saw twenty or more
vehicles of all kinds, from sulkeys to family coaches with
four horses. Negro men lolled near them on the ground
or sat dozing in the seats. As we stopped, I looked across
the yard towards a big meadow, green as the sea, where a
small pavilion stood gaily draped with bunting of every
imaginable color; even the mounting tiers of benches
showed red and white. At a long rail in front of the pavilion
were tied bunches of three and four saddled horses switch-
ing the flies.

I jumped down off the box. The door of the carriage
opened and lithe as a cat, a big cat, George Posey stepped
to the ground, turned and held a gloved hand to each of
the girls as they emerged in their swaying hoops through
the narrow door. Sister Susan came last, and as the Langton
girls moved towards the porch to speak to the Broadacre
ladies, she lingered a moment, her hand on his arm, while
he whispered, bending his great height over her bonneted
head. She colored and her hazel eyes flashed, then she
smiled directly into his face. He handed her two long
ribbons. They were. orange and black. She nodded her
head, removed her hand but held it over his arm for just
an instant. I saw George Posey gradually resume his full
height and take a quick breath through his teeth, his cold
blue eyes fixed upon Susan’s poised hand. It came over
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me that they were unaware of the place, that they were
suddenly alone. Susan recovered her hand, quickly rolled
up the ribbons and dropped them into her bosom. As she
moved away she kept her eyes on him, then she stopped
and, without giving me a glance even, said: “Lacy, you
must speak to the ladies. You know Winston is here for
you to play with.” She tripped across the porch and
entering the door was gone.

I followed. Mr. Broadacre, a fat man with a pale sagging
face, came out on to the porch. He was dressed, from head
to foot, in blue broadcloth, with a white stock around his
neck. There was new mud on his black boots. He looked
at me absently. “Howdy, feller,” he said. “What’s your
name?” “Lacy Buchan, sir.” “God-a-mighty, last time I
saw you you wa'n’t dry behind the ears.” He said years.
He gave me one finger of his left hand, so hard that I
winced. “How are you all?” he said. I said we were well.
“Where’s your pa? I see he didn’t come. I reckon your ma
didn’t either.” He looked at me solemnly. “A fine Christian
character, sir, a fine Christian character. You must give
her my compliments.” He sputtered and wheezed, and
I caught with each breath the fragrance of Bourbon. He
was looking over my head. He shouted: “Winston, come
here, sirl” I glanced over my shoulder and saw a skinny
boy, dressed like a young man in boots and breeches,
walking slowly with a disjointed gait. When he reached
us he stood looking haughtily at the floor. So I was to
“play” with Winston. He was about sixteen, and I hadn’t
seen him since the difference of age had begun to count.
“This is Lacy Buchan—why, you know him, son. Show
him around.” He walked into the house with the absent
look completely restored to his face. Winston didn’t move.
I said, “Well, I'll go in now.” I went into the house, and
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that was the last I saw of Winston until late in the after-
noon.

After I had got through reporting to the ladies I slipped
out into the yard. There was George Posey talking to
Coriolanus, giving him instructions that brought into the
old negro’s face that expression of respectful obstinacy I
knew so well. “Yassir,” Coriolanus was saying, “yassir, I
reckon I kin.” George Posey, seeing me, turned on his
heel and started for the front door. “Don’t get into any
meanness,” he said. I watched him disappear into the
house.

“I kin, but I ain’t,” said Coriolanus to me.

“You ain’t what?” 1 said.

“I ain’t goin’ to leave Miss Susie. Marse George say he
git her home, and t'other young ladies too, but I say ain’t
I in chyarge?” Before I could object he said confidentially,
“Boy, you ain’t et, has you?”

“No,” I said. The ladies had offered me ham and beaten
biscuit but I didn’t want to eat with the grown people. I
was hungry. “Uncle Lanus, can you get us something to
eat?”

“Course I kin,” he said. “I knows these yere Broadacre
niggers.” He drew himself up importantly and marched
off towards the back of the low rambling house.

I squatted against one of the carriage hubs. The guests
were coming out into the yard, the young couples going
off in different directions like cards slowly cast from a
hand. A young man in a long green coat took out a big
gold watch and looked at it. “It’s stopped,” he said to his
girl, a powder-head' in lavender bombazine. I recognized
her—one of the Sterrett girls, a friend of sister’s. Her squire
called to another man: “Lumpkin, what time is it?” The
man said it was one o’clock. “Just an hour,” said the beau,
and he opened the back of his watch case. He inserted a
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key from the end of his chain and began winding. “It was
natural that I should forget everything today,” he said in
a low voice. “You goose!” she said. She looked at me. “Ohl”
she cried. “There’s little Lacy Buchan!” She dragged her
beau over to me, and seizing my hand said, “Why, Lacy,
you remember Lucy Sterrett.” I said, “Yes'm,” and took off
my cap. I was in for it. She put her arms around me and
pressed my head against her breast, simpering, I was sure,
for the benefit of the beau, who looked on with a sour
face. “When you grow up, Lacy, just propose to me and
I'll marry you and we’ll go to Niagara Falls on our wed-
ding journey.” She held me tighter and I grew hot in the
eyes. I could smell the perfume and the flesh of her arms,
together. She let me go and as she simpered away without
another word, on the arm of the beau, my hand shook, and
I felt a little sick; I could smell the odor of rank walnut
juice, only it was sweet—walnut juice sugared.

Coriolanus appeared in the distance, a parcel in his
hand. I saw Sister Susan coming down the front steps on
the arm of George Posey, slowly, looking about her with
her lovely smile. When she saw me she freed herself and
walked rapidly towards me. “Lacy,” she said. I waited. “If
you don’t want to go with Coriolanus, you may wait for
us.” She drew me to her, as she had a thousand times. I
pushed her away. I felt the grievous humiliation of a child.
I couldn’t think of anything to say. “Now, Lacy,” she said.
I burst out—“I ain’t going and Uncle Lanus ain’t going
either.” I could still feel the softness of her bosom against
my cheek. She turned to George Posey and took his arm,
and I hated him with an illumination of jealousy that I
had never before known.

Coriolanus stood by me with the parcel. “Lacy, you look
lak something done bit you.” The hand that he put on my
shoulder was like a polished brown glove. “Me and you
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is leavin’ this place.” I was staring at the backs of Susan
and George. When I looked at Coriolanus he too was fol-
lowing them, with a sad eye. He said: “Ain’t I told you
you can’t do nothin’ about hit? Ain’t nobody kin stop that
young gentleman, nobody. The major can’t stop him. Old
Mistis can’t stop him. How you stop him?”

We got up on the driver’s seat, the old negro pulled the
reins, and we drove slowly down the driveway to the road.
When we were within a hundred yards of the Court House
Coriolanus drew up under the shade of an elm. He opened
the parcel and handed it to me. I took a handful of beaten
biscuits and two big slices of ham. I gave him the rest. We
sat there eating our lunch. Down by the Court House a
small crowd was gathering; men walked to and fro between
the portico and the pump in the Court House yard. I said,
“Uncle Lanus, drive down there.” We went to a wide place
in the street by the side of the Court House, and swerving
to one side we stopped by a covered wagon full of negroes.

The negroes were laughing and a couple of them
crawled out through the opening in the back of the wagon
hood. Others followed until four or five stood in a row,
watching us eat. A fat wench said, “Ain’t that a nice
some’m t'eat they got.” She called to Coriolanus in a high
treble, “We’s hongry.” Coriolanus threw a piece of ham
into their midst. A stout buck negro pounced on it and lay
flat on the ground until he had gorged it all. The wench
looked at him scornfully, and shouted to Coriolanus:
“That ain’t no way to do!”

Coriolanus said in a severe tone: “Well, ain’t I throwed
you something to eat?” He threw two biscuits, and they
scrambled for them. The fat woman was still without
food. She leaned against the wagon, dropped her lower
lip, and sulked. Coriolanus eyed her disapprovingly until
he had swallowed the last morsel of his lunch. He rubbed
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his hands to shake off the crumbs, then cocked an eye
judiciously at the group.

“Ain’t that a ornery passel of niggers?” he said to me
in an undertone. Then louder, as if he were asking some-
body’s opinion of the weather: “Whose niggers is you all
anyway?”’

The fat negress came out of her stupor and giggled.
“Yeah, whose niggers is we?”

The buck said sullenly, “We ain’ t nobody’s niggers. We
just befo’ bein’ somebody’s niggers.”

“Yeah,” sald the wench, “and we just after bein’ some-
body’s niggers.”

Coriolanus drew himself up haughtily.

“Plumb eboe,” he said to me. He said to the crowd: “Is
you niggers perchance done been sold down the river?” It
was like a polite inquiry.

A tall, well-made yellow man stepped from the back of
the wagon and addressed Coriolanus with an assurance
that had in it no trace of servility or insolence.

“I reckon you mought know me. I reckon you mought
because I knows you. You Marster Major Buchan’s keeriage
driver, I knowed you all along.” He glanced at the other
negroes. “I was sold by myself. I didn’t come with these
yere niggers.” He looked about him. “I ain’t no Virginia
nigger.”

Coriolanus looked at him contemptously. “What kind
of nigger is you?”

“I been mostly raised by ole Marster Rozier Posey in
Charles County, him that’s daid, but I been sold day befo’
yestiddy by the young marster, Marse George. I been raised
in Maryland, that’s whar. I seen you last Christmas when
I come with Marse George when he come to see yo
young mistis.”

“I disremembers a heap of things,” said Coriolanus. He
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squinted at the man. “I got to disremember "em. I knows
you, all right.” He folded his hands and looked away.

“Yas,” the man said, “I'm Yaller Jim.” His eyes suddenly
bulged white. He held out a hand as if he were about to
receive something. ““Joe, Blind Joe, he’s with Marse George
now—you seen him this morning.”

“Yas, rabbit-eyed nigger, I seen him.”

‘Marse George sold me, he sold me ’cause Blind Joe
ain’t no ’count, ain’t worth five hunnerd dollars. He can’t
see good outen them rabbit eyes. Why, I'm the likeliest
nigger he had. I brung fifteen hunnerd dollars.” He
dropped his hand and looked Coriolanus in the eye. “I'm
liquid capital, that’s what I is, that’s what Marse George
say when he say he got to sell me. ‘Yaller Jim,”” he say,
‘Yaller Jim. I hate to do it but I got to. I got to have money.
I got to sell you.’” He raised his eyebrows in new aston-
ishment. “ ‘What you got to sell me for, Marse George?
What I done?” He say, ‘Yaller Jim, you ain’t done
nothin’. You’re liquid capital, I got to have money. I ain’t
sellin’ you fer. I'm selling you to Colonel Tayloe,” he say.”
Then politely, as if he had seen me for the first time: “I
reckon the young marster knows the colonel.”

Coriolanus spoke for me. “Course he do. We all does.”
He looked at Yellow Jim. “You ain’t a bad lookin’ nigger.”

Yellow Jim bowed his recognition of the compliment,
then reflected upon it; his eyes bulged again, a cotton-
white, and his patient, thin mouth tightened. I was fasci-
nated by the change in him. And then I heard the cutting
blast of a bugle from the direction of Broadacre’s meadow.
I said excitedly to Coriolanus:

“It’s about to start. We’ll be late, Uncle Lanus.”

“Late nothin’,” he said. “That ain’t nothin’ but the first
call. Hit’s half past one.”

Yellow Jim, when I glanced at him, was straining his ear
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for another sound of the bugle. He relaxed, with a smile in
his eyes that meant a kind of satisfaction.

“You seen Marse George’s mar?” he said. “The colonel
give Marse George six hundred dollars boot. That mar’s
wuth any man’s nine hundred dollars.”

“Why you with these yere common niggers?” said
Coriolanus.

“Yassir, the colonel’s nigger say the colonel shore hated
to sell that mar, but he’s got too many horses so he done it.
But he ain’t got too many niggers.” He looked at Corio-
lanus. ‘“Marse George ain’t got no time to ‘liver me, so he
done turn me over to Mister Benning, and the colonel’s
overseer meet me here to go down to Prince William.”

Coriolanus nodded his understanding of this convenient
arrangement, and I remembered hearing our people at
Pleasant Hill speak of “Mister Benning,” the slave trader
from Alexandria. A dusty buggy drawn by a tired horse
drew up at our side. A middle-aged moon-faced man
glanced at us, and let his eyes rove over the group of
negroes. The young buck negro had withdrawn a little from
the others, and lay fast asleep against the tree. Yellow Jim.
took a few steps to the wagon, and pulled out a small
bundle, holding it under his arm. He moved quickly to the -
side of the carriage.

“Yeah,” he said in a whisper to Coriolanus. “Yeah, you
ain’t liquid.” He backed off and put his hands on his hips.
He glared at the ground. “You’d just pour out like piss
outen a boot.” He stretched his lips and his teeth flashed in
the sunlight.

The white man rested his eye upon Yellow Jim. “Air
you Colonel Tayloe’s new nigger man?” His thin, mild
voice languished in the air. “I reckon you air,” he said to
himself. “The colonel allowed I'd find you here.” He
pursed his lips as if he were about to whistle a tune. “This
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yere must be the colonel’s new nigger man.” He addressed
Yellow Jim. “Air you the colonel’s new nigger man?”
Yellow Jim went over and stood by the buggy. “Git in,”
said the moon-faced man. Yellow Jim got in beside him.
“I reckon I ought to find Mister Benning. I don’t want to
make no trouble.” He said “Git-up” to the horse and
drove off.

“Uncle Lanus,” I said, “I want a drink of water.”

I climbed down into the road and ran towards the Court
House yard where the crowd I had seen forming was now
a motionless unit. From somewhere in its midst I could
hear a high clear voice. I stopped at the edge of the crowd
by an old man who leaned upon a sassafras stick. He spat
out a quid of tobacco, ground it into the dirt with his stick,
and with his free hand stuffed, from his jeans pocket, a few
broken pieces of tobacco into his mouth. “A smart feller,”
he said to me, nodding in the direction of the voice. He
rolled his lower jaw. I stooped a little and wormed my way
through the crowd. The voice was distinct . . . “no provision
in the sacred document which is the legacy of our fathers
and the charter of our liberties—I refer to the Constitution
of the United States—I say, gentlemen, that, in this safe-
guard of our democracy, there is no palliation of the ex-
cesses and usurpations now being practiced against our
rights in the territories, by zealots and fanatics who no
longer affect the guise of friendship but who, in overt hos-
tility, flout the bonds of amity and openly nullify their
obligations to the Federal compact. We seek redress for
this increasing violation of the Fugitive Slave Law which
our erstwhile brethren of the North were bound, by every
tie of honor and protestation, to uphold. In electing me
as your representative to Congress from this district you
will send to those precincts”’—he paused on a high quaver—
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“those hallowed precincts an uncompromising defender of
Southern Rights. Gentlemen, I thank you.”

As he sat down I squeezed between two men, and saw
that the speaker was our cousin John Semmes. I had not
seen him for several years. He looked older, a little grayer
at the ends of his long hair, a little redder around the eyes,
and his dewlap hung loose upon his black stock. He was
wiping his mouth with a white silk handkerchief, and I
noticed how perfectly the immaculate broadcloth of his
trousers and long coat set off his giant frame. He looked
at his auditors with abstract complacency, mingled defer-
ence and pride; there was no ire in his face but I thought
it conveyed a kind of anger recollected in composure. A
phrase ran in my mind—"I can’t get along with her as it
is, sir.” Years ago, it seemed years, I had heard papa ask
Cousin John why he didn’t “go on and marry the woman.”
The woman mother never mentioned, and she was never
more civil to Cousin John—the woman being, as I knew by
the grapevine telegraph (an institution of the public ser-
vice conducted by the darkies), a certain “Miss Maggie,” a
person of no connections who pretended to be a sempstress
but who was my bachelor cousin’s mistress in Alexandria.
Cousin John had replied, “Good God, Lew, I can’t get
along with her as it is!”... The chairman was on his feet,
but before he could speak a voice from the crowd shouted:

“You going to take Miss Maggie to them hallowed
precincts?”

There was subdued laugher, then deep silence. Cousin
John vaguely waved his handkerchief towards the chair-
man, who quickly sat down. Cousin John slowly rose,
slowly folded the handkerchief, slowly put it into an inside
pocket; he dropped one hand to his side, the other he held
across his chest. He stepped forward and raised his head.

“My friends, there has been an allusion to my private
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life. It would be as contemptible of me to evade that
allusion as it was of my fellow citizen to make it.” He
looked blandly over the crowd. “I am a man,” he said. “I
hope that every person here is a man.” He paused and
gazed severely into space. ‘“Gentlemen, I did not enter this
race as a gelding.”

The crowd receded like a wave; the loud buzz of talk
rose to a cry, “Hurray for Johnnie Semmes!” A roar went
up as a man rushed to the platform and seized his hand.
The crowd near me had ebbed away. I wanted to speak to
Cousin John but he was surrounded by his admirers. I saw
men and boys running towards the pump. I too ran and,
ducking into the crowd, I saw a ““plain” man, his nose white
with fear, held by two other men, one of them jabbing the
hatless head with the palm of his hand. They dragged him
to the pump, and a man running up from behind pulled
the victim’s feet from under him while the others forced
his head under the water, which was already flowing. The
man howled. “Lemme go!”

The old man with the sassafras stick was at my side. “Hit
sarves him right. One of them Yankees that’s moved into
the county.”

A young man broke in: “No, Mr. Regan, he ain’t a
Yankee, he’s one of the Richards boys.”

The water was still flowing over the man’s head: he had
ceased to struggle and he gave forth low sputtering sounds.
The sallow-faced pumper stood up. “He’s about drownded,
I reckon,” he said. The wet man, hanging his dripping
head, stumbled away from the pump. The man at the
pump laughed. “Well, now, ain’t he clean. But he’s got a
fer piece to go befo’ he’ll be warshed in the Blood o’ the
Lamb.” The bystanders laughed at the wit.

The young fellow spoke again to Mr. Regan. “You
raisin’ a big crop of tobacco this year?”
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Mr. Regan meditated. “Jest enough fer my own
chawin’,” he said.

The victim was running towards the back of the Court
House but a small boy threw a rock at him and he turned
in defiance. He resumed his retreat more slowly, casting
an eye every few steps over his shoulder. He disappeared.

Mr. Regan sucked at his new quid and glanced at me.
“Son, the times is bad.” He fixed me with his watering
eye. “The idea of hollerin’ out about Miss Maggie. Why,
she ain’t nobody’s business but the jedge’s.” He spat a
stream of amber that wavered elastically as it settled in the
dust. ““That ain’t nothin’ but women’s politics. Durn if hit
won’t be a purty sight when the men-folks gits to votin’ on
wether the candeedate messes with women or wether he
don’t. Durn if hit won’t,” he said without emphasis. He
looked around vaguely to see whom he had been talking to.

I slipped behind him and ran to the pump. One push
on the handle filled the rusted tin cup. As I drank thirstily
I looked up the road and saw the top of our carriage, now
facing the direction of the meadow, over the heads of a
long single file of horsemen moving at a slow walk.

I reached the carriage in time to pass around the rear
of the last horseman in the line. Coriolanus raised his whip
as the distant bugle sounded once more. The riders far up
the road had increased their pace to a trot which was taken
up by every man in turn until the line stretched like a
rubber band. Coriolanus moved the grays into the road
behind the last horseman. The leader turned to the right
into the meadow, and I heard another blast from the bugle.

“Uncle Lanus,” I said, “I'm going to cut through the
field.” I looked at him and I was aware that he had not
spoken. “Ain’t you going to see it?”

“These critters,” he nodded at the horses, “they ain’t
been fed.” He tapped me on the arm with the back of his
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hand. “I be waitin’ fer you. Whar I left the young mistis.
Nowhars else.”

“Well,” I said. Coriolanus stopped the horses and I
leaped to the ground. I vaulted the stake and rider fence; my
feet sank deep into the soft clover; as I ran I felt the breeze
cooling the sun in my face. Ahead of me, off to the left, the
long line of riders had come to a halt about fifty yards from
the pavilion which lay directly in my front. At the back of
the pavilion a tall pole, supported by the structure, rose
into the air, from which flew gently the flag of the sovereign
State of Virginia. I came to the end of the pavilion into the
midst of a group of negroes who were standing or lolling
upon the ground by the rope that, dividing them from the
track, ran along the whole front of the pavilion. I went
along the rope, below the bunting, and sat on the ground.
I looked up at the front row. There was Lucy Sterrett wav-
ing a handkerchief in her bold way at somebody across the
track. Sister Susan was with her, and the Langton girls,
and I heard the too hearty laughter of Minta Lewis.

A little negro boy and a half-grown mulatto girl with
kinky red hair and muddy green eyes in a pretty, Caucasian
face, had crawled under the pavilion from the rear and
were peeping through the draped bunting.

“Who you all belong to?” I said.

“We b’longs to Marse Henry,” said the girl, giggling.
She put her hand on the boy’s head and held up between
thumb and forefinger a small gray object that upon pres-
sure yielded a faint popping sound.

“You got lice?” I said.

“Co’se I is,” he said. “Ever’body do. Don’t dey, sis?”

“I ain’t,” said Sis sulkily. I looked away.

Across the track stood a low wooden platform upon
which, seated around a rough table, five or six men were
consulting a long sheet of paper. At the head of the table
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was Mr. Broadacre, a tall brown beaver tilted back on his
head. Brother Semmes sat next to him. He was not going
to ride. ““It’s enough to take her,” he had said. I knew that
he didn’t mind bringing her to the tournament because
everybody knew that Minta Lewis was his cousin, not his
choice; but he’d be damned if he’d ride, win the prize, and
crown her queen—he’d act as a judge. I stood up and looked
at the girls. Sister Susan smiled at me, and Lucy Sterrett
said, “Oh, Lacy, come sit with us,” but I said no, I'd stay
where I was. Cousin John Semmes was bowing over Min-
ta’s hand, more gallant to her than he would have been to
a reigning belle, and I thought how nice he was, as I in-
spected Minta’s coarse mouth, the small, pig-like eyes, and
the stiff black hair showing under her bonnet.

Mr. Broadacre was on his feet, looking down the track
where the riders were lined up awaiting the final blast of
the bugle. The bugler sat upon a stool at one end of the’
platform. At the other end there was a tall cedar post with
an arm running from the top out over the middle of the
track. It looked like a gallows. From the end of the arm
depended an iron hook and upon the hook hung a red
wooden ring about eight inches in diameter. Under the
“gallows” a stout negro held a pole upon whose small hook
he was ready to lift rings into place from the pile that lay
at his feet. Down the track, at the end, fifty yards away, 1
saw a huddle of little negroes, the runners who would take
the rings from the riders and bring them back to be used
again. The bugler was on his feet and all eyes were upon
him in the sudden hush.

The blast lasted long, till I thought the blood in the
“herald’s” face would spurt out upon the ground. He re-
moved the trumpet from his lips and stood in a kind of
boiled self-consciousness. The judges on the platform lined
up and, as if a drill sergeant had ordered “eyes right!”
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turned their eyes up the track. The horsemen were ap-
proaching at a prancing walk, the bridles held tight over
the horses’ necks, the horses’ heads high as they strained
at the bits. Each rider carried in his right hand a slender
lance and wore on his sleeve his colors.

This was the Parade of Chivalry and I was not surprised
to see John Langton at the head of it. Decorous applause
arose from the pavilion, swelling into loud clapping that
increased and subsided intermittently during the parade.
When John Langton came opposite the pavilion he looked
over the crowd with vacant eyes, his hard mouth with-
drawn in a cruel curve; his face was darkly red. He had
led every tournament since the custom of having them had
begun; when that was I couldn’t remember, but he was
the oldest young man on the field, a perpetual bachelor
and sportsman who, it was said, had never read a book and
could hardly write a letter, who knew nothing but whisky,
horses and fox-hounds, speaking on all occasions the only
language he knew—the jargon, heightened by oaths, of the
paddock and the kennel. He was a bold and insolent man
who deemed himself an aristocrat beyond any considera-
tion for other people. I knew that his father, the squire
and our neighbor, had paid out, according to gossip, nearly
his whole estate to keep him out of trouble. As he passed
the lower end of the pavilion Cousin John Semmes said,
“Jack Langton is under the influence, but he’ll outride
anybody here.”

“He’s not as drunk as he was this morning. I saw him,
he was tight as a tick,” said Minta Lewis. “Oh, Minta,”
said Susan in a shocked tone. But a hush had come over
the crowd.

A big bay mare was giving trouble: she wouldn’t stay in
line. Her rider was trying to control her, talking to her in
an undertone. The hush of the crowd was giving way to a
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whispered mumble, for even more remarkable than the
beautiful mare was her rider, a large man with a tight
hooded mask of satin over his entire head, one side orange,
the other black, with slits for the eyes. He wore a tight
velvet jacket with white pearl buttons. I saw his buff pants
tight over his boots, and the silver spurs. In my excitement
I looked cautiously at Sister Susan. She was staring straight
ahead, and I noticed that, unlike the other girls, she wore
no colors.

The whole line of horsemen had passed before the spec-
tators and was doubling round behind the judges’ plat-
form. They were lining up for the contest. The bugler
blew three short notes. Mr. Broadacre looked up the track
and raised his hand. John Langton settled himself in the
saddle, dug in his spurs, and as his roan gelding shot out
into a lightning gallop, he leveled his lance. When he
came to the scaffold he was going at a terrific speed, but his
eyes held the vacant look, and I could see him sitting on a
fence carelessly gazing into space. He tilted the lance and
lifted the ring off the hook as if it had been a hat on a
hatrack. There was a crash of applause. Brother Semmes
among the judges raised both arms—the signal that John
Langton had won two points: he had not only removed the
ring, he had done it with perfect form. Mr. Broadacre made
a mark on his long sheet of paper.

I was so absorbed in John Langton’s spectacular per-
formance that I did not realize that the second rider had
failed to take off the ring. The next rider took it off but
the ring scraped the hook and he was given one point. The
four or five riders that followed all got one point, though
I thought that one of them should have had two until Mr.
Broadacre held up the proceedings to announce that Blue
and Green had approached the hook out of line and had
leaned so far to the side, in order to reach the ring, that
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he had removed one foot from the stirrup. It all looked
easy but now I knew why the young men practiced for the
tournament the year round. Blue and Green looked a little
dejected as he trotted his horse round into line again. He
was Lucy Sterrett’s romantic beau. I lost sight of him, and
followed idly the succession of riders who performed with
indifferent success, watching from the corner of my eye the
hooded man on the bay mare who awaited his turn far
down the line.

At last it came; I saw the glint of his spur as he turned
his heel into the mare’s flank. The light wind had died,
and the silence that fell upon the gathering was so deep
that the creak of the new saddle reached my ears. My heart
leaped into my mouth: the mare, instead of going forward,
shied to one side. I knew that I wanted George Posey to
perform better than anybody else, but I didn’t know why
nor did I even ask myself why that was so. He turned his
left wrist down, and the mare responded to the cruel curb
of the bit. There was no other curb bit on the field—an-
other difference between this mysterious rider and the
members of the Gentlemen’s Tournament Association.
The mare at last jumped forward with a speed that would
have unseated a poor rider. George Posey never lost a frac-
tion of his balance. He was glued to the saddle as if he had
grown from it as the hard gallop brought him towards the
ring.

Again I was afraid. He was out of line and I was sure
that he, like Blue and Green, would have to lean so far
that he would lose a stirrup. What happened flashed be-
fore me in less time than the intake of a breath. Instead
of tilting his lance upward, the butt under his elbow as a
fulcrum—for the lance was heavy bowdock * ten feet long—
he held it at arm’s length, perfectly balanced, and lifted

* Bois d‘arc.
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the ring off the hook so gently, going at that headlong speed,
that the hook was not disturbed the fraction of an inch: it
was as if the ring had melted into invisibility except that
the rider visibly carried it, his arm still stretched out
full length, near the point of the lance.

It was not only a great exhibition of skill, it was a feat
of strength. But there was no applause. The crowd sat
stunned. Mr. Broadacre raised both arms to signal the two
points. Brother Semmes at Mr. Broadacre’s side was star-
ing directly over my head, a smile traced faintly upon his
mouth; I knew that the scene just enacted had given him
great satisfaction; but I couldn’t look up to see how Sister
Susan had taken it. I was afraid.

I haven't said that every rider had five chances at the
ring. There were, as the afternoon wore away, some beauti-
ful performances, but nobody showed the unerring skill of
John Langton and George Posey, and they alone of the
thirty-odd contestants received two points every time. John
Langton repeated his first tilt five times to the last detail,
his eyes becoming increasingly vacant and his cheeks a
little redder. George Posey never varied a hair from first
to last. I suppose I only mirrored the excitement of the
crowd, which was too well-behaved to shout and cheer but
which shifted on the benches and talked rapidly in low
voices. I had forgotten my jealousy of George Posey and I
wanted him, my friend and Brother Semmes’, to receive
the prize as the contestants lined up before the judges.

Their backs were presented to the audience, John Lang-
ton at the extreme right, George Posey, still concealed in
his hood, at the left near the other end of the line. The
people in the pavilion could look over the heads of the
horsemen, but to see the judges, who were now about to
do their part, I had to look between the horsemen who
were in front of me.
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Mr. Broadacre stood out a little from the others at the
edge of the platform, a megaphone in one hand and in the
other a handkerchief with which he wiped his brow. He
looked pale and nervous and he turned for a whispered
moment to Brother Semmes, who shook his head em-
phatically; Mr. Broadacre, more ill at ease than ever, pre-
pared to address the crowd.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said. He closed his lips and
clamped his jaws to rearrange the tobacco juice in his
mouth. He had evidently, in his anxiety, forgotten to spit
before he rose. “Ladies and gentlemen.” He pronounced
the gen in the antique way as if it were jane. “It has been
my high privilege since the inauguration of these cere-
monies some years past to act as principal arbiter of the
contest. But first I desire to express my gratitude to you all
for consenting to be my guests. It is beyond disputation
that the chivalry of this County is unsurpassed in our State,
which in turn is unsurpassed in the world for cultivation of
the manly arts of Nimrod and of Mars—the hunting field
and the field of war, those two great”—he paused, he
gulped, and I knew he had swallowed it—*“those great and
ancient preoccupations of manhood handed on by our
English sires as eminently befitting the notice of janetle-
men.” He paused again. There was the absent look in his
face. The sound of his own voice had restored his equa-
nimity. “But if this is true of you, young janetlemen,” and
he bowed to the riders, “where shall I find the eloquence
to praise the ladies, without whom your efforts here today
in this contest were in vain? It is the ladies alone who are
the repositories, nay, the gyuardians of our virtues, it is
they, it is for them that you have achieved this brilliant
performance.” He looked uneasy for an instant, then he
shouted: “The ladies! God bless the ladies!” The men in
the pavilion applauded and the horsemen cheered.
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The speaker was now paler than he had ever been. I
wondered what the tobacco juice was doing in his stomach.
Gazing up the line, I saw John Langton. He had tossed his
lance to the ground, and sitting with one leg thrown over
his horse’s neck he was talking to a negro man, in insolent
contempt of the ceremonies. Mr. Broadacre gestured to the
crowd for their attention, moving the palm of his raised
hand before him.

“I now come to the decision of the judges.” There was
that complete hush again. “It has been a most difficult
decision, one that has taxed our judgment to the utmost.
The contest, on the part of two of the knights, has been the
most brilliant ever witnessed on this field. In the number
of points these two knights have achieved a tie in winning
the maximum. Since, in this anomaly, it is a part of our
duty to decide the tie, we have considered some of the
finer points of the respective performances of the Orange
and Black rider and the Purple and Gold.” He stopped
and surveyed the riders. “Will the Orange and Black
knight please approach the platform!”

There was a burst of applause while in the upper rows
of the pavilion people stood up to see who the Orange
and Black knight would reveal himself to be. Mr. Broad-
acre took advantage of the interval to mop his forehead
and to drink from a long glass some liquid that I thought
was colored a slight amber.

George Posey had ridden round back of the line. As he
came to the center the riders parted and swung back upon
a broken half-circle; he stood alone before the judges.

“Dismount!” said Mr. Broadacre in a military voice.

The negro man who had fixed the rings on the hook
stepped forward and took George Posey’s lance, holding
the mare as, with one swing of his right leg, he gently
dropped his big frame to the turf.
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Another man had dismounted next to George Posey.
He had moved up the line when the shifting of position
had taken place. Something like a gasp rose from the
pavilion as he moved forward directly in the path of the
Orange and Black knight. He didn’t walk around him. He
raised his hand and pushed him out of the way. With a
quick turn of his head George Posey tried to see what
had happened, but his hood must have obstructed his
vision. He pulled the hood off.

John Langton was addressing the judges.

“You goin’ to give this feller the prize?”

Mr. Broadacre’s sleepy eyes were popping out of his
head as Brother Semmes leaned to him and whispered. If
he was whispering advice, I do not know; it was not car-
ried out. George Posey took one stride towards John
Langton, his right arm extended, the palm out; he reached
around Langton’s neck and grabbed his shirt-front. He
jerked him to him, stooped, and with that one arm raised
him off the ground. Then, as if he were pitching a sack
of meal, he tossed him away into a heap. John Langton
lay on his back and I saw in his dazed face, as he tried to
rise, that he was drunk.

Scattered applause came from a few persons in the
pavilion but it had no conviction in it, and it died away.
Sister Susan was holding her handkerchief over her eyes.
Lucy Sterrett giggled, and Minta Lewis, with her tongue as
usual too big for her mouth, was mumbling in Susan’s ear,
until Susan turned impatiently and said, “Be quiet,
Minta.” I felt a hand in my shoulder. Cousin John Semmes
was leaning over the rail. “Son, there’s goin’ to be trouble.
You better tell Semmes I'll see the girls home.”

I had no time to answer him. John Langton lay in mor-
tified isolation. In the sullen droop of his mouth I could
see his humiliation at being prone on the ground; but he
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could not get up; there was nothing he could do once he
had regained his feet. George Posey gazed at him a
moment out of his cold, bland eyes, then turned and
bowed to Mr. Broadacre.

Mr. Broadacre gulped. A galvanic jerk of his Adam’s
apple signaled the swallowing of his quid. But it was no
loss of dignity. He clutched his megaphone and raised his
hand whilst John Langton got to his feet and disappeared
in a small group of men who were dismounting; they led
him around behind the judges.

“It is my privilege, sir,” began Mr. Broadacre, then
he glanced over his shoulder at Brother Semmes, who whis-
pered in his ear. “It is my privilege to announce the win-
ner of the Fairfax tournament for the year 1858. That
fortunate gentleman stands now before me—Mr. George
Posey of Georgetown who has been with us today as the
guest of our friend Mr. Semmes Buchan. I place the crown
of laurel in his hand.”

From somewhere in his rear he brought forth a small
wreath of laurel that somebody must have made a trip to
the Bull Run Mountains to get. He held it before him
triumphantly, as if it were a rabbit out of a hat. He handed
it to George Posey, who bowed again.

“We now await the winning knight’s pleasure. We are
ready to hear the name of the lady with whom he intends
to share his honors.”

George Posey moved to the edge of the platform and
spoke in a low voice. Mr. Broadacre nodded.

“Miss Susie Buchan will please rise.”

I looked around. She had not yet risen but everybody
near her had, and amid the growing applause Cousin John
Semmes stepped forward and taking her hand brought her
to her feet. She looked pale and inscrutable, and I thought:
Sister Susan is not blushing, as any other girl would, and
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I have never seen her blush. Cousin John, holding the
tips of her fingers, led her along the narrow aisle to the
end of the pavilion, down the steps, and across the track
where with a flourish of his hat he delivered the fingers
into the hand of Mr. Broadacre. That harassed gentleman
gracefully drew her up on the low platform into a chair
that had been pushed forward. With the floating motion
imparted to the female figure by the hoop skirt, she
glided backward as if she were on roller skates, and as she
sat down the expanse of the white flowered poplin col-
lapsed about her like a tent. Every curl of the vast cluster
at the back of her neck was in place and a white rose
dangled artfully from the crown of her hair.

George Posey, his face in profile, had not moved a
muscle during this ceremony: it was composure, not con-
trol. There was the vague smile about his mouth and the
too narrow eyes moved in his motionless head in order to
see, I thought, what these antic people would do next. He
lifted the wreath and stared at it as if he had not seen it
before.

Cousin John had backed off; he stood watching George
Posey. Everybody was watching him. He did not move.
Mr. Broadacre gazed at him and his mouth sagged into
that look of astonished indigestion which seemed to be
his sole emotion. He looked like a family portrait. Susan
raised her eyes casually and George Posey looked again at
the wreath, a little ruefully, and I felt that he was about
to do something ridiculous, and I think he felt it too.

He stood before her and bowed, and lifting the wreath
as Susan leaned forward to receive it, according to custom,
on her head, he hesitated, looked around him, and then
dropped the wreath into her lap. He drew himself up to
his full height and laughed!
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Susan sat a moment holding the wreath, her eyebrows
lifted, gazing at nothing. She turned her head to
Mr. Broadacre and I saw her lips move, and Mr. Broad-
acre’s mouth fell open as he stood again erect. He raised
his hand for the attention of the crowd, which had been
amazed and silent, but his gesture broke the tension, and
a loud murmur filled the air. He looked frantic and at last
he shouted in a voice that everybody heard.

“Ladies and gentlemen, ladies and gentlemen! Miss
Susie Buchan has been crowned—" he stopped to wet
his lips—‘has been—Miss Susie Buchan has been designated
the Queen of Love and Beauty! She will receive the hom-
age of her subjects!”

He faded away into the rear of the platform. Sister Susan
smiled and held her hand out to George Posey who took
it and led her to the ground. The crowd broke in all direc-
tions. Cousin John shook hands with George Posey and
kissed Sister’s hand. By the time I had got across the track
a small group had gathered round them. I stood a little
to one side. But Susan saw me. She looked very happy as
she motioned me to her.

“Lacy, there won’t be room for you with us. You go
find Uncle Lanus.”

A few steps away Will Lewis and Jim Mason were talk-
ing in low tones. Before I could answer Sister, Will ad-
dressed her.

“Susie,” he said, “the girls say they must go now. You
must excuse them.” The girls were the Langton girls,
John’s sisters; I saw them over by the pavilion talking to
Brother Semmes. “They can’t wait for you.”

“Very well, Will, and I shall excuse you too.” Her lips
tightened and the lids of her eyes flickered as the blood
left her face.
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Brother Semmes came over and was standing by Susan,
and he had opened his mouth to address George Posey
when Jim Mason said:

“Mr. Posey, I am sorry to say to you that John Langton
has asked me to deliver a message. He will meet you im-
mediately at any place you choose.”

Sister was gazing at George and he returned her look
with a glance.

“Miss Susie,” he said, “if Mr. Semmes will stay with
you for a few minutes...”

“Of course he will.” She looked at Cousin John, then
at Jim Mason. “Jim Mason, you ought to be ashamed of
yourself.”

Brother Semmes was speaking. “Jim, you leave us a
minute. I'll bring you George’s answer.”

“It won’t be necessary, Semmes,” George Posey said.
“I'll meet Langton at the upper end of the pavilion as soon
as I can get there.” I looked towards the upper end; it
was deserted; only a few people remained near the lower
end and they were leaving. Susan was paler than the hand-
kerchief she held to her mouth. She spoke to Jim Mason
again.

“Jim Mason, you know that John Langton is a scoun-
drel, he always has been.” She looked him in the eye.
“It’s because Mr. Posey is a stranger.”

Mason hung his head and ignored her. “Mr. Posey,” he
said, “the challenger, you know, does not choose the
weapon.”

“I don’t choose any,” said George Posey. “Let him bring
the whole government arsenal.” I was aware of a change
in him: his tone was casual and remote. Mason was staring
at him. “Well, Mr. Mason, are you waiting for something?”
George asked.
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Jim Mason was rubbing his hands uneasily. “I only
thought,” he said, “that you might care to choose some
less public place.”

“I don’t want a less public place,” said George Posey.
“I'd prefer the Court House yard.” Jim Mason left them.
George Posey bowed to sister, walked a few paces to his
negro, Joe, who was holding his horse, and taking from
him his hat and his blue coat started for the upper end of
the pavilion. Without a word Semmes followed, and I
backed off against the judges’ platform, slid around it.
and ran, out of sight of Susan and Cousin John, up the
track where I met Brother Semmes at the end of the
pavilion.

“Get away from here,” he said, but he went on and I
trailed him around the end of the pavilion. I ducked
under the scaffolding and lay on the ground out of sight.
George Posey was standing not twenty paces away, his
hands on his hips, staring at two men who were talking
earnestly just out of earshot down towards the lower end
of the pavilion.

I smelt the acrid smell of tobacco smoke. I turned and
saw Winston Broadacre, so near I could almost touch him,
lying on his side smoking a long cigar. Then he saw me.
“God damn,” he said. “Son of a bitch. Bastard. Say,
Buchan, cain’t you cuss? Jesus Christ.” He lay on his el-
bow gazing at me with a smirk. “You want some of it?”
“Some of what,” I said. There was a stir farther back under
the pavilion. I saw the mulatto wench I had seen earlier
with the small negro; she was lying on her back and the
boy, crouching in the grass, his eyes like fried eggs, was
grinning. “She’ll let you have it,” Winston said. “I don’t
want none,” I said.

Winston was gazing at me curiously. “Say, what you
doin’ here?” he said.
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“You'll see in a minute,” I said. “Look!” and I pointed
at George Posey, who had moved farther away but retained
his former posture. The two men had separated, one of
them, John Langton, remaining alone about thirty paces
from George Posey; he was slashing the clover with his
crop. The declining sun was full in his twitching, blood-
less face.

The other man, Jim Mason, was gesticulating to Brother
Semmes midway between the two enemies. “I know it,
Semmes,” he said, “it’s John’s fault, he started it. But why
didn’t Posey wait and challenge him?”

“Every man must do as he thinks best,” Semmes said.

“He oughtn’t t'have put Langton in a position to do the
challenging. He oughtn’t t’have embarrassed Susan by
throwing him down.”

“Jim,” said Semmes, “we’re old friends. But I'll be the
judge of that.” :

“Excuse me, Semmes.” He paused. “Won’t Posey apolo-
gize? It’s going to be mighty serious.”

“No. He won'’t apologize. Langton started it and the
apology is due from him.”

Jim Mason took from under his coat a flat black leather
case. “We might as well get them started.” He walked
towards Langton. Semmes called George Posey, and all
four of them met for the parley. They talked in under-
tones, then Mason stepped off ten paces and with his heel
drew a line in the turf. He came back and opened the case,
producing two pistols with long blue barrels. Langton
stared at them sullenly and taking one of them examined
the priming; he dropped it to his side and glared at the
turf.

George Posey as he took his weapon bowed as if he were
acknowledging a glass of water. He looked at Jim Mason.
“Do we get a practice shot?” he said. “It’s not my pistol.”
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“If you demand it,” said Mason. “It’ll bring a crowd.”

George Posey removed his hat, stooped and picked up
some dirt between his fingers, and smudged the side of
the hat. “Semmes,” he said, “put it down on the line,
please.” Semmes put it on the line that Mason had marked
off, and stepped aside. George Posey raised the pistol and
taking instantaneous aim, fired. The bullet drilled a hole
in the hat and the smudge disappeared.

“T'll reload,” said Mason.

George Posey looked at him. He moved the pistol
towards him, the smile on his mouth, but he suddenly
drew back. The smile vanished, his eyes narrowed. He
raised the pistol and tossed it in our direction. It hit the
scaffolding and bounced over my head; it lay within reach,
under the pavilion. I saw the powder stain at the muzzle.

George Posey raised his right arm and fingered his lapel.
The arm went rigid, the fingers became a fist that shot out
like a catapult. It caught John Langton on the chin. I
heard the crack like the limb of a pine breaking in the
wind. Langton fell back and as he rolled over on his face
1 saw that it was covered with blood.

I looked at the pistol lying by me in the grass, then at
Winston. “We better get away from here,” I said. The
negroes had gone. Winston grabbed the pistol and crawled
under the front of the pavilion. I didn’t see him again.

“Is he all right?” said Brother Semmes to Jim Mason
who, leaning over John Langton, was wiping the blood
from his face.

“He’ll be all right,” said Mason. He stood up and looked
George Posey in the eye. “Mr. Posey, I did not in the least
approve of Langton’s rudeness to you and it was equally
insulting to the judges.” He glanced at the prone figure.
“I never did like Langton, from the time we were boys.
But that ain’t the point.” He turned to Semmes. “Mr.
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Posey agreed to come out here and there was only one
thing to come for. Not for this.” He grimaced at the still
unconscious man, who began to flex his arms. He opened
his eyes, forced himself to a sitting posture, and stared
unseeingly at the three men. Mason seized him by the
arm and pulled him to his feet. “I'll get him home,” Mason
said. “Where’s that other pistol?” he said suddenly.

George Posey looked directly towards me and but for
the fading light he must have seen me through the tall
grass and clover. He looked at Semmes, his head back,
the glance falling at an angle from his great height. That
was the first time I ever saw George Posey look at any-
body that way, and I wanted to ask him if there was some-
thing I could do, some errand for him, something I might
perform that would lift me out of ordinary life. Brother
Semmes had caught his glance and stood irresolute. I
thought: he ought to be helping Mason with John Lang-
ton. He turned on his heel and walked rapidly in my direc-
tion. I crawled farther under the pavilion and got out on
the other side.

There was rabbit-eyed Joe. He was holding the bay mare
just where George Posey had left him.

“Who’s kilt?” he asked.

“Nobody,” I said. “Where’s Miss Susie?”

The negro did not reply but drew his lips back like a
bad dog. At the upper end of the pavilion Brother Semmes
and George Posey had just appeared. Blind Joe led the
horse towards them, and when we were all together we
started, without a word, across the meadow towards the
Broadacre house. Our walk was soundless, only the faint
thud of the mare’s feet in the clover giving us a kind of
fixture round which our senses could become regular
again. The sun was high on the distant trees of the yard.
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Around me the even light glowed in the green and I felt
it as the late chill of spring.

We went through a side gate into the yard where, of
the many vehicles that I had seen earlier, only four or five
remained. Coriolanus was sitting in his place on top of our
carriage which was drawn up by the front door. I said,
“Uncle Lanus!” He turned his head and looked away
through the trees. George Posey and Brother Semmes were
walking towards the steps, but Semmes touched George
Posey’s arm and said:

“Maybe your Joe could tell the girls we're ready.”

George Posey nodded and they came to a halt at the
foot of the steps, as Joe went towards the door. The door
opened and Mr. Broadacre followed by Cousin John
emerged, and stood on the top step. Neither of them
spoke, but Mr. Broadacre gazed at us one after another
till at last his eye rested upon Semmes.

“Well?” he said.

There was no time for Semmes to answer. Mrs. Broad-
acre came out, a white cap and faded blonde curls above
an immense middle-aged body: Sister Susan was on her
arm. They stopped just behind Mr. Broadacre, to the side,
Susan looking curiously at him, at Semmes, then at George
Posey, and I saw her take a quick breath. Cousin John
looked back at the door and I saw three girls come hur-
riedly out on to the porch and take their places on the
other side of Mr. Broadacre who now looked uneasily
about him, I thought, as if he might need to escape. These
newcomers had upset him and he lowered his eyes from the
excited faces of the two Langton girls who were each
grasping an arm of Araminta Lewis.

Mrs. Broadacre sniffied. “Henry,” she said weakly.
“Henry, get my smelling salts!”

Mr. Broadacre went over to her and took her hand,
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patting it and looking at her kindly. “Madam, I will do
nothing of the sort!” His own firmness had frightened
him, for he backed away from her and distractedly ran his
hand through his rumpled hair. He spoke in a low, plead-
ing tone. “Semmes, for God’s sake, relieve the anxiety of
all these people.”

Sister Susan pulled herself away from her hostess who
was left swaying and neglected. She clenched both hands
before her, the deep eyes lighting the pale strong face so
brightly that I thought she had a fever.

“Before anybody says anything,” she said. “Before I
know what happened I wish to say something.” She fixed
her burning eyes on George Posey. “I want you all to know
that I shall ask papa to announce my engagement to
Mr. Posey.”

