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CHAPTER I

It must have been the mockingbird song that waked 
me, coming through the darkness softly, and I opened my 
eyes, seeing at first only the dim white wall of mosquito- 
bar around my bed, and then the light gray squares of win
dows across the room. The mockingbird had stopped, and I 
heard the sound of the tall clock going slowly in the hall 
downstairs. I got out of the bed to go down the hall for 
a drink of water, and on the way Drusilla called me through 
her open door, saying, "David, come in here," and I went 
in and said, "What is it, Sister?"

"Something’s out there," she said; and then I heard 
the mockingbird again, in the thick rose trellis beneath 
the window where she stood, singing a clear, quiet song, 
coming softly to the room, like music in a church, a hushed, 
clear sound of singing.

"You mean the mockingbird?" I said, and Dru said, "I 
don’t see how you could get to be such a fool in seven years. 
You must be the worst fool ira Memphis." Her voice was hard 
and still, coming across the room fast with the sound, if not 
the words, of cursing, the way she talked to Loosh about not 
handling the horses to suit her when he took us driving in 
the afternoon. She used that way. of talking whenever she
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wanted to, sometimes cursing too, if Father wasn’t there 
to hear. But one time he came home from the office early 
in the afternoon; he walked around the corner of the car
riage-house and heard Dru talking in that way to loosh, 
and then Father’s voice sounded like hers too; only he 
wasn’t cursing. He spoke "quietly, telling her how it 
sounded to him to hear a fifteen-year-old girl talking 
like that, and how he didn’t want to hear her doing it 
again.

But that was the way her voice was now, like the 
quiet, unangry cursing, the way she talked to loosh. I 
heard the bird song going softly, in the roses down below 
the window; and I heard the slow, measured ticking of the 
clock in the hall at the foot of the front stairs.

"I wonder if this is the first time it's been here," 
Dru said in a minute. "I’ve just been waiting for some
thing like this to happen to her," and I said, "What’s been 
here? Happen to who?"

"You know," she said; and then I knew she meant Miz 
Anne, who had been our governess about a year, and who Dru 
said Father was in love with and was liable to marry if 
everybody didn’t watch out, because she was the only one I 
knew whose name Dru wouldn't say if she could help it. And 
I thought that maybe she was talking about the thing Viny 
said about the mockingbirds, about how it always meant that 
something was going to happen to somebody in the house, when 
a mockingbird came to the house at night and sang.
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Viny was Loosh*s wife. Loosh waited on the table, 
and Viny was our cook, and she always knew what everything 
meant.

11 Come here and look," Dru said, and I walked over 
and I could only see Dru's head against the pale gray square 
of sky. "Look at what, Dru?" I said, walking on toward her 
across the room slowly, guided by the pale light at the win
dow. "Down there," Dru said. But I looked at her first, at 
her sharp face, pale and thin in the weak night light and 
shadows. There wasn't any moon; there was only the light 
coming down from the stars, and in the room it was so dark 
I could just barely see her face. Her black hair was hanging 
long and loose; there was just the dark frame of hair, and 
the white, cold space of her pointed face and then her eyes 
as black as her hair. Dru was a pretty girl. She was star
ing down the street. "You see it?" she said, and I looked . 
through the window, and I couldn't see anything but the 
stretch of lawn to the street and the Carsons' house next 
door to us, with another long lawn in between, and then 
Aunt Cissie’s house on the corner.

"Ho," I said.
"Down on the street," Dru said. Her voice was sharp 

again, like the way she talked to Loosh when Father couldn't 
hear. "Down the street almost to the Carsons'," she said, 
and I looked, but there were some poplar trees in the way 
and I couldn't see very well, and it was dark. I wanted to 
go back to bed. I felt colder than before.
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Dru. said, "look at the buggy," and I leaned up on 
the window sill again, and then I could see part of it 
through the poplar trees. I could see curtains on the side 
of the buggy.

"Who is it?" I said. "Maybe it’s somebody at Carsons’."
"Who do you suppose it is?"
"I don’t know," I said.
"Wait until it goes off and you hear somebody come in 

a door downstairs in a little while. Wait until that happens 
and then you won’t have to wonder who it is."

"Who will it be then?" I said, and Dru turned a little 
from the window, glancing at my face with scorn.

She watched the buggy steadily. It was standing still. 
"If there was just a man in the family," she said. "If there 
was just a real man instead of a man who goes down all dressed 
up and sits in front of a desk all day wondering if people can 
look at him and tell all about what goes on in his house. If 
I were a man myself. If this family had a real man then maybe 
there wouldn’t be anybody to bring a buggy to our house in the 
middle of the night. Or anybody to go off in one either."

I waited a minute and then I said, "Who are you talking 
about now?" and Dru said, "If you had any sense you’d know al
ready."

She kept watching the still, dark shape of the curtained 
buggy standing beyond the line of poplar trees, and I looked at 
it again, and while I watched, it moved away slowly, and then
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I heard the faint steady striking of the horse shoes going 
off down the quiet street and I saw someone come out of the 
line of trees, moving fast, running across the dark lawn 
into some bushes and. disappearing into _ the shadows. Then 
I couldn’t see anything more, and I turned to Bru, but she 
was still watching steadily without surprise, as if she had 
been expecting to see it all the time.

"Who is it, Dru?" I said. "Who will it be if I hear 
the door downstairs?"

"Who do you think it will be?" Dru said, looking at 
the shadows.

"I don’t know."
"You’re not anything but a baby," she said. Her 

voice sounded the way it did when she talked to Loosh.
"I’m not," I said. "Father says next year I’ll be 

old enough to have a horse of my own."
But Dru didn’t say any more. She was still watching 

the shadows around the bushes down on the lawn. I looked 
again, but I couldn’t see anything.

The mockingbird had gone away. I waited, listening 
to hear the sound of the door downstairs, but before I heard 
anything else I was nearly asleep again, standing by the 
window. ■

Dru wasn’t sleepy, though, because before long she 
said, "listen, are you going to sleep? I was going to tell 
you something."
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"Fo," I said. : “Anyway, I. wasn’t sleeping. Why do 
you always want to talk about things at night?“

Then I heard a noise from the game chickens that 
loosh and I kept over behind the Carsons’ house next door 
because Father wouldn’t let us have them at our house, and 
because Aunt Cissie said they were sinful. She was much 
worse about it than Father was, so that it seemed that he 
thought it was easier to tell us we couldn’t have the chickens 
than it was to have to argue with Aunt Cissie about whether 
it was sinful or not.

I walked across the room to a different window. Dru 
said, "Where are you going?"

"Nowhere," I said. Dru didn’t know about the chickens 
either, or I didn't think she did; and Loosh and I had decided 
it was better for her not to know, because there never was any 
way to tell whether she would tell somebody about them or not.

"I was going to tell you about a dream I had," Dru said. 
"That was just before I heard the horse down on the street and 
saw the buggy. Why don’t you go back to bed?"

"In a minute," I said. I stared hard through the win
dow, trying to see if maybe one of the chickens had got out of 
the pen. Loosh said all they knew how to do was fight, and 
that gamecocks might kill each other in a minute if they got 
out of. the pen and ran into each other.

Dru said, "It was about a house. In the dream, I thought 
it was a house that I had seen before somewhere, more than once,
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only I couldn’t tell just where it was. Did you ever have 
that feeling about a place you saw or dreamed about? Are 
you listening? David, are you listening to me or not?"

"Yes," I said. I couldn’t see anything, back where 
the chickens were. The stiff, slick leaves of the magnolia 
trees on the lawn moved a little, slowly, in a small stir of 
air. The chickens weren’t making any more noise.

"And there seemed to be something about the house 
that I ought to see," D m  said. "But I couldn’t tell what 
it was. I was on a street, looking for a house, and I 
couldn’t tell where it was, or where I had seen it before, 
or what it was that I ought to find." She stopped speaking 
then, as if she were trying to remember. I knew how she 
was looking even without being able to see her face. She 
had a way of changing suddenly, sometimes in the middle of 
talking, so that even the expression of her face changed 
all at once. One minute she would be interested in some
thing so much that she would seem angry, almost furious; 
and then suddenly she would change into a far-away, lost 
expression that made you believe she had forgot that you 
were there.

I was quiet, hoping that maybe she would change this 
time, and that she would forget about the dream and then be 
quiet, so I could listen for the chickens.

But in a minute she said, ,"I never could see the
house."
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"Well, what happened?" I said.'
"Nothing. It was just the feeling I had, that I 

ought to go into the house."
Then a mockingbird sang again, far off down the 

lawn somewhere. It stopped almost at once, and in a 
minute I said, "Do you think what Viny says is true, about 
the mockingbirds ? "

"Maybe so," Dru said, but she didn’t seem to be 
listening to me. "I wonder who was in the buggy," she 
said, "and how long it will take me to find out.”

"I thought you knew already, from the way you were 
talking about it."

"I don’t mean who got out of it. I mean the one 
who went off in it," she said.

Then she was quiet, and I couldn’t hear anything 
else from the chickens, so I went on out to get the drink 
of water, and when I got back to my room, and had just 
stepped in the door, I saw Miz Anne coming up the front 
stairs, wearing her hat and coat, walking very quietly.

I went on to bed quickly, wondering how I had missed 
hearing the door downstairs, and I decided not to tell Bru 
I had seen Miz Anne. I listened to see if I could hear the 
chickens again, or the song of the mockingbird, but there was 
only silence everywhere, and before long I went back to sleep 
again.



CHAPTER II

Then at breakfast there was something wrong. Hot 
anything that you could tell at once by the talking or by 
anybody’s"face, but more by what they didn’t say, because 
Father and Miz Anne were both quiet, just eating and not 
speaking much, although with her you could see that she 
was trying to eat, and meybe "even having a hard time keep
ing quiet, while Father looked the way he always did, so 
that you never knew anything about him from his face.

Miz Anne's face was young and pretty; she didn't 
look much older than Dru, sitting now at the breakfast 
table at the other end from Father, with Dru at the side, 
across from me.

The morning sunlight came through a tall window and 
caught some silver and glass on the big sideboard behind Dru 
Her face was bent a little over the table; but she was watch 
ing Father and Miz Anne.

loosh came back and forth from the kitchen quietly. 
Everything was too quiet. Dru was the only one who seemed 
pleased. Then in a minute Miz Anne said, "I heard a mock
ingbird all night long. It was just outside my window."

"Didn’t you sleep at all?" Dru said. She turned her 
eyes up sideways; her face was slyly pleased.
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"Brasilia, you’ll be late for church," Father said.
And Bru smiled at M m  a little, seeming somehow more pleased 
than before. Miz Anne sat very still; she was looking toward 
the window, but in a minute she raised her hand slowly and 
touched the band of narrow wMte lace: on her -throat. :

Father and Miz Anne were not at all alike, and yet 
something about them made you know they understood each 
other well, almost as if they had known each other before, 
even before the other governess quit and said that she 
wouldn’t stay in the same house with Bru for even one more 
day, not even one more hour.

That had been not quite a year ago, when the other 
governess left, and then Miz Anne had called at the house 
one day with a letter from a friend of Father’s in Missis
sippi , mentioning Miz Anne, who came from Eashville hers elf; 
and Aunt Cissie had said soon afterward that Miz Anne had 
come so conveniently after the other governess left that 
someone must have been spying on the house all that time, 
just waiting for an opportunity to get Miz Anne in there.

But even without knowing any more about her than I 
did, I knew that the whole house seemed better, and Father 
most of all, because at first when she came he seemed in a 
better humor than before. But then soon after that Bru and 
Aunt Oissie started worrying about whether Father would marry 
Miz Anne; they were the ones who made everything get so much 
worse, so that Father and Miz Anne seemed changed, so that
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whenever you saw "them together now they behaved carefully, 
like strangers. It was not that Father was worried at all 
about Miz Anne now, or about what D m  and Aunt Gissie 
thought, or what anybody else thought about him. Aunt Gissie 
sometimes said, when.she was angry with Father, that she had 
objected to my.mother marrying him, and the only reason she 
had married him at all was that she was jilted by another 
man; but then at other times Aunt Gissie said that she had 
objected to my mother waiting so long to marry Father, wast
ing the best years of her life just waiting, when she could 
have married lots of other .men, so it was hard to tell what 
Aunt Gissie meant about that. Miz Anne once told me the real 
reason.Aunt Gissie quarrelled with Father was that she didn’t 
like to be supported by him, even though he kept up two houses 
just on account of Aunt Gissie, so she could have a whole 
house, large enough for ten people, to live in by herself.

And even when I asked Father about what Aunt Gissie 
and Miz Anne said, he said it didn’t mean anything, and that 
neither one of them knew anything about it; but I still be
lieved some of it, because Miz Anne had never told me anything 
wrong at all. Father never had either, but one of them had 
to be wrong about this, so I thought that he said it because 
he was worried. It wasn’t that he was worried because Miz 
Anne had changed, but maybe she made one more worry to add 
to all the others.

She was young and pleasant, and very pretty, nearly all
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the time, except when people criticized her or tried to 
make her feel out of place, the way that Aunt Cissie did, 
and the more she seemed that way, the more Father became 
withdrawn, so that no one knew what he was thinking.

So at breakfast now it was mostly from Dru that I 
thought there was something wrong, something new, apart 
from the thing that had made Father and Miz Anne change in 
about a month's time. Dru kept watching Father and Miz 
Anne suspiciously. She wasn't eating anything herself, 
she was watching both of them so much. And so I waited, 
not knowing what was wrong, not even sure that there was 
anything wrong to find out about. When loosh came in to 
the table, his face was the same; it was quiet and mournful, 
a face that never changed for anything. He wasn't like 
Tiny; her face changed all the time, and when she talked 
it sounded as if she were scolding, no matter who she spoke 
to, to Father or to me or Dru, to Aunt Cissie or to anyone. 
Only everybody was used to it, and it didn't make m y  dif
ference.

Tiny never came into the dining room herself. loosh 
waited on the table, and Tiny wouldn't leave the kitchen. I 
thought if I could see Tiny, I could ask her what was the 
matter and she would know.

Dru was still not eating, and Father watched her for 
a minute, his face quiet and still, and somehow too wise, as 
if he knew so much about everything that nothing mattered
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very much to him, as if he knew so well how everything 
would turn out even before it happened that it didn't 
seem worth while to him to do anything. Finally he said,
11 Brasilia, finish your breakfast and get ready for church,n 
and Dru said, "Sir," surprised, and almost angry, staring 
at him evenly when she saw that he had already been watch
ing her. They waited for what seemed a long time, without 
either of them speaking. And the thin white scar on Father's 
face became a little whiter. And all that time Miz Anne had 
her eyes on the table, moving a knife on the cloth where she 
had never picked it up, her face white and nervous, but still 
pretty in an unmoving, painted, golden yellow way, like the 
face of a doll or a painting, and so young that she didn't 
seem any older than Dru to me. Then D m  picked up her fork, 
still not eating. She kept watching Father in a way that 
wasn't looking straight at him; and when he turned away 
from her, she looked up again quickly at Miz Anne, and when 
Miz Anne saw her then they were both watching each other 
steadily until it seemed finally that one of them had to do 
something, either with their hands or eyes or voice or any
thing at all instead of only sitting there with whatever it 
was wrong going on all the time and not anybody saying any
thing about it. Then Dru was the first to move. She reached 
out suddenly and took up the little silver bell and rang it; 
then loosh didn't come and she rang it again, more angry all 
the time, as if ringing the bell had something to do with

1
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Miz Anne instead of just with loosh, almost as if she were 
ringing the bell to get even with Miz Anne, And, still loosh 
didn’t come, and in a minute Father said, "Maybe he’s out in 
the yard, Brasilia.'' ; .

"Then why doesn’t he come on back where he belongs?" 
Bra said.

And she turned back to Miz Anne, ringing the bell 
again, harder than before, and Miz Anne said, "He can’t 
do everything at once, Brasilia," and Bra said, "I didn’t 
ask — " but then she stopped and said instead to Father, 
"Then why doesn’t Yiny come in here?" . . .

"You know she doesn’t come out of the kitchen,"
Father said quietly.

And Bru said, "Then what’s the good of niggers, if 
they won’t ever do what you want them to? Do you care more 
about them having their way than you do about my comfort?" 
And she rang the bell again and. then Father put his hand 
across and took the bell from her and put it down on the 
table. ...

Then she looked back at him instead of at Miz Anne, 
as if she were ready to spit in his face; she almost rose 
from her chair, but then Loosh came in from the kitchen, 
with his face mournful and sad, and he came over by the 
table and Bra didn’t say anything, and Father waited for 
a minute and then he said, "What was it you wanted, Bra
silia?"
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And Dru faced Father for a minute longer, not even 
noticing Xoosh at all, and then she said, MI don*t really 
know. I don’t remember now,”

Then Dru didn’t look at anybody. Loosh went back 
to the kitchen, and Father watched Dru for a minute, and he 
said, "Drusilla, go on and eat your breakfast,” saying it 
in a way that didn’t sound like it had anything to do with 
breakfast, and Dru look up at Father angrily.

"I’ve finished already,” she said.
"You "haven’t eaten anything yet. ”
"I don’t care. I’ve finished anyway,” she said.
Then they were facing each otter silently, and I 

thought he was going to tell her to eat it anyway,.but he 
didn’t say it. He turned his eyes away in a minute, and 
then Dru kept watching him with an angry, suspicious sneer.

Father lifted his eyes again, staring straight out 
across the table toward the window, suddenly tired, as if 
he had all the troubles of the world piled on him at once, 
as if he had too much for any one man to do, and he said, 
"Drusilla, if you don’t obey me you'll have to leave the 
table."

Dru didn’t say anything; the whole room was quiet. 
Only her face turned slowly white, making her eyes seem 
blacker. Then she got up from the table in a minute without 
saying anything, still before she had eaten anything at all, 
and she went on upstairs, and Father watched her all the way
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out of the room, but he didn’t speak to her again.
Then Father turned to me, and he said, "Barry up 

and get ready yourself," and 1 said, "Yes, sir," and I was 
already through with breakfast myself, so I got up and 
stood there for a minute and neither one of them paid any 
attention to me, as if I were already gone, and then I 
said, "Excuse me," loud, and Father nodded his head a little 
and Miz Anne smiled at me in a way that almost made it seem 
that everything was all right again, and she said, "Yes, 
David," and I walked on out.to the kitchen.

Loosh was sitting on a comer of the woodbox, and 
when he saw,me he got up and said, "Well, look who’s here," 
his face as near to smiling as it. ever got , while Viny was 
putting some fresh wood in the big kitchen range.

Viny said, "Ain’t you heard what he said? For you 
to go on up and get dressed?" She was still leaning over 
the stove, punching the sticks of wood with the poker. I 
sat down on a chair by the kitchen table.

Viny finished with the stove. She turned around. 
"Well, ain’t you?" she said, her face dark and scolding, 
only I knew it didn’t mean anything.

"Who was it here in a buggy last night, Viny?" I 
said. .

Then her face changed suddenly, all the scolding 
going away at once, with a kind of surprise coming in its 
"place. Then even that was gone, and on her face there was
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just a plain, blank nigger look, not meaning anything; and 
I turned to Loosh but I knew he wouldn’t be any different, 
not even if the whole house fell down on top of him, and 
I said, "Do you know who it was, Viny?" .

"No, chile, I don’t know nothing about no buggy," 
Viny said. "What buggy?" ;

"I don’t know. Dru said it was somebody. Did you 
see the buggy?" . : • .

"No, I ain’t seen no buggy," she said. Her face was 
cross and angry-looking. "Who that come in the buggy, Mr. 
David? Did they come on into the house?"

"Well, one of them did, Miz Anne did," I said. I 
kept looking back and forth from loosh to Viny, to see if 
either of them knew. "Dru said she would find out who 
brought the buggy here. That was after it had gone. I 
don’t know whether she did or not."

Viny’s face was almost as sad as loosh’s. She went 
back to the .stove and moved a pot near the middle of it. 
"Maybe they wasn’t even no buggy there."

"No, there was. I saw it."
"What kind of folks would bring a buggy around here 

sneaking up and not even coming in the house? I don’t know 
of no folks like that — " Viny’s face moved slowly into a 
frown. "It ain’t none of my business to keep up with what 
they does anyway. Why don’t you go out there and ask Mr. 
Cornelius who it was? May be he can tell you."
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"Hush up talking to that boy like that," Loosh said.
"Does he know?" I said. I couldnH tell what Viny 

meant, from looking at her face. I started for the door, 
and she came over and took me by the arm.

"Don’t pay you no mind to that," she said. She pulled 
at my arm and I went back and sat on the chair. "I don’t 
reckon he knows neither." ,

"Why won't anybody tell me?" I said, and Viny said,
"It just ain't nothing for you to study about too much," 
and then I heard Father and Miz Anne. They were still at 
the dining room table, now that Dru and I were gone. I 
couldn't hear what they were saying. I got up from the 
chair again.

"Where you going?" Viny said.
"Howhere," I said.
Then they were talking a little louder. "I wish 

it were different, a different place, or somewhere else," 
Father said, and I could tell by the way his voice sounded 
that his face had a thin smile, not as if he were speaking 
to someone only across the table from him, but to a room 
of strangers; and Miz Anne said, "I don't see any need to 
say anything else," and her voice was different, not angry, 
but low and a little too fast. "It's not my fault that I 
have to make a living. I may have chosen the wrong place 
to work, but — " Then Father's voice was louder, almost 
angry, when he said, "I didn't say anything was your fault,"
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and I wanted suddenly to say something to make them stop; 
and Viny rattled some pans around on the stove, making a 
loud noise, and I couldn’t hear Father and Miz Anne any 
more.

I opened the door to the dining room. Father said, 
"It’s not the fault of anyone that things change," and Miz 
Anne said all at once, "I’m not the one who’s changed," 
with her voice sounding lower than before, fast and breath
less and hushed; and she started to rise from the chair and 
I walked to the table and both of them saw me and they 
stopped talking and Miz Anne sat down in the chair again.

"David," Father said. His voice was angry.
"Yes, sir," I said. .
"Go upstairs," he said. Miz Anne was looking at me 

in surprise, and I thought at first that she was going to 
cry. I had never seen her that way before. Father’s face 
was angry, and before he could tell me to go upstairs again, 
I said, "Father, why don’t you and Miz Anne get married? I 
don't see why you don't," and Miz Anne moved her hand up 
quickly to her mouth; she got up from the chair and walked 
on from the room, fast, not saying anything. When I turned 
back to Father, hearing Miz Anne’s steps go up the stairs, 
he wasn't angry any more. He lifted his hand from the table 
a little, and I moved over and he touched my shoulder. "My 
son — " he was smiling in a way he used to smile when Mizj 
Anne first came to our house. "There are some things that
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you miss, aren’t there?”
"No, sir," I said. "Everything’s all right.. B u t — "
"Do you like her that much?" he said. "Enough for 

her to be your mother?"
"Oh, yes," I said. "Yes, sir — "
"But you don’t understand. There are too many things 

in the way."
I turned my face away a little so that he wouldn’t 

see it, not because I was going to cry but because of a 
feeling of anger that everything was mixed up and wrong, 
and that something was going to happen about Miz Anne, who 
had done more for me than anyone else I knew, unless it was 
Viny, more than Father, even, although he didn’t have time 
himself. And then Father said, "Son," and I stood there 
with my face turned off a little, and I said, "Sir," wait
ing , because he seemed to want to say something else to me; 
but he waited too, and he didn’t say anything, and I didn’t 
want him to look at my face again, with the way I was feel
ing then, and I started toward the door, and then he said, 
"Where are you going?" sounding almost angry, and I said, 
"Upstairs to get ready for church," and I went on to the 
steps, leaving the room, leaving Father there by himself, 
while I felt that he was watching me, still wanting to say 
something to me that he had never said at all.

Upstairs, in the long hall that ran down the middle
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of the house with the bedrooms on both sides, I stopped by 
Miz Anne’s room; but her door was closed, and I stood there 
for a minute, not knowing whether to knock or not, and while 
I waited I thought I could hear the sound of crying in the 
room.

I knocked on the door in a minute, and I didn’t hear 
anything at first and I thought that naybe there wasn’t any
body in the room after all, and then I heard Miz Anne say,
"Come in," and I opened the door, and Miz Anne was holding 
a hair brush in her hand, standing in the middle of the 
room, as if she had walked halfway to the door to open it 
herself.

She was wearing a ligtib, flowered dress that made her 
face seem brighter; but her eyes were red. Her hair was 
rolled up away from her neck. She went back to the dressing 
table and sat down, and I followed her, and I said, "Are 
you busy, Miz Anne?" and she said, "Hot too busy to talk 
to you a minute, I guess," and she smiled, and in the dress
ing table mirror I could see the morning sun strike a golden 
glinting color from her yellow hair. "What makes you such 
a serious young man today?" she said.

"Are you mad at me?" I said.
"What an idea," she said. "What made you think of that?"
"I mean about what I said downstairs," I said. "Father 

is, I think. Or he was at first anyway."
"Come here, child," she said. She put the brush down
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among the cut-glass bottles and jars behind her on the 
dressing table. The sun made colors from the glass. A 
ray of rainbow colors went from a bottle and fell across 
the wall, a thin strip, purple, green, and gold and blue.
The boxes of paint and powder that she usually kept put 
away were standing on top of the dressing table. :

"Are you sure you’re not?" I said, and she said,
"Of course,” smiling at.me again, although her eyes were . 
still a little red, and I believed that she had been cry
ing; so I didn’t think it would be a good time to ask her 
what I had come to ask, if it was true what D m  and Aunt 
Cissie said, that she and Father might get married. And 
I thought that I could only wait a little until she got 
over being worried, and that I would ask her then. So I 
said, "Miz Anne, if you aren’t very busy maybe you would 
have time to read to me for a minute," because she liked 
doing that and whenever she read she seemed to forget about 
everything else; and she said, "I can’t read for very long, 
but — 11 and then she smiled again, and I ran across the 
room to the shelf and brought back the last book we had 
been reading.

She took the book and turned it in her hands. "Do 
you know where we stopped last night?" she said.

"They had just got through with the windmills," I 
said. "Read about that again."

And I sat down on the short bench before the dressing
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table, next to Miz Anne, and she touched me once on the 
head; then she opened the book and began to read: As
they were thus discoursing, they discovered some thirty 
or forty windmills that are in that plain; and as soon 
as the knight had spied them, "Fortune," cried he, "directs 
our affairs better than we ourselves could have wished; 
look yonder, friend Sancho, there are at least thirty out
rageous giants, whom I Intend to encounter; and having de
prived them of life, we will begin to enrich ourselves with 
their spoils; for they are lawful prizes; and the extirpation 
of that cursed brood will be an acceptable service to Heaven." 
- "What giants?" quoth Sancho Panza. "Those whom thou seest 
yonder," answered Don Quixote. "With their long extended 
arms; some of that detested race have arms of so immense a 
size* that sometimes they reach two leagues in length.” - 
"Pray look better* sir*" quoth Sancho; "those things yonder 
are no giants* but windmills* and the arms you fancy* are 
their sails* which being whirled about by the wind* make the 
mill go." Miz Anne stopped for a minute; her voice was 
smooth and quiet when she read. "Go on," I said; then she 
read again: "'Tis a sign*" cried Don Quixote* "thou art but
little acquainted with adventures 1 I tell thee* they are 
giants; and therefore if thou art afraid* go aside and say 
thy prayers* for I am resolved to engage in a dreadful un
equal battle against them all." This said, he clapt spurs 
to his horse Rozinante* without giving ear to his squire
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Sanoho, who bawled out to him, and assured him that they 
were windmills, and no giants. Bat he was so fully pos
sessed with a strong conceit of the contrary, that he did 
not so much as hear his squired outcry, although he was 
already very near them; far from that: "Stand, cowards,"
cried he as loud as he could; "stand your ground, ignoble 
creatures, and fly not basely from a single knight, who 
dares encounter you all 1” At the same time, the wind ris
ing, the mill-sails began to move, which when Don Quixote 
spied, “Ease miscreants," cried he, "though you more more 
arms than the giant Briareus, you shall pay for your ar
rogance." He most devoutly recommended himself to his Lady 
Dulcinea, imploring her assistance in this perilous adven
ture; and so covering himself vi th his shield, and couching 
his lance, he rushed with Rozinante's utmost speed upon the 
first windmill "Mr. David, you in there with Miz Anne?" 
Viny called through the door. "Because if you is you better 
come on out and get ready for church," and I said, "All 
right," and Miz Anne put the book down then. "You better 
go on," she said. "Or we'll both be in trouble."

And when I left her, she seemed to be less worried, 
and her eyes looked brighter, even though I hadn’t got to 
ask her anything.

Viny was standing in the hall. "What you been doing 
all this time?" she said. "How come you ain’t ready? You 
ain't even taken no bath yet? What you been doing ever since
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I told you to get ready?"
"Nothing," I said.
"You go on and get bathed."
"Tiny, what do you reckon is the matter with Miz 

Anne?" . : :
"I don’t know," Yiny said.
"Is she sick? Is that what’s the matter with her?

Is she sick and wants to go away?"
"Oh," Yiny said. Her face had changed from scold

ing to a plain, blank, secret look. "I reckon you might 
say that," she said. "Now you come on; let’s us go on and 
you take a bath and get ready."

And I went on to the bathroom and Yiny brought some 
clean clothes and she sat down outside the door because I 
had stopped letting her help me take baths for more than a 
year; and when I got through bathing and put on the clothes 
and went down to my room with Yiny, Dru wasn’t In the room, 
and I said, "Why does Dru say:there;isn’t a man in our 
house, Yiny?"

"Don’t pay you no mind to all them things Miz Dru- 
silla say; she just talking. You just pay mind to what old 
Yiny say."

"I don’t know what she means. Isn’t Father a man?"
"Sho," Yiny said. "Sho, Mr. Cornelius a man."
"Then what does Dru mean? Father’s a man. What does 

it mean to say there isn’t a man in the house?" . .
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"It don’t mean nothing," Tiny said. "Horry up and 
get ready. loosh is going to be around front with them 
horses in a minute and you ain’t going to be ready."

"All right," I said. "I'm getting ready anyway."
But Tiny walked over toward me as if she might be going to 
help me get dressed, and I looked at her hard and she sat 
down quickly in a chair, and she said, "Lawd, goodness, if 
you ain’t like all the rest of them already."

"We heard the mockingbird last night," I said.
"Whereabout?" Viny said.
"In the yard," I said. "Under our window. Right 

out there. That was before we saw the buggy."
"Maybe you dremp it," Viny said. "The mockingbird 

and the buggy both."
"We didn't though. Y/e — " But Viny kept on talking. 

"You ain't got no business getting out the bed in the middle 
of the night noway. If your mother was here you wouldn't be 
carrying on no way like that, you nor Miz Brasilia neither.
I reckon you dremp it."

"I didn't," I said, loud. "Dru saw it too."
"Maybe she dremp it too," Viny said. I tied the last 

knot on my shoes and stood up and Viny pushed me toward the 
door. We went down the hall and started down the stairs. I 
was going first. Then when I got halfway down I saw Aunt 
Cissie through the door, in the best parlor, where we only 
went when there was company or when something important was
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happening. She was wearing her Sunday dress, one which she 
had been wearing every Sunday ever since I could remember.
Or if it was not the same one it was another one so like it 
that I couldn’t tell the difference. Aunt-Cissie always 
looked like she was just a thin bundle of stiff clothes 
standing up, without bones or legs or anything underneath, 
so that if you touched her there wouldn't be anything but 
air beneath the cloth. Her dresses went all the way to the 
ground, so that you never saw her feet, and the waist was 
tight and no bigger than a man's thigh, and all above the 
waist, to her shoulders and down her sleeves, it was like 
another stiff bundle of clothes with nothing underneath, 
all the way to her throat, where a band of black ribbon 
went around her neck, as if to fasten her head to the 
bundle of clothes. And above all that there was her face, 
and after you saw that you forgot about the clothes, be
cause of the way her face looked, like Dru's, only quieter, 
because Aunt Cissie never seemed angry or excited, and so 
that even before she spoke you knew how her voice would 
sound, and her words, soft and even and delicate, a nice 
voice with nice words, not like the things that Dru might 
say. Dru said that it was because of Aunt Cissie's face, 
and her voice, and that if you listened to what she said 
instead of to the sound of the words, it would be different. 
But Dru was always saying something about somebody else.
And the only funny thing I could notice about Aunt Cissie



was her eyes. Her eyes were kind of sad-looking.
I could see Aunt Cissie through the wide door that 

went from the hall into the west parlor. I went on down 
the steps quietly, with Viny coining after me. I could 
still only see Aunt Cissie. She was saying, in her cold, 
polite, and unexcited voice, “I’m afraid I don’t under
stand — " and as I walked through the door and she saw me 
she stopped speaking and smiled at me a little in a gentle 
way. "Come in, son," she said, and I said, "Good morning,
Aunt Cissie," and then I saw Father sitting past her in the 
room, and Miz Anne beyond him a little. She had on a ruffled, 
light blue dress, and her face was quiet and worried. Both 
Father and Miz Anne, were watching Aunt Cissie when I came in, 
Father with that careful half-smile on his face, listening 
politely, the way he did when he was about to laugh quietly 
at something that usually didn’t seem funny to anybody else 
but him, and that made it seem that his laughter wasn’t even 
funny to him either; and Miz Anne sat there without moving, 
all the warm, smiling color of her face shut off into a kind 
of anger while she watched Aunt Cissie. Then they both turned 
to me, as I came through the door, but neither of them spoke 
at once.

Aunt Cissie looked once more at Miz Anne, as if there 
were something else she wanted to know, and that she thought 
she might find out from her face; but she didn’t speak to her 
again. She turned to me instead, and she said, "Well, come

28
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here, son," and I went over to her, and she took me by the 
arm, and her fingers felt sharp and bony on my arm and I 
could smell the dry snuff-like smell of her clothes. They 
rustled a little as she moved her arm.

"Are you feeling well today, child?" she said. She 
was always interested in whether anybody was feeling well 
or not. "I don’t know what’s going to become of you."

"Yessum," I said. Viny made a sound, standing behind 
me in the door. It was only a sound, instead of a word, but 
I knew what she would have said if it hadn’t been there in 
the front of the house with all the others close enough to 
hear.

Aunt Cissie glanced past me at Viny once quickly, 
and Viny didn’t make any other sounds. Aunt Cissie looked 
older than Father, but Viny said she really wasn’t as old 
as she seemed, that it was worrying over other people’s 
business that made her that way, although she didn’t say 
it where Aunt Cissie could hear her. Aunt Cissie had been 
Mother’s older sister, and with the way she had of thinking 
all of the time about things that had already happened, may
be a long time ago, she always seemed to think of Mother as 
a girl, a child, and not anyone old enough to have had two 
children herself. Aunt Cissie had raised Mother herself, 
in a way, because their mother had died when Mother was bom. 
They had all lived in Mississippi, and Father too, back before 
the war. Then Aunt Cissie married Uncle Frederick and they



30

came to Memphis and built the house on the corner, where 
she was living now, because she said she couldn’t bear to 
leave it even if it was too big for ten people.

Uncle Frederick had died in the yellow fever epidemic 
and Aunt Cissie had lived there by herself ever since. Then 
when Mother died, Aunt Cissie said everything was Father’s 
fault. He said everything would be a lot better for her if 
she forgot about some of the things that had already happened, 
but it never changed her any.

She seemed pleased now, sitting in the parlor, as if 
she knew already about whatever it was that had happened or 
was getting ready to happen. All of them, Aunt Cissie and 
Father and Miz Anne, must have been talking about something 
before I came in; only it was Aunt Cissie doing the talking, 
with Father and Miz Anne not telling her anything at all, as 
if they didn’t want her to know. Aunt Cissie always made 
everything sound worse, even by speaking of it pleasantly.
She looked more pleased now than either Father or Miz Anne, 
even though she didn’t seem to know what it was she wanted.

Viny stood quietly in the hall now, a little beyond 
the door, her face smooth and careful since she had made the 
sound and Aunt Cissie had stared at her. She was looking 
toward the front, to where loosh would come with the horses 
and the Sunday phaeton when it was time to leave for church.

Beyond her, across the hall, I could see through the 
library door, to the crossed rapiers fastened to the wall



above the desk. They had been given to Father by a fencing 
teacher in Hew Orleans when he was a young man and he had 
kept them ever since. I had been wanting to go to Hew Orleans 
a long time myself, mostly because Viny was always telling 
things about it that her mother had told her. I don’t think 
Viny had ever been there either, although sometimes she pre
tended that she had.

Father was smiling politely now, his thin.face with 
the white scar on the top of his forehead turned toward Aunt 
Cissie with an air of grave politeness. Across the room Mis 
Anne seemed far away, all her beauty faded and cold, as if 
she were shut up behind glass, the way she was part of the 
time.

I felt like going across to her to tell her something 
that would make everything all right again, but I didn’t know 
what to say.

Aunt Cissie was sitting stiffly in the chair, with the 
special air she had of making all chairs look uncomfortable 
and different from the way they felt when you sat in them 
yourself.

The whole room was quiet then; they all seemed to be 
waiting for something, and I began to think that what they 
were waiting for was for me to leave.

Father said, "Where’s that loosh? See if he isn’t 
ready, Viny."

Viny walked down the hall, past the door, looking
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through the front, through the lace curtains and the glass. 
"Here he come now," she said in a minute. I walked down 
the hall after her. :

None of the others moved from the room. They didn’t 
say anything. They were all quiet, as if they were still 
waiting for something.

Loosh drove up to the porch in the phaeton, the one 
we used for church. .

"What are they worried about, Viny?" I said.
"I don’t know, chile," she said.
"Do mockingbirds really mean something bad will hap

pen, Viny? Maybe they are worried because they think some
thing is going to happen on account of that."

I was speaking quietly, so they wouldn’t hear me in 
the parlor.

"Do you reckon that is what it is, Viny?" I said.
She didn't answer, and I said, "Or do you think they 

are talking about the buggy coming to the house last night?"
"I don't know. Maybe," Viny said. She didn’t seem to 

be listening, but only to be answering without paying any at
tention. •

"Does it really mean something?" I said. "About the 
mockingbirds ?"

Viny looked through the glass on the curtains on the 
top part of the door. Loosh had stopped the horses now. He 
was waiting for us to come out and get in the phaeton to go
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off to church.
"What?" she said, and I said, "About the mockingbirds. 

Does it mean a bad thing will happen? That was what you said 
before."

"What bad thing? What kind of a bad thing? How ccrae 
you to get hold of that?" Viny frowned a little, still watch
ing loosh through the door.

"You said it yourself."
"I never said no thing like that."
"You did, though. I heard you," I said. "You said 

it meant a bad thing would happen in the house." .
"I never done it. You been listening to Loosh or to 

some of them worthless niggers he knows. I never told you 
nothing like that."

She was frowning harder then, and I knew that it' wasn * t 
any good to argue with her about it, and that maybe she just 
wouldn’t tell it to me again because she thought I would get 
scared about it. Only I knew that she said it the first time, 
telling me a story of mockingbirds and how a bad thing happened 
when they came to the house and sang at night.

Viny wasn’t watching Loosh any more; she was looking 
through the parlor door at Father and Aunt Oissie.

"I thought maybe they were worried about the mocking
birds," I said. "I guess it must be something else."

" I don * t know nothing - at all about what they worried 
about," Viny said. "I reckon they’s enough of them to take
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care of that worrying anyway. It ain’t none of my business. 
Only I could of told them in the first place. Told him.any
way. "

"Told him what?"
"Nothing," Viny said. "Come on. let’s us go on out 

there and get in. I got work to do in the kitchen."
"And then it’s really not true about the mockingbirds?"

I was looking hard at her face, to see if she would forget and 
say it the other way now, saying it would mean a bad thing, the 
way she had said it the first time.

"Ho," she said. "It ain’t so. It don’t mean nothing. 
And you got to quit listening to them worthless niggers."

So I knew then that it really wasn't any good to ask 
her any more, and I already knew that grown people lied all 
the time anyway, even niggers, and that this was just one of 
those times when they would be telling a lie without any rea
son at all, and that it didn’t do any good to ask them any 
more. Then I saw Father. He was frowning at Viny.

"Viny," he said. He was standing in the door, only 
a few feet past us, looking at Viny angrily.

"Sir," she said.
"Were you trying to frighten that child?" he said, 

and Viny said, "Ho, sir, not me," and Father said, "I won't 
have you telling the children anything to frighten them."

"Yes, sir," Viny said. Her face got blank all at once.
Dru came down the stairs. She stopped near the bottom,
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looking at each of us slowly, at Father, at Viny, and then 
at me, before she turned away to look through the door into 
the parlor at Aunt Oissie and Miz Anne. "What’s the matter? 
What happened?" she said.

"Nothing," Father said.
"No, you’re just saying that — " She started for the 

door into the parlor.
Father caught her by the arm and stopped her. She 

glared back at him as if she wanted to hit him.
When he spoke his voice was slow. "Drusilla," he 

said. He kept holding her by the arm.
"We’re not going to church today," he said. "You 

will go on with Drusilla," he said to me. "You ride down 
and wait with loosh until Drusilla is ready to come home 
again. Take them out to Doosh, Viny."

"Yes, sir," Viny said, and Father let go of Dru’s 
arm and she stood there for a minute, not moving, looking 
through the door at Aunt Oissie one more time, and then 
at Father again; and finally she said, "I’ll find out anyway. 
You can’t keep me from finding out. I practically knew 
already anyway," and she , turned around and went on to the 
front door. Father didn’t move, and Viny and I walked on 
after her. Viny said, "Telling me about not telling nobody 
nothing. Somebody need to tell him a few things, it looks 
to me." She sounded like she was just talking to herself, 
and not to me or Dru.
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Viny shut the door. We were standing on the porch, 
and Loosh was waiting in the phaeton. Dru took hold of 
Viny’s arm and shook her. "What happened?" she said.

"I don’t know," Yiny said.
"You tell me what happened," Dru said.
"I said I don’t know nothing about nothing happen-, .

ing. How many times I got to say it, Miz Dru?" and Dru let
go of her arm, and she said, "All right. I ’ll find out.
Maybe you’ll be sorry you didn’t tell me too." And she 
walked on down to where Loosh was waiting and I went after 
her and we climbed up in the phaeton.

Viny said, "Your father gonter take the hide off you 
if you don’t act right while you at church," and Dru said, 
"He wouldn’.t touch me. He’d be afraid to touch me," not 
even looking at Viny while she said it, and Viny looked at 
her for a minute and then she turned around without speak
ing and walked to the side of the house, beginning to talk 
to herself, and Loosh tapped the horses with the lines and 
we started off down the drive.

"What was it? What did. they say in the parlor before 
I got there?" Dru said to me. . ..

"I don’t know," I said. "I didn’t hear anything."
"Try to remember," Dru said. Her voice had the sharp 

sound. She leaned over closer to my face. "Try hard to re
member what it was."*
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"I canft remember anything," I said. “I didn’t 
even hear anything anyway. How could I remember anything 
I didn’t even hear?"

“All right,” Dru said. “You’re not anything but a 
fool anyway, on top of being a baby. I should have known 
better than to expect you to know anything,” and she stopped 
looking at me. We were out on the street by then, driving 
down toward church, and in a minute Dru said, "loosh, what 
happened?" and loosh didn’t turn around, and Dru said,
"loosh, stop acting like you didn’t hear and answer me," 
and then loosh turned and he said, "I don’t know’m , Miz 
Dru," and Dru said, "You’re lying," and loosh said, "Ho’m," 
and Dru said, "All right, just shut up then," and loosh 
turned back to the horses and then Dru just sat stiffly 
on her side of the seat, looking straight ahead, as if she 
were not even noticing anything that we passed. I looked 
at the back of loosh’s neck. He was wearing the white col
lar. I could see it up over his coat. I looked at it 
every Sunday when we drove to church, and it always looked 
as if he hadn’t got used to wearing the collar, as if it 
would always be uncomfortable for him to wear, all the rest 
of his life.

We got down to Hernando Street, and loosh drove the 
horses around the comer and we went one block and came to 
the church and stopped. There were other phaetons and car-
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riages along the street by the church and people were 
standing on the sidewalk, walking into the church, loosh 
got down from his seat and came around to the side and held 
up his hand to help Dru down to the sidewalk.

Dru didn't look at him. "Get back up on the seat, 
Loosh," she said. "We aren't going to church. Get back 
up there and drive."

"Now, look here, Miz Brasilia,” loosh said. His 
face was sadder than ever.

"Get back up there, Loosh," Dru said, and her voice 
was hard and still, and I thought she was going to curse 
Loosh again, even right there in front of the church where 
all the people could hear her doing it.

"You ain't going to act like that now, Miz Brasilia," 
Loosh said. "Not after your father done sent me to look 
after you while you was at church."

. "You heard me tell you to get back up there and take 
those lines," Dru said. .

"You come on down from there, Miz Brasilia," Loosh 
said. "Like your father would make you do if he was here 
hisself."

"He couldn't make me do anything. And if you don't 
get back up there, you know what I'm going to do. Or maybe 
I'll get up there myself and drive." And Bra half rose from 
the seat, ready to climb up out of the back into the driver's 
seat« - ...
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"Yessum," Loosh said sadly. He climbed up to the 
seat and took the lines, and Bra said, "Go on down the 
street, straight on by the church."

"Well’m," loosh said. "Don't you reckon maybe it 
would be better if we was to just kind of turn around here 
and go back by the way we come? Then all them people wouldn't 
see us going by and not stopping to go into the church. Don't 
you reckon maybe that would be better?"

"Straight on by," Bru said. "Straight bn down the 
street. Go on to where I tell you to turn."

loosh looked at the church and the people once; then 
he lifted the lines and struck the horses sharply and we 
moved on by the church, going down the street, going by the 
people fast.

Hernando Street ran past the church and toward the 
business part of town, down near the river, where the stores 
and office buildings were, the hotels and theaters and every
thing else; and we rode on quietly in the Sunday phaeton, 
with loosh's white collar stiff and unturning in front of us. 
Then we came to a street after we had gone a few blocks, and 
Bru said, "Now. Turn here, loosh," and he pulled the horses 
up a little, without turning, and he said, "What you say,
Miz Brasilia?"

"Turn here," Bru said.
"You don't mean this here street, Miz Brasilia. This 

ain't no street for you to be riding on. ladies don't ride
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on this here street."
"I said turn on this street," Dru said steadily, 

her voice not changing at all.
"Please, Mis Brasilia. Don't make me drive you 

down that there street. They don't no quality ladies never 
ride on that street, not no time at all, and sho not in 
the daylight and on Sunday morning on top of that — " His 
voice sounded like he was almost ready to cry.

Dru's eyes were burning blackly, turned steadily on 
loosh's face, as if she were only waiting for him to do the 
wrong thing, almost with pleasure, so that she could do 
whatever it was she was going to do then.

"Do you want me to go back home and tell Father that 
you wouldn't do what I told you to?" Dru said, and the very 
quietness of her voice made it sound much worse, as if now 
she were trying to trap Loosh into saying something wrong.

"Ho'm," loosh said. "I don't want you to do nothing 
like that. It ain't that I don't want to drive you on that 
street, anyway, Miz Brasilia. It's just that I don't want 
you to do nothing that ain't right."

"lever you mind worrying about that," Dru said. "I 
think I am going to tell Father that you argued with me all 
morning anyway."

"No'm," Loosh said. "I'll go. We going now." And 
he turned the horses slowly, until we were on the street; 
then he slapped them sharply with the lines and we were
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moving faster, and Dru said, "Slower, Loosh."
"What’s the matter with this street, anyway?" I 

said, and D m  said, "Shut up."
"Yessum," Loosh said, his voice sounding sad and 

still, and he pulled the horses in a little, and we went 
on down the quiet street slowly, not seeing anybody at 
all, only an empty street of quiet houses with all the 
curtains drawn.

"Y/ell, I don’t see anything the matter," I said.
"I always wanted to go down this street,” Dru said 

slowly. "Only this is the first time I ever had anybody 
to take me. I wonder if she ever was on this street.
Or — "

"Miz Dru," Loosh said, not turning around.
"Who do you mean?" I said, and she said, "You know 

who I mean," and I decided that she meant Miz Anne again, 
and I said, "Did she used to live here?"

"I don’t know," Dru said. "It’s where she ought to 
be living now, though."

"Miz Dru, you hush up talking like that," Loosh said. 
But he didn’t turn around, and he sounded like even he didn’t 
think it would do any good. Then we reached Main Street, and 
loosh said, "Now you about ready to go on back home, Miz Dm?"

"No. Drive on down Main Street."
Everything was quiet for a minute, while D m  was sit

ting stiffly on her side of the seat, seeming to wait again
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for loosh to do the wrong thing, and after a little while 
he said, "Well'm," his voice still sounding sad, but a little 
better somehow, maybe because he was glad to get off the other 
street. "Only you better let me take us on back home before 
long."

"Shut up," Dru said. "Go on down Main Street. Slow.
I want to look. And,. anyway, we have to stay away from home 
long enough to make it look like we went to church."

"You mean you gonter tell them a lie about being at 
church?" loosh said.

"What do you think I’m going to do?" Dru said, and 
Loosh didn’t answer, maybe knowing the answer already, and 
we went on down Main Street, slowly, going past Beale Street 
in a minute, and then past the Gayoso Hotel, where there were 
a few old men standing around the front; then Dru said sud
denly, "Loosh, slower," staring at the hotel while we rode by, 
just barely moving, with all the old men around the front of 
the hotel looking back at us curiously. Then we went on past 
the stores, down Main Street and to the Peabody Hotel, and Dru 
looked again, and we didn’t see any people on the street at all 
except before the hotels. Then we got past the Peabody, and 
Loosh drove slowly until we came to Court Square and he looked 
at Dru to see what she wanted then, and she said, "Go on," and 
we rode a few blocks more past Court Square until we got to 
where almost all the bigger buildings stopped on Main Street 
and there were only little stores, and we could see a clock
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on the tower of a church on one of the side streets and 
it was only eleven-thirty. Then D m  said, "Now. Turn up 
to Front Street, Loosh."

"Don’t you mean turn around and go back home, Miz 
Brasilia," Loosh said, his voice almost hopeful, as if he 
thought she might say yes, now that we had gone all the 
way down Main Street without seeing anyone.

But Dru said, "I said go on up to Front Street, 
Loosh. I told you what I was going to do if you keep on 
arguing with me." . ,

So Loosh drove up to Front Street and then we could 
see the river, and Dru said, "Now turn to your left," and 
we started back in the direction of Beale Street again, 
and after we had gone about a block, passing all of the 
cotton offices that ^took up most of Front Street, we came 
to the office where Father went every day, with the sign 
on the window saying, "Cornelius Kirby & Company, Cotton 
Brokers," and Dru said, "Slower," and Loosh pulled the 
horses up a little, and Dru looked at the sign slowly for 
a minute; then she leaned over the side and spat on the 
street.

Loosh heard her and he turned around suddenly and 
said, "How come you to do that, Miz Dru? I sho glad they 
ain’t nobody here to see you, not after — "

"Shut up, Loosh," Dru said. "Just go on," and she 
looked at him hard with her black eyes, and he drove on
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and we rode past the office and went by all the rest of 
the cotton offices and down to Beale Street, and D m  told 
loosh to go over to Main Street again, and when we got 
there he stopped for a minute, waiting, and she said, "Now 
turn and go back, loosh," and he said, "Back home, you 
mean?"

"No. Back down Main Street," Bru said.
So loosh turned the horses again, looking around 

mournfully at us once, and when we started down Main Street 
we were moving a little faster, and Bru said, "Slower," and 
he slowed the horses, and we came to the Gayoso Hotel again, 
and Bru said, "Now stop for a minute, loosh. I want to have 
a good look at the men standing around there," and loosh 
stopped and I said, "Who are you trying to find, Bru?" and 
Bru said,"Shut up," and she kept looking hard, and finally 
she said, "All right, go ahead," and loosh started off again. 
So we went on past the Peabody and Bru looked hard there at 
the men, and when we passed Court Square and saw the clock 
on the church tower again, Bru said, "Up to Front Street 
again, loosh," and when we got up there, he said, "lawd 
goodness, Miz Brasilia, you want them men at them hotels 
to see us parading up and down Main Street all morning long? 
What you think your father gonter say when he find out?"

"He won’t find out," Bru said. "Not unless you tell 
him. And I think you know better than to tell him. Go all
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the way down to Beale Street again.”
And Loosh started down Front Street again, and I 

said, "How long we got to be doing this, Dru? : I’d just 
as soon be waiting out in front of the church as doing 
this all day."

But Dru didn’t answer; she was staring straight off- 
down the. street, and then I said, "Well, as long as we’re 
going to be down here anyway, maybe we could go down and 
stop by one of the livery stables and look at some of the 
horses," but Dru only said, "livery stables!" once, making 
it sound like some awful thing, and we drove on slowly down 
the street; and when we came to Father’s office, Dru just 
looked at it slowly, making the looking.seem worse than the 
spitting, and we rode on past, down Front Street to Beale 
again, and then up Main Street, going slowly all the time, 
back and forth, maybe twelve times, and each time we went 
by the hotels Dru looked hard at all the men in front, and 
each time we passed the office, Dru glared at the empty win- ' 
dow and the sign with Father's name, and then the last time 
when we saw the clock on the church tower it was twelve o'clock, 
and Dru said, "Now. You can go home, loosh," and he turned off 
Main Street, going faster now, and Dru didn't say anything, 
and we started home.

Then Dru said, "I wonder who it is?"
And I said, "Who?"
"The man," she said.
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"At the hotels?" I said, and she didn’t say.
When we got home Loosh let us out in front of the 

house, while he drove around to the back to put the horses 
up, and we walked in through the front.

There wasn’t anybody downstairs at all, anywhere, 
except that I could hear Viny in the kitchen, getting din
ner ready.

Dru walked back to the kitchen, through the swing
ing door. Viny turned from the stove. Her face was a 
little angry when she saw Dru, except that it didn’t seem 
to mean anything.

"Where are they?" Dru said.
Viny frowned a little more. "You all already been 

to church?" she said.
Then Dru wasn’t even angry because Viny hadn’t 

answered her; she seemed to be waiting to see what I would 
say, and I wouldn’t say it, and then in a minute Dru said, 
"Yes," still watching me.

"Where are they?" she said again.
And Viny said, "They down at Miz Cissie’s house. You 

go on up to the front and wait a while for dinner, where 
you’ll keep clean a little while, maybe. You and Miz Dru the 
only ones gonter eat dinner today, anyway."

"Why isn’t Father going to eat?” I said.
"I don’t know," Viny said. "All I know is just what 

he told me. And you better go up and take the rest you
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supposed to take, Miz Dru."
But Dru didn * t answer; she went through the door, 

and I heard her going up the stairs.
"Is he sick?" I said.
“I don’t know," Viny.said. "All I know is he said he 

ain’t gonter be back to eat no dinner. You go on up front 
now." .

So I went up front. I sat in the quiet front parlor, 
where people only sat on Sunday; and while! waited for Dru 
to come down again and for dinner to be ready, the whole 
house was quiet, and the sun began to make a long path from 
the tall windows across the room, making the dustspecks 
dance in the air.



CHAPTER III

But at dinnertime Dru was still asleep, and Path er 
and Miz Anne hadn’t come back from Aunt Cissie’s. And 
when Viny went upstairs to tell Dru, she wouldn’t get up, 
and then Viny came down again, grumbling to herself all 
the way, and she said to me, "You go ahead on and eat 
by yourself. I ain’t gonter fool with her. She can 
sleep all day long and it won't make me no mind."

So I went in and sat down alone at the long table 
in the dining room, and loosh brought in some soup, and 
while he was waiting for me to get through with it, I 
said, "How are the chickens doing, loosh?"

"They doing all right. Only we got to be getting 
us some more before long, if we going to raise us any good 
fighting chickens."

"Maybe we can get some more," I said. "How many 
do you think we ought to get?"

"Well, it all depends. What we want to do is to 
get us a start and raise us some good fighting chickens.

" You got to fool around with them until a good one comes 
along. We got to get us another place to keep them too. 
That place over there at Miz Carson's ain't so good."

Loosh's face was sad, maybe because he was thinking 
how the chickens didn't have a good place to live. I
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finished the soup. "What kind of a place ought we to have 
for them?" "

Loosh picked up the empty soupbowl. "We needs us 
a bigger place, and a separate house for the chickens, one 
to keep a hen in when she’s raising her a flock of baby 
chicks, and then separate pens to put them fighting chick
ens in, to keep them away from each other. We — "

"Where we going to get all that room to do that?" I 
said. ' - - ■■

"I don’t know exactly. But you got to do anything 
like this right."

"I didn’t know it was so much trouble, raising fight
ing chickens."

loosh looked even sadder. He took the soupbowl back 
to the kitchen and brought out some ham and other things 
and put them down.

"Maybe Mr. Cornelius would help us about getting a 
better place and some more chickens," he said. He was 
carving off some ham.

"I’ll ask him," I said. "This isn’t a very good 
time right now, though. Somehow it doesn’t seem like a 
very good time. But I’ll ask him when the right time comes. 
How long you reckon it will be before we can take one of 
them to a fight?"

"Well, the first thing, we got to get us a good 
fighter," loosh said. "Then after that, it won’t be no



trouble. We'll just go all over the country, everywhere, 
maybe. People will be writing us letters, wanting to buy 
some of them chickens off of us.11

"I'll ask Father," I said.
"Don't you say I said it," tie said. "You say it 

like you did the other time, when we bought them other two."
"All right," I said. Then all at once I wasn't hun

gry any more, thinking about the chickens behind the Carsons' 
house, and how they had been over there all the time we had 
been keeping them, for two weeks, without my knowing they 
should be in a better place, all because Aunt Cissie said 
it was sinful, and Father didn’t want to argue with her 
about it.

I got down from the chair. "I tell you," I said to 
Loosh. "Let's go over and see how the chickens are getting 
along now."

"You got to finish eating," Loosh said. "You ain't 
even half-through yet. We'll go after while, after you get 
through."

"I'm not really hungry," I said. "Come on. Let's 
go over and see." And I started out through the kitchen, 
and when Viny saw me, she said, "What you doing back here? 
You ain't through yet. How come you to get up and leave 
like that?"

I said, "Loosh and I are going over here a minute," 
and Loosh came in through the door behind me then, and Viny
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started frowning at him. "What you been doing in there, 
that he ain’t going to finish eating?” she said to him.

But I didn’t wait to hear what he said. I went on 
through the kitchen and.out.the back door and across the 
side yard. I walked by the rose-trellis where the mock
ingbirds lived and sang at,night. The vines were as thick 
as tree limbs, twisting up from the ground to disappear in 
the leaves; Father said the rose vines were forty years 
old. I passed the magnolia trees out farther on the lawn, 
where sparrows always came in bunches near the end of the 
day. When I got over to the Carsons', back yard and saw 
the chickens, they seemed to be all right to me. Loosh 
and I were keeping them in a pen, two little chickens, a 
gamecock and a hen. They stood watching me when I leaned 
over the side of the pen to look. Then Loosh came across 
the side yard after me. . ;

“What’s the matter with them?” I said to Loosh when 
he got there. "They look all right to me.”

"They ain’t .nothing wrong exactly,” Loosh said. • : 
"Only we got to have more room to raise them in."

"What do you think I ought to name them, Loosh?"
I said, but he didn’t seem much interested. "The main 
thing is, we got to get some more," he said.

"All right," I said. I started back to the house. 
"I’ll ask Father about it. But this isn’t a very good time 
to ask, not right now."
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"Don’t you tell him I said it," loosh said. "I 
reckon it would be better the other way."

"All right," I said, and I was still thinking about 
what to name the two chickens, and when we got to the kit
chen, Viny said, "Pooling around with them chickens againI" 
scornfully, frowning at loosh and me both.

"What chickens?" I said, and she said, "You don’t 
need to make out like I don’t know about them chickens. It 
looks to me like you getting as bad as the rest of them al
ready."

"They ain’t nothing wrong with them chickens," loosh
said.

"Who else knows about them?" I said. "You reckon 
Aunt Cissie knows?"

"I wouldn’t be surprised," Viny said.
"You ain’t told already, is youf loosh said.
"Don’t you tell her," I said. "If she finds out 

we’ve still got them she’ll make Father make us get rid of 
them. Dru would too, if she finds out; or she would tell 
Aunt Cissie if she took a notion to. Don’t you tell either 
one of them, you hear?"

"I reckon it ain’t none of my business," Viny said. 
"Only if loosh goes and gets hisself into some kind of 
trouble over them, I’ll make it some of my business."

"Hah!" loosh said, "Woman, listen here — " But Viny
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turned and looked at him hard, once; and he didn't say 
anything else.

I went into the dining room, and Dru was in there 
eating hy herself.

"How come you didn’t get up when Tiny told you to?"
X said, and she didn’t answer. She only glanced at me 
once, then away. But in a minute she said, "Where have 
you been?"

"Nowhere," I said.
"I saw you coming across the yard," she said, eat

ing. "I saw you through the window just a minute ago."
"I was just out there with loosh for a minute,"

I said.
"It’s probably just a lie," she said. "But I don’t 

guess it matters. I don’t guess anything you could be doing 
could be Important enough to worry about." She looked back 
toward the door to the kitchen. "So that’s where Loosh was 
then, is it, fooling around out in the yard," and still watch
ing the door, she hollered, "Loosh!" as loud as he could.

He came through the door. "Yessum," he said.
"Loosh, you go out and saddle General for me," Dru 

said. ' . ;V:
"Yessum," Loosh said, still standing there by the

table.
"Well, go on," Dru said. She turned up her thin,
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pointed face, and stared at him steadily. "What are you 
waiting for?"

Loosh’s face hadn’t changed any. He said, "Well»m, 
Miz Brasilia, you know what Mr. Cornelius gonter say about 
you going off riding that horse by yourself, without him 
knowing it."

"loosh, have we got to start another argument, like 
the one we had this morning?" D m  said. "Or are you going 
to do what I tell you to?"

"Yessum," loosh said. He went back through the 
kitchen door, walking slowly.

"You know what he said the last time," I said.
"Oh, hell," D m  said. "He won’t even know it. Who’s 

going to tell him, to begin with? loosh won’t, and Viny bet 
ter not, and I know good and well you won’t, because I’m 
going to take you with me."

And when D m  got up from the table, I saw that she 
had on her riding habit, with the long skirt, so she must 
have decided to ride before she came down to eat.

She started toward the kitchen. "Come on," she said, 
not even turning to see if I would come.

So I went on out to the back of the house with her, 
not because she said I had to, but because I liked riding 
on General anyway. He was really Father’s saddle horse, 
and D m  wasn’t supposed to ride him, and his name was 
General Forrest, although we just called him General. D m
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was the one who named him that.
It was a warm, late summer afternoon, and a nice 

day for riding.
“I dreamed again this afternoon," Dru said. She 

looked off across the lawn, while we were waiting for 
Loosh to saddle the horse. She didn’t seem to be.seeing 
anything, but to be remembering something instead. I 
wondered when Father and Miz. Anne and Aunt Oissie were 
coming back. It was hard to tell about Father any time, 
because he went off by himself to go down town at funny 
times, even at night, sometimes saying he was going to 
the office, or maybe not even saying anything; but Dru 
said it was just because he wanted to get away from home ...
and that it didn’t make any difference to him where he
went. And Aunt Cissie.spent most of her time alone in .

. ' ............. - - ' - ' -

her house without wanting anybody to come down there to 
see about her, although she came to our house whenever 
she got ready.

Then I thought how if Miz Anne left there would be 
no one to read the books to me. ... . . . .

Loosh came from the stable, leading the horse, and 
Dru walked over and looked at the saddle.

"Do you think that will do?" she said to Loosh.
Then by the time that Dru watched Loosh saddle 

General again and change the girth to suit her three times, 
it was almost four o’clock, and we rode off, with me holding
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back over the saddle with her riding habit up around her 
thighs almost to her waist, instead of riding sidesaddle 
the way Father would have made her if he had seen and which 
she always did until she got out of sight of the house.

We rode a few blocks and came to Orleans Street 
and Dru turned General south on Orleans Street, and I said, 
"Where are you going today?" and she said, "To Nashville.
Are you scared?"

And I said, "No. Not knowing how close to Nashville 
you are going to get, anyway."

. "I’ll go anywhere I please," she said, and she hitched 
at her riding skirt where it was beginning to fall down over 
her knees in front.

"You won’t go anywhere for a while if Father sees you 
riding that way instead of sidesaddle the way you are supposed 
to. Or if somebody else sees you doing it and tells him about 
it," I said. "Or if they tell him you are riding at all it 
will be bad enough."

"Who, for example? You?" Dru said. "Are you thinking 
about trying to get up nerve enough to tell him, maybe?"

"No," I said.
"He wouldn’t do anything, anyway. Even if you got up 

the nerve to tell him, he wouldn’t have the nerve to do any
thing."

"How do you know?" I said.
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"I just know," D m  said. ;
"He could do anything he wants," I said. "He's 

one of the smartest men I ever saw in my life," and Bru 
said, "Well, you don't say," scornfully. We were still 
going south on Orleans Street, away fiom the middle of 
town, and I said, "I get tired of the way you are all the 
time trying to act smart,"

"listen," she said suddenly, in a sharp, changed 
voice; and she twisted around to see me, and her hot- 
looking eyes were right in front of mine. I could feel 
her breath, blowing hot against my face. "I'll tell you 
how smart I am," she said. Her voice was angry, as if 
she didn't like something I had said, as if she were 
trying to get even with me now. "I'm smart enough to 
know that he's not even my own father."

I looked up suddenly to her eyes again, to see if 
she might be joking, although you never could tell whether 
Dru was joking, because when she said a thing that sounded 
like a joke, it might turn out to be the most serious 
thing in the world, as far as she was concerned.

That was the way it was now, judging by her face 
and the angriness of her eyes. "What do you mean?" I said. 
"You made it up. How do you mean not your father?"

"I mean he's not," Dru said. "How could anybody 
like him be my father anyway?" She turned around, facing 
away from me, looking off down Orleans Street, the way the
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horse was slowly moving. There weren’t many people on 
the street, only the tall quiet houses set hack from the 
street among the trees, with towers and turrets above 
the rooftops, and iron statues of animals on the lawns.

"My father was another man," she said.
A few carriages and surreys wheeled past us now 

and then, going in the direction of town.
I waited for a minute, to see if she would turn 

back to look at me. Then I said, "Who was your father?"
"Another man, a soldier. He came back to Memphis 

from a war, and all that time, Mother had been in love 
with him, all her life, only he had to go to the war, and 
she was afraid he would be killed and maybe never come 
back and — "

"What war?" I said, looking hard at the back of her 
head, waiting for her to turn around again. "There hasn’t 
been any war that anybody around here went off to lately 
that 1 know of." • ;

She turned around, but only for a minute. And I 
wasn’t sure she had even heard what I said. Her eyes had 
a far-off, unseeing stare.

I held to Dru with one hand and to the saddle with 
the other, waiting for her to speak again, smelling already 
the odor of horse-sweat and wet leather, swaying a little 
gently with the steady, slow, sleepy rocking of the horse’s 
walk. "What war?" I said.
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"I don’t know,n Dru. said impatiently. "What dif
ference does it make anyway? Maybe it was in Europe. They 
are always fighting over there somewhere anyway. But he 
went to the war, a soldier, and Mother was afraid he 
wouldn’t come back again, and she married Father, all the 
time being in love with the soldier, and never forgetting 
him, even for ten years; Or maybe it was longer."

"What was his name?" I said.
"I don’t know," Dru said, impatiently again. "Nobody 

knew, nobody but Mother. And she never told anybody. And 
then this last time he came back, and he found out that she 
had got married, and he just Saw Mother one time, and he 
told her he would never see her again in his life, not tell
ing her that he would be killed because he didn’t want to 
worry her about that, but just saying it the other way. And 
she knew what he meant all the time, and she didn’t want him 
to leave, and then he said he wouldn’t take her, and she said 
she wanted to die too if she couldn’t go, but he still said 
he couldn’t take her. And then he left, and he got killed 
and it was hot long after that that she died too. He was my 
father, the soldier, the man who got killed in the war."

"I don’t believe it. Was he married to Mother?"
"I don’t know. She loved him all her life, and then, 

she died because he got killed. She never loved Father; he 
wasn’t even ray father. He was yours, I guess. But my father 
was a soldier." • • :



Beneath us the steady, almost soundless walking 
of the horse went on.

"I don't believe it," I said. "You made it up."
"It's true — " Dru looked off ahead of the horse, 

straight off down Orleans Street. The houses were smaller 
now; there weren't any more people driving on the street.
The sun had dropped a little. Shadows were long across the 
street.

I said, "You just sound like you're mad at him again. 
Why are you always trying to make up something about him?"

' L . ; ' " - - ■: ' ' ■■ •

And Dru said, "I'm only saying what I know is true."
"What have you always got against him? What's the 

matter with him? I don't see anything the matter with him 
like you and Aunt Cissie are all the time talking about.
One time I heard Aunt Cissie talking to some lady about 
Father. She said, 'He didn't go to Harvard. He didn't 
even go to Sewanee.' What does that mean, Dru? What's 
wrong with that?"

"He doesn't do anything but sit at a desk all day."
"What's the matter with that? A lot of men sit at 

desks all day. I don't see anything the matter with that."
Dru twitched her shoulder against my hand; I let go 

of her and held the saddle.
"If he had any nerve he would do something — "Dru 

turned around again. Her eyes were black and strong, and 
her voice had a sudden, sharp, angry sound. "He killed
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Mother anyway. It wag his fault that she died.*'
"I don't believe it. He wouldn't do anything like

that.”
How do you know?" Dru said. "You can't even re

member her. You never even saw her. You don't know any
thing about it."

"I know him, though. Even if I can't remember, I 
still know him."

But Dru wouldn't listen to me. "You don't know - 
anything about it," she said. "You haven't even got any 
business trying to talk about it. He not only was the 
cause of her dying, but now he’s trying to bring that 
woman into the house to take her place, and maybe marry 
her and ruin the whole family. He hasn't any respect for 
the family at all. He killed Mother, or just the same as 
did it, and then brought that woman up there to the house 
and for all we know maybe he's even married to her already, 
maybe married and not wanting to be married to her any more, 
and without knowing how to get rid of her now. There's no 
telling what he's going to do." Dru's voice rushed off into 
a soft, fading sound, dying out into nothing. "As long as 
I live I'm not going to do anything he tells me to," she 
said finally.

"What if he did marry Kiz Anne? I like her. Why 
don't you and Aunt Oissie want her to?"
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She turned and stared at me in surprise, as if she 
were shocked to find out that I didn't know already; then 
she said,"Because she thinks she is as good as my mother. 
She is trying to take her place

She looked away abruptly, as if she thought that - 
was all there was to be said about it, so I didn’t say 
anything. There never was any use arguing with Dru, be
cause she never would change her mind. She wouldn’t even 
listen if I tried to tell her she was wrong about Father 
and Miz Anne.