It was getting dark. A light breeze rustled the leaves and
I wanted to cry, but the fixed figures before me held my
eyes and I can still see them in that tableau—a group of
ladies and gentlemen on a porch about to take leave of
one another. George Posey was the first to move. He
walked slowly up the steps to Susan and took her hand,
and still holding it led her down to where we stood, by
the carriage. He said, “My dear!” and took both her hands
and held them to his breast. He released her and turned
to Mr. Broadacre.

“I didn’t kill John Langton. I didn’t even shoot him.”
He ran up the steps and bowed to Mrs. Broadacre, and
looking at her astonished husband he said, “I must thank
you for the happiest day of my life, sir!”

He turned on his heel like a soldier and walked evenly
down the steps where he stopped and looked at Semmes
who came forward to meet him, removing his hat, and
the two men shook hands. They separated. George Posey
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opened the carriage door and handed Susan in. Semmes
looked at Minta.

“I'll just wait and come home with Will,” she said, and
led the Langton girls back into the house.

Everybody had forgotten me and I waited till the car-
riage door had closed upon Semmes, and I clambered up
on top with Coriolanus. He pointed his whip in the twi-
light towards a large coach with four horses, that I had
not noticed before.

“He’s plumb forgot that hired coach and the fancy
free nigger on top of it.”

“Yes,” I said. The gay party had been lost in the quarrel.
Coriolanus threw the whip over the heads of the grays and
we started briskly down the drive. When we came to the
gate rabbit-eyed Joe, mounted on the mare, closed in be-
hind us, leading Semmes’ black gelding. I heard the tap
of the hooves on the pike as we turned towards the Court
House. We passed the big elm where we had begun to eat
our lunch, we came to the wide place in the street where
the negroes had been and where, again, I saw the moon-
faced man and the flash of Yellow Jim’s teeth; we passed
the Court House and turning left to the edge of the
village we passed the last house. Then it was dark, and
we plunged into it.

* * *

A knock at the door opened my eyes to the light. I could
neither go to the door nor say come in, for two whole years
had been canceled out, and I was rising from bed the next
morning after the tournament until the knock had sounded
a second time and I felt in my pocket the strap that I had
found in the stable lot: those two years came back with
the image of Brother George riding away under the
cedars, and I knew all over again that my mother was
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dead. There was the crowd of people downstairs but there
was deep silence. I heard the tall clock on the landing in
the front part of the house strike two, through the floors
and partitions; I hated the sound and I wished I too had
ridden away, and I remembered, if not the words, the
meaning, then, of the motto to one of Poe’s tales: No man
need succumb to death utterly except by his own feeble
will. T felt in me a surge of immense well-being and the
desire to go to unknown realms, and then I was fright-
ened, for I had come out of the dark.

The door was open and two men stood before me.
Brother Charles came over and held out his hand. I took
it and burst into tears. He pushed me back and I sat on
the bed. Cousin John Semmes was still standing in the
door. He closed it and came forward, speaking to me
kindly, and moved over to the window and gazed out into
the yard. Brother Charles spoke.

“Lacy, it’s our duty. Why, son, they’'ve left you all by
yourself.” He took me by the arm and led me to the wash-
stand. “Wash your face,” he said.

Cousin John turned. “It’s a damned outrage,” he said
quietly.

I changed the water and dipped my face into the bowl.
Brother Charles handed me a towel. ‘“There!” he said. He
walked over to the window and folded his arms. I had not
seen him for more than a year and I had never known
him very well, nor did anybody else: he was too much like
papa. The handsomest young officer in the United States
army, everybody said, and outdone in looks only by
Colonel Lee. For some reason that was still talked about in
the family he had married Lucy Sterrett last summer after
a courtship of three weeks. At that time I saw him but
little, and before that he had been away in the West at an
army post for years; he was twenty-eight and like an
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uncle. It was Lucy’s vivacity that had captivated him, and
that was all that mother, while papa was saying nothing,
ever said about her. I suppose she had been too easily
swept off her feet, and there were people who said that
she had done the sweeping, for Brother Charles, like all
the Buchans, was conventional and unimaginative, and
could not have thought of anything so dashing as a three
weeks’ courtship. I noted his attire, a black informal coat
without waistcoat, and a low collar with a large black bow
tie—Lucy’s notion, I was sure, for all the other men would
be in dress coats. It gave him a kind of frivolous dis-
tinction, as if he had stepped out of the pages of Murger,
but it didn’t suit his formal face whose eyes alone were
sometimes capable of a smile.

“Cousin John,” he said, “we mustn’t judge him too
harshly.”

“I ain’t judging him,” said Cousin John. He walked
over to the slop-jar and spat out his quid. He poured a
glass of water, rinsed out his mouth, and spat the water
into the slop-jar. “No, I ain’t judging him, but I do say
that his conduct has been outrageous.”

“Susie ought to have made him stay.”

“She tried but couldn’t. I asked her and she didn’t an-
swer, and I knew he’d disregyarded her wishes.”

Brother Charles accepted this, indeed seemed not to
have heard it. “George Posey has done a great deal for our
family. Papa don’t know it yet. Look at what he’s done
for Semmes.”

Cousin John pursed his lips, sucking them against his
teeth; his flaccid dewlap hung lower than it had two years
ago, his eyes were redder, his hair longer and whiter, and
I wondered if his defeat in the race for Congress had aged
him, and whether Miss Maggie had anything to do with
the defeat; but I supposed not, for everywhere in Virginia
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the Union men had been elected, the Southern Rights
party having been discredited as too extreme. Cousin John
had resumed his law practice in Alexandria. His lips still
pursed, he moved his jaw up and down: I decided that he
was exercising his false teeth.

“Has it ever occurred to you,” Cousin John said, “that
George Posey makes himself felt in this family when we
make mistakes? Ain’t any question about his generosity.
He’d give the shirt off his back.”

“That’s true, Cousin John, very true. That’s what I
meant about Semmes.”

“What’s he been up to?” Cousin John sat down in a
straight chair by the window and folded his arms. “I
can’t figger that feller out—no, sir. I just can’t figger him
out.” He raised his eyelids towards Brother Charles. “I
mean George Posey, Charlie. Why, he gave a beggar ten
dollars one day this winter, old woman with starvation
sores all over her face, and he was embarrassed when he
did it! Now what do you think of that? But he won’t pay
his free labor enough to buy bacon and meal. Cap’n Corse
told me so only last week. I can’t figger him out.”
He paused as if he were about to make one more effort.
“He don’t think it’s right to own negroes. I don’t
either.” He slapped his leg. “By God, I don’t own any.
And I didn’t sell the negroes I had.”

“Has George sold any negroes?” Brother Charles spoke
in a low voice.

“He rode away from here today on the back of a bay
negro.” He watched for the effect of this on Charlie’s
literal mind; but it had none. He gazed through the win-
dow. “We were coming over here. Last summer. We
passed the prettiest stand of tobacco you ever saw, in Cyar-
ter’s big field. Why, man, every leaf was pea-green and the
light played on it like it does on a tropical sea. I called



Pleasant Hill 83

George’s attention to it. ‘Yes,” he says, ‘old Cyarter’s got it
over his whole damn farm.” Charlie, it ain’t natural for
a man not to like to see a fine stand of tobacco.”

“Cousin John, you do George an injustice. Semmes says
that George thinks tobacco is the ruination of everybody
around here, that papa showed unusual judgment in giv-
ing it up.”

“Yes. And George showed remarkable judgment last
year in buying Cyarter’s tobacco and a lot more, for a
profit of twenty thousand dollars!”

“I never knew anything about his business.”

“A Buchan understand business? You are all gentlemen.”
He laughed and leaned forward in his chair. “You may as
well say what he’s done for Semmes.”

Charlie got up and put his hands in his pockets. “I
thought you'd heard, Cousin John.” There was no reply.
Charlie looked down into the yard. “He bought those let-
ters from the Stacy woman.”

Cousin John's serene face did not move. “What Stacy
woman? Where?”

“You'd never think it of Semmes, now would you?”
Brother Charles asked it curiously as if he couldn’t be-
lieve it. “In Washington. A widow of good connections,
from New York. Not more than twenty-five, mighty pretty
and very presentable. Why, Cousin John, Semmes wanted
to marry her, if she’d had sense enough to see it; but after
she demanded money for the letters he just couldn’t,
though I believe he still wanted to. If George hadn’t put
up the money papa would have heard about it. I can’t
understand it, Cousin John.”

“Why can’t you?” the older man said. “So you don’t
see why she wouldn’t marry the boy? My God. Of course,
any woman would break her neck to marry any Buchan!”
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He stared at Brother Charles. “Tell me, did he have rela-
tions with the Stacy?”

“No, Cousin John, no, he never said, but I doubt if he
did.”

“I thought not.” He raised his voice. “Ain’t that a hell
of a thing for a gentleman to get into? By God, Charlie,
even John Langton would have more sense, and he ain’t
got half the sense Semmes has.”

He rose and walked past me towards the door.

“Let’s take the boy downstairs.” As Brother Charlie
left the window, Cousin John opened the door and held
the tarnished brass door-knob. He emitted one word:
“Letters!” He glanced at Charles who was arranging his
tie, then he addressed me.

“Lacy, I'm going to tell you a story.”

“Oh, Cousin John!” I said. I put my face in my hands.
Cousin John spoke in a kind, level voice.

“Never mind, Lacy, I'm determined to tell you this
story because you’ve got a long time to live.” He was put-
ting a new quid into his mouth, a small plug that made
a slight bulge in his left cheek. I fixed my eye upon it.
“A year or two before Mr. Clay died I saw him at the
National Hotel and he was in a temper when I was shown
into his room. He had a letter in his hand which he tossed
upon the table. He explained that a young kinsman of his
in Kentucky had written letters to a fancy woman, and he
said to me: ‘Mr. Semmes, what is getting into these young
fellows? They treat whores like ladies and ladies like
whores. They ain’t worth a damn. They do they're frig-
ging with a pen!” Cousin John rolled his quid. “Boy, you
remember that story!” He lifted his sharp eye to Charlie’s
face. “I reckon you know George Posey didn’t even go in
to pay his respects to your pa before he went away?”

He walked out of the room, and as I followed him
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Brother Charles came up behind me, put his hand on my
shoulder; I looked into his rigid face. We emerged into the
light. Only a few hours before, Brother George had rid-
den away, but it was years and several lives ago. I heard
the clump of our boots and saw the afternoon filled with
weak sun as we descended the gallery stairs.

* * *

Cousin John and Brother Charles turned into the back
parlor. I went on into the front hall and stood by the
newel post. There was somebody at my elbow. It was
Coriolanus, and he passed on to the front door, which he
swung wide, moving against it with his foot a large conch
shell to hold it to the wall. The front steps and the yard
were covered with people. Coriolanus looked at me un-
seeingly and went into the front parlor. I was about to
retreat into the back hall when I looked through the door
and saw Will Lewis shaking hands with a young middle-
aged gentleman who was examining the face of a watch
which lay in the palm of his left hand. “Half an hour,”
he said. It was Captain Corse from Alexandria. Will was
pumping his hand, up and down, in the fashion of men
in that age. “Mr. McBean is late, just got here,” he said.
A low buzz of voices drifted into the hall from the front
parlor, and raising my head to hear it, I caught the average.
scent of many flowers which is the unnatural disguise of
death.

I felt sick and I did not know where to go. There was a
rustle of silk, and Aunt Myra and Minta Lewis came out
of the parlor, leading old Mrs. Langton who with a frilled
handkerchief was dabbing the end of her nose. Aunt Myra
saw me and came over and led me by the hand into
mother’s bedroom. There were no men there, only women,
and I noticed that Mrs. Langton, as soon as she was seated,
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took out of a small reticule her knitting, to which she pro-
ceeded to give her placid attention.

I think Aunt Myra was called suddenly away: at any
rate she left me alone in the middle of the room where
I became the target of old, kindly eyes. Mrs. Langton
dropped the knitting into her lap, looked around her
alertly, and said to no one in particular.

“A motherless boy becomes an unsatisfactory husband.
My dear,” she said to Minta Lewis, who was looking out
of the window, “let the poor child sit down....Come here,”
she said to me. I stood by her chair, my hand on the faded
blue plush. “You have your ma’s eyes.” She took my
hand. “I think you’d better sit over there with Jane—is
that your name, honey?” She glanced at Jane who was
leaning stiffly against the side of the big tester bed in the
far corner of the room; but Jane only lowered her head.
“Lacy, listen to me.” She was oblivious of the other ladies.
“Mind your pa. I take a great interest in your welfare.”

“Yes, ma’m,” I said but I didn’t know what she was talk-
ing about. I had seen Miss Ginnie, as we called Mrs. Lang-
ton, many times since the “trouble” between John and
Brother George; the families were as intimate as ever, the
Langtons never having mentioned it to any of us, assum-
ing that John’s behavior had better be ignored because it
could not be defended; we, for our part, and papa espe-
cially, were glad to accept that view, since John Langton’s
boorishness on that now famous occasion had left Brother
George’s conduct in a better light than it would have
deserved had his opponent been an honorable man. These
reflections had no place in my sensations of that room and
that time: as I stood by Mrs. Langton I saw familiar faces
—the fat Mrs. Broadacre and her three daughters with the
vague eyes of their father; Minta Lewis, now sitting on an
ottoman by the window, showing to a little boy a picture



Pleasant Hill 8%

book that I had become tired of—Picturesque Niagara—
one of the Broadacre grandchildren, I suppose—he seemed
tolerant of Minta’s simple delight in the pictures; and old
Mrs. Gunnell, her face a mass of wrinkles, holding a black
ear-trumpet to first one ear and then the other but usually
at the wrong ear to catch the talk; and there was Brother
George’s mother, Aunt Jane Anne, we now called her, and
her old maid sister, Miss Milly George Gibson who had
lived with her ever since the death of old Mr. Posey years
before.

Aunt Jane Anne was a little old lady, not really old, but
nearly sixty, whose features, tied up in a knot by her
nose, bore an expression of sustained surprise: she had not
spoken since I had come into the room. I was wondering
how she had taken her son’s departure, whether indeed
she knew he had gone, when she spoke to Mrs. Langton.

“We’'d better return this evening, thank you. I can’t
be away overnight.” She spoke in a low, sweet voice. “We'd
really have to stay with Susie and the poor major. But Milly
George and 1, both of us really do thank you for wanting
us. I declare, I don’t know what people would do with-
out kindness.” She inclined her head gently, then sank into
her chair as if she were frightened by the boldness of her
speech.

Mrs. Langton nodded her head and smiled. She pushed
me from her and cast her eyes towards Jane, who had not
moved an inch. Jane’s eyes were still lowered but her face
held the glow that no child’s face can achieve, and I noticed
the regular rise and fall of her bosom as a hand touched
my shoulder and I turned to look into the face of Lucy
Sterrett. .

“You poor lamb,” Lucy said, and she stroked my head.
I felt my legs shake and I knew, when she held me close,
that now she was married to my brother I was more afraid
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of her than ever. She was always putting her hands upon
me and saying she would have a boy just like me some
day. While she held me I saw the holes in the skin of her
neck and the light brown hair under her ears. I was
humiliated, and because I would be a gentleman when I
grew up I did not know whether I ought to notice her skin
and hair and the unfixed mouth, or to think twice about
the weak, cold hands that touched my cheek and made it
burn.

“Now stay right there, Lacy.” She went to the mantel
where she lifted out of a Dresden vase about half of a
large cluster of violets. She shook the water from the stems.
Jane moved on the bed and opened her wide eyes, and
Lucy went to her and thrust the violets into her passive
hands, closing the fingers upon the stems. She pushed Jane
to the middle of the room where I was standing, I think,
with my fascinated eyes not upon Jane but upon the vio-
lets and the white wrist under them. Lucy said to the
room:

“They were Mother Buchan’s favorite flowers.” Her tone
was assertive, but meeting no resistance she continued. “It
will be something for you to remember, Lacy, the last thing
you did for your poor mother.” She pulled Jane brusquely
by the arm and said to me, “Come!”

As Jane followed Lucy she gave me over her shoulder
a glance, appealing and scared, and I decided that I would
follow her anywhere, and the ritual in which I was about
to participate became an heroic quest. I was conscious of
my hands and feet as carefully, with such concentration
that I might have been walking upon eggs, I followed Lucy
and Jane into the hall, where an impulse seized me and I
whispered: “Sister Lucy, wait a minute.”

I ran back into the room and going behind the door
I took from my pocket the old strap and dropped it upon
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the floor out of sight, feeling great relief to be rid of that
indecorous thing. I came from behind the door and I
heard Mrs. Langton say:

“Lucy Sterrett never had the sense the Lord gave a
goose.”

Aunt Jane Anne raised her head with a sweet smile, her
lips parted for speech, but getting from the expression
on Miss Ginnie's face the force of her remark, she fell
back into her chair like a crushed paper sack. I became
aware of Miss Milly George’s eyes which were fixed upon
me in a misty stare. In her gaze there was something secret_
and penetrating; and in the working mouth, framed by the
almost white curls under her black coal-scuttle bonnet,
there was a force wonderfully alive! I had a vision of her
peeping from behind a door into a dark hall.

“Well, now,” she said in a high voice, “ain’t the boy
flesh of his mammy'’s flesh and bone of her bone, and all?”

There was motion over by the side window and Minta
Lewis came to me, and saying, “Lacy, I'll just go too, she
looks so sweet,” pushed me ahead of her into the hall
where we followed Lucy and Jane into the front parlor.

Lucy and Minta left us at the threshold and walked with
even steps to the coffin. They looked down into it with
their heads held primly back. At the near end of the
coffin, by the heaped flowers, sat Uncle Armistead dozing
in his chair, his big soft black hat lying between his feet
and his head sagging into his long white beard; I glanced
from his little negro, squatting behind the chair with an
empty toddy glass before him on the floor, to the tuft of
gray bristles on the side of his thin, hooked nose—an evil-
looking mark, and I heard a voice out of the long past: at
the age of ten he cursed God and his faithful wife gave
up the ghost in her twenty-sixth year. The odor of the
banked flowers grew stronger. In the corner beyond the



9o The Fathers

coffin old Lucy Lewis sat in a low rocker, black crepe tied
around her head and round her shoulders a decent black
shawl; Coriolanus stood by her, his hands folded over his
stomach. I had no doubt that called away they had re-
turned to those postures time and again. At last I gazed at
the long black repose of my mother: it rested upon wooden
trestles between the two front windows, against the white
wall, under the fading portrait of my grandfather who
stared into the far distance with dropsical eyes.

A long ray of sun, stretching from the window, threw
upon the white mantel across the room a crazy trapezoid:
it was a turbulent sunbeam and I watched the motes eddy
into the shade, and into the light, then into the mysterious
shade where they were lost. In the dim far end of the
room, near the door into the back parlor were people talk-
ing in an undertone. Captain Corse, the man who had
looked at his watch, held his chin in one hand whilst he
nodded his head. .

“She just looks asleep,” Lucy said to Minta.

Uncle Armistead opened his eyes. “Hanh?” he said.

“Nothing, Cousin Armistead,” said Minta. She leaned
over the coffin, putting one hand upon the upturned lid.
She pursed her thick lips and blinked her round, opaque
eyes. “Folks are mighty funny about dead people.” It was
a whisper into Lucy’s ear. “Cousin Sally don’t look dead.
I think she looks real pretty.”

Lucy had moved the glass covering. She turned towards
me. I looked into her flighty blue eyes and felt that now
for the first time I wanted her to touch me, to hold me
close to her until I felt nothing of that room, which should
be transformed into a dark and secret place all my own.
She came to me and put her arm around my shoulders, and
with the other hand gathered to her Jane Posey, leading
us up to my mother. Minta stood away to make place for
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us. Jane was looking down at the violets in her hand. She
suddenly held them out to me and I took them, under-
standing what I must do, and marveling that she had
known all along.

I looked into the coffin. The right arm rested upon the
bosom, the fingers not quite touching the small oval
portrait of my father that lay on her breast. I stuffed the
violets between the thumb and unyielding fingers, and I
marked the dark luster of eyelids in a sweet face that I
had never seen before.

As I stepped back, turning to face the cold room, I felt
a hand touch my hand: it was Jane. She gave it a little
tug, to lead me away. I halted and gripped her hand. I
could not move.

Sister Susan was standing at the door, and I noted her
right arm which she held over her bosom as mother was
holding hers: her eyes were blazing, but not at us. She
was looking at Brother Semmes who from the center of the
room stared at Jane Posey with astonished eyes, his fore-
finger pressed against his nose, one foot advanced. Susan
shifted her gaze to Jane, and I saw the color in Jane’s face
as the fire went out of Susan’s eyes: she looked at the child
with pity, and, turning, disappeared into the hall.

Jane dropped my hand and started towards the door
where Brother Semmes met the child and led her slowly
out of the room. I think this was the desperate moment of
my life. Later I faced greater terrors, but I was ready for
them; for this I had no preparation. What could I, a boy, do
to win a girl, now almost a woman, from the attentions of
my dearest brother? I had been snared, bound, and de-
livered into the future. The unrecognizable woman lying
in the box, for whom I had performed the meaningless
rite, was, to those foolish girls, dead in a completeness of
death that gave them an ease before it. I could not face
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that death. For me my mother had merely ceased to exist
and the guilt that I had felt earlier in the day dropped from
me. What good man does not feel that he has been in at
the death of a beloved one? I could not feel it, and I was
not good, but I knew none of this then, understanding it
with the body, not the mind, and I acted out my under-
standing when, hating Lucy’s latest embrace as we left the
parlor, I saw with excitement the face of George Posey in
the shadows of the back hall.

When he had come back and why, I did not learn till
later, for I was relegated again to the bedroom and the old
ladies: Lucy had pushed me into the room and disap-
peared, and I was well rid of my cousin Minta. Jane had
taken up her former position at the edge of the bed so
exactly that I had to look at her a second time to make
sure that she had ever left it. This time I walked straight
to her and sat at her side. The old ladies were talking but
I heard the rising bustle in the hall; I saw Coriolanus
enter the front door, followed by Tim Lewis, Henry Jack-
son, and three other negro men, all in black coats and
white collars; they stopped in the hall. Cousin John Sem-
mes and Captain Corse were talking to Coriolanus
at the threshold; the old negro wagged his head sorrow-
fully and turned again into the house.

Jane slipped her hand into mine and gazed at me out
of her doe-like eyes. I acknowledged to myself her protec-
tion. “We can’t play,” she had said to me that morning;
and I thought now she would never play again. For me she
had achieved that privacy of person which meant that she
was a woman, but marvelously different from other women
because she remained in my world where I could reach her:
as we sat on the high bed and my legs and feet grew numb
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and her hand burned in mine, I was conscious of an even
greater power than boyish love. It was a force that I could
not and cannot now understand, and I see now as then I
saw, there in the front parlor, the fury of Susan’s glance,
the astonished, mask-like trance of Semmes’ gaze, and the
extraordinary courtesy of his leading the child away. There
are scenes that last a lifetime and remain the keys to the
mystery of life: this was one of them but it survives for me
through no act of understanding on my part, no judgment
of motives. The meaning of what happens to us is never a
phrase but lies rather in its own completeness, and the
completion of that scene was the glimpse I had got of the
presiding face of George Posey in the hall.

I have said that the big tester bed stood in the far corner
of the room: by the head of the bed, where I could almost
reach out and touch it, was a door leading into a small cabi-
net, my mother’s dressing room. Nobody had been in it for
two days. The door was open about an inch, and I rose to
close it, but, my hand on the knob, I opened it wider, and
turning to make sure that I was not observed by the old
ladies, I looked at Jane. She got up and followed me
through the door, which I closed without sound, and we
were alone in the little room.

I stood a moment in the middle of the floor. A small
mahogany dressing table filled the end of the narrow
closet. A bracket on each side of the mirror held a candle-
stick, but the candles were missing, and a dirty yellow
stalactite hung from each bracket. At the other end of the
closet was a dresser; one of the drawers was half open and
a piece of red silk spilled over upon the floor and partly
covered a white satin slipper.

I had forgotten Jane and I was saying to myself that I
had to go, I had to go, over and over, but I saw her stand-
ing against the wall by the door, her eyes wide and expres-
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sionless, her hands at her sides, and I said to myself, Son,
I've got to go, Son, I've got to go, and I saw myself a big
man in black broadcloth saying in a whisper to a lovely
girl: I've got to do it, I've got to. I went to her and pt
my hand on her arm.

She moved her eyes to mine and I kissed her on the
mouth but her face remained without expression, her arms
limp, and I kissed her again, childishly without lingering,
and said, “Jane, do you love me?” She looked at the floor.
I came as near to her as I could, putting one arm around
her, and as I kissed her cheek I laid my hand on her bosom.
She said, “Don’t, Lacy,” but she turned her face to me and
I kissed her again, and it was different. I was afraid of her
as I was afraid of Lucy Sterrett, but I had done this thing
myself and I could not break away from her as I could
from Lucy. I had been driven into a fence corner and I
had to jump over to the other side.

She said, “Do you want me to be your sweetheart, Lacy?”

“And never anybody else’s,” I said. She took a deep
breath, and was leaning her forehead against my cheek,
when the door opened.

My back was turned but I knew who it was. There was
a pause, and Sister Susan closed the door behind her. At
the sound of the door closing I left Jane and turned
around. Jane was still standing against the wall, looking
precisely as she had a few moments before, her liquid eyes
fixed upon space and the ruffles of her pantalettes cover-
ing the tops of her red button shoes. Susan was looking
at her with the cold compassion I had seen in her eyes
when Semmes had led the child out of the parlor. Then
she looked at me.

“Lacy, I want you to stay here. You come out in a min-
ute.” She took a step towards Jane.

In that strong, harassed face there was a flash of humor
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as she said to both of us, or rather I think to nobody
really: “Excitement and propinquity!” She rearranged the
ribbons of Jane’s bonnet and stepped back to inspect her.
“Jane, honey, you ought to have stayed at home.”

Jane lowered her submissive eyes. “Yes'm,” she said.
The luster of her face and the secrecy that I had sensed in
her body there on the bed fell away from her and she was
a child again. A tear ran down each cheek. “I want ma to
take me home.” She recoiled from Susan and backed up
against the wall but Susan took her hand and led her to the
door where they went out without giving me a glance. The
door closed with a faint click of the latch.

I do not know what the emotion was that seized me. I
suddenly felt calm. I went to the half open drawer and
was about to open it all the way, when I took the slipper
from the floor and examined curiously the fine cross-
stitches worked by hand round its top. Still holding the
slipper I gathered up the end of the silk dress, which I
saw was a petticoat that mother had worn not a month ago,
and I buried my face in the folds and drew my breath from
the soft odors.

All this could not have lasted more than a few minutes,
yet it seemed a day and I wanted it to be longer, for at
the end, when I should get up from the floor, I knew ob-
scurely there would be something that I did not want to
face. I was aware of my cold hands and my hands are cold,
now, after fifty years.

After fifty years I can do nothing about it nor could I
have done otherwise than I, a boy of fifteen, did then—
holding the end of a petticoat and a wrinkled slipper till
I desired to see Jane again so desperately that my hand
shook. I saw her standing over me, in these grown-up
clothes, the small feet in the satin slippers and an edge of
red below her hoops, but the hands were not hers, the
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wide gold band on the long left ring-finger being too fa-
miliar; the delicate blue veins above the knuckles were on
my mother’s hand. So my mother, I thought, had been like
that too, and I was terrified as the smell of the petticoat
blotted out the room.

In the chamber the ladies were on their feet. Jane was
standing between her mother and her aunt, Miss Milly
George, whose eyes could not focus upon you and whose
head jerked aimlessly, like a chicken pausing alertly be-
tween scratches. The only other people I could see were
Miss Ginnie and some ladies I either didn’t know or knew
slightly. I knew what they were on their feet for, and panic
seized me lest I should miss it: in the home of my child-
hood I felt the dread of a small boy who has strayed away
at a carnival and is torn between fear of being lost and
desire to see what is there. The immense length of that
day had disembodied all its reality, and my mother had
been dead longer than I could imagine. I kept my eyes
upon Jane but she would not look at me and I burst into
tears of self-pity.

Miss Milly George twitched her nose and touched me
with her skinny hand. “I always say it’s harder on chillun
than anybody, with their helplessness and all.” But she
wasn’t saying it to anyone. “Save your tears for the death
of your mother is what I always say.”

That brought me around; I stared at her and I won-
dered where in her secret being she really was. Miss Gin-
nie had heard the remark.

“Well, Miss Gibson,” she said, “that’s just what he’s
saved them for—the death of his poor mother.” She pushed
me towards the door into the hall but we halted before a
group of men. Captain Corse came forward and shook
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hands with Miss Ginnie, followed by my brothers: Charles
spoke to no one but Semmes came over and asked the
Posey ladies if they would come with him. There were
many feet sounding in the hall and I caught the effortless
penetration of Mr. McBean’s Presbyterian voice rising
above the low talk: “The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh
away.” At that moment Dr. Cartwright, the Episcopal rec-
tor, papa’s spiritual adviser from the glebe near the Court
House, stood in the door: the stiff reversed collar and the
black pleated clerical shirt were correct enough, but I
gazed at the round red face, the batting eyes, and the wide
generous mouth of a pleasant worldling. He was papa’s
great friend—*the kind of pastor a gentleman can talk to.”
Papa liked Mr. McBean well enough and because of mother
had given generously to his church, but he said that “Mc-
Bean ought to carry a pillow around with him” because
he was always ready to drop to his knees to start praying.

Dr. Cartwright looked over his shoulder, and papa ap-
peared and came into the room on his arm. I have brought
this scene into the mind’s eye for many years, and I can-
not believe that everybody there saw papa come in. Yet
his quiet entrance had silenced them like a pistol shot. I
started to run to him but something in his bearing for-
bade what at no other time would have been a liberty. I
believe that not even God would have dared any famili-
arity with papa. I simply felt that this was not the time
to ask for his sympathy by running to him, by reminding
him of my own shaken self: his sympathy could not fail,
and that was all the greater reason for not asking it then.—
Mr. Cartwright’s arm was through his. Papa stood a little
advanced, his free hand resting on the knob of his dress
cane, an ebony stick gold-headed. His long black coat was
wrinkled but he stood erect with all his six feet: as my
eyes moved up his person I was startled by his almost
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snowy hair falling at the sides to his shoulders. It was only
later that I knew the mystery of that surprise. I had not
seen papa for the whole two years of that interminable day,
and I had denied, no less than mother’s life, his own, be-
cause I had allowed him just as much life as my excitement
about Brother George would permit.—He moved his head
in the high choker collar and surveyed the room with
calm gravity. The old gentleman was crushed but in his
sorrow he knew what everybody else was feeling, and in
his high innocence he required that they know it too and
be as polite as he.

He turned his head to Mr. Cartwright, disengaged his
arm, and walked slowly over to Miss Ginnie. He took her
left hand and held it a moment, and bending over a little
he kissed her on the forehead.

“Madam, I am obleeged to you for your kind offices,”
he said. Miss Ginnie, holding me a little closer.to her and
looking at papa with sad, intelligent eyes, said nothing.
Papa moved his glance towards me. ““Son, I've been look-
ing for you. I haven’t heered from you all day.” He ran
his long fingers through my hair, then took my hand and
held it. He straightened up and surveyed the room as if he
were a speaker greatly at his ease or alone in a room look-
ing for a book that he had mislaid.

“I hope I have not neglected any of our friends,” he
said. He gazed about him, and looking a little surprised
he bowed. “How-d'ye-do, ma’'m,” he said to Mrs. Broad-
acre.

She came to him and putting her fingers on the hand
that held the knob of the cane, lifted her face and pecked
him on the cheek. “Major, you know Sally was my dearest
friend. We just couldn’t get here sooner. Henry was de-
tained.” She looked uneasy. “I think Henry is out in the
yard.”
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“No, ma'm, he’s been with me.” Papa’s eyes drooped and
held a brief flicker of amusement. “He’s been with me and
he needed a little cheering up.”

With a final glance at Mrs. Broadacre he turned his
head and rested his gaze upon the Posey ladies. With de-
liberation he took a few steps and stood before Aunt Jane
Anne. He held out his hand and she rose and timidly gave
him hers.

“Mistress Posey, it was mighty brave of you ladies to
undertake this long journey.” He turned to Miss Milly
George. “Miss Millicent, my respects to you too. I know
Mpyra and Susan have arranged for you all to stay the
night at least.”

“I declare, major, you country folks are mighty kind
and all. Mrs. Langton asked us to stay with her and all
but we mustn’t do that.”

“Yes, Major Buchan,” said Aunt Jane Anne, “that’s so.
We must get back to Georgetown. Why, there’s nobody
with the servants and you know how it is with servants in
a town. Then there’s Brother Jarman. He's been mighty
poorly. I'm poorly too.”

Her mouth was still open to speak, but she seemed un-
able to find the words. I had never seen Mr. Jarman Posey,
George’s uncle, and I believe that none of our family had
seen him. He lived in the Posey house in a remote room
and communicated with the family through the servants.
Aunt Jane Anne’s lips, still parted, fluttered a little, and
a shy, injured expression shone in her gentle eyes. I
glanced quickly at Brother Semmes. He was staring
placidly at Aunt Jane Anne. I looked at Jane, and I could
not look again at Semmes, but I wondered if he had
noticed that neither of the Posey ladies had said a word
about mother or had expressed any eoncern for papa’s
bereavement.
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“Come here, child,” papa said to Jane. “Come to your
old uncle Lew.”

Jane obediently came forward and papa bent over and
kissed her ear. A few grains of dandruff fell from the white
hair to his shoulders.

“She’s a pretty young un,” he said to Aunt Jane Anne.
“A perfect little beauty—and she ain’t so little, madam,
now. It won’t be long, it won’t be long!”

Miss Milly George cocked her head. “I always say the
child was Janie’s afterthought. Why, Janie, you know
you're old enough to be the child’s grandmother and all.
And all.”

There was a scraping of feet on the bare floor, the first
sound I had heard since papa entered the room. Papa
smiled at Aunt Jane Anne while he addressed Miss Milly
George.

“No, no, Miss Millicent, your sister is just old enough
to be a dashing widow, a very dashing widow, ma’m,” and
he bowed to Aunt Jane Anne.

“Major,” said Aunt Jane Anne, “it don’t make any dif-
ference about the long journey.” She looked gentle and
weary, and I saw Miss Ginnie raise her eyebrows as if to
say: Has she still got that on her mind? She went on:
“We just felt so sorry for poor Susie and you know I do
believe Susie herself felt sorrier for my George than she
did for herself. George was mighty broken up, I tell you.
Why, he—"

She took a deep breath and fell back into her chair,
looking around her with startled eyes. Everybody was look-
ing at her. Semmes was rubbing the side of his nose, look-
ing covertly at papa.

“I haven’t seen our George today, ma’m,” papa said. He
turned and looked around him, and drawing his free hand
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to his breast he inclined his head and moved towards the
door. He stopped half-way. He looked at me.

“Son, you will come with me.” I went to him and he
took my hand and led me out into the hall.

Now I felt nothing, yet the moment had come that all
this waiting had been for, but it was lost in each new move-
ment, each new step into our places in the melancholy pro-
cession. There was of course no one moment that it was all
leading up to, and that piece of knowledge about life,
learned that day, has permitted me to survive the disasters
that overwhelmed other and better men, and to tell their
story. Not even death was an instant; it too became a part
of the ceaseless flow, instructing me to beware of fixing
any hope, or some terrible lack of it, upon birth or death,
or upon love or the giving in marriage. None of these
could draw to itself all the life around it or even all the
life in one person; not one of them but fell short of its
occasion, warning us all to fear, not death, or love, or any
ecstasy or calamity, but rather to fear our own expectancy
of it, good or ill, or our own lack of preparation for these
final things.

I had to learn this: papa, leading me by the hand into
the yard to take his place at the rear of the coffin, behind
the six negro pallbearers, had no need to learn nor even
to understand it, for to him there could have been nothing
whatever to understand.

That was why, as we stood there, he could leave his place
and go to old Lucy Lewis, who waited respectfully to one
side, and take her brown hand to lead her into the line,
and make her take her place ahead of us just behind the
body of her mistress.

I looked about me, anxious to start, in the foolish de-
lusion that people were looking at me. Over beyond the
garden I saw Uncle Armistead walking towards the grave-



102 The Fathers

yard, leaning on his gnarled stick, his white beard and hair
blown by the breeze. The colored boy followed him,
stopped as his master stopped, at intervals, to rest, holding
in his hand his master’s wide black hat.

Except Coriolanus the negroes were stout men but they
had been holding their burden too long, and I saw Captain
Corse and Cousin John, who stood with the two ministers
in front of the coffin, look over our heads at the front
door. It seemed long but presently Brother Charles and his
Lucy came out and walking around the people near them
came to us, and waited behind papa. But Cousin John was
still looking at the door.

Near the door people were making way and Sister
Susan stood at the threshold, a black shawl gathered at the
neck, her head covered with a heavy black straw hat from
which fell a veil concealing her eyes and nose and mouth.
In the crowd on the porch she could not see us but at last
she lowered her head and came down the steps. The man
who came out of the door after her was not George Posey.
It was Brother Semmes.

She took papa’s arm and I fell back and waited by
Semmes who stared at Susan’s back with his usual signs of
agitation, shifting from one foot to another and rubbing
his long, humorous nose.

Then the procession started, slowly at first and I sup-
pose we kept a slow even pace for all the two hundred
yards up the ridge, past the garden wall, the abandoned
well, the gooseberry thicket, to the three big chestnut
trees and the low brick wall of the graveyard. We were
there so quickly I thought we must have flown. We fol-
lowed the coffin through the open gate and stood before
a long wooden bench set for the immediate family before
the open grave. We sat down and looked straight ahead.
Our friends and cousins stood outside the graveyard along
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the wall at our backs. The servants of the family and others
from neighboring farms lined the wall to the right of the
white people, forming a semi-circle around the burying.

I fixed my eye with careful concentration upon a glisten-
ing spade upon which Johnson, one of the grave-diggers,
was leaning by the big chestnut that shot up out of the
graveyard beyond the grave; in the corner of my eye I saw
Mr. Higgins, near that negro, squatting and turning his
hat round and round by its brim. His thin hair was neatly
brushed over his high, flat forehead. Then I felt a hand
on my shoulder.

It was Aunt Myra. She must have been delayed. With-
out looking I seemed to know that the bench was full: I
was at one end by sister, so I got up and gave my place
to my aunt, who said, “Thank you, honey,” and sat down.
I went towards the negroes and sat upon the edge.of a
recumbent tomb, a big stone slab. There was another just
like it by its side. Uncle Armistead was kneeling by it,
his elbows resting upon it in the attitude of prayer. His
boy sat on the wall.

I was aware that Mr. McBean’s voice had been sound-
ing and sounding—I didn’t know when it had begun, and
it went on and on. I was at the end of the tombstone and
my eye ran down the inscription that Mr. McGovern had
assigned to me as a punitive lesson earlier that year. I
knew it by heart but like counting sheep in the middle
of the night I spelt out every word, one after another.

MEMORI MARGARETAE NATAE FILIAE CORBIN
LEWIS GENEROSI ET UXORI FIDELI JOHANNI
BUCHAN MEDICI GENEROSI : ET NEPTIS
GEORGII WASHBURN DUCIS : AETERNITATE -
AESTIMATA IN PACE REQUIESCAT INGENUA

BORN SPOTSYLVANIA COUNTY JUNE 3, 1754 O. S.
DIED FAIRFAX COUNTY DEC. 10, 1806 N. S.
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Uncle Armistead suddenly said in a loud voice 4-men but
the interminable prayer continued into supplications for
the divine mercy upon papa, sister, my brothers called by
name, the servants, myself the motherless boy and at last
the President of the United States who for some reason
had suffered a loss. 4-men muttered Uncle Armistead and
I thought how easily the old gentleman keeps company
with his father’s grave. He leaned upon the slab as if it
were the back of a pew. I raised my eyes to the six lugubri-
ous pall-bearers lined up on the far side of the open grave.
Coriolanus, his fingers interlaced, was nodding his bowed
head.

A-a-men, shouted Mr. McBean in a minor key, and there
was a faint shuffle in the crowd as he retired a few steps to
the rear, the flesh round his high, lean cheekbones flushed
from his exertion. Dr. Cartwright advanced to the end of
the coffin, his fat forefinger marking a place in his prayer-
book. His placid gaze ranged over the congregation; he
dropped his eyes as if for a moment of silent prayer.

I looked again at Uncle Armistead: he was wiping his
face with a coarse linen handkerchief, his eyes, old and
vague, lifted towards Dr. Cartwright. I thought it remark-
able that he and I, a nephew young enough to be his
great-grandson, should be bound back, should be held in
religion as I should say it now, to the long message of the
dead. He prayed upon his father’s tomb and I malingered
stupidly upon his mother’s grave. I found myself tracing
the branches on the Tree of Life at the top of a small
upright stone: the fine lines of foliage swayed over to one
side in mournful abandon, stylized and looking like well-
brushed hair.

Ah lovely appearance of death
No sight upon earth is so fair
Not all the gay pageants that breathe
Can with dear Molly compare
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Molly Buchan the sister I had been born too late to see,
dead of a cold draft. A strip of damp lichen covered the
third verse but I knew it all by rote, knew that papa had
composed the lines and had stood over Henry Jackson tell-
ing him how to chisel the letters upon the freestone....
Why did Dr. Cartwright talk differently from Mr. McBean
... His words were different, he seemed to be just a
voice, in the ore rotundo of impersonality, no feeling but
in the words themselves. I stared at his round face.

“Behold I shew you a mystery: we shall not all sleep,
but we shall all be changed, in a moment, in the twinkling
of an eye, at the last trump; for the trumpet shall sound
and the dead shall be raised incorruptible...” There was
a woodpecker at his work high in the chestnut tree. I
lowered my face into my hands... “For this corruption
must put on incorruption and this mortal shall have put
on immortality...”

In the silence the woodpecker savagely jabbed the high
limb, rapidly like a riveting hammer, as Mr. McBean
came forward and said we should now sing Rock of Ages.
A wavering cry went up and the negro men, three on each
side of the grave, tugged at the ropes and the coffin be-
gan its perilous descent. I saw the black edge sink below
the clods as the hymn ended, and the negro men toss the
rope-ends into the grave and stand back in respectful pos-
tures. A long thin note hung in the air Let me hide myself
in thee, and the two grave diggers, their black arms bare
and glistening, came forward and with rapid, sure scoops
turned the rusting earth back into the grave. I heard with
wonder the crash of the first clods, then, as the work went
on, the muffled thud of earth upon earth.

Then they stood away from their work, and old Cori-
olanus came forward with a flowery pall and carefully
fitted it over the mound. When he had risen, papa rose
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and went to him and took him by the hand and with his
left hand touched the old negro’s shoulder. He turned
back to face the family, his lips softly compressed; the
family got up from the bench and followed him out
through the gate between the rows of relations and friends,
and the procession returned upon itself, whither it had
begun.

I was at Aunt Myra’s side, but when we came opposite
the garden I broke away and getting out of sight behind
the garden I ran to the back of the house in order to be
there first. On the lower back gallery at the door into the
back hall, I stopped. What had I been running for? I
pushed the door open and tip-toed through the hall to the
door of the chamber, which was open, ran in and, reach-
ing behind the door, picked up the old strap. As I got
up I was startled. Old Mrs. Gunnell sat in mother’s chair,
her eyes closed; a fly was running up and down her nose.
I held my breath. She moved her head and with relief I
stuffed the strap into my pants pocket and went quietly out
into the hall.

I looked into the hollow front parlor but avoided it. I
went through the hall to the door into the back parlor.
It was open, and directly across the room lay Mr. Broad-
acre on the long horsehair sofa, breathing stertorously,
one hand dangling limp upon the bare boards. Sniffing,
I caught the fumes at that distance. I entered the room.

George Posey was standing in the far corner by the
window, looking towards the garden at the returning
mourners. Outside the sun was high on the trees and the
room was a soft shadow in which I could see the handsome
profile of my brother against the fading light of the win-
dow. He had not seen me; so I touched a chair, shoving
it gently a few inches upon the floor.

He turned his head and stared at me inquiringly. I
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waited for him to speak but he said nothing, only stared,
and I wanted to leave him but I could not. I fingered
the back of the chair.

“Well, you came back, didn’t you, Brother George?” I
couldn’t help it, it was not malice; yet the devil moved
my tongue.

His eyes narrowed. “Yes. I came back.” He turned again
to the window. He put his thumb under his chin and with-
out looking at me or moving in the least he said, “I can’t
even remember their names.” He turned to me once more.
“I meet them but I don’t know who they are,” he said with
a rising voice. “And by God they’ll all starve to death,
that’s what they’ll do. They do nothing but die and marry
and think about the honor of Virginia.” He rammed his
hands into his pockets and shouted: “I want to be thrown
to the hogs. I tell you I want to be thrown to the hogs!”

Mr. Broadacre suddenly sat up and rubbed his eyes.
*“Has somebody been speaking?” he said.

Brother George gave him a swift glance, then said to me:
“Come here, Lacy.” I went to him and looking into his
face, which had been dim from across the room, I saw in
it what can only be called fear.

“Lacy,” he said in a whisper, “I am not well today. I
tried to go through with it, I tried. But I couldn’t.” He
said to me what he had said so many times, but this time
without the smile, and his face was white. “You’re my
friend, Lacy boy.”

I heard the sound of a stick on the floor. Uncle Armi-
stead, his hat on his head, stood in the door.

“Hanh?” he said. He looked at Mr. Broadacre. “Aye
God, I told Susie I wa'n’t going to sleep in no upstairs
room.” He squinted his weak eyes at Mr. Broadacre. “Now
ain’t that a cur’ous thing. I thought that janetleman was
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Lew.” He blinked his eyes at Brother George. “Who’s
that, son?” he said to me.

“He’s Brother George,” I shouted. “You know, Uncle
Armistead, SUSIE’S HUSBAND.”

“Hanh?” he said. “George you say. Hanh? Had a nig-
ger named George once. Best nigger I ever had. Died of
cholera.” He went to the sofa, and bowing to Mr. Broad-
acre, sat down by him. He sighed. “He means George
Posey, I reckon. Old Rozier’s boy. Well, Rozier Posey
ain’t been dead longer'n he needs to be.” He laughed a
thin cackle.

I shouted in his ear: “George is in this room, Uncle
Armistead.”

“Hanh?” he said.

Cousin John came in and glancing at George, turned
his back and went to the the other window by the sofa.
Then I saw papa.

He surveyed the room and I noticed that his eyes rested
an instant longer upon Brother George than upon any-
body else. He walked to the fireplace and placing his cane
in the ingle, turned round.

“Henry,” he said to Mr. Broadacre, “you’re feeling
better but you’re feeling none too well. You and your lady
are staying for supper. Now don’t discuss it.”

He was about to sit down; his hands were on the arms
of his chair; but he pushed himself up again. Without
looking at Brother George, who was still at the window
where the twilight was shutting out our world, papa
went to the high mantel and striking a match in the back
of the cold fireplace, lit a candle. He held the match burn-
ing with an oily blue flame, then tossed it into the fite-
place. I smelt the sulphur. He looked up at the candle and
turned away, and went over to Brother George.
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“Son, I am glad to see you,” he said. He extended his
hand and I thought it would stay there, stretched out, for-
ever, but at last George swiftly and awkwardly put out his
hand, and the two men faced each other a long instant.

The candle-light was at papa’s back but it shone full and
fitfully upon Brother George’s face which was white and
sullen. I could not see papa’s face. Brother George low-
ered his eyes, then raised them towards me in an un-
seeing stare. Papa withdrew his hand and returned to his
chair, into which he dropped heavily, like a sack of bran,
and sat with a meditative bow of the head. Cousin John
still gazed into the rising night. Mr. Broadacre was cut-
ting a quid from a long, dark plug. Uncle Armistead’s
head was in his beard and his nose vibrated with sleep.

“Lacy,” papa said, “you’re through school for the year,
but you’ll construe a little with me every day.” He took
his snuff-box out of his waistcoat pocket, and opening it
on the palm of his hand lifted a pinch to his nose, and
sneezed.

Cousin John looked at him, smiled to himself, and
shook his head. Papa sat up straight.