In a minute I said, ‘‘Don’t you think we’d better 
start back home pretty soon? They may be back at the 
house by now. “ We had gone a long way down Orleans Street 
by then. ..

“Not yet. I’m not through yet. I had a reason for 
coming.”

“Hot through what?" I said. . “What reason? Why 
didn’t you say so when we started? I get tired of the 
way you are always trying to make sanething up.”

“Shut up,” Dru said calmly, not even turning around. 
"I had the dream again. About the house. I dreamed about 
it when I was sleeping at dinnertime today. And it seemed 
that it was down in the south part of town this way some
where, and that there was something special I would find 
if I could only find the house.” She waited for a minute,
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half-turned around on the saddle.
"Dru, are you dreaming about something that has 

already happened?“
"I don’t know yet," she said. . v
"Do you think it is better to dream something that 

has happened, or to dream of something that is going to 
happen?" . . -

"I don't know." .
"Aunt Cissie says she always dreams about old 

things."
Dru’s voice was impatient. . She twisted angrily o n , 

the saddle. "What’s the difference?" she said; then her 
voice changed. It was low, different, quieter. "You know 
what I think I’ll find in the house?" she said.

"No,"I said. I was tired of hearing about it by 
now, tired of riding too.

"I think I'll find out something atout the soldier, 
about the man who was my father." Her voice was a little 
louder, sounding more excited. "Maybe I'll even find, him 
too.

"How would you know him if you did?" I said, and she 
didn't answer. And then I said, "I thought,you said he was 
dead, that he was killed in the war."

"Every time I dream about it, it seems more important," 
she said. "And every time it changes a little. I believe 
I ’ll find it today."
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"I’d like to get it over with, I know that," I 
said. "At the rate we’re going it’ll be dark before we 
get home, anyway."

"listen," Dru. said, not listening to what I said.
"I have a strong feeling we’ll find it today. That’s why 
I wanted to go looking for the house on horseback. If 
we shut our eyes and let him go, then maybe fate will 
guide him to it. That’s what I want to happen*" Her 
voice was hard and fast, and almost angry, except that she 
was talking about something that she wanted, and not about 
somebody she didn’t like, so it was only her way of speak
ing in excitement, and not really the anger talking.

I tried to change the subject, saying, "look how 
late it’s getting. Maybe now they will be back at the 
house. Maybe if we went home now we could even find out 
about -the man you were looking for."

"That’s where we’re going now, to find the house 
and maybe the man too, the soldier, the one who — "
: "I mean the other one," I said. "The one you said

was in the buggy. And anyway, you said the other one was 
dead."

•' "I want you to shut your eyes too, and think about 
the house hard. Think of it as a house you want to see. 
That’s the best way I can describe it to you. Thsb ’s the 
way it seems in the dream. Shut your eyes and think hard
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and maybe we will find it.”
It was usually easier to do what D m  said than it 

was to argue with her. She wouldn’t argue, anyway; she 
would only talk about her side, and not even listen to 
yours, the way Aunt Cissie did too, and scmetimes even 
Father.

I remembered suddenly that I hadn’t thought of a 
name for the chickens yet; I would have told Dru about 
it, but I was afraid that she might tell Aunt Cissie.

Dru said, "I’ve got mine shut. Are yours shut yet?" 
and I said, "Yes."

We were then almost to where Orleans Street runs 
into Mississippi Street and goes off at another angle. I 
looked to see if there was anything much on the street, and 
I couldn’t see anything but a wagon, pretty far down the 
street, going the other way. Then Dru turned around.^
"You haven’t got yours shut," she said, and I said, "I 
only opened them for a minute," and she said, "It won’t 
work unless you do it too," and I said, "All right," and 
then I shut my eyes. _ . - : ■

The sound of General’s hooves became louder, now 
that my eyes were shut. Dru was quiet, and I kept my eyes 
shut for what seemed like about a block, and then when I 
opened them again we had only passed two or three houses, 
and I said, "How will you know this man, the one you say 
was the soldier?"
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"Why, I'll just know him at once, by looking at 
him," D m  said, her voice angry, and worse than it seemed 
such a question would make her sound. . . .

"And without ever seeing him before, either," I said, 
"and with him dead already," and she turned angrily, before 
I could close, my.eyes, and she said, "I thought you would 
have your eyes open. You aren't trying to find the house," 
and so I shut my eyes, because it was easier than arguing.

D m  said, "Somebody's got to do something about the : 
way Father's doing. After the way he did about Mother, 
first — " . • _ ■ .. .
: "I don't believe he did anything like you say. I — "

"—  and now with that woman almost mining the whole 
family just by being in the house, it seems like that isn't 
enough for her, or for him, and now she's got to get mixed 
up with some man, going off with him at night, and no telling 
what else. If I could find that man it would do almost as 
well. Or if I could catch her. in something."

"How do you think you'll catch her?" I said, and I 
opened my eyes again; then, looking past Dm's shoulder, down 
the street ahead of us, I saw the open cemetery gates, with 
the green trees beyond the tall stone walls, and the white 
tombs and marble vaults and the small white squares of stones 
stretching on past the gates.

I said, "Look where we've got to now, Dru," and she 
said angrily, "You have opened your eyes again."
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I turned ray eyes back from the cemetery gates and the 
trees beyond and the small white scattered stones to her face, 
and I said, "You're not going in there, are you?"

And she must have opened her eyes too, because in a 
minute she said, "That was the rule, to let General find 
the way to go. Are you afraid again?"

"No," I said. "I'm not afraid. Only I don't see any 
use in going in there to ride, not with a whole town full of 
streets to ride on. Besides, we've got to go back home right 
away, anyway."

"This is the direction of fate and chance," she said. 
"I’m not going to turn him away."

And she let General go on through the gate, and we 
started down the curving path, going beneath the hanging 
limbs of trees, going by the stones and the rows of little 
flowers.

General went on past the gates, and the paths began 
to curve and wind, and I knew that Dru was waiting for me to 
say I was afraid, so that she could turn and Isaigh; and I 
could almost feel a kind of excitement coming up from her, 
although I couldn’t tell whether it was from waiting for me 
to say I was afraid, or from thinking that now the horse 
would lead her to the house, even here in the cemetery, with 
the houses all beyond the walls.

But I knew that she would have been as glad to hear me 
say I was afraid as she would have been to find the house, or
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even the man, the soldier; and I didn’t say anything at
all. ' .. V  V ■ - : :

I wouldn’t have had time to say it anyway, even if 
I had wanted to. Because then Dru began to look the way 
she got from being too excited or too angry, the way she : 
was when she was telling me what I had said she made up, 
about the different father, the man she called a soldier.
I felt her back stiffen sharply, holding to her from be
hind, going down the curving paths on General. I felt 
the sudden tenseness of her back, and the swing and pitch 
of her shoulder and her arm as she let go of the rein and 
twisted on the saddle. Her face came around a little, while 
she slipped on the saddle, and I saw the far-off glaring of 
her eyes; then I began to slip, sliding from the horse when 
Dru let go of the rein and swayed loosely on the saddle. I 
couldn’t do anything; I was falling all the time. I was 
afraid to hold to her and pull her down with me because I 
was afraid she wouldn’t know how to fall and might not even 
see the ground at all, so I let go of her back, sliding down 
from the horse all the way. I struck the ground, rolling;
I slid across from the path and my face went down in a soft 
bed of flowers and I rolled over slowly, trying to feel if 
I was hurt, and I heard the horse go on away from me on the 
path and I sat up and looked after him, watching Dru sway 
back and forth, her head rolling back, only the twisted
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skirt holding her to the saddle.
Then the horse began to trot, the rein swinging 

loosely about,his neck; and Dru pitched forward on the 
saddle. She slipped to the side, nearly falling, held up 
by the skirt twisted and hooked about the saddle; then her 
left hand caught General’s mane and twisted up in it, and 
they went on away from me down the winding paths.

I had heard Loosh say before that a horse had sense 
enough to know that you were afraid; that he could feel it 
through your legs or through your hold on the rein, that 
when you got afraid or when anything happened then he 
got afraid himself.

I could hear the clattering sound of his hooves 
dying away on the path. Then they came into sight again, 
going through a clear space between the trees, down the 
lane from me, and I got up slowly, looking down to the 
open space, from which they had already disappeared be
fore I got to my feet.

I ran toward where I had seen them last. There 
was nothing to see then, though; there was only the dying 
sound of the trotting hooves, striking against the gravel 
of the curving path.

Behind me as I walked the sun began to sink. It 
was maybe five o’clock. I walked on through the trees, 
past the carved marble angels, through the headstones and
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the walled family plots and vaults, walking as fast as I 
could, going down the center of the lane, with my eyes 
straining ahead through the dusk for the horse, listening 
for the faintly dying sound of hooves.

. Through the trees and past the gentle flat hills I 
could see the tall white walls, gathering shadows now in 
the dusk. Then I looked back through the gravestones and 
the green grass and bending willow trees, and I saw Dru 
and the horse again, far down the path from me; through 
a flashing glimpse of trees I saw her swing and turn with 
a limp roll, about to fall from the saddle. And then the 
horse must have begun to feel that something was wrong 
himself, because as Dru turned sideways in the saddle, 
General began to run; his legs flashed, stretching, and 
he pitched from a fast trot into a gallop, while Dru’s 
hand swung free from his mane, free of the saddle now, 
both arms swinging suddenly loose from her sides like 
limp pieces of cloth while her shoulder swung farther 
down and her leg slipped over, the swirling skirt clear 
of the.saddle now too, until one minute she was a part of 
the running horse, and the next minute she was free of him 
and I could see daylight between her and the horse and then 
Dru was falling to the ground, while the horse ran on away 
from her, with the loosely flying stirrup of the sidesaddle 
striking against its sides. "He ran on down the path, away 
from Dru, going faster all the time; and I ran down to
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where I had seen Dru fall, where I couldn’t see her now 
any more. . I still heard the fast-clattering hooves; then 
I saw Dru, pitched in a twisted heap on the ground by the 
edge of the curving path. She wasn't moving. I ran faster, 
kneeling, by her head, hearing the crashing' thud of hooves 
grow fainter as the horse plunged on away,

Dru's face was white, her eyes rolled back and still. 
Her. body had stopped moving; it was limp now, and her breath 
made a steady, hoarse, rushing sound. I shook her a little, 
trying to make her eyes move, and they didn’t move, and it 
began to get a little darker, and I ran over to one of the 
flower places and took up a can from the gravestones and 
threw the flowers out and carried the can of water back to 
Dru.

She only moved a little when I threw the water in 
her face. Her head jerked away to the side, and I thought 
that even the water wasn’t going to do any good. Then she 
moved; again, pushing her hair back with her hand, moving 
her eyes over slowly to look past me up at the dark sky.

She sat up, staring at my face. Her mouth looked 
like she was going to curse. , .

"Dru," I said.
"You ought to see your face,” she said, moving her 

mouth in the cursing shape. "Your face looks like a sheet."
"It doesn’t. Anyway, what if it does?"
"Because you’re afraid. I’m not afraid.”
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"What difference does it make," I said. I m s  al
most shouting at her, my mouth not six inches from her 
face. "Why is it bad to be afraid anyway, if there is 
something to be afraid of?"

"I would rather be dead than afraid of anything,"
Bru said, her hot eyes looking back at mine. She tried to 
get up and she couldn't and sat back down again. It was 
getting darker.

"They are going to be worried about where we are,"
I said. ■ .

"Who cares? Where is the horse?"
"I don't know,” I said. I couldn't hear him any 

more. “Maybe out on the street again by now."
So I sat there waiting for her to rest, while all 

around it got darker, somehow making the whiteness of Dru's 
face seem worse.

Then I heard the horse. Ke came crashing across the 
little hills toward us, away from the paths now, going past 
us not far away; and through the dusk and the trunks of 
scattered trees I saw him, saw the flying stirrup swing 
wildly from the empty saddle. Then he was gone again, at 
full gallop, still wild and frightened and unspent.

Dru turned her white face to look after the horse. I 
heard him going on away. Dru said, "That's what good being 
afraid does you. When you're afraid you're not any better
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than the horse. He ought to be winded in about ten min
utes. Then maybe he will stop, the fool.”

I was looking off down the path through- the shadows 
and the dusk, toward the sound of the galloping horse going 
off across the green carpet of the grass, through the small 
bushes and the smooth mounds of graves , straight on across 
the slowly rolling hills of the quiet green cemetery, into 
the closing darkness. I turned back to Dru. She was sit
ting up, leaning back on both arms, looking beyond me at 
something. I was near the middle of the path, and D m  was 
staring past me toward the other side of the path, her eyes 
intent and furious. "David,” she said. "Look. I knew we 
would find it. This is why I fell, here dm this very spot.
It is the hand of fate," and I said, "What?" leaning over 
to look at her face closely because by now it was too dark 
to see very far. .

"There, behind you,” she said. "The sign of the house, 
the sign of everything — " and she got up, moving past me 
across the path, and I followed her, and in the falling 
shadows I could see the tall, roofed marble tomb standing 
dimly in the dusk, the pointed roof above four columns at 
the comers, with the marble casket beneath the roof. ’

Dru didn’t say anything. I walked beside her as she 
reached the tomb. Her face wasn’t even excited, but quiet, 
certain, as if she had known all the time that this would
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happen; then we came to the roofed tomb, and;I saw above 
the carved marble casket the carved officer's sword across 
the marble wreath; and I looked down at Bra where she was 
kneeling over the name carved at the foot of the tomb, with 
part of the stone with the name broken off, maybe three- 
quarters of it gone, with only a little piece on the left 
side spelling the letters Major J-,

Dru stood up. It was almost dark now and I could 
hardly see her face. When she spoke her voice had the 
special sound she had learned when she" took expression 
classes a year or two before, a way of speaking that she 
only used for reciting poetry, or for speaking to strangers 
now and then, when she wanted to be polite. "Major," she 
said quietly. She was standing very straight. "I knew it 
would be this way from the dream. David, will you go and 
leave me for a little while?" .

“What?" I said. "Go where? Look how dark it's get
ting . Aren't you going home now?"

"Only a little way off will do. Only for a little 
while, for a few minutes. This is something that means 
very much to me. Can't you understand that I want to be 
alone here now?" She was still speaking the same way. She 
was holding her hand a certain way now, with the fingers 
bent limply, curved. I had seen people do it on the stage. 
"Please," she said quietly.
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"Couldn’t we come back again tomorrow?" I said, 
and she said, "Ho," and I was so surprised, not over what 
she wanted to do, or from anything that had happened, bat 
from her asking me to leave politely, that I walked away 
about ten or twelve feet and sat down on the grass, while 
she kneeled down again before the faint white shape of the 
marble tomb, in front of the broken name plate with the 
letters crumbled away.

She didn’t move, and I listened for the horse but 
I couldn’t hear him anywhere, and thinking of the way the 
tomb looked, with the wreath and the sword on the casket,
I remembered a small Roman sword I had at home, carved 
from wood, with a tinfoil sheath bound around with copper 
wire. It was only two or three inches long, small enough 
to go in my pocket, and I used to go about holding it in
side my pocket, pretending that I was Caesar, giving silent 
orders to armies inside my head; and thinking of this I 
decided to call my gamecock Caesar.

Then Dru stood up and walked toward me. "Let’s go 
back to the gate," she said. Her voice was quiet and certain. 
We walked along the path, and I couldn’t quite see her face.

There was a street lamp burning beyond the gate, and 
there was something different about the gate itself, only I 
couldn’t tell what it was at first; Dru's face was quiet 
now, and from the way she walked on steadily you couldn’t
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tell that she had ever fallen from a horse in her life.
I heard the sound of General going off faintly oh the 
other side of the cemetery, as if he were running straight 
across the middle, toward the wall on the other side. Then 
we came up to the gate, and while we stood there before it 
I knew that the funny thing about the gate was that it was 
locked. " - : :

But Dru didn’t seem to notice. She moved on toward 
the shut and locked gate, looking through it to the street 
and the lamp-light on the other side, and I didn’t say any
thing to her, not wanting her to think I was worried about 
the gate, not wanting her to worry too and maybe be sick 
again. And Dru put her hand against the gate and pushed 
and it didn’t move, a heavy tall gate of iron bars with a 
heavy lock, a square space a foot or more across. She 
looked steadily at the gate.

”1 guess maybe it’s locked,” I said. "I think they 
close it up around dark every night.”

She turned on me suddenly. I could see her white 
face now, just her face and her eyes. "Are you even afraid 
of a gate?” she said. "Isn’t there anything you aren’t 
afraid of?”

"I’m not afraid," I said. "Only I don’t want to be 
locked up in a cemetery all night. Hot if I can help it."

"Baby," she said, and she looked at the gate; then 
I began to climb it, not even thinking now of how tall it



77

was, thinking more of her saying that I was afraid of it.
It wasn’t a tall gate, not more than eight or ten feet tall, 
and climbing it was not really hard, or it didn’t seem hard 
when I got to the top; it was more that if I had just looked 
at the gate and seen how far it went above my head, and with
out having Dru say I was afraid of the cemetery, then I might 
not have climbed it at all. But I sat on the top, hearing 
the horse again, as he came along the wall and ran past the 
gate, following the wall around, crashing wildly still through 
the darkness of the locked cemetery; then I leaned down and 
put my hand down to where Dru was climbing and I got her hand 
and began to pull her up and then we were both on top and I 
slid down the other side and helped her down after me and 
we stood on the street beyond the gate.

"Bow," I said.
"What?" Dru said.
"How are we going to get home? And what are they 

going to say when we do get there?"
She didn’t answer at once, as if she hadn’t heard me, 

and while I was waiting I heard one more time the fading sound 
of the horse, far-off now and fainter, beyond the locked gate 
in the darkness, following the curve of the walls.

"There are street cars running," Dru said. "Come on."
"You can’t ride on them without any money." I said. 

"Have you got any?"
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"I don’t need any money," Dru said. She was already 
walking away. I followed her and we got to the first comer 
and turned to go across to the next street, where the street 
car ran.

"How are you going to ride without any money?" I 
said, and Dru didn’t answer. It was dark now; through a 
lighted window I could see some people eating, in a house 
about a half a block away. "What do you think they are 
going to say at home when we get there?" I said.

Dru sat down on the edge of the street. Her face 
wasn’t angry now, but it might as well have been; she only 
stared off down the street, and not as if she were watching 
for the car to come, but as if she were looking without see
ing anything at all. I said, "Do you think your dream means 
anything different now?"

"I always knew what it meant," Dru said. "Even at 
the first I knew what it meant." Her voice was impatient 
and sharp. She turned her face toward me for just a minute; 
then she looked off down the empty street again.

I said, "I mean do you think it means something that 
has already happened or something that hasn’t happened yet?
Or is this the end of the dream?"

"What good is a dream about something that has already 
happened?" Dru said. "You already know about that."

I saw the horses of the street car about two blocks
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down the street, where they were coming around the comer. 
"Father says Aunt Cissie dreams about things that have hap
pened ," I said; "and that she doesn’t have to go to sleep to 
do it, that she can do it even better awake. He says she 
just dreams over everything that ever happened to her, only 
by being awake and dreaming it she can make it all seem a 
lot better than it ever was.”

Dru wasn’t listening. She got up and walked out to 
the middle of the street to wait for the car.

The man stopped the horses and we got on the car.
He seemed to be in a hurry. He was a little man; his face 
was shining as if he had been working hard all day and was 
still hot, and he had long mustaches that dropped down on 
both sides. Dru didn’t even look at the man. She started 
to walk on past him and sit down. There weren’t many people 
on the car. "Wait," the man said. He reached out quickly 
and caught at D m ’s sleeve just before she got by him; then 
I looked at D m ’s face one time and decided that I might as 
well get off the car.

She seemed to be pretending that she hadn’t noticed 
the man catching her sleeve; although she must not have even 
been pretending that she didn’t know what he meant, because 
she said, "It will be all right. My father is Cornelius 
Kirby. He

"Well’m” the man said. He looked through the front
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there quietly with heads dropped down, jerking them up now 
and then, twitching their tails back and forth. ”1 know,” 
the man said. "Or least I don’t know. Hot him, anyway."

"Do you mean to say that you don’t know who he is?"
Dru said. She looked straight at the street car man’s face, 
and her voice got a little colder. "I am Drusilla Kirby.”

The man still seemed to be in a hurry. He glanced 
down at the reins that came through the front window to 
his hands. Dru seemed to be waiting for him to say he was 
sorry that he hadn’t known who she was at first; or maybe 
she was waiting for him to pay her for getting on the car.
The man said, "If you ain’t got the money then go on and 
get off. I can’t be riding you for nothing."

Dru didn’t seem to be able to speak at first; her 
face got a little whiter. She said,"My father — "

"Have you got the money to ride with?" the man said. 
"Yes or no?" .;

"When my father — "
"No," I said. "But — ”
"Well," the man said. He took hold of Dru’s arm and 

started pushing her toward the door and she still didn't seem 
to be able to speak; she even seemed too surprised to move, 
except that she didn’t need to herself, now that the man was 
pushing her. I got off the car ahead of them. Then Dru stood

80
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on the street looking at the man while he struck the team 
with the lines and started off in the street car. One of 
the people on the street car laughed as they went on away 
from us. I could hear the wheels grinding slowly over the 
gravel of the street.

Then Dru seemed to get her voice again, all at once, 
looking after the street car with her face turning suddenly 
from white to dark red, she hollered, "Goddam, goddamn, 
goddamnl" Her voice rose to a shriek; she nearly choked 
herself.

"let's go sit on the curb," I said.
Dru didn't move. She didn't look at me. But in a 

minute she said, "I'm going to stand right here in this spot 
until the next one comes, and we'll see if he can put me 
off."

I didn't say anything; I walked on over to the side
walk and stood there a little while in the darkness until I 
was sure of what I should have known in the beginning, that 
Dru wasn't going to move from the middle of the street until 
the next car came; then I walked down to the next corner and 
sat down on the curb, watching for the street car to come 
around the comer, turning my head back the other way now 
and then to look at Dru still waiting in the middle of the 
empty street.

When the street car came I got on and the man looked
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at me, and I said, "I haven’t got any money at all because 
when I left home I was riding on a horse and I didn’t know 
that I would have to ride the street car but if you will 
let me ride I ’ 11 give you my father ’ s name and he will send 
you the money in the morning if you will give me your name.
My sister wants to ride too.“

"Wait," the man said.
"His name is Kirby," I said. "My name is David Kirby. 

He would have given me the money himself in the beginning, 
only — "

"Wait," the man said again. .
"Anyway he’ll send you the money," I said. "It.isn’t 

very far either. And my sister — "
"Wait. Just go on and sit down. I reckon that will 

be easier than having to figure out about all this." He 
turned around and looked at me hard, staring, while I walked 
by him and sat down. There weren’t any other people on the 
street car. "Just don’t tell anybody I did it," the man 
said. He turned back and looked at the horses. Then he 
looked at me again, and over toward the door, and he said, 
"Where is your sister?"

"She’s up at the next comer."
"What’s she doing up there?"
"She just decided she wanted to wait up there," I 

said, and the man started to say something else, but he
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didn’t; and then he shook the lines at the team and we 
went on to the next comer and stopped and D m  got on the 
oar and looked at the man hard and he looked back at her 
almost as hard and neither of them said anything, and D m  
walked on back and sat down, in a different seat from me, 
and we rode all the way to the comer by Aunt Oissie’s 
house without her saying a word to me. She just sat still, 
staring out through the window at the houses and the empty 
streets without turning her head until we got to the corner 
by Aunt Cissie’s house. And we walked through the front 
door of our house and I saw Father and Aunt Oissie sitting 
in the parlor, talking loudly in some kind of argument, so 
that it seemed to me that they might have been arguing ever 
since I had seen them last in the morning, before D m  and 
Loosh and I went off to church; but D m  didn’t even stop to 
find out what the argument was, and even though she must have 
been hungry, from not eating very much at dinner, she went on 
upstairs to her room, and not just because she was tired, but 
because of the way she had been doing ever since she fell off 
the horse, the way that made her seem to have something on 
her mind that nothing else could change.

Father and Aunt Oissie didn’t notice me at first when 
I walked into the parlor.

I said, "The horse is locked up in the cemetery."
Then both of them turned toward the door and looked 

at me. Only Aunt Oissie didn’t pay much attention. "Child,
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do be quiet," she said, as if I had been standing there all 
the time, ever since they had first started talking. "Can't 
you see that your father and I are talking?”

"Well. A cemetery,” Father said. "You don’t need to 
tell me what horse. I have already discovered that, without 
your help."

"Where have you been?" Aunt Cissie said, turning to 
me and smiling, carefully. "Where did you and Brasilia go?" 
she said, and I said, "Well, we went riding."

"Are you sure it was a cemetery?" Father said.
"Yes, sir," I said. Father left the room.
"Bid you have a good ride?" Aunt Cissie said.
"Yessum," I said. . . .
"And where is Brasilia now?"
"She went up to her room, I think. Is Father mad?"
"I don’t know, child," she said, but she didn’t seem 

to be paying any attention to me any more.
Father came back with loosh. "You’ll have to get 

the caretaker first, I suppose, to let you in and help you 
find the horse," Father said. "But don’t come back here 
without that horse. Bo you understand?"

"Yes, sir," loosh said, his face looking calm and 
mournful.

"It’s locked up," I said.
"Bon’t come back without the horse," Father said again.
loosh went on through the.back of the house, and in the
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quietness as he left I heard him close the door. Then 
Father looked at me.

"How did you get home?" he said finally.
"We rode on the street oar," I said.
"I see. I am going to read a while," he said, and 

he started toward the door, but halfway there he turned 
around again.. "David,” he said. . ;

"Sir," I said.
"I won’t have you going off again like this," he 

said. "Don’t let Drusilla persuade you to do these things."
"Mo, sir," I said, and I was going to explain how 

it had happened, but he didn’t wait to hear; he turned around 
and went on through the door; and then Aunt Cissie smiled, 
not looking at me exactly, and she said, "How you and I 
must go down to my house."

"Yessum," I said, and we walked out into the hall 
together and to the front door, and I was thinking that 
even though I had decided to name the gamecock Caesar I 
still had no name for the other.

We walked down from the porch and started across 
the lawn, and everything was quiet, except for a light wind 
that rustled the leaves in the trees on the lawn, and then 
the mockingbird began to’sing.

■ We reached the street before our house, walking 
slowly; and we turned toward the corner, to go down to 
Aunt Cissie’s house, and behind us the mockingbird trilled
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steadily, with a flowing liquid sound; and I didn't ask 
Aunt Cissie about what Viny said about the mockingbirds, 
because I knew what she would say, either that it was sin
ful, that Viny was wrong in saying it, or that I was wrong 
in remembering.

So we walked slowly toward the comer, with the 
mockingbird song fading behind us softly, and the light 
wind stirring the stiff magnolia leaves, and I could just 
barely hear the silken, slithering rustle of the cloth of 
Aunt Cissie*s long skirt; and then I noticed the large red 
moon, round and bright and red as blood, coming out low 
above the trees, and looking low enough to touch; and then 
a buggy turned from the corner ahead of us, passing by us 
on the street, going toward our house, and Aunt Cissie 
stopped walking and turned to look at the buggy and it went 
toward our house, but before it quite reached there Aunt 
Cissie took my hand and turned back and started walking again.

"Who is that?" I said. :
"I'm sure that I don't know. Your governess, I daresay, 

out riding with a friend."
I couldn't see her face, and her voice was the same as 

ever, but she was walking faster. '
I was hoping then that she would go across the back 

yard and into the house through the kitchen, because it would 
be shorter than going around to the front, and all at once I 
felt tired, but I should have known she wouldn't, for she
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walked all the way to the corner and down the long side
walk before her lawn and then in through the front walk 
to the door, as if back doors were not good enough for her 
even though the front door might be ten times as far as the 
back; and we went inside, through the front door, through 
the dark hall to the parlor, where everything was dark, with 
only a light from somewhere on the street shining faintly 
through some colored window-panes. In Aunt Cissie’s house, 
even in the daytime, with all the windows open, tall windows 
that reached far up toward the high ceilings and came down 
to the floor, the light never seemed to enter all the way; 
it seemed to stop just within the windows, and the tall 
rooms themselves were never filled with light. There were 
always shadows around the corners and over the heavy pieces 
of furniture, and over the vases and little china figures and 
the small glass things that stood around, on tables and ped
estals and filled the rooms so much that you were always 
afraid to move in Aunt Cissie * s house . It was a place where 
you felt uncomfortable, where it seemed that the wisest thing 
to do was to sit carefully on a chair without moving until it 
was time to leave again.

So I sat in a big chair in the parlor, and Aunt Cissie 
moved around a while in the darkness, without running into 
anything, almost as if she didn't need any light in her 
house, as if she knew it so well from some other time that 
she didn't even need to open her eyes, or as if the things



88

which she wanted to see had already happened and that now 
to open her eyes and look meant only an interruption; but 
finally she stopped moving, and then she lit a lamp.

But we didn’t stay. Aunt Cissie didn’t even sit 
down. "Gome, child," she said, and I thought about telling 
her I was tired, and then I remembered that I was hungry 
too; and I followed her down the dark hall to the kitchen, 
where she lit another lamp and went into the pantry. I 
began to wonder what she would find to eat, because she 
never ate any meals at home, but always at our house, but 
then in a minute she came out with a glass of milk and a 
plate of little cakes and I took one and bit it and it 
dissolved into nothing with only air inside.

I ate the whole plate of cakes and Aunt Cissie just 
stood there a little beyond the table, looking out through 
the back window at nothing in the darkness, and I was still 
hungry, and I said, "Aren’t you going to eat?"

And she said, "I’ll have a little something later. I 
can hardly bear to eat, I’m so upset all the time." And she 
went back into the pantry and I heard a light tinkling of 
glass, and she came out in a minute with a decanter and a 
cut-glass tumbler, and she said, "Come now, we must go."

"Who is the friend?" I said.
And she smiled pleasantly, in the way Dru said she 

didn’t mean to be pleasant at all, and she said, "I’m quite
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sure I don’t know. It is no concern of mine. Gome now, we 
must go.”



CHAPTER 17 .

The next morning I found out that the tooth was 
loose, either from getting hit on something when I fell 
off the horse, or from just naturally getting ready to 
come out. Viny came down to Aunt Cissie’s to wake me up, 
but I was already awake, lying there in the wide bed with 
the sunlight coming in level rays across the room, and I 
was pushing the loose tooth back and forth with my tongue, 
and Viny said, "Come on, you, get out the bed. I ain't got 
all day. I got breakfast to get," and I said, "My tooth is 
loose."

That was before breakfast, and after I got dressed 
and went back to our house I had to eat alone, because 
Father had already gone up town, and Miz Anne was still in 
her room, and Dru never got up anyway unless she wanted to; 
and when I finished breakfast I went back to the kitchen.

Viny rattled a lot of pans around. She was putting 
cloves in a big ham, cutting the skin in squares, putting 
a clove in the middle of each square, putting crushed pine
apple all around on the outside of the ham.

I said, "Where did you hide the wine this time?"
"Huh? What wine?" she said, and she.turned around 

from the stove to look at me sharply, with her eyes all 
squinted up, but she knew I was talking about the wine she
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cooked the hams with, and that she had to hide because 
Father didn’t approve of the way she used it. It wasn’t
the wine he didn’t like, but the way she saved all the ham
drippings and the wine from the last ham she used to cook 
the next ham with, putting it all up in a big stone crock,
and only adding new wine each time. She said it added to
the flavor to save it from one ham to the next, but Father 
said she should start all over with each ham, and whenever 
he found the stone crock he made her get rid of it, so she 
kept hiding it in new places. "He eat the ham, all right, 
when he don’t know how it got cooked," she always said, and 
if Father knew the ham had a flavor of Burgundy he must have 
thought it was new, and not something saved over from the 
last dozen hams she had cooked.

But she had already hidden the crock with the wine 
and ham drippings now, because she was getting ready to put 
the ham back in the oven and bake it with the cloves and 
crushed pineapple now. I said, "You reckon this tooth will 
come out?"

"I reckon I ain’t studying no toof myself. How come 
you think I ain’t got nothing else to do all day but study 
about you and your toofs and chickens and all the other things 
you always getting into all the time? How come is that? You 
just tell me that." But she seemed to be talking to herself, 
to hear the sound of her voice, like the songs she sang to 
herself.



She finished sticking the cloves in the ham and put 
it in the oven. Then she wiped her hands on her apron and 
said, "let me see that toof," and I walked over and opened 
my mouth and wiggled the tooth with my tongue. .

Viny squinted up her eyes and made a face. "Boh, 
that toof ought to just naturally fall out your mouth by 
itself.” She went over to the cupboard and came back with 
a piece of string about three feet long.

"What's that for?" I said.
"To pull.that toof," she said.
"Maybe we better wait until it gets looser," I said.
"Here, you let me have that toof and no foolishness.

I ain’t got all day."
So she tied the string to. the tooth, and I held onto 

the string. I had already decided it would be better to 
wait. -

"Viny," I said. ."How come is it people don’t fall 
off when the world is upside down?"

"Upside— ? For the Lawd’s sake, how is I to know. 
Upside down 1 Who is going to go around worrying about fall
ing off? . You ain’t fall off yet, is you?"

"Ho. But why don’t you, Viny?" _
She had let go the string now.
When I had first heard about people being on the out

side of the world I think the trouble was they kept using a 
ball to show me.the shape of the world, and that kept reminding
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me of a glass ball I had with a man on a horse inside. That 
made it come out right, with all the dirt in the bottom of 
the world, like the inside half of the ball, weighted so it 
wouldn’t turn over, with the statue of General Forrest right 
in the middle, in a park in the middle of Memphis, with the 
rest of the world stretching out flat on all sides from Mem
phis in the center, and the sky and the stars and the sun 
and moon and clouds overhead, fixed on the inside upper half 
of this ball. That way it seemed reasonable.

"How do I know?” Tiny said. "Maybe they sticks on 
like flies standing upside down on the ceiling. You seen 
how them flies'can stand up there upside down, ain’t you? 
let me pull that toof." - ’

But I still held in my hand the end of the string 
tied to my tooth.

"Wait," I said. "I’m still not ready yet."
"How soon you going to get ready?- You going around 

the rest of the day with that string hanging out your mouth? 
Give me that string here."

She took hold of the string again and I held on be
tween her and the tooth. "Let go the string," Viny said. 
"You won’t even feel it. Think about them chickens you and 
Loosh all the time fooling with. Don’t look at the string. 
Let go the string."

"Hot yet," I said.
She let go the string in disgust.
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"If you lose that tqof and a chicken step on it 
they ain’t no new toof going to grow back," she said.

"How come?" I said.
"Chickens ain’t got no toofstheyselves. It puts 

a conjur on the toof. Keep it and put it under your pil
low at night." .;

So now that she had given up pulling the tooth I 
put the end of the string in my shirt where it wouldn’t 
catch on anything and pull the tooth out before I was 
ready, and I went out to see my chickens. I hadn’t 
realized exactly before that they didn’t have any teeth. .

But when I got to the coop I noticed there was a 
strange boy standing over in the garden behind the Carson 
house. He was a little bigger than I was; I hadn’t seen 
him before.

"Where you going?" the boy said.
.,"I’m going to look at my chickens."
"What are you doing with chickens? You aren’t big 

enough. You haven’t,got any chicken."
"Yes, I have," I said. "Oyer there." I pointed 

toward the coop where my chickens lived.
. He began to laugh,. "I don’t reckon those are 

yours," he said.. "Where would you get any chickens anyway?"
"My father gave me the money to buy them with," I

said.
Then he laughed again. "Him?" he said. "He wouldn’t
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give you any money to buy chickens."
I began to climb over the fence into the vegetable 

garden where he stood. He wasn’t much bigger than I was, 
but heavier. He walked over a little closer. "What’s that 
in your mouth?" he said, looking at the string tied to my 
tooth. We were both standing in the Carsons’ garden now, 
surrounded by the plants with the late summer tomatoes, the 
eggplants and the summer squash.

"Why, I’m going to pull this tooth out," I said, and 
he laughed again. It was an unpleasant sound.

"I bet you’re afraid to pull it out," he said. "I’ve 
pulled out a lot of teeth myself.“

Then he waited for me to say something. It seemed to 
be a strange sort of game, in which he would say something 
bad, and I would" be expected to say something worse, and then 
wait for him; so that it would get worse and worse, and I 
couldn’t see'where it would end.

But I didn’t seem to say the next thing fast enough.
He took his turn instead.

"Chickens, hah,11 he said. "Your father wouldn’t 
give you any money to buy chickens. He can’t think about 
anything but whisky. He’s a drunken — " '

"That isn’t true," I said.
He laughed again, and he made his words sound like

a song.
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"Your mother was a bad woman, your father is a — "
I hit him then with one of the tomatoes. I didn't 

even know I had pulled it off the plant. He started holler
ing and threw a tomato back at me, and I hit him in the face 
with another one, and two other boys came running out to the 
garden. They started throwing tomatoes too, and before long 
there were tomatoes and" squash and eggplants lying all over 
the ground and I had tomatoes all over me, and there weren't 
any left to pull off the plants, and we were all hollering, 
and then Viny had hold of me by the collar. The three other 
boys started running as soon as they saw her.

"I declare," Viny said. "As soon as I turn my back.
Wait until your father find out."

"It wasn’t my fault; they started it themselves," I
said.

"Huh," she said. "As if I didn't know you better than 
that. I reckon all you Kirbys just alike."

She dragged me on into the house to where Miz Anne was 
sitting in the East room.

"look here what he done done," Viny said to her. "And 
me with my hands full in the kitchen. And pulled off all the 
tomatoes and everything else out the garden at Carsons *, throw
ing them all over the place. Him and them white trash children."

"I didn't start it," I said, and then I stopped speak
ing. I was looking at Miz Anne, and she had a strange bruise
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on the side of her face, a curving purple mark that stretched 
across her cheek. Her face had a worried expression, and she 
hardly looked at me, and then only to frown a little. "Get 
him cleaned up, please, Viny. I'll let his father speak to 
him." •

So we went upstairs, and Viny grumbled the whole time 
I was getting cleaned. "Who you think got to wash all these 
clothes?" she said. "How many times a day you got to put on 
clean clothes? How come you ain't pulled that toof out yet? 
Wait until your father find out about you ruining that garden 
next door."

I don't know when it began to seem unfair; it was one 
of those things that get started in your head and grow and 
grow in spite of what you think, and you try to stop thinking 
about it and you can't, and everything you look at or try to 
think about keeps reminding you of what you're trying to for
get. I got the idea they were being unfair, and that they 
weren't trying to understand, although I couldn't decide exact
ly what was wrong, except that at first what I had done seemed 
right to me, even if the garden got ruined in doing it, but now 
it all seemed wrong, and they were the ones who had changed it. 
Maybe it was because Miz Anne had never been cross with me be
fore, or not that I could remember. But now it all seemed 
wrong.

Miz Anne still seemed cross and worried when Viny took 
me in again.
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And she hardly looked at me. "Go put him in his 
room to stay," she said. And then to me she said, "You 
stay in there, do you understand? When your father comes 
home this afternoon he will punish you."

"I reckon you heard that all right," Viny said.
She put me in the room and shut the door. I couldn’t hear 
anything in the house. Then in a little while I heard a 
lot of rattling and knocking around in the kitchen, and I 
knew that Viny was busy again. Dru must have still been 
in her room.

Then the idea kept getting stronger and stronger 
and I couldn’t think about anything else, and it seemed 
like they didn’t want me in the house.

It didn’t take me long to get ready. I tucked the 
end of the tooth string back in the clean shirt Viny had 
put on me, so it wouldn’t get caught on anything. I got 
out my three Indian arrowheads, the silver belt buckle with 
CSA twined together on it that Father had given me, and an 
old chicken foot I had been saving, and tied them all up 
together in a handkerchief and put it in my pocket.

Then I opened the window and slipped out on the rose 
trellis and climbed slowly down to the ground, not making 
any noise at all, because the trellis wasn’t very far from 
one of the kitchen windows, and Viny could have seen me if 
she looked out through the window in the right direction.
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I cut across the Carsons1 yard; the boys weren't 
anywhere in sight. Maybe they were getting punished too.

On the way I stopped to look at the chickens, and 
they both cocked their heads over to stare at me with their 
round, dark, beady eyes, almost as if they were getting ready 
to speak. I thought if they did, it would be a grumbling, 
cross thing they would say, like the things Viny always said. 
They had a cross look about them. Maybe it was because all 
they knew how to do was fight.

I would have liked to take them, or one of them at 
least, but I decided it wouldn’t be a good idea.

I told them both good-bye.
Then I walked out to Vance Avenue. There were a lot 

of streets ahead of me. They seemed in my mind to stretch 
on and on forever, so far you’d never get there.

I was tired already when I got to Orleans Street, the 
first one that crossed Vance Avenue. But I kept on walking 
up Vance, and finally I got to Lauderdale, where the big iron 
deers stood out on the lawn of the Chamberlain house, and I 
sat down on the edge of the street to rest awhile, and I 
looked at the iron deers, and I felt in my pocket to make sure 
that my handkerchief with the things inside was still there.

It seemed like a long time since I left home, although 
it couldn’t have been more than about nine o ’clock, because 
the sun wasn't very high. I got up and started walking again. 
Vance Avenue was a street of fine houses, all built after the
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war, though, in what Aunt Cissie said was a cheap and gaudy 
style, built by people who had more money than taste. She 
always put on a certain expression when she happened to look 
at houses like these, as though she had suddenly noticed a 
smell. I couldn't see that these houses were much different 
from hers and ours, both of which had been built by Uncle 
Frederick after the war; and he seemed to have made a lot of 
money suddenly himself, or at least from what they said now 
and then he only had a little store down in Mississippi before 
the war, before Aunt Cissie married him.

Finally I got to Hernando Street, after what seemed 
like hours; and then it felt like I was getting there at last, 
although I was very tired. I walked on up to Second Street, 
and then it was only a block to Main Street , and then up to 
Front Street, and I could see the river, and it must have been 
noon by then.

There were plenty of boats. I looked at them all care
fully, moored along the bank, and finally I selected the big
gest and fanciest one.

The Captain was having dinner in his cabin. The cabin 
boy who took me up said, "He says he wants passage, sir." I 
stood just within the door.

"Have you money for the passage?" the Captain said.
"I thought I might work for it," I said.
He put down the napkin and looked at me, his eyes stop

ping finally at the string tied to my tooth, and still he didn't
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smile. He was a gruff-looking man a little older than 
Father. "What's your name, boy?" he said.

"David Kirby, sir," I said.
Then he looked- at me again carefully. "I knew your 

father, if I don't mistake the name. And your grandfather.
I used to take his cotton down the river. . . My name is 
Shea." He rang a bell, and when the steward came in he said, 
"Bring something for this young man."

"Which way are you going, Captain Shea?" I said.
He seemed to consider this for a moment. "Which way 

would you like to go?" he said.
"I had thought about Hew Orleans," I said.
"Why do you want to go there?" he said.
"Well, I guess because that's where the river ends, 

and because I want to see if it's like Tiny says it is in 
Hew Orleans. She's always telling — "

"Tiny?" he said.
"She's our cook," I said.
"I see," he said. The steward came in with some sil

ver and plates, and then he brought in some hot biscuits and 
a glass of milk. The steward put a chair for me across from 
the Captain and I sat down, and Captain Shea said, "This 
roast is excellent*" He carved off a slice and put it on my 
plate.

"You want to be a river man, eh, boy?" he said.
"Ho, sir," I said quickly. "I want to go to sea.
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I figure I will get a ship in Hew Orleans, after I get through 
looking at the things Viny is always talking about."

"There*s a future on the river right now. They still 
haven’t got all the railroads built back yet. You need to 
start early, though. I knew every snag in the bottom of this 
river before I was sixteen years old."

The Captain was a fine man. What I liked about him 
mostly, he didn't laugh at anything I said, like some men 
might have done. He took everything I said as seriously as 
I said it; so it was like two men talking to each other.

He had finished serving my plate by then. He looked 
at the - string from my tooth again. He put his hand up over 
his mouth quickly, and then began to smooth his mustache.
"How about that tooth?" he said. "Won’t that string get in 
your way when you eat?" .

So I decided it was time to pull it out. "Do you need 
any help?" he said.

"Ho, sir," I said. He was watching me all the time, 
but not smiling.

"Are you sure you don’t need some help? Boys usually 
have somebody else pull them out, especially the first one."

"Ho, sir," I said again. "It’s all right." I did 
think for a minute that if I said I didn’t want anything to 
eat I could put off pulling the tooth for a while longer, but 
he kept looking at me, and I knew he would think I was afraid



103

to pull it if I said that. So I took hold of the string; then 
I looked at Captain Shea, and I jerked the string downward and 
the tooth came loose without any feeling at all and fell on 
the floor and I picked it up and put it in the handkerchief 
with the silver buckle and the three arrowheads and the chicken 
foot.

"Now, that’s fine," Captain Shea said.
He didn’t say anything else for a time, while I was 

eating. He kept watching me. He had finished eating by then 
himself. He was drinking coffee.

Then after a while, when I was about finished too, he 
said, "You know, your father always puzzled me, somehow. He 
didn’t believe in slavery himself as a young man, he quarrelled 
with his father over it, and yet he fought for the Confederacy. 
He always seemed to have a great love for the land, the place 
where he was bom, I mean, but when it was his he went off and 
left it. I never knew why he left. . . How’s he getting along 
now?"

"All right, I guess," I said. "He’s in the cotton busi
ness now."

"I see," he said, and then as if he had just thought of 
it and it didn’t have anything to do with the rest of it, he 
said, "Your mother was a very beautiful woman."

"Yes, sir. I don’t remember her very well. This was 
a fine meal, Captain Shea."



Then he said, "It's none of my business, but your 
father knows where you're going, of course — ?"

"Ho, sir, not exactly," I said, and he didn't say 
anything, almost as if he hadn't heard me, and I said, "Captain 
Shea, were you - I mean, are you a Yankee?"

Still he didn't smile; he raised his hand and stroked 
his mustache again. "Well, I've been called a lot of names 
in my day but not - Why do you ask that, son?" he said curi
ously.

"Well, Aunt Cissie always says you can't find anybody 
on the river except thieves and cutthroats and Yankees, and — "

"Oh - Come here, son And he took me out on deck, 
pointing up the river toward the spars of a sunken gunboat 
that had been there ever since I could remember. "See that 
up there, son? I put that there myself, trying to block the 
Federal fleet. Not that it did any good. There weren't 
enough of them. There never was enough of anything. That 
was when Memphis surrendered to the Federal fleet."

"Yes, sir, I'm sorry. I didn't know. I just got to 
thinking."

"I was raised down there in Mississippi with your 
father, boy."

"Yes, sir. How soon are you leaving, Captain Shea?"
"Well, let's see, not for a while," he said; and just 

for a moment he seemed to think, while he looked at me, and 
then he said, "Not until in the morning, in fact."
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"Oh," I said. "I thought maybe it would be sooner."
"You’re not in a hurry to get away, are you?"
"I thought I would like to leave tonight."
"It still isn’t any of my business, and you needn't 

tell me if you'd rather not," Captain Shea said, "but do you 
happen to be in any sort of trouble?"

I thought about it for a minute, and then I said, "I 
guess I'd rather not say."

"I see," he said. "Well, I'm not one to pry into a 
man's affairs, myself."

He didn't say anything for a minute, and we stood there 
on the deck, and I could hear the sound of the water gently 
slapping the hull of the steamer, and the sounds of the niggers 
shouting and chanting sad songs along the bank, unloading and 
loading the boats. Then he said, "I have known men who started 
running off from trouble, and it never seemed to help them much 
to leave. I'm not talking about you, mind you. But somehow it 
usually caught up with them again. Of course sometimes it's 
hard to tell what is right and what is wrong; and sometimes it's 
even hard to tell what you’re running away from."

He waited for a minute, as if he expected me to say some
thing , and I said, "Yes, sir, I guess that's right."

"I'll tell you what," he said. "Let’s take a walk up to 
town. We'll just walk up and have a look around and then come 
back."

He must have noticed then that I didn't answer right
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away, because he said, "Oh, now, you needn’t bother about me 
taking you back home, if you’re worried about that. What you 
want to do is your own affair. I give you my word I won’t 
take you back if you don’t want to go back yourself. How is 
that?"

"All right," I said, because I knew he was the kind of 
man who meant it if he said it.

"Well, let’s get started then," he said. We went down 
to the main deck, and he stopped by the gangway to speak to a 
man there. "Tell Mr. Jeffers he can let the fires die under 
his boilers. I ’m going into town for a couple of hours. We’ll 
be staying the night."

We went ashore and started up the long sloping bank 
from the river’s edge to Front Street. He said, "How if there 
was just a circus in town - I remember one time when I was a 
boy about your age I went to a circus that came to town down 
in Essex, and they had a man who was supposed to have snake- 
jointed bones in his body. He tied his arms and legs all up 
in knots and put M s  legs around his neck and walked around 
on his hands. Then he got through and started selling bottles 
of snake oil, he called it, said if you put this snake oil on 
you, then you could do all the things he did. It cost a dol
lar a bottle, the snake oil, and I sure did want a bottle but 
I didn’t have a dollar, so I went home and thought about it 
and decided I could make some. I got a bottle and started 
looking for some snakes. I was going to put them in the bottle
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and keep them until they turned to snake oil. But I couldn't 
find any snakes anywhere, and all I could find was some worms 
so I collected a bottle of them and took them home and put them 
up to turn to oil. But the next day my mother found the bottle 
of worms and threw them out of the house. That was the end of 
it; I never got the oil."

"That was too bad," I said. We had reached Front Street 
by this time, and turned north, and I was thinking about what 
he had said about running away from trouble. It didn’t seem 
to have anything to do with me, though, at first, only I Wasn’t 
sure I was leaving because of the trouble over the garden, or 
because Viny and Miz Anne were being unfair, or because I had 
been wrong and didn’t want to admit it.

We crossed Beale Street and kept on walking, passing 
by cotton offices and warehouses, and we went on and came to 
the corner where Father’s office was on the second floor, and 
I said, "There’s Father’s office up there," and Captain Shea 
looked up at the sign on the window that said, "Cornelius Kirby 
& Company, Cotton Brokers," and he didn’t say anything, and we 
walked on to Union, and Monroe, and Madison, and we could see the 
old cannon over on the top of the bluff overlooking the river 
where they had been put to defend the town from the river, and 
Captain Shea walked over that way. He had been quiet all this 
time, smoking a strong cigar, but now he said, "That reminds 
me of another carnival, thinking about that snake oil. Did 
your father ever tell you about that carnival they had down
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in Essex on election day one time?"
"No, sir, he doesn’t talk much about Mississippi or 

the war or things like that."
Captain Shea touched one of the old cannon, looking 

down over the river. Then we sat down on a bench; I could 
still see the spars of the gunboat sticking up out of the 
river, with the current making little foaming, muddy eddies 
where it struck the spars.

"This wasn't long after the war, son," Captain Shea 
said, "during the years when most white men in Mississippi 
couldn't hold office, couldn't even vote, only the niggers 
and the rednecks who hadn't had anything to do with the Con
federacy. The carpetbaggers rounded them all up and talked 
them out of going back to work on the plantations, or doing 
any work at all, and kept them hanging around waiting for 
forty acres of land and a mule apiece. They told the niggers 
and the rednecks they were going to take all the land away
from the planters and divide it up. They came pretty close

■*to getting all the land too, what with property taxes and gin 
taxes and outright theft, but they never intended to divide 
anything up. They just wanted the votes, and they got them, 
or the first election anyway, and put themselves in the of
fices, and some of the niggers, and put through bond issues 
that they never dreamed of building anything with, and kept 
raising the taxes, and spending the money, and there wasn't
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anything anybody else could do about it. They still had the 
Union Army there to back them up.

"So it was all set for this second election in Essex,1 
the day the carnival came up the river and unloaded from a 
steamer. There were about three thousand people in the county 
then, and twenty-five hundred of them niggers or rednecks or 
carpetbaggers, and everyone of them with a poll-tax receipt in 
his pocket, all paid for and written out for him, so all he had 
to do was go to the polls and make an x where they showed 
him.

"I came into town the same day and went ashore and 
saw your father standing up there on the square by the court
house. That was the first time I'd seen him since before the 
war. We talked a little while, and then we walked over to the 
courthouse lawn where the carnival was set up and a crowd of 
niggers had collected about a little booth. There was a fel
low in there with a loud suit on, selling gold-rimmed specta
cles. There were two or three of us there, I think, beside 
your father, Captain Buford, a man who owned one of the big
gest plantations in the county before the war, and was running 
a grocery in town to make a living then, and Judge Mac Cruder, 
who used to be county judge and was operating a woodyafd, 
selling kindling so he could eat. I don't know what your 
father was doing then, although I think his older brother 
had been killed not long before that and your father owned the
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Kirby plantation, then. Of course it was kind of hard to 
operate a plantation then, what with all this trouble about 
the niggers, and nobody having any money to do anything with, 
and the high taxes to pay.

"But we were standing there on the courthouse square, 
watching this carnival man selling gold-rimmed spectacles to 
the niggers and the rednecks. He reached over and put a pair 
on Taffy Buford, used to be a field hand out on Captain Buford * s 
place. * I can’t see out these here,' Taffy said, and the man 
said, ’We have them in all sizes and shapes. A pair to suit 
every taste,’ and he took out more and tried them, and still 
Taffy shook his head, peering all the time through the lenses 
of the spectacles. They tried five or six pairs, all with 
gold rims, or rims that looked like gold, and by that time 
the man seemed to be getting tired. He reached down under the 
booth and pushed the lenses of a pair of spectacles out with 
his fingers and gave them to Taffy, and Taffy said, ’That there’s 
better.’

"’What you fixing to read with them?’ another nigger 
hollered, but he was crowding up himself to be the next one to 
buy a pair. '

' "’A nice business,’ your father said, and he turned away 
in disgust and started walking off. You see how it was with him, 
a man who didn’t believe in slavery himself, even though it cost 
him money not to believe in it. He was glad enough to see the
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niggers free, but neither he nor any other honest man was 
prepared to expect them to govern the State a few months 
after they had been slaves; nor was he ready to see them 
handled like they were by the unscrupulous rascals who 
flooded into the South when they saw the opportunity.

"We had all started across the street then, your 
father a little ahead of us, when a new buggy came down the 
street and stopped. There was a big, sleepy-eyed man driving 
it; I never found out his name, but he was one of the court
house crowd. He was wearing expensive clothes, and there was 
a nigger by his side dressed as well as he was. ’Well, gentle
m e n — ’ he said easily, and he looked us all over slowly, 
smiling a little, all except those heavy-lidded, sleepy eyes . 
that you felt weren’t missing anything in spite of the way 
they looked. ’I stopped to ask your cooperation in avoiding 
trouble tomorrow,’ he said. ’I’m sure we all want this election 
tomorrow to be more peaceful than the last one.’

"’Indeed. Is that why you have Imported the Yankee 
Army?’ Captain Buford said.

"’The United States Army,’ the big man said gently.
"’So you intend to provide a fair and peaceful election?’ 

Judge MacGruder said.
"’With your cooperation. Good-day, gentlemen —  ’ And 

the big man drove away, with that nigger sitting by his side. 
Your father never spoke to him.

"’Ah, what is the use in voting?’ Judge MacGruder said.
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But your father was staring across the street at the carni
val, and he said, 1 There still may be some use,1 and the 
others looked at him strangely as if they didn11 understand.

"I had to leave them then to go back down to the river 
and attend to some matters of my cargo. I didn’t see them 
again until the next morning.M

Captain Shea paused and gazed out over the river. A 
few pigeons floated down out of the sunlight and strutted 
about on the ground near us, and their dark little eyes re
minded me of my gamecocks. Down the street I could see the 
building where Father had his office. Hearing Captain Shea 
speak of him, he sounded like a strange person I had never 
known, and I wondered if he would even look different if I 
saw him then.

Captain Shea said, “When I got back to the courthouse 
square the next morning there were more men around the carni
val than the day before; it seemed that almost every man in 
the county must have been there, not buying empty spectacles 
this time, but going into the tents and shows which had by 
this time been set up, with the same man in the loud-checked 
suit who had been selling spectacles selling tickets at the 
entrance. It was still early then; the voting polls hadn’t 
been opened yet, but there were wagons and mules and horses 
hitched all around the square.

"Then when I got a little closer I saw that the carni
val man wasn’t the only one in the ticket booth; Captain Buford
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and your father were sitting down behind the man, with an 
open box between them on a table, and a pistol lying near.

"I walked a little nearer and stood behind Buford*s 
chair. 'Poll tax receipts?' I said, looking into the box.

11'I reckon we've got about every one in the county 
now,' Buford said, glancing up at me, 'We've been going all 
night long,' and I looked up then as a nigger stepped up to 
the booth and gave the carnival man a poll tax receipt and 
got a ticket in return.

11'The vote should be rather light today,' your father
said.

"And so it was, because during the night or the morn
ing, after the word got around how you could get in the car
nival free, every nigger and.redneck within reasonable hear
ing distance came into town, to trade his poll tax receipt 
for a carnival ticket, and what few qualified voters your 
father and his friends could scrape together were enough to 
elect their men to office. About raid-morning, after the polls 
had been open a few hours, I saw the first of the carpetbaggers 
pass down the street in a spring wagon with the back end full 
of baggage. I guess he was looking for a passage north on a 
boat. And before long quite a few others passed by in the 
direction of the river. That was the end of carpetbagger 
control in that county. . . If your father hasn't told you 
about that carnival, son, maybe you'd better not tell him I 
told you; maybe he has some reason. He left Essex not long
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after that, I understand; I never knew why he left."
"And my mother, Captain Shea?"I said. "Did you see 

my mother that time?"
"No, son," he said. "Not that time; I had seen her 

once before. I don’t think your father had married her at 
that time. I think it was about the same time he left Essex 
he married her. . . Well, shall we walk a little farther?"

"I don’t believe I want to go," I said.
"What? Not go walking?"
"No, sir, or to New Orleans either." I didn’t want 

him to think it was because I was afraid to go; it was more 
that I had decided to go home again because I thought now I 
had been wrong myself.

"Well, in that case I'll walk a ways with you," he 
said. "Why don’t we go up to your father's office?"

"That's what I was thinking about," I said.
We walked down Front Street to the building where 

Father’s office was, and went up the stairs to the second 
floor and through the long room with tables of cotton samples 
and the men who graded the samples, with little pieces of 
cotton always stuck on their clothes, and then we came to the 
office at the end of the long room; the door was standing half- 
open and through it we could see Father. He was just sitting 
there looking out through the window at the river, as if he saw 
something in the river nobody else could see, or as if it con
nected him with something a long way off or far away in time
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and there was no way he could separate himself from it.
Captain Shea knocked lightly on the open door. Father 

turned slowly. He saw Captain Shea first; he looked at him 
as if he thought he should know him but couldn’t be sure, and 
then he noticed me before he recognized Captain Shea. He got 
up quickly and came over to the door.

"What are you doing here, son?" he said.
"How have you been, Kirby?" Captain Shea said to 

Father, and by then Father knew him, and a kind of reserve 
seemed to slip over his face, as he shook hands with Captain 
Shea and then turned to a cabinet to get out a bottle and some 
glasses.

"I was with Captain Shea all the time," I said. "But 
I decided to come back."

"Come back?" Father turned from the cabinet. "Back 
from where?"

"I was prepared to hire him for the trip to Hew Orleans," 
Captain Shea said. "But he decided against it. How I guess I’ll 
have to make out without him."

"I see. That’s too bad," Father said. But he looked 
at me closely, with a grave expression on his face. "I take it, 
then, that you came uptown by yourself this morning. How did 
you get here?"

"I walked," I said. "It’s a long way."
"They will be worrying about you at home then. I’d 

better send word. Excuse me," And he stepped out into the
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When he came back he handed Captain Shea a glass and 

they both drank, and they talked a little while about people 
I didn’t know, and places I had never heard of, Father still 
with an air of reserve upon his face, and Captain Shea gave 
Father one of his strong cigars, and they both smoked, and drank 
another drink and talked some more, and finally Captain Shea 
said, "Perhaps I’d better get back down to the river."

"Thank you for taking care of the boy," Father said.
"It was a pleasure. And, son, when you want that job 

again you just send me a letter." And he shook hands again 
with Father, and then he was gone.

Father didn’t say anything right.away. I walked over 
to the window overlooking the river. I saw Captain Shea come 
out on the street below me and walk down Front Street toward 
his boat.

I could see all across the wide, muddy, rushing surface 
of the river, to the dark shoreline of Arkansas on the other 
side, a low flat fringe of trees, where the river flooded every 
year.

Father said, "Son, why did you run away?"
And I turned back from the window and began to tell him 

about the fight in the garden and Viny and Miz Anne. I told 
him how I felt about the way they did; then I took out the knot
ted handkerchief, and showed him the three arrowheads, the buckle
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with CSA he had given me, the chicken foot, and the tooth 
I had pulled out. He looked at the place where the tooth had 
come out; and I told him about the long walk, and finding 
Captain Shea, and what we had had to eat.

But when I got to the part about the carnival Captain 
Shea had told me about I stopped; and then Father sat there 
a long time without speaking, as if he were trying to decide 
how to tell me something. All this time while I had been 
telling him, ever since Captain Shea had left, Father seemed 
somehow closer to me, just listening, than he had ever seemed 
before, and less a stranger than he had ever seemed, so that 
we were like two people who were friends, with nothing to keep 
them apart.

He wanted to tell me something now, I could tell, but 
it took him a long time to do it.

"Captain Shea seems like a fine man," I said.
"Yes," he said, but he didn’t seem to be listening then; 

and I wondered why it should be easier to talk to a man like 
Captain Shea, a stranger I had never seen before, than to talk 
to my own father.

"My son — " he said, and then the wall rose up between us, 
the door slammed shut again, and it was almost like it always 
was, except I could still remember a little of the way he had 
been before, while I had told him why I ran away, and he had 
listened so carefully. But still, as he began to speak it was 
as if he spoke to a stranger. He must have felt it too, because
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he was saying, "I never understood my father. Perhaps I was 
afraid of him. I think my feelings about him were mixed up 
with the slaves. He had them whipped each Monday morning, on 
the theory that after being off work all day Sunday they needed 
a taste of the whip to start the week off in the proper spirit. 
But his overseers were never with him long; they were not severe 
enough. He would order a slave whipped, and then later might 
go out to find the overseer cracking the whip harmlessly in 
the air or administering blows to a treetrunk, while the slave 
stood by and howled in rhythm to the whip. Then he would wrench 
the whip away and complete the job himself, until sometimes the 
slave lay unconscious, and then he would dismiss the overseer.
It was one of these incidents that came between us first; I 
was about fifteen then, this afternoon when I heard the nigger 
screaming and I went out and found him beating an already un
conscious slave, and I tried to get the whip away and he struck 
me in the face with the heavy butt end of it. No one could stop 
him. It was his privilege. But this is not what I meant to 
tell you."

He had turned in his chair toward the river, and was star 
ing out at the water again, and his face had changed a little, 
with a grave, withdrawn expression; and the white scar on his 
forehead was very white and plain. "I meant to tell you of 
another man who ran away and left something, but who did not 
fully escape it because it stayed with him in his heart and
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changed a little too, and the wall had fallen a little, not 
as if I were no longer a stranger, but as if I were no longer 
there. He began to speak then of the war, in this voice, 
charged with a deep feeling, like something he had carried 
inside him a long time, and always with him plainly like 
words written smoothly on a page, but so much more real to 
him that the feeling came out of it all even beyond the mean
ing of the words, and the pictures of the places he mentioned, 
and the sounds, the thundering charge of cavalry, the silver 
trill of trumpets, the flags and pennants whipping in the wind, 
the mud and despair and blood flowing out upon the ground to 
stain the splintered bones and broken blades of swords, the 
drifting smoke of gunfire, the shattered trunks of trees stand
ing like broken matchsticks from the hail of artillery and 
musketry, the whole groves of trees with all the leaves stripped 
off so that you could see clear through a mile away, with only 
the splintered matchsticks standing in your way.

He spoke of all this not as it happened to the man he 
said he would tell about, but as it happened to a lot of men; 
but presently it was ended, as he told it, and it began to be 
about one man then, and he was in a hospital with a fever, far 
away from home, while all the others were leaving, those who 
were able to. It took him a long time to get home, Father said, 
almost six months, because it was a long way off from Mississippi, 
and the nigger who had been sent from home to fetch him had
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only brought one horse and they couldnft get another, so they 
took turns riding it. One man would ride ahead on the horse, 
and then wait for the other to- catch up with him on foot and 
take his turn on the horse. This made it no faster than walk
ing, but they wanted to keep the horse, even though it was 
old and tired and not much good.

'When he finally rode in the gate on that worn-out 
horse to look down at the six-months-old ashes of the house, 
with the six tall chimneys reaching up out of the ashes, he 
felt that he had come all that way for nothing,” Father said. 
"Except there was a thing he had come home to find out for 
himself."

"What was his name?" I said.
"His name was Kirby," Father said.
“The same as your name, the same as mine?" I said.
"Yes, the same," he said. "And as he sat there that 

morning looking down at the ashes, a light rain began to fall, 
and a bird began to sing softly from a tangle of honeysuckle 
vine growing wild upon the fence — "

"A mockingbird?" I said.
"Yes, I daresay it was," he said.
"Then a negro boy came out through the fallen fence and 

began to dig in the ruins with a broken shovel, paying no mind 
to the man at all, and the man dismounted from the horse, and 
walked past the ruins of the house, through the gardens grown
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with grass, to the little marble summer-house in the corner 
of the garden. The stables were still standing, and the long 
rows of the slave quarters, but beyond them the fields all lay 
fallow and grown with weeds. He sat there on a stone bench in 
the summer-house, wearing a faded gray tunic, with a tarnished 
gold sash about his waist, and two.heavy pistols at his belt. 
He sat there with the rain dripping slowly from the roof; in 
his pocket he had a cracked and t o m  piece of faded wallpaper, 
upon which his mother had written with pokeberry juice in a 
clear, fine hand like beautiful engraving, the last letter 
she had written before she died, on the day of the fall of 
Vicksburg.

"He took out the letter again, as he waited here for 
Cassius to — "

"Cassius?" I said.
"The nigger, the house servant, not a slave, but the 

last one who had stayed. The rest had run away. He looked 
at the letter again, unfolding the cracked folds with care.

Pair Oaks,
Ikkotonoptka County.
Mississippi,
June ^771^64.

My dear Sons;
Nothing of moment has occurred since my 

last of the 15th that was written with the ex- . 
pectation of sending by Cassius, but I have been
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waiting to hear of ypur locality. I have been 
trying to get a small wagon so tlmt he oould 
bring you some vegetables and Butter, and be 
better prepared to lie out. As you had but 
the 5 white linen shirts between you, I had 
some coarse white linen which I made into a 
shirt for one of you. I dislike the color,' 
but it will be cool anol easily washed.

The Penitentiary being destroyed, we 
will be very much nonplussed about getting 
clothes for the Hegroes. I do not know what 
we will do. The mill at Ghormley's place was 
burned last Thursday, thought to be the act 
of au incendiary, about 1200 bushels destroyed. 
It will l)e quite a loss to the neighborhood.

It does seem so hard that you are not 
more than a day's ride, and cannot come home, 
after being gone so far and so long, but 1 
pray that the time will soon arrive when vve 
may meet in peace and safety once more, ancT 
the sounds or war may never be heard again in 
our land, it may not and cannot be long. . T

and the rest of the page had been t o m  away and lost, but 
he remembered it too, because it had not told him anything 
of what he wanted to know either, but was only his mother’s 
news of the county, and the words of her concern for her 
son. He had not seen her then, because his regiment had 
moved on eastward soon after, and Cassius had not left on 
his journey then either, with his wagon and vegetables and 
butter. , .

"There had been a girl too, you see, and when her 
house had been destroyed and both her parents dead she had 
come there to live at Pair Oaks, but the letter did not 
mention her, and the girl was gone, and the man had come 
home for this.
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"He waited there until finally Cassius came up the 
long drive from the road, wearing the cast-off garments of 
the Confederate Army. He walked on to the summer-house and 
sat down within the perimeter of dripping rain. Both of 
the men were too tired to talk; they sat for a while and 
watched the child still searching in the ashes of the house, 
and finally the white man left to ride the ten miles into 
Essex, leaving Cassius behind to prepare them a place to 
stay in the slave quarters."

Then Father told how the man rode on into Essex, the 
county seat, and he said the streets were all full of strangers.
He rode his horse on down the crowded streets; he hitched it on the 
square before the courthouse, and he looked at the crowd of 
Union soldiers and strange white men and ex-slaves, with a 
few Confederate uniforms standing out by contrast. There 
were three shell-holes gaping in the gilded dome of the court
house building, to mark the brief siege that took place before 
the town’s occupation by the Federal troops.

He crossed the street to his brother’s law office. His 
brother, Charles, was four years older than he was, a quiet, 
poised man whose ambitions had always driven him relentlessly.
The desk behind which he sat concealed his twisted foot, the 
result of a childhood accident which had twisted his life as 
well.

He looked up as Kirby entered the office, and there 
wasn’t much surprise on his face, and he said, "So you got
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back at last?"
They had both been in the same regiment, but Charles 

had left at the end of the war, while his brother spent six 
months in the hospital.

"There’s not much to come home to, is there?" Kirby 
said.  ̂••• - " ' ,

"You mean the house? It’s unfortunate, but it’s hap
pened all over the county."

"I don’t mean the house."
"No? Well, as I was saying you'll need a place to 

stay. I'm living in town myself."
"I'll stay out at the place, if you have no objection.

I realize it belongs to you now."
"Will you be comfortable there?"
"It will do for as long as I intend to stay."
"You aren't staying here long, then?"
"I think I am going West. As soon as I have settled 

some affairs here."
Then neither one seemed to have anything to say, and 

they must have both been thinking of the girl that Kirby had 
meant to come home to marry.

Finally Charles said, "I'm sorry there's nothing I can 
tell you."

Then perhaps because his brother was tired from the long 
journey, and angered and disappointed that he had come so far 
to find nothing, he quarrelled with Charles because he had
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deserted the plantation and moved into Essex to enter a new 
land company which was financed with Eastern money and was 
fast gaining control of the lands of small farmers and sane 
of the large plantations.

They parted angrily, and as Kirby closed the door be
hind him he felt that he had closed much more than that, a 
whole avenue into the past, a part of his life that was done.