“Henry—" but Mr. Broadacre was asleep, his mouth
open and the quid a small knot in his cheek. Papa tapped
the arm of his chair with his long, hairy forefinger. I
started for the door.

There was Uncle Armistead’s negro. Seeing me he backed
into the dark hall. He whispered, and I returned to the
threshold.

“Brother George,” I said in a loud voice beyond con-
trol, “Aunt Jane Anne wants to see you. She’s in ma’s
room.”

He bolted from the window like a runner who has
heard the starting shot, but when he reached the door he
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turned to papa, his right hand lifted before him in an un-
finished gesture. Without a word he backed into the hall
and was gone.

Papa looked at me as he rubbed his chin.

“Son,” he said, “bring me your Ovid in the morning.”
He motioned me to him with the long finger. I stood by
the arm of his chair. “Good night, son,” he said and pulled
me down and kissed my cheek. He squeezed my arm.
“Good night.”

“Good night, papa.” I walked carefully out of the room.

In the front hall there was subdued, rapid conversation,
and quick footsteps. Through the moving figures I saw
Coriolanus standing in the open door, a lighted lantern in
his hand, and beyond him the pinched face of Blind Joe,
who held in his hand Brother George’s silver spurs.

I stood by the newel-post and presently Aunt Jane Anne
and Miss Milly George, followed by Jane with her per-
petually downcast eyes, came from mother’s room into
the hall. Aunt Jane Anne seemed so little to be in those
enormous skirts. Her shawl was tied over her black bonnet
and, but for the color, she might have been Little Red Rid-
ing Hood timidly hoping that she might soon encounter a
wolf. Miss Milly George, the taller by two heads, looked
round her suspiciously but suspicious of what I could not
see. Jane stood behind her and I could not see her at all.

“Janie, we better hurry up, it’s so far and all. George
better hurry.”

“Where's George?” said Aunt Jane Anne. “George!”
she called in her gentle voice.

Brother George came out of the void of the front parlor
and, back in the shadows, I saw Susan menaced by the
dark, a specter in cloak and bonnet.

“We're ready,” George said to his mother. “Susan is go-
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ing too,” and the corners of his mouth drew up in a half-
smile. He was standing perfectly erect. His face hardened.
“Damn you, Joe, where are you?” Rabbit-eyed Joe came
into the hall and as he fastened the spurs to his master’s
boots, Sister Susan came to me and embracing me, said:

“Tell papa. I can’t help it. I have to go.” She saw the
other ladies going out to the gallery and she followed. I
saw her reach out in a gesture towards Jane, but she
withdrew her hand and rapidly put on her gloves.

Cousin John passed me and stood with the ladies outside
the door. He offered his elbow to Aunt Jane Anne. “Al-
low me, madam,” he said. They went down the steps.

Brother Semmes appeared out of the dark yard and tried
to give his arm to Miss Milly George. “Humph,” she said.
“I never saw the time I needed a man. Come here to me,
Jane.”

But Jane did not move. Miss Milly George pinched the
sides of her skirts and marched down the steps. Semmes
held out his hand to Jane but she ignored it, or did not
see it, and he reached for her hand and holding it gal-
lantly high he led her down the steps. Her arm and hand
were stiff and she walked as if she were going to break in
two. She had not looked at me at all. Coriolanus was hold-
ing the yellow light at the open door, and the Posey
ladies disappeared into the carriage.

I followed Brother George to the threshold. He stopped
and put his hand upon my head.

“You’re my friend, Lacy boy. Don’t get into any mean-
ness.” He threw back his head and laughed, and then gave
his arm to Susan; together they went down the steps.

Cousin John was looking through the pale light at
Semmes and 1 followed his gaze. Semmes’ eyes were fixed
upon Susan in terrible amazement and his mouth hung
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open as if he had stepped barefoot upon a stingaree. I
knew then he had not seen her on the gallery. She spoke
to him, looking away: ‘“Good-by, Semmes,” and got into
the carriage.

George slammed the carriage door and held out his hand
to Semmes who took it without change of his amazed ex-
pression. George laughed.

“We'll be looking for you,” he said. “I reckon you’ll
be cutting up your cadavers again this time next week.
We'll be looking for you.”

Cousin John turned his back upon him and mounted
the gallery steps, standing by me, his arm round my
shoulders.

“It’s been a day,” he said.

Together we watched Brother George vault into the sad-
dle and saw the toss of the bay mare’s head as she cantered
off towards the cedared lane that we could not see. The
carriage followed beyond the ring of Coriolanus’ yellow
light as we heard the darkness take all but the hooves and
the creaking springs. The old negro disappeared round the
end of the house. I saw him no more that day.

“It ain’t over yet,” said Cousin John. The bracket lamp
from the hall lit the oily gray hair hanging in strings about
his tall collar. “He’s a cur’ous fellow. Semmes thinks he un-
derstands him but he don’t, any better'n we do.” He
studied my face. “You better come in the house.” He went
in and on down the hall where I heard him close the back
parlor door.

But Cousin John don’t know everything, I thought,
seeing again Brother Semmes’ face by the coffin and Jane’s
luster, the silk slipper on the floor and then, fearfully,
Susan withdrawing her hand from Jane into the glove.
What did she want me to tell papa? What was there to
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tell? That was the way those things stood with us in the
April of 1860, at the death of my mother, and I ran
down the steps and around the house in the dark, and sat
down where Jane had sat, on the big root of the sugar
tree,
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THE CRISIS

THE next winter Cousin John Semmes went to Wash-
ington to live, and we stayed in his house in Alexandria,
a tall three-storey red brick, on Fairfax Street near Duke
in the same block with the Presbyterian Meeting House.
From the top of the house where my room was, I could see
over the roofs on bright days far up the river into Wash-
ington, six miles as the crow flies: the unfinished dome of
the Capitol, the truncated obelisk which later became the
Washington monument, and off to the right a little, the
flag-pole in the White House yard from which I could see,
if there was a strong landward breeze, the fluttering Ameri
can flag.

Whether my mother’s death had matured me, or whether
the long year that had gone by since her death, bringing
me to the next twenty-third of May, had enlarged my ob-
servation, I do not know. But from that day, the twenty-
third of May, 1861, I count myself a man, from the time
I was only sixteen. And from that twenty-third of May to
the midnight of July twenty-second, just two of the eight
hundred and forty months of the Biblical span of life, I
witnessed an accumulation of disasters that brought about
in our lives changes that would otherwise have taken two
generations.

I mark the beginning of my maturity with a scene, and
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another marks its completion, and you will understand that
neither of them properly speaking was an experience of
my own, but rather something sheer, out of the world,
easier to bring back than the miseries and ecstasies of my
own life. To this day I can see without effort the dark
moustache of dead Mr. Jackson lying in Colonel Ells-
worth’s blood, the two bloods mingling there at the foot of
the stairs; Colonel Ellsworth the first and Mr. Jackson,
papa’s friend, the second to fall of the many thousands that
were soon gone.

That was the beginning. I knew I was a man when
Brother George at dusk of July twenty-first opened the
carpetbag and took out the black suit to change his clothes.

» * »

Even now as I lie awake early in the morning I can
bring back the sounds of that winter: old Lucy Lewis go-
ing out of the garden gate with a click, just before day,
with her basket to meet the huckster who cried his winter
vegetables into our sleep—cabbages and cauliflower, old
potatoes, onions and leeks—and the man geeing his yoke
of oxen to turn them up Duke Street. If it was cold I
would pull the covers over my eyes and count from the
last bump of the cart on the cobblestones to the first sound
of Henry Jackson’s feet on the stairs. Henry tapped on the
door with his knuckle and came in and set the coal scuttle
on the hearth, and began laying the fire. I listened then for
another sound—papa shaking down the ashes in his grate
far downstairs. He would not let Henry or Coriolanus
make his fire and I am not sure that he gave orders that
mine be made; Henry, in town, had little to do but being
a fine negro, papa said of Coromantee stock, the best Afri-
can tribe, he was scrupulous to the last degree and could
not bear idleness. Henry got up from the grate, the scuttle
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full of ashes in his hand, and without looking towards my
bed always said, “Major say git up.” And then he was
gone.

I knew that papa had not said anything of the kind: it
was only Henry’s appeal to an authority that he was sure
would sustain him. Then the rising-bell sounded and I
heard Aunt Myra come out of the bedroom under my room
and go down the stairs, two steps and a pause, two steps
and a pause, for her rheumatism, until the parlor door
clicked behind her. I leaped from the bed, drew on my:
Osnaburgs, dashed my face into the cold water, and was
dressed with the speed of a soldier. Because the halls were
empty I knew it was safe for me to slide down the banisters,
and large as I was I always did it.

Our habits are hard to remember. Perhaps it is only a
special thing, a slight alteration of our daily routine on
one morning of that winter that brings back the scene of
our morning prayers.

When I came into the parlor that morning—it was late
in January—all the family were there, in their places: all,
that is, but Brother Charles, who seldom came, and Lucy,
who never joined us but lay abed until nine and never
showed herself until dinner-time, which in those days was
at two o’clock. Papa stood with his back to the cold fire-
place, in a long dressing gown and carpet slippers, hold-
ing the Prayer Book in his left hand, his long forefinger
marking the place. But for the life of me I can’t remember
whether Coriolanus always stood where I saw him that
morning, to one side of papa, like him facing the room,
but turned a little towards the servants, as if he were papa’s
deacon appointed to represent the divine interests of his
race. There were Lucy Lewis, Henry Jackson, and the free
negress Lucinda, the cook, whom I did not like, but who
was there because Juniper, our old cook at Pleasant Hill,
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had begged papa not to bring her to town, and of course
papa, who never yielded a point of discipline, always gave
in to human feeling, and he let her stay.

There was another thing that morning: Brother Charles
came in and joined us as we were kneeling, or rather just
as papa lowered his bulk on one knee upon the ottoman
placed there for him. Brother Charles closed the door
softly and knelt just inside. I am sure that Aunt Myra saw
him, but she went through her set speech anyhow:
“Brother Lewis, my stiffness prevents the appropriate
attitude of devotion,” she said sliding forward in her chair
and bowing her head. But papa still looked at her ex-
pectantly for the rest of her speech, which we all knew
was coming. “And you must excuse our dear Lucy, she
can’t be with us this morning.” She had never been with
us, but Aunt Myra made her persistent neglect of family
prayers a daily exception and a daily reproach. From where
I knelt on the far side of Aunt Myra I glanced at Brother
Charles’ face: it did not change, and if there was no re-
sentment in it there was no humor either.

Charles, of course, had made Lucy come over to live in
Alexandria on account of our late bereavement. Sister
Susan could not leave her husband and infant, and Brother
Semmes had resumed his medical studies and only rode
over from Washington every fortnight or so to see how
papa was. But Lucy had come with bad grace. She had
lived for two years amid the official society of the capital
city, and I suppose it had turned her head. Lucy’s people
were like ours in every respect, and I am sure I must have
met some of them in my childhood, but before her connec-
tion with our family I saw no reason to observe them, and
they made on me the anonymous impression that miscel-
laneous grown persons leave upon the mind of a child.
But she was distinctly, as the country phrase went, above
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her raisin’, and she looked upon us, upon papa particu-
larly, as old-fashioned and provincial.

Once papa asked her if she had seen the Lacys, distant
kin of ours in Washington, and she replied that she had
not—that “they are not in society.” And papa had said in
his innocent way: “What is that? Never heard of it.”

It was Brother Charles of course who, by coming over to
live with us, had made the sacrifice, but from Lucy we
heard nothing of that. Charles had to ride horseback eight
miles to General Scott’s office in Washington every morn-
ing where as a staff-officer he wrote letters and orders for
“old Fuss and Feathers,” as the young men in the army
called the old hero. But Charles once remarked, with his
own kind of innocence, that he liked it, that in Alexandria
he saw a great deal more of even Susan than he had when
he and Lucy were in Washington just a couple of miles
from Vista Avenue in Georgetown where the Poseys lived.
Susan and Lucy moved in different sets, Lucy having de-
cided that the fashionable official life of the city com-
ported ill with the simpler ways of her own kin; and she
held a small “levee” one afternoon every week to which
foreign attachés and army officers came, as well as littera-
teurs and journalists—among these a young man to be bet-
ter known later, Henry Adams, a great snob even then,
who got on Charles’ nerves by pretending friendship with
Rooney Lee, the colonel’s son, having been with him at
Harvard, and yet ridiculing him for his lack of learning.
I had always thought of papa as an educated man, but
Lucy didn’t, and this matter of education, for her, came
down to knowing things very quickly and, I suppose, just
idle curiosity. Even then she must have been thinking of
Charles as a dull fellow with merely correct manners who
constantly confused people and disconcerted her by ask-
ing acquaintances to “look in upon us this evening”—by
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which he meant of course Lucy’s afternoon tea; and people
from the North would turn up at nine o’clock when Lucy
had other engagements.

Although Lucy had set up as a minor hostess and con-
sidered her teas the scene of smart gatherings where bright
worldly talk glittered over the cups, I wondered later what
the poor girl found to talk about, but I never knew; we
were never there, not even Susan; and I think Lucy and
Susan met only once in Washington, at a wedding that
had been for weeks the talk of the town and even of the
surrounding towns like Alexandria which had sent their
share of the wedding guests. The daughter of a rich whole-
sale grocer, a Miss Barker, was being married on Decem-
ber twentieth—the date became a landmark for another
reason—and the reception was one of the few occasions
on which the local society mingled with the official. The
groom was a young naval officer and the bride came of
a family originally of Fairfax but then of long residence
in the capital. Her older sister had been a friend of
Susan’s, and that is why, I suppose, Susan was at the wed-
ding; I do not know whether Brother George went, but I
suppose he did, for Cousin John Semmes next day reported
to papa a remark that George must have made at the wed-
ding: “The damned old fool ought to reduce Charleston
to ashes!” The damned old fool was President Buchanan.

It was after the ceremony, and the refreshments were
being passed at the reception, when a group of young
gentlemen headed by Mr. Lawrence Keitt of South Caro-
lina literally burst into the front door. They were so
headlong that it was said Mr. Keitt rushed into the front
parlor unannounced, waving his hat, and subdued himself
only when he saw in the back parlor the Presidential party,
Mr. Buchanan and his niece Miss Harriet Lane; and even
then his excitement impelled him to march into “the pres-
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ence,” and commanding the attention of the entire room
bowed and said in his best platform manner:

“Mr. President, ladies and gentlemen, I take great pleas-
ure in announcing to you that the people of South Caro-
lina have this day in convention assembled passed an ordi-
nance of secession, severing the political ties that once
existed between that sovereign State and the Government
of the United States.”

Susan said that he was about to continue, but applause
from the front parlor arrested him, and when it had died
away the occasion for further oratory had passed. All eyes
were on the President, who was breathing heavily, his face
flushed and his hands shaking; after the briefest adieus to
his host and hostess he went to his carriage, and people
feared that before he reached the White House he would
succumb to a stroke.

It was then that George had made his remark, and from
that day on the atmosphere of Washington was never the
same, and the lives of even quiet people like us, in Alex-
andria, became expectant, we knew not of what. I only
remember, of those early days of the struggle, that papa felt
South Carolina ought to be suppressed but was aston-
ished when Cousin John told him what George Posey had
said. As it came out later and as I shall explain in the
proper place, papa wished to see the cotton people brought
to their senses, but he could not at that time make up his
mind to let any of the known agencies of suppression, like
the Executive department of the government, do the work.

For a month after that exciting time, a month in which
events came headlong one after another, I began to observe
my father more closely than ever, but to no conclusion:
what I say here about the inward strain that I soon de-
tected in his kindly old eyes is partly after-knowledge. The
first time he gave warning of some unusual anxiety was on
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that perfectly commonplace morning during family pray-
ers. I do not mean to say that he had not, in the month
since the secession of South Carolina, spent most of his
time at the newspapers, or in conversation with the citi-
zens of Alexandria, to say nothing of his long talks with
Cousin John Semmes when Cousin John came over on a
Sunday. I never heard any of these talks and I only re-
member a remark Cousin John made to me one day after
dinner: “Your pa is still living before he was born—in
1789. He thinks the government is a group of high-minded
gentlemen who are trying to yield everything to one an-
other. Damn it, Lacy, it’s just men like your pa who are
the glory of the Old Dominion, and the surest proof of
her greatness, that are going to ruin us. They can’t under-
stand that reason and moderation haven’t anything to
do with the crisis. They won't let themselves see what’s go-
ing on. Aye God, they’ll see when Federal troops march
through the State on the way to South Carolina!” But I
didn’t know what he was talking about, and remembered
that he and papa had never agreed in politics. I let it go
at that.

That morning in the front parlor it was so cold that I
had to blow my fingers to keep them warm: Charles’
horse, tied outside to the horseblock, stamped on the
cobblestones. But papa pushed his spectacles up on the
bridge of his nose and said, “We will repeat the Lord’s
Prayer.”

And I didn’t fix my mind upon it, but let it wander, so
that when it was over and papa had begun to read, not
from the Psalter for that day but the ordinary morning
prayer, I did not notice the transition, for I could have
said it by heart too. Suddenly I knew something was
wrong, for Aunt Myra raised her head and opened her
eyes, looking straight at papa, then lowered her glance. For
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when papa had read, “We thy needy creatures, render thee
our humble praises for thy preservation of us from the be-
ginning of our lives to this day,” he should have con-
tinued, “Having delivered us from the dangers of the
watchful Providence we owe it, that no disturbance
hath come nigh our dewlling; but that we are brought to
safety to the beginning of this day.” But he read the al-
ternative version: “That notwithstanding our dangers we
are brought in safety,” and so on. It was the version pro-
vided in the margin, in fine type, for the threat of calamity
to the family, and even Charles as he rose to his feet
and drew on his gloves looked alarmed, standing there by
the door so long that papa disappeared into the back
parlor before he could say his usual good-by.

I had heard papa say the day before that on the mor-
row Senator Davis by announcement would address the
Senate in farewell, and I knew he felt that the last hope
of public reconciliation was gone. But was that the real
trouble? Was there something else? I cannot to this day de-
cide just how papa looked at it: whether in his mind the
domestic trials, growing out of my mother’s death, were
one thing, and the public crisis another. Nor can I decide
in my own mind whether it was possible to distinguish the
two—they worked together for a single evil, and I think
the evil was the more overwhelming among us because of
the way men had of seeing themselves at that time: as in
all highly developed societies the line marking off the
domestic from the public life was indistinct. Our domestic
manners and satisfactions were as impersonal as the United
States Navy, and the belief widely held today, that men
may live apart from the political order, that indeed the
only humane and honorable satisfactions must be gained
in spite of the public order, would have astonished most
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men of that time as a remote fantasy, impossible of realiza-
tion.

Notwithstanding our dangers, papa began that 1gth day
of January, 1861, as if it were like all days. For after the
family had scattered—Aunt Myra to the kitchen with her
keys to dispense the food for the day, Brother Charles to
his duty, and the servants to the rear of the house—I went
into the back parlor for the private ceremony that papa
had established between us when I had started to the
Academy the autumn before. He sat to the left of the fire-
place in his favorite chair, the old Windsor that he had
brought in from Pleasant Hill, the fire-screen shielding
his face from the blaze, and his snuff box in his hand for
his first morning sneeze. As I came in he laid the box on
the small table by his chair, rose to his feet, and as I
stood before him he leaned over and kissed me on the fore-
head. Then he shook hands as he said:

“God bless you, my son, in your labors of this day.”

“God bless you, papa,” I said. And I went quickly out
of the room as papa resumed his seat and Coriolanus
busied himself with a feather-duster about the fireplace.

On Saturdays I saw the two old gentlemen together in
the morning, as they must have been every morning in the
week. Papa would seat himself with his paper or a book, ot
would go over to the secretary on the other side of the fire
to write his letters while Coriolanus dusted the room, set
the chairs in order, and, if papa was writing, raised the
Venetian blinds a little to let more light in. When this
work was finished—it took only a few mmutes—papa would
glance up from his reading over the rims of his steel spec-
tacles, and say:

“Well, Coriolanus, your labors must have fatigued you
You'd better rest a little.”

Coriolanus sat down in a small straight chair near the
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hearth, but he would not have done it nad the “major” not
punctiliously invited him to every morning. He let his
head fall on his chest, and dozed with the feather-duster
in his hand, as papa continued reading. In this way the two
old friends enjoyed each other’s company.

But this winter papa had visitors, especially after the
1gth of January when not only had Mr. Davis resigned
from the Senate and gone back to Mississippi, but the State
of Georgia had seceded, making the states out of'the Union
a solid block from the Atlantic to the Mississippi River.

One Sunday afternoon early in February a group of
gentlemen drove down Fairfax Street in an open carriage,
and I was mildly astonished, looking out of my high win-
dow, to see them draw up at our door. The first man to
alight even from that distance I recognized as Mr. John
Minor Botts, a Virginia politician, portly and conse-
quential, whose countenance nowise belied his reputation
for partisanship and vituperation: his heavy features were
fixed in perpetual anger. I did not know the other men,
and I did not know what the visit portended, but I knew it
was politics of some kind; so I ran downstairs in time
to see papa greet them and usher them into the back
parlor. I stood irresolute in the door and papa, seeing me,
said, “Come in, son,” and then to the visitors, “This is
my son, Lacy, gentlemen.” I clicked my heels and bowed
and walked quickly to the back of the room and stood
by a window with my eyes fixed upon the churchyard’s
familiar scene.

They were all politicians, and I wondered if Cousin
John, if he hadn’t been kin, would have seemed like
them. Two of the men I looked at narrowly, although I
was never to see them again. They both had black beards
covering their entire faces, clipped close and unfamiliarly
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neat. These men were from the North. They spoke briskly,
without warmth, and yet there was something personal in
their demeanors, and T noticed that when either of them
spoke papa leaned forward and looked him gravely in the
face—I thought in order to catch every word; for I could
understand only about half of what they said. But who
could remember a conversation like that, after so many
years? I recall chiefly the impatient emphasis of Mr,
Botts, who broke in to correct his Northern allies. “No,
no! We are Union men, but you must remember that our
Union sentiment is different from yours; it must be treated
gently. I believe, gentlemen, whatever the State may do
eventually, we can keep northern Virginia for the Union,
but we must be careful!”

On the way out the taller of the two Northerners paused
at the door and as he shook hands with papa he said,
“Major, I am delighted to find so many of our people
down here.” I can’t remember if papa said anything, but
I wish he had; it would have given me some idea of the
future, of what he intended to do. I knew that papa was a
strong Unionist, and had refused to attend Secession meet-
ings in Alexandria in which Cousin John was a leader. I
don’t know whether papa caught the slight emphasis that
the Northern gentleman put on our: as I thought about it
I began to hear a certain unction in the echo of that one
syllable, “our people,” but if papa felt anything of the
kind he took it innocently, as if it meant only people of
the same politics. I am sure that the Northerner meant
something else, some sympathy beyond political belief—
for such, I learned later, was the mysterious power of the
idea of Union among people at the North.

I suppose the talk had been about the Peace Conven-
tion that a few days before ex-President Tyler had called in
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Washington to meet on the very day the Confederate
Government had been organized in Montgomery, Ala-
bama. Montgomery was only a name and the Confederate
Government did not, for me, exist. At that time I had not
been in Richmond and seen Mr. Jefferson’s replica of the
Vieux Carré—the Virginia government; so the only govern-
ment I knew was the collection of buildings that straggled
from the Capitol to the White House, some classical,
others paste-board Gothic—for that was the flimsy look
they had at a distance. But it was a “government,” and
it was in the South, and it had been set up by Virginians:
it was my distinct impression until manhood and educa-
tion effaced it, that God was a Virginian who had created
the world in his own image. It followed that the Govern-
ment was ours too. That was the illusion of a boy, but
men felt it too, with what dire consequences to their
equanimity the next few months were to show: it made
hard the choice of allegiance among people on both sides
of the Potomac. And as for Montgomery, it was far away,
more than a thousand miles, and while it was in the South,
it was not Virginia, and we habitually spoke of all that
country beyond the mountains, from Minnesota to the
Gulf, as the ‘“West.”

The visiting politicians had been particular to inquire
about the probable sentiment of our old neighborhood
towards Mr. Tyler’s Convention. Papa had assured them
of the support of a typical community of that locality. The
Convention in fact was a gesture quite after his own heart:
he saw no reason why intelligent men should not meet
from all parts of “our country” and compose their dif-
ferences.

So the irrepressible conflict gathered in fury into April:
the Peace Convention had failed; Abraham Lincoln had
been inaugurated but had done nothing; the People of
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Virginia were in constant Convention in Richmond, be-
hind closed doors, but the Union men still had the upper
hand; and there were many persons like papa who believed
that the Cotton States would be allowed to make good
their separation, and relieve the “border” of the respon-
sibility of making a decision. Only Cousin John Semmes
kept saying that by God it was nonsense. And then one day
that will never fade from my memory we heard boys shout-
ing in the street, “Extra! Extra! Fort Sumter bombarded!”
Papa sent me out into the street to get a paper, and just
as I was turning back into the house I saw up Fairfax
Street a company of soldiers: they were marching up King,
and as I stood there the file-closers disappeared from sight.
They were the Alexandria Rifles, an old military company
that papa had fought with in 1812. But it was only their
drill day; they were going out to a field west of town.

I was about to close the front door when I heard a
voice: “Lacy, Lacy! Here we arel”

It was the voice of Brother Semmes. A carriage had
pulled up in front of the house. In it were Semmes and
Susan, and the colored nurse with little Jane. I went back
to the sidewalk to be embraced. Susan patted my cheek,
and I touched little Jane’s hand.

“Well,” said Semmes, looking at the copy of the Gazette
in my hand, “I reckon you’ve heard the news.” He looked
at me with mock severity: “When do you start fighting?”

Before I could say anything Brother George had come up
on the bay mare, and had leaped from the saddle. He came
directly to me and put his hand on my head. He never
shook hands with me. He rumpled my hair.

“You're my friend, Lacy boy!” He smiled and I smiled
back at him as Semmes and Susan led the way into the

house.
* * *
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Memory is all chance, and I have learned that you
remember things not because they are important; you
remember the important things because they help you to
fix in mind the trifles of your early life, or the trifles
simply drag along with them through many years the
incidents that have altered your fortunes. I suppose it was
important for me to know some time that winter that
Brother George controlled our family property, and had
controlled it for nearly a year. When I knew that clearly
I do not know, and cannot recover the gradual awareness
of the fact; doubtless it began the day of my mother’s
death, with Semmes’ remark about “papa merely thinking
those negroes were free”’—meaning Jack Lewis and his
family, whom papa had certainly sent to Alexandria with
manumission papers that were to be executed by Brother
George. I suppose I had thought of the old horse papa had
given Jack Lewis as getting his freedom at the same time.
But Brother George had sold the whole family to a
dealer from Georgia—that I learned that winter from
Charles, who dropped it casually, like a secret too old to be
any longer kept hidden: had sold them, doubtless the horse
too, and applied the couple of thousand dollars to papa’s
debt at a bank in Alexandria. I could not tell whether papa
knew it, but everybody else in the family knew, and took
sides—Cousin John Semmes against George, saying it was
“a piece of damned impertinence for George Posey to
mind Lew’s business for him”; Brother Semmes for
George, for reasons that I cannot explain but in the course
of this narrative shall hope to elucidate; and Brother
Charles was for him too, after some persuasion on the
part of his wife. Lucy said that it was only right for George
to protect the heirs by keeping the estate solvent, or words
to that effect; if Lucy was ignorant of business she had a
strong instinct about it. I took no sides; I learned about it
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so gradually, and I was so young, that when I knew every-
thing it was too late to judge it, and there was too much to
be said on both sides. Semmes always justified George by
saying that if papa realized that the negroes were uselessly
eating away his substance, it was better to sell a few than to
drift into bankruptcy, which would compel him to sell
them all under the hammer. And who can say that he was
not right?

I have never been able to say to myself that George
Posey, that remarkable fellow, was not right about every-
thing, even to the point of rectitude. I never knew him to
do a selfish thing; there were only things, like following
the family to my mother’s grave, that he could not do. And
who, after that moment, could blame him for that, without
at the same time acknowledging the disinterested concern
for the welfare of us all? He cared nothing for money: if
he did, why did he give it away or spend it so lavishly?
He thought nothing of spending a hundred dollars to
charter a little steamboat to take a large party for an out-
ing at Arlington spring. People had gone there for years
at Mr. Custis’ invitation; now that he was dead Colonel
Lee extended the same hospitality, only he could not send
the old negro fiddler to entertain the company, for the fid-
dler, like his master, was dead too.

Some time in the summer of 1860 it had been arranged:
papa was nearly sixty-five years old, and upon representa-
tions from Brother Charles, as the eldest son, some sort of
deed of trust was given to George Posey for all the landed
property, including besides Pleasant Hill some two thou-
sand ‘“‘undeveloped” acres of my mother’s in one of the
western counties; this put great responsibility upon
George, but it did not tax his generosity. He immediately
paid to Charles and Semmes the money equivalent to their
shares, about fifteen thousand dollars apiece, and they
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signed over to him their interests in the estate. George paid
them more than the market value of the land, which was
getting lower rather than higher in our county every year.
Would he ever get his money back? Cousin John Semmes
seemed never to consider this, and as I see it now he failed
to consider it for the same reason that George was willing
to risk a loss. They were both disinterested and set in
their ideas, and the ideas clashed. Cousin John resented the
plan because it meant the breaking up of the Buchan
estate; but that meant nothing to George Posey. I think .
he was convinced that it would break up sooner or later.
He would never carry on the life at Pleasant Hill; Lucy
would never permit Charles to do it; Semmes was unmar-
ried; and I was a boy. Was he not acting in our interest?
Was he not protecting us from the consequences of our
situation, consequences that seemed inevitable to him?

And papa had virtually yielded to Brother George the
farming operations: Mr. Higgins was now under the super-
vision of a “man of business,” and that man was George.
It was in further protection of the heirs, of course, that
the cultivation of the land was put upon a money basis,
for which Mr. Higgins was accountable in terms of strict
economy.

All this must be reckoned against prejudice; reckoned,
that is, against the attitude of Cousin John Semmes. There
were ways in which Cousin John was “smarter” than
George; he knew more about everything, he was better
educated, he was in fact, like my grandfather, an “ele-
gant gentleman”; yet he saw little in George Posey but im-
pertinence because he allowed himself to see not what
George was doing but only the way he did it. I had fre-
quently heard Cousin John say that he had freed his own
few negroes to keep from raising more negroes to be sold
into the canebrakes of the Mississippi. If papa had faced
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that, to him, dreadful phase of his position, I never knew
it; but George Posey had faced it for him. To him papa’s
refusal to buy or sell a negro was only a kind of fastidious
self-indulgence at the expense of his posterity, who would
have to sell the negroes sooner or later, or manumit them
at the cost of actually giving money away. I suppose
George, in what was considered his high-handed fashion,
took the first step against this family bankruptcy when he
sold Jack Lewis and his family into Georgia: to have freed
them, in deference to papa’s wish, would have been, to
George, to permit papa to rob his children in order to do
what he considered humanly right. Papa could not use
the negroes; therefore they must be freed. But was not
George Posey right about this? And was not papa also, in
his own fine way, right?

Other people had to be provided for out of the estate.
Susan and I would get our portions after papa’s death.
George had in effect lent the estate thirty thousand dol-
lars to pay off Charles and Semmes; and if the final evalu-
ation should be more than sixty thousand they would get
more. They would surely get it, since the estimate of sixty
thousand did not include negroes, stock, implements, to
say nothing of the Pleasant Hill house and its appoint-
ments, which Brother George somewhat characteristically
transposed into cash figures. It was that sort of thing of
course that annoyed Cousin John and irritated papa, who
could not bring himself to think of the house that Dr.
Buchan had built in 1491, “for the enjoyment of the
heirs forever,” not, mind you, for their profit, had any
money value at all. If he admitted its money value he also
admitted that it might some day be sold—which was un-
thinkable.

In giving this account of our property I am straddling
two ages. Nobody in my youth discussed money; we never
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asked how much money people had; and it was a little
different, I believe, from the ordinary good breeding that
demands reticence about the cost of things. That too was
never done; but the point of the other “rule” was that it
had grown out of long habit, out of a way of seeing men
in society; it was less a rule than an actual habit of the
mind. It was significant that we always spoke of the Carters
of Ravensworth, the Carys of Vaucluse, the Buchans of
Pleasant Hill. The individual quality of a man was bound
up with his kin and the “places” where they lived; think-
ing of a man we could easily bring before the mind’s eye
all those subtly interwoven features of his position. “Class”
consisted solely in a certain code of behavior. Even years
later I am always a little amazed to hear a man described
as the coal man or the steel man or the plate-glass man,
descriptions of people after the way they make their money,
not after their manner of life. When George began court-
ing Susan I once overheard some of the old ladies of our
neighborhood, Mrs. Langton and I think old Mrs. Gun-
nell, trying to “place” him, and because he lived across
the Potomac they found it a little hard: Gibson and Posey
were good names, but which Gibsons and which Poseys?
Then somebody said that George sold fish, but of course
they could have said that he sold tobacco, lumber, and
leather, as well as everything raised on the Posey land in
Charles and Anne Arundel. I remember old Mrs. Gunnell
trying to catch the talk in her ear-trumpet, and not quite
getting it. “He does something about fish?” she asked.
Cousin John Semmes always said that George would sell
anything for the pleasure of buying something else; he had
to keep moving. Even if somebody had called George the
fish man he wouldn’t have cared. He would have laughed.
He had only put the Gibson negroes in St. Mary’s to fish-
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ing commercially the waters that lay by the Gibson land,
and I think he sent to market a great many oysters too.

* * *

When we got into the hall I lagged behind, and stood
irresolute by the stairs until George had followed Susan
and Semmes into the back-parlor and closed the door.
The only sounds I could hear were the shouts of the news-
boy, now far down the street, and, from the back-parlor,
papa’s voice rising and falling in an unnatural sing-song
that meant he was playing with little Jane. My niece, I
said; and for the first time I took it in, with the feeling
that it made me a man. But I always stood away from her
and I could never remember how she looked. I began
counting over the people who had come—George, Susan,
and Semmes, the baby and the colored nurse, Ricky some-
thing they called her; and then I added big Jane whom I
had not seen since Christmas. I had seen her a few times
since the funeral, but never alone; I wondered if knowing
that Susan was keeping us apart gave me the feelings about
Jane of which, at night, I was secretly ashamed, or whether
Susan understood what I felt and was exercising that pe-
culiar cynicism, that vigilance and lucidity that seem to
exist in women in proportion to their innocence. Per-
haps it was only my size: at sixteen I had shot up to five
feet ten and was strong as a mule colt.

I wanted to be alone and I had put one foot on the
stairs when I heard a door close, and looking up I saw
Aunt Myra in the upper hall. Presently Lucy joined her,
and I heard low voices.

“No,” said Lucy, “I saw them get out of the carriage.
Charles didn’t come.”

Aunt Myra said nothing, but presently she started down
the stairs in the slow one-two rhythm of her rheumatism,
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and Lucy followed her. At the foot of the stairs Aunt
Mpyra turned to Lucy and said: “Lucy, listen to me.
There’s going to be a time when Charlie will make a
habit of not coming, and it won’t be his fault. You know
what is happening. You know what he will do.”

I said: “What will Brother Charles do, Aunt Myra?”

She looked at me sharply. “Lacy, thank God for your
age. I wish you were even younger.” She took Lucy by
the arm and led her down the hall into the back-parlor.

I was about to follow, but the knocker sounded, and
I went to the door; as I grasped the knob I heard men’s
voices and when I opened the door the two men, glancing
at me, continued what they were saying while I stood
waiting for them to enter. Cousin John gave me his hand.
“Howdy, son,” he said. Major Corse—he was now a major
—smiled at me and put his hand on my shoulder, but said
nothing. “Tell your pa we're here,” said Cousin John.

As I went down the hall Coriolanus appeared and said
to the gentlemen, “Marse John, is you gentlemen come to
see the major?” He went to the back-parlor door. The
nurse Ricky came out with little Jane in her arms. Corio-
lanus stood at the threshold, and said: ‘‘Marster, Marse
John and Major Corse to see you, sir.” They went in and
I slid in behind them.

While the gentlemen were bowing to the ladies I went
to a window, and got in between the window and the
curtains. Children were playing among the graves. Then
I heard papa speak; I looked over my shoulder to see him
shake hands with Major Corse.

“Well, well, major,” papa said, “you no sooner get
promoted than you stop wearing your uniform. Isn’t this
muster day?”’

Cousin John's voice was at once matter-of-fact and
ominous. “He don’t know what uniform to get.” Then
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he seemed to be lecturing us. “If a major’s uniform were
the same everywhere, he could just get a major’s uniform.
Couldn’t you, Corse?” He paused and looked at papa.
“We don’t live under the ‘Parliament of Man, the Feder-
ation of the World’ Men don’t fight yet with olive
branches.”

“Why, major,” said Lucy, “you looked so handsome in
your captain’s uniform. I told Charles that you looked like
an army officer.”

“Just the militia, ma'm.” He bowed slightly and sat
down in a small straight chair. He opened his mouth to
speak, then glanced uneasily around the room. He was
a young man, not more than forty, with a tall narrow
head, clear large eyes of neutral color, strong chin and
small determined mouth. I traced his glance to George
Posey who was sitting on a low chair behind Susan in
the far corner of the room. Susan caught the glance.

“Mr. Corse,” Susan said, “we are all friends here.”

Papa leaned forward and tapped his knee with his
forefinger. “I don’t understand you, daughter. Of course
we are friends. Montgomery,” he said to Major Corse,
“what does this mean? What is this talk about uniforms?
I presume you will wear the uniform of the Alexandria
Rifles? I wore it once, sir,” he said gently.

Semmes rose, but a dead silence fell and he was caught
there; as he sat down again he found my eye, and raised
his brow inquiringly. Good God, I had left it on the newel
post in the halll How could I get through all those people
to the door at the other end of the room?

“We heard the cry of the newsboy.” It was Aunt Myra.
“We know what it is.” She looked at Lucy. Semmes said
in a low voice, “Lacy, go get the paper.” I walked care-
fully down the long room, feeling conspicuous in the
silence that suddenly descended again. I left the door
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open after me, and the silence accompanied me all the
way to the front hall and back again until I confronted
Semmes at the threshold. He took the paper and handed
it to papa without a word.

Papa was adjusting his spectacles with deliberation as
I scurried back to my station at the window; I turned
and looked at the room. There was a solemnity of ex-
pression and a strained ease of posture everywhere. Lucy
looked as if she were about to be reprimanded for some-
thing; Semmes was rubbing the side of his nose; Susan
had moved forward to the edge of her chair. George
Posey was letting his watch dangle on its chain, glancing
from it to papa, who I thought would never put the paper
down. George looked at me and smiled with his eyes,
then suddenly returned the watch to his pocket. I was
afraid somebody would speak, wishing at the same time
that somebody would, somebody else than papa, whose
eyes moved slowly down the page. The dying coals in the
grate settled with a thud. Everybody looked at the grate.

Papa held the paper vaguely extended; Cousin John
took it and laid it on the secretary behind papa, and said
in a low tone: “Brother Lewis, the time has come that I’
have been telling you about these past six months.”

So long ago that I had forgotten when, I had heard
Cousin John call papa “Brother Lewis.” Papa fixed him
a moment over the rims of his spectacles, and I suppose
that reminded him to take them off, which he did with
the usual deliberation, as if he were at Pleasant Hill and
had been studying the prices of wheat and corn. But
now he looked around the room at everybody in turn,
appearing to take in the tension that held us as an aston-
ishing mystery. He raised his brows and cleared his throat.

“Brother John,” he said with a twinkle, “you had never
told me about this. You had never said that Jeff Davis
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would order the reduction of a Federal fort. Myra, has
John in your recollection ever said anything of the kind?”

Everybody in the room moved a little. George smiled
again at me, and then at Semmes, who looked at papa with
I thought a sort of disappointment, as if papa had not
received the news as he somehow ought to have received
it. Major Corse and Cousin John were solemn; but Lucy,
doubtless thinking it was expected of her, laughed at
papa’s joke, but nobody else did, least of all Aunt Myra
who looked a little vexed.

“Now Brother Lewis, you know quite well what Mr.
Semmes meant. Don’t you realize that it’s war? Don’t
you know that Semmes will be in it?” But she actually
looked at me. Papa saw the look; for the first time his
face clouded.

“War?” he said. “How can there be a war? Why, the
Federal Government will reinforce the troops at Fort
Sumter. Ain’t any question about that. When the Federal
authority is supreme in South Carolina the other Cotton
States will come back one by one.” The flush on his
cheeks mounted to his eyes and forehead. He drew his
kerchief from his sleeve and put it to his mouth, clearing
his throat at the same time.

Cousin John addressed Major Corse. “Corse, will the
Alexandria Rifles offer their bayonets to the Federal Gov-
ernment?”

“No, sir,” said Major Corse.

“Why not?”

“Because we. feel that they might be used against our
own people.”

Papa looked politely at Major Corse, almost indul-
gently, and said: “Montgomery, we have nothing to do
with this South Carolina trouble. It don’t affect us at all.”

I don’t know what was in my mind, or why I thought
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anything, but I ran into the room a few steps, and cried,
*“Oh, papa, but it does—it does affect us.” He smiled at me
and made a slight gesture with his kerchief, and I felt
abashed; but Cousin John stepped forward and touched
my arm.

“Lew, this boy is right. And I advise you to get out
of this town as soon as you can. It’s too near—well, it
ain’t so far from South Carolina, as you'll see.”

Papa didn’t look up; he seemed vastly preoccupied with
his own thoughts as, with his snuffbox before him, he kept
opening and closing it absently, until I was sure that he
was thinking of something very far from the scene, per-
haps Pleasant Hill where spring plowing was already
far advanced. He surprised us; he rose to his feet and
ignoring Cousin John he addressed George, the first time
he had addressed him directly since that evening in the
back-parlor at home after the funeral when George had
stood by the window and Mr. Broadacre had dozed on
the sofa. He always answered George’s questions but he
never asked him one.

“George,” he said, “what have you to say about this?
I suppose you are still a good Union man?”

George got up and pushing his chair against the wall
bowed slightly to papa, then began walking up and down
across the far end of the room. Once he stopped and look-
ing at Semmes smiled broadly: “Semmes, are we good
Union men?” He shifted his eyes toward papa and seemed
about to speak, but he only gazed, and the perpetual smile
was a little softened by the serious concentration of his
chin and brow. Papa was waiting for him to speak; he
suddenly sat down.

“Major,” said George, “there’s no discourtesy in my
failure to reply. I am thinking.”

Cousin John came from behind papa and walked rap-
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idly across the room, his touseled hair framing an angry
expression. Major Corse rose. When Cousin John reached
the door he turned and surveyed the room.

“Well, we better leave George Posey to his thoughts.
And mark ye, Lewis Buchan, your son-in-law is too
damned rich for his sense of responsibility. I know you
can’t be bought,” he said to George; “I know you're as
honorable as the next one. I don’t know what side you’ll
take, you won’t take the side that offers you advantages—
you’ll take the side you can buy. You think you can buy
anything. Come on, Corse, I have an engagement at the
Marshall House.” He backed out of the room.

Major Corse rose and bowed to the assemblage. “Good
evening, ladies and gentlemen.” His hand on the door
knob, he paused. “Major Buchan, you’ve known me from
my boyhood. I am serious, sir; we are all serious. Try
to think well of us.” He inclined his head and disappeared
into the hall; the door closed after him.

I looked at George: he was staring at the closed door,
standing perfectly erect, his hands thrust into his pockets,
all that remained of his smile lingering in the wrinkles
at the corners of his eyes. I asked myself: Is he angry?
And I decided that he was not angry, that he was not in-
sulted, but genuinely perplexed. His perplexity had caught
him between steps as he was pacing back and forth, so
that he looked coiled and as if he were about to spring.
I looked at Susan: the blood had left her face, as I had
seen it do when she spoke to Jim Mason about John Lang-
ton’s rascality after the tournament. She rose and took a
few steps towards the fireplace, turned round and faced
her husband, then looked at papa.

“Mr. Posey has borne a good deal from his wife’s fam-
ily. Perhaps the time has come when he will not bear it
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any longer.” Her pale face was flushed. She turned away
from papa and walked slowly out of the room.

George suddenly relaxed and leaning forward a little
put his hands upon the back of his chair. The perplexity
had turned into amazement. He opened his mouth, but no
words came, and it remained open. The dangerous ambi-
guity of Susan’s defense of her husband had driven into
retreat everybody in the room. What lay behind that
speech?’—what had Susan and George been saying to each
other when they were alone? I decided: nothing—they
had been saying nothing. If Susan had broached with him
his relation to her family, it would have established it
as a privacy between them, and she could not have at-
tacked him so fiercely in the presence of others, least of
all her family. I was not sure she was conscious of the
full import of her words. As I heard the words again in
the mind’s ear, I was convinced that she intended no
ambiguity whatever: she started to speak, and in simple
good faith meant to rebuke her family for their treatment
of a son-in-law who in his fashion had been their prop
and stay; then as the words came forth they dragged with
them, from some hidden depth, a judgment of George
of which she herself until that moment had not been
quite aware.

Aunt Myra was looking at the floor; Lucy, who had not
felt the danger, caught the silence by contagion, and
looked vaguely frightened; Semmes, who had got it all,
looked anxiously at papa, from whom I suppose he ex-
pected relief. George by this time had fixed his gaze upon
papa, and its insistence seemed to bear upon him like a
demand: without moving his head he cast his eyes upon
papa’s face, which now held a flushed reaction from his
awareness of what Susan had meant. Papa was staring at
the door, but after a few moments, without change of
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posture, he calmly moved his eyes to George who still
leaned against the chair.

“My son,” he said in a tone so low I could barely hear
the words, “we are devoted to you. I am still the head of
the Buchan family. Young as you are, I presume you are
the head of your family. We understand each other.”

George moved to the center of the room, and he was,
as if by virtue of motion, the old George again: he was
self-possessed, he gave me the distinct impression that he
had recovered his solitude, that quality that he carried
always with him as a weapon equally of attack and defense.
I flashed back into the parlor at Pleasant Hill that after-
noon of the remarkable interview between papa and
George, when George had played the old gentleman on a
taut line. Now his head was thrown back and his gaze
fixed papa steadily.

“Major,” then he paused. “Major, I am gratified that we
understand each other. Frankly, sir, I do not understand
the present necessity of this conversation.”

The late afternoon light had begun to fail. When I
looked at papa again his face was gray. Then, unobtru-
sively as a shadow, a man came through the door, but after
a few steps he paused, taking in the scene; I doubt if
either papa or George would have noticed him. As I recog-
nized my brother Charles I heard, about ten seconds de-
layed, his knock at the door, which I was certain no one
else had heard, so compelling was the tension of the con-
flict before us. I was a little disappointed; Charles’ pres-
ence would break up the tension, whose issue might have
illuminated for me a great many mysteries, the meaning
for instance of papa’s rebuke—whether he knew every-
thing that George had done about us.

“My son,” said papa to George, “there is this necessity,
that families must face the times together. The young
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men of my family will consult me in their politics. You
will decide whether you can act as a member of my fam-
ily. That,” he added dryly, “is all I meant by our under-
standing.”

George slumped a little, his chin dropped to his chest,
his feet shuffled; I thought he was at last embarrassed, but
his eyes blazed in the fading light, and when he turned
away he would have left the room if he had not confronted
Charles, who had advanced a little further from the door
and was holding Lucy’s hand. As for me, I lost some of my
disappointment of a moment before, for indeed I had
seen a small mystery, but whether I understood it then,
or a little later, or only years later, I do not know. Why
was it that George took everything to himself? Of course,
that was a mystery that I could not solve. I suppose he
had too much imagination and he could not confine the
things that people said to what lay right before him, under
his nose; papa’s rebuke had obviously been aimed at a
particular difficulty, it was only a very strong warning
that he would tell his sons, without the interference of
George, what course to take in the excitement of public
affairs.

“It is too late to consult anybody, even you, papa.” It
was Charles. He looked at George. “How d’ye do, George,”
he said. “Excuse me, papa.” He advanced and shook hands
with papa. He looked at Semmes. “If I hadn’t gone away
when I did I would be spending the night in the old
Capitol Prison.”