He walked down the street to the corner and saw, printed 
upon the windows of a bank that had failed, the gilt-lettered 
legend, Massachusetts-Mississippi Land Company; he crossed to 
the other comer and entered a saloon which had not been there 
before the war.
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Then Father stopped telling; he stared out through the 
window for a long time, and I thought he.had forgotten. But 
still without looking at me when he turned back from the window, 
he began to speak again, and almost as if he spoke to a stranger, 
or were speaking to rid himself of something: "The musical ring
of silver still hung faintly in the air above the bar; his hand 
had not yet touched the glass, when through all the sounds in 
the room he heard a new voice which seemed to assert itself upon 
the company. A silence swirled across the room, the clink of 
glassware ceased. v .

"The man who seemed to have spoken stood just within the 
door, a big, heavy-faced man whose sleepy-lidded eyes were only
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half-open, reminding you somehow of the slumbrous alertness 
of a reptile’s eyes, but charged with an expression of sharp 
cunning — " and while Father spoke of this man I remembered 
all at once the man Captain Shea had told about, the one who 
had come by in the buggy to warn them about fighting during 
the election, on the day of the carnival; he sounded like the 
same man. "He was quietly dressed in black, and a tall, well- 
built nigger stood by his side, well-dressed too, with a white 
shirt front that gleamed beneath a tieless collar.

"Some of the men near the door spoke, with a little too 
much deference, and the big man nodded with a sleepy casualness. 
He looked about the room slowly with those strange half-lidded 
eyes that looked as though they wouldn’t miss the movement of 
a fly. His eyes stopped at the bar. He began to move across 
the room slowly, with an air of grace surprising for his bulk.

"Kirby’s dislike of the man increased; he felt angry 
with himself for the irrational quality of his distaste.

"The big man stopped at the bar and looked at Kirby with 
a curious air of recognition. He lifted a white hand on which 
a diamond gleamed. ’My name is Phineas Black, sir. I’m the 
local manager of the Massachussetts-Mississippi land Company.
My friend, Mr. Buford Williams -’ He motioned toward the nigger 
at his side. 'Mr. Williams is one of the county’s delegates to 
the state convention.’ By that time he apparently believed that 
Kirby did not intend to shake his hand, and he let it fall t o .



127

the bar. Kirby had only glanced down once at the offered 
hand, and then up to the big man's face, 'My name is Kirby,' 
he said.

"A slight change flicked over Black's face, and he 
said, 'Then you are Charles Kirby's brother. I have heard of 
you. I am associated in business with Charles, you know. Will 
you join us in a drink?'

"'I am not drinking,' Kirby said.
"There was so slight a pause, and so little expression 

on Black's face that he might not have heard at all. He said, 
'May I inquire what your plans are, Mr. Kirby?'

"The whole room seemed to be watching them then; no one 
in the room spoke in an audible tone.

"’I consider that my own affair,' Kirby said, and his 
voice sounded like a murmur in his ears.

"Black regarded him with the same steady, slumbrous, 
reptilian stare; his manner was calm and unruffled. There was 
a long pause; the room seemed to grow more silent. '

"'Then perhaps you will drink to the success of your 
plans,' Black said. He motioned to the bartender, who had 
frozen on the other side of the gleaming mahogany counter.

"'I am not drinking," Kirby said; Black moved his cold 
slitted eyes down to the untouched glass on the bar near Kirby's 
arm; then his eyes slid back to Kirby's face.

"'Perhaps I misunderstood you,' he said. Still his face 
hadn't changed; his voice was low and calm. When Kirby picked
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up the glass his hand showed white at the knuckles. The 
glass hardly paused in its motion; he brought it around slowly 
from the bar to a position before his breast; then his wrist 

flipped the whisky into Black’s face. ’Maybe you will under
stand this,’ he said softly; his hand dropped to the butt of 
his pistol, the glass clattered across the floor, and Black’s 
hand slid inside his coat and stopped. A long gasp soared 
through the room like a wind that sprang up from no beginning 
and died away at once. Black hadn’t moved. His heavy-lidded 
eyes looked cold and dead. His thick lips barely moved. *1 
am afraid you have made a mistake you will regret,• he said, 
and the words slid through his lips with a sibilant hiss. His 
hand came from beneath his coat with a handkerchief • He wiped 
his face carefully; then he turned, without looking once at the 
nigger by his side, and they both walked out of the room, and 
the men fell back on both sides to let them pass.

"It must have been two full minutes before anyone moved 
in the room. Then the bartender said, ’I’m afraid you’ve got 
trouble on your hands now, son. He’s the most powerful man in 
the county these days. He can run you all the way out of the 
state if he takes a mind. If I was you I’d just get started 
now and save myself the trouble.’ • .

"’I think I’ll stay," Kirby said. He walked to the 
door and down the street to his horse.
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"Ellen Howard, the girl Kirby had come home to find, 
had so many admirers before the war that he was always sur
prised to remember she had promised to marry him. She had 
made her promise at a party, on the eve of his departure, and 
in the morning he rode by her house to see her again before he 
left, and the memory he took with him was of a slight, fair- 
haired girl standing in the doorway on a wide porch, her hand 
up to shade her eyes against the morning sun, her full skirt 
billowing a little in a gentle wind.

"Her letters reached him now and then, months apart, 
and they were only brief, childlike scrawls, bare of any feel
ing, empty of personality; and after her house had been des
troyed, her parents dead, when she went to Pair Oaks to live 
with Kirby1s mother, he did not hear again, and his mother did 
not write of her, and what had happened to the girl after his 
mother’s death had reached him only through rumor, vague and 
confused and contradictory.

"The next morning a strange nigger appeared at the door 
of the cabin where Kirby spent the night, a nigger he had never 
seen before. Cassius came out from the stables to look at him 
suspiciously.

"’I know what you looking for, Cap’m,’ the nigger said.
"’Who sent you?' Kirby said.
"'Aint nobody send me,’ the nigger said carefully. ’I 

been waiting for somebody to come back here to this place where 
it happen so I could tell them. I was here when it happen, and
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I figured somebody ought to know.*
"Cassius said, 1Where you come from, nigger?1
"’Wait, Cass,’ Kirby said, and then to the nigger, ’Go 

ahead. Tell me what happened.’
"The nigger took a breath and oast his eyes once at 

Cassius, who stood by scowling angrily. Then he said, ’This 
the way it happen, Cap’m. There was just the young miss and 
them two niggers. And. one night some men come along fixing to 
steal the last mule they had left, and when she come out in the 
dark and shot at them they didn’t know for sure it wasn’t a man 
shooting at them. They didn’t stop to find out. That’s the way 
it all happen, Cap’m.’

"’I see,’ Kirby said, and Cassius said, ’Don’t believe
him. ’

"’What became of the two servants?’ Kirby said.
"’I don’t know, Cap’m. I reckon they run away. But I 

don’t know no more than what I said.’ And the nigger turned 
away toward the path by which he had come.

"’Don’t believe him,’ Cassius said again.
"’I have to believe something. Even if it isn't true, 

there must have been some purpose in his coming here to tell 
me. Someone must have sent him.’

"'You don't have to believe this.'
"Kirby went into the cabin for his guns. Cassius fol

lowed the nigger down into the woods. He returned in less thai 
half an hour. ’I done found out the rest,’ he said. ’I know
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and he wheeled in time to meet the explosion of the gun.

"Afterward, after Cassius found him on the floor of. the 
deserted shack late in the afternoon, and took him home, he knew 
they must have thought him dead when they left. The wound ran 
from his forehead across the top of his head — " But I was 
looking at Father’s face, and the white scar on his forehead, 
and I almost said, "Then that man with the same name was the 
same, that man was you, after all," but I didn’t say it, although 
he stopped and looked at me, as if he had remembered suddenly, 
or in some way knew what I had thought. He was quiet for a 
minute, and then he said, "Two nights later, in the cabin of 
the slave quarters at Fair Oaks where Cassius, had taken him, he 
awoke with a faint sound in his ears. The room was washed in 
moonlight; there was no repetition of the sound. Then he saw 
that the window was open, and before he connected that with the 
sound he had heard, a shadow flicked across the window, there 
was a flash of steel, a glimpse of a swarthy, pock-marked face, 
indistinct and swiftly vanishing, and the knife sang through 
the air past Kirby and sank irfc o the bedpost, quivering vibrantly.

"He crawled from the bed, still weak and faint from the 
wound, and leaned through the window in time to see the figure 
mount a horse and disappear into the night.

"He started for the door to look for Cassius when a sud
den weakness overcame him and he sank to the floor in the mid
dle of the room.
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where to find who sent him here.* Kirby began to buckle on 
the pistol belt. ’Two men paid him, * Cassius said. ’They 
down in a shack back of where Miz Ellen’s place used to be.
I wish we had us another horse. ’

"’One horse is enough.’
"Cassius looked at him without speaking, and then went 

out to saddle the horse.
"Kirby rode ten miles to the Howard place, which had 

been destroyed during the war. When he found the shack it ap
peared deserted, three miles deep in a forest of scrub pine, a 
leaning house of weathered boards with a mud chimney at one end. 
He dismounted, walked to the door and thrust it open. The room 
was bare save for an unpainted table near the fireplace. He 
had never seen the man before. ’Mr. Kirby, or should I say 
Captain Kirby,’ the man sald. ’I have been expecting you.’
He had a scarred and swarthy face; his teeth were bared in a 
sneering smile. Kirby glanced about the room. There was no 
other door, two windows, only the door through which he had 
entered. ’Go ahead with whatever it is you have to tell me,’ 
he said. The pistol was out in his hand by that time. There 
was only a look of alertness in the man’s eyes, but his voice 
was persuasive and assured. ’I swear we didn’t know. There was 
only the flash of the gun to shoot at in the dark — ’ There 
wasn’t even time for Kirby to see the slight change in the man's 
eyes. He heard only the faint sound upon the floor behind him
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“An impression of unreality surrounded him when he 
stirred again, or it may have been the sensation of dizzy 
weakness, or the strange quality of the light at early dawn.
He rose slowly from the floor, his arms and legs feeling 
cramped and weak, as he dressed and left to look for Cassius,
The sun was just rising, and the dew was like rain upon the 
ground. He found the door to the cabin where Cassius slept 
standing open, and he stepped inside, and then they appeared 
so quickly that he thought they must have been waiting. The 
door behind him was blocked by the figures of two men,

"•Where is Gass?' Kirby said.
"•Your nigger? Don't you know?'
"They took him out behind the slave quarters where three 

horses were waiting. 'Where are we going?' Kirby said. 'Get 
on the horse,' one of the men said, and they all mounted and 
rode down the drive to the highway.

"They rode slowly toward Essex in silence, three abreast, 
with Kirby in the center; they reached Essex, and it was nearly 
noon, and as they rode down the main street, crowds of idlers 
turned to look at them. The men halted on the square and took 
Kirby inside the jail and locked him in a cell on the ground 
floor. He was left alone for about half an hour and then one 
of the men who had brought him came and looked through the bars 
of the door.

"'Could I send a message to someone?' Kirby said.
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n’To a lawyer, I reckon? To your brother, maybe?* the 
man said. ;

"’Why not?’ Kirby said.
"The other looked at Kirby curiously for a moment, with

out answering. Then he walked away, and it was mid-afternoon 
before anyone returned. This time there were two, one of the 
jailers and Phineas Black.

"The big man stepped inside the cell, his face calm and 
inscrutable. The jailer placed a chair inside, and Black sat 
down; Kirby renained standing near the window, waiting for 
Black to speak. He took a long time about it; he seemed to 
be studying Kirby obliquely through those half-lowered eye
lids, and when he spoke his voice was calm and measured, with
out any trace of anger. ’I’ve brought someone else to see you, 
Kirby,’ he said. ’But first I’d like to talk to you.*

"’Go ahead,’ Kirby said.
"’I was associated in business with.your brother, Charles, 

as you know,* Black said, and he paused, apparently studying 
Kirby again. ’I am going to offer to help you. I have some in
fluence with the authorities.’

"’What do you want from me?’ Kirby said, and he wondered 
why a man in Black’s position would take the trouble to cone to 
the jail to talk to him, unless there were something he wanted, 
or unless he had something to fear.

"’I am afraid you don’t understand,’ Black said. ’I 
am offering to help you extricate yourself from a disagreeable
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position.’
"He drew from his coat a sheet of paper covered with 

writing; the jailer brought a pen and ink. *1 am not con
cerned with your reasons for killing your brother — *

"Then Kirby started to speak, and Black waved one 
hand impatiently, and he said, 'There's no reason for you 
to withhold anything from me; as I say, I am not concerned 
with your personal motives. But it is known that you quar
reled with your brother three days ago; there are witnesses 
to establish that you were the last person seen with your 
brother before his death. As you can see, the evidence « . .' 
Black's voice trailed off; he leaned forward and lowered his 
voice a little and said, 'Merely sign this statement and I 
will arrange for you to leave the jail tonight.'

"Again Kirby wondered why Black should go to so much 
trouble, when it could be accomplished by the process of law, 
if he left him in the jail; but he began to believe that Black 
wanted to be much more certain, that he was not sure of the 
law even when he manipulated it himself; he began to believe 
that Black was responsible for the two attacks on his life and 
now wanted the signed confession as a weapon to make him an out
law, to force him into flight. 'I see,' Kirby said slowly.
'let me consider it first.'

"Then Black got up from the chair. 'Think it over until 
tonight,' he said. 'You go to trial in the morning.' There
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was only a trace of arrogance in his manner now; he stepped 
to the door and held it open for Kirby. ’And now, if you 
will, I’d like for you to see someone waiting in the Sheriff’s 
office.’

"Kirby followed him down the corridor; Black opened the 
door, and he said, ’I will leave you alone with Mrs. Black.’
Kirby turned first in surprise to Black, but his face had as
sumed its mask of inscrutable repose; then he stepped through 
the door, and at first it was a shock, and then disbelief, be
cause beyond the desk in the empty room was Ellen Howard.

"Her face was quite the same, the same almost child
like expression of innocence and serenity, and when she spoke 
her voice was the same. ’So it is true that you are back? I 
heard you were, but I didn’t —  ’ He hardly heard her voice; 
but he knew she had not changed, she had always been the same; 
and. it was he who had changed, who had not known her well enough.

"’I did hear him correctly, didn’t I?' he said. ’You 
are his wife?’

"She came toward him then from beyond the desk. ’Don’t 
blame me too much,’ she said. ’Try to understand it if you 
can, for my sake.’ She was quite near him then; she placed her 
hands on his chest, and they moved slowly upward toward his 
shoulders. ’I thought you were dead. I saw your name on the 
casualty lists myself. Say you can forgive me.’
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"’Yes,’ he said. 1 Yes,* and all the questions were 
still crowding into his mind, but he could not ask them then, 
and he knew that he had kept alive in his mind a figure of his 
own creation, a fault for which he had himself to blame.

"Her hands had slid on beyond his shoilders; he felt 
the pressure of her body against him. She was looking up at 
him appraisingly through lowered eyes. He pulled her arms 
away, and he said, ’Thank you for coming, Ellen,1 and he turned 
and walked out of the room abruptly, as if he left a stranger 
behind him.

"He walked on down the corridor, past Black, and into 
the cell, stopping by the window overlooking the square, and 
behind him Black said, ’You’re not reconciled to signing the 
statement yet?’

"’Ho. Hot yet,’ Kirby said, and he heard the door close, 
still not turning from the window, and then Black’s footsteps 
died away down the corridor.

"From the window he watched the lights of the town 
go out. There were no sounds within the building. A light 
burned somewhere down the corridor, casting a faint gleam past 
his -door.

"He had a feeling that he was waiting for something to 
happen, although he could not have said what he expected. It 
was late, past midnight, when he turned toward the door at the 
slight sound to find the indistinct, robed figure of a man,
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"'Yes,1 he said. ’Yes,1 and all the questions were 
still crowding into his mind, but he could not ask them then, 
and he knew that he had kept alive in his mind a figure of his 
own creation, a fault for which he had himself to blame.

"Her hands had slid on beyond his shoilders; he felt 
the pressure of her body against him. She was looking up at 
him appraisingly through lowered eyes. He pulled her arms 
away, and he said, ’Thank you for coming, Ellen,’ and he turned 
and walked out of the room abruptly, as if he left a stranger 
behind him.

"He walked on down the corridor, past Black, and into 
the cell, stopping by the window overlooking the square, and 
behind him Black said, ’You’re not reconciled to signing the 
statement yet?’

"'No. Not yet,' Kirby said, and he heard the door close, 
still not turning from the window, and then Black's footsteps 
died away down the corridor.

"Prom the window he watched the lights of the town 
go out. There were no sounds within the building. A light 
burned somewhere down the corridor, casting a faint gleam past 
his door.

"He had a feeling that he was waiting for something to 
happen, although he could not have said what he expected. It 
was late, past midnight, when he turned toward the door at the 
slight sound to find the indistinct, robed figure of a man,
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sorting through the jailer’s keys to find the one to fit the 
lock. Then the door swung back, the man lifted the white hood 
from his head, and Kirby saw his friend, Buford, a neighbor 
whom he had not seen since before the war.

"’There isn’t much time,’ Buford said. ’Your nigger 
Cassius got word to me of what happened.’

"Buford took him through the corridor of the jail to 
a group of white-robed men waiting with horses in the shadows 
behind the building.

"Ho one spoke until the dark streets of the town were 
left behind; then they removed the robes and put them away 
in their saddle-bags. They turned from the highway down a 
narrow road which soon became no more than a trail, winding 
through liveoak trees festooned with Spanish moss. A little 
moonlight filtered down to light the dim trail through the 
trees. They rode on in single file for perhaps an hour; then 
a light gleamed abruptly through the trees ahead.

"As they approached the house and dismounted near the 
porch, Kirby recognized it as an old mansion begun many years 
before and abandoned before its completion; then they went 
inside, and he saw by the light of one lamp a large room, the 
width of the house, with some of the dividing walls torn out, 
and large masses of cotton gin machinery lying about the floor.

"The other men moved on toward the rear of the house, 
and Kirby was left in the large room with Buford. He looked
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about for a moment at the masses of machinery, casting gro
tesque shadows from the light of the lamp. Then he said,
11 saw Ellen today. Did you know?1

"Buford looked away, as if in slight embarrassment. 
’Yes, I knew, * he said. ’I suppose everybody knew. Perhaps 
no one felt like telling you. And then it was something no 
one would want to interfere in, seme thing we all felt you 
would have to settle in your own way. *

"Then as if to divert Kirby’s mind to other things, 
Buford took him through the house and pointed out the pieces 
of machinery which had been transported secretly to the house 
night by night over many weeks; and he told him of the plan 
conceived by the planters to build their own cotton gin deep 
in the woods to escape the crushing gin tax imposed by the 
men in control of the state under the military governorship.

"He put a hand on Kirby’s shoulder and looked at him 
intently, as if he expected some particular response. ’It 
is a good plan,’ Kirby said.

"’We had hoped you might join us in it, ’ Buford said.
"’I’ve been planning to leave for the West. There’s 

nothing to hold me now.’
"’There is your plantation. It belongs to you now. 

Will you go off and leave it?’
"But Kirby didn’t answer, and Buford turned away with 

an air of disappointment."
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Then Father told how they rode away a few nights 
later, the white robes whipping in the wind.

Two of the men were killed that night, by Phineas 
Black’s corps of personal bodyguards, before they brought 
Black away, to their headquarters in the old mansion in 
the woods.

Then for more than an hour Black sat there in the 
room with the log fire casting long moving shadows into the 
high ceiling, his face composed in slumbrous dignity, imper
vious to their questions, calmly denying that he had been 
seen leaving Charles Kirby’s office shortly after Kirby’s 
death.

Finally Buford said, "I am afraid you leave us no 
choice, Mr. Black," and he motioned to one of the others, 
who left and presently returned with a coil of rope. Still 
Black’s expression didn’t change, even when they took him 
outside and put him on his horse again.

A man with a lantern walked ahead, behind him came 
another leading Black’s horse; they stopped by a large white 
oak tree. Black sat the horse with an air of dignity, his 
face still calm and undisturbed.

The man with the rope threw the coil over a limb above 
Black’s head. The loops of the loosened coil unfurled and 
fell beyond the limb, and the man made a noose and slipped it 
over Black’s head and drew it tight against his neck.

The end of the rope was fastened to another tree.
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Black sat motionless in the saddle, looking down at the 
semi-circle of men about him.

Buford said, "Perhaps you make it simpler this way, 
after all, Mr. Black." He motioned to a man who stood near 
the horse. The man with the lantern moved, and the shifting 
rays of light stabbed out beyond the white-robed figures into 
the darkness beyond the tree. The man near the horse raised 
his hand with a length of rope to strike the horse. Kirby was 
filled with a mounting sense of unreality; he was about to 
cry out involuntarily, when Black said quietly, "Well, gentle
men, it seems you have the advantage here. If we can move to 
more comfortable circumstances I'll give you whatever informa
tion you want."

The rope was removed, they took Black to the house again, 
and writing materials were brought in. Black began to speak in 
an easy, unhurried voice. He told how he had gone to Charles 
Kirby's office to provoke him into an argument.

"I intended to kill him, of course," Black said. "But 
I was interrupted." And he paused and looked at Kirby.

Buford said, "Why did you want to provoke an argument 
with him?"

"I never trusted him completely. I felt that his sym
pathies were divided. Furthermore, his usefulness to the com
pany had ended. It was his name that I needed to lend an air 
of confidence to the enterprise. A large amount of money had 
been taken from the funds of the company . . . "
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"Did he take the money?"
"No,” Black said.
"He was no longer useful to you, and you were afraid 

he might expose some of the activities of the company; so 
you wanted him out of the way, and then you planned to use 
him to cover the embezzlement of the money?"

"That might be a way of describing it," Black said.
The pen scratched steadily. Black told how he went 

to the office to provoke the quarrel, but was interrrupted 
before he could begin by the approach of a man he had not 
seen before. He had not wanted to be seen, so he hid in one 
of the inner r o o m s -

"Then you killed him later?" Buford said.
Black shrugged faintly, and did not answer.
Buford took the paper and read it through slowly while 

the room remained silent except for the crackling of the fire. 
"This is enough for our purposes,11 he said finally; he gave it 
to Black to sign, and when the signature had been witnessed the 
atmosphere of the room changed subtly, and Kirby knew it was 
because they were done with Black then and the time had come 
to dispose of him.

Ho one spoke, but there was a feeling of restlessness 
in the room, and the air of tension grew. Finally Buford turned 
to Kirby. "This started as a matter between the two of you," 
he said. "You have the right to make the decision."

Black sat quite still, with the same air of composure,
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the firelight playing on his quiet face. Ho one seemed to 
notice him, and Kirby had the strange feeling that if Black 
got up from the chair and walked out of the room no one would 
have detained him.

Kirby was silent for a time. Then at length he said,
"I don’t want the decision on my hands. For my part I would 
prefer to let the law decide.”

Buford said, "There is no law in this county now."
"We are not the law," Kirby said.
"Then we’ll have to send him outside the county, per- . 

haps as far as Memphis," Buford said.
Then the atmosphere of tension in the room dissolved, 

as Buford arranged for Black to be taken away in the night.
Kirby left the room filled with a sense of restlessness, a 
feeling that nothing had been terminated, that he was instead 
only at the beginning again. The day before he would have 
been ready to leave for the West; now he was dissatisfied with 
the thought. He walked into the room where the gin machinery 
was stored; he heard a step behind him and turned to see Buford.

"Well, when will you be leaving, now that your affairs 
are settled?" Buford said, and then Kirby knew that he would 
not leave at all.

"I am staying," he. said quietly. "I belong here to help 
build it all back again."

"Good. I am glad," Buford said.
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And so he stayed, although he had to remain in hiding, 
an outlaw, sought after by the Sheriff’s office, the Army, and 
the private agents of the carpetbaggers.

Father stopped speaking then and stared out into the 
river, and it was quiet in his office, and I thought that he 
was through and I sat thinking of all of it.

In a minute I said, "Then you are the same man, aren’t 
you? The man named Kirby was you?"

"Yes, son," he said. "I was the man. I want you to know 
it all, so that you may understand it afterwards."

And I couldn’t understand it. He seemed more like a 
stranger now, and yet more real and closer than he had ever 
seemed before.

It was such a violent time and place he told about, and 
he was the quietest man I had ever seen, a man who seemed almost 
incapable of action, a man who seemed to think too much. He 
couldn’t have been the same, and yet he said he was, and so did 
Captain Shea.

And he hadn’t said what he had done wrong, the way he 
told it, or at least I couldn’t see, and he hadn’t said what 
the burden was, or why he went away.

I said, "How did Mr. Phineas Black get back?"
"Get back?" Father said.
"By the time of the carnival, on election day in Essex. 

Captain Shea told me," I said. "Mr. Phineas Black was the same
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man who came up and told you there shouldn't be any fighting 
on election day, wasn't he?"

"Yes. He was the same," Father said. "He was sent 
back in a few weeks, because the courts of Tennessee had no 
jurisdiction. He was tried in Essex, by a nigger judge who 
barely knew how to read, and who tried him by taking him back 
to the scene of the crime with which he was charged, on the 
theory that the blood of the victim would rise from the ground 
to accuse his murderer. And so he was acquitted; and then, 
strangely, he dropped the charges against me too. I didn't 
find out why until much later. . . You see, he was a man to 
whom knowledge of the affairs of other persons was a commodity, 
something to be bought and sold, in his own way, and at the 
proper time."

"But what was there to know about you?" I said.
But Father didn't seem to hear; he was staring out 

at the Mississippi again, and when he turned back he began 
to speak again as though I were not there, as though he talked 
to himself.

"Cassius was found dead not long after this, lying be
fore the stables at Fair Oaks, with a note pinned to his shirt 
to leave the impression that he had been killed by the Elan. 
There had already sprung up spurious Elans formed of poor 
whites, fostered by unscrupulous men who believed that hatred 
between the niggers and poor whites had to be encouraged to 
control the nigger now that he was free and his political
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usefulness about to end. And all these acts of violence 
were blamed on the original KZLan organized by the planters and 
responsible men of the county, which was feared by the carpet
baggers . . . We found Loosh and Viny, on a plantation in the 
county, where they had fled after my mother’s death. They were 
the two who had stayed with her.

"When Phineas Black left town that election day, he 
deserted Ellen Howard. We were married not long afterward, and 
just before we left Essex, Drusilla was born. Phineas Black 
was her father. *

"We came to Memphis before you were b o m  and I went into 
business with Frederick, your aunt’s husband, who had started 
as a small merchant in Essex and made a considerable fortune 
during the war selling uniforms to the Confederate Army. There 
are some who claimed that the uniforms were of such inferior 
quality that he had to leave, but I don’t know. Your aunt 
married him after he made the money, and they left before the 
end of the war. . . And of course you know how your mother 
and your Uncle Frederick died during the yellow fever."

"Then what Dru says about her father - I mean, it sounds 
like something she had made up, but it really isn’t, is it?"
I said.

"It’s a kind of half-truth, as far as she is concerned, 
something gathered probably from Cissie’s talk, or from bits 
of conversation overheard. We raised her to believe I was her
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father. But Cissie hag always seemed to regent jour mother’s 
marriage to me; and the marriage was not the happiest one, 
somehow, perhaps because your mother grew to resent the fact 
that she was in a defenseless position when she married me, or 
perhaps I married her for the wrong reasons. It was not her 
fault; it was not the fault of myone."

There was a slight sound at the door, and we both looked 
up, and one of the cotton men said, "Your carriage is down below, 
Mr. Kirby.11 •

I hadn’t known it was so late, but then the courthouse 
clock began to strike the hour, and it was the time that loosh 
came for Father every afternoon.

Father said, "I wanted you to know these things, because 
they may help you to understand later. You see, Mr. Phineas 
Black has come back again, although he has a different name."

We went down to the street, where loosh was waiting with 
the carriage, and he drove away slowly toward home.

Viny was out in the yard even before the carriage stopped, 
talking already, even before I got but. "There he come now, the 
little devil," she said, "fighting and tearing up gardens and 
running away — " Then Father was out of the carriage and stand
ing by me and he looked at Viny once, and she stopped talking 
and we walked on into the house.

Everything was quiet inside; as we passed the library
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I saw Miz Anne sitting by the window, the strange bruise 
still upon her cheek. Father told me to go upstairs and 
get ready for supper, and he went into the library, while 
I started up the stairs.

Dru called me when I walked by her room. I stepped 
through the door; she was sitting at her dressing table, and 
I could see her watching me in the mirror, I could see the 
dark, burning eyes in the quiet face. Her right hand was 
clasped upon the dressing table, and when I stdod near her 
she turned and looked into my face and:held out her hand, 
opening it, A small gold ring lay on her palm. "It used to 
be Mother*s ring," she said. "She gave it to me and I’ve been 
keeping it, and I want you to have it now."

Her face was intent, and she seemed very serious about 
the ring; but I felt that she was doing something to satisfy 
herself more than to be doing anything for me. She moved her 
hand closer, holding out the ring. I started to say something 
to her about what Father had told me in his office, but sud
denly I knew that it would be better if I didn’t say it, but 
thinking of what he had said, Dru seemed to me different now, 
almost a stranger and no longer a child. I took the ring. 
"Thank you, Dru," I said. I slipped it on my finger and it 
was too loose for any of my fingers, and Dru took a thin.gold 
chain from.a drawer of the dressing table and unclasped it and 
slipped it through the ring. I put the chain over my head, so 
that the ring hung underneath my shirt.
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"Thank you," I said again. "It's a nice ring."
D m  wasn't looking at me any more. "I wasn't angry 

with you yesterday," she said. "I'm sorry about the way I 
did, and about the things I said to you."

"It's all right," I said.
"There was something else too," she said. She was 

still not looking at me. "I have known all the time about 
you and Loosh and the chickens; I could have told on you for 
having them any time. I've known about it ever since you got 
the money from Father to buy them, ever since you told Aunt 
Oissie you were going to give them away and then took them 
over to Carsons'."

"I'm glad you didn't tell," I said. I could feel the 
ring against my skin. "You're not going to now, are you?"

"Ho. I just wanted you to know that I knew about it 
all the time."

I started from the room, trying to think why she had 
changed, why she had given me the ring and told me about know
ing we had the chickens, and I thought then that if she had 
changed about that maybe she had changed about Miz Anne, and 
I turned back and said, "Do you really mean the things you say 
about Miz Anne?"

But then her manner changed, at the mention of Miz Anne; 
her face seemed to grow paler, so that! her eyes looked even dark
er, and her voice had a cold edge when she spoke. "Certainly I 
mean them," she said.
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"But what is there wrong?" I said. "Or why — "
Her mouth tightened a little at the corners in a funny 

smile. "I will tell you this," she said. "This is what I 
know about her. I read some letters in her desk, letters 
from a man." And then she stopped, and I knew she wouldn't 
say any more, and I went on to my room.

It was almost dark. I walked up to the dimly-lighted 
mirror in my room and looked at it, thinking of the wicked 
queen, saying, "Mirror, mirror on the wall, who is fairest of 
them all?" and in the darkened looking-glass I could see the 
image of my father in my face, the nose which would in time 
be long and thin, the eyes which would be deep-set, the light 
flaxen hair, so light that Viny sometimes teased me by calling 
me 01' Man, but which they all said would grow darker; and I 
thought now I knew all about Father, and yet he seemed like a 
stranger, and how I knew about Dru too, or what Father knew 
about her, not that anybody knew all about her. But I knew 
why she didn't like Father, because of things Mother and Aunt 
Cissie had told her. And I knew why she didn't like Miz Anne, 
and what she thought Miz Anne was doing; all she didn't know was 
who the man was; that was what she was looking for Sunday when 
she made loosh drive so many times through town. And I knew 
that Dru must have been trying to make trouble for Father and 
Miz Anne because she didn't want Miz Anne for a stepmother; it 
wasn't that she was trying to protect Father.
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I wondered if I would ever see Mr. Phineas Black. And 
Father hadn’t said what it was he - had done wrong, but maybe he 
had forgotten. I turned away from the mirror, and took out the 
handkerchief with the tooth and the three arrowheads and the 
chicken foot and the silver buckle with CSA, and I put them 
all away.

And now I just had to wait.



. CHAPTER Y

The mockingbird sang steadily as we walked down the 
street to Aunt Cissie’s house. A large red moon was low 
above the trees. Everything was quiet, except the mocking
bird. We cut across the back lawn and went in through the 
kitchen door and Aunt Cissie lit a lamp. "Wait a minute, 
child," she said, and she went into the pantry and I heard 
a light rattle of glass and when she came out again I could 
smell the Bourbon whisky, and she carried a flask in her hand, 
with a glass. We walked on to the front of the house. I 
sat in a big chair in the parlor, and Aunt Cissie lit another 
lamp.

But we didn’t stay. Aunt Cissie didn’t even sit 
down. With the flask and the glass still in her hand, she 
said, "We must go now and pray," and I said, "Yessum," and 
she said, "For the whole family, but most of all for your 
father," and so we went upstairs, and after we turned the first 
landing I couldn't see the light from the room downstairs, but 
only a little light which came in from the street, shining 
through the colored panes of glass in the window on the land
ing.

It was dark upstairs; we walked down to a front bed
room, and I could see only the large red moon shining through 
the window, but then when Aunt Cissie lit a lamp I could see
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the mirror with the papers stuck around the edges with the 
notes she wrote for Uncle Frederick to read. It used to be 
his room, and she still kept everything the way he used to 
have it himself; even the bed still had the same covers, and 
all the furniture was the same. Hothing had ever been moved.
As soon as the light was burning good I could see his picture, 
a painting four feet high of a sad-looking little man with a 
curving mustache and not much chin. His eyes seemed to look 
at you sadly wherever you went in the room.

Aunt Oissie put the flask down carefully on the dresser, 
before the mirror and the notes. "We must pray now for all our 
souls," she said.

Then I could see the other picture, of the woman and the
owl.

The woman in the picture was sitting on the bank of a 
river, wearing a long dress like a long nightgown; there was 
tall grass all around her like tall cat-tails, waving in a 
wind, and far away behind her were some trees. Her eyes had 
a wild staring look, as if she had just waked up, and right 
behind her, not more than three feet from her head, a large 
gray owl was flying down, with a sharp beak and round eyes 
staring straight out of the picture. It seemed to be night in 
the picture, because everything was dark and gray, and the 
name of it was "The Awakening." Aunt Cissie said it had been 
one of Uncle Frederick’s favorites.
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Aunt Clssie filled the glass half full and drank it.
She always said the reason she kept the room the way it had 
been was because Uncle Frederick asked her to himself; she 
said she had listened to him telling her while he said he 
was hearing the sound of distant music, like a choir of angels 
singing, which she couldn't hear herself. She had waited 
there with him all night, after the rest of the family had 
gone to Nashville, with most of the other people in town who 
were going to leave already gone. But all that summer, after 
the yellow fever had already started, Uncle Frederick had 
claimed that it was not dangerous, and that it was caused by 
a gas that came out of the wooden paving blocks that had been 
put down on some of the streets up town that summer, and that 
if you didn’t breathe the air where the blocks were you couldn't 
catch the fever; so whenever he walked down town on the streets 
with the new paving blocks that gave off the peculiar odor, 
he carried a scented handkerchief over his nose, to keep from 
catching the fever.

And so after he talked to her, that last night in the 
room, Aunt Cissie kept everything the way it was, and she wrote 
the notes to him; she claimed that he came and talked to her 
sometimes, when she prayed in the room at night.

I sat down in a chair, waiting for her to pray. Through 
the window I could see the large red moon; then I could hear a 
mockingbird, and I wondered if it meant that something was
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going to happen, the way that Tiny said.
Aunt Oissie wasn’t praying yet, and I said, “Why 

are you and Dru still so mad at Miz Anne? If she has a man 
friend, the way that Dru says, it looks to me like you wouldn’t 
be worried about her marrying Father, the way you were before. 
It looks like you would be glad."

"Ah, son, you don't understand," she said. "It is a 
reflection on the family, for her to be living in the house 
and carrying on the way she does, even if there were nothing 
else. And there’s no telling what she intends to do. She 
may be using that man as a trick to catch Cornelius. I dare
say it would work on him." She poured another glass, and as 
she tilted her head back to drink it all at once, she happened 
to see the large picture of Uncle Frederick; then she put the 
glass down, still looking at the picture, and she said, "If 
only your Uncle Frederick were here. He would know what to 
do."

I looked up at the picture; and the sad eyes looked 
back at me.

Aunt Cissie moved over to a chair to sit down, and she 
almost dropped into the chair, as if she had misgauged the dis
tance. She was still staring up at the picture, and she said 
in a minute, "The glass of fashion, and the mold of form, in 
the words of the immortal bard."

"Yessum," I said.
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"Let me tell you what he always said himself; it is 
something you must remember.M She wared her hand a little; 
she wasn't looking at anything exactly. I waited, thinking 
it must be something important. .

But she was looking up sadly at the picture of Unele 
Frederick. "It reminds me of when we took the trip to Europe," 
she said. "It was in Switzerland somewhere, I forget the 
place, and you slept between two mattresses. That's what 
they had at the hotel; they were just like mattresses." Aunt 
Cissie got up and poured another glass half full and drank it 
at one drink; and she looked up at the picture again, with the 
empty glass in her hand.

"I don't see how anybody could sleep under a mattress,"
I said, and Aunt Cissie said, "But they were very comfortable.”

Through the window I could see the moon, still large 
and red and round; it had only moved a little. I waited for 
her to speak again, thinking she would say something important 
soon.

But she didn't say it, Because when she put the empty 
glass down and turned around, she weaved a little, starting to 
the chair. She didn't get all the way to the chair; she waved 
her hand at me, starting to say something, and then she weaved 
a little more, and she ended up on the bed instead of the chair. 
She didn't say anything else, although she waved her hand a few
more times
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I waited a few minutes more for her to say something 
else. But she began to breathe a little loudly; and before 
long she began to snore. I walked down to one of the other 
bedrooms and stood there in the darkness, trying to think 
what it might have been that Aunt Cissie wanted to tell me, 
but all I could remember was about her and Uncle Frederick 
on the trip to Switzerland, sleeping under mattresses,

I pulled the covers away from one comer of the mat
tress ; then I lifted the edge of the thick feather-mattress 
and got up underneath it, lying on the springs, to see what it 
felt like. I was going to undress right away, and get up on 
the bed the right way, as soon as I found out how it was under 
the mattress.

But before I knew anything else I had gone to sleep 
myself, beneath the feather-mattress, wearing all my clothes.

Through the dining room doer I could see Miz Anne, 
eating breakfast by herself.

Dru came down the stairs; then she stopped for a moment 
in the hall, looking steadily through the door at Miz Anne.
11 She will not be in this house much longer, you watch what I 
say," she said.

"I don’t believe it," I said, but Dru was already walk
ing toward the dining room.

Miz Anne was through with breakfast; when we got to the
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door she seemed to be ready to leave, and only looking 
through the window for a moment before she left. She was 
wearing a light blue dress with long sleeves that flowed 
out from her shoulders and went all the way down to her 
wrists, and her hair was brushed out smooth and golden, with 
a braid in a band across the top. And the strange bruise 
still stretched across her cheek.

She was at the end of the long table. At breakfast 
we usually didn’t sit at regular places, except Dru, and if 
she came in and found someone in her place, she would argue 
about it until they got up and moved. Father’s place was 
at one end, and the place at the other end, which used to 
be Mother's, was always empty and never used, because Aunt 
Cissie wanted it that way, except that sometimes Miz Anne 
happened to sit there at breakfast without thinking, the way 
she was doing now.

"Hello," I said. I walked through the door. Miz Anne 
turned from the window and smiled and said, "Good morning, 
David." And Dru sat down and Miz Anne looked at her, and Dru 
waited, and in a minute she said, "Good morning."

Dru sat down at the end in Father’s place, up the table 
from Miz Anne. She looked steadily at Miz Anne, sitting in the 
place that used to be Mother’s. I sat at the comer by Miz 
Anne. At the right hand side of Father’s place there was a 
place laid for Aunt Cissie, because no one ever knew whether 
she would be coming or not.
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Drufs face was pale. She seemed to he getting angry 
again, from looking at Miz Anne. Prom somewhere behind the 
house I could hear a chicken crowing. Then loosh came in 
from the kitchen. His face was sadder than ever.

"Have you seen the chickens today, Loosh?" I said.
"I’m going to name one Caesar."

"Well, now, no, sir, I ain’t — "
"Hurry up, Loosh," Dru said.
" Yes sum," Loosh said. He went back into the kitchen.
"Do you believe that dreams can tell you about things" 

that are going to happen?" I said to Miz Anne.
Dru looked at me and frowned.
"It may be that if you think about anything enough 

you dream about it," Miz Anne said. "Beyond that I don’t 
know."

"Some people can have dreams that other people can’t 
have," Dru said. "I’ve even heard Tiny say that."

"So have I," I said. "But Tiny says dreams always 
mean something bad."

Loosh brought in some breakfast.
"Maybe she doesn’t mean it quite the way she sounds,"

Miz Anne said.
"Maybe she doesn’t know everything in the world either," 

Dru said, and she looked at Miz Anne so hard you couldn’t tell 
whether she was talking about Tiny or Miz Anne.
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Then Aunt Oissie came into the dining room, walking 
quietly, with her dark clothes rustling softly. "Where is 
your father?" she said. When she noticed where Miz Anne 
was sitting, she frowned very hard and pressed her lips to
gether tightly.

"He’s gone," I said.
"I sometimes think he goes down there to get away 

from home," Aunt Oissie said. "And for no other reason. They 
could run that office all year and never miss him." She sat 
down at the end of the table, next to Father’s place, at the 
other end from Miz Anne.

Then Aunt Oissie and Dru were both looking at Miz 
Anne, almost in pleasure, as if they had some secret, some
thing they would only think about and not speak of at all.

"Did you come to eat breakfast?" I said to Aunt Oissie.
"Heavens, no," Aunt Oissie said.
"Aren’t you feeling well?" Miz Anne said.
"I didn’t sleep well," Aunt Oissie said. Her eyes 

stayed on Miz Anne’s face a little longer, as if she thought 
Miz Anne had something to do with her not feeling well.

"Are you sure you don’t want to eat something?" I said 
to Aunt Oissie, and she said, "Ho," even louder than before.

I was almost through eating; I could hear another 
chicken crowing, closer to the house.

Miz Anne got up from the table. I had the feeling that 
they all might have said something to each other if they had
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been somewhere else, or if I hadn't been there. •
Then Miz Anne turned away and left the room, going out 

into the hall and up the stairs, and still Dru and Aunt Cissie 
didn't say anything, although now they were looking at eaoh 
other, now that Miz Anne was gone.

"Why don't you leave her alone?" I said, and Aunt Oissie 
said severely, "What do you mean, child?" as if she didn't know 
what I meant, and when I turned to Dru she was frowning angrily, 
in spite of the way she had talked to me in her room last night, 
when she gave me the ring to wear, and I didn't know how to 
explain to them what they were doing to Miz Anne, so I left the 
table and walked out to the stairs.

When I reached Miz Anne's room the door was open and I 
walked in and saw her sitting by the dressing table, looking 
at the mirror; then she turned around quickly, and she said, 
"David, come here — 11

And I walked over by her, and she said, "If anything 
happens, I want you to know that I wanted to stay here. It 
won't be my fault if I leave."

"I don't want you to leave," I said. "Who wants you 
to leave?"

"It doesn't make any difference now."
"I'll tell Father if you tell me."
"Bo, you mustn't tell him."
"X know he doesn't want you to leave, and I don't either."
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"No, you must promise me not to tell him or anyone
else."

"But why are you going at all?" .
"Because I think it may be the best thing to do, and 

not because I want to leave. I want you to remember that, and 
try to understand later, if anything happens then."

"All right," I said. The book we had been reading before 
was on the dressing table; I picked it up, thinking that if it 
opened on something good it would mean good luck and then Miz 
Anne would stay, and so I said to her, "Will you read to me a 
while?" and she took it without looking very closely, holding 
it where it had fallen open, and she began to read: And now,
his armor being scoured, his headpiece improved to a helmet, 
his horse and himself new named - "Wait," I said. "I've named 
my gamecock Caesar."

"Why, that's a wonderful name," she said, smiling a lit
tle, although she seemed to be thinking of something else, and 
not listening very closely. "What did you name the other one?"

"I haven't thought of any name yet. What do you think 
I ought to name it?"

"I don't know. We'll have to think of a name." She 
looked down at the book and read again - he perceived he wanted 
nothing but a lady, on whom he might bestow the empire of his 
heart: for he was sensible that a knight-errant without a mis
tress was a tree without either fruit or leaves, and a body
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without a soul and listening to her voice go on evenly I 
knew then that it wasn’t either good or bad, and that it 
wouldn’t count, while her voice went on, almost as if she 
didn’t hear it herself, still reading, Lady, I am the giant 
Caraculiambro, Lord of the island of Malindrania, vanquished 
in single combat by that never-deservedly-enough-extolled 
knight-errant Don Quixote de la Mancha, who has commanded me 
to cast myself most humbly at your feet and Miz Anne paused 
to catch her breath. "Don’t read any more," I said. "You 
won’t leave anyway."

"How can you tell?" she said, and she smiled again, 
the way she used to smile before anything seemed wrong.

"I can tell," I said. It all seemed better, although 
there wasn’t exactly any. reason. I went downstairs.

I walked across the wet grass of the lawn at the side 
of the house, going to see the chickens. Then I heard the 
sharp call of the mockingbird, not the song it sang at night, 
but a loud, harsh, scolding cry like a jaybird; and when I 
turned to look, one of them flew out of the mass of rose bushes 
by the house, sailing suddenly out of the tangle of old vines 
that were as thick as tree limbs twisted around the arbor. The 
mockingbird skimmed across the lawn, lighting on a bush almost 
to the Carsons’ house; its long tail dipped up and down, bal
ancing the bird on a thin limb of the bush.

The sparrows were thick in the magnolia trees. I went
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on across the lawn, watching the mockingbird, until it flew 
out finally and curved off around the house and disappeared.
But just as I reached the chickens and stopped, the mocking
bird sailed around the corner of the Carsons’ house and curved 
down to the coop, scolding loudly at the two small chickens 
near my feet. I picked up a stick and threw it at the mocking
bird, but I missed it. The bird sprang up into the air and 
skimmed off far across the lawn. Tiny said it was bad luck 
to kill a mockingbird.

Then I saw loosh coming across the lawn toward me. He 
stopped and looked down once sadly at the chickens. Their 
black eyes glared back angrily at loosh and me.

"How do they look to you?" I said. "How long do you 
reckon it will be before we can take one to a fight?"

"I don’t know. It all depends," he said.
"They don’t look sick, do they? They seem too quiet 

all the time. Maybe they don’t like it over here."
"I reckon they all right," he said.
Before long I left loosh and climbed up the steps to 

the rooms above the carriage-house, and I could smell the odor 
of scorched hair before I reached the door, and when I went into 
the room, Viny was sitting in there with the hair-straightening 
comb in her hand.

It was dark in the room; the shades were all drawn, and 
only a little light came in through the half-open door and from
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the dull fire of a little charcoal burner Viny used to heat 
the comb. The sweet smell of the hair-straightening ointment 
was mixed with the smell of the scorching hair.

"What you doing up here?" Viny said. She took the comb 
off the burner and twisted it in her hair and the sizzle and 
smell of the burning hair filled the room.

"I looked in the kitchen on the way out and I didn’t 
see you and I thought maybe you would be up here," I said.

"I reckon you think I ought to spend all day long in 
the kitchen, and all night too," Viny said. She watched her
self in a cracked mirror, twisting her head over to see the 
comb.

On the inside of the door there was a brightly colored 
picture of some people on a rock, with the waves high all 
around them, and some of the people about to fall off the rock 
into the waves.

I had been wanting to ask Viny something ever since 
Father had talked to me in his office. I couldn’t imagine 
Viny being a slave; she seemed as much a person to me as Aunt 
Oissie, and a person with more sense, I didn’t know how to 
ask what I wanted to know.

Finally I said, "Viny, did you used to be a slave?"
Viny put down the hair-straightening comb and looked at 

me sharply.
"How come you to ask that?" she said.
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"Father was telling me some things," I said.
"Yes, I was a slave," Tiny said. "And my mammy was 

a slave. They sold her down in Sew Orleans and shipped her 
up the river to Mississippi and that's where I was bom. But 
Loosh and I was always house servants; we was never no field 
hands — "

"And then you were freed. I mean — "
"Free? I was almost always free — " And' she looked 

down at the hair-straightening comb in her hand, as if she were 
just seeing it for the first time, and she mumbled something I 
couldn't hear and her face twisted up suddenly and she flung 
the comb up against the wall and it clattered to the floor.

"What’s the matter, Viny?" I said, and she said, "Nothing, 
chile,11 but she put her arm around me and pulled me up against 
her and I tried to get loose. I had a feeling I had said some
thing to make her feel bad, and I tried to think of something 
different to say, and in a minute, after I got loose again I 
said, "Tell me a story, Viny," and she stared at the empty wall 
for a little while, and her face changed slowly and she said,
"I reckon you think I ain’t got nothing to do all day long but 
tell you stories," and I knew it was all right again.

"This here story happened a long time ago, in a house in 
New Orleans," Viny said. "My mammy used to tell it to me. This 
here house still there, with an iron grilled balcony on the 
second floor, the house turned around backwards to the street, 
a little narrow street, so that the front opens on a big court-
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yard in the middle. They*s marble flagstones in the court, 
and a tree grows right in the middle; and inside the house 
they’s tall gilt mirrors everywhere, and ceilings twenty feet 
high, and a big crystal chandelier in the.long dining room, 
and the Devil's head is fastened on the rooftop.11

"Viny," I said. "The real Devil?"
"I done said it, ain't I?" she said, frowning at me. 

"Who telling this, you or me?"
"How did it get there?"
"That's what the story is about," she said. "A French 

count built this house, after he ran away from the war in 
France and came to New Orleans to live. He had one girl, 
named Henriette, and she was fixing to get married, when her 
young man had to go away to a war, and that was when the Devil 
come to get her. Some of the folks after while even said that 
the Devil fixed the war up on purpose, to get the young man 
away.

"And right away, after the young man left, Henriette 
and her aunt one day went down to the Market, and Henriette 
pretty soon noticed another young man, a stranger with black 
eyes that seemed to look right through her, and he kept fol
lowing them around, everywhere they went in the Market.

"Pretty soon even Henriette's aunt, who couldn't see 
very well, noticed this young man, and right away she told him 
if he didn't go away and leave them alone she would have him
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arrested and thrown in the jail; hut even before he had time 
to answer her, a dancing bear that a man had in the Market 
broke loose and got Henriette ’ s aunt all tangled up in the 
chains and dragged her away off down the Market, followed by 
a yelling crowd of Indians, sailors, and shrimp fishermen. So 
the young man got a chance to talk to Henriette a few minutes, 
and she was so flustered by this that she didn’t notice how up
set the young man got when a cupful of salt got turned over on 
a counter near him and almost spilled on him.

"When her aunt got back in a few minutes she ran the 
young man off, and she was so near-sighted she didn’t see how 
he almost screamed when she nearly pushed him into a ham hang
ing in a butcher’s stall.

"When they got home again they didn’t say nothing about 
this, because things happened like that in the Market all the 
time, and the worst thing there they figured was the heat of 
the sun, so that ladies wore heavy veils to keep from getting 
sun-burned. -

"Henriette was still so flustered over thinking about that 
young man, that when she saw him standing in her room that night 
she didn’t even wonder how he got there, and that wasn’t no easy 
thing to do, back in them days when they watched young ladies so 
close all the time.

"She didn't start to wonder about him until the third 
night, when he happened to turn around suddenly and look into
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a tall mirror in her room; there was a loud clap of thunder 
sounding right in the room, and the young man vanished all at 
once, and Henrietta thought she could smell smoke. Then she 
got to wondering.

"But when she got through wondering, and when she knew 
that he wasn't no ordinary young man, she got to pestering him 
all the time about doing magic tricks for her; she kept it up 
so much that pretty soon he was good and tired of it.

"And about this time her other young man came back from 
the war - some of them claimed later on that the Devil stopped 
the war so the young man would come home and he could get rid 
of Henrietta.

"And the Devil and Henrietta's young man met each other 
just outside Henrietta's house, in the street. The Devil leaned 
up against the wall, smoking a long cigar, barring the door so 
the young man couldn't get in. This was enough to start a duel, 
itself, because in them days men fought duels every day, over 
nothing. But on top of that the Devil said, ’I am tired of her; 
she talks too much. If you will take her back and go away I 
will give you a hundred thousand pieces of silver.'

"How this would sure enough have started the duel right 
there, because the young man was ready, but the Devil didn't 
give him time. He wanted to show the young man he wasn't deal
ing with just an ordinary man, so he changed himself into a 
great big black bat, and flew up to the top of the house and
down again; then he changed into a long snake, coiling all the
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way across the street and back; and finally he changed into a 
loup-garou, a wolf man. He stayed in the shape of a loup-garou 
a while, leaning up against the wall, just to show the young 
man it wasn’t no simple trick that just anybody could do.

"And while the young man was looking at him he thought 
him up a plan: if he could just get in the house to get a
flour sifter he could trap the loup-garou, because whenever 
the loup-garou sees a flour sifter he has to stop and count 
all the holes in it, which will give you time to run and get 
salt and pepper and sprinkle on him, and then he will jump cut 
of his skin and run away.

"But of course it wasn't even a plain, ordinary loup- 
garou; it was the Devil. He just smiled at the young man, 
showing the great long teeth in his mouth, and he said, ’Sever 
mind about that. You ain't going to catch me with no flour 
sifter, not even with silver bullets. Let's us get on with 
the bargain.'

"So the Devil changed back again from the loup-garou, 
and the young man looked all up and down the street for help, 
but there wasn't any in sight anywhere, and finally he agreed. 
'What are the terms?' he said.

"'Only that you take her and go away,' the Devil said.
"'And how about the hundred thousand pieces of silver?'
"'You will find that in the customary place,' the Devil 

said. "Underneath your bed, on your wedding night.'
"So they made the bargain, the Devil went off in a cloud
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of smoke, and the young man went in the house. They were all 
so glad to see him they didn’t notice how pale he looked, and 
right away the family started making plans for the wedding 
that they had. had to put off on account of the war.

"And everything went off fine, and they had a big wed
ding and celebration; but Henriette couldn’t understand that 
night when her husband got up to look underneath the bed for 
the hundred thousand pieces of silver. Then on top of that he 
had to count them all, one at a time, and then go down and bury 
them in the courtyard, in the middle of the night. Then Hen
riette got madder and madder, because he wouldn’t even tell her 
where the pieces of silver came from; she kept pestering him 
about it so he didn’t even get to sleep all night long.

"The next night they were eating by themselves in that 
big dining room, underneath the crystal chandelier, and Henri
ette had been after him all day long about where the silver 
came from, and she was so mad she just about wouldn’t speak to 
him any more, and he was so worried he couldn't eat anything, 
because he had made the bargain with the Devil to take her away. 
The trouble was he had forgotten that Hew Orleans ladies weren’t 
allowed to go out on the streets for two weeks after their mar
riage back in them days; they didn’t think it was good manners. 
Henriette wouldn't budge out the house a foot.

"Finally he got so worried from thinking about it he just 
jumped up from the table, and told her they had to leave, right
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away, that very minute.
"So she got to asking him more questions, and finally 

she got the whole thing out of him. Then she just sat there, 
and her eyes got darker and darker, and he couldn’t think what 
to say to her.

"•There’s nothing in writing,’ he said. ’It wouldn’t 
stand up in court. Maybe if I got me a lawyer — ’

"But she jumped up from the table, she was so mad.
’You coward, ’ she said. ’You wouldn’t fight the Devil for 
me, like a gentleman would. Instead of that you bargained me 
away like a mule, for a hundred thousand pieces of silver.’

"And he tried to talk to her, but she wouldn’t listen, 
and she picked up the dinner napkin off the table and strangled 
her husband to death.

"Then all at once there was the Devil again, standing 
in the dining room in a fiery cloud of smoke. ’You wretch, 
you,' he said to Henrietta. ’You and your husband have broken 
the bargain with me.' And right then and there he took hold 
of Henrietta and killed her. And then he grabbed up Henrietta 
and her husband and took them up to the highest part of the 
roof, and he got ready to eat them.

"But the Devil had misjudged the time, because he had just 
got through eating both of them when the moon went down, and the 
Devil can’t be out after the moon has set. So his head became 
fastened to the rooftop in the blood of the people he ate; and
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the ghosts of Henrietta and her husband were tied up in the 
house forever, because of the buried silver, and every night 
at the same time they come back in the dining room to do all 
of it over again. And nobody would live in the house any more, 
because of the ghosts and the Devil's head, but people come 
back to look for the buried silver. But they never find it, 
because it is the Devil's silver, and some folks say it van
ished the same night it was found underneath the bed, or that 
it turned to leaves or dirt."

Then she stopped, and I was trying to think of some 
things I had wanted to ask her before she told the story, but 
I couldn't remember them for thinking about the loop-garou and 
the Devil's head; and before I could say anything at all I 
heard a big noise over in the Carsons' yard, and I got up and 
ran down the steps, and as soon as I was outside I had a funny 
feeling that I didn't want to look up at the tops of any houses, 
and when I reached the lawn I saw the gamecock, Caesar, loose in 
the Carsons' yard, fighting a big Plymouth Rock rooster. The big 
chicken leaned down and pecked two or three times at the little 
gamecock's head, in the short time that I watched, before I could 
start running; and even while I ran toward them I knew that 
Caesar was already too tired from flying at the rooster and 
striking out at him with the legs that needed spurs for fighting 
but seemed to keep on fighting even without the spurs because 
that was all he knew how to do. At first it was so hard to
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believe that I wasn’t sure it was happening, that Oaea&r was 
about to get killed by the rooster; then I stopped arid ran 
back the other way, toward the kitchen, hollering, "loosh, 
loosh!" and then I ran back toward the chickens, and on the 
way I picked up a stick and hit the big Plymouth Hock rooster 
on the head and.knocked it down. It didn’t move. . ^

I picked up Oaesar. His head was bleeding bad, and he 
looked too tired to move. Then while I was wondering if my 
throwing the stick at the mockingbird had anything to do with 
what had happened, I saw that my other chicken was gone, the one 
I had never named, and I was looking for him, and then Loosh came 
across the lawn from the back porch.

He was walking fast, going as fast as I had ever seen 
him move; then he stopped all at once, looking at the big 
rooster lying flat and limp on the ground, and at Caesar in 
my hands with the blood running down from his head.

"How come that to happen?" he said. He pointed at the 
coop, turned over on the ground.

"I don’t know. I just came out here a minute or two 
ago and that’s the way it was."

"The hen had done run away," Loosh said.
"I never did see it. I just saw them fighting. I didn’t 

see it at all."
Caesar wasn’t moving. I could still see the blood running 

down slowly from his head.
"I wonder how come it to happen," Loosh said.
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Mr. Carson came out from his hack porch. "What1 s all 
this?" he said, loud. He was wearing an undershirt, without 
any coat or shirt. Aunt Cissie never spoke to any of the 
Carsons. She said that he just came up out of nowhere and 
nobody knew anything about him except that he made'a lot of 
money suddenly after the war and that he didn’t have any fight 
to live on the same street with her. Father always spoke to 
them, although he didn’t seem to like them any more than Aunt 
Cissie did. "What’s the matter?" Mr. Carson said. He was 
looking at the Plymouth Rock rooster.

"I hit it on the head," I said. "I guess it’s dead."
Mr. Carson looked at loosh. He wasn’t smiling. "Rig

ger," he said.
"Sir," loosh said.
"What’s the meaning of this?"

; "I reckon it’s just dead," Loosh said. He looked down 
mournfully at the chicken.

MT. Carson’s face got red. "You’ll have to get those 
fool chickens of yours out of here. I told ray wife in the first 
place that I He stopped; he was looking at me again. "What’
that?" he said.

"It’s my chicken," I said. The blood from Caesar’s head 
had run all over my shirt by now.

Mr. Carson looked hard at my face, and finally he said, 
"You’ll have to pay me for that rooster."
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"Yes, sir," Loosh said. "We didn’t go for it to hap
pen anyhow."

"I’ll pay you for it," I said.
Mr. Carson started for his back door. I said, "I’ll 

pay you myself. Don’t say anything to Father — " But he was 
already halfway to his door, and he didn’t stop. I picked up 
the stick I had hit the rooster with, and then loosh went over 
and picked up our chicken coop.

"Where you going?" I said.
"To get this out of here, like he said," loosh said.
He started over to our back yard with the coop and I 

went after him with Caesar and the stick. He took the coop 
around behind the stable and put it down. "Maybe they won’t 
find out about it here for a while," he said. "Here, let me 
see him a minute." And he took Caesar and looked at his head; 
then he gave him back to me and walked in to the kitchen, and 
I sat down on the grass, holding Caesar in my arms.

While loosh was gone I remembered about the mockingbird 
flying down on the chicken coop in the morning, and how that 
might have meant something was going to happen, the way Viny 
said the mockingbirds always meant; and it made it seem that 
maybe Viny and Aunt Cissie both were right, that the chickens 
were bad luck and sinful too.

loosh brought some coal oil back in a jar. He put it 
on the cuts on Caesar’s head.
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"This here will fix it up," he said. "He can stand a 
lot more than that, anyway.” He put Caesar back in the coop, 
and he stood there quietly on the grass, with his thin angry 
head turned to the side and the black, unmoving eye staring 
up at us, round, quiet, and solemn.

"You don’t think it will hurt him?" I said.
"I seen them stand a lot more than that," loosh said.

"At fights I seen chickens get a spur straight through the 
head, with the end sticking out the other side. One of them 
roosters go straight up in the air and there come the leg with 
that spur on it like a piece of razor, and whamI there go that 
spur straight through the other chicken’s head and stick out 
on the other side. And you think that kilt him?”

"I don’t know," I said, looking at Caesar’s thin, un
moving head. "It looks to me like it might.”

"Well, the man just go and pick up his rooster and suck 
on the head a while where that spur went through and when he 
done got all the blood out he put him down again and he just 
start off all over again, as good as new."

"You know how to do that?"
"Ain’t nothing to it, once you know how," loosh said.

"I got to go back to the kitchen now."
"listen, when are we going to get us some of those spurs?" 
"Well, it ain’t quite time yet. This here rooster wouldn’t

make no good fighter anyway. They cost a lot of money, them
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spurs'" : ■ :
"How much?"
"Well, I ain’t exactly sure. Them imported ones, now, 

they costs a lot. Sometimes maybe they cost a hundred dollars, 
I reckon."

"Are they sharper than the others?"
"It’s like razors."
"like Father’s. His came from England, he says."
"That’s right. I know a man on Beale Street says he can 

get them spurs for ten dollars, only they ain’t quite as good."
"You let me know when the time comes. I’ll see about 

getting us some."
"They ain't no hurry," loosh said. "I got to be going 

back to the kitchen."
But he stayed there a minute longer, looking down at 

the chicken, looking very sad.
"We'll get some more before long," I said. "We’ll get 

a whole lot of them."
"That’s right," loosh said.
"Then we’ll take them to fights."
"Yes, sir," loosh said.
"Half of them will be yours, half of all we have."
"I don’t need to have none of them that way. It'll be 

all right if I just looks after them."
"Half of them will be yours anyway," I said; but that
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didn’t seem to make him look much better. He only stood there 
by the coop a minute longer, and then he walked around the cor
ner of the stable-house. I stayed there looking at Caesar, with 
the blood getting stiff on the front of my shirt, and beneath 
the blood and the shirt I could feel Dru’s ring again.

But before 1 went in the house, loosh came out again.
"How I got to go to the store to get groceries," he said.

He was on his way to hitch up the buggy, and I said,
"Wait for me, loosh."

"Well, I ain’t got all day. And you better find out 
if you can go. Viny tried to put it onto me yesterday about 
you going up town by yourself."

He went inside the carriage-house, and I started to go 
in after him, but I looked down at the stains all over my shirt, 
and I went toward the house to change my shirt.

Viny was in the kitchen fixing four chickens to fry, 
and she was so busy I got through the kitchen without her seeing 
my shirt. She was mumbling to herself about something I couldn’t 
hear, and she didn’t even speak to me.

Miz Anne was in the library, sitting at the desk beneath 
the fencing rapiers, writing busily. She didn’t see me either.

Dru’s door was closed; she must have been asleep. I 
changed the shirt and went back down to the kitchen. "I want
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to ride uptown with loosh," I said to Tiny.
"Don’t bother me. I ain’t got no time," she said.

She was still working on the chickens.
"All right," I said. I went out to the back yard, and 

loosh came out with the buggy.
"They say it’s all right?" he said, and I said, "Yes," 

and I got in the buggy and he drove off.
When we got uptown Loosh stopped on Second Street. He 

took out a long grocery list and got down from the buggy, look
ing across the street at the meat market. Then he waited for 
me. "You going with me?" he said.

"I'll just stay around here," I said. "Maybe I’ll go 
down to the livery stable."

"You know what they always telling you about going to 
the livery stables. Maybe you better not go."

"It'll be all right. There won't anything happen."
"You know what they said," loosh said. He was looking 

at the grocery list. He went on to the meat market. I walked 
down Second Street to Union and stopped before the livery 
stable. It looked dark and cool inside, a wonderful, strange, 
secret place, where exciting people came all of the time.

The sharp, mixed ammonia smell of the horses and the 
hay and feed came out through the door. The sun was diining 
bright. A man sat on a box before the door, curling slivers 
from a piece of pine with a small pocketknife.

"Hello," I said.
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“Howdy, son," he said to me. He glanced up only once; 
then he went on working carefully with the knife.

A man with a large gold chain across his stomach came 
out from the office. He looked up and down the street. Finally 
he said, “Where’s Joe?”

The man with the pocketknife said, "He ain’t come back
yet."

“That’s fine. What does he think this is?" the man with 
the gold chain said. -

He went back into the office. I sat down on the edge 
of the drive that went from the street into the livery stable, 
watching the curving strips of shaving fall away from the piece 
of wood, thinking how nice it would be to come down there every 
day and sit there with a knife and a piece of wood.

I picked up a piece of tar from the street. The heat of 
the morning sun had melted it, and it was soft and gummy. I 
drew it out into a rope.

A man drove down the street with a large-boned tall bay 
horse. He sat hunched over on a light two-wheeled sulky like 
they used for racing. He turned the horse into the drive that 
went into the livery stable. -

The man who was whittling looked up once at the horse; 
then he said, "Mr. Preswick," not very loud, and the man with 
the gold chain came out of the office again. He frowned at 
the man behind the horse, the man sitting in the sulky. "Where
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have you been?" he said.
"He said for us to exercise him every day, didn’t he?" 

the man on the sulky said. He grinned at the man who was 
whittling.

I drew the rope of tar into loops and coiled it like 
a snake.

"He sure said that, Joe," the man with the pooketknife
said.

"We were just exercising him," the man on the sulky said.
"You be sure to tell him when he gets back from Missis

sippi," the man with the poeketknife said.
"I don’t see why you two don’t go into vaudeville," 

the man with the gold chain said.
The loops of the tar snake began to stick together in 

a lump; I crushed it all down into a ball and drew it out again 
in a long rope. The man got down from the sulky. When he was 
sitting hunched over in it, you couldn’t tell how large he was, 
but he turned out to be a short, skinny man with a pinched 
face, after he got down on the ground.

The man with the gold chain moved around impatiently. 
"Well, what did you find out?" he said in a minute.

The short man looked at the horse carefully. Then he 
cocked his head over on one side a little. "Well, I’ll tell 
you this, my friend," he said. "If that horse can do a mile 
in under three minutes I will eat him, hoof, hide, hair, and
all If
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The man with the poeketknife stopped whittling.
"How many heats did you try?" the man with the gold chain 
said.

"Three," the short man said. "He did the first in 
three-twenty, the second in three-eighteen, and the third 
in three-fourteen, and that's his limit."

"Did anybody see you?" the man with the gold chain said.
"No," the short man said.
The man with the gold chain stepped over and looked at 

the horse, all over, slowly. He bent down and looked at his 
legs, carefully, all up and down. Then he said, "You think 
he could be doped up any way or anything?"

"He just hasn't got it in him to do any better," the 
short man said scornfully. "I know what a horse can do."

The man with the gold chain straightened up. "I will 
be glad when our friend gets through with his business in 
Mississippi," he said.

"If he will let his money talk for him," the man with 
the poeketknife said.

"There might be more to this than we know abort," the 
man with the gold chain said.

"What else could there be to it?" the short man said.
"We know what the horse can do, and we know that Blue Bell can 
do a mile in two-forty-five any day in the week, and sometimes 
two-thirty-five, with a little encouragement."
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I twisted the strands of tar out into two loops, mak
ing them into spectacles, two circles hooked together in the 
middle, thinking of Captain Shea's story of the spectacles.

"You know, it's a funny thing," the man with the pocket- 
knife said. "I don't see how a man who had sense enough :to 
even drive a horse could keep from knowing that Blue Bell is 
about the best trotter south of Kentucky. And then to come 
right here, though, and make a remark about this horse being 
faster than anything in our stable. I don't see — "

"He said he wanted to sell the horse first, didn't 
he?" the short man said. "A man is liable to make all sorts 
ofywild statements when he is trying to sell something." The 
short man sounded like he was a little mad at the others, be
cause they didn't believe him at first about the horse.

I put the spectacles on my eyes, looking through them 
at the men.

They were all quiet, just for a minute. All of them 
happened to be looking at the horse at the same time. The man 
with the pocketknife had stopped whittling. Then the man with 
the gold chain said to the man with the kpife, "What do you 
think about it?"

"I think Joe is right," the man with the knife said
slowly.

The man with the gold chain nodded his head. He didn't 
speak again. The short man led the horse on into the livery 
stable. The man with the pocketknife threw the piece of wood
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out into the street. He got up and went into the office.
I found out that I couldn’t get the spectacles off. The tar 
was stuck in my eyebrows and on my skin, fastened tightly all 
around my eyes. I pulled at it hard and none of it came loose.

I got up from the curbing. I turned around and started 
toward the corner, pulling at the tar spectacles. loosh came 
around the corner. His face was worried-looking. He hurried 
up to me when he saw me coming.

"Where you been at all this time?" he said. "I been 
looking all over town for you. What you done done now?"

"Nothing," I said.
But he was looking at the tar spectacles.
"I declare if you ain’t almost as bad as the rest of 

them, when it comes to getting yourself mixed up into things," 
he said.

He took hold of my hand and we walked over to the buggy.
"How come you do that?" loosh said.
"I don’t know exactly. I was thinking how a man named 

Captain Shea that I met yesterday was telling me how they sold 
some spectacles without any glass in them at a carnival in 
Mississippi where Father used to live. I just wanted to see 
how it looked, I guess."

"I remember that day," loosh said, and for a moment his 
face lost the sad look it always wore.