“Oh, Charles!” Lucy cried.

“Why, son,” said papa, “I don’t understand you.”

“My dear,” Charles said to Lucy, “you will excuse us.
The men had better talk this thing over.”

Lucy got up, and Aunt Myra followed her without a
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word. Charles watched them soberly as they disappeared
and closed the door.

“George,” he said, “Captain Schaeffer is in prison. Ma-
jor Stone arrested him at noon, under orders from Gen-
eral Scott.”

“Who is Captain Schaeffer?” papa asked.

George looked at papa, then at Charles, who hesitated
an instant and spoke in a casual tone.

“Captain Schaeffer is the commander of the National
Rifles, the company in Georgetown that George belongs
to. George, you've wasted your money. Stone hunted
down and disarmed half of the company, and seized the
reserve arms, which are at this moment in the government
arsenal.”

Papa’s face showed extreme perplexity as he rose and
took one step forward. The young men, George no less
than the others, gazed at him respectfully until, at a
loss what to do on his feet, he sat down again, stiffly,
holding the arms of his chair.

“What has George to do with that?” he asked.

“Major,” said George, “my grandfather Gibson organ-
ized the National Rifles when Washington was a village.”

Papa still gazed at him inquiringly.

Semmes said: “George contributed a good deal to re-
fitting the company last winter.” He took a long black
cigar from his waistcoat pocket, bit off the end, then re-
moved it and gestured in the direction of papa, all the
while looking at George, who instantly nodded his head.
Semmes continued: “Papa, the Union men resigned from
the Rifles a month ago, not more'n ten or a dozen.”

“I suppose, son, that you resigned too?”

“Papa, I did not.” He turned away and putting his arm
against the mantel leaned his head against it. George
backed off a few feet and sat down. Charles sat on the hair
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sofa where Lucy and Aunt Myra had been sitting. In
these seconds of time papa had taken out his kerchief
again; he drew it through one hand, and aimlessly spread
it out across his knees, but soon gathered it up and stuffed
it back into his sleeve and with the same motion began
to tap his knee with his forefinger.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “perhaps one of you will poke
the fire.”

Semmes turned, startled, but bent over swiftly and
brought the dying coals to a feeble blaze. Everybody in .
the room watched him with concentration. He straight-
ened up but kept looking at the fire with exaggerated zeal
until he could no longer pretend that it needed him. He
seemed to struggle with himself but quickly his eyelids
drooped and he stiffened, then moved quietly towards
papa, leaning over him.

“Papa, I am very sorry.”

Papa’s finger came to an abrupt stop in mid-air, his
hand sank listlessly upon his knee. The firelight threw
into relief the long nose and the wide mouth, which was
set as if in pain; but as he glanced from one young man
to another his eyes were bright. When nobody said any-
thing he leaned back in his chair and gazed at the fire.
He had surely heard Semmes, but he gave no sign of it.
Semmes backed away and stood at the far end of the
mantel.

Papa cast an inquiring glance at Charles.

“Well, sir,” said Charles, “you see I had been drilling
the company at night, ever since Christmas, two or three
nights a week.” He rose and paced back and forth, and
turned again to papa. “It was perfectly regular.” Papa
nodded and he continued. “I didn’t know it but since
Mr. Lincoln’s inauguration we've been under observa-
tion.” He paused again as if the recital were about to
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reach its painful stage. And I noticed that he had said
“we” meaning himself and the National Rifles, and not
the United States Army, of which he was an officer. “When
I returned to General Scott’s office after dinner today the
orderly called me aside and said that I was about to be
arrested for engaging in activities hostile to the Federal
Government. He said General Scott was in a rage, the
news of Sumter had just come over the wires, he was par-
ticularly suspicious of Virginians, being one himself.” And
Charles smiled, I think the second time I had seen him
smile in my life.

But no one in the room smiled back at him. He imme-
diately sobered, and composing his features tried to seem
casual, but he only succeeded in being extremely formal.

“Considerations of honor will compel me to resign my
commission tomorrow, and I think I had better do it by
letter.” .

He looked at George as if he expected him to say some-
thing, and George seemed about to speak, but papa rose
and glancing over his shoulder at me, said:

“Son, hand me my shawl, please.”

The shawl was hanging on a hook between the near
end of the mantel and the window, by papa’s secretary.
I lifted it from the hook and handed it to him. He drew
it carefully round his shoulders.

“It is a little chilly in the halls at this season.”

When he came to the door he turned, his hand on the
knob, to face the young men. George had risen; he bowed
his head; his lips moved, then he suddenly compressed
them into silence. There was in his face at that moment
a shadow, or a line, or perhaps it was only a trick of the
falling dusk, that I thought was agony, or at least painful
indecision.

“Father Buchan,” he said, and the form of address
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startled me. “We can’t do anything else now. I am not
choosing sides, I am chosen by circumstances. I want you
to know, sir, that I do prefer the Union.” He lowered his
voice. “And that I do sympathize with your position.”

By the time I looked at papa again he was standing
straight as a bell pole. The shawl gradually slid off his
shoulder to the floor as he threw his head back: the last
light was full in his face, his nostrils were dilated in anger.
With difficulty he held his arms at his sides. He gave
George a long, fixed stare.

“I thank you, sir,” he said. His mouth widened with a
fierce smile, but he was no longer looking at George.
“Semmes, I hope that I have your sympathy too.” He
backed out of the door, closed it with a firm, gentle bang;
and I heard his rapid footsteps ascending the stairs. The
shawl lay in a heap where it had fallen. Charles got up
stiffly and recovered it, hanging it carefully over the back
of a chair.

Semmes was chafing his hands in agitation.

“George,” he said, “perhaps we had better reconsider
our position. We can’t—"

“Can’t what, Semmes?”” The tone was remote, and in
the last minute he had become again the George that I
knew: his eyes were cold and smiling.

Charles said: ‘“George, maybe Semmes would feel better
if he could explain things to papa. Papa don’t know that
Mr. Lincoln will ask Virginia for troops to send to
Charleston. Lincoln and Seward have planned this all
along, waiting for an overt act by Mr. Davis.”

George seemed not to hear. He moved towards the
door, then, ignoring Charles, he addressed Semmes.

“Semmes, are we together in this thing or not? That'’s
the only thing you've got to decide. Are we together?”

Semmes had been looking at him but now his face fell,
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and he leaned against the mantel-shelf. Charles folded his
hands and looked beyond me through the window. I said
to myself: Are we together? What was together? I did not
know, and I heard again: Son, I've got to go, and I de-
cided that this time I would go with him, because it was
so simple to go and to leave behind all the things that
I would have to think about if I stayed. Then I thought
how easy it would have been if I could have gone off with
George away from the funeral, and come back to be with
him in the back-parlor, and to have met with him the
contempt of Cousin John, the courtesy of papa: how easy
it would have been to have had all my feelings simpli-
fied, to have felt the exultation of loyalty not to myself
or to all the life around me, but to one person who to
my dying day will be a man always riding off somewhere.
I thought I had better go up to my room, and I started
for the door, but when I came to George I stopped, and
he smiled at me.

“I know we’re together, son,” he said.

Semmes turned around. “Well, George, what shall we
do?”

He smiled at Semmes. “I thought you’d come with me.
1 think we had better see Major Corse.” He looked at
Charles. “We can offer him our men.”

“We’ll all go to see Corse,” Charles said.

George threw open the door and stood aside for Charles
and Semmes to pass. Charles touched him on the arm.
“After you, sir.” And George led the way into the hall.

* * *

A few days later, after the Virginia convention had
taken the State out of the Union, I was coming home from
school, it must have been about four o’clock, and I saw
a crowd down Washington Street gathered around the
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flag-pole. The United States flag hung limp against the
pole in the windless air. I ran, and when I came to the
edge of the crowd heard the steady plunk of an ax in
an unnatural stillness. I pushed my way slowly into the
center of the ring. A young man handed the ax to a
man with gray hair, who with stiff, feeble strokes loosened
a few chips, then would have fallen had not two younger
men stepped forward to support him. There was still no
disorder, not even talk. Men quietly awaited their turns.
Just inside the circle Major Corse stood, a little aloof,
his arms folded and a vague smile lighting his eyes. He
looked at me but gave no sign of recognition. There was
a cry, “Look out!” The circle broke and scattered as the
crackling pine fell with a crash upon the cobblestones.

Before the Presidential election of 1860, only a few
months ago, supporters of the Union ticket of Bell and
Everett had erected the pole, and I believe papa contrib-
uted to it. They insisted that secession was a crime, and
continued to insist until this day, the 14th of April, when
Mr. Lincoln’s proclamation reached us, calling for sev-
enty-five thousand volunteers to suppress in South Carolina
“combinations too powerful to be dealt with by the
courts”; on this day they all became violent supporters
of the crime.

All, or nearly all, but papa; for during secession week
he seldom went abroad, staying indoors and reading the
papers as never before. Cousin John Semmes came in to
sit with him in the evening, but by tacit understanding
there was no discussion of “politics.” One evening, as
Cousin John was about to leave, he asked papa if he
hadn’t better go back to Pleasant Hill.

“No, sir, the madness will subside.”

So far as papa was concerned life went on as usual—
which meant that Coriolanus dusted the back-parlor every
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morning and I went to school and at night pretended to
study my lessons. Boys of my own age, too young to vol-
unteer in any of the militia companies, envied our older
brothers, who would surely in a few weeks go up the
river and cross the Long Bridge into Washington, and
wrest the government away from the “foreigners.” We had
our own excitements, our own special and immemorial
way of amusing ourselves; but this is not my story.

In the week after Charles had resigned his commission
he waited at home, and we understood that he could not
decide whether to join the Mt. Vernon Guards as captain
or offer his services to the Confederate government. He
was waiting, I think, for Colonel Lee to set an example
—which he did towards the end of that week by offering
himself to the State of Virginia, not to the Confederacy,
for Virginia had only declared her independence and
could not officially become a part of the Confederacy un-
til by popular vote the Ordinance of Secession had been
confirmed; that was more than a month away. Papa said
that Colonel Lee had been “precipitate,” that conserva-
tive men would not consider the State out of the Union
until the actual vote was counted, since the Ordinance
had been pased under pressure from the fire-eaters led
by Henry A. Wise, a former governor of the State whose
political ambitions had been frustrated by his failure to
get the Presidential nomination in 1860. To us, the boys,
Governor Wise was already a great hero. Had he not,
when he mounted the platform to speak on the last day
of the Convention, prefaced his remarks with a gesture of
the heroic order? He had drawn two horse-pistols from
inside of his coat and dramatically laid them upon the table
before him. I had heard him speak several years before,
at political meetings, with Cousin John: he was a small
man with a big forehead and a sharp, angry expression.
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Charles left for Richmond early the next week, accom-
panied by Lucy, who was eager to go, thinking that
Charles might rapidly accede to high rank and thus
broaden the stage of her social operations, which had been
so narrow in a family headed by an old fogy who had
never heard of “society.” I think Aunt Myra was divided
in feeling between anxiety for Lucy’s decorum and relief
to be rid of her. Charles had been commissioned major
in the army of Virginia, charged with the drill and organ-
ization of militia companies as they arrived from remote
counties of the State. I did not see Charles and Lucy again
until after the war.

You cannot imagine the rumors and alarms that filled
those days, and I myself, a part of them, though a minute
part, cannot recall the excitement in which we lived. The
day after secession a “body of troops,” which swelled
in the imagination of the people of our town into an
“army,” passed mysteriously through Manassas Junction;
and in a few days we heard that the armory at Harper’s
Ferry had been captured. It was a great victory, of course,
and Washington would be next. But what actually came
next, what seemed so important at the time of its hap-
pening, I cannot remember, though I might consult the
books and bring back the true order of events. It was at
about this time, perhaps a little later, we heard that Mas-
sachusetts troops, marching through Baltimore, had been
mobbed by the secessionists of Maryland. It seemed for a
while that perhaps papa would be right—that the madness
would subside, no power being great enough to subdue
the bright soldiers who paraded the streets of Alexandria
the Sunday after the fall of Fort Sumter had forced Vir-
ginia into her independence.

Of course we got used to war, to what after a month
of parades we thought of as war, but on that first Sunday
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it was a novelty that I remember chiefly for a slight reason
—my anxiety to see Semmes and George who I knew would
be somewhere in the ranks of the Alexandria Rifles. After
the scene with papa the Sunday before neither George
nor Semmes had appeared, and we had heard only from
Susan, whose weekly letter might have been written in
times wholly lacking in agitation, it stuck so close to
family news: the Poseys were well, Aunt Jane Anne being
better after her attack of gout, Aunt Milly George as
usual, and Mr. Jarman (he never became *“uncle”) had
actually only yesterday (the 17th) not only emerged from
his room but had gone in the carriage up to Georgetown
Heights because he said he didn’t believe the Confederate
flag was flying over the Marshall House in Alexandria;
when he saw it he got back into the carriage and told
Blind Joe to take him home, that the war was over; little
Susan was getting better of the rickets and would be
walking soon, “so efficacious has been the diet prescribed
by Dr. Burrows, of buttermilk and pot liquor”; and “my
husband is busier than ever before, his engagements de-
taining him until late at night.” But there was no men-
tion of Jane Posey, and George's “‘engagements’ were a
mystery that papa, reading the letter to Aunt Myra, ac-
knowledged with a brief pause.

That Sunday at dinner papa put down his knife and
fork, and addressed me: “Son, it is beyond any dispute
now that Colonel Lee has resigned from the army.” We
had known it beyond dispute for several days, but papa
had not been convinced even after Charles’ departure
for Richmond; he had at last faced it at the morning ser-
vices at Christ Church where Miss Agnes Lee had told
Aunt Myra that her father, unwilling to fight his own
people, had become a private citizen; then old Mr. Dain-
gerfield had shown papa the Washington Star of the day
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before in which Lee’s resignation was announced. “But,”
papa said, “I cannot understand Colonel Lee’s reasons
for assuming that he would have to fight his own people.
A show of force by the Government would keep all these
young men from forming military companies. Lacy,” and
he looked at me, “I don’t forbid you to go to the parade,
but I want you to understand that we have nothing to do
with Disunion.”

That was the first time, I suppose, that papa had seemed
to me to speak from a great distance, as if he were a man
preoccupied with some private mystery that could not
be connected with what was going on in the world. How
easy to think that “‘a show of force” would disband the
Alexandria Rifles and Mt. Vernon Guards! Where in his
mind were the vast hordes of young men who were rush-
ing to village and county town, from the river bottoms
and the hills, coming with squirrel rifles, shot-guns, bowie
knives, to “form military companies” in Georgia, Ala-
bama, Mississippi, by the banks of the James, the Chat-
tahoochee, the Tennessee? For papa, these young men
did not exist; all that country from below the James to
the Rio Grande was a map, and the “war” was about to
be fought between the “government” and the sons of his
neighbors and kin in the old Northern Neck of Virginia.

After the cloth had been removed I told papa that I
did not care for any dessert, and could I be excused? He
let me go, and I ran upstairs to get my jacket and cap. I
remember at that moment a sense of loss as I was about
to close the door behind me, and I thought I had for-
gotten something. I glanced about the room, in which
there was never sufficient light, and the bare wall oppo-
site me became the wall of the “boys’ room” at Pleasant
Hill where my double-barreled gun rested upon its pegs.
I closed the door swiftly but softly, and ran as softly down
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the stairs and through the front door into the street where
according to appointment, down on the corner, two of my
friends waited for me. They were just my age, Hank Her-
bert was not so large as I, but Jack Armistead was taller
and looked more than our age; he, of course, was a cousin,
but our boyish code forbade our ever referring to it in
the presence of other boys. When I approached there was
no greeting—that too was an article of conduct among
little savages—but Hank and Jack shifted a little their
postures.

Hank said: “Old Kenny says my pa said to beat me if I
talked about enlisting.” Old Kenny was Mr. Kennedy,
master of the Alexandria Academy. “Say, Lacy, you reckon
Major Corse’d take me?” He looked about him slyly, and
stuck a small plug of tobacco in the corner of his mouth.

“Hell,” said Jack. “Hell, I don’t want to be a private.
They ain’t any of the officers gentlemen but the Major,
maybe a couple others.” '

“Major Corse ain’t going to take any of us,” I said.
“Listen here, Jack, we got to set an example. We got to
show the plain people we ain’t any better'n they are.”
They gave me their solemn attention, and we all felt that
we had already sacrificed ourselves to the glory of the Old
Dominion. As we considered it, distant strains of music
came to us from the south end of town. We looked all at
once up Duke Street towards Washington.

“Less go,” I said.

“Less go,” said Hank.

“Come on,” Jack said, and he pushed Hank in the back
as we started at a half trot up the street.

“Say,” Jack said, “Wink Broadacre’s jined the Rifles
only he ain’t got a uniform yet.”

“You say he has,” I said. I hadn’t seen Winston Broad-
acre for about three years, but I got all the news of him
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I could because his superior age and achievements made
him a hero to the younger generation to which I belonged.
He had been at the University for two years and surprised
everybody with his judicious balance of study and dissi-
pation, excelling in both.

“Yas,” Jack said, “he’s a leftenant.” He looked at me.
“Hell, you oughta know that. Hell, didn’t your brother-
in-law tell Major Corse Wink had to be made an officer?”

We slowed to a walk. Hank looked worried. ‘“‘Shut up,
Jack, you oughtn’t to be telling that.”

I hadn’t heard a word about it but I pretended I had.
“Yas, Brother George is mighty patriotic.” An embarrassed
silence fell upon my companions. I had to lift it. “Well,
anyhow he made all the Georgetown boys come over here
and enlist, didn’t he? And he give enough muskets for
two companies. Ain’t that patriotism?”

“It sho is,” said Hank. “Look here, Lace, it’s a dern
shame Mr. Posey wa’'n’t made an officer, after all he’s done.
My pa says it is. He says Mr. Posey oughta been made
cap'n of one of the new companies, the one with the
Georgetown boys in it....”

“Well,” I said knowingly, “maybe Brother George don’t
want to be cap’n, maybe he wants to be a private.”

“Hubh,” Jack said, “‘you wait and see.”

As we came to the corner of Duke and Washington the
sounds of the distant band were more distinct.

“Let’s wait here for them to pass,” I said.

“Naw,” Jack said, ‘“we better go up to Prince.”

That was where the speaking was going to be. We
walked fast. As we came to the end of the block the crowd
thickened, mostly boys like us or negroes who shuffled
about in clusters; across the street there were white people
only, young girls dressed in bonnets and hoops. Out in
the middle of the street at the crossing of the four corners
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stood a wooden platform about three feet high and big
enough for not more than four or five men to stand on.
We looked to the left down the street: far away, probably
as far as South Street near Hunting Creek we saw the head
of the column with two indistinguishable flags in the lead.

It seemed a half hour before I could make out the
features of the white, serious face of the leading color-
bearer, a young man I had never seen; then the band
struck up an air, the new tune of “The Bonny Blue Flag,”
and a loud hand-clapping preceded the wild cheer that
I was to hear later in the dusty fields of war. The first
color-bearer carried the flag of Virginia; a few paces be-
hind him came one of the older Herbert boys, a cousin
of Hank’s, carrying a small replica of the flag that had
been flying since Friday over the Marshall House—two
horizontal bands, red and white, with, in the upper left-
hand corner, a blue field containing a single white star.
The first company was the Rifles, perfectly uniformed in
dark blue, white shoulder belts crossed over the chest,
and tall patent leather hats—they looked like pictures of
soldiers in the Mexican War. After them came the Mt.
Vernon Guards, similarly dressed but with different in-
signia. The Rifles marched across the square and formed
in line facing towards the platform. The Guards turned
left into Prince Street, and about-faced. The next com-
pany had only a sprinkling of uniforms, few of them
matching, and the arms were muskets, shot-guns, sabers,
pistols, and pikes. As it came opposite us I stared at a
familiar face, an officer, sword at shoulder, dressed in the
new, beautiful bluish gray of the South. It was Winston
Broadacre. When he came near enough to the curb for
me almost to touch him, I said in a low voice that pene-
trated the shouts:

“Hello, Wink.”
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He turned an impassive, grim-looking young face un-
seeingly in my direction. Then his eyes narrowed into a
smile.

“Howdy, Lacy,” he said without change of expression.
As his company turned the corner to the right into
Prince Street I felt tears come to my eyes, but I turned
away to keep my companions from seeing until I had
fought them back.

I said, ““Say, I'd sho like to enlist.”

“So would 1,” said Hank.

“I reckon I will pretty soon,” Jack said. We looked at
the next company. About half of the men were uniformed
and I suddenly recognized them; they were the National
Rifles from Georgetown. I felt a little tense. The first
face my eyes fixed was the solemn features of Brother
Semmes; he wore the uniform of a private in the National
Rifles; and except that when he turned his head in our
direction his eyelids drooped, I should not have known
that he saw me. Then I noticed a difference between this
company and the one that had preceded it: although half
of the men were without uniforms, every man had a new
shining rifle, with bayonet fixed—the muskets that Brother
George had so patriotically supplied! I was looking down
the ranks for Brother George when Jack whispered:

“Who'’s that man there?” He pointed towards a man
of middle height, powerfully built and of swarthy com-
plexion, who marched with drawn sword outside the col-
umn and near its head. Before I really saw him I realized
that he was the captain. I kept staring at the tinge of gray
in the long hair over his ears. It astonished me; then I
knew why: it had delayed my recognition of a man I had
known from infancy.

“He’s Mister John,” I said; then: “I mean Mr. John
Langton, he’s our neighbor in the country.”
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“He’s cap’n,” Hank said.

I pretended not to hear, turning to look at the file closers
who brought up the rear of a column that seemed to me
a great army. It was about five hundred men, but that
was more than twice as many as the Rifles and Guards
could have mustered a week ago. Captain Langton’s com-
pany halted in front of us. The four streets radiating away
from the platform were now filled with soldiers standing
at order-arms. The cheering subsided, and I heard the
rapid clatter of hooves from the direction of Duke Street.
A body of horsemen was turning into Washington; they
came at a quick trot past the halted company. At the head
rode Major Corse, dressed like Wink Broadacre in gray,
followed by five or six dignitaries rigged out in odds and
ends of military regalia. They dismounted at the plat-
form: one man I gazed at narrowly and recognized as
Cousin John: the only military touch about him was a
tightly buttoned, double-breasted coat of dark blue; the
buttons were silver; and he wore a soft gray hat.

Cousin John and Major Corse talked in a low tone,
looking from the bunched horses to the crowd, and then
at the men in the ranks. Cousin John shook his head: No,
I was sure he was saying, we can’t ask gentlemen to hold
our horses. They had forgotten to appoint an orderly.
I stepped down from the curb into the street; Jack pushed
me a little in the back; “Go on,” he said. I caught Cousin
John’s eye; he nodded and I ran forward as if I were be-
ing pursued. The gentlemen handed me their bridles: as
Cousin John handed me his I looked at his horse—it was
the bay mare, Queerr Susie. I drew the horses together into
a half circle, looking over my shoulder towards Captain
Langton’s company. The captain slouched with his left
hand at his hip, the point of his sword resting upon the
toe of his right boot, which was slightly advanced. He
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looked insolent, humorless, and bored. Queen Susie tossed
her head, giving the bridle a stiff yank, and I knew that
Brother George should have been standing in John Lang-
ton’s place, and then I realized, after the diverting excite-
ment, that in all that vast host of men—I still considered
them a host—I had not seen George Posey, and that John
Langton, his enemy, had marched at the head of his—
George’s—men. I could hardly keep my mind on the cere-
monies for wondering how George’s mare had got there;
as Cousin John mounted the platform with professional
dignity, I could not understand why he, also in his way
George’s enemy, should have ridden his horse. But I did
know this: that George Posey was in town, and I imag-
ined him somewhere in the crowd, a stranger here as
everywhere, looking down on the ceremonies from his
great height, his eyes half closed in his backward tilted
head.

“Citizens of Alexandrial”—Cousin John was standing a
little apart from the other men, holding his hat across
his chest. “Fellow Citizens, I have the pleasure of an-
nouncing to you under authority received by telegraph
from Governor Letcher the formation of the Seventeenth
Regiment of Virginia Infantry. This regiment is at pres-
ent composed of the gallant men and patriots assembled
upon this occasion. Their ranks”—he paused—‘their ranks
should the emergency require will be doubled overnight!”
The shouts of at least three thousand people jamming the
sidewalks were so prolonged that at last Cousin John
raised his hand for silence. “It is the devout and burning
wish of every patriot that this cruel emergency may pass.”
He paused and surveyed the crowd amid whose silence a
hoof on the cobblestones could have been heard a block
away. His mouth widened almost into a smile, and he
nodded his head slowly and repeatedly. At last, under the



162 The Fathers

spell of the expert demagogue, there was laughter in the
ranks which was taken up by the crowd who suddenly
broke into cheers, Again Cousin John gestured, half
bowing, for silence. “Now, my friends, I come to the
greatest pleasure of all. I have the signal honor to pre-
sent to you your neighbor, kinsman, and friend: he will
be known henceforth, until the honor of further promo-
tion, as Colonel Montgomery Corse, commander of the
Seventeenth Virginial” There was more cheering as
Cousin John stepped back and Colonel Corse moved for-
ward with a long sheet of paper in his hand.

He stood calm and business-like, his gray cap, trimmed
with patent leather, firmly on his head. He raised the
paper and began to read. I turned my back on the plat-
form the better to manage the horses; looking between
them I saw in the crowd, back against the wall of the
corner house, the impassive face of Brother George sur-
veying the scene. '

“...that our first allegiance is due to Virginia; that we
will obey her commands and abide by her fortunes; that
in her defense against all assailants whatsoever we are
ready to risk life and all that renders life desirable. To
this we pledge the faith of soldiers and the sacred affec-
tion of sons.”

The silence in which the crowd had received the
Colonel’s speech continued: when it broke I was brought
sharply out of the superior reality that George’s face had
created for me. I had heard again his anguish in the shad-
owy back-parlor—“they think of nothing but marriage
and death and the honor of Virginia.” You will under-
stand, of course, that the honor of Virginia meant some-
thing to me; yet for that instant my experience had been
like a dream; words that would ordinarily have moved me
as it had moved the crowd, to shouts and tears, had been
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far away, and I knew what it was to be apart from the
emotions that all men shared; I suppose I came nearer,
there in the street holding his mare, to seeing the world
through George Posey’s eyes than I had ever come before.

Before the cheering began I fancied I had caught his
eye, and a gleam of this communion flashed to me.

Before I knew it the officers were taking their horses
from me. Cousin John, flushed with his exertion, said:
“Lead her down to the Marshall House. George'll get her
there.” When I turned round to start, the fierce yells
struck me: the crowd and the soldiers had melted inex-
tricably, as I slowly made way for the big mare in the
direction of King Street.

When I came to the Marshall House the crowd was
thinning away. I tied Queen Susie at the hitching-rack
around on the side street, and went back to the front
door where I expected to find Brother George. He was
nowhere to be seen. I hesitated before I could decide to
enter: I had been forbidden to go into taverns, but I re-
membered it was Sunday, the bar would be closed, and I
had a definite mission. (Gadsby’s I think was considered a
more genteel place, but one of the early Gadsbys had been
a “speculator,” that is, a negro trader, and papa was dead-
set against the very name. Mr. Jackson, the proprietor of
the Marshall House, was an excellent man.) I walked
through the front door into the dim little “office.” There
were some strange men leaning upon the desk, behind
which, on the wall, was a rack upon which a few keys
hung from wooden pegs. Against the opposite wall stood
a row of big unpainted chairs flanked at each end by large
brass cuspidors. Most of the chairs were occupied by men
silently smoking cigars. I walked up to the desk.
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“Good evening, Mr. Jackson,” I said.

Mr. Jackson gave me a polite glance followed by recog-
nition. “Lacy, what can I do for you?” I waited for the
rest of what he would surely say, but got instead only an
urbane stare.

“I am looking for Mr. Posey, sir.”

“I expect he’ll be in here in a minute.” He turned
away, but he too had felt his omission, and he looked at
me again. He had a strong, shrewd face, partly concealed
by a wide black moustache. “Son,” he said, “I hope that
your father is well.” He paused. “I haven’t seen him all
this past week. I feel that people are entitled to differ-
ences of opinion.” He said it coldly and turned again to
the men. “By God,” he said in a loud voice, “if Yankee
soldiers enter this town they’ll be greeted by two four-
pounders from my back yard. I've got ‘em covering both
streets to the river.”

A man in one of the chairs quickly folded his news-
paper, and walked out of the hotel. All eyes followed him.
“Too hot for him,” one of the strange men said. I heard
footsteps descending the stairs in the back of the room.
It was George. He smiled at me, without speaking, walked
to the desk and laid a key upon it.

“Five dollars, sir,” said Mr. Jackson. George took five
silver dollars out of his trousers’ pocket and stacked them
neatly upon the desk. He had evidently been in Alexan-
dria for nearly a week but he had not come near us: what
had he been doing? He came to me at the end of the
desk.

“Semmes wants you to go over and visit us in George-
town, Lacy,” he said. I said nothing. “Your pa sent him
a message.”

I was bewildered. “School ain’t over yet, Brother
George,” I said.
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The front door opened. A strange man carrying a small
handbag followed by Cousin John entered. There was no
greeting except that George nodded to them, and Mr.
Jackson moved quickly to the back of the office and
opened a door into a private dining-room. He waited until
we had disappeared through the door, then closed it, re-
maining on the outside. The three men sat down round
the bare table. “Be seated, son,” Cousin John said. I sat
down in a chair near the door, against the wall. He looked
from me to the stranger, and back at me. He said to the
stranger: “The boy is my kinsman. We may proceed.”

George took out of a long wallet a sheaf of papers and
laid them before him. The stranger produced what seemed
to me an identical sheaf, handing it to Cousin John, who
put on his spectacles and with pencil poised in the air
looked at George. George began reading in a brisk modu-
lated voice. ““Two thousand pair of shoes.” Cousin John
made a mark on his paper. “Three hundred tons of super-
refined powder.” Cousin John checked again. “Two thou-
sand stand of new Springfield muskets.” Cousin John made
his mark, and the same proceedings went on for another
half hour. There was a pause at the end. George looked
at the stranger. “Mr.—,” he began, then glanced at me.
“Well, sir,” he said, “I have furnished eighty-two Enfield
rifles to Company D of the new Seventeenth Virginia.”

The stranger looked at Cousin John, who said: “Mr.
Posey equipped these men while they were still in the
National Rifles of Georgetown.”

“I understand,” the stranger said, “that the company
was mustered in equipped. If Mr. Posey wishes to be re-
imbursed he will have to get the captain of that company
to make requisition for a voucher.”

“I'm damned if I'll do that, sir,” George said.
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The strange man looked taken aback; he lowered his
eyes. “Mr. Posey, I can do nothing for you. The State
Treasurer will have to pass on it.” He rose, and placing
the handbag on the table, said: “Here are sixty-one thou-
sand dollars in gold and gold certificates of the Federal
Government. Do you wish to count it?”

George got up. Cousin John struggled to his feet and
produced a small flask of whisky. He reached for three
whisky glasses on a side table, set them in a row, and
poured drinks. George raised his glass. “No, sir, it won’t
be necessary to count it.” He put the glass down. Cousin
John and the stranger tossed off their drinks.

“How much longer can you do this business?” asked
the stranger.

George’s cold eyes shone. “I can do it as long as the
fords ain’t guarded. The goods are consigned to me at
Frederick, and the teams have no trouble crossing White’s
Ford.”

The stranger said nothing. He backed away from the
table, bowed, and left the room.

George turned on his heel and began to pace up and
down, ignoring Cousin John and me, till at last he said:
“If T hadn'’t told the boys to do it they wouldn’t have ac-
cepted Langton as cap’n. Now, Mr. Semmes,” he said look-
ing straight at Cousin John, “do you think it right and
just that I should arm John Langton’s company?”

“Well, George, I reckon it ain’t precisely just, sir.”

Cousin John sat down and fingered the rim of his empty
glass. George turned toward the door. He came back to
pick up the satchel. “Lacy, I have business tonight. I may
not get home till tomorrow some time. You ride Queen
Susie over in the morning. Your pa will give his consent.”
Satchel in hand, he addressed Cousin John. “Mr. Semmes,
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your people are about to fight a war. They remind me of
a passel of young 'uns playing prisoners’ base. Good eve-
ning, sir.” And he opened the door and was gone.

I got up from my chair and moved towards the table.
Cousin John stared at the empty glass. “Well, Lacy, you
better do as George says. It would kill your pa if you
enlisted.”

“Why wa’n’t Brother George made cap’n, Cousin John?”

“Maybe it ain’t just, but he ought to be willing to be a
private, damn it!” Cousin John hit the table with his fat .
fist. “Lacy, George Posey ain’t from Alexandria. The Sev-
enteenth is the Alexandria regiment.”

“Mister John ain’t from Alexandria, either,” I said.

Cousin John gave me a shrewd glance. “But he’s a
Virginian. That’s the difference—he’s a Virginian.” He
pinched his dewlap meditatively. “Don’t expect George
to come to see your pa. Your pa’s Union sentiments are
embarrassing to him in this ticklish business he’s doing.
Lacy, George is serving the cause as much as if he had a
musket. And it’s what he likes to do. He thinks fighting
is nonsense.” He got up. “Come on, let’s see how your
pa is.”

When we came to the door, I said in a low voice:
“Cousin John, ain’t Brother George one of our people?”

“Good God, boy, what a question! Go and get the mare.
If George got caught, the next place you'd see him would
be the Old Capitol Prison where his friend Schaeffer is.
Now let’s go.”

I went round to the hitching-rack, untied the bridle,
mounted Queen Susie, and started at a trot towards Fair-
fax Street. I turned down Fairfax, and in a couple of min-
utes I dismounted in front of our house. I looked up and
down the melancholy red brick and at the windows where
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the blinds were closely drawn. I decided to wait outside
and to go in with Cousin John when he came.

* * *

I came to the head of the Long Bridge next evening at
sundown, and I got by the sentries without trouble: “I'm
going to visit my sister in Georgetown,” I said, and the
sergeant of the picket said, “Search him,” which the men
did very carelessly; and I walked the mare over the bridge.
By the time I had gone the length of Virginia Avenue
to the Water Street Bridge into Georgetown, it was nearly
dark, and to keep from getting lost in the maze of narrow
streets I continued along Water Street and followed it
into town, until I came to the end of Frederick Street,
where it suddenly pitches from the heights above down
to Water Street and the canal. I dismounted at the foot
of Frederick lest Queen Susie slip in ascending the steep,
cobbled grade. At the top I mounted her again, and in
two minutes I came to Vista Avenue and drew rein at the
carriage gate of the Posey house. I sat in the saddle to
listen for I know not what. I looked down the river where
a few yellow lights were slowly moving. On the Maryland
side I saw many fires, the camps of Northern soldiers.
The house before me was dark. I heard footsteps behind
the gate, then a low voice:

“Is that you, Marse Lacy?”

“Yas,” I said.

“This yere’s Joe,” the voice said.

The gate opened towards me, I dismounted, and Blind
Joe took the bridle, and led the mare towards the stables
in the rear, and disappeared. I stood on the brick driveway
trying to hear something. Low, indistinguishable voices
came from the servants’ quarters beyond the stable at the
rear of the garden. I knew that the garden ran all the way
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round the other side of the house and fronted on the
street where a high stone wall shut it in. I looked up at
the rear windows; they were dark. I walked quietly over
to the garden and found myself at the entrance to a nar-
row path which was blocked by dense, unpruned shrubs.
The voices ceased. I had better go to the side door. I
turned to the right into the path at the side of the house
and came to the little door that the Poseys called the
“wicket.” There was no knocker. I pushed on the handle,
but the door was locked. Before I knew what I was doing
I was knocking hard upon the door. There was no response.
I cried, “‘Sister, sister! Here I am.” I waited about a minute.
“Sister!” I cried again.

It seemed an hour but it was only a few minutes before
I heard slow footsteps inside, and the key turned in the
lock. In the silence that followed the door did not open.
I said quickly, “It’s Lacy Buchan.” The door opened with
a squeak, and an old negro woman said peevishly, “Whyn’t
you come to de front door?” She held in her gnarled fingers
a battered tin candlestick in which the candle had almost
burned down to the socket. She turned abruptly, I entered
and closed the door. “Don’t make no noise,” she said.
“Ole Miss sick.” Ole Miss was of course Aunt Jane Anne.
I followed the old woman up the short flight of steps into
the main hall. She disappeared in the rear of the house
where I heard her muffled feet ascending the back stairs.
I moved into the front hall where a candle was burning
weakly in a wall bracket at the foot of the main staircase.
Now where shall I go, I thought, how shall I find sister
if I can’t make any noise? I was trying to think it out:
staring at the face of old Jeremaiah Gibson in the portrait
hanging over the candle, I took in his features one by one
—the harsh, ascetic eyes, the small mouth, the bulging fore-
head. Well, I said to myself with serious irrelevance, the
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old man will never help me. I had better go right up to
her room.

I could see that the upper hall was dark, so I seized a
candlestick on the small table near the front door, and
lit it from the candle on the wall. From the top of the
stairs, which wound round the back of the hall, the lower
hall spread before me in its mellow amplitude: the ceil-
ing was so high that from where I stood I might have been
peering into a deep, torch-lit cavern, a bright place sur-
rounded by darkness. It was only the fancy of a boy that
for an instant peopled the hall with gay young figures,
bright faces and laughter at the end of a soiree, saying
Good-bye, good-bye, and then I almost heard it like a voice:
Good-bye.

I started towards the front rooms: the upper hall was
heavily carpeted and I made no sound. When I had got
about halfway down the hall I heard a door open behind
me; I halted and waited for somebody to speak. There
was no voice but I knew that the door was still open. I
turned quickly and saw peeping from a door which was
open about six inches, a dim face that seemed to have no
support below it, being wedged tightly between door and
jamb. I suppose I stared back at the face, and the impro-
priety of my situation grew upon me, but the even greater
impropriety of speech kept me silent; I waited for the
face to utter a word or to disappear. It stared; then it sud-
denly withdrew and the door closed with a soft click.

The front room on the right was Aunt Jane Anne’s; the
room on the left, sister’s. I knocked gently upon her door. I
heard regular but quiet footsteps, broken by regular short
pauses. When there was no cessation of the steps I knocked
again. They ceased abruptly. The door opened, and sister
stood before me. Without a word she backed away; I en-
tered and closed the door. She kissed me upon the cheek
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about my shoulders as if I were a child, and walked me
over to a chair by the slow fire. She remained standing. I
thought she was handsomer than I had ever seen her: she
had evidently been brushing her hair, it hung down to
her waist over the folds and ruffles of a white negligee.
Her face was marble-white and her eyes were calm.

“How is papa?” she said.

My hands were not cold, but I held them to the fire.
“Sister,” I said, ‘““‘who peeped at me out in the hall, I mean
from the back bedroom?”

“That was Aunt Milly,” she said, but she did not smile.

“Papa is well.” I hoped she would say something. She
sat down in a small rocker. “Papa,” I said, “is well.” I
looked at her. “I wa'n’t going to enlist, sister.” She gazed
at me but said nothing. She turned her eyes towards the
fire, then rose and walked to the narrow door into the
adjoining room, which was the nursery. Presently she
came back, and I followed her steps over the worn track
in the carpet that ran from the middle of the room to the
nursery door. Idly my eyes traced out another worn place
running from the dismal tester bed to the prie-dieu that
stood behind me near the mantelpiece against the wall:
sister, not being a Catholic, had profanely dropped her
sewing upon the lectern. I was waiting for her to sit down,
but she remained standing, her hands clasped before her;
it was the first time I had not been able to say to sister
whatever came into my mind, the first time I had no chat-
ter, nothing being in my mind to say. She looked tired. I
kept my eyes on the floor; directly I found myself tracing
out still another of those confounded tracks on the car-
pet, this time it was over by the far front window, a short
path of five or six feet, and it looked different from the
others, as if the nap had just been taken off leaving the
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fiber clean where the fiber of the older tracks looked faded
and aged.

“How is little Jane?” I said.

Her face lighted up for a bare second. “She cries for her
father.” She sat down in the rocker.

“Sister,” I said, “you look tired.”

“I don’t sleep well. Not since George went into the
army.”

I hardly knew what to make of that. Sister asked:
“Didn’t papa send any messages?”

Of course he had sent messages, but I could not remem-
ber how he had worded them; so I said bluntly:

“Papa said for me to protect you.”

Sister put her face into her hands. When she looked up
and spoke her voice was difficult. “I need no protection,
Lacy; it’s papa who needs it. Poor papa—what will become
of him?”’ )

After a few months I remembered her words and knew
that I had not understood them, that I had not even
known there was anything to understand.

“Sister,” I said suddenly, “why did Miss Milly peep
out at me?”

“I don’t know, Lacy, I don’t know.” She rocked back
and forth a little. And then she said, calmly as if she were
merely explaining why the Washington Monument had
not been finished: “It is no wonder he is the way he is—
I mean my husband, Lacy, he’s so fine, but he’s so violent.”
She pressed her eyelids with thumb and forefinger, then
placed her hands in her lap. “People have got to get life
where they can, that’s all there is to it. That’s why Aunt
Milly peeps—it makes her live.”

She seemed to be thinking about it, but I couldn’t ask
her to go on. “Lacy, hadn’t you better go to bed, you know
upstairs in the south bedroom; I know you're tired.” I
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tired? I had never been tired in my life. I did not move.

“Sister, Brother George ain’t in the army. Mr. John
Langton’s cap’n of the company with the Georgetown
boys in it.” I don’t know why I said it, but some instinct
told me that she had better know. She rose and walked
to the nearer window, putting a hand against the case-
ment: a posture that she must often have taken, only now
she looked at the blank, closed blinds; yet she was ob-
livious of them, and of her purpose in standing there.

“Then I don’t know where my husband has been for a
week.” She had turned to face me, but now she went over
to the bed and sat against it, running both hands under
her smooth, loose hair. I looked again at the fire, and
there was a long silence.

When she spoke again I was startled: I heard her voice
like a harsh echo a few seconds after she had spoken.
“When I was a girl at Pleasant Hill I couldn’t have known
about this.” As I was taking in all that it meant, the still-
ness of the house was broken by the big clock in the lower
back hall striking the hour: without counting the strokes
I said to myself after the last one: nine.

“I thought they were just two peculiar old ladies,” she
said in a low, excited tone. “I was so young I couldn’t
know that they weren’t really old. And George was so
handsome and independent. He still is,” she said. “But
he’s always living somewhere else. He never talks to me.
He comes upstairs and talks to little Jane and smiles.”
She came over to the fire and started to sit down. She
stood by the chair. “Well, Lacy, good night.”

I got up and started for the door. “Come kiss me good-
night, Lacy.”

I went back to her, then stopped to face her. “Sister,
why did you send for me? I know papa didn’t think of it.
Why did you send for me?”
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“Yes, Lacy, I sent for you,” she said. “We do need pro-
tection.” I continued to look at her. “They don’t know—
they think nothing is happening. Why, Mr. Jarman’s only
been out of the house once—last Sunday—in a year. He
walks the floor reciting his compositions.” She smiled. “I
walk the floor too. I suppose we all get that way!” She
came forward and held me by the shoulders. She kissed
me. “Good night, Lacy.”

There was a knock at the door and I felt as if I had
been surprised or menaced in some way wholly unfore-
seen. Sister gazed steadily into my eyes, and without mov-
ing her gaze, she said in a slightly raised tone:

“Come in, Jane.”

She kept looking at me as the doorknob moved timidly,
and I said in a flash to myself: she hasn’t mentioned
Semmes! Had she thought about him? And I hadn’t men-
tioned Jane, but that was because for some reason I had
not thought of her. The door opened and Jane, her straw-
colored hair down her back, came into the room with
short, modest steps. She saw me without surprise, then
looked inquiringly at sister.

“Jane, here’s Lacy,” sister said, and it would have
sounded foolish anywhere else.

“Hello,” Jane said to me.

I said, “Hello, Jane.” I glanced furtively and saw that
her eyes were on the floor.

‘“Have you done your French?” asked sister.

“Yes'm,” Jane said. Her eyes were still downcast, but
there was something grown-up in her face that I had not
seen there before; it'was as if her features had settled into
the mold of maturity round the chin and eyes, leaving
the mouth to be attended to later on: the mouth still
had the submissive droop, or was it the mouth? Or is it
ever any feature that means anything? I tried to think what
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I meant by the submissiveness of her mouth, but T
couldn’t; I suppose there was something in Jane that
I was trying to understand, but then I knew only that I
wanted to see her alone: perhaps sister would let me walk
with her to the convent next day when she went up for
her music lesson. Sister was looking from me to Jane. She
was taller than sister; it was only pretense that kept her
a moment longer a child.

“Jane has come for her prayers,” sister said, smiling at
Jane.

I went to the door and turned around, ready to make,
in my embarrassment, a bow to Jane; but she had not
changed her position; so I said, “Good night,” and as
sister smiled at me I opened the door and went upstairs.
At the door into the south bedroom, where I had stayed
before, I remembered again that Susan had not men-
tioned Semmes. Why had I not thought of Jane? Well, I
should have to get used to her in this house where people
were either in rooms or about, irrevocably, to go into
them. I could see Jane standing against the wall in my
mother’s dressing room and the satin slipper lying on its
side on the floor.

» . »

Two days later I received a letter from papa saying that
he was getting along well, but that old Lucy Lewis had
been found dead in her bed, and Coriolanus and Henry
had driven the body to Pleasant Hill for burial; but that
he had not gone himself “which I much regret, as the re-
spect in which Aunt Lucy was held by our family was
such as to warrant the tenderest devotion to the memory
of her conspicuous, if humble virtues; but the weather
suddenly becoming inclement, I had to forego the duty.
Your Aunt Myra leaves today for Falls Church: I allude
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to her depature chiefly for dear Susan’s eye, since our dear
daughter may wish to drive to her Uncle Armistead in
what may be his last illness. I am pained, my dear son, to
deepen further the melancholy of this epistle with the
recital of another misfortune. Your Cousin John Semmes,
according to advices just received in Alexandria, was seen
yesterday on the streets of Washington and arrested by
Major Stone: while I cannot condone the unlawful arrest,
which was executed in contempt of a writ of habeas cor-
pus, yet his pronounced secessionist activities have made
him subject to this action. It appears that he must lan-
guish, in the company of other disunionists, in Fort Dela-
ware. He was charged with smuggling materials of war
from Pennsylvania into Virginia. I cannot conceive why
I had not heard about this activity...” Well, papa, I said
to myself, I can! Poor papa, who still thought that his
neighbors alone were perversely opposing the Federal
Government! I glanced again at what I had read: had
Brother George been arrested too? No, I decided; we
should have heard it...“I come now to a piece of news
that has been received by our friends here with wild dem-
onstrations of delight. Even my friend Daingerfield at his
age was seen to jump up and down with excitement. I was
dumfounded. Robert Lee has accepted the post of general-
in-chief of the Army of Virginia. I had supposed his resig-
nation from the United States Army to be a gesture of
neutrality, a position with which I feel a considerable
sympathy; although I felt and do still feel that in so far
as one must be swayed by faction, one ought to support
the authority of the Federal Government. Alas, my son,
there are every day fewer and fewer of our people in Alex-
andria. Now in closing this tedious communication I must
advert briefly to your present situation. I did not feel
that you would enlist without my consent, yet it is my



The Crisis 177

desire to remove you from the sphere of excitement and
temptation, and the influence of your Brother. Last night
I had a painful interview with that young man. Semmes
came in a few minutes after supper. I commanded him to
resign from his company, saying that I would send in to
John Langton a request that his name be dropped from
the rolls on the ground that membership in an organiza-
tion sworn to uphold disunion was inconsistent with the
views of his family. Semmes stubbornly held that he was
in favor of disunion, whereupon I said, reluctantly and
without passion, that he was no longer a son of mine. I
cannot but feel that my other son George Posey’s influence
has placed Semmes in this position, although George him-
self seems to have reconsidered and returned to his family,
where I presume he is conducting his business as usual.
That is a mode of conduct that all men should pursue—
business as usual; our present troubles for sheer lack of
attention would subside. Give to Susan and infant my
dearest love and convey to the Posey ladies my respects.
Yrs. my son till Death do us part, L. Buchan.”

I had by this time come to my own idea of George’s “in-
fluence” on Semmes; it was not an influence but an ex-
change in which each got from the other what he could
not supply for himself. I can see George Posey from his
boyhood in the dark halls of the Posey house, then emerg-
ing into the bright light of day; you must try to imagine
him after he got outside—what could he do? His father,
old Mr. Rozier Posey, had died while he was still a small
boy: I never knew much about him but the tales of his
secrecy of action and brutality of character have done a
good deal in later years to explain the extreme refinement
of sensibility of which Aunt Jane Anne and I suppose
Jane also were the victims, and George too in his curious
way. The family did not live the normal life of their times
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—that, I suppose, is what it all comes down to. Old
Mr. Posey had left the plantation, but he was a rich man,
and, in town, the family could not merge into the small
middle class of folks who were beginning to rise. The
women particularly had nothing to do. And Mr. Jarman
—many years younger than his brother—who had wanted
to be a man of letters, could not find anybody else who
wanted him to be one; so he became a recluse, a kind
of Roderick Usher, whose nerves could bear whatever
reality they received from the dormer windows at the top
of the house, which looked out upon the river. There is
much less fantasy in Poe’s creation than most people think:
Usher was just like Mr. Jarman—Poe had a prophetic in-
sight—for Mr. Jarman, like Usher, had had so long an as-
sured living that he no longer knew that it had a natural
source in human activity; and I suppose he began from his
early manhood to retire upon himself. I doubt if heredity
had anything to do with it. Aunt Jane Anne was not a
Posey, but a Gibson: she was a gentlewoman who became
in the common sense more and more “gentle” as she
got older, and ended up by not being able to entertain
longer than a minute any thought that did not concern her
health and her feelings. There was a wonderful story about
her that I picked up somewhere as a boy: how, as a young
woman, perhaps as a bride, she had been high-spirited;
how, when once late at night ‘“Mr. Posey” had come home
intoxicated, she was ready for him: she had got the negro
girls to sew two sheets together; she had spread the sheets
out at the top of the stairs; when “Mr. Posey” with great
effort achieved the flight, she with her own hand tripped
him with a poker, and as he lay there in a stupor, she
sewed him up in the sheets and then horse-whipped him
into sobriety. How could she have done it? Her hands
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were small and waxen, her feet like birds’ feet, and her
voice so gentle it was a marvel that she spoke at all.

I should say that the Poseys were more refined than the
Buchans, but less civilized. I never saw a letter written by
George Posey; he must have written letters, but I cannot
imagine them. In the sense of today nobody wrote per-
sonal letters in our time: letters conveyed the sensibility
in society, the ordered life of families and neighborhoods.
George Posey was a man without people or place; he had
strong relationships, and he was capable of passionate
feeling, but it was all personal; even his affection for his
mother was personal and disordered, and it was curious to
see them together: the big powerful man of action re-
mained the mother’s boy. What else could he have been?
What life was there for him in the caverns of the Posey
house? What life was there for him outside it? That was
what, as I see it, he was trying to find out. If he had been
poor, he would have gone West; well off as he was, he
might have gone West anyhow if it had not been for the
“ailing mother.” I never heard of his considering the
West, and I am sure that he never did. He had great energy
and imagination and, as Cousin John said, he had to
keep moving; but where? I always come back to the horse-
man riding off over a precipice. It is as good a figure as -
any other. And that is what he gave to Semmes—mystery
and imagination, the heightened vitality possessed by a
man who knew no bounds. What Semmes gave to him was
what he most needed but never could take: Semmes gave
him first of all Susan, and then—papa being absolutely
wrong about this—he tried to give him what the Poseys
had lost: an idea, a cause, an action in which his person-
ality could be extinguished, and it seemed as if George
had succeeded in becoming a part of something greater
than he: the Confederate cause. That afternoon in the
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back-parlor in Alexandria Semmes had hesitated out of
consideration for papa, not in irresolution; he could wait
a few days because he knew where he stood in a belief that
was to him, as to thousands of young men, a religion. But
George Iosey had to act at once if he was to be certain of
acting at all outside his own feelings; there could be no
delay or he would lose hold of his purpose and be tem-
porarily diverted, as he actually was, by the appearance of
John Langton as captain of his company—a trick of fate
that threw him back again into himself. In a world in
which all men were like him, George would not have
suffered—and he did suffer—the shock of communion with
a world that he could not recover; while that world existed,
its piety, its order, its elaborate rigamarole—his own for-
feited heritage—teased him like a nightmare in which the
dreamer dreams a dream within a dream within another
dream of something that he cannot name. All violent
people secretly desire to be curbed by something that they
respect, so that they may become known to themselves. If
I had been old enough or had had the occasion to think
of it, I should have known the meaning of George Posey’s
refusal to attend my mother’s corpse to its grave; I should
have seen into his terrific joke, there at the end of that
day, about Semmes’ cutting up cadavers, when he wrested
Susan away from her father so that he might escort his ail-
ing mother home; I should have been less embarrassed
and more illuminated by his blushing, two years before,
at the behavior of the little Durham bull.

* * ®

It was the only letter I ever received from papa, so I
put it away in a bureau drawer, where years later, after
they were all dead but Brother George, old Aunt Milly,
and myself, and I was living in the Posey house while I
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finished my studies at the Columbian Medical College,
I found it again: a curious spark of life still glowing with
the public and private passions of its time! Old Uncle
Armistead, dead at eighty-two, saved from the new world
for which he would have had only a curse and a watering
eye: the gallant John Semmes—dead, his cynicism, his ur-
banity, and his kindness having rotted away in the damp
casemates of Fort Delaware: Mr. Jarman, before the war
was over, dead of a slow consumption that (who knows?)
may have hastened to its end under influences of which
we should not have credited Mr. Jarman with being
aware—the subtle pressure of near and remote changes
upon the life of the dormer rooms, like the unacknowl-
edged influence of the sun-spots on the tone of a letter or
on the feeling that one communicates in the clasp of a
hand.

Well, I did go walking with Jane: one morning early
in May—it was not the first time—Sister asked me to walk
up to the convent and carry Jane’s music roll, and if I
cared to, she added, I might wait in the college grounds
until the lesson was over and accompany her home. You
will remember that ladies did not then go out on the
street without escort or a female companion, though it
was permissible for a lady to go abroad alone in a vehicle
driven by a servant. Why Blind Joe, who usually drove
Jane the three squares to the convent, began to have other
duties in the morning, I did not know; yet I soon saw that
Susan for a reason of her own let me see Jane two or
three times a day, and even told me to keep Jane company
in the front parlor after breakfast while she ran scales on
the harpsicord.

It had been a pleasant room and I suppose it still was,
because every morning one of the house-girls came in and
opened the blinds and dusted and swept to make it bright
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for the callers that never came, but this routine attested to
a more social era in the past, before the unused Victorian
parlor, with its what-not loaded with bric-a-brac, had re-
placed the eighteenth century withdrawing room in which
the ladies of the family played backgammon, whist, or
cribbage all day. But that time was gone; one stepped into
the parlor and was cut off from the Posey world of closed
upstairs rooms, a world where people communicated only
through their infirmities, in hushed voices, a world in
which the social acts became privacies: the family never
dined together, and while I was there that spring in the
lull before the violence, Susan, Jane, and I sat at great
distances from one another at the long walnut table and
were waited on by two sullen negro women who could not
serve the food but merely handed it to us. Not since
Brother George had sold Yellow Jim, the butler, had there
been any dining service; the other negroes had not been
taught, and Susan took food grimly from the negro women
without ever correcting them. “They are not my servants,”
she once said to me.

Nor was Jane her daughter, yet imperceptibly all the
care and education of the girl had fallen upon Susan who I
must say had assumed the duty with a little more than her
usual intensity, saying that Aunt Jane Anne’s invalidism had
made her own course clear to her. But was that the reason?
I doubted it. Everything I had heard or seen dated the be-
ginning of her care from the day of my mother’s funeral,
when it had been obvious that at almost any moment Jane
would cease to be a child: if one cared to see, as if it were
a picture, the beginning of Susan’s responsibility one could
bring before the mind that particular moment in the old
parlor at Pleasant Hill when Jane and I were turning
away from the coffin of my mother, and Susan had come
in to catch Semmes at the very instant he had become for
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the first time aware of the whole person of Jane—the
lovely insipidity of her docile eyes, the constantly parted
lips, and the languid posture that was yet instinct with a
vitality that men paused to observe, with the remark:
“What a pretty girll” when she was not pretty at all. It
was doubtless this vitality in the innocence of a sixteen-
year-old girl that made her attractive to men, if indeed she
was attractive to more men than Semmes and myself; for
I never saw the girl except at Pleasant Hill and in George-
town; and I confess that in the past year I had thought to
myself more than once: ‘“How nice it would be to be mar-
ried to Brother George’s sister!” Do not people fall in love
in order to share with the loved one a secret of life that
they imagine she possesses? I say “she” because women
seldom feel this secret power in men. There can be no ques-
tion but that Susan had been fascinated by George’s mys-
terious power, by his secrecy and his violence; but she
wanted not power, nor secrecy, nor violence, except in so
far as she could employ them to subdue those qualities in
George Posey. She could not have known that George was
outside life, or had a secret of life that no one had heard
of at Pleasant Hill. To Susan the life around her in child-
hood had been final; there could be no other, there never
had been any other way of life—which is, I suppose, a way
of saying that people living in formal societies, lacking
the historical imagination, can imagine for themselves
only a timeless existence: they themselves never had any
origin anywhere and they can have no end, but will go on
forever. When I was a small boy I used to watch my
mother wash what she called the “good china” after din-
ner: Coriolanus brought to the dining-room two enam-
eled basins and set them before her, and then handed to
her, a dish or a plate at a time, all the china on the table.
She washed each piece in the suds of the one basin, and
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rinsed it in the clear water of the other, then wiped it dry
with a little napkin. If this little ritual of utility—not very
old to be sure but to my mother immemorial—had been
discredited or even questioned, she would have felt that
the purity of womanhood was in danger, that religion and
morality were jeopardized, and that infidels had wickedly
asserted that the State of Virginia (by which she meant
her friends and kin) was not the direct legatee of the
civilization of Greece and Rome.

In Susan too there was a great deal of this: she could
not have imagined a family that did not live by rigid order
wherein everything meant something, whose meaning had
been long agreed upon. The Posey ladies were not eccen-
tric, not “two peculiar old ladies,” but rather excessively
refined sensibilities that had let their social tradition lapse
in personal self-indulgence in which the draught under the
door, the light sifting through the blinds, the remote
threat of rain—into which, of course, they would not have
ventured—became the overwhelming concerns of life.
Aunt Jane Anne drank coffee all night, and nobody had
ever seen Miss Milly eat anything but overripe bananas.
On the rare occasions when they came downstairs to chat-
ter with some of the old ladies of the town, Miss Milly
would vaguely sniff if money, childbirth, or poverty were
mentioned, and Aunt Jane Anne could not admit that
common people were real—“It is just too painful that they
should exist.” Once when I was a small boy a neighbor’s
bull had been brought to Pleasant Hill, and some young
girls asked mother what he was doing there. “He’s here on
business,” my mother said, and looking back to that re-
mark I know that she was a person for whom her small
world held life in its entirety, and for whom, through that
knowledge, she knew all that was necessary of the world
at large.
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Some time in that first week at the Poseys, one morning,
I believe, when I was with sister and we thought we heard
Brother George coming up the stairs (it was only Blind
Joe) she said to me: “Lacy, I might have done better to
marry some plain man. Like Jim Higgins. He would
have been so grateful, and I should have known every
minute where he was.” She smiled. “Of course when we
had company he would have come in and squatted in the
parlor. How droll it would have been!”

Droll indeed; but I still wonder whether she was not
right. For it was impossible to communicate with the
Posey family: like children playing a game, they had their
fingers perpetually crossed—which permitted them to do
what they pleased. I have never been able to understand
how any man can be a lawyer, for the law, assuming that
people act upon motives, is rational; but people never
act for a reason, even a bad reason. My father was the
most rational man I ever knew. Did he seem reasonable
to George? George thought him willful and arbitrary be-
cause he, George, did not recognize the assumptions of the
game. Papa’s feeling about negroes seemed to George fool-
ish and sentimental. But then George was a man who re-
ceived the shock of the world at the end of his nerves. As
to all unprotected persons, death was horrible to him;
therefore he faced it in its aspect of greatest horror—the
corrupt body. And it is likely that he hated money too;
therefore he spent all his time making it. There is no
doubt that he loved Susan too much; by that I mean he
was too personal, and with his exacerbated nerves he was
constantly receiving impressions out of the chasm that
yawns beneath lovers; therefore he must have had a secret
brutality for her when they were alone. Excessively re-
fined persons have a communion with the abyss; but is
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not civilization the agreement, slowly arrived at, to let
the abyss alone?

At about this time I used to walk down to the canal,
then turn into the tow-path, and follow it up to the gas
works, across from which, on Washington Street, stood the
old two-storey brick building that Brother George owned
and in which he had his “office.” The windows had been
recently boarded up, after a mob had broken all the glass.
Crudely painted on a plank nailed above the door were the
words: “Warning to Secessionists.” At Pleasant Hill or in
Alexandria I should have known what a secessionist was.
But here in Georgetown, knowing Brother George as 1
already dimly knew him, I couldn’t decide the question:
What is a secessionist? The building looked deserted, but
on the doorsill there was a clean place where the lower
edge of the door had recently scraped the debris away.
Someone had been inside the building in the last few
days. In the backyard lay broken tobacco hogsheads and
a great heap of dark, unstripped tobacco. About a dozen
oyster barrels had been pried open and the rotting oysters
gave out a foul stink. I walked into the wagon yard, at the
side of the building, towards the stalls of the dray horses.
Under the shed were two heavy wagons in perfect repair.
From the stalls I heard the stamp of a horse that startled
me, and I began to retreat. Blind Joe came out of the
stable. He stood looking at me curiously, without recog-
nition.

“G’long,” he said.

I think I must have been afraid of him; I neither spoke
nor moved. )

“G'long, my marster ain’t no seecesh, He ain’t in de
rebel army.”

“I know he ain’t, Jim,” I said, and laughed.

He came forward and squinted at me. “Lawdy, Marse
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Lacy, I wouldn’t have knowed you hyar. Is you lookin’
for de marster?”

“No,” I said, and I turned on my heel and started
towards the street.

Blind Joe ran after me. “Cause if you is I knows whar
he is. Yassir, don’t you tell nobody.”

“Where is Marse George?” I said.

“T’other white gentleman, he was took last night, he
was took when he was trying to get back to Virginny in his
skiff.”

“What white gentleman?” I was mystified.

“De one with de satchel. He come ever’ night to meet
the marster.” He nodded towards the upstairs rooms. “He
was took by de paterole.”

Of course the town was under martial law and the ig-
norant darky thought the sentries scattered through the
town were the same as the patrol that rounded up wan-
dering negroes.

“Look here, Joe,” I said, “what you doing skulking?”

“I ain’t skulkin’, Marse Lacy.” He had that bad-dog
look in his pinched brown face. He drew his lips back. _

“Joe, is Marse George here now? Don’t you lie to me.”
I was bigger than he was and tried to look severe.

“Naw, sir, he shore ain’t, Marse Lacy, and that’s de
truth. He ain’t hyar in de daytime.” He squinted again.
“Marse Lacy, I ain’t skulkin’. De marster he give me orders
to come to de war’house to see after de horses.”

I turned on my heel and went out of the yard into the
street, and then up the hill to Bridge Street to the Post
Office. In the square I saw a company of soldiers dressed
in Scotch kilts: they were lolling about in the worn grass,
smoking and chewing, a few in close huddles playing cards,
their muskets stacked along the sidewalk in a bristling row.
I gazed stupidly at the gaudy tartans above the knobby
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legs and before I knew it I was angry. These men ain’t
Scotchmen, I said; I'm a Scot and they’re my enemies. 1
paused at the corner of Congress Street by a group of card
players and saw on their collars in gold embroidery, 79th
New York. The cheap Glengarry bonnets set off the hard,
foreign faces. One man looked me over as I passed, and I
thought: I am a foreigner to him.

But here are “our people,” I said, thinking of poor papa
who had, I was sure, made a stern ceremony of disowning
his son. I hurried along to High Street and turned to the
right past the Masonic Hall, and came to the Corner of
Vista, from which the Posey house was only about five
blocks; but instead of going out Vista I kept to High
Street, looking leftwards at the sun, which was still high,
and I said: it couldn’t be more than three o’clock. In ten
minutes I had reached the Seventh Street Road, where I
turned west and after two blocks I had open ground and
woods on both sides, rough land fenced into small fields.
The road was rising all the time; the ground to the north
was still higher. I came over a little hill. A middle-aged
negro man sat on a rail fence smoking a pipe; behind him
his mule, still hitched to the plow, was tied to a rail. The
darky uncrossed his legs and stood before me.

“Good evening,” I said. I looked around but there was
not a house in sight. “Whose land is this?” I said.

“It ain’t nobody’s.” He spat, and I thought there was
a trace of insolence in his gesture. He glared at me. “It
ain’t nobody’s. It’s mine, that’s whose. I's free. I's free-
born.” He waved his pipe in the air, and gave me a sly
look. “Is you seecesh?” he said. “You talks lak it.”

I turned my back on him, and crossed the road, and as
I put a leg over the fence I called back: “Yes, I'm seecesh.”
I jumped to the ground and started up the hill to the
woods. I don’t know why, but I found myself turning



The Crisis 189

round to look at the negro again. I shouted: “Yes, God
damn you, I am.”

At the top of the hill I came to a rocky ledge upon which
grew a few stunted cedars. Down the slope ahead of me I
saw tall sycamores, and in the quiet air I heard running
water: the creek emptying into the canal above the college.
I followed the ledge to the north till I came to a clearing
that revealed a little to the east the white dots of Holyrood
Cemetery. To the north and west I got a long view over
rolling fields that led to a brick mansion on a still higher
hill: it was about a half-mile away and I suddenly recog-
nized it—the house of Mr. James Kengla, “Cousin James”
to the Poseys, who had been thrown into the Old Capitol
Prison a few weeks ago. I broke into a dogtrot and I ar-
rived winded at the last fence which I took at a vault;
then I leaned against it to rest. I got my bearings: if I
had stayed on High Street until it became the Tennally-
town road I should have reached the entrance to the
Kengla place that way. As I began the last ascent to the
house I saw flying back of it the Union flag, and a little
below it on a big flat rock a group of blue men looking
eastward through field-glasses and waving red-and-white
flags.

Fifty yards from the house ran a high box hedge that
concealed the house and out-buildings and even the signal
station. I thought I had better go to the house and see who
was there and tell them who I was. I went through a gate
in the hedge and had gone only a few steps when a harsh
voice said:

“Hey, boy, where you think you're goin'?”

A soldier scrambled to his feet and raised his musket,
with fixed bayonet; he was dressed in rusty blue and on his
cap were the simple letters US. The Regulars, I thought,
looking him over, not those foreigners from New York;
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then looking down the barrel of the musket, I knew that
he was an enemy too. I kept looking at him, backing away
towards the house.

“Didn’t I say halt?” He cocked his musket.

“No,” I said. “You said where’'m I goin’.”

He set his lips, uncocked his musket, and seized me by
the sleeve of my jacket, pushing me ahead of him around
the end of the house.

“We're goin’ to see the colonel,” he said. When we
came to the side of the enormous flat rock the top of which
stood about twenty feet above us, the soldier prodded me
in the butt with his bayonet. “Shinny up there,” he said.

I turned on him. “Yes, God damn it, I am,” I said.

He was startled. “What you say?”

I shinnied up the rock, he followed me, and we stood
before a handsome officer in blue who held his field-
glasses in his hand. A sergeant was still waving the signal
flags though the sun was rapidly setting and I wondered
how the other station, wherever it was, could read the
messages. The colonel had not looked at me. He spoke to
the sentry.

“What do you want?”

The sentry stood at attention. “This boy was prowling
around. Here he is, sir.”

The colonel eyed me. “Well, son, you haven’t any busi-
ness up here.”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Where do you live?” he asked.

I was suddenly scared. “Langton’s Cross Roads, sir.”

He laughed. “My man,” he began to the sentry, but
broke off and looked at me again. “Langton’s Cross Roads.
Is that across the river?” I nodded. “What'’s your name?”’ he
said.

“Lacy Buchan, sir.”
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“My God, boy!” He laughed again. “I thought I knew
about Langton’s Cross Roads.” He hesitated, then spoke in
a quiet voice. “Your brother, Captain Buchan, he’s—" he
hesitated again: “He was a friend of mine.” He raised his
glasses and said, “Here, take them. Your brother may be
over there.” He pointed to the south across the river. I
raised the glasses and looked.

I saw first the white columns of Arlington in the shade,
with the setting sun blazing in the trees above the house.
Then 1 felt a shiver, and my hand shook. The glasses were
so powerful that I could see the scarred places on a tall
evergreen by the house, scars where the branches had been
cut off making the trunk a slender pole: at the top, flap-
ping against the pole, hung the same flag that flew from
the roof of the Marshall House, red and white with the big
star in the field of blue.

“Your brother may be there,” the colonel said. He took
the glasses. “That flag went up an hour ago. That’s what
we're signaling.” He studied the flag again, then spoke to
me. “If they’'ve got five thousand men they can walk across
that bridge—and who’s to stop them?”

I looked at the bridge, the Long Bridge that I had
crossed so many times: I saw a long line of gray soldiers on
it moving rapidly into the city; but as I listened I could
hear no sound, and with the naked eye I saw a lone army
wagon parked, without its team, in the middle of the
bridge. I turned to the colonel.

“I better be going,” I said.

“Young man, I suppose you are all right.” He pursed his
lips. “What are you doing on this side?” -

“I'm staying with my married sister in Georgetown, sir.”

He came forward and took off his gauntlet. We shook
hands. “Keep on staying there, my boy, till this”—he made
a sweeping gesture—"is over.”



192 The Fathers

I followed the gesture: from the Long Bridge it seemed
but a step to the housetops of Alexandria. The Washing-
ton monument, only half done, rose in the foreground out
of a sea of tents, I had almost said tombstones, they were
so like the distant dots that I had glimpsed in Holyrood.
Farther to the left Pennsylvania Avenue ran like a ribbon
to the remote Capitol, towards which a long column crept
like a moving smudge. My eyes drifted off into a scene of
terror soon to be taken by the twilight. I would have stood
there, rapt, forever. From below, from out of the white
sea of the Federal army, came the weak, lingering notes
of a bugle. The whine was taken up by another, then an-
other, till the air was rent with brass: not a hundred yards
away, under the brow of the hill, the sharp cry of a bugle
brought me to myself. I turned to the colonel.

“It’s supper time,” he said.

I moved to the place where I had ascended the rock. The
sentry had gone. I slid down on the seat of my trousers,
ran round the back of the house into the lane, and by the
time I had gone the half-mile to the Tenallytown Road,
it was dark. Yes, God damn it, I am, I said, and I mumbled
it over again. But first I've got to go walking with Jane in
the morning, in the morning, Christmas day in the morn-
ing I said to myself as my heavy bootsoles clumped upon
the hard turnpike.

* * *

It was ten o’clock in the morning of May #th: I know
that because it was the day after the Confederate flag went
up at Arlington, and the books agree that it went up on
the 6th. I came out of the parlor to wait for Jane, and
when she too came into the hall I started to open the
front door but she said, “Wait a minute, I'll be right
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back,” and tripped up the stairs, I said, “I'll wait for you
outside.”

The sunlight blinded me as I shuffled down the stone
steps and went to the edge of the walk to lean against the
big elm. The facade of the house was in the shade. I
scanned the stonework of the first storey; as my eyes came
back to the door I wondered why the house had been be-
gun with stone and finished with brick from the second
storey to the top: I wondered if old Mr. Posey had done
it. But it didn’t make any difference and I found myself
adding: what they did—it doesn’t make any difference. The
door opened, and Jane came out on the stone landing,
shading her eyes. As she stood there I tried to guess which
steps she would come down—the steps on the lower side
pointing towards Fayette Street and the convent, or the
upper steps near the elm tree. She came down the steps
towards me, her white fingers showing through her mitts
and touching the curved iron balustrade. I stiffened as
she reached the sidewalk. She stood before me as if she
didn’t know what to do next, with that helpless and already
womanly reliance upon the nearest man, to whose will
she had yielded her own. I took from her hand the music
roll, and my hand tingled. She did not move.

I said, as if somebody else were saying it: “Let’s go the
long way”—the long way up Warren Street by the college.

She raised her eyes, blue and shining, to my eyes. Her
color deepened. I touched her elbow with the tips of my
fingers, and gave her a gentle push, but as we began walk-
ing I couldn’t keep her step: her little red boots moved
inches at a time like a bird.

We came to the corner of Lingans Street by the school-
house and were about to cross over when she stopped, one
foot on the curb, and turned with a glow in her face
towards the river. I looked too: the wooded Virginia hills
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lay green before us and the great river stretched for miles
to the west. I could see the flag over Arlington. The air
was quiet; there was no motion in the leaves above us;
there was nobody in sight.

I was standing in the gutter; she took a step backward
up to the sidewalk and her eyes were higher than mine as
she looked placidly but with the glow still in her face out
upon the river and the Virginia hills, and back into my
eyes. Then she gazed at something in the distant blue.

“I love it,” she said.

I turned my head and pretended to follow her gaze. I
said: “I love it too.” I do not know how long we stood
there but it seemed very long because I knew what was
coming. I stepped up to her side but kept looking into the
distance. I said:

“Jane, I love you.”

I thought that she had not heard me and I felt a little
relieved, but she at last dropped her eyes and touched
my arm.

“Lacy,” she said and that was all.

She stepped off the curb and I fell in with her and
almost instantly we had turned the next corner and were
walking rapidly up the street. The high, damp wall of the
college ran with us the three blocks to the convent wall,
where we turned again, to the right, and came up before
the dark, cool entrance to the convent. I went to the door
and pulled the knocker, and stepped back again. A negro
maid opened the door. I handed Jane the music roll and
she walked up the steps but before she went in she turned
her face to me and gave me, her lips parted and her eyes
bright, a long and wondering stare. She went in and the
maid closed the door. '

Too late, I continued to return her gaze but there was
satisfaction in it because now, alone, I could linger upon
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it and see in it all that I myself felt. I wanted to lie down
upon the place at the door where Jane had stood. I heard
footsteps nearby and I knew that they had been sounding
all the time. I adjusted my cap to my head, and faced the
walker who paced in a blue uniform with a musket on his
shoulder, across the street. He was just a boy, hardly older
than I, with a long bony face and small eyes.

“Howdoo,” he said pleasantly.

I glared at him. He stopped and faced me.

“This ain’t no war. I ain’t even seen no rebels.” He
dropped the butt of his musket to the ground, and took
out of his blouse some stringy tobacco. “I promised ma I
wouldn’t smoke but I didn’t say nothin’ about chawin’.”
He sucked the tobacco into a quid in the corner of his
mouth. “I seen you with your girl,” he said. “I got a girl
at Parker’s Four Corners. That’s in Connettycut.”

I advanced a couple of paces. “The hell you say,” I
shouted at him. Then I said in a low voice: “You’'re look-
ing at one right now—you're looking at a rebel.”

“Well, well,” he said, pleased.

“Well, well,” I mocked him. “Whyn’t you go back to
that gal, you meddling Yankeel”

He looked bewildered, and shouldering his musket
started down the street, then stopped and said over his
shoulder in a voice surprised and plaintive:

“I ain’t doing nobody any harm.”

I hated the way he said har-r-r-m, and then I thought of
papa who was too noble to hate anybody for the way he
talked or the place he lived, but I considered how being
papa’s son made me what I was and that made me hate
that boy. In a fury I ran along the convent wall until I
came to the college gate where I sat down on a bench to
wait until the college clock struck eleven. There isn’t any
hope, I said to myself, and I saw in the mind’s eye the
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hordes swarming over mountain and field like ants on a
soft ant-hill. An aged priest, in cassock and a flat-crowned
black hat with an immense brim, came through the gate
and seeing me, paused. I rose and bowed, taking off my
cap; he raised his hat and said:

“God bless you, my son.”

His face was contorted with age and pain but his eyes
were quick and bright. He moved nearer me to make way
for somebody I could not see. A squad of eight boys in
blue uniform, two abreast, marched through the gate fly-
ing a small Union flag. The old gentleman watched them
impassively until I saw him recoil and throw his hand up
before his face. At the same instant a piece of rock hit me
in the chest, and I saw several heads peering over the col-
lege wall—young faces like the faces of the soldiers—and a
harsh yell, more like a jeer, followed. The boys in uniform
marched down Second Street. The old priest nodded his
head sorrowfully and went back into the grounds.

I suddenly said: It’s coming. In a few seconds the clock
began to strike and I counted eleven. I ran fast to Third
Street, turned the corner, and ran two blocks to the con-
vent. The street was deserted. The sentry had gone. I
fixed my eyes upon the door, and waited, and then I
counted first a hundred, then two hundred, and began all
over again up to five hundred, but Jane did not appear.
The tall, heavy oaken doors might never open again: was
I sure they had ever opened? I thought of the nuns whose
vows forbade them to speak again, other nuns whose tak-
ing of the veil sealed their lips forever from conversation
with men. But these must have been fallen women, I
thought in Protestant ignorance of the mysterious Church
that never changed for peace or war. I said simply: Jane is
late.

The door opened but no one came out, only the spread-
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ing wimple of a nun appearing dimly in the hall. At last
Jane’s back appeared in the door, and over her head I saw
the nun’s face, pretty and smiling. Jane backed away with
a curtsy, turned and came down the steps, the nun smil-
ing benignly until Jane handed me her music and we
started down Fayette Street, the nearer way home. I turned
awkwardly and raised the bill of my cap. The nun closed
the door.

“That’s Sister Assisi,” said Jane.

I tried to adjust my steps to hers but gave it up. I looked
at her slyly. Her face and eyes were suffused with a mar-
velous light. She tapped her feet or I should have thought
she was not touching the sidewalk. She laughed and be-
came shy again. She stopped and faced me. “Lacy, will you
write to me? Sister will let me write to you, I know she
will.”

I said: “Yes, Jane, I will write, but we don’t need to
write. I am here.”

“Yes. You're here.” She began walking again, the shy
look in her face.

“We’re both here,” I said. We came to the corner of.
Vista: it was only half a block to the house. We lingered
at the corner. “Here we are,” I said.

“Yes, here we both are.”

The sun was hot, so I moved under a sycamore, and
said: “Come over here.”

“Come in under the shade?” Her voice was sweet and
absent. She was looking again out over the river, and I
wanted to touch the curl that hung from under the white
poke-bonnet.

“Under the shade, here?”” Then she looked at me and
moved to my side. “What is the flag over there?” And she
raised her face towards the Virginia shore.

“That’s the—well, it’s just the flag.”
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“Lacy, what is the war?” A little frown appeared under
her bonnet. “Are you going to be in it?”

“I don’t know,” I said. Then I looked at her: “Yes—
maybe.”

“Has it begun? Tell me about it.”

“It’s begun but there’s nobody been killed.” I couldn’t
believe she knew so little. I said: “Not yet.”

“Uncle Jarman said they won'’t fight.” Then her voice
was prim: “Mother has a spell if it’s mentioned. Sister
won't talk about it. And Aunt Milly just says, “Thank you,
honey,” when I take her bananas up to her, and closes her
door.” She frowned again. “Lacy, tell me about dead
people.”

I put my hands into my pockets and looked at the
ground. In a flash I was standing in the parlor at Pleasant
Hill by a little girl with violets in her hand, but I could
not see her. A green leaf fluttered from the high tree and
brushed Jane’s shoulder, then curved to the sidewalk. She
clapped her hands, bent over and picked up the leaf and
gave it to me.

“Lacy,” she said gaily, “let’s not go in. Let’s stay out
here.”

“Let’s not go in,” I said.

We started walking towards the house, silent, and we
went by it and had to turn back. We went up the steps side
by side and I threw open the door; we went into the hall,
the door swung to, and we were in the dark. I took her
hand and drew her to me and kissed her. When it was
over I could see because my eyes had got used to the dark.
I dropped the music roll upon the table and watched Jane
as she fled up the stairs.
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THE ABYSS

I lay in the dark trying to-decide what time it was and
what had wakened me and how long I had been asleep
before. There’s not a doubt in the world, I know what I
am talking about, there is no way to get around it, I said:
Sister never mentions Semmes but she gets letters from
him and she doesn’t want him to see Jane and she lets me
see her even beyond propriety because she thinks it’s
puppy love and anyhow I can’t marry her because I am
only a boy. Well, it was only Mr. Jarman upstairs who had
wakened me, walking up and down, he may be thinking
about something yet it’s easier to say he is reciting his com-
positions. But as I listened I heard no steps. The college
clock struck three. There were voices below, in the garden
or maybe back in the stable court. I got up and went to
the back window and leaned over the sill. There were
no voices now but I saw two men come from the stable
towards the house. They stopped almost directly under my
window,

“Who’s that?” I said in a low voice.

One of the men moved swiftly against the wall of the
house where I could no longer see him. The other raised
his head.

“That you, Marse Lacy?” he whispered. “Is you awake?”
It was Blind Joe. He moved uneasily on his bare feet.
“Could you please sir come down hyar, sir?” he whined.

201
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I made no reply but turned from the window and drew
on my trousers and stuffed my nightshirt into them. I
picked up my boots and went noiselessly out into the hall
and down the two flights of stairs, then down the short
flight to the wicket and out into the garden. When I
reached the corner of the house the two men were flat
against the back wall in the deep black. I stooped to pull
on my boots. As I rose the moon came from behind a
cloud in her third quarter. Blind Joe stepped out into the
light. He drew his open lips tight over his teeth in an
evil grin.

“Well?” T said.

The other man came forward and drew himself to his
full height, placing his hands on his hips. His back was to
the moon and at first I couldn’t see his face.

“You knows me all right, young marster,” he said.

The voice startled me and I advanced to examine his
face: his head was thrown back and he looked down at me.
The voice still echoed in my ears, and I crazily thought of
Brother George and how he threw his head back in that
arrogant tilt. The man turned his face into the full moon-
light. My mouth fell open.

“Yellow Jim!” I said. I fell back a step and stared at
him.

“I come home,” he said in a whisper.

1 was bewildered and I said nothing, staring at Yellow
Jim impotently, until it seemed that the moonlight washed
all the negro out of his face and he was a white man, and
a white man too who had a right to be where he was.

“I'm glad to see you, Yellow Jim,” I said aimlessly.

He didn’t move. “Maybe de young marster will came
to de stable,” he said. He nodded his head and seemed to
stand aside for me to lead the way but I was still rooted in
amazement. He moved back into the shadow of the house,
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followed by Blind Joe, and I walked as quietly as I could
to the stable door, and went in. The negro men came in
after me.

At the far end of the stable a weak light came from a
lantern hanging on a beam in the low ceiling. The car-
riage horses were still, but near us Queen Susie was nudg-
ing against her manger; she whinnied and gave the back
of her stall a vicious kick. That mare needs exercise, I said.
She suddenly put her head out over the gate of the stall,
and looked us over. Yellow Jim, who in the lantern light
looked negro again, stared back at her: in his excited face
there was both recognition and fear.

He took a step and put his hand on Queen Susie’s
nose. It quieted her. “Hit’s been three years since me and
this mar’ swapped places.”

Of course I hadn’t known Yellow Jim before, had seen
him once the day of the tournament, but there was a note
of self-pity in his voice that embarrassed me.

“Jim,” I said severely, “why did you run off?”” He looked
at me humbly, but from his open mouth no words came.

“Jim, I'll have to find Marse George and send you back.”

He straightened up and looked over at Blind Joe who
was shifting from one foot to another and giving forth low
cackling sounds of delight. I said: “Shut up, Joe,” and he
retreated a few steps into the background. Yellow Jim now
looked at me and in the compressed lips and in the eyes
that glared intensely I thought I saw something like
menace. Instantly it passed, and he was his humble self
again.

“Jim,” I said, “why did you run off?”

He took a step forward and held his hand vaguely before
him, as he had done by the roadside that day. “Young
marster,” he said, “they ain’t no way for a man to change
hisself into a field hand at my age.” He waited for me to



204 The Fathers

speak but there was nothing that I could say. “De colonel,
he go off to be in de war in Richmond, and de overseer—
you remembers de overseer, young marster>—Mr. Hinks
he don’t lak me nohow, so he put me in de field and I
say, ‘What fer you put me in de field when I been in de
house?’ and he give me nine lashes.” He began tugging at
his shirt-tail as if he were about to show me the lashes.

I turned to Blind Joe. “You fix Jim a bed somewhere.”
1 walked towards the door and, pausing, spoke over my
shoulder. “It’s late. I'll see about you tomorrow, Jim.” I
started across the paved court. With a swift glide Yellow
Jim was at my side.

“Please, young marster, you ain’t goin’ to send me
back, is you?” He spoke in a low wheedling tone. But I
could not be severe with him.

“Yellow Jim, you know I haven't anything to do with
it.” I spoke kindly. “Good night, Yellow Jim.”

“Good night,” he whispered, and gliding away disap-
peared towards the quarters. Now the moon had gone un-
der a cloud and I had to hold my hand before me when I
came to the corner of the house, and feel along the wall
for the wicket. I took off my shoes, and opening the wicket
went swiftly up the stairs.

» * *

Susan said to let him stay for the time being, but I went
next day up to the town hall to see the marshal, who said
he was perfectly willing to take charge of Jim until he
could deliver him to his master, but he didn’t know when
that would be, in the present state of the country. So Yel-
low Jim settled down “at home.” He went upstairs on the
second day to pay his respects to Ole Miss, and before he
had left her presence Aunt Jane Anne had forgotten that
he had ever been away, giving him petty orders and cau-
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tioning him to be careful with her “good glassware”—
which, of course, had long ago been broken by the trifling
negro girls. That was a house where the negroes ran
everything that ran at all: they had their own way because
nobody but Susan gave enough attention to the practical
affairs of living to think them through. Old Atha, Aunt
Jane Anne’s maid who had let me in the first night I was
there, also did the cooking, what little there was, and
supervised the two house-girls. If I asked for anything,
or even if Susan did, old Atha would say: “Naw'm, we
can’t do that, I ain’t heard of doin’ no sich thing since I's
born.”

But with Yellow Jim it was different: he put on a white
summer coat and moved around the house an eager specter
looking for things to do. He cleaned my boots and brushed
my clothes and toted upstairs the warm water for my bath.
Except for old Coriolanus I think he was the best negro I
ever saw; he was the most refined negro, a gentleman in
every instinct. But he was a negro, and I am not sure that
he would have been as good as he was if his white blood,
which everybody knew about, had not been good. But
since there is difference of opinion on this question, I had
better say that white blood may have ruined poor Yellow
Jim in the end. He knew what his blood was and he had
many of the feelings of a white man that he could never
express. He had conscience and pride, and no man, what-
ever his hue may be, can have more. He had never, so far
as I had been able to learn, committed a single breach of
conduct. I will never forget to my dying day what he said
to Coriolanus. “I say, ‘Marster, what I done?’ He say, ‘You
ain’t done nothin’, you liquid capital, I got to have
money.’” Ninety-nine out of a hundred negro men would
have taken it as a matter of course, and gone their way to
the new master. But Yellow Jim was humiliated; worse
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than that he was betrayed. I think he felt about it as I
should have felt: suppose papa were dead, and Brother
Semmes had acted towards me in some grievous way, as if
I were not a brother or even a member of the family? Yel-
low Jim had been in the full sense a member of the Posey
family, and the peculiarity of his situation as a slave had
in no wise diminished his loyalty or even his complete par-
ticipation in the family life: it had rather intensified it.
I suppose Yellow Jim was with us a little more than
a week. All that time Blind Joe tormented him. “Free
nigger now, ain’t you?” Every day he would say to him:
“Marster come home tonight,” and the evil grin spread
over his face. I had been making Blind Joe take the mare
out for exercise at least once a day and late one afternon
I heard an altercation between Yellow Jim and Blind Joe
down in the stable court. I had only to look out of my
window to see and hear it all. Yellow Jim had saddled the
mare, and Blind Joe kept hollering out that the girth was
too tight—"“That mar’ll th’ow me shore.” Yellow Jim
stepped up to loosen the girth, and Queen Susie threw
her head around and bit him savagely on the forearm.
Jim recoiled and held the place with his hand, backing
swiftly towards the stable; he emerged with a heavy buggy
whip and gave the mare a merciless beating. He quit only
when he was out of breath. He tossed the whip to one side
and stood, his hands on his hips, glaring at her. Blind Joe
mounted her and rode out through the carriage gate.
Yellow Jim had broken a “rule,” but it wasn’t that that
made me uneasy. When Blind Joe disappeared, Jim looked
about him stealthily, moving at last with a sidelong gait
towards the house; I heard the door into the winter
kitchen, which was in the cellar, slam after him. The
mouth, thin and sensitive, was tortured, the shoulders
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humped: I should have said that he and not the mare had
received the beating.

That ought to have been ominous but was not: omens
are those signals of futurity that we recognize when the
future has already slid into the past.

I have not described the special vengration in which
Yellow Jim held the character of “Miss Jane.” Jane’s
nurse, who had also been Brother George’s nurse, had died
when Jane was only eight or nine years old. Yellow Jim
practically became the child’s nurse. He was her groom
when she rode abroad on her pony; he rode with her, a
half day’s journey, down to the Posey farm in Charles;
he was her escort to school, early Mass, and confession.
When Jane received from the Sisters a medal for progress
in French, music, or drawing, although the “medal” was
only a small pewter image of Our Lord or Our Lady,
Yellow Jim talked about it for days. “Ain’t nobody lak
our Jane,” he would say. ‘‘Smartest little lady at the con-
vent.” Now that he was back and Jane in the interval
had become Miss Jane, he was as zealous as ever in his
devoted service. I suppose in the desperation of his un-
certainty he was compelled to assume the old security of
affection in Jane: he needed it. But it was not there. The
three years of absence had marked, as it would mark in the
life of any child, the sudden change from childhood to
maturity. Unless the objects of childish affection are
present at that time and, lingering into the new life, are
transformed, they are lost, or become strange, as if they
had belonged to another world. Yellow Jim had become a
stranger to Jane. I do not think that he quite understood
this: how could he?

We were now in the third week of May: Jim, as I say,
had been with us nearly a week: Jane and I had come back
from our morning walk to the convent. Before I could
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open the front door Yellow Jim pulled it open and stood
aside. I saw now in his smile and his “Good mornin’,
Miss Jane” a self-consciousness that I had not seen before.
The specter-like ease of his movements had an intensity
that I have never detected in any other negro. Jane had
answered his good-morning pleasantly enough, but she
drew back when he reached out to take the music-roll, her
light cloak, and her bonnet. She handed them to me in-
stead, and I, embarrassed, handed them to Yellow Jim,
whose eye met mine on its return from a swift glance at
Jane. He lowered his eyes and backed away as we went into
the parlor.

There was a chill in the room remarkable at that season,
but there was no fire. Jane walked to the window. I was
about to sit down but I took a step towards her.

“Are you cold?” I said.

She came away from the window and sat down at the
harpiscord, then turned to me. I could see her hands
trembling. I knew better than to go to her: after that
other day, we had dropped back into the shyness of youth,
a ritual of prudence, I had almost said decency, that very
young people cling to with greater fastidiousness than the
old. At least that was the way I saw it, the way I acted upon
Jane’s reticent withdrawal which to me seemed to say: the
time has not yet come....Her hand shook and her lip
quivered, as she spoke.

“I'm not cold.” I thought she would weep. She looked
into my eyes. “I am afraid of that man,” she said.

I was at first bewildered, then scared. It was almost as
if she had feared something that did not exist, a ghost, or
perhaps a presence in the room that I could not feel.

“What man?” I whispered.

“Why,” she said with amazement, “why, Yellow Jim.”

At my back I heard a tinkle of glass, and was about to
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turn my head but Jane’s eyes held mine. She was sitting
rigid on the edge of the small, scrolled chair, her eyes wide-
open and opaque with horror. I turned to look over my
shoulder.

Yellow Jim advanced into the room with a waiter upon
which stood two tall glasses. He kept his eyes fixed upon
the waiter which he set down with a remark made in a thin
voice.

“Hit’s most too cold for sangaree but hyar ’tis.”

Without removing his eyes from the waiter that now
rested upon the table near the front window, he backed
out of the room. I didn’t see him again for more than a
day—thirty-six hours exactly: he stayed away in the quar-
ters and I didn’t send for him because nobody could
have sent for him. Nobody sent for a negro under such
circumstances. It is futile for me to wish that I had: it
could no more have occurred to me than it could have oc-
curred to me to wish that I were a Yankee.

When Yellow Jim’s retreating steps no longer sounded
in the back hall, I turned again to Jane. She had not
moved: the same horrible opacity filmed the liquid blue
eyes.

“Jane!” I said, and it brought her to.

Still frightened, she said, “I'm afraid of him, I don’t
know why I am afraid of him.” She contracted her brows.
“He’s always handing me things!” -

She rose abruptly to her feet and ran out of the room
and up the front stairs.

- » »

The next day it rained and I stayed indoors all day, not
seeing Jane the whole time and not yet thinking it re-
markable that Yellow Jim had not appeared. Once I got
out my mackintosh and actually put it on to start for the



210 The Fathers

city to see what was going on in the camps of the Union
soldiers, who were daily increasing by thousands till like a
flight of locusts they had covered all the lower end of
town; but it was too wet and I gave it up for one of the
tales of Captain Marryat that had drifted downstairs from
Mr. Jarman’s library: the story of Peter Simple the English
midshipman who received a memorable lesson in manners
from his grandfather the earl. It was like Hamlet’s rebuke
of Polonius for his discourtesy to the players: “Use them
after your own honor and dignity.” It was hard to under-
stand, at my age, for it seemed plain that a great many
people had to be treated, not as you felt about yourself,
but as they deserved. How could you decide what peo-
ple deserved? That was the trouble—you couldn’t de-
cide. So you came to believe in honor and dignity for
their own sake since all proper men knew what honor
was and could recognize dignity; but nobody knew what
human nature was or could presume to mete out justice
to others. I thought of papa down in the old house in
Alexandria thinking of his honor, which he would if neces-
sary mention, and acting upon his dignity which he did
not know he had because he had it so perfectly. Men of
honor and dignity—where are they now? I knew gentle-
men in my boyhood but I know none now, and I know
that I am not one. The classical proverb should be revised:
Vires non sunt post Agamemnon. Men of honor and dig-
nity! They did a great deal of injustice but they always
knew where they stood because they thought more of
their code than they did of themselves. Papa thought more
of his honor than of any of us but he did not know that
he did, and not even Semmes, who had suffered from the
logic of honor, would have seen it so. There was nothing
personal about it, and it was adamant, but there was no
personal resentment in Semmes, and no anger; only a feel-
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ing like anguish, and uneasiness for papa’s own situation.
That was what it came to, for Semmes, to be disowned.

At four o'clock that day, May the twenty-first, I heard
people talking below me. I went out into the hall and
down to the second floor which I reached in time to see
Semmes’ back at the threshold of sister’s open door.
Semmes took a step into the room and the door was about
to swing to.

“Brother Semmes!” I said in a voice too loud for that
quiet hall. A door opened behind me but after so many
times I no longer turned to see Miss Milly’s peeping face. .
Semmes waited with his hand on the tarnished brass knob,
the light at his back keeping his face in shadow; he wore
a short, gray dressing-gown that I recognized as Brother
George’s. When I came to him he took my hand and then
pushed me into the room by the shoulders. He had not
spoken. I was about to say: Why did you come and how
did you get here, when I saw sister standing over by the
far front window gazing intensely down into the shady
street.