"Did you buy any of them, loosh?"
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"Not me. Some of them durned fool niggers did, I 
reckon. I wasn’t even in town that day.M Then he started 
worrying again, and he said, "Now I reckon on account of me 
spending all that time trying to find you we going to be late 
getting them groceries back. How come you to go off?"

"I like to look in livery stables," I said.
We went home fast. Hoosh seemed to worry more and 

more about whether we would be late or not. I sat on the 
buggy seat by him, touching the black round rings of the 
tar spectacles now and then, feeling the tar get harder, 
stuck fast around my eyes.

We went into the kitchen with the groceries, and as 
soon as Viny saw me she took a long slow look, and then she 
said to Loosh, "Now look at what you done gone and let him 
do, and me with all the work I got to do already."

"It’s all right," I said. "He didn’t have anything 
to do with it. I did it myself. I didn’t know it would get 
stuck. I was only going to see how it looked."

Viny took me upstairs, frowning all the way, and 
grumbling to herself. "Now you going to be late for dinner."

She looked at the spectacles for a few minutes, as if 
she didn’t know what to do about them at first..-She didn’t 
say anything. Then she sat down on a chair, still looking at 
them hard. "What is that you got on there, anyway, son?" she 
said finally. 1
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"Tar. I didn’t know it would get stuck this way,"
I said. I put up my hand and touched the spectacles. They 
were getting harder.

"I don’t know," Tiny said, beginning to mumble to 
herself again. She got up and went downstairs, still mumbling, 
as far as I could hear her.

While she was gone I pulled a little at one side of 
the spectacles; I got part of it loose, a little, just enough 
to get ray finger underneath. The rest of it wouldn’t move at 
all.

Dru and Aunt Oissie came down the hall and glanced 
through the door at me.

They both looked straight through the door at me, 
but they seemed to be so bothered about something themselves 
that they didn’t even notice the spectacles on my eyes.

Then Viny came back with a saucer full of grease.
"Put some of this on that stuff," she said. "I ain’t got no 
time to go on fooling with it myself. If you can’t get it off 
you just can’t eat no dinner today. Maybe it’ll learn you a 
lesson."

She went downstairs again, talking to herself.
I put some of the grease on the spectacles, and they 

loosened up a little, although not all at once. They were 
worse where the tar was stuck in my eyebrows. It took me 
about fifteen minutes to get the spectacles all the way off, 
while I could hear Viny busy in the kitchen downstairs; when
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I walked out Iso the stairs I was still plucking at the little 
pieces of tar that were still left in my eyebrows.

There was something strange at dinner, something strange 
and new that went on underneath the talk, as if it were behind 
a veil, and not even the shape of it showed.

Even Aunt Cissie’s precise, cold smile seemed to cover 
up a kind of glee, and Dru was almost excited; only Miz Anne • 
seemed cool, almost cold, 'and somehow trapped by the others.

But what they talked about was clothes, Aunt Oissie 
talking, mostly; Dru and Miz Anne didn’t say much.

Loosh served the fried chicken, and some turnip greens 
and golden c o m  bread muffins, with a glass of cold milk for 
me.

I was the only one who seemed interested in food; I 
began to eat and Aunt Oissie kept on talking about clothes, 
and before long I forgot there had seemed anything strange 
about them, until about the time I was through, when Miz Anne 
got up and excused herself and left the table abruptly.

When I went upstairs to see Miz Anne, her door was 
closed, and I decided not to bother her; so I went back down 
to the kitchen, and Tiny ran me out of there. Caesar was 
walking back and forth inside the coop, when I went out by 
the carriage-house to look at him, strutting angrily, with 
his black round eye turned fiercely up to glare at me. I
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leaned over to look. The blood had dried around his head, 
and he looked all right. He stopped strutting and stared 
back at me steadily as I looked at him, and when I leaned 
down closer, the ring slipped out through my shirt and dangled 
on the chain, and Caesar twisted his head to glare at the 
swinging ring.

Dru was in her room when I went upstairs again. She 
was standing in the middle of the floor with a far-off look 
upon her face.

"I had the dream again last night,” she said.
"I guess you know I've only got one chicken now," I - 

said. "The other one ran away."
"It isn't exactly about a house any more; or it doesn't 

seem that the house is as important as it used to be. It 
seems now that the dream is more about a man.”

"What man?" I said. .
"The soldier," Dru said impatiently, as if I should 

have known all about the dream myself, and I said, "You mean 
you have changed what you think the dream means?" and she 
didn't answer, and I thought about what she had said in the 
cemetery, and about all the things Father had told me, and I 
knew it wouldn't do any good to tell her.
. She was staring straight out through the window, but 

not looking at anything at all, as if she could see the whole 
dream or whatever it was she was thinking of, unfolded there
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doing now it was as if she stood before a big mirror, and 
you looked into the mirror with Dru and it made you wonder 
which was the real Dru, the one in the mirror or the one on 
the floor, and then you saw there was another mirror on the 
opposite wall, which reflected the image in the first one, 
so that they went on endlessly, back and forth, a little 
different each time, and Dru was looking at them all herself, 
and to her each one was more real than the last, going on and 
on, farther than anyone could count.

Dru walked over slowly and sat down before the marble- 
topped dressing table, leaning both arms upon it and staring 
into the mirror at her face.

She began to brush her hair, pinning it up on top of 
her head, the way that Miz Anne wore hers sometimes. I watched 
her for a minute, while she held the hair in place with one 
hand on top of her head, turning her face back and forth to 
see it in the mirror. Then I said, “Have you decided that 
you are grown now? Is that why you are fixing your hair that 
way? "

And when she turned to me her face had changed again; 
she dropped her hair and it fell down in long black strands 
about her face, falling upon her shoulders. "What business 
is it of yours?" she said, almost as if it made some difference 
to her what I thought. And suddenly she drew her arm back and
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threw the brush at me, but It hit the floor a little before 
my foot and clattered on across the room.

D m  looked at me steadily; and I didn’t say anything 
and in a minute I turned around and walked out of the room.

Miz Anne was looking through some clothes. I stood 
in the door a minute, waiting for something I was not sure 
about, perhaps for her to give a sign, to turn and smile, or 
laugh, or something else to show that everything was all right. 
But she didn’t do anything; she only stood there before the 
closet, moving the dresses with her hand, and I stepped into 
the room, and said, "Miz Anne, have you got time to read some 
now? "

And then she turned and slowly smiled, leaving the 
closet where the dresses hung, "Well, perhaps for a few min
utes," she said. "You get what you want me to read."

So I ran to get the book, I turned through the pages 
quickly, until I came to a picture and stopped. It was a 
picture of the windmills, stretching away in a row as far as 
you could see, with the lance thrust through the rising sail 
of the first mill, the horse and Don Quixote already hurled 
into the air by the swinging sail, with Sancho Panza below the 
windmill on his mule, one hand lifted to hold his head, the 
other raised as if he were ready to pray.

I said, "He always got into a lot of trouble, didn’t
he?"
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"Who?" Miz Anne said. She came and sat down by me on 
a little bench, and although she was smiling a little, there 
was something strange about her, somehow nervous and excited. 
"Who got into trouble?" she said.

"This man, Don Quixote."
"He was always pretending that things were something 

else," she said. "He couldn’t be satisfied with things the 
way they really were."

"Did he think it was better that way?" I said.
"I suppose he did — " She took the book, and opened 

it to read; she looked up at me, her face thoughtful and half- 
smiling, and then I saw her expression change, as she looked 
past me, and she said, "Come in, Brasilia," and I turned and 
saw Dru standing just inside the door. She had fixed her hair 
all back again, pinned up on top of her head, and she was wear
ing a dress like a gown. It hung loosely from her shoulders 
and was gathered by a belt and dropped in folds from her waist, 
reminding me of the dress the woman wore in Aunt Cissie’s pic
ture of the woman and the owl.

Dru walked on slowly into the room, as if a lot of peo
ple were watching her; she came toward us, smiling a little, 
and I thought at first she was smiling at Miz Anne and me, 
until I saw that she was looking past us into the mirror.

She stopped quite near us; she looked quietly once at 
Miz Anne, then her eyes moved past the dressing table, toward
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the open closet where the dresses hung. -
Her face took on an amused and sly expression, and 

she said, "Are you getting ready to pack your clothes? Are 
you going away?"

"Perhaps Miz Anne said.
"Whose dress is that, anyway?" I said to Dru.

• Dru glanced at me impatiently, and then back at Miz 
Anne again, as if she were waiting for her to say something 
about the dress.

Then she turned around once, watching the dress in 
the mirror. The dress was a little too big.

I said, "Where did you get it?"
"It was my mother's dress," Dru said.
Still Miz Anne didn't say anything to her, and all at 

once, as if this silence were finally more insulting than 
anything she might say, Dru whirled suddenly from before the 
mirror, the long skirt swirling about her legs; and I saw that 
she was barefooted. I almost laughed; I made one sound, loud 
enough for Dru to hear, and she looked at me and that made her 
even more angry, but somehow with Miz Anne instead of me.

Dru seemed to have trouble breathing; I could see the 
front of her dress rise and fall quickly with the rushing of 
her breath. Her eyes looked very black, and she said, "I'll 
be glad when you are gone. You can't go too soon."

"Yes, I know, Drusilla," Miz Anne said quietly.
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"And I know all about you, too; there isn't anything 
I don't know about you," D m  said angrily. Her voice was 
much louder, and I thought she was going to strike Miz Anne 
in the face; but suddenly she whirled away and almost ran 
from the room, and as she went through the door the dress 
swirled about her bare feet and her legs, and the end of it 
hung on the latch of the door, and D m  caught the dress with 
both hands as if it were a rope and pulled at it angrily and 
I heard the cloth rip as she jerked it. free. The sound of 
her running feet pattered swiftly down the hall, cut off 
suddenly by the violent slamming of the door.

Miz Anne was staring through the window. I had wanted 
to ask her what had seemed wrong at dinner, and how the bmise 
came to be on her cheek, but she looked too worried for me to 
bother her. The book had fallen to the floor; I didn't even 
look at it but once.

When I went downstairs again, Dru and Aunt Gissie were 
both dressed as though for company, fussing about in the West 
room, which was only used for Sundays or special occasions. 
They were talking busily, with a kind of special, secret 
pleasure which nobody ever seemed to have or understand but 
them. Dru's face was very pleased, and Aunt Gissie's came as 
near to a smile as I had ever known it to; and I had a feeling 
that they were talking about Miz Anne again, until it came out
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that it seemed to be about a man, but still about Miz Anne 
too, somehow.

Aunt Cissie said, "I shall hardly speak a word my
self."

"This should be the very end," Dru said. "Who would 
have ever thought that she would have agreed to the suggestion? 
You might think she couldn’t imagine anything the least bit 
strange about it."

"Who can say?" Aunt Cissie said. "Why would the man, 
or any man she might know, accept an invitation to our house?
I shall lock up all the silver, except the exact number of 
pieces we shall require for tea."

I wondered how they could make Miz Anne do anything 
she didn’t mean to do; and I thought they must be wrong, that 
if she brought someone to the house, it must be that she had 
a reason, and not because Aunt Cissie had made a trap of it, 
the way they made it sound.

So I went back to the kitchen, to see if Tiny knew, 
and on the way I noticed that change in the air and the light 
that always made me think of rain.

Viny began looking at my clothes, frowning all the 
time. She took me by the hand and started upstairs again.
"I reckon you can at least look decent, with company coming," 
she said. "If none of them don’t pay you no mind I reckon I
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got to myself."
"Who is it, Viny, who’s the company?"
"I don’t know, a man," she said.
And I couldn’t get her to say any more, so maybe that 

was all she knew. .
When I changed clothes and went downstairs again, the 

house had grown a little darker, although it was only mid- 
afternoon.

As soon as I reached the foot of the stairs I could 
hear them talking, but differently now, not just Bru and Aunt 
Gissie, but Miz Anne too, and another voice, the voice of a 
man I had never heard before; and something in the way he 
spoke, not in the words themselves, which I couldn’t even hear 
very well, but something in the sound, made me stop all at 
once in the hall.

I walked on slowly in a minute, going down the hall to 
the room, still hearing the man speak in a smooth, easy voice;
I saw the candles in the seven-branched silver candelabra, and 
beyond it at the end of the table Miz Anne seated by the silver 
tea service that had belonged to Father’s family. Still I 
couldn't see the man, only the back of his head. He was sit
ting in a deep, leather-covered chair, one hand half-raised as 
he spoke, and all the others were listening, and not with angry 
expressions the way I might have thought from the things Aunt 
Cissie and D m  had said before.
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Miz Anne saw me first, and as if the man himself 
somehow knew all at once of everything that went on in the 
room or anywhere he was, he noticed somehow that Miz Anne 
had seen me, because he turned slowly in the chair, pausing 
in his speech; his hand was across the arm of the chair, and 
I noticed how small and neat it was, and then I saw that the 
end of his second finger was gone, and I wondered why Miz 
Anne didn't seem happy, but almost afraid instead, as if she 
might be afraid of the man, instead of just D m  and Aunt Gissie 
bothering her.

Miz Anne said, "David, this is Major Applegate," and 
he rose from the chair and then I saw his face, the heavy, quiet, 
composed face, with the strange, deep-lidded eyes, in which you 
saw nothing at all but which made you feel that there was nothing 
they would ever miss; and I looked at him steadily, and spoke 
the name she had said, and he moved a few steps toward me with 
a slow, almost graceful movement and took my hand, and then I 
almost spoke the other name aloud, not the name she had said, 
not Applegate, but the other name that Father had used when he 
told me about the man who looked like this, the name of Phineas 
Black. I almost said the name, but I stopped.

He was dressed all in black; it made you think he paid 
more attention to the way he looked than some men did. His 
hands looked too delicate for a man so large, but the strange 
thing about him was his eyes. You couldn't tell how old he was;
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he might have been any age, but I thought he must have been 
older than Father.

When he sat down again and turned back to the others,
I looked at them too. I had hardly noticed anyone but him 
since I came into the room. Miz Anne was busy with the tea 
service, and her eyes were lowered to the table and her face 
without expression. The strange thing about Aunt Gissie and 
Dru was that they seemed interested in the man, and not in the 
spiteful way they had talked about before he came to the house. 
If he was a part of the trap they had talked about, then what 
had become of the trap, I thought, and why weren’t they angry 
now, and who brought him to the house, Miz Anne or Aunt Gissie, 
or was it a plan of his own?

The light had grown dimmer outside; Dru went to draw 
back the drapes at the windows. Miz Anne made me a cup of weak 
tea, the way they let me drink it; a faint sound of thunder 
sounded, as if from far away.

Loosh came in with a tray of cakes and things.
"Shall I continue, ladies, with Swinburne’s verse?"

Major Applegate said; Miz Anne looked up once, briefly, but 
her expression didn’t change. Eo one said anything at once.

Dru was walking back to her chair. "Please do," she 
said. She sat down; I took the cup of tea from Miz Anne.

He leaned back in the chair and closed his eyes all the 
way and began to recite in a measured, singsong voice.
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If love were what the rose is,
And I were like the leaf,
Our lives would grow together 
In»sad or singing weather,
Blown fields or flowerful closes,
Green pleasure or gray grief;
If love were what the rose is,
And I were like the leaf.
If I were what the words are,
And love were like the tune —

And another crash of thunder sounded, near, and he stopped,
and the candles sputtered and swayed in their stands; I looked
across at him, almost by accident, and I saw his eyes fully
open; staring straight at Dru; it seemed suddenly in that
instant that you could look far down into his eyes, as if into
something without any bottom at all, but it was almost the
same as if they were still half-closed, because there was
still nothing to see. Then a flash of summer lightening
crashed; I felt myself jump, feeling almost at the same time
the warm splash of tea soak quickly through my shirt.

Miz Anne must have been watching me, because she got 
up from the end of the table at once and took the cup from me, 
holding my hand in hers all the time as she put the cup on the 
table; then without speaking to the others she led me out of 
the room.

On the way down the hall I wanted to ask her why the man 
was here, and what there was about him that could make them 
bring him to our house, the same man Father had told me about; 
but her face was withdrawn and different, so I thought I had



better ask Father instead.
When we came back downstairs he was gone, and Aunt Cis- 

sie was saying, "There's something about him that reminds me 
of Frederick. He has the same elegance of manner that poor 
Frederick had. But I cannot say that I admire his taste in 
poetry." And she closed her lips together in a firm straight 
line.

loosh came in from the kitchen.
"How strange about his finger," Dru said.
"Yes," Aunt Gissie said, "Poor man. I daresay it 

happened in the war."
loosh said, "You mind if I says something, Miz Gissie?"
"Certainly not, Loosh. What is it you wish to say?"

Aunt Gissie said. She turned to loosh and waited, smiling 
politely all the time.

"Well'm, about that finger that that gentleman has, that 
was what it was," loosh said. "I mean I heard you talking about 
it, and — 11

"Yes, yes. Poor man," Aunt Gissie said. She didn't 
seem to be listening to loosh. She looked the way she always 
did whenever she spoke of Uncle Frederick.

"Well'm, I has knowed of other men who has them fingers 
that way," loosh said. "Gamblers. They gets them that finger 
cut off that way on purpose by a doctor. It makes it easier 
handling cards off the bottom of the deck. Down on Beale
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Street, I knowed of a — "
Then either Brut or Aunt Cissie made a small sound 

suddenly; I couldn't tell which one it was. But when I 
looked at Dru she didn’t seem to be able to catch her breath, 
as if she had lost it forever. Aunt Oissie sat up straight 
in the chair all at once. Dru’s face turned white, and her 
lips parted a littleand while she stared at loosh, her eyes 
seemed to change color slowly, growing blacker all the time.

Aunt Cissie was the first to speak. She said, "Loosh!” 
with her voice like a drop of water falling on a fire.

Dru still didn't seem to be able to speak at all.
Loosh said, "Yessum." His face was quiet and mournful. 

He went back into the kitchen.



CHAPTER 71

Loosh bad the chicken hidden in an old suitcase, 
punched with holes for air, strapped to the top of the 
coach with the other baggage, where it wouldn’t be too 
noticeable, and we counted on the general noise of the 
coach to cover, any noise the chicken might make. Then 
when we got to Wilson’s Wells, in the afternoon, loosh 
could unpack the chicken after Dru and Father and Hiz 
Anne got out of the coach. Aunt Cissie was staying in 
Memphis, so we didn’t have to worry about her. Loosh said 
he knew about a place near Wilson’s Welle where cockfights 
were held every week, so ever since we found out the night 
before that Father was taking us there to spend a day or 
two, Loosh and I had planned how to get the chicken there, 
and that same night, as soon as we found out, Loosh had 
borrowed some spurs from a friend of his who had game chickens 
too, since we had never got the money to buy any spurs of our 
own# • - . ;1 ■

I sat up on the driver’s seat of the coach with Loosh, 
and Miz Anne and Father and Dru were inside. We were already 
past Raleigh, and it was about nine-thirty; it began to get 
hot, sitting up there in the sun. But I felt that I had to 
stay up there with Loosh, to help him make some noise at the
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right time, in case the chicken hollered, and there wasn't 
enough noise from the coach.

We usually went to Wilson’s Wells in the summer, or 
late in the summer, at least, and sometimes we stayed until 
frost, or all of us except Father; and most of the people we 
knew had been doing that every year, since the yellow fever 
years, because that began in late summer, usually, and lasted 
until frost. But this was early to go there for that reason, 
and I wasn’t sure why Father decided to go, just to stay a 
day or two; and Loosh didn’t know, or even Viny, who usually 
knew everything that went on; and I had only heard Father say 
something to Aunt Cissie, last night after he found out that 
Mr. Phineas Black had been at the house, and he said something 
about the atmosphere of the house, and about getting everybody 
away somewhere else for a while, and she said he was a fool, 
and then she went home.

loosh looked happy, and he hummed a song to himself, 
and he unbuttoned his coat three buttons, sitting up there 
on the driver’s seat, where there wasn’t anyone to see.

I said, "What if there isn’t any cock-fight?"
"Don’t you worry none, son," he said. "We will find 

us a fight sure."
And he unbuttoned all of the buttons and took the coat 

all the way off and put it down on the seat and he hummed some 
more of the song.
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We had a cottage at Wilson’s Wells that we rented all 
year round, so we could go there whenever we liked and have 
a place to stay.

There wasn’t any town; it was out in a place by itself, 
beyond the Raleigh hills. A cinder drive wound in through 
cedar trees, opening suddenly upon a large rectangle of build
ings and small houses around the drinking well and pavilion 
in the center, with the hotel at one end and a large garden 
at the other end.

It was all so new that I could remember when they 
built it; some doctors went there one year to find a place 
that would ward off the fever, and they found the spring and 
built the well-house around it, and all the buildings, and now 
the doctors didn’t do anything -but live there and let people 
drink the water that ran in a steady stream from an ugly gar
goyle face. The minerals in the water had stained the stone 
of the fountain all red and brown in two years’ time, and 
nothing they could do would take away the stain, but people 
brought their own cups, silver ones usually, and dipped them 
into the water and walked outside and drank. The water tasted 
so bad that it was all you could do to drink it. Aunt Cissie 
said that was what made it good for you; that if it tasted 
better it wouldn't help you as much, but once I had seen her 
empty the cup of water on the ground, without even tasting it,
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when she thought no one was watching.
But in spite of the taste of the water, the people 

still went there every year, and it did seem to help the 
fever, because those people didn't get sick; except there 
wasn't any fever in Memphis those summers either, the years 
the people at Wilson's Wells stayed well.

loosh drove down the cinder road and stopped at the 
cottage and Father got out and took out a key and unlocked 
the door and then Miz Anne and Dru went inside, I waited 
outside with Loosh to help him with the chicken when a good 
time came. :

He started first with the baggage. In a little while 
Father and Miz Anne came out and walked away toward the pa
vilion, where a band played marches in the afternoon and 
Strauss waltzes in the night.

Loosh took in most of the baggage; then when he saw 
that Father had gone out of sight he came out and took the 
chicken suitcase down. We thought first of keeping it in 
the servant's house back of the cottage, the place where Loosh 
stayed, but we decided that would be too close, in case the 
chicken made much noise. So we took it to the house of a 
gardener that Loosh knew, and we got him to keep it for us 
until the next day, because Loosh found out from him too that 
there would be a cockfight that day in a barn not far from 
Wilson's Wells, the place where they always had them.



When I got back to the cottage, Dru was there by 
herself, reading a book in her room.

"What are you reading, Dru?" I said.
"The poetry of Swinburne,” she said, and she looked 

at me hard, as if she expected me to 3augh, and I didn’t say 
anything. I watched her for a minute, and she started to read 
again, and I walked back out of the cottage, to look around 
a while. It was late afternoon by then, about an hour before 
we would go to the hotel dining room to eat. As I walked away,
I thought of Dru alone there and how quiet and withdrawn she 
had been all day; and I wondered if I should go back to tell 
her about Phineas Black, who she thought was Major Applegate, 
who she thought was a gentleman, a fine man, I guess, a soldier 
and a traveler, perhaps, but everything fine, from the way she 
and Aunt Oissie had behaved the afternoon before; and whatever 
Miz Anne thought I wasn’t sure, but I didn’t think she would be 
fooled; if she had anything to do with him there must have been 
a reason.

But even before I paused, I thought, would Dru believe 
me at all if I told her, or would she believe only what she 
wanted to; and would Father want me to tell her? He hadn’t said 
not to tell, or not in so many words, but in the way he had told 
me, I thought that was what it meant, that since it was something 
he had kept to himself, by telling it to me he meant it just for 
me. So there seemed to be more reasons for not telling her, and 
the rain one was that I didn’t think she would believe it anyway,

206
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that it would be just a waste of words for her.
So I didn't stop at all; I walked on toward the drink

ing well, a place of stone and marble, with a curved and 
pointed pagoda roof. There were round columns on all sides 
to support the roof, and benches all around for people to sit 
down, but nobody ever stayed; they all seemed to get away as 
fast as they could, once they had drunk the water. The gar
goyle mouth poured the water in a stream; I could hear it 
splashing. It came up from a spring in the ground; and it 
must have come from a long way down, to bring up whatever it 
had in it, to stain the stone so dark, and that tasted so bad 
it was easy to see how±t could, drive the fevers off.

There was no one at the fountain now; they went there 
mostly in the morning.

The band had left the pavilion, a wide flat place with 
a waxed and polished hardwood floor for dancing, and benches 
around the open sides, with a raised platform at one end for 
the band, and a pointed pagoda roof to match the drinking 
fountain.

And the hotel roof had even more steep pagoda points 
and strange arches and towers than the pavilion and drinking 
fountain house; and not only the roof was strange but the 
whole building, with arches and spires and turrets, and 
curling scrolls of wood and tall colored windows with stained 
glass that let in the light in colors.
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I think there were some gargoyle heads on the hotel 
roof like the one in the well that spouted the drinking 
water, although I had never had a good look at the ones on 
the roof, since they were so far above the ground; and I 
started to look up at the roof when I got closer to the ho
tel, to see if they were really there, and all at once I re
membered Tiny’s story of the Devil’s head being fastened to 
a roof, and I decided that I would not look.

Instead I turned around, and did not even look at the 
hotel again; although as I walked away I felt even more like 
looking, to see what was on the roof.

I walked straight back toward the cottage; the sun tad 
fallen beyond the trees by now; we would go up to eat before 
long, and it would be too dark then to see the roof.

I looked in the house when I got back, and there was 
nobody there but Dru, still reading the book of poetry in 
her room; and I went back to the servant’s house, and Loosh 
was there. He was sharpening the gamecock’s spurs. He had 
a whetstone in his hand, and he whetted the spurs back and 
forth like a razor, spitting on the whetstone now and then.

"How that look?" he said, and he plucked a hair from 
my head and drew it across the spur but it didn’t cut the 
hair in two.

"I reckon it’s pretty sharp anyway," I said.
"Sharp like a razor," loosh said. His face looked
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very happy.
He began to hum the song again. Loosh only knew one 

song, which he only hummed now and then, and I had. never 
found out what it was, and when I asked him once, he had 
said he didn't know himself. I had asked Viny too, but she 
had only said that loosh was a fool, and that all men were 
fools, and I asked her if that meant me too, and she said 
maybe not yet but there was plenty of time.

"If we could bet some money and the chicken won we 
could buy some more chickens maybe," I said.

"That's right, only we ain't got no money and I don't 
know where to get none, right off.” ......

"If Tiny was here maybe she would give us some."
"Hah. I done thought about that too, last night 

before we left. Only I knowed before asking that I could 
save my breath."

"Miz Anne or Father might, if I get a good chance to 
ask them."

"Maybe you better not do it. You don't want to get 
us into trouble about having the chicken."

Loosh stopped humming the song; he stopped whetting 
the spur, and his face looked long and sad.

"It's not them; it's Aunt Cissie that causes the 
trouble," I said.

Loosh began to sharpen the spur again; but he wasn't, 
humming the tune.
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"Well, even if we don’t get us no money to bet we can 
just fight the chicken anyhow. It’ll be good practice for him."

"And maybe somebody will want to buy him for a lot of 
money when they see what a good fighter he is."

"And then we can take us that money and buy us a lot 
more chickens."

He whetted the spurs and spat on the stone, and he was 
humming again when I left him.

The food at the hotel was very good; but I liked Tiny's 
better. Some men were playing music in the back of the dining 
room; I could just barely see them by twisting my head around, 
looking through a lot of ferns and plants growing in brass 
vases, all around the room. Three men played violins and one 
man played a bass viol; and the music was very soft.

I kept thinking about the cockfight, and how loosh 
and I hadn't anything to bet on our chicken,,but no good time 
ever came to ask Father or Miz Anne about it; so I waited for 
dinner to be over, for us to go back to the house, where I 
might get a chance to talk to one of them.

But there was no time to do it; for as soon as we 
finished eating we walked back to the cottage, past the dance 
pavilion where the band was already playing and a few people 
had gathered to dance; and as soon as we reached the house 
D m  went to her room and got the book and began to read again,



211

and Father and Miz Anne stayed in the living room to read. 
Everybody was reading; and I went out to see Loosh for a 
minute.

He had the spurs all sharpened, and he had been down 
to see the chicken.

"He look all right?" I said.
"Sure do," he said. "Couldn’t look no better."
So it didn’t seem to make ranch difference to loosh 

whether we had the money to bet or not; and I felt a little 
better about it myself then; and I went inside to go to bed.

Through the bedroom window I could see the dance pa
vilion, where the couples revolved around and around the 
floor in a slow and floating rhythm to the music of the or
chestra.

After a while I got in the bed. The stately strains 
of Strauss came floating through the night, and I tried for 
a long time to go to sleep, but I kept thinking about a lot 
of things, about the chicken fight, about Phineas Black, 
Father's trouble, and the Devil’s head.

I had only been asleep, or really only half-asleep, 
a little while, when I heard a strange sound that at first 
seemed part of a dream.

The music had stopped by then; it must have been too 
late for that, and everything was quiet; there was only this
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sound that I thought I had been dreaming.
I sat up in the bed, when I realized finally that 

the sound was not coming from a dream. It came from outside 
the house, sounding a little higher than the roof, coming 
only now and then, so that it made you listen in between, 
for the time when it would come again, to be sure that you 
were hearing it at all.

It was a low, quavering sound, like nothing I had ever 
heard, coming always in exactly the same way, from somewhere 
above the house, and at about the same time apart each time.

I got out of the bed and walked across the room to the 
window, but still I didn’t look up.

There was no moon at all; it was very dark outside.
The sound came once while I stood by the window and it sounded 
even closer. When I left the window I saw the light from the 
living room, shining down the hall, and I walked to the living 
room and Father was still there reading.

Or I thought at first he was reading, because there was 
a book in his hand, but when I got closer I saw he wasn't look
ing at the book.

He was looking straight out into the darkness beyond the 
window, but not as if he saw anything, and he didn’t hear me 
come into the room.

The sound came once while I waited, and he didn't notice
that
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"Father," I said, and he turned his head then, and his 
eyes crinkled slowly about the edges and he smiled.

"Well. What got you up?" he said.
"A noise,” I said.
"Well — " He got up and put down the book. "What is 

the noise?"
"I don’t know. But I don’t like it," I said, and the 

sound came again, and I said, "That’s it."
And he took my hand and we walked toward the door and 

went out in the yard, and the sound came again, from very near 
just above us in a tree, but I didn’t look up, and Father 
picked up a stick and threw it into the tree and a soft whirr 
of wings went away in the night.

"An owl is nothing to be worried about," he said.
"I guess not," I said. “But I didn’t know what it was. 

But I knew that even if I had known what it was when I heard 
it I would have thought of the owl in Aunt Oissie’s picture, 
the one with the woman on the river bank staring wildly in 
the night, and I still wouldn’t have liked the sound of the 
owl any better if I had known what it was.

We went back in the house. Father’s face was tired.
I started to go back to the bedroom, but he said, "Wait, 
son. V

"Yes, sir," I said, and he didn’t answer me, and he 
sat down in a chair, and his face had a withdrawn look as
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though I weren't there with him, and I waited a minute and 
I said, "Yes, sir," again.

Then I knew he hadn't forgotten; his eyes swung 
around to me slowly. "I've got something to tell you, son," 
he said.

I noticed then there was something different about him 
that I hadn't seen before; maybe I had been too disturbed by 
the owl-noise to notice, or maybe he just hadn't been in the 
light and I couldn't tell from his voice; I thought at first 
he might have been drinking, and that had made the change, 
but as soon as I thought of that I knew it was something else.

The change was in his voice as much as in his face, 
but you had to notice them both together to be sure of either 
on 6 #

What the difference was I couldn't say exactly; but 
he was like someone who had lost something and found it again, 
like a man who had been worrying a long time and then found 
the answer suddenly.

"When I told you about Phineas Black," he said, "I 
told you he had come back to try to cause trouble for me.
What he is after is money, which he expected to get from me."

I thought there must be more, but Father stopped. "He 
was trying to cheat you somehow?" I said.

"He has some letters he expects me to buy."
"Why does he think you would buy letters?"
"He has reasons why he thinks I should. They are good
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reasons. They almost persuaded me."
"It's fanny," I said. "The way he looks, not like a 

man who would make trouble for anyone."
"It isn't the money. 'Who steals my purse steals 

trash,'" Father said, and he put on a peculiar smile. "I 
hardly know how to tell you. I told you part of it the other 
day. Above all I want you to try to understand that no matter 
what may happen I will be doing what I believe is right."

"What is going to happen?" I said.
"That doesn't matter now," he said. "But you must 

remember not to look for perfection in men — "
He seemed to want very much for me to understand some

thing; so I listened to the words, but in a minute I found 
I was listening for the owl again, but I couldn't hear it 
any more.

"We are going back to town tomorrow," he was saying.
"Hot in the morning," I said.
"After lunch," he said.
So maybe that would give us time to fight the chicken.

I would have to see Loosh the first thing in the morning.
I went back to bed again, and Father stayed in the room, 

and I had the feeling that he hadn't told me at all what he 
really meant to say.

Loosh and I went off after breakfast, carrying our
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chicken about two miles to the place where the chicken fights 
were held in a bam.

A lot of well-dressed men were there, mixed up with 
niggers and men who needed a shave. Nobody seemed to pay any 
attention to that; somehow seeing all those different men 
mixed up, not interested in anything but the chickens, made 
me think of Aunt Cissie, but I couldn’t think why it did.

There was a lot of hollering going on around the en
closed pit they had made at one end of the barn. Some chickens 
were fighting then, as we went in, but I knew I couldn’t get 
close enough to see, with all those men crowded around the 
place.

I looked at loosh. He was holding Caesar, our chicken.
"I wish we had us some money to bet," he said.
"Well, it doesn’t matter," I said. "It will be like 

we said. If the chicken wins maybe somebody will buy him; and 
if he loses we would lose the money anyway."

I waited for loosh to do something, but he just stood 
there, holding the chicken, looking kind of sad, waiting at 
the edge of the crowd. I thought he would know all about get
ting ready to fight a chicken* but he didn’t do anything.

"Let’s see about fighting him," I said in a minute.
loosh’s face looked sadder. The men were hollering 

and laughing a lot. The chickens were still fighting. It must 
have been a good fight.



A white man was standing in front of us, trying to 
see over the men in front of him.

“Boss," Loosh said to the man. The man didn’t turn
around.

I took hold of the man’s sleeve and pulled and he 
looked around and I said, "We want to fight this chicken."

"I don’t mind," he said. "I haven’t got mything to 
do with it." And he turned around again and I walked over to 
the other side of the crowd, and by that time the hollering 
had stopped and I guess the fight was over. I pulled on 
another man’s coat and told him we had a chicken to fight, 
and he looked at me, smiling at first; then he stopped smiling 
and said, "All right, son, where is your chicken?"

"loosh has got him," I said. "Wait until I find loosh."
"All right, I’ve got to collect a bet," he said, and he 

went off one way and I went to get loosh. By the time I found 
loosh and started to look for the man again they had started 
another fight. The way they did the bets they just hollered 
back and forth across the pit after they saw the chickens. No
body got out any money or wrote anything down; they just hol
lered back and forth at each other. I guess they all trusted 
each other, at least at a chicken fight, the well-dressed men 
and the niggers and the men who needed a shave.

When I got loosh around to the other side of the pit 
with Caesar and found the man again, they had started the



218

chickens fighting, and the hollering was going on again. I 
plucked at the man’s sleeve and he looked around and said, 
"Wait, son. Just a minute."