Semmes closed the door and we stood there, but Susan
did not move; the flicker of an eyelash acknowledged our
presence but that was all. The sun came over the trees out-
side, it being afternoon, and pouring into the upper panes
lit her acorn-colored hair with a streak of gold. A glance
would have noted a woman in thought; a second look
discerned the lines of muscle in her cheek, and the rapid
heave of her bosom revealed agitation. I looked at Semmes:
his face, since I had last seen him, had grown lean, he was
white about the mouth, and his drooping eyes stared in
bewilderment. He walked over to the mantel, stood a sec-
ond, and sat down in a chair.

Sister turned. “How long have you been here?” she
said.
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“An hour,” he said, surprised.

She gazed into his eyes as if she were trying to read
them, then turned again to the window.

“Aren’t you glad to see me, sister?” he said.

She came away from the window and stood before him.
“No!” she said in a harsh tone. She walked back to the
window, and a softer expression came into her eyes as
she said: “Didn’t you get my last letter?”

“I haven’t heard from you in over a week,” he said.

“Well, then,” she said. She thought about it a mo-
ment. “I told you not to come here.” She moved rapidly
across the room to the door, seemed to listen, then came
back to Semmes and sat down opposite him. Her pale face
was flushed. “I won’t have it—I will not have it, Semmes!”
She sat back in her chair and studied his face. I could not de-
cide just what it was that she would not have, but Semmes
seemed to know; he rose and paced. the floor, his finger at
the side of his nose, his humorous, humorless face twitch-
ing. At last Susan said, in a calm, almost indifferent tone:
“Well, have you seen her?”

Semmes halted abruptly, looked at her, and began again
his measured strides.

*“I'm on my way to the Valley. I've been transferred.
I'm assistant-surgeon in the Thirty-third Virginia, Jack-
son’s brigade, at Harper’s Ferry. Doctors are scarce.” He
looked slyly at sister. “John Langton was damned glad to
get rid of me. He put up my name before I could vol-
unteer.” He stopped and stared hard at sister. “He sent his
regyards to George.” The stare turned into a hard smile
that I had not seen in my brother’s face before. “Our
George,” he said, then: “Your George.”

Susan dropped her hands into her lap. “Semmes!” she
said.

“Semmes!” he mocked her. He stood over her. “Semmes!
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Yes, I've seen her. That’s what I've been doing for the last
hour. I've been with her. And she says yes—she says yes she
will marry me. Tomorrow.” He became more matter-of-
fact. “I will take her to Cousin Bruce Washburn’s in
Charlestown. I can see her nearly every day.” He resumed
his seat and there was an expression of triumph in his long
face.

The flush of a moment ago had subsided from Susan’s
face: her gaze into Semmes’ eyes was fascinated, almost
charmed.

“It’s indecent,” she said in a low, remote voice.

“It’s indecent,” he repeated in his mocking tone. “It’s
indecent,” he went on in a rising voice, “it’s indecent to
take Jane away from this mad-house. You're as mad as they
are but you don’t know it.” He seemed suddenly to hear
his own words. He came over to sister. “Forgive me, sis-
ter,” he said.

If she had heard him, she gave no sign. “Why, she’s only
a child.” She smiled weakly but there was a gleam of pur-
pose in her eyes. “She’s as much in love with Lacy as she
is with you.” She looked at me, and Semmes followed her
glance.

I had been sitting on the edge of the bed. Now I stood
up, with the door in the corner of my eye; but I moved
to the foot of the bed and held to the tall post. Semmes’
eyes drooped, and I knew that the tension had left him.

“Are you in love with Jane, Lacy?” His tone was both
inquiring and incredulous. I must have blushed, for my
face was hot and my hands cold. I kept listening, as if for
another voice; I suppose I was trying to hear what my
answer would be. I did not intend to lie, but when I spoke,
the words were a lie that I see now may have hastened the
enveloping destiny of all these people. I should have said,
Yes, I love Jane and I think she loves me; and Semmes
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would have hesitated, he might have delayed his purpose
and sister would then have withheld hers. I clung to the
bedpost as sister, with parted lips, looked me eagerly in the
face. But I was looking at Semmes.

“No, brother,” I said, “I ain’t in love with Jane.” I left
the foot of the bed and went back and leaned against the
counterpane. Susan lowered her face into her hands.

Semmes addressed her. “Is it indecent? I have everybody’s
consent but yours. I have George’s, in this letter”—he
took a folded sheet from his pocket and waved it vaguely,
but Susan taking no notice of it he thrust it back into
his pocket—"“and I've got Aunt Jane Anne’s consent too. I
went from Jane to her. Old Atha said to ‘git away from
hyar’ when I knocked at her door, but I put my foot on
the threshold and spoke directly to Aunt Jane Anne. She
let me come in. It took me ten minutes to get the talk
away from her ‘condition.’ I made the unavoidable mis-
take of asking after her health. Well, she said she’d been
poorly ever since ma'’s funeral—the journey had permanetly
impaired her health.” He paused and moved a step towards
her. “Is it indecent to take Jane away from such a mother?
She’ll indulge herself the rest of her life because just once
she did something for somebody else, for somebody who
was dead. And now after all this time, when we've for-
gotten all about it, she kept harping on George’s grief over
mama’s death—because it seemed he might have to think
for a few hours about somebody else’s mother.” He paused
with his mouth open ready to go on; but he suddenly
shut his mouth and sat down with a sigh. “Sister, I don’t
understand you,” he said.

“You said she gave her consent?” sister asked.

“Why, yes, she did. She said, ‘Of course, my dear boy,’
and then she asked, ‘When?’ but before I could answer
her she had forgotten all about it, and was asking Atha
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when the priest, Father Monahan, was coming to play
pinochle with her. ‘Get out my new lace cap, Atha,’ she
said. And I excused myself.” He put his hands on his
knees and leaned forward. “Sister, I am going to marry
Jane.”

She got up and went to the wardrobe between the win-
dow and the head of the bed. She opened the door and
took out a black knitted shawl, throwing it round her
shoulders. As she turned back to the room she stopped at
the window and looked out. She glanced at us and nodded
her head towards the streets.

“There’s Jane now,” she said. “I wonder where she’s
been.” She pursed her lips reprovingly, as she might have
done had Jane been present. Semmes was watching her in-
tently, but she was oblivious of him, and I felt that I knew
what Semmes was going to say.

‘“That’s one reason why I'm taking Jane away.”

Still sister looked out of the window as if she were alone;
still Semmes kept looking at her. “Sister,” he said, “Jane
has been to special confession and to get Father’s special
blessing and a waiver of the banns in this bad time. That’s
why,” he said almost gaily, ‘“Father Monahan’s late for
pinochle!” He got up and went towards the door but I
beat him there, and stood at the open door with the knob
in my hand. I felt that I could not get out of that room
quickly enough. Susan apparently had not heard anything.
But as Semmes came to the door he glanced towards
Susan’s rigid figure, a frown contracting his brow with per-
plexity.

Then Susan turned round suddenly and sat upon the
bed, her feet thrown under her in the manner of a child.
There was a smile on her face, secret and certain, and I
thought she looked like a woman who had drawn a good
hand at whist and waited impatiently to play the cards.
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“Semmes,” she said in a tense but sisterly voice, “no
member of our family will ever marry into the Posey
family.” Although the tone was kind, there was a note in
it that I had not heard from her, ever, and the astonished
expression that gradually spread over Semmes’ face told
me that he had never heard it. I backed into the hall. From
downstairs I heard the rapid, soft cadences of the harpsi-
cord in a familiar strain—Flee as a Bird—and the color-
less, sweet voice of Jane rising above the mellow bass.
Semmes heard it too, with a glance into the hall. He seized
the doorknob, took a stride into the hall, and closed the
door with a bang.

“I didn’t mean to do that,” he said to himself.

“No,” I said listlessly.

He went down the hall to the last door, Brother George’s
dressing-room, and disappeared. I walked softly past Aunt
Jane Anne’s and Miss Milly’s doors to the head of the
stairs. Jane had come to a bravura passage, trills and arpeg-
gios, that covered my creaking descent. I stood at the par-
lor door waiting for the end. When it came she turned on
the seat and gave me a happy smile. Her eyes were large,
liquid, and blue, and she said: “Hello, Lacy.”

“Hello,” I said. I went into the room and sat on the edge
of a rickety gilt chair, and stared at my boots.

“Are you going to marry Brother Semmes?” I said, still

fixing my boots.

“Yes,” she said. “You won’t mind, will you, Lacy? I'll
still love you too—I love both of you.” She smiled.

“I thought maybe you’d marry me some time,” 1 said,
and although I had not felt much of anything, the words
made me pity myself, and I felt tears coming, but I sup-
pressed them.

“Oh, but you didn’t ask me. Semmes did—weeks ago,
when he got into the war.” She looked serious. Her voice
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dropped to a low register, as if she feared being overheard.
“Lacy, I can’t stand it. I'm afraid. I'm afraid of every-
body. Sister too. She gives me such strange looks!”

I could hardly believe what I heard: was this Jane, the
child Jane, who in body only was a woman? She was far
beyond me now. I said:

“I see, Jane.”

Then there were footsteps in the hall. I rose in order to
retreat—why, I don’t know; but retreat was cut off by
Susan who stood in the door.

“Jane,” she said in a harsh tone. “Janel” She waited.
Jane clasped her hands together.

“Yes'm,” she said.

“Jane, you know you don’t practice your music in the
evening.” She looked around. “Where’s your embroidery?”

Jane, her hands still clasped and her eyes meekly cast
down, rose and went to the embroidery frame by the
front window. Her back was turned to me as she began to
push the long needle through the cloth. I went by Susan
into the hall, and ran up the stairs. At the top I leaned
over the banister. Susan looked up at me with a smile of
satisfaction. That smile frightened me. I turned away and
ran to the backstairs, and up to my room where, throwing
myself upon the bed, I waited for it to get dark.

* * *

Whether Jane saw her mother later that day I am not
sure, but I suppose she did see her, because one of the
things that Jane kept repeating time and again, all night,
was: “Mama didn’t listen to me, Mama didn’t listen to
me,” but what it all meant was one of those mysteries that
never come into the light. Perhaps Aunt Jane Anne ought
to be blamed, but it would be like blaming a what-not or
a piece of bric-a-brac. Doubtless we cannot help judging
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everybody a little, but if we judge one person we have got
to judge all the others and to fix nicely the degree of per-
sonal within the common frailty, until in the end the
judgments add up to a pharisaical jumble of ifs and buts.
But this story is not an effort to fix blame, any more than
it is a record of triumphing virtues. It is not only possible,
it is necessary to say: that man is dishonest, or this other
man is an honest man, for in so saying we are not judging
an action or blaming or praising him for it; we are only
distinguishing a quality of character. But if two honorable
men kill each other—and it is possible for men of honor to
kill without dishonor—and bring upon their families un-
told sorrows and troubles, what have we then? Who is to
blame? I believe that here towards the end of my story all
that one can say justly is that some of us behaved a little
better than the others; but not much better. If Aunt Jane
Anne had listened to Jane, would the end have been differ-
ent? I doubt it; and I doubt if it would have done us any
good to think better of Aunt Jane Anne.

I have already said that I went upstairs to wait for it to
get dark. Why I wanted the dark no one could remember
after all this time. There are days when we consciously
guide the flow of being towards the night, and our suspense
is a kind of listening, as if the absence of light, when it
comes, will be audible just because sight and touch are
‘frustrated. Of course this is what we all know. But how
many of us know that there are times when we passionately
desire to hear the night? And I think we do hear it: we
hear it because our senses, not being mechanisms, actually
perform the miracles of imagination that they themselves
create: from our senses come the metaphors through which
we know the world, and in turn our senses get knowledge
of the world by means of figures of their own making. No-
body today, fifty years after these incidents, can hear the
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night; nobody wishes to hear it. To hear the night, and to
crave its coming, one must have deep inside one’s secret
being a vast metaphor controlling all the rest: a belief in
the innate evil of man’s nature, and the need to face that
evil, of which the symbol is the darkness, of which again
the living image is man alone. Now that men cannot be
alone, they cannot bear the dark, and they see themselves
as innately good but betrayed by circumstances that render
them pathetic. Perhaps some of the people in this story are
to be pitied, but I cannot pity them; none of them was
innately good. They were all, I think, capable of great
good, but that is not the same thing as being good.

I suppose I wanted the night to come so that I could
face a new emotion, that no doubt meant that I was no
longer a boy. Children never hate; they only feel anger.
Hate is of the mind, a consciousness of defeated purpose;
children have no conscious purpose. I knew as night came
on that I hated my brother Semmes. There may be many
ways of killing time—how accurate is the common phrase!
—but I knew two of them: minute activity either monoto-
nous or surprising, but if it be the latter you will have to
be borne up by some powerful excitement; or just lying
on the bed and floating away into the stream of timeless
images, and then suddenly you are aware of the secret feel-
ing that all the set concentration in the world would not
have let you face. It must have been about eight o’clock
when without a knock the door opened a narrow crack.
There was enough light, on that south side of the house, for
me to distinguish my brother’s face: he stepped barely over
the threshold and leaned, unspeaking, against the jamb.
How do I know what I should have felt had it been full
daylight? He was dim, and only the configuration of per-
son would have let me at any other time recognize him.
But even without that I knew it was he, and I knew he was
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a stranger whom I hated for the sacrificial lie that I had
told. Is not a noble liar God’s own scourge? He is al-
ways believed, and his genuine disinterestedness, his
repudiation of self, seems to render him exempt from all
responsibility: was not his intention good? I knew that
I hated Semmes, and if I had known as much as I knew a
day later I should have known that my hatred was a kind
of fear. My lie committed Semmes to full participation in
the events directly to come. We are like children playing
drop-the-handkerchief; the conventions make the emotions
that we are willing to die for, as children eagerly run them-
selves to exhaustion round a ring.

He stood more than a minute in the door, then closed it
behind him and came, softly in carpet slippers, over to
the bureau where, striking a match on his slipper and
watching the oily purple flame change to yellow, he lit a
candle and gazed at it, his long face pale and composed.
He looked as if he had been working problems in trig-
onometry. Without changing his posture he turned his face
to me.

“You'll get like Mr. Jarman if you keep on staying in
the dark,” he said.

I did not move or speak. I felt that if I ever addressed
my brother again I should have to tell him that I had lied;
but no noble liar is noble enough to obviate the evil of
his lie. He waits to confess it vindictively.

He straightened up, and said in a formal tone: “The
ceremony is set for four o’clock tomorrow.” There was not
a breath of air in the room. The candle burnt with a
straight, unwavering flame. Seconds passed. I did not
answer. He backed towards the door. “It will be here, of
course.” '

I wanted to ask him a question, and he knew that I did,
for just as he reached the door he paused and raised his
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head inquiringly. I turned over and pushed my face into
the pillow.

“Lacy,” he said. I raised myself on my elbows but did
not turn my head. “Lacy, I can’t be here tonight.” Yes,
I thought, he can’t be here tonight. He grasped the door-
knob and said: “Yes, what about George? He can’t be
here. He can’t get here in time.” As he was about to close
the door after him he said, “Lacy, Cousin John is right
about George Posey. I see it now. Why is he away all the
time? I've got to take Jane away from this.” I still said
nothing, and then Semmes must have heard the thunder
of his own soliloquy echoing in his ears. With a swift
awkward motion he jerked the door to after him, and I
heard the first two or three steps as he went down the stairs.

I heard somebody talking downstairs; I supposed it was
Semmes and Susan; and then silence, which I thought
meant that Semmes had gone, but gone where for the night
I could not guess, and I never knew. What difference does
it make? He was running a risk coming to Georgetown at
all where he knew everybody and everybody knew that he
was a rebel; yet at that early stage of the conflict men passed
to and fro between the lines with ease if they were cautious.
But where was Brother George. Where, indeed, was he?
Did sister know? I was sure that Semmes Buchan knew
perfectly well where he was, and his rhetorical question:
Why is he away all the time? made me feel, as I turned it
over, hollow inside, and not a little glad that the candle
still burned on the bureau. Semmes’ moral desertion, and
there is no other word for it, of his friend and brother,
somewhat thickened the darkness around me, and I fixed
my eyes upon the candle-light in a mesmeric stare.

L ] * *
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I was not sleepy and I said: I can’t lie here forever.
Semmes had been gone about an hour and the voices down-
stairs were persistent and unabashed and I recalled the
long procession of silent evenings in that house. There
would be talking for five or ten minutes, then doors would
close, and silence for a while; the voices rose again. I had
nothing to do with anything in that house but I saw no
way of getting out of it. It must have been midnight or
later when at last the talking ceased, or rather I thought
it had ceased, since the rhythm of its lapse and renewal
had been followed by a long silence; and going to the side
window overlooking the garden I saw the blackness where
had shone on the foliage a ray of light from a window in
Jane’s room.

It was so quiet I thought I heard water running over
rocks, and I said: I must be getting sleepy after all. I
pulled my jeans off over my boots, and started to unlace
my boots but for some reason left them on. I walked on my
toes to the bureau and taking the candle brought it over to
the bed and put it on the floor, and dropped a few matches
by it on the bare floor. Then I lay down on the counter-
pane, still hearing the running water after I closed my eyes.

Sometimes when you think you are sleepy and are not,
time races through you, and years that have never hap-
pened perform a whole cycle of events more complete
and satisfying than a lifetime of our beginnings that
have no end. The water kept running and at last I saw it
through the scrub pines down back of the farm where the
lane from old Mr. Woodyard’s blacksmith shop drops sheer
to the ford. Wolf- Run! Now that I could see the water I
saw myself gazing at the riffle in late evening, as I squatted
on a rock with my gun across my knees. It was one of those
scenes without purpose that come to you complete: you do
not know how you got there on the rock or where you are
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going, and then it is dark. Doubtless there is a little con-
scious direction in these reveries because you always want
something to happen, you always want to be doing some-
thing, but I doubt if you ever want to hear anything. But
that is what I did—I heard something, sitting there on the
big rock, my gun, loaded, across my knees, and the clear,
black water swirling round a log and falling on a shelf of
rock a foot below. This, I said, with that double awareness
that we sustain in reverie, is only a way of hearing the
night, far off, a cry that the darkness makes, and I thought
for an instant that it was only the water getting louder,
or the water changing its tone, as if a flute had altered its
timbre from lucid trickle to the whine of the hautboy. I
saw myself looking up the opposite bank through the trees
for the panther whose scream now came with the rhythm
of breath, low on the intake but rising to a high wail with
the heave of the expulsion.

I touched my face and I was lying on the bed: my fore-
head was wet and I heard a door slam like a gunshot as I
slid from the bed to the floor, fumbling for the matches
that I could not find. I grabbed my jeans from the foot-
board, drew them on, and getting from the top bureau
drawer a navy revolver, I went out into the hall to the
head of the stairs. It was dark and silent. I was about to go
back to my room when there was a step in the hall below,
and I said, “What's that?"”” There was no answer. I listened.
I could just distinguish the susurration of hard breathing,
and I went rapidly down the dark, familiar stairs with the
revolver held before me. In the hall, between the doors
into Aunt Jane Anne’s and Aunt Milly’s rooms, I bumped
against the small table. Reaching with my left hand for a
match I lit the candle, and as the pale light filled the hall
I saw crouching, at the head of the stairs, a man, his head
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lowered upon his crossed arms as if he were shielding him-
self from an expected blow.

“Get up,” I said pointing the revolver at him.

The man, his arms still over his face, pushed his back
against the wall and slowly gained his feet. He dropped his
hands to his sides and with a startled expression stared, not
at me or at the pistol, but at the burning candle. I dropped
the pistol to my side and took a step forward.

“Yellow Jim!” It was a whisper.

His muddy eyes bulged and with effort he moved them
to my face, but it was only a glance; his head drooped and
he began rubbing his leg nervously.

“Put your face against the wall,” I said. “Hold your
hands over your head.” He did it, and I looked up and
down the hall. In the back hall the door into Jane’s room
was ajar; all the others were closed; the silence was per-
fect for even Yellow Jim was no longer breathing hard.
“Stay where you are,” I said. I kept looking at Jane’s door
and decided that she must be with sister; so I turned to
look up the front hall, and turning again to keep my eye
on Yellow Jim I backed towards sister’s door, and still fac-
ing Yellow Jim I tapped on her door, and waited. Yellow
Jim had not moved: he might have been a dead man
propped against the wall. As I waited, hearing no sound
in sister’s room, I gazed at the negro, thinking perhaps he
had been sent for. But why had I found him crouching?
Why had he not answered me? Then I shivered a little.
Where had sister been, where was she when whoever it
was screamed? And where were they all now? I began to
shake all over and I tapped again on the door but before I
finished it Aunt Jane Anne’s door opened and sister came
out into the hall. '

She stopped short, and frowning looked at the candle
burning on the table. Then she saw Yellow Jim, but she
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seemed not in the least astonished; she only looked at him
curiously as if the anomaly of his presence lay solely in his
being propped to the wall.

“Sister!” I said.

She was startled: she almost dropped her candlestick.
As she recovered it midway to the floor, the candle went
out, and the other candle threw her profile into silhouette;
her mouth was compressed into a hard line. Then she
turned towards me.

“She’s dead,” she said in a flat tone.

“Well,” I said, as if I had been asked to fetch a glass
of water. Then it came over me. “Dead?” I echoed her.

“I said she was dead.” Sister’s voice sounded almost
legal, it was so controlled. “She died of fright. There’s not
a bruise on her.”

Her hair flowed down her back, gathered at her neck
with a ribbon; her white wadded silk gown was neatly
folded about her waist. My God, what a woman! was all
I could think to myself, but I said:

“Who screamed?” I advanced towards her and the pistol
caught her eye.

“I suppose youll kill him,” she said. She looked at
Jim. Then she fixed me with a purposive stare. “It wasn’t
Aunt Milly,” she said. “She’s still asleep—took her sleep-
ing draught after the excitement of Jane’s betrothal.”
She looked down the hall at Jane’s open door. “It would
be Jane who screamed,” she said deductively.

I walked past her towards Jane’s door. She followed and
I looked at her over my shoulder. When she came to Yel-
low Jim she walked round him as far as she could, hold-
ing to the banister. She’s at least still human, I thought,
as we stood at the door. She held her unlit candle. I
searched my pockets and found a match and lit the candle.
She made a gesture with her free hand; I stepped back;
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she walked steadily into the room, throwing the door
wide open.

As the light discovered the room I discerned a white
body lying on the floor about three feet from the foot of
the bed. Jane lay on her back as if she had been stretched
out, as if, too, some one had carefully drawn her white
nightgown down over her limbs. Sister knelt by her, plac-
ing the candle on the floor. The light suffused Jane’s
face. The mouth was open. Her skin was tight and chalky,
like pressed muslin. I thought it a shame that any girl
should be lying there humiliated, so young.

Sister looked up at me. “Jane is alive,” she said. She
began to rub her cheeks and then to chafe her hands. She
rose and went to the washstand and finding only a tooth-
brush holder of some pink flowered pattern, she filled it
from the pitcher and dashed the water into Jane’s face.
The prone girl did not move. “Come here, Lacy,” sister
said. I glanced up the hall at Yellow Jim; he had not
moved either. I went in and together we lifted Jane onto
the bed. She was limp as a willow and light as cork. Sister
looked her over, and at the same instant we saw that the left
sleeve of her nightgown was torn. Sister bent over her and
turned the sleeve back, disclosing four shallow scratches
about an inch apart and an inch long. She had been clawed
as she had drawn away. I gazed at them with infatuated
eyes, until I felt my stomach heave and I knew that I
was sick.

Sister had stood back and now stared at the wounds with
wide eyes, her lips closed so tight that the blood had left
them.

Jane’s head moved and as if in weakness fell over
towards me, away from sister. She opened her eyes but I
knew she saw nothing. “Mama wouldn’t listen to me,” she
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said in a normal voice that brought me to. “Mama wouldn’t
listen,” she said.

That was all I ever knew but I suppose I could have
known more; I didn’t want to know any more. Didn’t I
know what had happened? I thought I did, and I still
think what I then thought, which was what any man would
have thought. I suppose Susan’s continued stare ought to
have started a little doubt in my mind, had I been able
to take it in, but nobody at that time could have seen
in sister more than agitation and horror, emotions that
certainly dominated me out of all observation. As we con-
tinued to look at the poor girl I knew that here at last
was the night that followed the brilliant day in May when
the gay party rode away from Pleasant Hill for the gentle-
men’s tilt in the west meadow of Henry Broadacre, Esq.,
that rolled away into the distance green as the sea. I saw
Brother George charging down the course, his lance per-
fectly balanced; only I saw him sadly astride, not Queen
Susie, but the man Yellow Jim whose face was as white
as his master’s. And they ran over a child in white, but
they left her there, and it was all over in a minute, and
the tournament had been won.

Suddenly I was holding the bedpost and puking on the
carpet, but before it was done with I had recovered and
was looking at Susan. It was too late for astonishment;
so I just watched her run her hands over the now con-
scious but still immobile body of Jane. She ran her hand
from the girl’s ankles up her legs to her thighs, and ex-
amined curiously the folds of the nightgown, till per-
plexity dulled her eyes, and she stood away. Then her face
tightened, and she shifted her eyes in their sockets till they
fixed me with a decisive glare.

“Take him up the river,” she said.

“But, sister,” I said, then stopped. She was looking at
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me. “Yes, sister,” I said. But as I backed towards the door
where a few steps would bring me to Yellow Jim I was
afraid, and the fear heightened my awareness of myself un-
til I felt a design form in my head, of great cunning
I thought; so I paused. I said in a low tone: “I've got to
get ready.” I advanced to the bed, and spoke across Jane.
“I'll just lock him up for a while.” Then the adventure
seemed too bold. “Sister,” I pleaded, “can’t I get help?”

“Help?” she said, and she actually smiled briefly before
she set her lips. It was the smile she had sent me from the
lower hall. I could not even think of Yellow Jim at that
instant. The smile had turned the world upside down.
All that had happened up to that moment, even the old
lady down the hall lying in death alone, could somehow
come out of the life we lived; but not that smile. There
was no way to take it in, no sense in it; it was like a herd
of kangaroos asking to be taken as commonplace at Pleas-
ant Hill farm. But looking at it steadily one could easily
see that the smile only signaled a sudden, remarkable pur-
pose in Susan Posey who had undoubtedly felt for Yel-
low Jim something like pity as she had passed him in the
hall. T suppose yow'll kill him—and it had been a little
contemptuous of the usual violence of men. Now she com-
manded it.

“It’ll have to be done tonight,” she said. I turned again
and I wondered if this time I should get out of that room.
I did, and it was with relief that I saw Yellow Jim still
standing as I had left him.

“Come on, Jim,” I said.

He turned around and tried to lower his arms but his
face went taut with pain. An inch at a time he brought
his arms down till his hands reached his shoulders, and
I motioned him to the stairs. He looked bewildered, and
then scared as he faced what he had to do. Still he hesitated.
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“Go on,” I said.

He appealed to me with his eyes, and as he went before
me he murmured, * 'Scuse me, marster,” for even at that,
for him, terrible moment, the ultimate fear of any negro,
he was aware that he was about to precede a white man. I
took the candle from the hall table. He picked his way
down the stairs as if each step might be different. We
came to the main hall and he knew which way to go—
down the hall to the short flight of steps leading to the
wicket. When he came to the steps he turned and gave me a,
look of mild surprise. I was not following him. I said,
“Wait.” There were footsteps upstairs. Susan appeared
at the upper banister and said in an ordinary tone, “Send
Atha up.”

I nodded. I went to Yellow Jim. He led the way out
through the wicket into the garden, then round the corner
of the house to the door into the winter kitchen. From
there through pantries and storerooms we came to the
little cell surrounded by brick walls a couple of feet thick,
into which the only access was a massive oaken door all
studded over with spikes. In the center of the door was
a small, stoutly ironed grating. It was only a little old
calaboose that Mr. Rozier Posey had built to put his
bad negroes in. I held the candle to the door and turned
the brass key. The door came open and Yellow Jim stepped
over the threshold with a sort of briskness as he said:

“Please, young marster, don’t leave Jim in de dark.”

I handed him the candle. “Jim,” I said, “what made
you do it?”

He made a motion in front of him with his hand as
if he were asking for silence. “Young marster, hit just
come to me. Hit come to me and ’fore I knowed it I was
up them stairs and openin’ de door. I didn’t mean to open
de old mistis’s door.” He ran his hand through his coarse,
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straight hair. “Hit come to me,” he said. “I just looked in
de door, then shet it. Now de old mistis daid.”

“It’s going to be bad for you,” I said.

He looked at me humbly, then his eyes were wide with
terror. “I didn’t do nothin’, I didn’t mean to tech Miss
Jane either. Hit was when she hollered. That’s when I
done it. Hit come over me.” He gestured again, his palms
extended as I had seen them by the roadside at the Court
House. “I couldn’t do nothin’ lak that now, naw sir, young
marster, ‘fore God I couldn’t. Hit’s gone clean outen me.”
He touched his face to see, I am certain, if it was he and
he was there. “Seem lak I couldn’t do no good after I
hearn Miss Jane say she’s afeared of me.” His tone had be-
come manly and his posture erect. I gave him a look which
he returned. I closed the cell door, turning the key and
putting it in my pocket, and found my way back to the
kitchen in the dark. .

Fumbling at a shelf that I remembered in a corner, I
found the stump of a candle, lit it, and went to a door
leading to the other side of the basement. A narrow,
smelly hall led a few steps to a door. I knocked. “Athal” I .
said. There was no sound, but presently I heard a bed
creak and then low mutterings.

“Who that?” she said.

“Miss Susie wants you,” I said.

There was more mumbling, then: “Miss Susie ain’t
never sent fer me, she ain’t sent fer me sence I's born.”
The door opened a crack. “G’long,” she said.

“I reckon your mistis will be needing you, Atha—old
mistis.”

She rolled her ochreous eyeballs and said, “Yassir,” but
she said it insolently. 1 went back to the kitchen and out
through the door into the court. At the corner of the house
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the dark figure of a man blocked my way. I stepped back
and raised the pistol. The candle went out.

“Hit’s me,” a voice said. It was Blind Joe. But he still
stood in my path.

“Get out of my way,” I said in a low tone.

He moved, and then there was a leer in his voice. “You
done put him in de lockup, ain’t you, Marse Lacy?”

I was angry. “Go on where you belong, you black
bastard.”

He said nothing for a minute but I heard a whining
chuckle. “I belongs to go fer de doctor. I belongs to go
fer de priest. Miss Susie said so.”

“How’d you know she wanted you?”

“Ain’t ole Marse Rotzier say, ‘Joe ain’t wuth a continental
but lak de buzzards and de flies he’s everywhar’.”

I stepped forward and whispered, *“Joe, where’s Marse
George?”

It was pitch dark but I saw his mouth stretch before
I heard again his low chuckle. “Marse Lacy, now you talk-
in’, you shore talkin’ now.” He moved so near he could
have touched me. “I git de marster—I git him before sun
tomorrow.”

“Get him,” I said. “Joe, you get him.”

There was no answer. He disappeared on noiseless feet
in the direction of the carriage entrance. I went round to
the wicket and into the house. In the lower hall I stopped
to light the stump, and in the light I said to myself: I've
got to have help. When I reached the foot of the stairs I
paused to consider the darkness of the upper hall, and the
silence that I thought should not have been there. The
pistol was getting heavy in my right hand. I started to lay
it on the table under old Jeremiah Gibson’s portrait but
instead I stuck it under the waistband of my jeans, and
went up the stairs. Out of Jane’s room appeared old Atha,
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a candle in one hand and a basin of water in the other; I
knew she saw me but she kept her head averted. Her face
looked like wet ashes and there was drool on her lips. That
negro, I thought, will never be insolent again. Then, as if
I had always assumed that Madagascar lies off the coast
of South America, but now realized that it lies off west
Africa, T remembered that Yellow Jim was Atha’s son.
She went into the back hall and down the back stairs.

I got to get away from here, I said, or I'll be seeing
sister again. I went up the next flight but when I came to
the door of my room I went on past it to the end of the
hall where a steep flight of steps, inclosed in a narrow
well, led to the fourth storey, and Mr. Jarman’s apart-
ment. The steps, so steep that my knees bumped them and
I had to go up sidewise, led abruptly to a door, without
a landing. I knocked gently but getting no response lifted
the latch and entered a low, narrow, dark hall, the ceiling
of which sloped away on my right. On my left were two
doors. I knocked at the nearer one, and prepared for a
long wait. Almost instantly the door opened; I was so aston-
ished that I lost my tongue.

“How do you do, sir,” said Mr. Jarman in the most
beautiful human voice I had ever heard. He had greeted
me as he would have saluted a friend at a horse race. I
stared at him rudely. He backed away, opening the door
for me to enter. A bright lamp was burning across the
room, at his back; I could not see his face. I continued to
stare at him. “To what unusual amenity,” said he, “am I
indebted for the honor of this visit?” He made a sweeping
gesture. “Enter, sir.”

I walked in and turned to look at him as he closed the
door. '

“Mr. Jarman,” I said hoarsely but the old gentleman’s
air, I suppose his innocence and urbanity, forbade another
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word. He came by me and paused a little uncertainly in
the middle of the room. I glanced around. The lamp stood
on a rough, unpainted table against the far wall. Under
the lamp were heaped odds and ends of papers, big sheets
of foolscap scribbled all over, and dirty quill pens. At the
far end of the table I saw a battered silver waiter piled
high with eggshells, and over in the corner of the room
stood, in a row, five large slopjars, the lid of each being
covered with a network of intricate tatting. He looked
about him apologetically.

“This,” he said, “is my dormitory and my graphaecium.
The lamp burns diurnally and nocturnally so that the
progress of my labors will not be interrupted by the suc-
cession of days. Time—time! Our great enemy, sir.” He
looked at me through his steel-rimmed spectacles. “Have
you read the Triumph of Time by Shelley?” he asked
eagerly.

“No, sir,” I said.

He looked disappointed. “Well,” he said amiably, “shall
we go into the atelier?” With studied politeness he walked
before me to the door into the other room, which -he
opened, then stood aside for me to enter. An identical lamp
burned on a large square table which was littered like the
other table, only there were piles of books. The walls
were lined with bookcases. There were four straight chairs,
each placed at a corner of the room. With a wave of his
hand he pointed to a chair. I stood before it and then sat
down as he sat diagonally across from me.

“Atelier,” he said with the French pronunciation: he
had said ateleer before. “Alas, now that Custis is dead
there is none of my contemporaries to whom I can speak
French. His death, sir, is a loss that I feel more keenly
with each passing year.” He leaned back meditatively in
his chair. I observed the pallid face, the high bulging
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forehead under the metallic white hair, the pale blue eyes
that did not focus on anything, the thin, sensual mouth,
the small determined chin and the lobeless ears: the nose
was small and slightly turned up—which gave him an ex-
pression of perpetual surprise. He had a look of selfish
intelligence that was distinctly heightened by his attire,
which was absurdly elegant: frock coat, choker collar, and
black satin cravat. “My late brother was not a scholarly
man. But an able man, sir, a man of large interests. It was
his munificence that to a great extent has made possible
the leisure of my studies, although, of course,” he added,
“our patrimony was comfortable.” He pursed his lips, his
eyes became alert, his white face glowed. “I am now en-
gaged upon a most interesting and illuminating work, the
most ambitious work of the imagination, I do dare aver,
of the nineteenth century. It is nothing less than a history
of the struggle of man to build civilization upon the sterile
wastes of the earth after the ice age.” He rose with the
spring of a child, went to the table, and seized a huge
scrinium from which he drew a rolled manuscript. He
pulled his chair to the light, sat down, adjusted his spec-
tacles, coughed slightly for the attention of his audience,
and looked at me. “I shall read from the first chapter. My
model has been Gibbon.” He scanned his manuscript with
deliberation. I moved forward to the edge of my chair. “I
ask you, sir,” he said, “to consider critically the opening
sentence. It has, I have no doubt, what Dr. Johnson
called the grandeur of generality.” He coughed again.
“‘The skin-clad remnants of humanity fearfully shivered
in their caves as the ice-age drew to its tedious close.’” He
laid the manuscript in his lap. “Ah, how Custis would
have liked it!” He looked off into space, smiling his per-
fect satisfaction with himself, “Death is indeed the sun-
derer,” he sighed.
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I almost fell out of the chair. I regained my seat, and
looked at him. Death couldn’t be an old lady, his sister-
in-law, downstairs; death was the sunderer, or time, or our
enemy. I gripped the arms of the chair.

“Mr. Jarman!” I shouted.

“Ah,” he said, and glanced at me slyly. Then he gave
me, over the rims of his spectacles, a long stare. He closed
his mouth like a fish, hastily placed the manuscript upon
the table, and settled back in his chair.

“I see that it is young Mr. Buchan to whom I owe this
pleasure.”

I shouted again. “She’s dead!”

“Dead?” he echoed. “Yes, yes, he’s dead—been dead
these many years. As I say, a man of business. But we are
of noble lineage and, I think it could be proved, of
royal descent. You will understand that while my means
of entertainment are limited by the habits of a man of
letters, I wish to make your call as pleasant as possible.”
He smiled hospitably. “Your little niece, my grand niece, is
descended from the Vyvyans of Shropshire, and through
them from the Plantagenets. We count among our an-
cestors Philip the Third of France, Edward the Confessz)r,
and the grandfather of George Washington.” He leaned
forward in his chair. “I thought that this information
would give you greater relish in our society.”

I rose and stood uncertainly looking at the door. He was
gazing at me with surprise. “I see that you are armed,”
he said. “No doubt a necessary precaution in these times.
The war. I assume that measures of pacification have suc-
ceeded.”

-1 went to the door. “Good night, Mr. Jarman.”

“Night?” he said. He pulled out a big silver watch.
“It is, indeed. Half-past-three.” He took up his manuscript,
and was instantly alone. I left the door open as I went
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out, and found my way down the difficult stairs. I had left
my candle. When I reached the second floor there was a
candle burning on the table, and there were voices sound-
ing from Aunt Jane Anne’s room.

I could not hear a word, but presently the door opened
and Father Monahan followed by two nuns came out into
the hall. He saw me and stopped, looking sharply at the
pistol handle protruding from my jeans. As the nuns re-
ceded a few steps and began to whisper, he advanced and
spoke in a low tone.

“I know all about it,” he said. His sharp black eyes
looked into my eyes. “I've seen the nigger Joe. You've
done the right thing. Your sister’s distraught. Keep the
nigger where he 1s.”

He turned his head and gave the nuns a nod. They came
forward and at the head of the stairs waited for the priest
to lead the way. “That is the Mother Superior,” he said
to me. One of the nuns turned and looked me full in
the face; she looked at Father Monahan, who said: “The
Mother Superior will come for the young lady at eleven
o’clock. There’s no other way. The girl can never be the
bride of any man.”

I looked at the floor, saying to myself, Liar! But I knew
that Father Monahan was not the liar. As he passed me I
saw heavy beads of sweat on his forehead. He looked at me:
it was man to man.

“I know you are not one of us, young man,” he said.
“We've got to keep life simple. That is a practical reason
for saving the human soul.” He put his hand on my shoul-
der. “God bless you, my son.” He crossed himself, and the
nuns crossed themselves as they followed him down the
stairs.

How long Susan had been standing in the hall I do not
know. There she was, at the end of the front hall, just out-
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side her own door. To go up to my room I had to get to
the stairs in the front hall, not more than ten feet from
her. I pretended that I had not seen her.

“Come here, Lacy,” she said in a dead voice.

As I approached her she went to the threshold of her
door, then turned to face me.

“Where have you been?” She was appealing to me un-
der the harsh tone. I could not answer her. “Did you take
him up the river?” she said.

“No, sister.” I hung my head.

With one step she backed into the room, seized the
doorknob, and slammed the door in my face.

I grabbed the butt of the pistol, thinking it had gone
off. I started back towards the stairs. There was old Atha
in the hall outside her dead mistress’ door. The door was
standing open. I could see at the foot of the bed a tall
candle burning, and a heap of white dresses hanging over
the back of a chair. On a table opposite the door there
was a pile of small pasteboard boxes, each tied with a
string from which dangled a small card: the knicknacks
that the old lady for many years had put away in boxes and
labeled, so that she knew the contents of the boxes by
heart, though once classified the beads and gloves and
handkerchiefs never appeared again. The walls of the
room were lined with chests and trunks, and unopened
packages covered the mantel shelf. That room would never
change: nothing would happen in it, nobody was dead,
nobody had ever lived. It must have taken all the life out
of her to beat her husband when she had tripped him at
the top of the stairs.

Old Atha put out her hand and touched me on the
sleeve. “Marse Lacy, whar’s Jim?” There was a squint in
one of her eyes. Her lip trembled.

“In the cellar,” I said. I started up the stairs,
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“Gawd bless you, marster,” she whined.

As I went into my dark room I felt that I had been
blessed too much, that I was a liar and a coward, and now,
God knows, falling upon the bed without even putting the
pistol down, I knew that I had achieved my full measure
of darkness. When I closed my eyes I was sitting on a big
rock listening to the water in the run, and again I heard
the panther scream.

I haven’t slept a wink, I said, as aching in every bone I
put my booted feet upon the floor and rose from the bed.
I stared dully at the revolver lying on the floor. I tried to
think how it had got there but gave it up and decided
that I had slept a little because there were things I could
not remember. I had not seen the first light of sunrise. The
first sun in the last week had struck the top middle pane
of the east window; now it came through the top panes
of the lower sash and flooded the room. May the twenty-
third, eighteen-sixty-one, I said, and at least eleven o’clock
in the morning. I went over to the washstand and cupping
my hands reached into the pitcher; I dashed the water over
my face. Eleven o’clock in the morning, at eleven o’clock
said the priest. I went to the window and looked diagonally
across the court to the stable: the carriage door was closed.
It is not eleven yet, I said, hearing a voice, Blind Joe’s,
rasping in the light morning air.

“Mistis, I didn’t do no sich thing.” His tone became
wheedling. “No-0-0, ma’m, I ain’t seen him a-tall.”

The voice was under my window, so I put my head
out and looked down. There was Blind Joe facing the
house, and a woman in black crépe, her back to me, talk-
ing to him in an undertone. There was something remark-
able about her. I thought perhaps I had not seen her be-
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fore, yet she wore no hat: a strange bare-headed woman,
her hair almost white, was talking to a servant of that
house, in the back yard.

Then I understood it but what I understood first I do
not know: whether I identified her and in that way under-
stood that Joe had been saying he had not seen his master,
or whether what he said could have been said to one per-
son only, to Sister Susan alone of all people under all the
circumstances of that bright morning that had risen upon
so dark a night. Like the causal priority of the chicken or
the egg, it could tease me into speculation forever. But
there it was: Blind Joe and sister talking in the back yard.
Presently he went off towards the stable and sister came
round the house. I heard the light tap of her feet on the
brick walk leading to the wicket, as I held for an in-
stant the image of her graying hair.

I wiped my face, picked up the pistol and put it back
into the bureau drawer, drew on my jacket, and went to the
door. I stood for a while holding the doorknob. I better
see Yellow Jim, I said, in this house nobody will give him
a drink of water. But what did I care about Yellow Jim?
I had to think of something to get myself down the stairs,
and after you've told one lie it makes little difference if
you tell others, even to yourself; and I went out into the
hall and down the stairs.

On the second floor the nuns were standing in the hall
by the table, and I could hear people moving about in
Jane’s room. I went quickly past the nuns, who gave no
sign of recognition, and was starting down the next flight of
stairs when I saw sister already half way up. I retraced my
steps and stood just at the head of the stairs, waiting for her
to pass. She came by me as if I had been a lamp post, and
looking straight ahead went into Jane’s room, leaving the



240 The Fathers

door ajar, where I could hear her talking to Atha; but if
Jane was in there she was not talking.

I went on down the stairs and back into the dining-
room. It was a strange place: the long bare table, the black
chairs lining the walls, the futile elegance of the ivory
wainscoting. The intended brightness of the blue walls
could never get enough light from the remote side win-
dows. Nobody had ever eaten in that room. Yet there,
across the table, was Jane's place, and I heard myself
saying: Will you have some gooseberry jam?

The narrow stairs down into the winter kitchen were
by the dumb-waiter. I went down, and in the kitchen it
was nearly as dark as night. On the table was Atha’s old
candlestick with a good candle in it. I lit the candle and
stood listening for a sound from the stable court, but there
was none. I went back through the pantries to the cala-
boose. It was dead-quiet: Jim is asleep, I thought. I took
the key out of my jeans and unlocked the door, holding the
candle before me. Jim was sitting on a three-legged stool,
his back against the brick wall. He rose to his feet.

“Sit down,” I said.

He sat, trying to hold himself erect. “Marster, don’t let
that nigger Joe come here no more.” His eyes were half
closed and he seemed to be talking to himself. “Don’t let
him come no more.” He suddenly raised his head. “Is de
marster comin’?”’

“I don’t know,” I said. “Jim,” I said in as kind a tone as
I could, “it won’t be Marse George. It’ll be Mister Sem-
mes.”

He seemed to hear me from a distance. “Marse Semmes,”
he said. “Marse Semmes.” He looked up at me, one gentle-
man to another. “I reckon he do owe it to hisself.” Then
apologetically: “Hit’s the nigger in me.”

The stump of candle, burnt to the wick end, lay on the
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floor. I handed him Atha’s candle. “Here, Jim,” I said.
I gave him a few matches. If he had said it was the white
man in him I should have been able to take it in: I was
dumfounded. But I've got to kill him, I said, without
even giving him a chance; I've got to kill him to keep
Semmes from killing him. My face was hot, and I was a lit-
tle queasy in the stomach, but I felt pleased with myself.

“Look here, Jim,” I said in a hollow voice, “it ain’t
goin’ to be Mister Semmes. It’s got to be me. It’s my fault.”

He dropped his hands to his sides and turned a dazed
yellow face to me. His mouth fell open. He looked me in
the eyes a long minute, and sank back against the wall. I
turned to go. I saw him from the corner of my eye sit-
ting placidly with the candle in his hand.

“You better lock de door, young marster,” he said.

I stopped dead, turned awkwardly and seized the door,
and without looking at Jim closed it with a thud, and
turned the key. I put the key back into my pocket.

Going back to the kitchen I could see the dim light from
the kitchen window, so I began to run, and it is well that
I did, for I heard the trot of the horses in the court, and
a second later the slam of the carriage gate after the horses
had reached the street. I ran up the stairs into the dining-
room and out into the hall, which was empty, but I slowed
to a walk, and went tiptoe to the foot of the main stair-
way. The front door was open. The carriage was already
drawn up in front of the house, the step let down; and Joe
was perched on top, not in his livery, but in a torn alpaca
coat and felt hat which was crazily adorned with pea-
cock feathers. I went to the door. Blind Joe saw me in-
stantly. He jumped off the box, and standing on the
sidewalk put his face through the bars of the iron ban-
ister.

“Marster,” he whispered. “Miss Jane take de veil.” He
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showed his teeth like the cur that he was, and grinned.

“Shut up, God damn you,” I said. “Get back on the
box.” He didn’t move. I moved nearer to him. “Why
did you lie to Miss Susie this morning? Why'd you say
you hadn’t seen Marse George?”

He tried to look solemn. “Marse Lacy, I ain’t told no
lie to Miss Susie. I ain’t seen de marster. I sont him word.”
As he turned away he said, “He be here tonight.”

I went back into the hall in time to confront Susan as
she reached the bottom of the stairs. The black crepe
that she had on was the same that she had worn as mourn-
ing after mother’s death: it just touched the edge of my
mind that it was absurd to see anybody in black when the
dead person had not been alive, and only the living were
dead. At that instant she was a black object which ac-
quired humanity only through the vehemence with which
she moved that terrible white hair. Her face was blue-
white without any light in it, like the dining-room ceiling,
and her eyes looked like scratched agates. She stood at the
foot of the stairs with her hands clasped before her, look-
ing out into the street.

Without lowering her eyes she said in a casual tone:
“In a few minutes I want you to let Jim out. Tell him to
run away.”

If I had not been able to see her I should have thought
that she was a woman giving directions to a servant while
her mind was on something else.

“After the vows are taken she may leave of her own will.
But nobody can take her out. Do you understand, Lacy?”
she said in a sweet tone. “After the final vows she can’t
get out at all.” She turned her hardened eyes upon me.
“Do you understand?” Then she said fiercely, as color came
into her cheeks: “The moment she’s gone you let Jim go!”
There were steps in the upper hall as the nuns appeared
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at the head of the stairs. Susan gave them a glance, then
with a swift motion she was at my side. “George will be
with his mother. You take charge of Semmes.” Her face
was pale again. She put out her hand. “Please!”

There was just time for me to say it. “Jim won’t leave.”
Then I whispered. “You can't get out of it.”

The nuns were halfway down the stairs when Jane,
leaning on Atha, came to the head of the stairs and started
down, finding each step with the toe of her slippers. I
fixed my eye upon the hem of her gray dress but when she
came to the foot of the stairs and stopped, still on Atha’s
arm, I let my eye travel up to her face: it was covered with
a white veil which was tied scarf-like about her neck. She
pushed Atha away.

“Mama wouldn’t listen to me,” she said in a little voice.
She moved her head around as if she were trying to see.
“Where’s mama?”’ She took a few steps towards the door.
“Where’s mama? Mama wouldn’t listen to me,” she said.

The Mother Superior came to her and took her hand,
and the other nun falling in with them, they went out of
the door and, turning to the right, disappeared. I stood
listening. The carriage door closed, and I waited. Blind
Joe said, “Giddap,” and the horses moved down the street.
Atha closed the door. I watched meticulously her gnarled
brown hand as she released it from the knob. She raised
her expressionless face.

“I ain’t white folks, praise be de Lawd,” she said. She
disappeared into the back hall. I looked around for sister.
The hall was quiet, bright, and empty. I was alone.

» * .
Until after dinner, I mean dinner-time, for there was

no dinner, only some ham and cold biscuits that I called
to Blind Joe in the back yard to bring up to me: until, I
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suppose, about two o’clock, I saw nobody, and heard only
the vague bustle that meant that they had laid out the old
lady in one of the white dresses and were taking her body
down to the parlor where it would lie in the coffin until
the funeral the next day. Then in her white dress hidden
in the ground she would still be white—a white dot in
Holyrood back of town on the hill. But as time passed I
could not stand nor lie nor sit, yet was so tired that my
eyeballs ached, and I kept thinking of poor sister, with
her hair and eyes, and how she must at last be getting a
little rest, when there was a knock at the door.

I was about to say come in, but I had a presentiment
that, after all, it might not be Semmes. I walked to the
door and opened it.

“Miss Susie say give her de key to de calaboose,” said
Blind Joe.

I took out the key. “Here,” I said.

He rubbed it with his thumb and squinted at me.
“*Taint no use. That yaller nigger he just ain’t got it in
him to run away.”

“No,” I said, “it’s no use.” Blind Joe was still rubbing
the key. I closed the door in his face. Well, she was not
getting any rest, and the more I thought of it I could not
see how she had it coming to her. How clearly at that mo-
ment I saw it, I do not know, yet I saw it well enough to
perceive that Yellow Jim had been used by us all: by
Brother George, to get a bay mare and to cut a big dash
among strangers; by sister, to prevent'a marriage that out
of some deep and, to me, barely discernible level of her
being, she hated; by me even, who had lacked the imagina-
tion to take Jim the night before up the river and, instead
of shooting him, to turn him loose and make him run
away; and I had used him again today, boasting of my
fault before him as if I expected, as I no doubt did secretly
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expect, him to applaud the confession; and then by Jane
herself, in some obscure but still culpable impulse of
shallow hysteria that had impelled her to dramatize her
fear of sister into the perpetual fear of women—negro men.
Where did it all end? From the bed of violets at Pleasant
Hill it seemed a long road to the convent, but I think it
no exaggeration to say that from that moment in the par-
lor over mother’s coffin sister had been leading Jane there.
When I denied to Semmes that I loved her, it was as good
as telling sister to hasten Jane upon her way. Was she not
well out of it? I looked back to her departure: her small
feet, her gray dress, her heavy white veil, but that was all
that I could see. I loved her and I could not remember the
color of her hair.

What had we done to Yellow Jim more than we were,
minute by minute, doing to ourselves? After the carriage
drove away, sister like one possessed tried every expedient
to get Jim to run away. She sent Atha down; she went
down herself; she offered him money; she even threatened
to add to the story of the assault the lie that Jim had de-
liberately entered old mistis’ room intending to kill her.
At intervals Blind Joe came up to report. Sister sent me
word to take Jim to the town marshal as a runaway: it
was fantastic. Jane was at the convent because Jim had
assaulted her, and yet sister was willing to let it be known
that she had let the criminal go. There was no way around
it: Jim could not go.

But why didn’t he go? In mid-afternoon Joe came up
again. He stood at the threshold.

“He just ain’t got it in him,” he said. He moved into
the room and lowered his voice. “And he don’t need to
have it in him.”

I went to the window to look down into the court. There
was Semmes, dismounting from Queen Susie and looking
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about him for Joe to take her to the stable. He was dressed
all in black—black tight trousers over short boots, black
sack coat, black soft hat: he looked like a respectable mer-
chant, or his getup I thought would do for a wedding or
a funeral or even for a man to be laid out in.

“Blood thicker'n water,” Joe said. I hadn’t really heard
it. Semmes was leading the mare away to the stable. I
turned to look at Joe’s evil face. His yellow buck teeth
touched his lower lip.

“Blood thicker’'n water,” he said.

I took a step towards him. “You ought to be whipped
for that. Get out of herel”

He sidled away towards the door. “That what Jim say.
1 ain't said it.” He grinned. “Jim say blood thicker'n water
and he keep on sayin’ it. I ain’t said nothin’.” He was out
in the hall. “Jim say de marster save him when he hear de
truf.” He laughed like a negro at a dice game, and dis-
appeared.

I went to the door and closed it: why in the hell, I said,
couldn’t Jane have been afraid of him. At the washstand
I dipped the washcloth into the pitcher and held it to my
hot eyes. I left my face wet. The stable court was deserted.

There was a knock at the door. I knew who it was but I
could not say come in; I walked as slowly as I could to the
door, yet when I got there I stopped. Why didn’t Jim go
away? That was nothing. Why hadn’t I gone away? Only
because I had wanted to stay to make all the trouble I
could out of my lie. There it was, plain as day, but it was
too late to do anything about it. I opened the door.

Semmes was standing back in the hall with his hat held
over his arm, formally, as if he were going in to a recep-
tion. The posture was so distinctive that it was only by
looking at him again that I avoided saying how-do-you-do.
He came into the room, the hat on his arm and the black
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string tie dangling rakishly from the low collar. He did
not even look queer. As he sat down on the bed still hold-
ing the hat, he might—but for the bulge of muscle in his
clamped jaws—have been listening to a sermon.

“Where is he?” he said.

“In the cellar.”

I thought if he didn’t put the hat down I would take
it from him. I kept my eyes on it. I walked up to him, took
the hat, and laid it on the bureau. His arm was still raised;
he looked at it and dropped it to his leg. Then he began
to stare at me. He followed me around the room with his
eyes, which I felt on my back as I seized the hairbrush and
brushed vigorously at one spot on my head. When I turned
he was looking through me.

“Look at something else, brother,” I said.

He relaxed his jaws. “Why didn’t you prevent it?”

I went over to the south window, beyond the foot of
the bed, and sat on a low chair.

“Who told you?” I said.

“Sister.” He got up and paced twice the length of the
room. He sat on the bed. “She was walking the floor too.”
He turned his gaze upon me again: it was a speculative
stare. ‘“‘Her hair is white.”

“Wouldn’t yours be?” I said.

After a long silence I rose and going between the bed
and the wall lay down on the bed, facing the wall. I felt
the bed move. Semmes too had lain down. The sun had
just left the south window, and time was getting on.

“Hers shouldn’t be,” he said reasonably. I turned over
on my back. He took my hand and gave it a squeeze. “You
were in love with her too.” He let go my hand. “And I
thought you were just a boy.”

“I don’t know,” I said. I sat up and looked down at him
over my shoulder. “Look here,” I said. “Sister wanted me
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to take him up the river last night. Today she was willing
for him to run off. Took the key away from me.” I con-
sidered the rest of it but I could not make myself say more.
I felt that I had said all that I was entitled to say: it was
what I had heard and seen, and it was really all that I had
known: from it Semmes ought to be able to know as much
as I did. He had seen the white hair. But he had a logical
mind. He sat up and straightened his tie, and stood in the
middle of the floor. I marveled that I had ever hated this
man.

“Where’s that pistol?” he said.

“There.” I pointed to the bureau.

He opened the top drawer and took it out, holding it
by the heavy barrel as he spun the cylinder to see that the
chambers were loaded. He put it inside his coat and but-
toned up the coat, and sat on the edge of the bed. He
glanced out of the east window.

“It’ll be dark in an hour,” he said.

Nothing more was said. Towards the east in a little while
the sky became black, and out of the south window I
could see only a little light in the top leaves of the juniper
tree that rose to the level of the sill. We were two brothers
waiting in a bedroom for it to get dark. The house was so
quiet I heard the front door close. Semmes looked at me.
We waited. After about a quarter of an hour I decided that
Father Monahan or another priest had come in, or perhaps
two nuns to take the place of those already there, for the
night vigil.

Somebody was knocking at the door. I had not heard
footsteps. '

“It’s Blind Joe,” I said. Then: “Come in.”

He opened the door but in the dusk I could not see his
face. “Marster say come down to de dressin’ room.” And
he was gone.
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I leaped to the closet and got my hat and with a bound
I was standing in the door. Semmes put his hat on and
confronted me.

“Let me pass, Lacy,” he said.

I stood there.

“Stay herel” He advanced and raised his hand as if he
would push me aside.

“Make me,” I said. He hesitated, then lowered his arm.
I let him pass, and followed him down the stairs.

The second floor was deserted and all the doors were
closed. We went into the back hall past Jane’s room to the
last room in the hall, and standing before the door Semmes
knocked. Immediately the door came open. The bright
lamp on the small table in the middle of the room blinded
me as I followed Semmes in.

Brother George was standing in his shirtsleeves by the
washstand behind the door. He pushed the door to, and
looked at us. His black trousers were dusty and he held a
towel in his hand.

“Sit down, gentlemen,” he said. His cold blue eyes
burned in a swarthy face, narrower than I had ever seen
them; his mouth was tight.

Semmes looked at a chair and remained standing. I stood
behind him. Brother George tossed the towel upon the
rack, took his coat from a chair, put it on, and sat down.

“Be seated, gentlemen!” He said it sharply, and as we
backed off to the chairs, he smiled at us.

We took seats, and there was a pause. Semmes put his
hands upon his knees, and said:

“Where’d you come from, George?”

“Lancaster, Pennsylvania,” he said promptly. He rose
and went to a dingy wardrobe by the washstand. Opening
one of the doors, he took out a black metal box about two
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feet long and a foot wide; he held it a moment, put it back,
and closed the door.

“Eighty thousand dollars,” he said. “God damn the
money.” And he sat down. He contracted his brows as
he stared full at the bright lamp. “Well Brother George,”
I said, “you’re all by yourself again.” He looked at Semmes,
still frowning. “Otherwise I'd be in jail,” he said. He got
up and threw his head back, looking down at us. “I had
to cheat old Cameron on the contracts to cover up the stuff
I sent to Richmond. I let Governor Letcher have it at a
loss.” He sat down again. He looked at Semmes, then at
me. “Howdy, Lacy,” he said.

I looked at Semmes, who returned the look and cleared
his throat. I glanced covertly at Brother George’s preoc-
cupied face: the astonishing greeting had come out of no
change of expression whatever: a man who could take both
views of anything.

“But, George,” said Semmes, then stopped in his amaze-
ment.

George looked at him, and as he looked an expression
of intense concentration spread over his face.

“We have something to attend to, haven’t we, Semmes?”
He looked inquiringly.

Semmes rose. “l see that we understand each other,
he said.

I got up too. Brother George went to the wardrobe
again, and took out two army pistols.in holsters. He held
one of them out to Semmes.

“I have one,” said Semmes.

Before George could move I took it by the barrel and
pulled it out of his hand.

“What'’s he got to do with it?” said George.

“I reckon he knows,” Semmes said. He looked at me,
and I nodded, and he nodded back. I was astonished and

2
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I kept hearing You were in love with her too, as George
and Semmes waited by the open door.

Out in the hall Semmes said: “I suppose there could be
a reasonable doubt.” George said nothing, but he turned
round and waited. “Of course,” said Semmes, “you’ve got
it from Susan. You've seen her hair.”

“Hair?” he said. “I didn’t notice.”

In the dark I could not see Semmes’ face. There was no
hesitation in his tread as he walked past George up the
hall to the stairs. When we came to him, he did hesitate;
then instead of descending the stairs he went on towards
sister’s room where without pause he tapped lightly upon
the door. He turned and said in an ordinary tone: “Come
here, George, please.”

George went, and 1 followed; we went up to Semmes as
the door opened and old Atha put her head out. Semmes
pushed the door back and walked past Atha; again George
and I followed. A candle was burning at each end of the
mantelpiece. Sister was sitting bolt upright in a small chair,
still in the black crepe, her hands folded in her lap. Her
face was in the shadow.

We stood like erect mummies looking at the child Jane
who was playing with a china doll at her mother’s feet.
She banged the head of the doll against the bare floor.

‘“Papa,” she said.

“Atha,” said sister in a voice like a stage direction, “go
outside and close the door.” Atha closed the door softly
after her.

“Papa?” the child said, looking up at George, who gazed
back at her gravely.

“Susan,” George said, “send the child away too.”

Little Jane held the doll at arm’s length and dropped
it. It broke evenly in two and lay there. “Papa make money,
papa make money, papa make money,” she chanted.
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“Send little Jane away,” George said. He lifted her from
the floor, took her to the door, put her outside with,
“Here, Atha,” and closed the door. He came back to the
center of the room.

Susan turned her eyes upon him, throwing her face into
the candlelight. There was no expression in the face at all.
Her lips were closed and her chin hung a little low, as if
she had a large pebble in her mouth.

“An impressive delegation,” she said. She looked at us
in turn. “Armed to the teeth.” She leaned forward. “Do
you need the help of a woman?”

“I think we may have had all the help from you that
we need.” It was Semmes. Susan jerked her head towards
him and leaned back in her chair. Her lips parted, and
into the dry blue of her cheeks came a little flush.

“We are here,” he said, “because we thought it might
not be as bad as it seemed at first.”

Susan looked now as she had when we came in: her
hands lay in her lap, her face was white, and if she
breathed it would have taken a mirror to show it.

Semmes stood over her. “Is there a reasonable doubt?”
he said.

She lowered her head and studied a crack in the floor:
Semmes all the time was looking at her intently, and now
.he backed away as if from something he feared, and feared
to look away from. Suddenly she lifted her hands, turned
the palms up, and examined them.

“Well!” she said, and sighing leaned back in her chair.

George came to her and touched her forehead with the
tips of his fingers.

“Susan?”’ he said, and I thought there was a little ten-
derness in it. He was gazing seriously at her hair.

But he might have been putting his hand on a hitch-
ing-post: she clenched her fingers and sat like a stone, hav-
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ing turned her face from him into the light, which put
into it the chalky blue of a cold wall. George, clenching his
own fists, raised himself to his full height, and turned on
his heel.

. “Come on,” he said to us.

He was at the door with his hand on the knob when
Susan’s voice came like an unknown, moving object to a
little boy in the night.

“Mr. Posey,” she said. I jumped as if I had been shot at.
Semmes had not moved; he was still facing the door.
George let go the doorknob.

“Mr. Posey, you know what a fool my brother is.”
She looked at Semmes. “He would have shot any man for
Mrs. Stacy and now he wants to shoot a negro for Jane
Posey. Because he is a fool who happens to be a gentle-
man.” She was a blazing fury as she rose to her feet. But
her voice was low. “George Posey, if you allow my brother
to shoot your brother for you, I will never see you again.”
She gazed into his wavering eyes.

He looked at the floor, then straightened up, and took
the doorknob. He was nodding his head and it occurred
to me absurdly that he was trying to make her a bow. His
head stopped moving and a small fixed smile came over
his lips as he glanced from Susan to Semmes: it said, Yes,
he’s a fool. Susan was still looking at George. Well, why
didn’t she keep all of us from shooting Yellow Jim? Then
I looked at her more closely. She had not moved her eyes
from her husband, and in her gaze there was nothing but
hate.

George was still looking contemptuously at Semmes who
looked, not like a fool, but an idiot boy; his lips were
working and his eyes, wide with wonder, were fixed upon
Susan.
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“How’d you know—Mrs. Stacy—how’d you know?” he
stammered.

She sat down and clasped her hands. I had the impres-
sion that she had been in that posture all the time, that
we had just entered the room.

“I know everything!” she said.

George took Semmes by the arm and led him out of the
room. I followed, not glancing back, and closed the door.
Atha and the child were gone. Who is to blame now, who
is to blame? I said it to the tramp of our feet as we went
downstairs. But it doesn’t make any difference. Susan is
done for anyhow.

* L ] *

George will be with his mother, Susan had said, when
that was where she had wanted him to be, but now she
wanted him to go up the river, and I had no doubt, as we
went downstairs, that she would still have her way, though
the way had been reversed. But it had not been reversed,
really, for not being at any rate a monster until George
had returned and it was too late to let Jim go, she had
been only a Buchan, and to be a Buchan was to be pos-
sessed by only one idea at a time. I suppose it was not
so simple as that when you came down to it except in the
case of papa, whose politics had closed his eyes and whose
honor accepted the results of his politics and drove him
to the formal repudiation of his son. If papa had not been
a Buchan there is hardly a doubt that Semmes would have
been with him in Alexandria until the Seventeenth Vir-
ginia moved off to war: he would have written letters—
another Buchan passion—to Jane, and Jane would have
kept them in a little packet until the war was over.

There was nobody in the hall when George reached the
foot of the stairs and waited for us to come to him. The
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parlor door was open: I walked round behind George and
looked in, seeing two nuns seated impassively one on each
side of the coffin and a tall candle burning at head and
foot. Miss Milly sat by a lamp near the embroidery frame
in a small rocker, looking down through her spectacles,
which were pushed forward to the end of her nose, at her
tatting: I had a quick vision of the lids of Mr. Jarman’s
slopjars when, moving a little nearer to the door, I saw
the scholar himself. He sat on the far side of the room
midway between the corpse and the light, holding up. to
the level of his eyes a large paper-back book.

But I was looking at Miss Milly. She raised her eyes but
still looking over the rims of her glasses—although she
was not standing at her door—she peeped at me, and then
spoke as if I had been with her all day: of course, I had
not seen her to speak to for a couple of weeks.

“And to think I slept through it all.” She looked down
at her tatting. “Is George out there?” she said as if she
were asking if her bananas had come.

“Yes'm,” I said, and as I turned round to look at
George I regretted it. He looked at me or rather through,
over, and around me as if I didn’t exist, and he turned
upon Semmes—whose mouth was still open—a malevolent
glare; then he turned his eyes back to me, right at me this
time, and walked to the parlor door. He put out his foot
to step over the threshold, but withdrew it, and seemed to
be studying the situation. Miss Milly looked up at him,
then at her tatting, then at him again, like a fidgety, in-
curious pullet; but she said nothing. Mr. Jarman rose, and
putting his finger in his place between the leaves of the
book, held it under his arm, and advanced upon George.
He bowed and held out his hand.

“Nephew,” he said, “it pains me to greet you in these
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melancholy circumstances.” He cleared his throat. “Your
mother—"’

“She’s dead, ain’t she?” said George, looking at him as
if he were a child.

Mr. Jarman’s hand was still in the air when George
abruptly turned away and started for the dining-room. I
believe what George had said brought Semmes to himself,
for he fell into step with George and we all entered the
dining-room together. What a house! And what people! I
did not quite mean it that way. They were excellent peo-
ple, but unfortunately for Mr. Jarman’s genealogical re-
searches I felt, by this time, only a necessary relish in their
society. As Brother George threw back the door to the
steps down to the kitchen, I believed that he was imponder-
able, that I could have put my finger through him. When
death could be like this, nobody was living. If they had not
been of their Church, they would have thrown one another
at death into the river. She’s dead, ain’t she. At least George
Posey had spoken it in the English of a gentleman, not in
Mr. Jarman’s parrot English, and I did not feel tired as
I shuffled sideways down the narrow stairs.

George led us in the dark to the lock-up.

“Strike a match, somebody,” he said.

I got out a match and struck it on my jeans. Atha was
sitting on the floor directly in front of the door. She
looked up at George.

“You come to git him, marster?”

“Move over, Atha,” he said.

As she struggled to get up he put out his hand, taking
her by the arm, and helped her to her feet. The key was
in the lock. He turned it, and stood aside. As Yellow Jim
came out the match burnt my thumb; I dropped it. In the
dark George said, “Go first, Jim.”

Jim leading the way, we went out through the kitchen
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to the stable court, then round through the carriage
gate into the street, and without stopping and Jim still
leading the way walked at the usual pace over to Frederick
Street where we turned to the right for the bridge over the
canal. In two minutes we passed over the canal and got
on the tow-path which brought us quickly to the aqueduct,
and from there on the tow-path might have been in deep
country: on our left rose tall willows and sycamores, and
in the dim light of the quarter-moon I could just discern
the top of the stone wall on the land side of the canal, then
suddenly round a little bend I saw on the canal’s edge, be-
low the wall, a large rock house. George tapped Jim on
the shoulder, and went ahead of him.

“Step light,” he said.

We did; and from there on for a mile and a half we were
shadows, the more so for the noise of the river that now
ran in a narrow channel through huge boulders: it was, I
knew, in some places eighty feet deep. We came to a
thicket that I knew by the odor of the blossoms to be
locust, and George halted. He turned off the tow-path into
the bushes, down the steep bank towards the river. We
came to a ledge of rock, big enough to build a cabin on,
jutting over the water which I could hear swirling, about
ten feet below. George, at the far end of the rock, turned
and said:

“We might as well stop here.”

Semmes, next to the river, was facing George at about
six paces; I stood a little away from Semmes near the over-
hanging locust leaves and Jim was between me and George
standing erect and motionless, but I could not see his face.
George's face received all the moonlight there was. I
looked at him anxiously.

He put his right hand into his coat and took out his
pistol. He touched the priming with his left thumb and
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let it hang at his side. Jim moved forward into the
light. His hands were extended a little and his head lifted.

“Is you goin’ to kill me, marster?”” His voice rose to a
querulous scream of surprise.

“George, I thought we understood each other,” Semmes
said. He took out the navy revolver. Jim turned his head
and looked at Semmes, and the expression I had first seen,
wide eyes and open mouth, were frozen. He bent over a
little and muttered, and crossed himself very slowly.

I think we must have all been staring at him. A pistol
shot to my left was from Semmes’ revolver. Jim dropped in
a heap like a rope. He did not move.

“You God damn fool,” said George.

But I was looking at Semmes. Suddenly he looked star-
tled, fell upon his left knee and swaying slightly pitched
like a sack of corn over the ledge into the river. Then
I heard it, and saw, delayed, the streak of fire from George’s
pistol. He was saying:

“I never had any idea of killing that nigger.”

He bent over Jim and felt him, rose and lifted the body
with one arm; he dragged it to the edge of the rock and
let it fall into the water. He turned round slowly and
looked at me. As he came towards me I backed off, step for
step. But he stopped. He moved his foot quickly and
kicked into the river the pistol that had fallen from my
hand. He took no further notice of me. He walked deliber-
ately up the bank through the bushes and disappeared.

I went over and looked at the black water and then I
was running and my shins burned from the scratches as I
passed the rock house. I was running lightly, not out of
breath, along the tow-path. I came to the aqueduct and to
Frederick Street and crossed the canal. I could see the win-
dow panes and the color of brick when I reached Vista.
“I'm back,” I said, and gazed stupidly towards the east
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and the rising sun. I looked down the river, and kept look-
ing. Then I knew what it was. The Confederate flag over
Arlington was gone,

* *» *

I had no trouble getting across the Long Bridge: the
Virginia side was in the Union lines. I took the back roads
along Arlington ridge, and at about seven o'clock that
morning I literally found myself on Montgomery Street in
Alexandria, so tired I could taste it, having come out of
the trance. It was ten miles in three hours over cart-road
and through the brush. Down Montgomery Street I could
see the river but I turned down Washington getting
some good for the first time out of the fresh morning air.
Far down the street, at the corner of Queen or Cameron,
I saw a group of men, but between them and me there was
nobody nor was there any sound in the air. The air was
clean and livid, and ponderable, when I came to the
corners and stepped off the curb, letting the slanting sun
strike the side of my face.

When I came up to the men they were silent: I sup-
pose a crowd of about twenty. They did not look at one
another. There was nobody I knew. I went round them
and looked towards the river, but my eyes did not get that
far. In front of the Marshall House, facing it, stood a squad
of Union soldiers at order arms. I left the crowd at the
corner, feeling that I was being followed; taking the in-
side of the walk and trying to move casually, I hurried;
across the street from the inn I stood behind a lamppost,
foolishly, and waited to see what the soldiers would do.
They did nothing. One of them stared at me unseeingly.
I looked at the facade of the house.

The windows were blank, and as my eyes ran up to the
roof I saw the bare flagpole, with the ropes hanging from
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the top. They began to move. The Union flag ran up and
flapped weakly in the breeze. The soldiers raised their
heads. One boy took off his cap and cheered feebly; then
looked self-consciously at the ground. I glanced over my
shoulder towards Washington Street. The crowd at the
corner had disappeared.

The door of the inn stood open and a sergeant came out.

“One and two of the front rank come forward,” he said
in a clear voice.

The men left the ranks. I ran across the street and along
the side of the building to the gate into the back yard. It
was open. In the middle of the yard was a small brass
cannon, newly furbished. Under the gallery an old negro
man was sitting on a box. As I went past him into the hall
he did not look at me. I went through the private din-
ing-room where I saw, on the small table, the row of whisky
glasses that the three men had drunk out of, now a hun-
dred years ago. I opened the door and took one step over
the threshold into the office.

One and two were just inside the front door gazing
woodenly at the stairs which were concealed from me
on my left. The sergeant addressed me.

“They got the blind staggers,” he said, tossing his head
at them. Then he shouted: “What the Goddam hell!”

The soldiers moved carefully to a rocking chair and
leaned against it their muskets. I came out into the room,
and looked towards the stairs. A pair of legs in brown
pantaloons on the third step led to a body on the floor.
The face was turned towards me: Mr. Jackson. In the fore-
head was a hole big as a biscuit cutter; from it oozed a
trickle of blood down the nose to the black moustache,
from which it was dripping to a wide pool on the boards.
Not two feet from Mr. Jackson’s head lay another: the body
was stretched full length, face up—the handsomest face I
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had ever seen, large delicate nose, wide thin mouth, high
cheekbones. I thought instantly of Brother Charles. The
blue uniform was immaculate; the shoulder-straps were a
colonel’s; and on the belt-buckle, spelt out in full:
MASSACHUSETTS. He might have been asleep, so
flushed was his face, had it not been for the blood run-
ning from both ears and mingling with Mr. Jackson’s
blood upon the crumpled Confederate flag that lay under
him. I looked at the sergeant and the sergeant looked
at me.

“Colonel Ellsworth,” he said. “The first to be killed by
a rebel.” He looked at the bodies. “I killed the rebel.”

The soldiers came forward and as they stooped over the
colonel’'s body, I ran out through the dining-room. I
heard the sergeant’s voice.

“Hey, you, wait a minute.” And as I reached the back
hall: “What the helll”

But there were no footsteps as I stood listening by
the old negro man under the back porch.

“Where're the Confederates?” I said.

The gloomy expression under the grizzled wool did not
change. “Skedaddled. Ever’ last one of em. Yestiddy.” He
rose and hobbled towards a shed at the far end of the yard.
“It ain’t no skin off my belly,” he said over his shoulder.

Free nigger, I said, running out of the gate into the
street, which was still deserted. But I better not run, I said.
I tried to walk but I walked a little and ran a little till
1 came to Fairfax Street and turned right, and I ran all
the way to Duke; but at the corner I paused. Maybe I
can get upstairs without being seen, maybe papa is eating
his breakfast. I'll see Coriolanus first. Then I remembered
when I had last stood on that corner: where were Hank
Herbert and Jack Armistead now? I walked with natural
steps to the front door. I turned the knob cautiously and
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pushed against the door. It was locked. The garden gate,
I said. But on the sidewalk I looked at the front windows.
Every blind was closed. I raised my eyes. The blinds in the
second and third storey windows were closed. The garden
gate was half open. I went in. The side door was locked,
and on the porch floor lay a rotting potato.

I went out of the gate, and round the corner up Duke
Street, but I had to walk now, my feet were so heavy, and
I do not know how long it took me to get to the edge
of town and out into the country. I cut southwards through
the fields to Cameron Run and not finding a bridge or a
ford I swam it in my clothes, and clambered up the bank
shocked and cool, and made my way a mile through the
fields again, to the Telegraph Road that runs southwards,
and came over a hill to a big tobacco barn by the road-
side. A quarter of a mile away on the other side of the
hill was a negro plowing a field. I stepped over the rail
fence and went into the barn. Inside it was dark and cool
and empty. I pulled the door to after me. It's a good
place, I said. I went to a pile of tobacco stems, smoothed
them flat, and lay down. I sank lower and lower, almost
to the level of the floor where Mr. Jackson and the Yankee
colonel lay. That wasn’t anything, I said. They didn’t even
know each other. That wasn’t anything at all. I sank lower
-and lower into the dark, getting heavier all the time; then
I was light and smothered as I sank into the suck of black
water and didn’t feel anything more.

When I awoke it was pitch dark. There was no struggle
to come out of it; my mind was clear. Had Blind Joe
really gone for Brother George? I better go down and see
if Yellow Jim’'s had any water. Water, I said. I opened
my mouth but my tongue was too big for it and cleft to
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my teeth. Both hands prickled. I rose on one elbow and
touched my legs. They were sore and when I tried to move
them they were stiff. I sneezed and thought it would break
every bone in my body. I put my hand to the ground and
felt the tobacco stems. The acrid dust filled my nostrils
and I sneezed again. I tried to see around me. The long
slits of light that I had seen when I came in were gone.
There was a gray rectangle and I went towards it.

Outside the stars on one side of the heavens were bright
but towards the southeast they were dim, with none at all
on the horizon, which was pallid. I got over the rail fence,
slowly, into the road and went away from the rising light. I
came to a clear, sluggish branch, took off my clothes, and
lay a long time under the water. My head towards the
current, I let the crawfishy water run into my mouth,.
swallowing a little of it at a time. When I had dressed,
a copper sun came up out of the road.

Six miles, I said, to the railroad, and then eight more.
When I came to the Lick Road forking to the right, I cut
below it through the brush and across Long Branch to
the railroad tracks, which I followed southwards for a mile
to the Pohick crossing, then turned northwest along the
Pohick Road and after about two miles came to a cross-
road and paused to look at a big cabin on a little knoll to
my right, about fifty yards from the road. There was an
old man sitting on the front porch, leaning on a long
stick which he held between his knees. A lively smoke rose
from one of the chimneys. In the front yard there was
a well. I turned into the lane. When I came to the well
I stopped.

“Good morning, sir,” I said to the old man.

He put his head forward and a stream of ambeer shot
out of his mouth. “Good morning,” he said. He looked
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me over. “Better come in and rest a spell. Hit's gettin’
pow’ful wawm.” He glanced at the sky.

“Could I get a drink, please?” I said.

He spat again. “I reckon you mought,” he said. He rose
and leaned on his stick. “You ain’t no Yankee, air ye? I
ain’t goin’ to have no Yankees a-drinkin’ of my water. I'll
’spectorate in hit fust.” He wrinkled his nose and spat out
another stream.

“No, sir, I ain’t a Yankee.” I advanced a few steps. “I'm
Major Buchan’s son,” I said.

He nodded his head. “I'm glad to see you, son.” He
waved his hand. “Ever’thing I got is yours.” He hobbled
down off the porch and came slowly to the well. He turned
back the lid, put the bucket inside, and held the rope.
“Now ain’t that a coinci-dence. Hit wa'n’t a week ago I
seen old Squire Lewis at Tom Woodyard’s and he says,
says he, “The Major’s in fer a big surprise when he comes
back from Alexandry. The niggers won’t work and that
young Higgins is a-beatin’ ’em.” That’s what he said, son.
Ain’t nothin’ to Higgins, ain’t a thing to none of ’em. I
knowed 'em all for yares.” He rested the bucket against
the lid. “Ain’t no business of mine but I say what can you
expect when you sign all your prop’ty away. Like the
Major done. That’s what I say.”

~ He was about to lower the bucket when a common
water snake of the harmless sort crawled up on the lid and
gliding off disappeared into the well.

He arrested the descent of the bucket again.

“I put that snake in thar. Snakes eat frogs. When I come
out o’ nights to get a drink, I ain’t as apt to swaller a snake
as I am a frog.”

There was a voice over my shoulder. “Why don’t you
put a hog in the well? Hogs eat snakes. You ain’t so apt
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to swaller a hog as you air a snake. I ain’t never seen no-
body swaller a hog as you might say, whole.” The speaker
was a tall sallow young man with a wry face. He looked
at me, then at the old man.

“Good morning, Mr. Regan,” he said cheerfully.

Ilooked at the old man again. It was indeed Mr. Regan.
I saw him again leaning on his sassafras stick in the court
house yard. The stick now was hickory. He looked at me,
nodding his head towards the young man.

“Dick Dogan’s a case,” he said. “He’s a case.” He let
go the rope, and faced Mr. Dogan. “Dick, how’s your
missus?”

“Dead,” said Mr. Dogan. “Dead as a herring.”

Mr. Regan looked a little taken aback. He said with
dignity: “Ain’t that too bad.” He paused. “I'll just tell
Mrs. Regan to step over to see what she can do.”

Mr. Dogan was looking extremely solemn. “I'm obleeged
to you, Mr. Regan, but I thought you folks mought mind
the chillen.” He turned and called, “Come hyar.” I
hadn’t seen them: five little children in a row, about
twenty paces away, lined up like stair-steps in the order
of age and staring at us woodenly.

Mr. Regan turned towards the house, followed by Mr.
Dogan. I seized the rope and dropped the bucket into the
well, and drew it up full. The snake was not in it. I
tipped the bucket and drank till I could hold no more.
As I set it down I called out:

“I'm much obliged to you, Mr. Regan.”

He turned around and opened his mouth. “Well, now—"
but I didn’t wait to hear it. I ran down to the road. It
was hot and dusty as I started with a steady pace on the
last stretch towards home.
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At Lee Chapel I could have turned left, southwest again,
direct to the Ox Road, but I kept to the Pohick Road still
running northwest because at Brimstone Hill I should
know how to cut through Squire Langton’s woods and
skirting the big house reach Pleasant Hill from the rear.
Two miles brought me opposite Mr. Will Gunnell’s place
and I heard a loud blowing of horns and sharp pistol shots
like the tattoo on a small drum. A big family coach drove
out of the gate followed by mounted young men in gray
uniforms throwing rice and yelling their lungs out. As
the coach came by me I saw Miss Maggie Gunnell—only
her name must be changed now—inside with the groom.
The boys on horseback slowed down. I was past them
before they saw me but one of them turned and called:
“Hey, Lacy, where you going?” I did not recognize him.
“Seen any Yankees?” he said. “A heap of 'em,” I said.
They laughed and rode back into the gate.

The color of the road had changed from the whitish
gray of the soil below the fall line to the blood brown of
old rusty iron. It is an old country, I thought, as my toes
sank into the rusty clay, powdered by the sun; an old coun-
try, and too many people have lived in it, and raised too
much tobacco and corn, and too many men and women,
young and old, have died in it, and taken with them into
. the rusty earth their gallantry or their melancholy, their
pride or their simplicity, after their humors or their con-
dition of life; and too many people have loved the ground
in which after a while they must all come to lie. I tried
to think of the first man who had ever walked that road,
but I could see only the face of my grandfather Buchan
in the portrait hanging in the front parlor at Pleasant
Hill. His black silver-buckled shoes printing the brown
dust; the black stockings below the tight broadcloth knee-
breeches, black too; the buff waistcoat under the bottle-
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green tail-coat and, impossibly high, the white linen stock
rising to the pompous and kindly face that radiated the
correct, habitual mixture of warmth and indifference;
then, at last, over the long chestnut hair the black cocked
hat, silver-buckled; and after seeing it I heard the shining
silver of the shoe-buckles, the knee-buckles, the hat-buckle,
like a song. But it was only a deep contrapuntal bass with-
out any treble that I heard as we walked side by side upon
the old road, cracked and burned, through the countless
trees, old-field pine and blackjack, big chestnut and white-
thorn locust, and I knew that our thirst was not slaked.
Presently we came easily to a two-barred gate and we
stopped to look over it and saw a big fat man standing
in a dogrun, his hair stringy above the cold gray eyes.
When we were standing on the porch and I was getting
a drink from the cedar bucket he gave me a crooked stare.
It is a good thing I thought that I have somebody to look
to for guidance on this road, and then the man spoke:
“The State of Virginia ain’t in the Union no more. The
people voted her out yestiddy. The Yankees are comin’.”
My grandfather and I said nothing but thank you as we
turned away and, going out, leaned a while to rest upon
the bars of the gate. I couldn’t see anything; I heard a
noise in the air, but it was only the fat man talking in a
language that I could not understand. We went out of the
gate, carefully replacing the bars, and went up the road a
hundred yards and sat down on a pile of fence rails by
the roadside to rest again and to think it over again as
best we could. He didn’t mean to do it, I said to my grand-
father, and he said: No, it was not the intention of your
brother-in-law to kill your brother. It is never, my son,
his intention to do any evil but he does evil because he
has not the will to do good. The only expectancy that he
shares with humanity is the pursuing grave, and the



268 The Fathers

thought of extinction overwhelms him because he is en-
tirely alone. My son, in my day we were never alone, as
your brother-in-law is alone. He is alone like a tornado.
His one purpose is to whirl and he brushes aside the ob-
stacles in his way. My son, you are a classical scholar and
you have read the epic of Apollonius of Rhodes, the Al-
exandrian scholar who pieced together from many older
authors the pathetic tale of Jason and Medea and the
Golden Fleece. Jason was a handsome young blade of
royal descent who had suffered much from a violent
family in his youth, so that nothing ordinary interested
him; and he called together a great party of heroes and went
off after the wool of a remarkable ram; but before he could
get it he had to master certain rituals, and it was there
that he failed, and showed the white feather. For the king
of the country where lived the golden ram commanded
him to subdue a certain number of savage bulls, a feat
that he at last accomplished with the aid of the king’s
daughter, Medea, a high-spirited girl of a more primitive
society than that from which the arrogant Jason came.
He married this girl and carried her and the Fleece back
to Hellas, promising her great things and more particu-
larly promising to the king her father certain favors that
no man could perform. It was Jason’s misfortune to care
only for the Golden Fleece and the like impossible things,
while at the same time getting himself involved with the
humanity of others, which it was not his intention but
rather of his very nature to betray. For he came to love
another woman, or he thought that he did, but he was
actually repudiating, as we should now say, the very mean-
ing of human loyalties and ties. It is said by other authors
than Apollonius that Jason desecrated his fathers’ graves.
I have no doubt that he did. And when Medea discovered
his perfidy she killed her children, and went mad, becom-
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ing evil; whereas Jason caused all the evil by means of his
own privation of good. He was a noble fellow in whom
the patriarchal and familial loyalties had become meaning-
less but his human nature necessarily limited him, and he
made an heroic effort to combine his love of the extraor-
dinary and the inhuman with the ancient domestic virtues.
If the Fleece had been all-sufficing would he have taken
Medea with him back to Greece? My son, I do not think
so, my grandfather said.

You know everything, I said. I got up from the rails
and turned to bid him a somewhat formal good-bye, but
he was gone, and looking up to the next bend of the road
I knew that I was no longer tired. It is a good thing, I
thought, because I have nobody to guide me now. My
grandfather was dead—dead as a herring. I started for
the bend of the road, thinking only that far.

At the bend I could see the first rise of Brimstone Hill:
two miles and a half and I will be at home. The sun
rested warmly upon my left cheek, and I knew that I
had sat on the post-oak rails for a long time. It will not
be long till I see papa. I wanted to see him so badly
that I could not bear the last two miles. But I began to
consider it and I decided that being a man I had better
face the music and tell it. Could I tell it all? Had I the
right to tell what had happened on the rocky ledge the
night of May twenty-third? I said: I will tell papa first
what I saw in Alexandria the next morning, and let him
ask me why I was there, and little by little I can bring it
out. How would I begin? It was easy enough to begin it
for myself. Brother George would have done something
about Yellow Jim if Susan had not threatened him: he
would have turned him loose into Virginia after a formal
promise that he would return to Colonel Tayloe’s place
in Prince William, or he might even have let him go north
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into Pennsylvania. It was remarkable, because he was
surely convinced that Jim was guilty or, if not strictly
guilty, at any rate subject to the full penalty for having
entered at night his mistress’s room. Jane merely added to
his moral guilt, not to the technical culpability. Or again,
George, if alone, might actually have killed the negro. I
thought on the whole that is what he would have done, for
where there was nothing but direct action George Posey
was a certain and powerful man. But there was Semmes.
I knew how he got there but in spite of the simplicity of
his part in it, if you looked at it logically, something re-
mained that would always be mysterious. In one way his
position was the only clear one, clearer than George’s or
Susan’s, much clearer than mine, which was a folly that
I should not have committed the next week: it was clear
because in spite of his having loved the girl there was no
passion in his going out to the rock with Yellow Jim.
There was only logic in it. Susan had sent us out, George
had gone, and I had followed, because we were each of us
grinding sharp, obscure axes of passion that had nothing
to do with a negro who had been goaded by mistreatment
into an unspeakable fault. That was the mystery about
Semmes: he was logical. An engaged man had to see that
a negro who had insulted his affianced bride got properly
killed. Logic in human conduct is the hardest thing of all
to understand, and people are never more mysterious than
when they are being rational. I mean rational without pas-
sion; for if you get the passion behind it then the reason
is only a screen through which a sharp eye may discern
what it really is that people do. And Jane? A man’s woman
if I ever saw one, but safe only in quiet times; a girl
wholly without imagination who, in order to create ex-
citement that she could not find in herself, imagined that
because Jim was a runaway there was something sinister
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about him; a girl who could never have been in love
and would have thrown herself about, a perpetual apple
of discord, indefinitely, had not Semmes and, to her, the
foolish excitement of war, made a quick marriage inter-
esting. Of course that looks like a judgment of her: I
remember Aunt Jane Anne and her boxes; Miss Milly
George and her bananas; Mr. Jarman and his scrinium, to
say nothing of his slopjars and his French; and then Susan
who would necessarily do the child in, in order to keep
any of us from marrying her, to keep us from putting
what we were into the jeopardy of what the Poseys were.
And Susan succeeded; she succeeded in keeping the Bu-
chans away from the Poseys; she succeeded at the price of
destroying herself. She was ruined from the moment she
told George not to let her brother kill his brother. Did
Jane start all this? I think not; I cannot blame her. Was
it Susan’s fault? I do not know. There is reason to believe
that when Susan threatened her husband she signed the
death-warrant of her brother. George was infuriated. He
was infuriated because he had been charged with a defi-
nite responsibility, by somebody else: he had been told
what to do. It was too much for him. From the minute he
left Susan’s bedroom I cannot believe that he meant to
kill Yellow Jim. Without thinking it through he had, up
to then, assumed that he would kill him, or at least he
was prepared to take him out and to go through the mo-
tions of disposing of him. But there is another thing to
be considered: if George had been able to step over the
threshold into the room where lay his mother’s corpse, it
might all have turned out very differently. He was between
two fires of enforced obligation, and there was one of them
that was so bright, unequivocal, and compelling—his dead
mother—that if for no other reason than that he would have
taken Yellow Jim up the river.—The more I went over it
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the less sense it made. Father Monahan or Doctor Cart-
wright, papa’s friend, would have known a great deal more
about us all than any of us knew. They would have or-
dered and named the crime and the degree, and fixed the
responsibility. If I had been able to do that I should have
forgotten all these people years ago. You remember what
you cannot understand. What could Father Monahan have
done with George’s observation after Yellow Jim had
fallen and Semmes had pitched into the whirlpool? “I
never had any idea of killing that nigger.” He had not
said it to me. It was a discovery of himself. What could
Doctor Cartwright have made of Susan’s white hair? Well,
he was a Virginia gentleman and he would have ignored
it, reading in his good voice the prayer for that day. Only
grandfather Buchan, who was dead, and Susan, who was
mad, knew everything.

I came through the woods to the squire’s old-field from
which I could see, at the upper end, the schoolhouse a
quarter of a mile away. I crossed the Ox Road and in ten
minutes I had jumped Buchan’s Branch that flows west
into Wolf Run, and climbing the sharp ascent stood at
the edge of the big, rolling south field which was nearly
two hundred acres. I slid over the fence and heard voices
near me to the south.

I saw first the team of white mules, then a man standing
and gesticulating with his back to me. It was Mr. Higgins
and I started to call him when I heard another voice.

“I am master, sir, of this plantation.”

I stepped out into the plowed ground. Back in an
indentation of the field stood papa in the same field at-
tire that he had worn for years: jack-boots enclosing the
worsted trousers, gray homespun jacket and black ker-
chief, and the wide black felt hat. His iron gray moustache
drooped at the ends. In the face there was no sign of
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agitation. The broad mouth was composed and the dark
eyes under the heavy brows gazed expectantly at Mr.
Higgins.

“Ain’t no question about that, major,” said Mr. Hig-
gins. “You know it ain’t my fault. Hit’s this hyar mite of
paper.” He held a folded sheet before him. “Me and
Mister Semmes was playboys together and you and my
pappy was playboys. Hit don’t seem right for things to be
like they are.” He waved the paper. “Hyar’s the law. Hit's
the court order that Mr. Posey give me last winter.”

Papa was not listening to him; with the toe of his boot
he idly kicked a clod off the crest of a furrow. Beyond the
white mules, which were hitched to a bull-tongue plow,
stood a small horse before a new corn-planting machine.
That was what it was all about, then: he had always har-
vested his wheat with scythe and cradle, and the hands had
dropped the corn into hills. There were four or five field-
hands standing respectfully in the background. Then I
saw the black gelding farther back near the fence; Henry
Jackson sat on the fence, the bridle dangling from his
hand. Papa moved his shoulder and raised his arm, the
thumb pointing upwards; he moved the thumb a little
and Henry Jackson led the gelding forward. As papa put
his foot into the stirrup, I walked forward but my feet
seemed not to touch the ground. I opened my mouth and
made the syllables:

“Papa”

—but I could not hear the sounds. Very slowly and from
an immense distance beneath me the ground began to
rise, and as I watched it I thought it was a long time
coming. It struck my face with a shock, and I felt hands
upon my forehead, and heard my father’s voice which
sounded like the voice of my grandfather when we had sat
upon the pile of rails.
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“Henry, you will have to carry the young master up to
the big house.”

The next thing I knew it was dark and the place was
strange with new odors in a room that smelled like paint,
and strange noises outside; and from where I was lying
propped among pillows, strange lights like little fires
winked outside the window, only they were not lightning-
bugs because they were too big and stationary, stretching
far away up what must have been a hillside.

“What time is it?” I said to the dark room.

“Hit’s nigh on to three o’clock in de mornin’,” a voice
said. I listened to its echo.

“Coriolanus,” I said.

A match flared, and the light of two candles from a
double candlestick on the mantel spread softly over the
room. He brought the candles over to the nightstand by
the bed, and sat down by me on a leather chair. I looked
at it.

“The leather chair,” I said.

He looked at me soberly, then leaned towards me and
stared critically into my eyes. His old brown face wrinkled
into a smile that framed the serious eyes.

“De fust time you ain’t said, ‘I got to tell papa,”” he
said.

“The first time.” T felt cool and as if I had nothing to
do but lie there. “Have I been talking in my sleep?”

The smile had gone and he was sober again.

I said: “I was'tired yesterday. I'll be all right today.”

He poured me a glass of water from the china pitcher
on the nightstand. ‘

“I'm not thirsty,” I said.