He turned back and the hollering kept up, but the 
fight ended pretty soon and the men moved around, collecting 
bets again, and the man looked at loosh and the chicken; then 
he said, "Well, let-’s see what we can do, son," and he moved 
up to the pit. A man was picking up a dead chicken; then he 
climbed over the board rail around the pit and there was no 
one inside it then.

The man took Caesar from loosh and held it up. There 
wasn't as much noise just then. “Anybody got a chicken to 
match against this one?" the man said. Then everybody looked 
and no one said anything right away, and then a man laughed, 
and then all at once a lot of hollering and laughing started. 
But the man himself wasn’t laughing; he wasn’t even smiling, 
and maybe some of them noticed that, because gradually the 
rest of them stopped laughing too. ' •

And in a minute a man pushed up through the crowd and 
got down into the pit with a black chicken in his hand.

"All right, son," the man said. He gave loosh the 
chicken, and loosh got in the pit. I leaned over the rail 
to watch; the men started hollering again, loosh was firing 
Caesar's spurs. The black chicken was about the same size as 
Caesar.
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The men were still hollering bets back and forth, and 
I noticed that all the bets were on the black chicken, and I 
began to get mad.

But they let go the chickens then; they both jumped 
into the middle of the pit, not far away from each other, and 
then they just stood there, looking; and in a minute they 
started moving around aid around, still watching each other 
all the time.

Then all at once, before you would have time to move 
or speak, the black chicken sprang into the air and flicked 
his leg once and drove the spur through Caesar’s head.

I saw him lying there on the ground and his feet kept 
kicking in the air. EverybdLy was quiet; no one hollered at 
all. loosh didn’t do anything.

So I climbed over the rail and picked Caesar up from 
the ground and climbed back out of the pit, and then Loosh moved 
for the first time, and I walked away from the pit, and all the 
men moved back to make way for me, and no one said anything, and 
pretty soon I noticed that Loosh was following me.

We got outside the b a m  and walked a little way, and then 
Loosh came up from behind and walked by my side.

"Well — " Loosh said; then he didn’t seem to be able to 
say any more.

I wondered why he hadn’t done anything to Caesar to fix 
him up to fight again the way he had always been talking about
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before, and I began to wonder if he knew as much about chickens 
as I had thought he did; but I couldn’t say that because he was 
my friend.

I guess he wanted to say something to me about Caesar.
After a moment I said, "We’ll just start all over again 

pretty soon."
"That’s right," he said. "We’ll start all over again. 

This ain’t nothing, this here."
"Ho," I said. "This ain't nothing at all."
We walked back without saying any more, and when we got 

to Wilson's Wells we went down to a garden at the end of the 
grounds and loosh borrowed a shovel from his friend the gardener 
and we buried Caesar in a flower bed because we figured that was 
the best place we could find.

Then we went back to the cottage.
But I had been thinking all the time.
I had been thinking about the chicken, and I thought 

maybe it was bad luck, or maybe it meant something, a warning 
that I had done something wrong, the way that Tiny always ex
plained these things; maybe it happened because I didn't tell 
Father about Phineas Black and the way that Dru and Aunt Cissie 
seemed to think so well of him; or maybe it was because I didn't 
tell Dru and Aunt Cissie what Father had told me about Phineas 
Black and what he had done in Mississippi, or maybe because of 
what Father had told me about Mississippi himself, how he had
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done something he had to hide all that time, and how he 
thought,it had done something to him. Maybe all this was 
doing something to me too, and maybe the chicken was Hi e 
beginning of what was going to happen, because something 
must be about to happen. Even Father believed that himself. 
Only I didn’t know what to do about it, if all those things 
were true, if the chicken’s death were a warning.

Or was this what was happening finally because I 
threw the stick at the mockingbird? -

And was that what the owl meant too, and was it a 
part of the plan that Viny should tell me the story about 
the Devil’s head, so that I would not like to look up at 
things above me when I remembered the Devil’s head, for fear 
I would see something myself; was it all a part of the plan, 
that had started with whatever Father had done?

I thought he would tell me if I asked; but I was 
afraid to ask.

loosh went out to the servants’ quarters to get things 
ready for leaving; it was now a little before noon. I went 
into the cottage. I was trying to decide what to do next.

I sat down by the front window. I didn’t hear Dru
when she first came into the room; when I noticed her she was
standing in the doorway, looking at me, and I couldn't tell
how long she.1 had been there.

"Where's Father? And Miz Anne?" I said.



"Out walking somewhere," Dru said. "Looking for you, 
in fact. Where have you been all morning?"

"Just out," I said. "Going around with loosh."
"That’s where I told them you’d be," she said. "We 

have been looking for both of you."
"What for?"
"It’s time to leave. Haven’t you been here long 

enough? We’re going back to town today."
"I know. But — " I had decided by then; if our 

chicken had been killed because of bad luck, then I would 
have to do something to remove what I had done to cause the 
bad luck. This was the way that Viny always told about it.

And I didn’t know but three things I had done wrong, 
not counting running away from home; I had thrown the stick 
at the mockingbird, I hadn’t told Father how they had all 
acted when Phineas Black was at the house, and I hadn’t told 
Dru what Father had said about Mr. Black. So I might as well 
start with her.

"Dru," I said. "You know you told me one day yourself 
that our father was not your father? You remember the time 
in the cemetery, you said your father was a different man?"

"What if I did?" she said. She looked at me sharply.
"Well, you were partly right, although I didn’t believe 

you then, and I didn’t believe you knew whether you were right 
or not. I thought you were making it up. But I know who it is."

222
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"What are you talking about?" She only looked half 
scornful now, and half suspicious, or puzzled. "What do you 
mean, you know who it is?”

"Your father is a man named Phineas Black, the same 
man who says his name is Major Applegate, although if he was 
a soldier, I think he must have been a Yankee — "

“What are you " Dru looked frightened all at once, 
in a way I had never seen her look before; but it only lasted 
for a minute, and then she started to laugh, and only a little 
of the fear stayed in her face, around her eyes. "Who fold 
you that?" she said.

"You said so yourself,” I said. "Not him exactly, not 
by name, but one like him. I thought you must have halfway 
known it, since you knew the kind of men. He is the men, the 
same one. I know it now myself."

"Who told you?" she said again, still more scornful 
than afraid.

And then I knew I couldn’t tell her then, because I 
didn’t think Father meant for it to be told, and so I couldn’t 
say, and all the fear went all the way out of Dru’s face, and 
there was nothing but scorn left, and she laughed again; but I 
had to leave it like that, even though I didn’t feel like I 
had done anything to take away the bad luck.

"Let me tell you something interesting," she said. "I 
heard them talking this morning, in the garden. I thought at
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first they were quarreling, so I went to the window to listen.
I wasn’t close, enough to hear everything they said, but it 
didn’t matter." Dru began to laugh again; I was tired of 
listening to her, and I wanted to leave to try to think of 
something else to do about the bad luck.

"What are you laughing at?" I said.
But she kept on laughing a little longer, not as though 

she were laughing at something funny, but for some other reason 
of her own; then when she stopped, she said, "Wait until I tell 
you. It’s amusing. We have been worrying about them getting 
married."

"Why should you worry over that?"
"You wouldn’t understand," Dru said. "Let me tell you... 

He was asking her to marry him. That’s what I heard at first.
And he sounded different, somehow, I’m not quite sure. And do 
you know what she was telling him?"

"No," I said, and Dru laughed again, and she began to 
imitate Miz Anne’s voice, not really sounding like Miz Anne, 
but only in a way that Dru would think was funny. "’I can’t , 
Cornelius, I can’t,’ she said. ’Oh, didn’t you guess. I am 
married. I can’t explain it all to you, but there’s nothing I 
can do about it.’ And then she started crying, and they didn’t 
say any more." And Dru began to laugh again.

But I knew that this was only a part of the bad luck now, 
and that it wasn't just my own, but maybe Father's and Miz Anne's
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too, and maybe it was my fault.

I had a bad dream that night. It began with the low 
hooting of an owl, and in the dream I woke up and it was so 
dark I couldn't see anything. Then I heard the bird in the 
rose trellis outside my window, although it was so dark I 
couldn't even see the window.

When I got out of bed there didn't seem to be any 
reason, and I didn't know where I was going, and everything 
had that awful, slow motion that dreams sometimes havej and 
I was walking down the hall toward Dru's room.

Then there was a gleam of moonlight falling through the 
hall, although there had been none a moment before. The moon
light seemed to light the hall, but whenever I looked at any
thing it faded away into darkness.

After a long time I reached Dru's door and found it 
closed, and as I stood there I thought I saw something move 
against the glass of the transom above the door, It was some
thing that I felt as much as anything else, because I wasn't 
looking straight at the transom, and when I looked again the 
moonlight went away and there was no "tiling left but shadow.

Inside my shirt I felt the ring that Dru had given me, 
but when I put my hand in my shirt to touch the ring it was gone, 
and I looked around on the floor.and I couldn't find the ring, 
and I felt that I had lost something very important and that
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I would never get it back again.
"Dm," I said, and I didn’t hear anything, and I 

called again and then I knocked on the door, and still she 
didn’t answer.

I turned the knob and pulled the door toward me, 
stepping through the door, and something hard struck my 
hand and slid away again. I smelled a strong perfume, and 
a swirl of something soft brushed across my face, moving over 
it slowly, as if it would never end, with the perfume all 
around me and in the air, and the darkness so heavy I couldn’t 
see, and my breath seemed to have gone away forever. All at 
once I was afraid to look, even in the darkness, and afraid to 
close my eyes, as if by keeping my eyes open nothing would 
happen and just by thinking I could make myself out of the 
room and back in my own room again without having to move at 
all.

But I couldn’t close my eyes, and it was still too 
dark to see, and the soft, swirling perfumed cloth brushed 
across my face again, going in the other direction, and it 
seemed to last forever, and I couldn’t breathe, and I raised 
my eyes slowly, and the faint moonlight came then and I saw 
a white hand in the air a little above my head, moving very 
slowly, turning away from me, and I tried to call someone 
and I couldn’t; then without looking any higher I could see 
the green moonlight striking a faint glitter from a beaded
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cloth beyond the hand, and when I looked down to the floor 
I saw the chair overturned in front of me.

Something still seemed" to be-holding me inside, pushing 
my chest together, so that I couldn’t breathe; I backed away 
through the door, wanting to run all at once, and somehow 
afraid and unable to run at the same time, as if something 
would happen as soon as I turned my back. Then I heard in 
the darkness the jeering cry of the mockingbird in the trellis, 
sounding so close that it might have been inside the room, and 
I got in the hall and tried to run and found I could hardly 
move.

And I found in a minute that I was going the wrong way, 
toward the back stairs that went down by the kitchen, and I 
didn’t want to turn and go back by the open door, so I ran on 
toward the back stairs, hearing behind me the jeering cry of 
the mockingbird, long after it had stopped.

I was running a long time down the dark back stairs, 
and finally I reached the kitchen, still hearing the mocking
bird cry going on inside my head, and then the sound of the 
owl, and I kept calling without making much noise, and the 
whole house seemed empty. I went through all the rooms down
stairs and didn’t find any one, and no one came when I called, 
and I heard more mockingbirds and when I went outside I saw 
them everywhere, swirling and dipping and swooping over the 
lawn, in and out of the rose trellis, everywhere that you 
looked.
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There were.no lights anywhere, and our house seemed 
to be off in some place by itself, and the moonlight came 
from far away and then disappeared again.

The sound of the owl oame again and again, mixed up 
with the noise of the mockingbirds, and the moonlight fell 
on the house again and I couldn’t keep from looking once, and 
there on the rooftop was the owl, with his round eyes staring 
straight across the roof, and then indistinctly, across the 
roof, 1 could see the Devil’s head, answering each cry of 
the owl, although I couldn’t hear what the answer was, or 
maybe it was an owl-cry too, and I couldn’t tell which one 
made it. .

The moonlight went away and I started running into 
the house again, and I saw lights in the downstairs rooms, 
and music came from somewhere. ,

Father and Aunt Gissie were in the library, arguing, 
and 1 tried to tell them about Dru and about the other things, 
but they couldn’t even tear me; and Aunt Gissie kept trying to 
give Father a long silver-mounted duelling pistol, with the 
hammer already cocked back, and he kept saying, "Wait," and 
he didn’t seem to be ready yet, and each time he spoke he 
poured whisky in a glass and drank it quickly and pushed her 
away; and the music got louder, and across the hall in another room 
I saw Miz Anne and Phineas Black, dancing to the music of a 
waltz, swirling faster and faster about the room, laughing all 
the time.



Father acted like he was afraid, afraid of the gun 
and whatever Aunt Oissie wanted him to do; he kept pushing 
the pistol away and he would not listen to her, and when I 
went up to him and took his arm and tried to shake him to 
make him notice me, I couldn't move his arm, and they didn’t 
know I was there.

Then I remembered the mockingbirds, and somehow I 
knew that they were the cause of everything; and I'went 
back to the kitchen and got some matches out of the cabinet 
and went out the back door and around to the side lawn, where 
the mockingbirds were still swirling all around, in and out 
of the rose trellis, and the owl still calling from the roof
top , answered by the Devil's head, only this time I didn't 
look; I just knew they were still up there. I reached the 
trellis and I took the first match and struck it and it broke, 
and I struck two more, hurrying so fast that I dropped all the 
matches but one, while it still seemed to take forever to do 
anything at all or even make a move, and then I struck the 
last match and the little flame crept up toward my fingers 
and I held it against the pine trellis-boards, and a small 
fringe of fire licked along the wood and grew into a small 
flame in the rose vines, growing silently, without any crack
ling or noise of fire, and presently it stopped growing, and 
just burned in the same size and didn't spread at all, and I 
knew it would stay like that and not do any good at all; the
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mockingbirds still swirled and swooped through the pale 
green moonlight on the lawn, and on the roof I could hear 
the owl and the Devil*s head.

But then I saw there were people on the lawn. Father 
stood at one end of the lawn and Phineas Black was at the 
other, and each had a duelling pistol raised in his hand, 
pointing into the air, and a man stood halfway between them 
with a white handkerchief in his hand, and Aunt Cissie was 
arguing with the man, but he kept pushing her away with his 
other hand and paid no attention to her.

The mockingbirds skimmed back and forth, calling the 
shrill cries of jays, and then I noticed that in a ring all 
around the lawn there was a big crowd of men, like the ones 
who had been at the cockfight, except that they were all 
niggers now, and they were hollering bets back and forth; 
until a man came out with a long whip and cracked the whip 
in the air and shouted, "Here, here. Triggers can't bet on 
white men," and he cracked the whip again and the men all 
vanished in the sudden crash of the guns coming at the same 
time as the whip-crack and I looked back at Father and I saw 
Phineas Black's head flying off; it floated up through the 
air to the roof and replaced the Devil's head there, and I 
looked toward the owl and then the Devil's head had replaced 
the owl and then I saw that Phineas Black's head had become 
a Devil's head too. Both of them were the same, and they both
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began to laugh. The laughter got louder and louder, and I 
was alone on the lawn, and the ringing laughter woke me up, 
and 1 sat up in the bed, and I heard a mockingbird.

The reason that Loosh and I went to the race in the 
afternoon was to see about winning some money to buy some 
more chickens with. I don’t know why Father went. Maybe 
it was to find Phineas Black. It was his horse that was 
racing.

It was late afternoon when we got to the track, about 
five, and about fifty men were in the stands, and there weren’t 
any women at all.

I climbed up in the stand; then I saw Father, down 
near the rail, pushing around through the men gathered there; 
he seemed to be looking for someone. I got down behind the 
men so he wouldn’t see me and send me home, and before long 
he went on down the: rail and I couldn’t see him any more.
Loosh had gone down to bet the money he had got when Father 
paid him. He had to slip off from Viny when he got the money; 
but we both had to slip off to get away from the house anyway.

Loosh had found out about the race when he stopped at 
Preswick’s livery stable uptown that morning. He found out 
that Mr. Phineas Black had left a big bay horse at the livery 
stable about a week ago, after making so many remarks about how 
fast the horse was that Mr. Preswick had some men take it out 
and time it. Then when they found out that Mr. Preswick’s
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horse was faster, and Mr. Black came back and still talked 
about how fast his horse was, they arranged the race, and 
gave Mr. Black odds, and since almost everybody in town had 
heard about it by that time, Mr. Black had all the bets he 
wanted to take.

It was funny that I didn't see Mr. Black anywhere;
I thought maybe he would drive his own horse, but I couldn't 
see him anywhere. I didn’t see Father any more either, so I 
guess maybe he had gone.

Some men at the rail were talking to a man sitting in 
the lowest row of seats. He was holding some envelopes in 
his hands.

Another man was counting some money; then he put it 
in an envelope and sealed it and wrote something across it and 
gave it to the man who had the other envelopes.

Then everything seemed finished about the envelopes.
All of them were quiet, just for a minute, and even behind them, 
in the stands, all of the men were quiet. A few pigeons flew 
up from the stables across the track; then they all curved down 
in a flock and lit in the grass field within the track.

Then they brought the horses out, harnessed in the shining 
sulkies, Mr. Preswick's Blue Bell, and Phineas Black's big bay.

Ho one said anything; all the men stood still, looking 
steadily at the two horses as they came slowly down the track 
in the sunlight.
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There was a man I had never seen before driving 
Phineas Black’s horse, a dark-faced, weak-looking man 
wearing a hat and a coat.

Mr. Preswick’s driver was already at the starting 
place, sitting in his sulky, hunched over behind the horse.

But Mr. Black’s driver spoke to a man who was standing 
on the track; then he stepped down out of the sulky, and he 
took off his hat.and handed it to the man on the track, and 
he stepped over to the rail and said something to the man 
who was holding all the envelopes. The man nodded back to 
him. All the men in the stands were ’watching, hushed and . 
quiet.

I could see the soft afternoon sunlight glistening 
on the shining black hair of Mr. Black’s driver. He went 
back to the big bay horse. He looked at Mr. Preswick’s 
driver, and than, at the man standing on the track. Then he 
bent down in front of the bay; he reached into his coat pocket 
and took out something that flashed dully in the sunlight, and 
he began to do something with the horse’s hoof. The man in 
front of me stood up suddenly. "I knew there was something," 
he said.

I couldn’t see anything for the man in front of me. I 
got up and leaned over to the side to see around him, and I 
saw Mr. Black’s driver twisting at the horse’s hoof with the 
flashing, golden-looking thing in his hand, and then somebody
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behind me caught me and said, MSit down, will you?"
All around me the men were talking now, in a steady, 

confused murmur. The man in front of me sat down suddenly, 
and I saw the man in his sulky again, with his coat still 
on. There were two small, dully shining, brass-looking balls 
a little smaller than eggs fastened to the bay horse’s hooves, 
just above the toes.

The man at the rail seemed to hesitate about something. 
Mr. Preswick’s driver was saying something. The man in front 
of me got up again. "Don’t let him do it!" he hollered.

Then before he sat down again, all the murmuring broke 
out into a sudden roar, like one voice, and the horses were 
off, running together, the slick sulkies shining in the sun
light, and the two small brass balls on the bay horse flashing 
steadily with the pumping of his hooves.

The men around me kept jumping up and down; their 
voices were loud and disgusted.

I leaned around the man in front of me, and the horses 
were running even at the first curve; then I couldn’t see any 
more, and the man kept hollering, "They should have stopped 
him! What’s the matter with everybody?"

A man behind me said, "I never heard of it."
All the men in front of me were standing now. I 

looked down beneath their arms, and across the track on the 
far side I saw the flash of paint and harness, and the horses



235

were still running even, but then in no time at all, in the 
little time that I could see around the moving men and the 
waving aims, the bay horse was slipping ahead; his whole neck 
stuck out beyond the. other horse, running down the straight 
stretch to the curve. The two men on the sulkies were hunched 
over, looking small in the distance, as though they were toys 
accidentally stuck on the sulkies in an unnatural position.

Then the men in front of me moved together and I couldn’t 
see any more. But it was only for a second, and another roar 
went up, and I could see the paint and metal flash again through 
the small space between the arms and elbows in front of me, and 
the horses were, almost in front of us, down the last stretch 
of the track, and the bay horse struck the line, a whole length 
ahead of Mr. Preswick’s Blue Bell, with a yard or two in be
tween. And while the men were all cursing and running down 
from the stands to the track, Mr. Black’s driver pulled at his 
horse, leaning back and pulling hard; he drove by the man with 
the envelopes, his face expressionless, and he reached out and 
took his hat and then the envelopes. He put on his hat, and 
without having stopped at all, he drove on down the track and 
to the break in the rail and on out of the track and toward the 
gate and the street, almost before anyone had even spoken to 
him, almost before anyone had time enough to think of anything 
to say. I saw the last flashing of his harness and the bright 
paint on the sulky; then he was gone, and I got up and walked
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down to look for Loosh.
"Don’t you see now?" one of the men at the rail said 

loudly. "He trained that horse to run with those weights.
He can’t run as fast without them. That’s exactly why he 
wanted Henry to time that horse when he left it at the stable. 
He knew Henry was going to time it."

"It's a fine time to be telling us about it," another 
man said. "With him already gone no telling where, and with 
ten thousand dollars of our money.”

"You didn't know it either," another man said angrily.
Then the first man looked like he was going to hit the 

second one. All of them crowded together and started talking 
at once, so that you couldn’t hear anything they said.

I saw Loosh standing down at the end of the stands.
"Well, I guess us has lost some money," Loosh said. He 

didn't look any sadder than usual.
"Maybe we can do something else," I said.
"We got to get home fast now. They going to be wonder

ing where we at, and it's almost supper time."
So we got in the buggy and started home fast.

Everything was quiet in the house when I went in alone 
from the front. The house was so quiet that I couldn't help 
noticing it at once, and then in the strange stillness I re
membered the dream and I strained my ears to hear the owl, but
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I heard the sound of a strangled laughing coming down from 
somewhere upstairs, and then after I listened to it for a 
minute I wasn’t sure whether it was laughter or not.

I started toward the stairs, half-running, and as I 
passed by the open library door, I thought I saw something 
strange in the room, standing there in the air halfway up 
from the floor, and I didn't want to look, but it seemed to 
me that what I had seen was the hilt of Father's fencing 
rapier, no longer fastened to the wall, but upright in the 
air in the middle of the room.

I kept my face turned toward the stairs, but I had 
stopped moving. The sound from upstairs had stopped, and 
then in the stillness I began to hear another sound that 
must have been going on all the time but so softly that at 
first I couldn't hear, the steady, slow drip, drip, drop, 
a patterned regular sound, falling slowly on something that 
sounded like brittle paper.

Then I went up the steps. The sound from upstairs 
had commenced again, and I wondered who it was, and if I 
were the only one in the house beside the one who was making 
the sound; and I reached the second floor and turned down the 
hall toward the crying laughter.

It died away again all at once, and I passed by one 
of the guest rooms and the door was open and I could see Aunt 
Cissie lying across the bed, with some bottles and glasses on
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a table nearby; but she wasn't the one making the noise, 
because she was sound asleep, and when I stepped into the 
room I could hear her faintly snoring, in a steady, regular 
rhythm.

The late afternoon shadows fell straight across the 
floor, filling up the comers and creeping up the walls.

Then the crying began again. I walked back to the 
hall, and I saw then that Dru's door was open a little and 
I went down to her room and I pushed the door open and then 
I could see Dru.

Her back was turned to me, and I couldn't see her 
face at all, and I said, "Dru, what's the matter?"

She didn't answer, and I walked over to her, and she 
was quiet then, and I said, "What happened, Dru? Tell me."

"Leave me alone," Dru said; then I heard the door 
slam downstairs; and I ran out to the hall m  d looked down 
from the top of the stairs and I saw Father in the hall, and 
I called to him, "Come up here, there's something the matter 
with Dru," and he started up toward me, and I went back into 
Dru's room and she hadn't mared.

"Drusilla, what is it?" Father said, and she didn't 
answer, and she didn't even turn, and he put his hand on her 
shoulder, and then she turned a little, and her face was 
changed; she looked a little older somehow, although it must
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have been from the crying.
"He told me himself,M she said slowly. "He told me 

about my mother. All he wanted was for me to help him get 
the money. That was all he wanted. Then when I showed him 
how — "

"Whom, Brasilia, when was this?" Father said.
,fHot long ago, downstairs. I was by myself downstairs 

when he came here."
"And then he left the house? I will find him," Father 

said. He had already started toward the door.
"It's too late," Dru said.
And Father stopped. "What do you mean?" he said.
"Go back downstairs, to the library," Dru said.
And I followed Father downstairs again, and when I 

caught up with him he was standing in the door of the library, 
but looking around him then I could see Phineas Black lying 
across the desk in a strange position, with the fencing rapier 
through his back, pinning him down to the desk. Then I saw 
what had made the dripping sound, falling from the desk to 
some paper money scattered on the. floor; but the sound had 
changed now, because the money was soaked so wet that the sound 
had become soft and dull, so faint you could hardly hear it.

"I should have done it myself in Mississippi, fifteen 
years ago," Father said in a strange, quiet voice.

Then I saw Miz Anne. She was standing in a room across
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the hall. She must have turned from the window when di e 
heard Father speak, and it must have been her movement that 
made me notice her. She walked slowly across the room, into 
the hall, stopping near the library door. She was not smiling, 
but her face looked very calm. She reached down and took my 
hand and held it in hers, and then everything seemed different 
somehow.

"It is over now. I am not sorry I killed him," she 
said. "Let us do whatever must be 4one now."

Upstairs some glassware fell to the floor and broke; 
the room had become so dark you could hardly see. Miz Anne 
still held my hand.



CHAPTER VII

Six days we drove downtown to wait for them, Loosh 
and I, twice each day, at noon and four o'clock; we would 
wait outside in the surrey, and sometimes people would stop 
and stare at us as if they knew who we were, and then they 
would come out together and walk down the steps of the court
house , and Father would help her into the surrey, the veil 
already drawn about her face, so that only by the way she 
held herself and by the way she walked you would have known 
the way she was beneath the veil without having to see at all; 
and neither of them would say anything, not then or even later 
at home, or at least not when I was there; and so I never knew.

The newspaper had stopped coming to the house and Father 
never brought one home from town any more, and Aunt Cissie had 
already gone to Charleston to stay with her cousin because she 
said she would not stay in the same town and see the name of 
the family dragged through every street and every saloon in 
town. It had taken her only one day to decide that and then 
she left and that had been six weeks ago, and now her house 
was closed and the doors and windows boarded up, as though she 
might never come back and no one would ever live there again, 
and nothing would go in or come out and nothing ever change, 
and behind the boarded doors and windows it would all remain
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the same, the picture of the woman and the owl, the mournful 
picture of Uncle Frederick, the notes in the mirror-edge, the 
frail mahogany tables with the delicate china statues, all the 
dainty and forbidding and untouchable things, all slowly gath
ering dust in the darkness.

And so she went away, and that had been six weeks ago, 
but she had everything planned for everybody long before she 
left; and that had taken less time than when she decided to 
leave, or at least she had it decided so quickly that it seemed 
it must have been that way. About Father and Miz Anne she said 
nothing, but she said that Dru would go to a school for girls 
in Hew urleans, and she wrote the letters herself, assuming that 
no answers that she need see would be necessary, that only her 
letters, or even her decision, without letters, were needed.
And I would go to a military school near Hashville, to learn 
to be a soldier, because she said that all the men in the family 
had always been soldiers, and she said they should always be, 
and Father must have agreed, because he didn’t change her plans, 
and now it was only a week away that I would leave.

And then she left, with everything settled for everybody, 
or everybody except Father and Miz Anne, and she wouldn’t speak 
of them at all.

So Loosh and I drove them home on the afternoon of the 
last day, although we didn’t know then it was the last day; and 
they didn’t talk then either, so that it seemed like all the
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other days. And we went in to the house, Father and Mi2 
Anne and I, and Miz Anne took off her veil, and she still 
looked quiet and calm, and only a little pale; and she went 
upstairs to her room.

I was standing in the hall at the foot of the stairs, 
and Father didn’t seem to be noticing me and I started to go 
upstairs and he said, "Wait, son," and I stopped and turned 
around. He was standing in the doorway between the hall and 
the library. His face looked a little tired, but not worried 
any more. "Come in here a minute," he said, and I followed 
him into the library. He took a cigar from the desk and began 
to cut off the end; he seemed to pay a lot of attention to it, 
as though it were a delicate and difficult thing to do. It 
seemed a long time before he spoke.

"We are through up town," he said finally.
"Yes, sir," I said.
"As soon as you and your sister leave we are going back 

to Essex."
"Yes, sir. You and Miz Anne?" I said.
"Yes. We are going to live there," he said.
"Where will you live?" I said.
"In the same place. As soon as we build a house. We’ll 

have to live somewhere else until then."
"Then we’ll come, Dru and I?"
"Yes. I wish you could come now, but perhaps it’s better
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this way. There will be a place to live when you come."
He stopped then, but I had the feeling of there being 

more to say. "Yes, sir," I said. "That will be fine."
And still he didn't speak, and still I knew there ought 

to be more. "I'll go upstairs," I said.
"All right, son," he said.
I went to the door, and he said, "David," and I said, 

"Yes, sir."
Then he looked at me for a minute, and he said, "Ask 

Viny to bring me some coffee, will you?"
And I went back to the kitchen. Viny was mixing up 

something in a bowl.
"Get out of here. I'm busy," she said.
"Father wants you to bring him some coffee in the li

brary," I said, and she put the spoon down and started wiping 
her hands on her apron. Then she picked up the end of the apron 
and wiped her face with it, like a towel.

"I guess he's tired," I said.
"I reckon he is, he ought to be," she said. "With all 

that trouble he's done had.".
"Everything's all right now," I said. "He told me. 

They're going back to Mississippi, Father and Miz Anne."
Viny put down the cup she had got out to pour the coffee 

in; "Me and loosh too?" she said. .
"I guess so. I don't know," I said. "You can ask him."
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"You ask him," Viny said. "Next time you talk to him. 
You ask him and then you tell me."

"All right," I said.
I started to go, and then I stopped and said, "Viny, 

how come they don’t take me?"
"How come what?" she said, but I knew she had heard, 

and maybe just didn’t know the answer and was trying to think 
up one. "They doing what they figure best," she said. "I 
reckon they want you to go to a good school for a while, you 
and Miz Dru. They know what they doing." She seemed happy 
now; she poured the coffee into a cup, and put it on a tray. 
"You don’t need to worry none. You go off to that school and 
then next summer you come back and you and me and Loosh we’ll 
have us a good time all summer. Loosh’ll get you a horse to 
ride. You wait until next summer.11

She picked up the tray and went out, and I started 
upstairs again.

Miz Anne’s door was closed. I walked down to my room 
and looked at my shelf of books. Miz Anne had told me we would 
probably study Latin the first year at the military school and 
that the second year I might study the Commentaries of Caesar.

Then the door opened quietly and Dru came in and sat 
down by the window. She looked better than she had looked all 
summer.

"Are you glad to be going away soon?" I said.
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"Yes," she said. "Yes, I think so. But I'll be 
glad most of all to go back home again."

And I looked at her, because it sounded funny, the 
way she said it, and she said, "Not here, of course. To our 
real home, in Mississippi."

"There isn't any home there, is there?"
"There will be," she said. "Don't you know what it 

will be like?" -
"No," I said. "Not exactly."
"But don't you see?" she said. "It's where we all 

belong."
And all at once I wondered how she could have put 

away somewhere, as if she had forgotten, or as if it had 
never happened, all the trouble with Phineas Black, so that 
now she seemed to have gone back to the beginning of the 
dream of which she had always talked before, with a new 
direction for it now, the going back to Essex, to the house 
in Mississippi which was not even yet built. And then I 
thought if there were any answer, maybe it was that to her 
the dream was more real than Phineas Black or anything else 
that had happened, and that it was easier for her to put 
away the real things than the way the dream seemed to her.

"Everything since we left there," she said, "has been 
a waste of time, a mistake, something that shouldn't have 
been at all."



247

"How do you know?" I said.
But she was talking to herself again. "I would have 

been happier there," she said. "And Father would have been 
too."

And I looked at her closely again, for the way that 
she mentioned Father.

"He has talked to me," she said. "And now I understand 
everything."

"What?" I said.
"I understand everything. Most of all, I mean, about 

him, and about the way I was wrong. There was a reason, I 
know now, for the things he did, and if I had known it I 
would have understood. I should have known, of course . . . "

"What?" I said. "Known what?"
But she was looking through the window into the dusk. 

And I didn't know whether she meant what she was saying or 
whether she had only changed the dream, the way she had done 
at different times before, and changed all the explanations 
into new ones. But it sounded so important to her that it 
was hard to tell. '

"He has never quite had the life that he was meant to 
have," she said in a minute. "He was forced first by fate or 
the times into a kind of life for which he wasn't meant at all 
he should have lived on there on his father's land and had a
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wise and happy life. Mow he will go back to it again, the 
way it left off with the war, and it will all be the same 
again, the way it was before. I understand it better now."

And then she stopped, and I waited; and all I cc&ld 
see that she understood was something that she had decided 
to understand, or something she had fixed to fit her under
standing, and I said, "What was the reason, Bru?"

"I thought he was afraid, that he was a man without 
honor, and I had begun to hate him for it; and yet all the 
time, during all those years, and this is what I didn't know, 
he was guided by a matter of honor which forced him to some
thing which in itself made me think him less honorable. He 
made a promise, you see; my mother asked him to leave Phineas 
Black alone, to let him live. Or else he would have killed 
him, as any honorable man would, right in the beginning."

"He left that out," I said. "He didn't tell that to 
me, about the promise, when he told me the rest." I was speak
ing half to myself, thinking of the day in Father's office when 
he talked to me, the day I went down to the river with the 
chicken foot and the arrowheads and the silver buckle tied up 
in the handkerchief; but Bru heard me anyway. "Exactly," she 
said. "It is exactly what he would do, and the way that he 
would do it. As a matter of honor he could no more tell the 
promise than he could forfeit it by his actions. How could he 
have told you, when he was still bound by it?"
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"Did he tell you that?" I said.
But she wasn’t looking at me now; she had the same 

intent and far-off look in her face, the same way she had 
looked before when she spoke of the man in the dream; and 
we seemed to be back at the beginning again.

"Did he tell you?" I said.
And then she got up and left, and I was alone in the 

room, and now the day was almost gone, and, outside, the 
shadows were filling up the lawn. I sat and thought a while 
and looked through the window into the deepening well of dark
ness.

The trouble seemed to be that everybody else had an 
answer: Father and Miz Anne were going to Essex, Aunt Gissie
had already gone to Charleston, Viny and loosh were going home 
again, and Dru had a new dream of the future. They all had some 
kind of an answer; I was the only one who had none.

What I wanted, I guess, was to go there, too, with Father 
and Miz Anne, right away, as soon as they went themselves, instead 
of to the military school to wait all year. What I wanted to 
do was to see the gilded courthouse dome where Sherman’s shell- 
holes were, even though they were so patched and painted now 
that I couldn’t see them at all unless Father could point them' 
out to me. And I wanted to look at the courthouse lawn, where 
they had the carnival that time, where now there would only be
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old men in polished cane-bottomed chairs, drowsing all day 
in the shade of the old elm trees, and the place in the street 
where the Negro judge had waited for the murdered blood to 
rise from the ground again, and all the old roads where the 
IClansmen rode in the night, and the trees from which men hung, 
and the old rose-bushes where our house used to be, and the 
Italian-marble summer-house that hadn’t burned at all, and the 
rows of brick slave quarters, and all the old woods if they 
were still left standing, where Viny would probably say there 
still were loup-garous.

I guess that was what I wanted; but they said that a 
man had to learn to be a soldier, and maybe they are right.
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