He smiled again and sat down. “You be all right,” he
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said. Then in a calm, ordinary tone: “Hit wa'n’t yestiddy,
young marster. Hit was six weeks ago day befo’ yestiddy.”
He leaned forward again. “De young mistis been hyar two
weeks.”

I tried to think who the young mistis was. I looked
at him.

“Miss Susie,” he said.

“Miss Susie,” I said.

“And de baby gyirl.”

I felt a little tired, so I let my head sink into the pil-
lows, and looked out of the window at the fires, which
were dim in the growing light. The sun would be up in a
little while to light the windows. “The big guest room,” 1
said. Coriolanus nodded, and saw that I was trying to
look out of the window.

“De sojers leaving this place today. They cook rations
befo’ sun.”

It was like recognizing a tree: “Yankees,” I said.

“Yankees nothin’,” he said. “Confederates.”

I pushed myself up on my elbow but fell back, and
closed my eyes. “Confederates,” I said. ,

In a little while I opened my eyes and it was day; the
sun streamed into the windows and two young men in
gray stood at the foot of the bed, their forage caps in
their hands.

“Howdy, Lacy,” said Wink Broadacre.

“Howdy,” said Jack Armistead. “Well, we got to be
goin’,” he said.

“Young marster,” said Coriolanus to Jack, “Marse Lacy
don’t know you been to see him befo’.”

Jack grinned at me, and Wink came round to the side
of the bed and held out his hand. “You're better,” he said.
We shook hands.

Jack and Wink exchanged glances. “The cap’n has put
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your name on the rolls of our company,” said Wink.
“You're on sick furlough till you can join us.” He rubbed
the butt of a big horse-pistol in his belt. “We’re retiring
behind Bull Run. There’s goin’ to be a big battle soon.”

My face felt hot. “Where’s papa?” I said.

“The cap’n said you don’t need his consent,” Jack said.
“Pa said I couldn’t join. When I did he didn’t do any-
thing.” He grinned again. “Cousin Lewis wouldn’t shake
hands with me but he bowed to me yesterday. He said,
‘Cousin, I don’t like your uniform or any uniform.’ I
ain’t scared of your pa or any old man now I've joined.”
He came to Wink’s side and shook hands with me. “I'll be
seein’ you,” he said.

“I'll be seein’ you,” Wink said.

“I’ll be seein’ you,” I said as they went awkwardly out
of the room and closed the door after them.

I went to sleep for a while but when I woke it was still
morning; the sun made a triangle on the counterpane at
my feet and Coriolanus came forward with a small waiter.
I was hungry. I must have eaten in all those weeks, but
the last time I remembered eating was the afternoon Blind
Joe brought the ham and cold biscuits up to the south
bedroom. Now I drank greedily out of a cup the hot
chicken soup and ate the toasted biscuit, then drank the
glass of cold buttermilk.

“De gin'ral come up to de house,” Coriolanus said.

I was listening to the low rumble that rose from the
east—the Ox Road. Coriolanus was listening. “They’re
marchin’,” he said. “More’n two thousand in de brigade.”

“Who’s the general?” I said.

“Gin’ral Longstreet. He come up to de house and say,
“Tell the gentleman I won’t disturb him.” He say thank
you for de courtesies and he respect de diff’rence of opin-
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ion. He say he won’t disturb de major on account of his
late bereavement.”

“I was excited. “What bereavement, Coriolanus?”

He looked at me. “Lacy”’—and to the old man I was a
little boy again—“ain’t no need for you to tell your pa
nothin’. When he comes in to see you, don’t you say
nothin’.” He put a hand on the edge of the bed and spoke
tentatively. “Miss Susie ain’t said nothin’ either.”

“How is she?” I said.

“Po’ly,” he said in a commonplace tone. Then: “She
come home with that bad nigger Joe driving de keeriage.
She just looked at the major on de front gallery, looked
at him about five minutes. She didn’t say nothin’. He
didn’t say nothin’. She went up to her chamber and she
ain’t been down since.” He paused to take the waiter,
which he placed upon the nightstand. “Ain’t nothin’ no-
body kin do. De major, he sont for Miss Myra to come to
look after de baby gyirl, sont yestiddy. She ain’t doin’ any-
thing since Marse Armistead’s daid.” He looked up at me.
“No, sir, she can’t mind de child.” He shook his head. “I
ain’t never seen nothin’ like Miss Susie’s hair.” He sat in
the leather chair and folded his hands.

The door moved without a knock and I saw my father’s
clawed hand hesitate on the knob before it pushed the
door wide open. When he was in he turned slowly and
closed it, then turned round and assumed his full height.
He looked at me from his impassive face, his eyes calm
and serious. Coriolanus had risen. Papa came directly to
the bed and as he let his weight down gradually upon
it, he said to Coriolanus in his politest tone:

“We will excuse you for a few minutes.”

As Coriolanus went out I found myself examining my
father’s attire. He was dressed in his formal suit, black
broadcloth coat and high white formal stock without a
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collar. His leg, thrown across the side of the bed, was cov-
ered with silk stocking and knee breeches. He saw me
looking at him.

“My days of supervising in the field are over,” he said.
He leaned forward and smiled directly into my eyes. “Son,
you are better.” He reached for my hand and held it gently
by the tips of his fingers. “We despaired of you for a
while.” He dropped my hand and said: “But you're a
Buchan. In your long delirium you wouldn’t give up.” He
rose and walked round the bed and sat down in the leather
chair.

“T know all about it,” he said.

I gave in to it and tears ran down my face. Papa watched
me a few minutes, his wide, mobile mouth fixed in a half
smile. “Here,” he said, and taking his big kerchief out
of his sleeve handed it to me. I wiped my face and gave
it back to him, and he absent-mindedly stuffed it into his
sleeve. I noticed a red spot in each cheek and the new
sharpness of the cheekbones under the loosening flesh.
His eyes looked tired, unwilling to focus upon anything.
He stiffened a little, and I thought: it is only at unguarded
moments that one may perceive the difference.

“Son, you are well enough for me to say it. I must im-
press it upon you that there is nothing that we can do,
nothing whatever. We are not in a position to avenge
your brother’s death.”

The green china clock was ticking away on the mantel.
Gazing at it, I listened intently. Papa moved in his chair.

“Papa, where’s Brother George?” I said.

He looked surprised: his eyes fixed me and his mouth
quivered. “In Georgetown,” he said. “I received a letter
from him some weeks since.” He drew out his kerchief and
held it in his band, twisting it round his forefinger. “A
manly letter. And there was no doubt of the earnest sin-
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cerity of his expression. He said that he shot your brother
in anger, and he explained everything that had led up
to it. I have been particularly impressed by his contrition.
He said that he had been harassed continuously by the
thought that he had been betrayed by his anger, although
he was not conscious of having done anything morally
wrong up to that time.” He looked anxious, and he raised
his innocent old eyes to mine, and stuffed the handker-
chief back into his sleeve. Then his eyes wandered over
the room and came to rest upon the counterpane, at the
spot where the sun had struck; and staring, the eyes
seemed to draw back into his head, and to lose all their
luster.

Brother George had been sincere—that I could not
doubt, and nobody could doubt it. Across the hall from
me, sister—and of this I had no doubt—was walking the
floor in her white hair, looking with unrecognizing eyes
at the little girl playing at her feet. Papa make money—
yes, and papa had been perfectly sincere when he had said,
God damn the money. He cared nothing for money but
he was interested in it because he could feel only himself.
The remarkable letter he had written—the very act of
writing it had been appallingly too sincere. Had papa
understood that? If he had, he had said nothing to show
it, and now he continued to gaze at the counterpane, until
suddenly, almost like a young man, he sprang to his feet,
and took two steps to the foot of the bed.

“I sent my son to his death,” he said in a tone that he
would have used to say that he had sent Coriolanus for
his snuffbox. “It was pride that made me do it.” He rubbed
the footboard with the palm of his hand. “It mortally
injured his pride. That would make any man flee to the
arms of the woman he loves. And it made him the ex-
traordinary avenger of her honor. Son, he was a Buchan
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too.” He looked at me fiercely. With a shudder I thought,
Good God, what a proud old man! He moved to the door.
“I am to blame for all this,” he said with a little movement
of his hand. “For your sister. Didn’t I let her marry him?
She would improve him! He is not to blame.” He came
back to the leather chair. He did not sit down. He leaned
over the bed and kissed me on the forehead, and without
a word straightened up and walked out of the room.

The door closed softly and the clock began to tick again
as I pulled the quilt over my eyes to conceal, if I could,
the arrogant set of the old gentleman’s shoulders as he
had disappeared through the door. I heard his certain foot-
steps on the bare stairs.

* * *

After Coriolanus had brought me my breakfast the
next morning, late, for I slept late, papa came in and,
with a plain good-morning, together they walked me down-
stairs and out into the yard where I sat all morning under
the big sugar tree by the violet bed. I sat in a rush-bottom
rocking-chair, reading about Peregrine Pickle, but I put
the book aside because I thought Pickle a fool. It was fine,
hot weather without rain. I studied with fascination the
new paint on the house; the glistening white lead on the
weather-boarding and the deep green of the blinds smelled
strong in the heat, and I frowned a little at the unfamiliar
line of the gallery—where it had been jacked up the few
inches that it had lost a generation before. “Marse George
done it this spring while we was away,” Coriolanus said.

I went down every day after breakfast and I could not
wait for the morning to come so that I might see papa,
who had not visited me again. Occasionally he put his head
out of the chamber window—the chamber being mother’s
old bedroom that he occupied—and said: “How are you,
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son?” I said, “Better, thank you, sir.” We had dinner to-
gether but after it was over I went up, at three, for a nap;
Coriolanus brought me a light supper on the waiter; and
I saw papa no more till the next morning. Every evening
just at sundown I heard him come up the stairs and knock
at sister’s door. I heard the door open, and stay open, but
there were no voices, and after a slight interval that I
came to predict—I could say, now it will close—the door
closed, and papa went back downstairs. One morning
Coriolanus, as he handed me my breakfast, said: “De
major don’t sleep good. He walks out to de graveyard and
sets on old Spotsy’vania mistis’ grave. That’s his mammy,
young marster,” he said as if I didn’t know. I said, “What’s
your full name?” He said, ““I was christened in de church.
Jones Coriolanus Lewis.” He looked up and said simply:
“I don’t want to live no longer than de major do. I nussed
him. Ten yare older to de day.”

On the sixth day after my fever had left me I walked
down alone and around the yard, and stood under the thin
green of the dogwood tree, looking up at the house, then
off up the slope to the pink brick row of the quarters,
and westward to the garden, a jungle of brambles and
box, untrimmed, and to the big chestnut rising above the
low brick wall of the graveyard. I thought how many pro-
cessions of how many slow feet had followed the path by
the garden into the brick wall. I thought how many more
would follow it, I among them, and then they would fol-
low me, and among these there would be some who would
drop out one day and be followed to the grave; then the
processions would go on to the end of time. The house, the
big sugar tree, the back gallery, papa’s affectionate glance
were all that I was; under the chestnut tree was all that I
would be. There was a pleasure in these sights and medi-
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tations that was new, and I thought how strange it was to
be standing there in the yard.

I began to ride over the neighborhood on the black
gelding, but I never went near a house; if I met a neigh-
bor in the big road I bowed and passed on, to avoid con-
dolences and questions; I usually rode over the place.
Towards the middle of July I rode into our gate and drew
rein to cool off under the scant shade of the cedars. I saw
a cloud of dust nearly a mile away, southeast, this side of
Yates’ Road that leads down to the fords of the Occoquan
and Bull Run. In a few minutes a squadron of cavalry
pulled up at the gate. Under the dust their uniforms were
gray. A young lieutenant cantered into the gate, held in
his lathered horse and said, “Detachment of the Fourth
Virginia Cavalry. Seen any Yankees on this road?” “No, I
haven’t seen any,” I said. He stared at me. “You mean not
yet,” he said. He looked me over. “What is your regi-
ment?” I pulled the gelding round and said over my
shoulder, “Seventeenth Virginia, infantry.” I started to
say that I had been ill, but I spurred the gelding and I
heard the squadron trot away to the south as I rode up
the hill.

I turned the gelding over to Henry Jackson in the
stable yard, and went towards the house. I found myself
at the foot of the back gallery stairs, but I glanced up and
saw myself at the door of the room that Semmes and I had
shared; I came round the house and into the front door.
How can I leave? I said to myself, going upstairs. In the
upper hall I went out to the upper gallery. Far down the
cedar lane, as far as the gate, I thought, a mile away, I
saw a little cloud of dust, no bigger than a beam in the
eye. One horse, I said, and went inside. I will see, I said,
and I knocked on sister’s door.

I knocked a second time and then turned the knob and
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went in. I was ready to say something but there was no-
body to speak to. My hand shook on the knob as I saw a
black figure, its back to me, sitting by the side window,
just opposite me, its face turned towards the garden below,
its head covered by a small, tight-fitting black bonnet. I
should have known only by the set of the neck, that it was
a woman. She began to turn around, slowly, with no
change of posture, and sitting sideways in the chair gave
me a long, steady gaze.

“Sister,” I said in a low voice.

The expression, or I ought to say the lack of it, for the
gaze was neither indifferent nor interested, neither cold
nor excited—the expression was that of a sleepy woman
looking at her own powderless face in a glass. There was
no flicker in the lids of the eyes as she resumed her posi-
tion before the window. My eye fell upon the bed. The
child was sleeping upon it. The knob felt warm to my
hand as I closed the door after me. I ran down the stairs.

On the front gallery I sat down on the steps and ob-
served the visitor approaching the house by the lane. A
nondescript dark horse pulled a buggy up to the hitching-
rack, and the driver sat a minute, his back to the house,
before he stood up and, putting a foot on the front hub,
lowered himself to the ground. George Posey turned and
glanced at the house, then went to the horse’s head and
tied him to the rack. He came round to the back of the
buggy and lifted out a small, square carpet-bag, with one
hand, and, with the other, a flat brown telescope strapped
at both ends. He looked inquiringly towards the house,
but not directly at me. Gripping the baggage he passed the
horseblock and the dogwood tree, heading for the end of
the house and the path leading to the back gallery. When
he came opposite me he stopped, still holding the bag and
the telescope. He wore a long black coat and dingy trousers,
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and on his head a frayed stovepipe hat. I should have
taken him for an itinerant apothecary.

“The Federal army will reach Centreville tonight,” he
said, as if he had come especially to bear the news. He
walked around the house and disappeared.

From round behind the graveyard a horseman ap-
proached, that in a few seconds revealed himself as Blind
Joe mounted upon the bay mare. I was not surprised; I
merely said: the other time he came up the cedar lane.
He dismounted by the buggy, untied the horse, and led
both horses across the front yard. Without stopping or
looking at me, he said: “Evenin’, Marster.” Then he
stopped. “Hit was like a rabbit gittin’ thoo de briars.
De Yankees is everywhar. Marse George he almost got
ketched at Mosby’s Crossing. I come by de back roads from
thar.” He looked as if he expected me to say something. I
didn’t even look at him. He went round the house.

I got up but halfway to the door I looked into the front
window of the chamber and saw, across the room, papa,
who was standing at the window that overlooked the violet
bed. I went into the hall and knocked at the door. He
said come in and as I entered he said:

“Coriolanus, get—"

“Papa,” I said.

He turned around and his face was flushed.

“Why has that young man done this thing to me?” he
said.

* * *

At dawn next morning I heard a big forest tree fall,
the trunk breaking the branches off the other trees with
a crackling thunder. Another tree fell and I turned over
in bed. Then another and still another until the entire
big woods west of Wolf Run had fallen down. I put my
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feet upon the floor and listened. There was a lull and it
began all over again. In a few minutes as I put on my
clothes I ceased to hear it, being aware of it as one occa-
sionally acknowledges after a while the presence of a
storm.

Downstairs I could not find anybody, so I went to the
out-kitchen where Juniper gave me my breakfast. There
was now and then a clap of thunder that prolonged itself,
rose and fell, but presently it was quiet again, and it was
only the hot clear morning of July eighteenth, eighteen-
sixty-one. As I came out of the kitchen Coriolanus and
Henry Jackson closed after them the gate into the cuppen.
I waited for them. Henry lingered in the background; his
face was solemn and scared. Coriolanus said, “We been -
listenin’. Up on Burke Hill.” I turned towards the house
as the old negro said, “You had your breakfast, young
marster?” “Yes,” I said and went round to the front of
the house. I saw Mr. Higgins in the front yard and later
throughout the day he seemed to be wandering around
the house but I could not decide what he was doing. The
morning passed; the time passed when I usually went for
my ride but I didn’t go; and shortly before dinner Blind
Joe called up to me from the yard and said could I come
see his master for a minute.

I knew where to find him, in the guest room on the
back gallery; so I knocked at the door, he said, “Come
in,” and I opened the door and stood before him. He was
sitting on the bed in his shirt sleeves. There was red mud
on his boots but his face was smooth, and I saw two razors
in a case on the dresser. Neither the bag nor the tele-
scope, lying on the floor, was open. His coat lay crumpled
upon a chair. He was holding the side of the bed with
his hands, and leaning forward. His face was lean and
composed. Without looking at me he said:
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“We can’t go yet.”

I was aware of my cunning as I answered. “Why not?”
I closed the door after me and stood in the middle of the
floor.

“I think she will recognize me if I can get in the room.”
He gave me an earnest glance. ‘‘Before she came here,” he
said, and looked away. “Before that she never knew me
after that time. You know the time.”

“Yes, I know the time.”

“I had to tell her what happened. It was the next day.
I told her but she was not surprised. She didn’t know me.”
He got up and looked out of the window. “Her room
faces this way too.” The garden was below him. “I made
Dr. Burrows tell her she had to come home. She wouldn’t
speak to him either. When Joe told her the carriage was
ready she came down to it with little Jane and got in.”

“Yes,” I said to his back.

He came away from the window and sat on the bed.
“We can’t go yet.”

I was cunning again as I glanced covertly at the cold
eyes in the lean face. “Why go at all?”

He raised his head quickly and gave me a puzzled stare.
He got up and paced the room and I backed against the
wall to let him pass. “Why,” he said to himself. He was
at the window again. “Because it seems like I ought to be
‘with the men.” He didn’t move.

“You killed my brother,” I said.

“Yes,” he said in a distant voice.

“You killed him.”

He sat on the bed again and began to look me over,
but there was no arrogance in it, and I thought that he
was actually feeling how strange it was.

“It seems like I've got to be with the men.” He rose and
came forward and said in a firm voice: “Not yet.” He held
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out his hand but I couldn’t take it as I moved sideways
around him towards the door. His hand was still in the air,
his face flushed and sad, when I closed the door.

I went back to the big guest room which was now mine,
and lay on the bed, thinking it was all too late. He wanted
to “go” too late. But he did want to go. When he had
wanted to go he had always gone, and even stayed away.
But now something more than decorum, something he did
not understand, nor I, was restraining him: the mere
recognition of his presence there by his wife, the woman
with whom he had obscurely compounded a hideous
wrong, at a depth of their natures that I neither could nor
cared to see. For the first time his desire to go was not a
running away, and it was too late. Then I remembered
that before he had come sister had not kept the door
locked. He had been recognized, but he had wanted to be
recognized—too late. Was his determination to go to the
army only his determination to be recognized by his wife,
like his attempt to shake hands with me, or was it some-
thing better than that, something apart from his personal
desperation? I did not know, and I gave it up once more,
not knowing which beliefs were right and which wrong.

There was loud conversation in the front yard in which
I distinguished the voice of Mr. Higgins. I went out on
the upper gallery and saw about a dozen Federal soldiers,
their faces, I thought, unrelievedly round and red, stand-
ing in a loose cluster by the horseblock. Directly under
the gallery Mr. Higgins was arguing with the captain.

“Ain’t no rebels here,” he said.

“Whut?” said the captain, a handsome fat man with big
blonde moustaches across a weak face. “I tink that you a
big liar are.”

There was no time for more words from them. George
Posey came round the corner of the house in his shirt
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sleeves, walked up to the captain and without a word
slapped his face. The astonished man held his cheek as
George yanked his sword out of the scabbard, broke it
across his knee, and tossed it away.

“You Dutch bastard,” he said between his teeth. “Get off
this place.”

The captain, still holding his cheek, backed off. George
advanced about ten paces towards the soldiers, stopped,
folded his arms, and glared at them. I heard from them
only a cackle, and they went off down the lane, dragging
their muskets after them. The captain started running, but
I was not interested in him. George Posey was walking
slowly back whence he had come. He vanished round the
corner of the house.

* * *

The rest of that day I did nothing, nor the next, but
lie around the house avoiding George Posey and papa
alike, after I had seen them pass each other in the yard,
on the second day: papa gave George a bow, not distant
or cold, but casual, not looking at him. I do not know
how many times George came upstairs, but before the
clock on the landing had struck six—this, too, on the sec-
ond day—I counted four times, once before I ate my dinner
alone, and three in the evening. He came upstairs, knocked
‘at sister’s door, and after a while said in a tender voice:
“Susan.” He waited, and I heard him go down the hall
and down the stairs. In the middle of the evening, when
it was so hot and still that even the insects seemed to sub-
side a little, and the flies stuck to the wall, Mr. Higgins
came to me on the porch and said that the thunder we
had heard day before yesterday had been a battle on Bull
Run at Blackburn’s Ford and that the Yankees had been
whipped but were still there. “Why are they still there
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then?” I said. He said that the Dutch who had come to
Pleasant Hill were the rear guard because they couldn’t
be trusted to fight, and were scouring the roads to the
southeast of Centreville where their brigade was posted.

A little later a carriage drove up, right to the front
porch, and Aunt Myra stepped out with the peculiar spring
that youngish old ladies have. A middle-aged negro woman
got out after her. Aunt Myra came up the steps and I
embraced her, neither of us speaking: she went into papa’s
room, and a few minutes later I heard her, followed by
the negro woman, go up the front stairs. The hired coach
with its white driver vanished into the lane.

After dark I went round to the gallery and up the stairs
to Semmes’ room, and lit a candle on the bureau. I had
not been in that room for nearly a year. A hairbrush lay
on the bureau, with some sulphur matches, and my double-
barreled gun and powder horn hung from their pegs on
the wall. The old brazier stood back in a far corner, some
ashes from it dusting the floor. I took the gun down, laid
it on the bed, and got a greased rag out of the wardrobe
drawer. The papers fell out upon the floor and I left
them there. I wiped off the gun and ran the rag through
it with the ramrod. I put on a pair of breeches, light sum-
mer drilling, and found in the wardrobe my brown home-
spun hunting jacket. I put on a gray hat that had be-
longed to Semmes, and picked up the gun.

The door opened. George stepped into the room. He
wore a black felt hat but below it was the full, new uni-
form of a Confederate private. “Come on,” he said.

I followed him down the steps into the yard. As he
headed for the stable, I said, ‘“Wait a minute.”

“I'll get the horses,” he said.

I hesitated. “I'll take the gelding.”

It was a dark night and he was instantly invisible. I went
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round to the front porch and peered into papa’s room. A
lamp on the center table was burning low. The room was
empty. I went into the hall and through the door, which
was ajar, and at the table I wrote, with papa’s steel pen, on
a scrap of paper: “Good-by, papa.” I leaned the paper
against the lamp and turned the wick up a little. At the
door I paused, wondering why; then I thought of the old
piece of strap that I had thrown behind the door.

At the stable George had a dark-lantern from which a
slit of light emerged upon the gelding and the bay mare.
Blind Joe, between the horses, held the bridles. The buggy
horse, tied to a stall in the background, was saddled. We
mounted our horses, George blew out the light, and we
headed for the cuppen, Joe leading the way to put down
the bars. Beyond the cuppen we went at a walk down the
lane that led past the woods where I had first shot off the
gun, but when we came to the edge of the big south field
the lane turned west and we broke into an easy canter.
At the end of the lane we halted, and Joe lowered the bars.
We rode through the gap into the sandy road. As Joe
replaced the bars George said, “Which way?”’ I said, “To
the right.”

On the sandy road the hooves were muffled. The saddles
creaked and the buggy horse wheezed: wind-broke, I said.
In half an hour the moon came up over the low pines and
we slowed to a walk, and I began to look for the signs.
We came to a red oak thicket and I led off to the left into
an ox track that the tobacco carts traversed in the fall of
the year.

After about a ‘half mile I heard water and we turned
into a cowpath over a low hill into the woods, and halted
at the bank of the stream. It was still dark and I wished it
were later, so that a high moon would help us. I listened.
A hundred feet to the west, on my right, I could hear
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Wolf Run tumbling into Bull Run: where we stood the
two streams made the Occoquan River. We were at the
foot of the shoals. I dismounted and looked at the path.
It led into the stream.

Brother George and Joe dismounted. We waded, lead-
ing the horses. We led the horses up the steep bank into
another path and mounted them. The path led along the
stream till we came to a rail fence at an open field.

“Halt!” a mild voice said.

“God-a-mighty,” said Blind Joe behind us.

“Who'’re you?” I said.

“Ewell’s brigade.”

“We're Seventeenth Virginia, Longstreet’s.”

The man lit a pine-knot and came to the fence, the
torch in one hand, the rifle in the other. He held up the
torch and looked at us. “How do I know you are?” He
leaned his rifle against the fence. “Git off them hosses, and
you,” he said to me, “you drop that shotgun.” He looked
at us again. “You look all right. Whose nigger is that?”

“Mine,” said George.

The man looked at me. “Less hear you talk some.”

I studied about it. *“ “The curfew tolls the knell of part-
ing day,’ ” I said, and laughed.

“Sounds Virginny,” he said. Then: “Eddicated.” He
waved the torch. “Gap up the fence a piece.”

I picked up my gun and we all mounted, found the gap
and rode back to the man. “Follow your nose till you hit
a road and go to your right.”

In five minutes we were at the road. Across it a fire
smoldered in the midst of sleeping men. One man sat
up. We were not challenged. We passed a long line of
wagons, the mules tethered in bunches to the fence. We
came to low fires, and here and there in the tangled vines
and pines I saw a tent.
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We rode another mile and came to a big square tent, all
lit up inside. Before it five or six men were standing round
a lantern. We drew in our horses and I said:

“Good evening.”

They looked at us, and one man laughed. He came for-
ward, a young officer in a handsome uniform, his back to
the light so that I could not see his face. “What can I do
for you?” he said.

George spoke up. “We’re looking for our regiment, Sev-
enteenth Virginia.”

“Brigade?” said the officer.

“Longstreet,” I said.

“Just a moment, gentlemen,” he said, and turned round.
“General,” he said, “these gentlemen are looking for Long-
street’s brigade.”

A small man, bare-headed, with a long moustache, took
a step forward. The lantern shone in his face. He cocked
his head and focused his eyes upon a spot in the dark sky.
He looked like a game chicken.

“Fifty yards more and take the right hand fork,” he
said. He raised his voice: “Why in hell, Flournoy, didn’t
you tell him?” But he said it humorously. “The left hand
fork will take you to Jackson,” he said to us. “Don’t let
Longstreet get you killed tomorrow. Gentlemen,” he said
soberly, “you arrive in the nick.” ‘

“Don’t mind General Ewell,” said the officer. “Good
night.”

“Good night, sir,” I said.

We came to the fork as the moon rose over the trees,
white and cold, ‘and filled a big cornfield that had been
trampled so that thousands of men could sleep. The back
of my neck began to tingle as I surveyed the faces in the
moonlight, white, cold and still, like the moon. Down the
road at the end of the field I discerned a log cabin in



The Abyss 293

which there was a light, and a light burned on the porch.

“There,” I said to George.

“Yes,” he said and spurred his horse ahead of me for the
first time.

. At the cabin we dismounted and gave the bridles to Joe.
I followed George to the porch where the men who sat near
the lantern turned to look at us curiously.

“Gentlemen,” said George gravely, “we are looking for
the seventeenth, Colonel Corse.”

At the far end of the porch a man rose and walking by
the light on the near side came to the top of the steps.

“Good evening, colonel,” George said.

The colonel came down, peering at us. “Colonel Corsel”
1 said. He had not looked at George.

“Lacy Buchan, what you doing here?” He looked angry.

“My name’s on the muster-roll, company B,” I said.
“Leftenant Broadacre.”

“You mean Captain Jones,” he said in a military voice.
He looked at George. “Good evening, Mr. Posey,” he said
and shook hands. He gave me his hand. We were silent,
“Those your horses?” He nodded his head. “You won’t
need ’em. Better let your man stay here all night.” He
turned to me. “Lacy, Broadacre’s inside.” In a low voice he
told a man on the porch to call Lieutenant Broadacre. “He
will show you where to go.”

“I am not armed,” said George.

“He will attend to it.”

Wink Broadacre came down the steps peering through
the dark. “Yes, colonel?” he said. Then he saw us. He
looked from me to George, and from George to me. “My
platoon. Fourth squad, number three in the rear rank.”

“Howdy, Wink,” I said.

He stared at me until I said: “Where’s Jack?”
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He turned to me a dirty face over which the skin was
drawn tight around eyes that looked like jelly.

“Dead,” he said. “Blackburn’s Ford.”

Colonel Corse glanced at him sharply. Then he said in
a mild voice: “You better get some sleep.” Wink Broad-
acre turned his eyes from me to Brother George; I fol-
lowed his glance. He was staring back at Wink and I saw
him, quick as an eyelash, cross himself.

As we were turning away the figure of a man came from
behind us out of the dark and said to Colonel Corse:

“That man ought to be shot for desertion.”

I stopped dead in my tracks; so did George. He turned
halfway round and looked at the man whose face was full
in the lantern light, on one side, and on the other, white
in the moon. His clothes were indistinguishable but his
slouch was insolent, and the face held steadily towards
George Posey was the face of John Langton.

George spoke. “Joe,” he said to the negro, “you look out
for the horses. Don’t you leave here if you have to stay a
week.” He glanced briefly at Langton, turned round, and
we went to find our bivouac for the night.

- * *

It was bright day when I woke and I smelled coffee and
bacon with the sharp odor of the pine needles upon which
I lay. A rod away, two colored boys were stooping over a
fire, one pouring the coffee into the tin cups that the other
passed to the soldiers who, like me, were lying or sitting,
sleepy or with serious faces, upon the ground. The sun
pierced the tops of the pines. I drank a cup of coffee and
ate a sliver of fat bacon that the boy handed me in the
skillet. But for the sizzle of the bacon there was no sound.
I looked curiously at the silent faces, then looked away
because all the eyes were upon the ground. I crawled a
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few feet to the shallow branch and put my face into the
water and drank. I looked up at the sun, then down at
the water. It flows north, I said, into Bull Run.

I came back to my gun and sat by it, and the boy handed
me a small pone of bread. He was a little negro with big
yellow eyes.

“Whose boy are you?” I said.

“De leftenant’s, sir.”

I looked again at his eyes. “I know you. Under the pa-
vilion.”

He grinned. “Yassir.”

Everybody was looking at me. A voice said: “He wa'n’t
hyar Thursday.” He was a big man with a blond, scraggy
beard. He laughed and it was quiet again.

On the other side of the branch in a big rolling field
a double line of men, standing in the ranks at ease, ran
westwards up a slope for nearly a mile and continued into
the woods at the top of the hill. Behind them at the edge
of the pine woods another line, more densely brown and
gray, curved away to the southwest beyond sight. I was
gazing at the row of black cannon in front of the first line
when Colonel Corse, followed by George Posey on the bay
mare, appeared from the south across the branch. The
colonel, sitting his horse, looked anxiously towards the
north and cocked his head to listen. Brother George was
holding his mare with a tight rein, patting her withers.
His plain gray coat and the black, unbraided hat made
him look younger than he was. At his waist I saw a wide
leather belt and on the belt a pistol in a holster on the
left side.

Another horseman appeared from the south and riding
past George at a gallop drew his gray horse in sharply, so
that the animal stiffened his forelegs in the soft ground.
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The horseman took off his hat and cocked his head to
listen. Colonel Corse looked at him.

“I can’t hear anything, general,” he said.

The general was a deep-chested man all in gray under
the long brown hair and full brown beard. The eyes were
small and the cheekbones high in a strong, poker face. He
put his hat on.

“Why don’t Ewell begin?” he said. All three horsemen,
the officers in front and George ten paces behind them, sat
like statues.

The ground quivered and instantly I was deaf. The
roar mounted and died away.

The general looked at Colonel Corse. “That ain’t the
right direction,” he said. “Rifled cannon. It’s theirs.” He
took off his hat and fanned himself. “Colonel, how far off
was that shot?”

“Five miles,” said Corse. :

The general nodded. “The Stone Bridge.” He was lis-
tening again. “Why don’t Ewell begin?”

There was another shot, like the first; then there was
a punctuated roar. The men were moving about on the
ground, looking westwards; getting to their feet and sit-
ting down again. The blond-bearded man scuttled over
the needles and shouted into my ear.

“Thar’s a heap o’ fat squirrels in them oak woods acrost
the creek. Jest step over and ask Gin'ral Longstreet to let
you git a brace of 'em fer dinner.” He rubbed the double
barrel of my gun.

“Where’s the creek?” I said.

He pointed his finger towards a sycamore thicket. “You
could th’ow a rock from hyar to Blackburn’s Ford.”

Wink Broadacre, his brown face washed, stepped out of
the pines. He wore a faded blue shirt and torn gray panta-
loons; on his head was a gray forage cap, over the long,
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black, matted hair. He paused near the dying fire. We
listened to the big piles of lumber clattering to the ground
from an immense height. Somebody off in the west would
drop the planks, wait for them to settle, and drop another
pile. Wink looked at me coldly out of his crazy eyes. He
walked to the edge of the branch and leaned against a
pine. “Hell,” he said to himself. I went and stood by him.
He gave me a glance. “His nigger took him home on a
mule,” he said, ““only man killed in this regiment.”

The general and the colonel might have been listening
to a concert. I looked at Brother George: he sat erect on
the mare gazing at the backs of the officers. He looks like
somebody, I thought, taking in the faces of the other
horsemen. Why didn’t he kill him? Why didn’t he kill him
on the spot? As he sat gazing, his eyes were narrow and
the smile was at the corners of his mouth.

Under the rattle came the soft patter of hooves as a
cavalcade drew up at the far side of the general. The men
in the ranks over in the field threw hats into the air, and
a harsh scream, rising to a high treble that wavered a long
minute, filled the air. The staff withdrew under a large,
gold-fringed stars-and-bars, and left, talking to General
Longstreet, a thickset, dark little man with a short black
moustache.

“General Beauregard,” said Wink. “He’s a foreigner.”

He had big eyes and a wry mouth. He spurred his horse
towards the branch and let him drink. General Longstreet
and Colonel Corse followed and waited till the horse raised
his head.

“General,” said Beauregard, *“General McDowell has
diagnosed our plan of operations and appropriated - it.
He is attacking our left. The exigencies of the crisis have
compelled me to move General Jackson to the support of
General Bee. I shall go in person to take charge of the
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field. You may consult with General Johnston, who will
remain at the Lewis house. Meanwhile you will make a
strong demonstration at this point to prevent the further
reinforcement of their column of attack.”

If he had placed his hand over his breast, it would have
been an oration. His voice, neither Southern nor Yankee,
was modulated and clipped. He bowed to the officers and
raised his forage cap; spurring his horse and holding the
cap rigidly about six inches above his head, he rode off
towards the belt of timber. The staff followed at a dlstance
and the men yelled.

General Longstreet and the colonel were pointing to-
wards the creek. The colonel lifted his hat. There was a
splash in the branch, and the colonel, his mouth open,
jammed the hat back upon his head: a hissing roar threw
mud into my eyes and I stood in a momentary shower of
rain. I wiped my face on my sleeve.

“Hell,” said Wink, wiping his eyes with a spotless hand-
kerchief.

“They’ve beat us to it here,” said the general. He turned
his horse abruptly and rode away.

George trotted to the colonel’s side and together they
forded the branch. Wink Broadacre moved from the tree
and stood erect as the colonel faced him.

“Leftenant, you will command company B today. Form
your men and file off to the left across the branch. Advance
and deploy as skirmishers along the bank of the run.
Your right will be at the ford. Captain Langton will be on
your right and connect with it. He will give you orders
as they are needed.” He turned to George and said, I
thought a little significantly: “An efficient officer—Lang-
ton.”

Wink opened his mouth. “Fall in!” It was a tinny voice,
as if a ventriloquist were talking through him. “Dress on
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me,” he yelled. The men scrambled to their feet. My hands
were numb as I picked up the shotgun. Two ranks were
rapidly forming but I stared round me bewildered. The
scraggy-bearded man grabbed me by the back of my jacket
and pushed me ahead of him to the far end of the line.
“Do what I do,” he said. “Don’t do nothin’ I don’t do.”
He about-faced me. “Thar,” he said. He stood on my left.

The line moved and I followed the big man.

I heard a yell back of me. “Hey, George.” Then: “Po-
seyl” “George Poseyl” I looked over my shoulder and met
John Langton’s eyes as he walked at the head of his com-
pany. The Georgetown boys, I said. George, still with the
colonel, lifted his hat and smiled. “Howdy, boys,” he said.
Langton’s dark, wooden face did not change.

We waded the branch and came out into the field as
the battery fired a salvo that shook my teeth and I felt a
warm trickle down the inside of my left leg. What is
there to be afraid of, I said. We marched into the fringe
of willows and sycamores by the creek, and halted. Across
the creek somebody dropped a pile of those infernal
planks: I waited for the crackle to settle. “Lay down, you
damn fool,” said a voice behind me. It was Wink. I
dropped to my belly and saw that the other men were
lying on the ground.

We were the extreme right of the company. Below me
was a little hollow in which the road ran down to the ford.
Across the hollow and back a little in a small clearing,
Captain Langton sat on a stump, holding his sword on his
knees. He got up and came to the edge of the road.
“Broadacre,” he said into the new silence. Wink stood up.
“Broadacre, fire by squads at five-minute intervals. Let ‘em
know we’re here.” A small round-shot hit a big rock near
the water and bounced up the road where it lay still and
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smoking. “Look at the damn thing,” said Langton. Wink
came back and lay down.

“Is it loaded?” said the bearded man. He tapped the
butt of my gun. “It’s our time to shoot in a minute.” Our
time to drop planks, I said, only they would not be planks
so near. That’s why I haven’t heard them. The squad on
our left, lying in single file, fired, and it was only rifles.
“Get ready,” said my tutor. “Where?” I said. “Don’t make
no difference,” he said. ‘“You ain’t goin’ to hit no Yanks.
They’s layin’ in the woods on Chewning’s hill. Bet they
ain’t a Yank nearer’'n a quarter of a mile.” I looked at him.
“Chewning’s,” I said. “How you know?” “Wa'n’t I raised
on this hyar creek? Bet they fightin’ on my farm right now
by Young’s branch.” He held out his hand and we shook
hands. “Will Dogan’s the name,” he said. “Any kin to
Dick Dogan on the Pohick road?” “I reckon I am,” he
said; “he’s my own baby brother.” He rose to one knee
and I squatted, and we fired. We lay down again.

Wink got up and went to the road. “Captain,” he said.
Langton rose but before he could answer, Colonel Corse
and George Posey trotted down the road and drew rein
by John Langton.

“Captain,” the colonel said, ‘“you may cease firing. Send
out scouts across the creek to locate the Federal line. I will
leave Mr. Posey here and you may report to me through
him.”

George gave the colonel an astonished glance. Then he
watched John Langton slide on his heels down tHe em-
bankment into the road.

“Report through who?” said Langton.

“Why, Mr. Posey,” the colonel said.

“Where’s Mr. Posey?”

The colonel stared at Langton. “Right here. This is
Mr. Posey.”
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Langton took a step forward. “That feller? He hasn’t
got any name. He’s just a son-of-a-bitch.” He turned his
back to George and looked straight at the colonel.

There was a long silence and then the colonel was say-
ing: “Captain Langton, I put Mr. Posey on my staff for
the day as a marked rebuke to you.” But I wasn’t looking
at him. George Posey slowly drew his right leg over the
rump of the mare and dropped squarely upon his feet. He
looked as if he were dismounting in front of a post office,
as he directed an inquiring look at John Langton whose
back was still turned.

“I didn’t want to do this,” he said, dropping the bridle
to the ground. He spoke so gently that he might have been
talking to the mare.

“Brother George,” I shouted and jumped into the road.

The colonel turned in his saddle and frowned. I gave
him a glance. John Langton had not moved.

“Well, Colonel Corse?” he said.

I heard him without seeing him as I stared at George
Posey, who was taking the pistol out of the holster and
then touching with his thumb the hammer.

“Langton, you better look at me.”

Langton tensed a little and moved his hand to his face;
then slowly faced George Posey. George raised the pistol
and shot him in the face.

He fell. I closed my eyes and turned away. I might have
been alone in a meadow listening for the chatter of a
creek. Then I heard the roaring guns in the west, that had
made the silence. I forced my head up to look at Colonel
Corse, with—on the edge of my eye—the dark heap lying
on the ground.

George had replaced the pistol in the holster. He moved
to Colonel Corse.



302 The Fathers

“I'd better be going,” he said. Then he saw me. “Come
here, Lacy.”

“You’d better go, Mr. Posey,” said the colonel. He took
out a small tablet and writing a few words, tore off the
sheet and handed it to him.

George looked at me. “For two men?” he said. The
colonel nodded, and I nodded to George.

A dozen men were gazing at us from the opposite em-
bankment, their faces interested but remote.

“Go to your places, men,” the colonel said. He threw
himself back in his saddle and spoke in a loud official
voice. “Mr. Posey, you will surrender your weapon.” He
leaned forward. “Now leave,” he whispered.

George mounted the mare and I vaulted up behind. As
we went by the colonel George said simply, “Thank you,
sir,” and we rode off towards the headquarters cabin
through the double ranks of soldiers whom I stared at but
could not see.

The buggy horse stood forlornly at a fencepost but the
gelding was gone. I slid off the rump of the mare and un-
tied the horse. Brother George’s carpetbag was strapped
to the saddle-bow.

“I’ll never see that nigger again,” he said.

I mounted. I turned the horse’s head into the road to
lead the way.

George said: “You're my friend, Lacy.”

* * »

The sun tipped the tree tops on Burke Hill and struck
our backs as we:-came up the lane at a walk and turned,
and I saw the big chestnut ahead and above, and then the
low wall of the graveyard. I was leading the way and we
said nothing. I regarded incuriously a wisp of smoke hang-
ing in the air on the other side of the hill. We passed the
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gate into the south field, and before us a tall chimney rose,
bare all the way down to the spread. I pulled the horse
up and looked at it, and George went on ahead, and then
stopped. He touched the mare’s flank. My horse followed
her although I had dropped the rein. We drew up at the
end of the garden and dismounted, and gazed at the single
chimney, from which protruded, like a stiff arm, the
charred end of a beam. The smoke lifted weakly from the
black embers into the still sunlight. There was nobody
there.

I went towards the heap of fallen bricks. George fol-
lowed me. We went round and stood on the stone steps.
George took off his hat and crushed it in both hands, then
looked at me.

“Lacy,” he said quietly.

“Lacy,” came the echo at my back.

Turning I saw Jim Higgins sitting on the horseblock
with his hat on, in his brown shirt sleeves. “Lacy,” he said
softly.

I went over to him and stood before him, and after a
while George came and sat by him on the block, still
holding his hat in his hand. His eye followed the smoke
rising into the slant sunbeams. His face was white and
sober.

“Well, Jim,” I said, calling him Jim for the first time.

He looked into my eyes with weary eyes that were set
in a smeared face. “They come back at five o’clock this
mornin’,” he said. He looked at the ground. “The same
ones. And a heap more besides.”

George was looking at me, his face now flushed as he
suffered a moment of anguish. I turned halfway round and
I saw them and heard their gabbling tongues. “Our peo-
ple,” I said to myself. Our people. I turned to Jim Higgins
trying to evade it, and suddenly said:
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“Where’s sister?”

“Alexandry. They give ‘em half an hour. Henry Jackson
drove ’em,” he said. “Miss Myra too and the baby girl.
Them white mules.” He moved a finger towards the stable.
“The Dutchmen took the hosses.”

I followed his gesture and gazed, without seeing it, at
the stable. But I couldn’t gaze forever. “Coriolanus,” I
said.

He glanced at the embers. “You couldn’t find him.”

George got up and I looked at him. It was a little
darker than before.

“Mr. Higgins,” he said, “you will have to tell us.”

Jim Higgins rose and went back of the horseblock to-
wards the first cedar, about six paces away.

“Come, Lacy,” George said, and took me by the arm.

The top of the rough grave was like smoky iron. By it,
the handle resting against the mound, lay a mattock. Jim
Higgins stooped over and tossed it aside. I did not feel any-
thing and I looked from end to end at the grave.

“Wa’n’t no other way,” Jim Higgins said. “The niggers
went off soon as they come. They busted all the windows
out of the cabins and pulled the doors down. When they
left I was by myself.” He looked at George as if he owed
him the explanation. “I couldn’t put the major in no stall

.and I couldn’t go for help. Hogs was loose.”

I went to the cedar and sat with my back to it. George
lowered himself upon one knee and crumbled the loose dirt
in his hands.

“That isn’t all, Mr. Higgins,” he said.

Under the cedar it was almost twilight, and I saw that
the smoke was no longer visible over the ruin.

“I wondered why the major didn’t tell the Yankee offi-
cer he wa'n’t seecesh.”

George glanced up at him swiftly, then got upon his feet
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again, “Come, Mr. Higgins. I know it’s hard.” He said it
kindly.

“The Yankee officer give ’em a half an hour to get out.
Miss Myra was leavin’; she said to the major what a fool he
was not to go.” He frowned, and his lips were parted.
“When the officer says I'll give you half an hour, the major
looked at him. You know how the major is,” he said in a
pure voice. His eyes shone. “The major looked at him. He
held himself up and, Mr. Posey, you know how he is when
he don't like folks. Polite. That’s what he was. He was po-
lite to that Yankee. He come down to the bottom step and
said, “There is nothing that you can give to me, sir,’ and
walked back into the house.”

He turned his gaze towards the ruin.

“Not is, Mr. Higgins,” George said. “Major Buchan is
dead.” He studied the grave and came round to the cedar
tree. “Get up, Lacy.”

I got up and stood by him but he was looking at the
grave again.

“When he didn’t come out after half an hour, the officer
waited a while and went up and knocked at the door. He
went in with some of his men and they brought the major
out and laid him on the grass.” He reached slowly into his
hip pocket. “Hyar’s the rope,” he said. He threw it on the
ground.

George did not look at it. “Bury it, Mr. Higgins,” he
said. “Come, Lacy, we must be going. You did all you
could, Mr. Higgins.”

He took me by the arm and led me to the horses back of
the garden. He unstrapped his carpetbag from the saddle-
bow and laid it, with his hat, upon the ground. He opened
the carpetbag and shook out the apothecary’s suit. I went a
few steps away to the horse while he took off the uniform
and put on the suit. He closed the carpetbag and put on
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the hat. The uniform lay in a heap at his feet. There was
a yellow glow coming over my shoulder from the west into
his face. I looked away to the tall chimney, now a gently
shaking blur, and down to the dark cedars. I looked again
into his face and saw that the eyes were half-closed, but the
head was thrown back, and he was looking at me.

“Brother George!” I said. I could not see.

I heard his voice. “Yes, Lacy.”

I rubbed my eyes, went towards him. I stopped. He had
not moved.

“Can’t we do something?” I said.

He came to the mare and mounted her, then sat motion-
less in the saddle.

“I have done too much,” he said.

The mare moved towards the cedars but he checked her,
his head to one side as if he were trying to hear something
far away. )

“Brother George,” I cried, “are you going to Alex-
andria?”

He was still listening.

“No,” he said. He peered through the falling dusk, at the
tangled garden, at the dim chimney, at the blank place
where the cedars began. “It’s not far enough.” He stood up
in the stirrups. ‘“Georgetown,” he said. He raised his voice.

. “Are you coming?”

I got on the horse and moved to his side.

“No, Brother George.”

He cantered away into the dark. I waited until I heard
the change of the hoofbeats on the big road. I kicked the
old nag in the sides and headed back into the lane that ran
by the south field. I'll go back and finish it. I'll have to
finish it because he could not finish it. It won’t make any
difference if I am killed. If I am killed it will be because I
love him more than I love any man.

THE END
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